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Volume 1 Introduction

Well, it’s finally here at last.  What began as a moderate collection
of some of my older works has been updated (in some cases drastically)
and recollected for your reading enjoyment.  But what are you in for
exactly?  It’s quite simple really.  The following pages will present to
you  a  series  of  writings  I  made  during  much  of  my early  college
education, stretching from Fall 1995 to Spring 1999.  Even though there
are a handful of works to predate my college years represented in this
collection, most of my high school writings are either limited to pencil
and line paper, or just too horrendous to read through.

Almost  everything in  the  first  four  sections  of  this  volume was
written for either a creative writing course, a fiction course, a poetry
course, or a screenwriting course.  Everything in the fifth section, which
is the bonus never-before-seen section for most of those who have read
the original version of this volume, was written entirely for fun, and
mostly at my neighbor’s house.

As  you  read  through  each  section,  I  will  give  you  a  brief
introduction to what you’re about to read and a commentary insert at
the end of each section to explain a little deeper the purpose of each
writing.  Only the last section will be devoid of a commentary segment
since there would be way too many works to discuss.

And  that’s  essentially  what  you’re  in  for  during  the  next  four
hundred pages.  So with that I hope you take some kind of pleasure in
reading these.  It is after all what I do.

—Jeremy

If you have any questions or comments, or just want to drop me a line
and say “hey,” my email address is:

zippywings@hotmail.com
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Introduction

Welcome to the Short Stories section of the “Collection of Junk”
Volume 1 edition.  Throughout the course of the next 150+ pages you
will discover the first set of reasonably decent short stories that I have
written over the years.  I say “first of the decent ones” simply because
there are a handful of works to predate what I have featured here, but I
think it is safe to say that none of them were very good.  Of course,
some might argue that  the original  versions  of  the stories  that  I  am
featuring in this volume are not very good either, but trust me when I
say that they are significantly better  than the titles that  I  could have
included here instead.

Even though I will write a brief commentary for each work at the
end of this section, I  would like to point out in the meantime that a
couple of the featured stories (notably the first two) began life as short
fiction,  but  recently  ballooned  into  novellas  during  the  rewriting
process.   Normally  I  would  feature  them in  a  separate  “Novellas”
section to account for their enormous sizes, but because they originally
began in this section, I decided to keep them here.  So just be aware of
the fact that as you read through this further, you will sit down a little
longer than you would for a normal-length short story.

Another noteworthy detail to know about is that every single one of
these short stories were written initially for a writing course of some
sort at  some point.  Even though they have all undergone a massive
rewriting phase since the original drafts in the last couple months, their
ideas began while I was enrolled in a class that required me to write
them.  I will talk more about that in the commentaries though, so don’t
worry about it now.

So  with  that  I  hope  you  enjoy  what’s  in  store  for  you  in  the
following pages.  And if you don’t, then I’m sorry.

—Jeremy
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Rick Razorface: Detective’s Night Out

Five minutes late already and he still hadn’t returned to the office.
He really had to hustle now.  As the rain fell, he ran through the empty
city streets, splashing puddle after puddle that meandered in his way.
His lungs tightened and released with every three steps he took, huffing
and puffing with the rhythm of his speeding heartbeat.  Even though he
tried to keep in shape as often as he could, running full speed in the rain
slowed his resistance to the burn.  It would’ve been nice if he was able
to skip the run completely and hail a cab back to his building, but the
cabs  rarely  came  to  this  section  of  town  this  time  of  night.   The
dispatcher he spoke to over the phone called it an insurance issue.  She
said that the cabbies didn’t like driving in places where they might get
shot.  Of course, it seemed laughable to him at first because he got shot
at all the time, but he supposed that some people would rather choose
careers that specifically steered them away from gunfire than those that
placed them in the middle of it.  At least he understood the viewpoint,
so he didn’t raise hell about it when she refused to send someone out
there for him.

There  was once a  time in his three  years as a  detective that he
considered buying a car to make situations like these more convenient
for him.  He even made it to the showroom floor once to consider the
option of placing a down payment on a Nissan Sentra, but he backed
out when he realized what risks owning a car meant.  Even though he’d
never have to  take another  cab or  bus for  the rest  of his career,  he
would inevitably own a license tag that potential enemies could track
and use against him.  He figured that it was better to remain a ghost in
the world and disappear  in  the blink of an eye than it  was to place
himself in  a  system of  registries  that  could lead  to  his whereabouts
anytime a villain searched him out.  By this same logic, he also didn’t
own  a  home  or  rent  an  apartment.   Instead  he  split  his  residency
between his office, which was leased under a different name, and his
childhood friend’s basement, which he paid for monthly under the table.
So far everything worked out in his favor.  But every once in awhile,
like tonight, he preferred to have things a little more simplistic.

If he had his own car, he would’ve already taken care of business at
the office, and would be at least halfway to the restaurant by now.  But
the burden of secrecy he bared didn’t allow that, so his date was just
gonna have to understand.

Fortunately,  he  was  already  in  motion—finished  with  tonight’s
details of his most recent case.  It looked hairy for awhile leading up to
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this moment because the man he tracked to the dockyard almost spotted
him, but he managed to slip behind a box just in time.  Granted he
didn’t stick around long enough to find out if his presence remained a
secret, but even if the guy spotted him, he at least managed to snap a
few incriminating pictures of him dumping white powder into the back
of a speedboat.  That was all he really needed at this stage of the case.
He bolted out of there about twenty minutes before he was due to arrive
at the restaurant.

The best part about working in the back artery of town was that no
one traveled the road by night.  The only obstacle that stood before him
was his own random reflection in the rainwater.  If anything made him
later, it was his own fault.

His office was located about three miles from the dockyard, in a
ramshackle part  of  town.  Some people  called  it  the  ghetto,  but  he
called it home of the desperate.  He chose to set up business there in
order to throw off the scent of old targets seeking revenge who naturally
assumed he was one of the “classy” crime fighters.  Being that most
detectives worked out of the busy municipal district in the heart of the
city, a  majority of released and escaped convicts would handle their
searching and stalking out there.  None of them ever dreamed to search
their own turf for their captors.

Rick Razorface, as he was commonly referred to by his orthodox
colleagues, picked up his pace through the rain soaked streets, darting
around the corners  of empty warehouses,  buzzing by the remains of
derelict convenience stores.

It  was  rumored  that  this  section  of  town  thrived  during  the
prohibition days of the thirties, but the abandonment of the Mafia less
than a decade later left it ripe for less inspired gangs to take over.  Not
long afterward, the city’s industrial district lost its  impact and entire
neighborhoods bordering the dockyard collapsed in social refuse.  By
the seventies,  all  remnants of  prohibition era  dominance had wasted
away, and the smaller gangs who vied for control all fell apart to petty
gangland warfare.  Houses decayed, businesses closed, and alleys filled
up with street  vermin.  Only those who could barely afford poverty
remained in the area.  And of the ones that stuck around, only a handful
lived in their own homes.  The rest spent their nights in abandoned lots
and burnt out houses, sharing space with at least five others like them.
Two and  a  half  decades  later,  the  city  government  disavowed their
existence completely.

One of the difficult aspects of staking out criminals in this section
of town anymore was that no one in power really cared.  Everything that
happened east of the train tracks was up for the gangs to decide.  The
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police,  the  judge,  and  even  the  mayor  didn’t  bother  with  the  old
industrial district anymore.  The only time it mattered was when one of
their own elite somehow ended up here and got shot, beaten, or fondled
before escaping.  Unless the circumstances had taken that turn, the city
government didn’t  bother  giving the affairs  of  this  section a second
glance.  That made Rick’s job a little tougher because it forced him to
lure his targets to the west of the tracks and nail them there if he wanted
justice served.

Of course the big dilemma since he began his work was deciding
whether or not he really cared either.  The fact was that the big political
bureaucrats  and  their  influential  aficionados  were  not  about  to
prosecute the people that he chose to deliver to justice because it wasn’t
worth their time when the big money was with higher profile western
convicts.  Waiting several hours by a dockyard to snap pictures of a guy
dumping powder in a boat would not merit  any type of  manhunt or
search warrant in this town.  Sure, if the offender was notorious or a
celebrity, then maybe the attention would be given where it was due.
But when it’s just another grub on the hook of dirty blue-collar living,
Rick was on his own every time.  And as he darted  around a half-
crumbled building to reach the main industrial highway, he thought that
maybe he needed to stop taking these thankless jobs and go out on dates
more often.

Fortunately his clients cared about what the dregs of the east did to
them, and they had wallets to prove it.  So Rick did his best to satiate
their requests.  In the sense of his most recent case, his client put up a
pretty good story about this latest target, and offered to pay handsomely
if his enemy was brought to justice.

Ten more minutes passed when he reached the front steps of his
building.  He drenched with sweat and panted for air, but he made it in
one piece.  Obviously in this line of work, that was half the battle.  As
he jogged up the stairs and fumbled to unlock his door, he quickly slid
off his trench coat.  Once his door flung open, he tossed his coat to the
side and headed for his desk.  Inside the main drawer, he found a bottle
of Axe body spray and doused himself from head to belt.  Of course
when he realized how ridiculous he looked with a shirt dripping with
wet deodorant, he removed his shirt and sprayed again.  This time he
put on a drier shirt and slapped on a tie around his collar.

When he checked his  watch again,  he realized  that  if  he didn’t
leave right at that moment, his date would be gone indefinitely by the
time he reached the restaurant.  He was already chancing it by this point
in time, but the possibility that she would still be there existed.  Another
moment however would ruin that.  So he sprayed some germ killer in
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his  mouth,  dropped  it  on  the  desk,  and  ran  out  the  front  door.
Hopefully she wouldn’t notice that he hadn’t brushed his teeth since
lunchtime.

Getting to  the restaurant  was a  tricky endeavor  for  a  man who
didn’t  own a  car.   But  Rick prided himself  on his  ingenuity,  so  he
devised a plan for shaving off a few extra minutes of travel time.  When
he got down to the payphone a few yards to the south of his building, he
called the Cityside Cab Company again and asked them to meet him at
the train station.  He figured that maybe they would be willing to at
least  drive  that  far.   After  arranging  the  pick-up  location  and
establishing the time of arrival, he concluded that he had exactly twelve
minutes to race across the railroad tracks and another four minutes to
reach  the  rendezvous  point.   By  foot  however,  he  was  looking  at
another forty minutes of travel time, so he needed something to double
his speed.  Fortunately his office building set on the eastern border of
the slum district, so he was bound to find something that could help him
there.

Living in the forgotten section of town had its perks.  For example,
he could boost somebody’s junkmobile and take it for a ride without
anyone but the owner giving a single thought.  And being that nobody
in the slums drove very far at any given point in time, it was unrealistic
to think that they wouldn’t just as soon walk to their destination, as they
would drive.  In Rick’s mind, nobody there had anything to show off, so
they really wouldn’t miss it.  So he broke the window of the first rusted
Cadillac  he  could  find,  checking  to  make  sure  that  no  one  was
watching, and unlocked the door from the inside.  Once he was in, he
kicked  off  the  ignition  switch  and  rubbed  the  two  ignition  wires
together.   Within  moments  a  cloud  of  smoke  puffed  out  of  the
sputtering Cadillac and he was on his way to the train station.

With his foot to the floor, the drive only took about five minutes.
Once he reached the station, he ditched the car in the parking lot and
awaited the cab near  the entrance.   He figured that it  made a better
impression to arrive at a fancy restaurant in a taxi than it did a smoking
junk pile, so he was satisfied with holding out a couple extra minutes
for his ride.  When the cab finally arrived, it whisked him through the
streets of the city like a chariot, dodging the lines of traffic with ease.
And when the ride stopped and he paid the driver his fare, he stepped
out of the vehicle  to  gaze  upon the establishment where his dreams
would begin, holding his breath for inspiration.  He was ready to see if
his date had patience.

A small group of people stood frustrated outside the entrance of the
Plush Reservoir of Paris,  the highly acclaimed French restaurant that
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boasted  gourmet food,  five-star  service,  and the occasional  celebrity
visit.  They argued with the host about their clothing choices, and how
they  preferred  shorts  and  T-shirts  to  ties  and  jackets.   The  host
repeatedly explained to them that they needed to apply to the dress code
as best as they could, and that they needed to make a reservation while
they were at it.  But they continued to argue back and forth until the
host nearly raised his voice.  Rick stood there and tapped his foot as he
double-checked to make sure his tie was on straight and that his jacket
covered most of his button-up shirt.

Reservations  for  the  Plush  Reservoir  of  Paris  were  often  made
hours  in  advance  for  the  back  tables  and  days  in  advance  for  the
window and floor seats.  Those who came in without reservation were
expected to shell  out an additional fortune to insure that an existing
reservation would be bumped in their favor.  Of the ones who had the
misfortune of getting bumped, an even greater amount of cash insured
them of regaining their place at the table.  Rick made his reservation a
week ago.  He knew he had the right of way in this situation.

“Excuse me,” he said, as he pushed the front arguer aside.  “Bicker
about your problems later.  I have a date waiting for me inside.”

The disgruntled guy tried to push Rick back, but Rick placed his
arm up to block the assault.  As the man hurled a few vulgar insults his
way,  he  quickly tuned him out  and  stared  at  the  host,  who looked
relieved to catch a break.

“Yes, sir,” said the host, as he carefully shifted his attention back
and forth between Rick and the angry masters of grunge.  “What name
is your party registered under?”

“The name is Barker.  Robert Barker.”
Rick  had  about  ten  different  pseudonyms  to  protect  his  true

identity.  He thought that life was just easier that way.
The host scanned his reservation book to match the name and time

to the most available table.  He had a grin on his face when he found it.
“Ah, yes,” said the host.  “It appears you have a lady waiting for

you.”
Rick breathed a sigh of relief.  Looked like he made it in time after

all, unless of course the host was distracted when she slipped out.
The host gathered a couple menus from his station and led Rick

through the ritzy interior of the restaurant.  Rick had read many rave
reviews about this place, but this was the first time that he actually had
the chance to see it  for  himself.  The walls were adorned with fake
medieval French royal tapestries along with polished swords and shiny
shields.  Vines grew in waves through the floor  and up the sides of
pillars.  Grapes sprouted at the tips of each vine branch, and were ripe
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for the picking.  Waiters and waitresses, dressed like peasants, served
the upper class their wines and delicacies.  A jester wandered around
from table to table juggling silverware and dinner rolls for the guests.
A  tiny  French  orchestra  conducted  classic  medieval  tunes  for
everyone’s  enjoyment.   Rick  quietly  nodded  to  himself  when  he
realized he had made an interesting choice.

Rick’s detective agency had its share of financial problems in the
past—problems that didn’t necessarily go away quietly.  Every time he
managed to scrape  up enough cash from a distraught client,  the bill
collectors would come knocking on his door  to  fulfill  their  monthly
rounds.  Sure the rest of government had no problem turning a blind eye
to the affairs of the eastside, but the bill collectors still demanded their
taxes and their monthly payments.  Whenever they would come around
holding out their hands for more than he had, he would often put up a
big fight, calling them leeches and jackals.  When they tried to leave
with his desk or his telephone as collateral payment, he typically sent
them down the stairs on their backs.  And when the next month came
around,  he would go through the  whole process  all  over  again.   So
naturally, the ability to afford a restaurant like this was a big treat for
him.

When he arrived at his table near one of the back walls, he smiled
as he made eye contact with his beautiful date.  She was still there—
annoyed, but still there.  Her smile was less defined, but the corners of
her lips did move upward slightly.

“Nice to see you made it,” she said, tapping her fork against the
table.  “Good thing I didn’t order yet because, wouldn’t you know it, I
still don’t have a menu.”

The host bowed to her as he set a menu in front of her, and one in
front of Rick’s seat.

“Oh,” she continued, “but now that you’re here, I have something
to read.  Thanks for coming, Rick.”

The host patted Rick on the shoulder for good luck.  Rick shrugged
back.

“Your servers will be around with some drinks shortly,” said the
host.

Rick pulled his chair away from the table and took a seat.  Now he
could finally breathe again.

“Sorry I’m late,” he said.  “Traffic’s terrible this time of night.”
“Well you’re lucky you weren’t any later,” she said, “because I was

three minutes away from leaving.”
Rick checked his watch.  By his estimation, he thought he would

have already missed her by two minutes.
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“Well, I’m glad you stayed.  So how are you?”
Her name was Christine Trader, a fashion designer by day and a

jazz club singer by night.  She typically sang in sequined gowns that she
designed herself, with low cut back and barely visible straps.  Of course
she  didn’t  sing  every  night  because  that  would’ve  burnt  her  out
eventually, but she tried to make an appearance on Wednesdays and
Saturdays at  the  Bayview Club,  where  pianos  and  saxophones  were
king.  Since tonight wasn’t one of those nights, she wore something a
little more conservative to the restaurant—black dress, blue earrings,
and a necklace with a heart on it.  Again, she designed the dress herself,
or at least that’s what she claimed.  Rick thought she was a gorgeous
sight regardless.  He had a thing for women in black dresses.

“Been a tough day,” she said.  “One of the machines ripped a hole
in Jackson Samut’s jean skirt today.  He spent two hundred dollars to
have  a  custom  logo  embroidered  in  the  pockets,  and  the  needles
shredded it.  As you can probably imagine, I had to hear about it with
volume when he came in to pick it up.  So I’ve been in a bad mood
since.”

Rick dug rapidly into his ear.
“Um, did I hear you right?” he said.  “Some guy brought in a skirt?

For himself?”
Christine looked at  him dumbfounded for  just  a  moment before

smiling with delighted eyes.
“You don’t know who Jackson Samut is, do you?”
“Just some cross dresser evidently.”
A server appeared at the table and set down two glasses of water in

front of them.  Both Rick and Christine thanked the tuxedoed man, and
they  each  took  a  sip  from  the  glass.   The  cold  liquid  was  quite
refreshing to  Rick’s otherwise parched throat,  though it  did  have an
unusual aftertaste.

“Jackson Samut is only the largest fashion collector in the entire
state,” she continued.  “He’s been featured in various fashion magazines
from all  over the country.   He’s renowned for  buying old forgotten
apparel and spending big bucks to have them refreshed and enhanced
for today’s brand new generation.”

“Sounds gay.”
Christine  paused  a  moment  before  taking  another  drink.   Her

delight  transformed  to  subtle  offense.   She  swallowed  hard  before
setting her glass down.

“Show some respect,  Rick,” she said,  “He’s the main ingredient
that  keeps  my agency alive.   Without  him I  would be  considerably
broke.”
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“I see.  Let me ask you something.  Does he actually wear these
skirts?”

Christine  trailed  her  eyes  off  to  some  random table  while  she
stirred her drink with her straw.

“I don’t know, Rick.  Maybe.  That’s not really my business.”
Rick took her hand from her straw and rubbed it.  He followed with

a hand to her chin and turned her face back in his direction.
“Lighten  up,  Christine,”  he  said,  stroking  her  cheek.   “You’re

supposed to end a bad day with a laugh.”
Her lips curled upward as the realization finally seemed to reach

her brain that he was just joking.  She removed his hand from her face
and held it down by her glass.  The tiny smile leveled out to blatant
expressionless emotion again.

“I gotcha,” she said.  “Funny.  Ha ha.”
Of  course  now  it  was  his  turn  to  take  amusement  from  her

otherwise  biting  sense  of  sarcasm.   He  released  her  hand  and  took
another sip from his water.  At that moment a new server arrived to take
their order.

“How are you folks doing tonight?” asked the waiter.  He removed
a pen from his pocket and set it to his notepad.

“We’re adjusting,” said Rick, shifting his focus from Christine, to
the waiter, to some distant plant across the restaurant.  He saw a man in
a hat and trench coat standing on the other side of the window near the
plant.  The man maintained a sideways profile, keeping his head low,
but slightly turned toward the dining room.  Rick took another sip of his
water as he watched to see if the man would move.

“Well that’s grand indeed.  Would you like some more time to look
at the menu, or are you ready to order?”

Rick hadn’t even opened the menu yet.  Christine opened hers, but
didn’t look at it.

“I think we need a little more time,” he said.
“All right, I’ll be back shortly then.”
With that the server moved on to the next table.  Meanwhile Rick

decided  that  coming to  a  restaurant  without  opening  the  menu was
remarkably pointless, so he sneaked a peek at the first page to see a
long list of appetizers from crab legs to escargot.  Each item cost the
price of three dinners at most chain restaurants.  His eyes widened at
the $25 average.  He was uncertain that he wanted to flip the page to
read the dinner section.

Before he turned the page, he took another look at the man outside.
The man brought a cigarette up to his mouth and puffed it.  After the
smoke  billowed from his  lips,  he  dropped  the  tobacco  stick  to  the
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ground and stamped it out with his foot.  Immediately following, the
man took  a  few steps  forward,  scraping his fingers along the  glass,
disappearing behind the front wall.  Rick trailed his eyes to the front
entrance to see if the man planned on coming in.  Nothing happened.

“Rick, are you all right?” asked Christine.
“Yeah, why do you ask?”
“Because you’re staring off into space.  Are you still on the job?”
“No, of course not, I’m on a date with you.”
“Then will you give me your attention?”
Rick looked back at her, realizing that he drifted off for a moment.
“Sorry about that,” he said.
He returned his attention to the menu to  see if  anything looked

satisfying.
“So  how’s  Simon  lately?”  he  asked  Christine,  who  raised  her

eyebrows when she turned to the main course.
“Getting into less trouble than he used to,” she said.
A few months ago Christine showed up at  Rick’s office  with a

small folder in hand.  She handed him the binder to reveal all sorts of
photos and journals about her Persian cat Simon.  It seemed that the cat
disappeared from her apartment while she was at work one morning.
Given  that  her  windows  were  shut  and  her  door  was  locked,  his
disappearance was a complete mystery.  She came to Rick with the case
when all the other detectives laughed at her and told her that they only
handled human cases.   Rick wanted to tell her the same, but he was
desperate for cash, and the last detective she talked to before coming to
him said that cats were more up Rick’s alley, so he really couldn’t break
her heart when she arrived at his office because that would’ve made the
other detective a liar and Rick an insensitive jerk.  When he took the
case, he searched her apartment thoroughly for any kind of clue from
footprints to broken locks,  and ended up finding a small  hole in the
bedroom wall underneath the bed.  He shined a flashlight inside the
hole to  see  two yellow eyes peeking at  him from between a couple
wooden beams.  When he pulled the cat out from the wall, she invited
him to dinner as a gesture of thanks.  They casually dated ever since.

“Well that’s good news,” he said.  “I don’t want to have to stick my
hands inside a wall again.  I think I still have termites in my blood.”

Christine laughed at his offbeat remark.  Now Rick thought he was
getting somewhere.

“So how was your day today, Rick?”
He  thought  about  the  best  way  to  answer  her  question.   The

problem was that he tried to instill a little bit of confidentiality in each
case he took, so revealing the details of the day jeopardized the secrecy.
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Fortunately though there were a few things he could disclose without
risking the sensitive nature of his client’s anonymity, so there was still a
possible way to answer the question.

“It was okay,” he said.
With that he glanced over the menu to see what foods would catch

his stomach’s eye.
“I think I’m gonna go with the shrimp scampi.”  
“Just okay?” she responded.
“Yep,  just  okay.   It  says here  that  they douse  the  shrimp with

bourbon and oil.  Sounds like a treat, doesn’t it?”
“What did you do when you woke up this morning?”
“Ate a hot pocket and went to work.  Apparently the shrimp comes

imported straight from the Bayou.  Interesting.”
“What was work like?”
Rick sensed that she was invading his strict code of confidentiality,

so he searched his menu for an answer.
“It was like raw oysters,” he replied.
“Excuse me?”
“The day was quite simple.  On any given morning I wake up, pop

something in the microwave, and pull out my latest case file to go over
last night’s discoveries.  I routinely circle anything that stands out, but
more  often  than  not  the  list  of  things  in  front  of  me are  stale  and
remarkably useless.  Typically I’ll hit a roadblock and force myself to
go out into the field to fish for more clues.  But today was different.
Today that same old tough exterior I often beat against opened up to
reveal some oyster meat—meat that was fresh and good.  Today I found
the missing piece of the puzzle.”

“Really?  That’s great.  What was it?”
“Denim skirts.  Crate loads of denim skirts complete with zippers

and flare.   It  seems the  man I’ve  been tracking  is  a  major  fashion
smuggler.   He  probably  upgrades  the  old  school  denim  style  into
today’s hot trends to make a fat profit for himself and his cohorts.  But
mostly for himself.”

Christine’s eyes widened.
“Oh my gosh, you don’t think it’s…”
Rick  tried  to  conceal  his  laughter,  but  he  couldn’t  keep  it  in

completely.  The muscles in his lips gave way, pulling his mouth to a
smile.

“Just kidding, Christine.  I can’t really tell you about my case.  It’s
confidential.”

Christine’s  eyes  reverted  back  to  their  original  shape  and  she
chucked an ice cube at him.



26 / Nomadic Souls

“That’s not funny,” she said, trying not to laugh.
“Sorry, but you asked for it.”
Rick picked  up the  ice  cube from his  lap  and  popped it  in  his

mouth.  It tasted bitter.
“Is it just me, or does the water in this place taste a little less than

plush?”
The words came out a little garbled from having a little freezing

block of ice blocking his tongue from properly connecting with the roof
of his mouth.  Christine looked at him a little funny.

“What?” she said.
Rick spit the ice cube into his hand and repeated his question.  He

casually dropped the cube onto the floor and crushed it with his foot.
Christine took a sip and swished the water around.  She swallowed.

“I think you’re paranoid,” she said.
“It doesn’t taste bitter to you?”
“Well, it’s not exactly sweet, but it’s water.  I think it’s okay.”
Rick took a sip of his water and swished it.  It definitely carried a

basic sensation to it.  He sucked it down.
“I  read  recently  that  the  city  was  having  some  major  water

problems,”  he  said.   “Apparently  there’s  a  new  chemical  floating
around in the reserves at the water plant; some side agent to chlorine or
sulfur.  To compensate for the general health of the people, most public
water consumption is supposed to be purified through special filters so
that potentially harmful substances can be removed for safe drinking.
This water tastes, how shall I put it, unpurified.”

Christine shook her head with disbelief.
“I’m dating a conspiracy theorist,” she said.
“No, think about it.  If this restaurant is serving chlorine or sulfur

to  its  patrons,  then  it’s  also  serving the  chemical  side  agent,  which
means it’s in danger of receiving a hefty lawsuit.”

“Rick, people swallow water from swimming pools all  the time.
No  one  has  sued  a  pool  company  for  harmful  consumption  last  I
checked.”

“But people expect to ingest a little bit of pool water when they go
swimming.  They don’t expect it when they go out to eat.  I need to
investigate  this  further  to  see  if  this  restaurant  is  violating a  public
health policy.”

“Well can you do it on your own time?  We’re on a date right
now.”

“No, I  have to do it  while I  can afford to be here.   Besides,  if
something turns up, maybe the lawsuit that results can pay for our next
meal.”
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Christine remained speechless for just a moment.  A smile soon
followed.

“You’re putting me on again, aren’t you?” she said.
Rick slid his chair backward and slowly stood up.  For the first

time since he left his apartment he caught a legitimate whiff of his body
spray.  It smelled a bit sporty.

“I’ll be right back,” he said.  “Please don’t drink anymore water.
And if the waiter shows up, order the shrimp scampi for me.”

Since his career as a detective began, Rick kept his senses open to
anything that seemed out of the ordinary.  Whether the situation directly
linked with the case he was on, or if it simply begged for justification,
he did what he could to solve the puzzle and put everything in its proper
place.  In this case, a high profile restaurant served a glass of water that
didn’t taste right to him.  And even though he wasn’t looking to leave
Christine high and dry, he believed that somebody needed to find out
once and for all if the Plush Reservoir of Paris was risking the health of
its customers.  Since no one else seemed to be rising to the challenge,
Rick took it upon himself to take care of that job.  Of course there was
no real clientele this time, so the reward for unmasking the truth would
go unpaid, but the fact remained that he was still given the water, so his
health would be the gain.  He casually stepped away from the table and
walked toward the kitchen.

The distance from his chair to the kitchen entrance was the length
of five tables and a floor plant.  In the time it took to travel those few
steps,  Rick  overheard  several  conversations  ranging  in  topics  from
spoiled  kids  attending private  schools  to  the  rules  of  playing tennis
professionally.   Glasses  and  silverware  clinked  in  a  surrounding
circumference, drowning out many of the words that he needed to hear
to fully comprehend the thoughts being spoken.  But by the time he
reached the edge of the wall that led into the kitchen, he no longer cared
what  the  other  patrons  chatted  about.   They  could’ve  talked  about
eating dog food and it wouldn’t have changed his focus on the matter.
Unless of course the waiter served them dog food, then it might have
raised his ear.

Clatter echoed from the bowels of the open kitchen.  Rick peeked
around the corner to see a waiter and a waitress standing under a steam
cloud while they filled up glasses of fountain soda and iced tea.  They
conversed about the results of some blood test that he took some time
ago.  She seemed relieved.

Rick considered the possibility of sneaking around the two servers
in order to get a better look at the filtration system in the sink’s faucet,
but  he  wasn’t  completely  certain  that  the  water  served  to  patrons
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actually came from there, so he waited to see what they would do next.
Once the male server finished filling up the first glass with some cola,
he placed the next glass underneath the nozzle and squirted.  The foam
from the drink rose up quickly, so quickly that some of it spilled over.
The female server set her pitcher of iced tea down and waited for the
guy to finish with his drink orders.

When the  two of  them finished,  the  man picked  up the  tray of
drinks and proceeded  toward the entrance where Rick was standing.
The girl followed him out holding her single glass of iced tea.   She
poked a straw through the ice as she passed by the dispenser.   Rick
quickly leaned his back against the wall as they made their exit, trying
not to draw any suspicion from them.  A moment later they disappeared
around the corner hall into another section of the restaurant.

He looked inside the kitchen again to see if any other servers were
on  hand  to  fill  up  a  water  order.   Most  of  the  kitchen’s  activities
continued  in  the  depths  where  chefs  concocted  their  expensive
masterpieces, so the immediate area was vacant.  He looked over his
shoulder to see Christine looking this way and that, which meant that
she was either getting bored or frustrated, so he knew he couldn’t wait
long for  someone to  come back.  Since no one would object  to his
snooping if  there  wasn’t anyone around to  complain,  he decided  he
would examine the watering area himself.

Rick carefully tiptoed onto  the tiled  floor,  trying to  stick to the
cracks to minimize the sound.  Of course, if the restaurant had allowed
him to wear tennis shoes,  then his sneak efforts would’ve been less
challenging.  But wearing a pair of shiny dress shoes on cold brown
tiles held the equivalent to dancing in tap shoes, which of course meant
the death of secrecy.  So he stepped ever so slowly past the serving
booth and held his gaze toward the kitchen, where steam floated out
like a billowing fog.  The sink set in between the drink station and the
refrigerator.

As he approached the sink, he quickly darted his attention back and
forth between the faucet and the chefs.  Most of them stood past the
metal rack, and through the licking fires he saw that their backs were
turned.  Even though he heard voices coming immediately from around
the  corner  wall,  which  separated  the  heart  of  the  kitchen  from the
serving area, those sounds were of less concern since he couldn’t see
the people making them, and there was no visible way that they could
see him.  So given that the coast was clear, he quickly bent down over
the sink and peeked under the faucet.  Just as he thought, there was no
filtration system attached.
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Fancy restaurants had their way of being unique from the rest of the
crowd,  rarely  with  their  menus,  but  often  with  atmosphere  and
presentation.  It was possible that maybe the sink layout had its own
form of  deviance  from the  rest  of  the  crowd.   Maybe  this  sink  in
particular  had  a  filter  on  the inside  of  the  faucet,  in  some nouvelle
vague way of being different.  Rick turned the handle an inch to let a
thin stream of water flow out.  He quickly stuck his tongue into the
trickling liquid to see if he had solved the case.  Within a beat he turned
off the water and closed his mouth.  It was bitter, but not quite the same
as that of the ice cold drink in his glass.  This couldn’t have been the
source.

Voices approached from the dining area.  He looked up toward the
entrance to see two left feet stepping through the arch.  A new waiter
and waitress followed.  Upon reflex, Rick immediately stooped below
the sink and huddled there facing them.  It was unlikely that he would
remain concealed for long since the sink stood on four legs and anyone
who passed by could easily see him.  But he hoped for the best.

The two servers set their empty glasses down next to the fountain
as they rattled on about puppies and kittens.  The male server removed
a new glass from the serving booth and filled it with ice from the ice
dispenser.   He followed with some fruit  punch colored  drink.   The
female server picked up a pitcher from the table and also filled it with
ice.  Then she placed the container underneath yet another nozzle from
the fountain.  To Rick’s surprise, clear liquid poured into it.  Nothing
foamy  rose  from  the  surface.   It  was  all  just  honest  transparent
refreshment.  That was where the water came from.

When the two servers left for the dining area again, Rick crawled
out from underneath the sink and examined the fountain.  Sure enough
there was a small button for water next to the lemonade.  He stuck his
finger underneath the dispenser and pressed the button.  The water that
flowed out soaked the top half of his hand.  As it dripped, Rick tasted
his finger to discover that the water was the same texture and quality as
that of the stuff in his glass.

Something about this didn’t satisfy him though.  It may have been
that he wasn’t drinking sink water, but there was no guarantee that the
liquid from the fountain was filtered.  Sure, it tasted differently than the
water from the faucet, but so did swimming pools and irrigation ditches
(as far as he knew).  Difference meant nothing to him.  As far as he was
concerned, this case wasn’t over.  He needed to find a way to open the
fountain top to see what the hose network looked like.

Rick  looked  around  for  something  to  stand  on.   He  found  a
footstool in the corner, but reaching it would’ve meant the possibility of
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exposing himself to the people in the dining room with that location in
their line of sight.  The serving counter had to suffice for now.

Empty  glasses  rested  on  the  counter  next  to  various  items  for
dispensing, such as straws and condiments.   Carefully he pushed the
glasses aside in order to create an open surface to stand on.  The vacant
section was a little wet, but so was he, so he quickly stuck his left foot
onto the edge of the counter and sprung to the top.  Within seconds he
saw the top of the fountain.  It was covered with a vented lid.

The lid was metal, but fairly light.  Rick flipped it open and leaned
it against the wall.  Inside he could see a deep hollow entangled with
hoses—most of which were attached to clear plastic bags of syrup.  The
answer lied inside one of them.

He reexamined the face of the fountain to see where each drink
dispenser was positioned.  All the colas held to the edges and the juicier
drinks kept to the center.  He also noted that the water shared a spot
with  the  lemonade  in  the  dead  center  of  the  lineup.   Therefore  he
searched for the hose that ran from the wall to the middle.  He found
two.

As he reached down to further examine the two central hoses, he
heard another set of approaching voices.  Again they sounded like they
were coming from the dining area, drawing closer and closer with every
passing second.  There was no time to run, and no time to negotiate the
possibility of getting caught.  Instead, he leapt into the hollow of the
fountain and contorted himself to fit.  Within just a few seconds,  he
heard another set of glasses touch down on the counter.

“You know,” said a female voice, “I used to think he was so cool,
but then he started snorting Coke, and I just lost all respect for him.
Especially after it all came back up and fizzled out.  It just looked so
bad.  And to think he was gonna try and perform that trick nationally.”

“Yeah,” said another female voice, “he should’ve just stuck with
snorting water.  Less carbonation, and he was actually pretty good at
that.”

“Yeah.  It’s  just  gross  though…and immature.   He  so needs  to
grow up.”

“I hear ya, Amber.  I hear ya.  So what’s the tip count been like for
you tonight?”

“Oh gosh, like worse than Denny’s.  You’d think these people were
new to fortune or something.  They have the money, but don’t know
what to do with it.  I hate this place.”

“Yeah, that’s why I give them a little extra—a little bob in the hips
if you know what I mean.  That gets their attention.”
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“Well, if I  had hips, I could try that, but I haven’t exactly been
blessed with sensuous curves if you haven’t noticed.”

“That  doesn’t  matter.   Piggy  Johnson  made  over  two  hundred
dollars a night in tips for her moves, and you know what her curves
were like.”

A moment of silence passed.  Rick hoped that was the sign that
they left.  He gently poked his head over the rim of the fountain to make
sure.

Nope, they were still there.  A short, seriously skinny brunette girl
stood a few feet in front of him with her back turned, while a taller,
shapelier brunette wiped down a glass with a faded gray cloth.  The tall
one continued with her speech.

“If  Piggy  could  make  a  grand  a  week  in  tips  with  the  excess
features that she had, then I think you could probably get away just as
easily with the few that you have.  Just a thought.”

She set down her glass and walked over to the ice dispenser.  Rick
quickly ducked his head back down.

“I don’t know,” said the first girl, “it just feels so, how shall I say
it…slinky.  I mean, it’s a French restaurant, not a cabaret.  I can’t do
that.”

“Well that’s what Richie Rich likes, so try it or be content with
pennies.”

“Yeah, whatever.  So how’s the new dog?”
“I’m having second thoughts about him.  He chewed up my sofa

last night.”
The girls continued to talk about things that Rick didn’t care about,

and he impatiently looked at his watch to see how many seconds would
pass before they would shut up and leave.  There was still work to do,
but he couldn’t do it with his back pressed tightly against the hoses.  If
he tried to examine them now, it  would mean turning over  onto his
knees, and that meant the risk of sticking his rear end too high in the air.
That would be uncalled for at this juncture, so he decided to wait as
long as he had to for them to leave.  But to his surprise he heard more
voices approach.  These voices were male.

“Hey, ladies,” said the first male voice.   “I just got invited to a
yacht party this weekend with the software giant.  Hope you’re jealous.”

“Yeah, sure,” said the short girl.  “How will I finish out the night
knowing that  Billy  Peterfield  got  invited  to  sail  with  a  snob  and  I
didn’t?  Oh, woe is me.”

“All right, kiss off, Amber.  I’ve been trying to schmooze my way
into this guy’s private club ever since he started coming here, and now I
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finally found the open door.  The least you could do is be happy for
me.”

“Why?  All you ever talk about is Gregory this, and Gregory that.
Why do you think I stopped dating you?  I swear I thought you were in
love with the guy.”

“What?  Okay, that’s it.  We’re so through.”
“Billy,  we’ve  been  through  for  over  a  month.   Or  have  you

forgotten to check your watch again?”
Rick wanted to sigh at the obvious soap opera he was listening too,

but doing so would’ve given him away, so he kept his mouth shut as
long as he could.  Instead he focused his thoughts on how to handle
Christine’s  possible  reaction  to  him being absent  for  more  than ten
minutes.  His alibis ranged from getting his shirt caught in his zipper, to
having to help the cook filet a mignon.  Of course Christine was too
smart  to  buy  any  of  his  stories,  but  he  needed  something.   These
troubled youths were not leaving.

Another voice sounded.  This one was deeper, almost authoritative.
Whoever owned the voice joined in the conversation about yacht club
jealousy and who’s dating whom.  It was as if these people were on a
break.   Didn’t  somebody have  a  glass  of  water  they needed  filled?
Maybe someone would be  starving for  his food.   But as  old  voices
finally left, new ones came in.  For five minutes straight, someone new
would come in, tap something from the fountain, which Rick could feel
as  the  selected  hose  would  shift  slightly,  and  change  the  topic  of
conversation in the process.   Somehow in his brief  stay in the soda
fountain, Rick heard subject matter ranging from drinking soda through
the nose to parachuting from a helicopter.  By the time the last of the
voices left the area, his back grew sore from hoses digging into it.

He poked his head above the fountain again to make sure the coast
was clear.  When he saw that the area was in fact empty, he quickly
repositioned  himself  to  face  the  tubes  running from the  wall  to  the
spigot.  It was a bit dark in there, with his body casting a shadow over
the plumbing, but there was enough sporadic light to see the ends where
the hoses connected.  Remembering that the water ran to the middle of
the series, he tugged first on the hose leading down and then on the one
going straight.  Both tubes took some effort, but he finally yanked them
off in the same beat, splattering run-off liquid all over the inside of the
machine, getting him wet in the process.

Since he didn’t need to examine both sources, he quickly plugged
the lemonade hose back into the socket, while holding the water tube
upright to control the volume of spillage.  The hose didn’t connect as
smoothly as he had hoped,  but  time restrictions prevented him from
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making a perfect fit, so he clamped it on as tightly as he could without
the pressure forcing itself back off.  The end dripped a little, but he
figured the restaurant management could fix it at its own convenience
on some later date.   The important thing now was to investigate the
water hose for a filter as speedily as possible so that he could resume
his date and drink in peace.

As he stuck his finger into the end of the flowing conduit, he heard
a familiar sounding set of voices approaching.  It sounded vaguely like
the set of servers that he encountered when he first approached the wall
next to the kitchen entrance.  Realizing that he was sticking up too high
in the air to remain concealed, Rick quickly flipped onto his back and
clutched  his  knees  to  his  chest.   The  water  trickled  out  around  his
fingers, dripping coldly onto his cheeks.

Even though his posture was cramped in such a tiny space, Rick
fought hard to keep his cool during the whole ordeal.  He had never
been  too  keen  on  tight  squeezes,  and  holing  himself  up  in  a  soda
fountain was no joy either.  But sometimes his line of work required
making  certain  sacrifices,  and  being  stuck  in  a  confined  and
uncomfortable spot was just what was meant to be for this point in time.
It was what he accepted.

But the cold wet dripping on his face quickly got to him.
Once again he heard the clinking of glass on the metal counter a

few feet away, and once again he was forced to listen to conversations
about uninteresting topics.  If he were not so professional, he would’ve
cracked by this point.

Rick decided that it was about time for him to start wrapping up
this investigation, so he carefully maneuvered his free finger toward the
water socket and poked it inside.  It meant contorting his arm across his
neck in order to reach behind his head, but he managed to pull the stunt
off.  Once he felt the harsh plastic conform around his index finger, he
swirled it around as much as he could to see if there was any texture
change.  To his delight he felt a small screen like device at the tip.

Case was closed.
As Rick carefully removed his finger from the water  socket,  he

heard a slight clicking sound.
“Hey, there’s something wrong with the water,” said a male voice.
“What is it?” asked a female voice.
“Nothing’s coming out.”
“That’s odd.  Think the water’s been shut off?”
“I don’t know.  I hope not.”
“Let me go check the sink real quick.”
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The  clicking  continued  to  repeat  in  a  fast  consecutive  motion,
while the sound of footsteps walked away to Rick’s right.  Within a
moment he could hear water splashing against metal.

“The sink works just fine,” said the female voice.  “So it hasn’t
been shut off.”

“Then what in the world can it be?”
“I don’t know.  Maybe it’s…hey, wait a minute.  Why is the lid up

against the wall?”
“What?”
“The lid covering the fountain.  It’s propped up against the wall up

there.”
A couple footsteps walked away from the fountain.
“Hey, you’re right,” said the male voice.  “Wonder why that is.

Maybe I should check it out.”
Rick understood quite well what it meant to be trapped in an urgent

situation, and this newfound development enforced that knowledge.  So
he released his finger from the hose and aimed it downward through the
network.  All the water he had been backing up spilled out onto the
floor below.

“Oh my God,” screamed the female voice.
“Quick, get a mop,” followed the male voice.
Sensing that he was onto something, Rick quickly pulled out every

other hose that he could reach from the lemonade to the colas.  The
downside  was that  he  was getting  some  terrible  splash  back  in  the
process,  but the upside was that the waiter and the waitress were no
longer concerned with the propped up lid.

“Where in the world did management buy this thing?” yelled the
male voice.  “Are you getting a mop?

“Forget the mop.  We need a bucket.”
Rick heard the footsteps scurrying toward the kitchen, making all

sorts of racket with various objects along the way.  This was his chance
to bail.

He poked his head above the fountain rim to see what the coast
looked like.  The waiter and waitress stood hunched over in the corner
across from the sink digging through a pile of various cleaning supplies
and chemical agents with their backs to him.  Everything from paper
towels to bottles of drain cleansers came flying out from their hands as
they dug deeper and deeper into the supply mess.  They were still too
close to him to make a simple escape impossible, especially with the
metal counter and tile floor working against him.  So he removed his
shoes and clasped them underneath his left shoulder.
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Sensing that precious time was running out, he carefully stuck his
sock-covered right foot over the lip of the fountain and stretched down
to reach the counter, never taking his eyes off the frantic servers.  As his
right foot made contact, he quickly but softly brought his left foot over
the top rim and set it down.  With half the escape plan initiated,  he
gently crouched down to place his backside to the counter and slid both
feet  to  the  soft  drink  drenched  floor.   At  the  moment  he  made
touchdown, he bolted for the kitchen’s exit, making only one splashing
sound in the process.  As far as he knew, the servers were still clueless.

Stepping frantically in his carbonated socks, Rick raced over to his
table where Christine sat with her cheek propped up against the palm of
her hand, while twirling her straw around the rim of her water glass.
She shuddered as she caught sight of him, but she couldn’t say a word.

“Okay, I’ve got good news and bad news,” said Rick, hurriedly
looking back toward the kitchen to see if anybody followed him out.
“The good news is that the water is fine.  The bad news is that we need
to leave—now.”

Before  she could  even find  a  single breath  to  emit  any audible
sound, Rick tugged her out of her chair and quickly pulled her toward
the restaurant exit.  Elegant patrons all around them gawked as they
looked  upon  Rick’s  disheveled  state  of  appearance.   He  nodded
sheepishly at them as he slipped by.  The host stopped them as they
reached his station.  His eyes widened with surprise.

“Did  you  find  your  stay  at  the  Plush  Reservoir  of  Paris,  er,
undesirable this evening, sir?” he asked.

Rick looked him dead in the eyes and pointed at his chest.
“Let me tell you something here, bubba,” he sneered.  “This place

has the worse service I have ever experienced.  I will not pay a dime
toward the abomination that was set upon my table tonight, and I will
never, ever eat here again.  Just look at me.  What kind of establishment
do you people run here anyway?”

“Sir,  on  behalf  of  the  entire  staff  here,  we  apologize  for  any
discomfort you have felt this evening—”

“Too little, too late.  My date and I are leaving.  Maybe we can find
a more pleasant dining experience at Burger King.  Good night to you,
sir.”

Rick stormed past the host, with a bewildered Christine in tow.  As
the glass doors closed behind him, he stopped in his tracks, stooped
over, and wiped the sweat off his brow.

“What the freak was I thinking?” he bellowed.
Christine yanked her hand away from his and finally found some

words to say.
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“I’m wondering the same thing, Rick,” she yelled.  “What the freak
were you thinking?”

He clutched his knotted stomach as he searched for the right words
to say.

“The water didn’t taste right.  I had to find out why.”
“Well here’s a thought for the future.  Next time you go out on a

date, send a monkey to do your investigative report.  At least that way
you can disassociate yourself from it when it  makes a mess of itself.
It’s something that I should’ve realized before I started going out with
you.  Would’ve been a lot easier to date a monkey.”

“What are you saying?”
Christine’s eyes widened with rage and her mouth hung open for a

beat.
“What am I saying?  What am I saying?  You make me wait here

for  almost  an  hour,  then  when you finally  show up  you’re hot  and
sweaty, then you ignore me, then you run into the restricted areas of a
high-class restaurant to search for a freakin’ water filter, and to top that
off you return soaking wet with all sorts of liquids telling me that we
have to go immediately when our food hadn’t even arrived yet.  I mean,
what in the world is wrong with you, Rick?  I’m hungry.  I spent my
entire day preparing for this evening and you end up ruining it because
you don’t know how to separate your work from your private life.”

“Look, sweetheart,” interrupted Rick, “you didn’t have to spend all
day preparing for our date.  It’s just food, okay?”

Christine took a few steps backward away from him.
“I can’t believe you think that, Rick.  I really can’t believe that you

think it’s just food.  I suppose you think this date is just an excuse to get
out of the house.  And I suppose that you think that I’m just a prettier
face than the people that you normally deal with.  And I suppose that
maybe you’re just a low rate detective who finds investigating water
filters to be a high among highs.  Why the hell did I even agree to go
out with you?”

“Investigating  water  filters  is  a  high  point  for  me?   Are  you
kidding?  You have no idea what I deal with each day.”

“You’re right, Rick.  I don’t know what you go through each day
because you never sit down long enough to tell me.  What do you deal
with each day?”

Rick  was  about  to  respond,  but  he  stopped  himself  when  he
remembered his code of confidentiality.

“I can’t tell you, Christine.”
“Why not?”
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“Because he’s afraid the information might catch up to him,” said a
mysterious voice off to the side.

Both Rick and Christine looked to the east to see a tall and burly
man leaning against a lamppost with his hat pointing to the ground.  It
was the same man that Rick saw through the window a little earlier,
only close enough now to  smell  the nicotine.   Something about  his
stature seemed familiar, as if he had seen him even before this night.
Rick  felt  his  stomach  tighten  harder  as  disturbing  thoughts  raced
through his mind.

“Excuse me,” said Christine.  “This doesn’t concern you.”
The  man  looked  up  and  smiled.   Rick  recognized  his  face

immediately.
“Actually it does,” said the man, “because I’m one of your date’s

business associates.”
Rick quickly took a few steps toward Christine and grabbed her

arm.
“Good, then maybe you can tell me what he does,” she said.
“We need to go now,” he whispered into her ear.
She forcefully pulled away from him.
“Don’t touch me,” she said.  “I’m mad at you.”
“He’s not an associate, Christine.  He’s a dangerous man.  We need

to go.”
The  man  took  a  couple  steps  toward  them.   Rick  grabbed

Christine’s arm again and tugged her away from the street.
“Your date is right,” said the man.  “I’m not an associate.  I’m one

of his targets.  I’m one of the people he won’t tell you about.  Probably
because he’s afraid.”

“How’d you find me?” asked Rick as he continued to pull Christine
away.

“I followed you, Mr. Razorface.  You never left my sight.”
“You know my name?”
“Of course I know your name, Rick.  I know a lot of things about

you.”
“Like what?”
“I know the important stuff, like where you live, who you date—hi,

Christine, where you work, and I even know the man who hired you to
track me.”

“Enlighten me.  How?”
“Because the man who hired you to find me had already told me all

the info I need.  I am actually his associate and we communicate about
everything, including how best to set up Rick Razorface for a really
nasty fall.”
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“Excuse me?”
“Seems your knack for extreme caution didn’t work out too well

for you this time though, did it, Rick?  But that’s okay because your
sense of caution has failed you a number of times this week.”

“Keep talking.”
“I followed you from the docks, my friend.  I knew you were there

the whole time.  I just played you for a fool, that’s all.  And you thought
I was dumping that powder because I’m some sort of smuggler?  It was
all for show, Mr. Detective.  It was all for show.”

“Rick,” interrupted Christine, “who is this guy?”
“I don’t know his name, but I’ve been tracking him for the last few

days to see what he’s been smuggling.”
The man tipped his hat to Christine as he continued to walk toward

them as they continued to walk backward.
“My name is Johnny Partridge,” he said.  “I’m a union manager of

the loading docks by the river, which my associate, his client, bought
not too long ago.  I also work for him.”

“My client is an art dealer who’s concerned that you’re sabotaging
his  art  to  smuggle  your  drugs  to  foreign  countries.   He’s  not  your
associate.  Get your story straight.”

“No, your client is a dock owner and corporate businessman who is
seeking revenge on you for nailing his brother on racketeering charges
nearly three years ago.  The plan was to lure you to the docks so that we
could stuff you in a crate and dump you into the river, but you never got
close  enough  to  the  warehouse  while  either  of  us  were  there,  so  I
figured I’d just kidnap you and stuff you in a crate myself to alleviate
all of us of the headache of your existence past and present.”

Rick’s heart started to race, but not because he was frightened of
this guy.  He figured that he had enough street sense to escape whatever
obstacles the man could possibly throw at him.  The problem was that
Christine wouldn’t be able to protect herself from his actions, and now
that she was a witness to all of this, there was no way the man would let
her go without consequence.

“How do I know that you didn’t just lure the information out of
him?” responded Rick.  “Or how do I know that you didn’t break into
his office at the art gallery and sneak a peek at his documents to get
your info?  Enemies do that from time to time you know.”

“At what point did Mr. Koppert tell you that I knew him, or even
that I was an enemy of his?”

Rick  pondered  about  this  for  a  moment  as  he  stepped  over  an
empty Styrofoam cup.  Now that he thought about it, his client didn’t
mention whether or not this guy had any vendettas against him, and had
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therefore left no reason to break into his office, or beat any information
out of him.

“What extra information did your client give you that led you to
believe there was more to the story than me using his ‘art’ to smuggle
my ‘drugs?’” continued Johnny Partridge.  “My understanding of the
story is that he played his part perfectly, and you, my dear detective,
never suspected a thing.  At least not until now.”

“What’s in it for you then if my client, as you say, is the one with
the grudge?”

“Resolution,” he said.  “A guy like you once put me in jail for rape
charges that I deserved to commit and I never had the chance to get
even because somebody else killed him before I was released.  So I’ve
been hunting for someone to inflict my justice upon ever since, and you,
my friend, are the perfect candidate for such a task.  As luck would
have it, the man who took over ownership of my dockyard had a grudge
of similar  nature, so we made a pact to get even together,  since we
shared the same purpose.”

“Kind of like a gay married couple, huh?” chuckled Rick.
Johnny Partridge did not laugh.
Rick looked behind him to see the street intersection approaching.

Although the traffic was light, there were still too many cars to cross
safely without waiting for the light to change.

“You may as well stop delaying the inevitable, Rick,” said Johnny
Partridge.  “I will fulfill this mission tonight, so I’d suggest you stop
walking away from me so that I don’t get more frustrated than I already
am.  Following a detective halfway across town does get a little tiring.”

“Yeah,  but  I  don’t  think  you  will  fulfill  this  mission  tonight
because I don’t feel like letting you.”

“Doesn’t matter what you feel like.  I’ve spent the last three days
following you.  I know where you live.  I know where Christine lives.  I
know where you spend your days and nights.  You cannot escape me.  I
will catch you, and I will kill you.  It’s what’s meant to be.”

“Trust me on this one, Partridge,” said Rick.  “You aren’t going to
succeed.  You will however betray your partner this evening and I will
send you both up the creek to rot for the rest of your lives if your story
is accurate, so you, my friend, must get used to it.  Sound good?”

“No, that’s not going to work for me, Rick.  I’m afraid that my way
will in fact be the absolute outcome tonight.  So I hope your affairs are
in order.  A van is coming to pick us up any moment.”

Rick was not anticipating a van.  Well, he wasn’t anticipating the
man he had been shadowing for the last few days to show up in this part
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of town either, but he was definitely not expecting to have to deal with a
van tonight.

“I suppose you’re going to throw me into the van and tie me up
with thick ropes and a gag when it arrives, right?” said Rick.

“You are sharp,” said Johnny Partridge.  “I will definitely give you
that.  Only we may have to also hold you at gunpoint since we only
prepared enough rope for you alone, and not for your girlfriend too.
It’ll be a slight adjustment to cut the rope in half so that you each have a
little to bind you, but due to the fact that less rope means less security,
we will be forced to shoot you if you manage to break free.  In the end
that may prove to be a fate more desirable to you than suffocating in a
crate at the bottom of the river with your hands tied behind your backs,
but it’s your choice ultimately.”

Whatever  emotional  fear  Christine  had  been  holding  back  this
entire time, she finally let loose with tears and anger.

“What have you gotten me into, Rick?” she cried, as she pounded
him in the shoulder.

“Nothing I won’t get you out of,” he said.  “This Partridge guy is a
smokestack of BS—a stupid one at that.  He’ll go down first.  Don’t
you worry.”

“Your confidence is refreshing,” said Johnny Partridge, “and your
techniques at  comforting a hysterical  woman is touching.  Even I’m
tempted to believe you.  But, my dear Christine, do not listen to him for
he speaks only in his own terror.  He knows that both of you will die
tonight, or whenever your air runs out, but he is afraid to admit it for
your fear is breaking his heart.  Although his words are noble, they are
unfortunately false and I would not take them too seriously.”

Christine clutched Rick’s arm with her freehand.
“Be honest  with me this  time,  Rick,”  she whispered.   “Are  we

going to die tonight?”
Rick didn’t know how to say that he was genuinely afraid for her

since he had no idea how to get them both out of this, only himself.  He
looked behind him to see that he had run out of sidewalk and that the
traffic  light  was  green  for  the  street  that  he  needed  to  cross.   He
considered walking down the sidewalk that ran parallel to the street to
his right, but portions of it were under construction which meant that he
would still have to cross to the other side in order to continue this subtle
escape.  He also noticed that there were quite a few vans driving up and
down the avenues tonight.  Any one of them could’ve been the vehicle
of destiny, containing an army of masked individuals primed to jump
out and kidnap them.

He pressed the button for the crosswalk.
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“Not if we run now,” he said as he suddenly pulled her toward the
street.

The first horn blared as a bus whizzed by.  Both Rick and Christine
narrowly escaped as they stepped on the broken line between the first
two lanes, rocking back and forth as a compact car zipped by in the
middle lane.  They jumped to the next broken line as it passed, and to
the median after a truck honked its horn at them from the third lane.
The oncoming traffic of the next three lanes was just far enough away
for them to dash to the other side of the road before possibly getting hit.
They leapt onto the sidewalk as a van jerked to a stop right beside them.
Rick quickly looked behind him to see the side door panel slide open
and two masked men jump out.

More horns blared as Rick pushed Christine to keep running.  The
driver of the van screamed some obscenities as he jumped out to attend
to  something  that  was  going  on  in  the  street.   The  masked  men
continued to chase them past a couple shops until the driver called for
help.   Rick pulled Christine to a stop when he noticed the men turn
around and head into the opposite direction.

“Wait,” he whispered into her ear.  “Something’s happened.  Go
hide inside this store and wait for me, okay?”

She didn’t say a word.  Without a moment’s hesitation, she ran into
an average sized antique store and let the door close behind her.

Rick cautiously approached the van as he gave his heart a chance to
slow down.  He placed his hand on the metal doorframe and peeked
inside  to  see  what  he  could  find.   The  screaming  and  obscenities
continued to fly from the mouths of the mystery men while he took a
mental inventory of the van’s interior.  Inside he saw some loose rope
bunched up in a corner, a couple machine guns near the front seat, a roll
of  tape  on  a  shelf,  and  a  huge  white  sheet  draped  over  something
lumpy.  Taking a quick glance every couple seconds to make sure no
one was sneaking up on him, he finally decided to step inside the van
for just a moment to see what was lying beneath the cover.

He nearly fell on his backside when he caught sight of what was
underneath.  His client, Wade Koppert, lied there with a big grin on his
face and a pistol aimed at Rick’s head.  Apparently Johnny Partridge
was telling the truth after all.

“Surprised to see me?” said Wade, holding back a chuckle.
Rick  was  ready  to  analyze  the  man  and  milk  him  for  all  the

information that he could get before getting shot in the head, but he
figured that he had spent enough time for one day playing the detective,
and that everything leading up to this point was probably just as much
of a set up as the case itself, which meant that Wade Koppert’s lackeys
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would be  jumping  into  the  van along with Johnny Partridge  at  any
moment to take him to the docks.  So he decided that he would just skip
the payback quiz and punch this guy in the face with the butt end of one
of the machine guns that the masked men left behind.  He kicked the
pistol out of the way, picked up a gun, and did exactly what he intended
to do with the blunt side of the weapon.  Wade Koppert’s nose bled
profusely as Rick jumped out of the van with the machine gun under his
arm.

He walked around the back of the van to approach the street where
all the lackeys had disappeared.  As he set foot onto the street, he saw a
car stopped dead in its tracks and Johnny Partridge stretched out on the
hood bleeding all over it.  A man without a mask attended to his fallen
comrade,  while  the  two with disguises  pressed the driver  of  the car
against the side window apparently frantic about what to do in this open
environment.

“Back away from the car,” shouted Rick as he aimed the machine
gun at the men with the masks.

Once they spotted the weapon in Rick’s clutches, the men released
the frightened driver of the car, and cautiously raised their hands to the
air.   The  man attending to  Johnny Partridge  also  lifted  his  mitts  in
surrender.

“Take off your masks,” he continued.  “I want to see your faces.”
The  men  refused  his  demand  at  first,  but  Rick  insisted  more

intensely with greater volume in his voice.   When they continued to
refuse, he took a step into traffic so that he could reach for them and
beat  them  senseless  until  they  complied.   However,  passing  cars
delayed his approach.

Once he saw a break in traffic, Rick took another step toward the
lackeys.  But one step was all he could take when he felt the barrel of a
pistol pressed against his temple.  A hand crept around his left arm and
pried away his machine gun.

“You  won’t  be  needing  this  any  longer,”  said  Wade,  snorting
through his blood muffled nose.   Rick could hear the liquid bubbles
churning.

“Need some tissue?” said Rick, as he raised his hands.
“Just get in the van, Mr. Razorface.  We have unfinished business.”
Wade Koppert led Rick back into the van, holding both pistol and

machine gun trained on his face.  Rick kept his head low as he stepped
into the van, hoping that he wouldn’t bang it on the ceiling.  The last
thing he wanted to do tonight was to hurt himself.

“Tie yourself up, Rick.  Make all our lives easier.”
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Wade maneuvered himself into the passenger seat of the van and
called out through the driver’s side window to his lackeys to pick up
Johnny Partridge from the car hood and to bring him inside.  Within
moments, everybody loaded into the vehicle and one of the masked men
slid the door panel shut.

Rick  pressed  himself  tightly  against  the  opposite  wall  as  the
henchmen laid the unconsciously bleeding Johnny Partridge sprawled
out before him.  This was not exactly what he had in mind when he
considered  escape a few minutes earlier.   He thought that  he would
have at least made it to the corner store by now.

As each henchman found his place within the van, picking up any
loose weapon he could find, Rick scanned the immediate area for some
rope or towing cable.  He figured that if they were going to demand that
he tie himself up, it would be better for him to comply than to possibly
get shot.   At least  if  rope was involved,  he would still  have a  faint
chance of survival.  Guns on the other hand had proven to be tougher
competitors in the game of long shots.

A thread of yellow twine dangled from a nearby shelf as the van
jerked  into  motion.   It  seemed  flexible  enough to  wrap  around  his
shoulders,  yet thin enough to  break free from once the moment was
appropriate.   He reached for  the cord  and carefully pulled  it  off  its
wooden platform.  It was soft and stringy to the touch, but coarse at the
same time.

As Rick  flung one  end  of  the  twine over  his  left  shoulder  and
straddled it across his chest, Wade Koppert jumped from his seat and
lunged at him.  He yanked the cord away from his hand and threw it to
the floor.

“What do you think you’re doing?” he snorted.  “This will never
hold you.”

He pointed to the henchman leaning against the van’s side door
panel, who had his face buried in the palms of his hands.

“You there, guard the detective for a moment.”
The  henchman  sat  upright  and  complied  with  his  employer’s

orders.  He reached for an available machine gun and carefully trained
it on Rick’s torso.

Wade dropped  his weapon to the  floor  and reached for  the top
shelf.  He removed from it a coil of thick hitching rope, which looked
frayed at the ends.  He unrolled the rope over Johnny’s unconscious
body  and  quickly  wrapped  the  open  end  around  Rick’s  waist  one
revolution.  The second wrap went around both of Rick’s arms.

“When tying yourself  up,  you use the industrial  stuff,”  he said.
“Not the twine.  Everybody knows not to use the twine.”
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“Well I like the twine,” said Rick.  “The twine is soft to the touch.”
Wade stopped at the fourth revolution and looked dead into Rick’s

eyes.
“You think I care what’s soft to the touch?  I’m intent on killing

you tonight for what you did to my brother.  I’m not interested in giving
you pleasure.”

“Well that’s a bit cold hearted of you, don’t you think?”
Wade elbowed Rick across the jaw and continued to wrap him up

with the rope.
“So I guess this means that I won’t be receiving payment from you

any time soon, doesn’t it?” said Rick.
“No, our business arrangement is over.”
“Yeah, which means that I don’t have to follow this Partridge guy

around anymore, do I?”
“No, this case is closed.”
“So I guess that means that you don’t really need him to play me

for a fool anymore, do you?”
“That is correct, Mr. Razorface.”
“Which means that you don’t need him anymore period, do you?”
Wade stopped with the tie-up and looked Rick in the eye.  Within a

moment he switched focus to Johnny’s bleeding form.
“I still need him to run my docks.”
“True.  But, in his condition?  Any burly guy who can string two

sentences together can run your docks as easily as Partridge can as long
as he’s at his optimal strength, right?  I mean, look at him.  He’s not in
full health, is he?  Do you really need a gimp like him running your
docks?”

“Well no, I suppose I don’t.”
“So I guess your business with him is over as well.  He finished his

secondary  job  quite  effectively,  but  he  can  no  longer  perform  his
primary job, right?  He managed to entrap me just like you hired him to
do, so now is the time for you to pay him for his services, right?”

“Hmm, never thought of that.  I suppose it is.”
“Of course once payment is made, you no longer need his services.

Am I right?  But then again, I fulfilled my bargain, and yet you refuse to
pay me.  Why is that?”

“I never intended to pay you, Rick.  This here was my intention.”
“Did you ever intend to pay Johnny?”
Wade paused for a moment as he studied Johnny’s disheveled and

bloody body.  Johnny’s eyes were closed,  so nothing about  his face
could comment on the situation.  All he could do was to give off a few
slight tremors as the van bumped and bounced along the road, which
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according  to  Rick  wasn’t  adding  much  to  the  conversation.   After
another  ponderous  moment,  Wade  finally  looked  back  at  Rick  and
grinned.

“I suppose it would be rather unnecessary for me to pay him now,
wouldn’t it?” said Wade.

“It’s  not  like  he’ll  miss  the  money or  anything,”  replied  Rick.
“He’ll never appreciate it like you do, Mr. Koppert.”

“You’re right.  Especially if he no longer needs it.”
“Yeah, and why would he need it  in the condition he’s in?  He

wouldn’t know what to do with it.”
“Or more importantly, I  would know what to do with it.  It’s my

money.  I don’t have to share.”
“Yeah, more for yourself.”
Rick looked past Wade’s lustfully drooling lips and oblivious eyes

to see the henchman across from him darting his focus from Johnny to
Wade back to  Johnny again.   The man’s mouth quivered  inside the
circular incision of the mask, as if he wanted to say something, but was
afraid to speak up.  His hands also shook a little.

“But,”  continued  Rick,  “what happens  when Johnny wakes up?
What happens when he realizes that you have no intention to pay him?”

“Perhaps,” said Wade, “that maybe I shouldn’t allow him to wake
up.  I mean he has, after all, fulfilled his purpose.”

Rick smiled.
“Thinking like a true businessman now, aren’t you?” he said.
Wade reached over and removed his pistol from the passenger seat

up in the front of the van.  As he recoiled back to aim the weapon at
Johnny, Rick immediately lifted his unbound legs from the floor and
kicked him directly in the hand to dislodge the firearm.  Before Wade
had even a remote chance of recovering the gun, Rick countered his
own attack with a swift sideways kick across the face,  knocking his
captor backward.  Finally within a beat, he caught his falling employer
with his other leg and clasped his calves across his neck, drawing him
in  as  a  human  shield.   The  blow  to  his  head  had  knocked  him
unconscious.

“Big mistake,” screamed the henchman as he forcefully aimed the
machine gun at Rick’s face.

“What’s a big mistake?” said Rick, catching his breath.  “Do you
have a grudge against me to?”

The  henchman remained silent  for  just  a  moment.   His  masked
partner just sat there leaning against the backdoor in utter shock.  His
eyes kept skimming the ground.

“Put the boss down,” said the henchman.
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“Why?  Why are you defending him?”
“That’s what I’m paid to do.  Put him down.”
“Oh,  you’re  paid  to  defend  him,  are  you?   Let  me  ask  you

something.  Do you really believe he’s gonna pay you?  Were you not
just  paying attention to  what transpired here?   I  mean, look at  your
partner over here.  Look at how stunned he is.  Isn’t it possible that
maybe he gets it, where it seems that maybe you don’t?”

“Look, I get what’s going on.  I’m paid to do a job, and it’s not in
my character to neglect it.”

“Okay, I understand that you have a job to do.  But I don’t think
you do actually get what’s going on here.   Look again.   You’re not
gonna get paid.  Mr. Koppert only hires free service as is apparently the
case with me, and is also apparently the case with Johnny.  He is trying
to kill me.  He just tried to kill Johnny.  Do you believe that he sees you
and your partner and your driver as valuable?  No.  His mission to bury
me will only translate into a mission to bury each of you.  So let me ask
you this.  Do you really want me to put him down?”

Just  then the  van came to  a  stop.   The driver  twisted  his  arms
around  his  seat  and  gave  his  attention  to  Rick.   The  man  by  the
backdoors also looked up to take in Rick’s words.  It seemed that even
the main henchman started to lower his guard.

A moment passed without anyone saying a word.  Traffic whizzed
by outside the van, causing the hull to shake.

Finally the henchman lowered his weapon completely and removed
his mask from his face.  He was a blonde guy in his early twenties who
looked like part  of a casting list  for a  family sitcom.  Relieved, but
cautious, Rick carefully kicked Wade aside from his body.

“What am I supposed to do then?” asked the henchman.
“Run away,” said Rick.  “Untie me first so that I can get out of

here, but run away.  All of you.  It won’t be long before he hunts each
of us down, so we run now and hope he never finds us.”

“Or we can find a way to make sure that that never happens,” said
the driver.

Rick looked up to the guy behind the wheel to see a crooked smirk
on his face.

“How about the three of you get out  of the van,” continued the
driver.  “I’ll deal with this liar personally.  I’ve been wanting to deal
with him for quite awhile anyway.  He threw my favorite cat out of my
fifth  story apartment  window when I  was  running late  for  him one
morning, thoroughly pissing me off.  No one throws my favorite cat out
of any window for any reason and gets away with it.”
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The two henchmen stared at the driver for just a moment before
forcing the doors open and bolting out of the van.  Before Rick could
say a word, they were gone.

“Um,” he said, looking at the driver, “think maybe you could untie
these ropes?”

“I have a work ethic too, Mr. Razorface,” said the driver, shifting
the automatic transmission down a couple positions, causing the vehicle
to skip.  “Mr. Koppert hired me to drive his van tonight, and I plan on
doing just that—all the way across the tracks and back to the dockyard
if possible, assuming that I stop there.  Untying detectives is not part of
my contract.  Now you have ten seconds to roll out of my van before I
take you for the same ride that I’m about to take our employer.”

Rick thought it was better not to analyze the driver’s plan or his
reasoning, so he quickly stood up to his knees and crawled his way out
of the van’s side panel.  As he reached the edge, he set one foot down
on the sidewalk below and followed up with the other.  Once he got his
stance in order, he tried to close the panel with his left foot, but the door
only slid part of the way.  Within another second the van jerked into
motion and sped away.  It turned out of sight at the first traffic light.
Once again Rick was alone, tied up like a farmer’s dinner.

The  henchmen were vanished  and  no  pedestrian  was present  to
help him get out of his ropes.  So Rick lifted his head high and began to
walk down the sidewalk, whistling the tune of a Top 40 song that he
had heard earlier in the day.

He had walked for about an hour, carefully crossing intersections
with buttons that he could not reach.  Traffic had gotten light this time
of night, and pedestrians came and went, but none seemed to have any
sense to help.  There must’ve been at least twenty people to pass him by
on  that  walk,  and  yet  none  of  them carried  a  knife.   Some  acted
surprised at the sight of his predicament, but most just shrugged it off,
as if they saw that sort of thing all the time.

By  the  time  Rick  reached  the  antique  store  where  he  had  left
Christine,  he was tired and feeling all  sorts of rope burn around his
arms.  Even his long sleeves couldn’t protect him from the prolonged
discomfort  of bondage.  But in his displeasure he found a breath of
fresh air because now he could finally slow down for the night.  Now he
could  enjoy  the  remainder  of  his  date  without  worrying  about  any
obstacles getting in the way.

Rick tried to pry open the glass door with his foot, but it didn’t
budge.  He looked through the glass to see if anyone inside could help.
All he could see was an old woman vacuuming the floor.
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It took about a minute, but he finally managed to get the woman’s
attention as  he hopped up and down, watching his hair  jump in the
reflection of the glass.  She looked startled for a moment, but then she
quickly set the vacuum upright and kicked the cord out of her way as
she stepped away from the machine.  When she unlocked the door, she
cracked it open and poked her head outside.

“My goodness,” she exclaimed.  “What happened to you?”
“I had an unfortunate run-in with some cattle herders,” he said.
“In this part of town?”
“Yeah, they’re the renegade kind.  Listen, is there a blonde woman

in a black dress waiting around inside of there anywhere?”
The  old  woman pondered  the  question  for  a  moment  and  then

shook her head.
“No,” she said.  “There was one here about half an hour ago, but

she left after she calmed down from her hysterics.”
Rick felt his heart sink a little.  Looked like he had come back for

her too late again.  He stepped away from the door slightly to get a
good look up and down the sidewalk to see what he could discover.

“Did she say where she was going?”
“No, she just said that if a man came here looking for her tonight,

to tell him that she doesn’t want anything to do with him ever again.”
Rick continued to look up and down the sidewalk to see if anything

would inspire  him to  respond.   Maybe in the  process  he would see
Christine  waiting  on  a  bus  station  bench  somewhere,  or  even  just
walking silently with her purse swinging idly by.  Everything seemed
empty at the moment.  He looked back at the old lady.

“Did she really say that?” he asked.
“More or less,” said the old lady.  “Are you that man?”
Rick thought about it some more.  Who else would it really be?  He

made one more scan of the street just in case he missed a detail.  But
nothing changed.  He looked back at the lady.

“Listen,  could you maybe help me out of these ropes?  They’re
beginning to chaff.”

The old woman opened the door wider to let him in.
“Sure, sure,” she said, gesturing him to enter.  “Come in.  I’ll see if

I can find something to cut them with.”
Rick walked inside to see all sorts of glass objects flickering under

the  dangling halogen  lights  above.   Most  of  the  small  statues  were
shaped in the forms of mythical creatures from Cyclops to unicorns.  As
he  walked on,  he encountered  various  sets  of  wooden furniture and
beaded rugs.  Further in the back he could see an odd collection of
ancient objects such as Chinese gongs and jade pots.  He stopped in the
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middle of the store to  look upon some painted plates.   They looked
much more attractive than the stuff he saw at the restaurant earlier that
evening.

The old lady disappeared in the back room momentarily.  As Rick
waited for her to come back, he leaned forward a bit to see if he could
catch a scent of Christine’s perfume.  All he could smell though was the
burning  odor  from  the  vacuum cleaner.   For  some  reason  at  that
moment,  he  felt  like  closing  his  eyes  and  dropping  to  his  knees  in
surrender.  What had he allowed himself to do tonight? 

A minute later the old woman reemerged with a medieval sword in
hand.

“I hope this will work,” she said.
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Sweat of the Nomad

A thick puff of steam floated across the sticky pavement as golden
men in tattered clothes trekked into hollowed buildings across the lot to
escape  the  blistering heat  that  settled  onto  the city.   A fire  hydrant
barely dripped as its broken nozzle revealed that the temporary comfort
of water was gone.  Puddles in the street shimmered in the distance,
reflecting the  smoky sky,  only to  vanish in  mere  seconds  without a
trace.   A thermometer dangled from a nearby window as its painted
shell peeled into cracks.  The mercury inside the device hovered to an
unrelenting position near the top of the chamber.

On this late fiery morning, Jamie crawled underneath his box to
shield himself from the terrible heat that laid siege on his city.  Even
though  the  days  prior  to  this  morning  had  risen  significantly  in
temperature, none until now had quite reached such an unbearable level
as this.  The thermometer in the window revealed that the temperature
had reached the 120˚ mark, and that it gave no hint to whether or not it
would  ever  drop.   Even  though  he  had  grown  more  and  more
uncomfortable as the week went on, the weather today was much too
hot to bear.

Jamie  had  been living in  this  alley for  over  three  months now,
almost two weeks longer than the alley he last lived in.  His box was of
the cardboard variety, rather large in size, like the mansion of portable
homes.  Every time he moved to a new location, his new neighbors got
jealous of  him for  finding a  shelter  so  magnificent.   Most  of  them
typically  lived  out  of  old  television  and  stereo  boxes,  but  he  was
fortunate enough to find a ritzy refrigerator box.  Claiming one of such
great esteem was lucky to him indeed, but of no surprise to those who
knew him well because they understood that he always had an eye for
luxury.

There were markings all over his box to remind his neighbors that
this shelter belonged to him.  The identifiers were mostly ink scratches
and scribbles that filled in the bubbles of open letters such as “O,” “R,”
and “P.”  But he also wrote messages across the top panel and sides of
the  box  saying  things  like,  “This  is  Jamie’s  property,”  and  “No
Trespassing.”  For the most part,  the words he wrote on the outside
were meant to be deterrents to thieves who might be tempted to steal his
box when he wasn’t looking.  The inside, however, told a completely
different story.  Inside the box he had ink drawings of landscapes and
swimming pools and dining halls to remind him of his old life.
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Jamie propped his feet against the panel and carefully leaned up
against  the bare wall inside his shelter to  get a good look at the art
across from him.  The sun did a fine job in pouring its rays through the
crack in the lid above, giving off enough of a glow to light up each
image.  It allowed him to drift back into reminiscence of the past.  Each
picture of hedges and golf carts left him chuckling with delight, taking
him back to a day when lunch would come early and tee-off time came
often.  He remembered the way the sprinklers jerked into motion as he
made his journey across the fields to get to the next mound, catching
him off-guard every time.  And there were his father’s business dinners
in his private dining hall that told tales of young men buying out old
companies and of old men trying to sabotage new ones.  Each story of
corporate folly tickled his funny bone back then and falling into the
thought of those days tickled him now.  But it was the image of the
woman, a thin but bright-eyed woman that drew a tear from his eye.
The image portrayed her standing at the edge of a pasture, with her hair
blowing amidst a breeze as she watched a dozen horses run free.  It was
a virtual photo-realistic representation of the last great memory he had.

He slowly closed  his  eyes  as  he meditated  on the past,  but  the
suffocating heat enveloped his shelter, forcing him to open them wide
again.   Reality woke him as he realized how hot the cardboard  had
become, and how dangerous it would’ve been for him to camp out in
the middle of the alley under direct exposure of the piercing sunrays.

Jamie climbed out of the box and dragged it to the side of the north
building, where an overhang from the roof cast a little bit of shade.  It
wasn’t much, but he figured that it might give his shelter some time to
cool down.  Of course, it was a terrible place for him to wait, since the
density of the air had gotten horribly thick, so he figured that it was
time to relocate to a safer environment until nighttime came and cooled
things down a bit.

But there was a problem even with that plan.  A few weeks ago he
awoke  to  discover  that  his  floppy  brown shoes  were  missing.   He
looked all around for them and interrogated some of his neighbors to
see if they had taken them, but nobody confessed.  Days went by with a
fruitless effort, turning up one failure after another, so he gave up and
tried to search the dumpsters for a new pair.  Unfortunately he never
came across any that would actually fit, so he had been barefoot ever
since.  And on a burning hot day like today, walking on pavement was
the equivalent to walking on coals.  Even the dirty alley with all of its
loose trash made for an unpleasant experience on the soles of his feet.
Shoes  were  a  necessity  of  epic  proportions,  but  he  was  stuck
compromising with scrapped leftovers like paper plates and discarded
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magazines  to  act  as  his  stepping  stones  for  traveling  across  the
dangerous waters of scorching asphalt.

Nevertheless,  he scraped  up a couple loose pieces of  cardboard
from his  closest  neighbor’s  box  and  fastened  them to  his  feet  with
twisted pieces of newspaper that he found stuck to the pavement.  It felt
a little strange at first, trying to step on hot flaps from his neighbor’s
home while he carefully wrapped and tied crumpled newspapers over
the top of his feet to keep the cardboard in place, but he figured he’d
get used to the feeling of walking around with that sooner or later, so he
pressed  on.   On any other  day he would’ve just  skipped  the  whole
ordeal  and camped out in his box until the streets cooled  down, but
there was no way he could survive the waiting this time.  As ridiculous
as he probably looked,  and as awkward as it  would be to walk with
these things on, he had to do it anyway to insure another day came for
him.  Even if tomorrow offered as little promise as the start of today
had given, he had to hope that maybe the tide would turn.  Even the
wildest hopes had to come to pass eventually.

After securing the newspaper shoe-ties to his feet,  Jamie took a
couple steps away from his box to see if his makeshift sandals would
hold.   The  cardboard  shuffled a  little  as  he walked,  forcing him to
clench his toes to keep them in place.  Even though his bent digits filled
enough space to keep his shoes from slipping off, the position made for
an  uncomfortable  walking  experience.   And  because  of  this
inconvenience he realized that he would have to stay off his feet as
much as possible to prevent from getting cramps later.  But, in the end,
it was a reasonable notion because he had no plans to walk very far in
this forsaken heat.

The  thin  separation  between  his  skin  and  the  pavement  was
certainly a welcome relief.  For the last three weeks he barely left his
shelter because he couldn’t stand the pain that the scorching sidewalks
inflicted on his bare feet.  Staying cooped up in a box during daylight
hours not only made it tough for him to find something to eat during
lunchtime,  but  it  also  hampered  his social  life  with the other  active
members of his community.  Usually right after lunch he and a few of
his neighbors gathered around the front of the corner store to gamble
for bottle caps.  Henry, the oldest of the group, found a deck of cards
buried in a mound of clothes a couple months earlier and they played
various games from Black Jack to Rummy just about every day since.
And even though the bottle caps didn’t really amount to much in the
grand scheme of their lives, sometimes the people who went to the store
on  their  breaks  would  see  them and  feel  sorry  enough  about  their
situation to buy them a hot meal, which was typically more preferred to
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than the scraps they usually ate for lunch, so the plan often worked.  But
for three weeks Jamie had to skip out on his social gambling and hot
food hunt because the searing nature of the pavement and concrete on
his feet was much too unbearable to stand.  For that he had to make his
journeys  in  the  evenings  when  things  cooled  down.   But  by  then
everybody else was too tired to walk to the corner store for a game of
cards, so he missed out.  However, this day he had no excuse to stay
inside.  Granted, it was unlikely that anybody would be sitting in front
of  the  corner  store  today,  but  at  least  he  could  join  the  festivities
wherever they might be waiting.

In  all  that  had  preoccupied  him up  to  this  point,  Jamie  hadn’t
realized just how profusely he was sweating.  The drops of body water
came  down his  face  in  layers,  soaking  his  brown matted  hair,  and
skidding down to his stained dirty white shirt.  His back felt as if he had
just gotten out of a pool, and his tattered slacks developed a water ring
around his waist.  Even his feet instantly dampened the cardboard that
he spent the last couple minutes trying to fasten together.  Fortunately
this occurrence cooled his body down a few degrees, but unfortunately
he  wasn’t  sure  how  much  internal  water  he  had  to  spare  before
dehydration set in.

At that point it became all too clear how urgent it was for him to
find legitimate shelter inside any of the random buildings around him.
For all he knew he could’ve been staring death in the eye with only one
little shaded alcove being all that kept him from blinking.  To stand
around in the alley waiting for  anything at  this point  would’ve been
foolish.

It was at that point that he heard some meowing coming from the
back corner of the alley.

Jamie stepped forward to investigate the source of the noise.  He
carefully maneuvered around scattered  crates,  wood chipping, empty
cans, and the usual muddy paper scraps to reach the corner of the alley
where the cracked cement met up with a wooden wall.  A pile of filled
trash bags stacked a few feet  high in the corner where he heard the
digging and scratching.  Some bottles clanked inside one of the middle
bags as he watched it shake back and forth.  He pushed it aside slightly
to see a mangy white cat sticking its head inside a tear in the plastic.  It
immediately backed out of the hole to see who had disturbed its hunt.

“Hey, Tiger,” said Jamie as he smiled at the cat, “didn’t anyone tell
you to get out of the heat today?”

The cat immediately rubbed its chin across Jamie’s fingers as he
extended them out.  Its whiskers tickled his knuckles.  Jamie followed
the extension with a good gentle pet across the cat’s head.
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“Or has your stomach ruled over logic again?”
The cat shook its head a few beats when Jamie removed his hand.
“Perhaps you should postpone lunch for now so that you don’t get

cooked later.”
Jamie placed his hand under the cat’s belly and lifted it up from the

trash pile.  He cupped it under his arm as he stepped away.  He could
feel it purring.

Tiger’s  origins  were  unknown to  Jamie,  but  he  suspected  that
maybe it was born in a litter of strays, nestled in the company of other
felines for only a brief period of its early kitten days before setting out
for its own adolescent independence.  Occasionally cats would stride
into the dingy alleys of town, passing by his cardboard shelter, wearing
flea collars and well kept fur, flashing to the world that they belonged to
somebody.  But this cat had none of that flare to claim.  It crept into
Jamie’s life shortly after he moved to this alley when it pawed at his
box one moonlit night.  The scraping of the claws woke him up as it
shook the walls for almost a minute straight.  When Jamie lifted the rim
to see what was causing the tremor, he saw the free feline bent down on
its hind legs letting out a big yawn.  As Jamie sat there waiting to see
what it wanted, it stared back for just a moment and then jumped onto
his lap and nudged his chin.  At first Jamie wanted to throw the cat out
of his lap and slam the box down for waking him up, but something
about being tickled reminded him of his happy domestic years, and he
chose to pet the cat across its back instead.  Ever since, the cat came
back twice a day to mingle around the alley and wait for Jamie to give it
some attention.  It typically showed up around lunchtime and again at
bedtime.  Sometimes Jamie would even save a scrap of food for the cat
if he were able to find enough to share that day.  Today it seemed that
Tiger wanted to find its own food.

Jamie looked at the sky to see a thin layer of smoke floating by
overhead.  He wasn’t sure if it came from the exhaust of nearby traffic,
or if something was burning in the distance, but he was certain that the
source was close.  It had not risen high enough to be more than a couple
blocks  away.   He  thought  that  maybe it  came  from the  pipes  of  a
passing tractor-trailer rig, but he didn’t remember seeing or hearing any
go by recently.  Whatever caused it, he figured that he was hopeless to
do anything about it, so he left it alone.

As the cat hung idly under his arm, Jamie set forth from the trash
pile and headed for the street.  Somewhere somehow he needed to find
true shelter from the sweltering weather.  The cardboard sandals held in
place reasonably well, though he felt that they were ready to slip off at
any moment.  He clenched his toes a little harder with each step he took
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to make sure they stuck to his feet, occasionally stopping to readjust
when one shoe threatened to slide out from under him.  It was a bit
arduous in the long run keeping them in place, but it strengthened his
will to press on ever more, even if it meant only getting to wherever he
was going just so he could take the frustrating things off.  The heat was
terrible, but the shoes just sucked.

The  air  smelt  stale  as  he  passed  by  rows of  rotting  wood  and
decaying trash.  Sanitation evidently forgot that even alleys needed to
be picked up every once in awhile.  Jamie normally tolerated the stench
since  his  shelter  had  a  strong,  but  enjoyable  cardboard  smell  to  it,
usually drowning out the other smells of the alley and his neighbors.
But something about the intensity of the heat brought the usual stinks
into something more defined and otherwise disconcerting than what was
normal.  It was as if cooking the trash added an extra ingredient to the
mix of unpleasantry.

Needless to say, he was delighted on several levels to escape the
alley to face the street ahead, where hiding places could be seen and
foul smells could be eluded.

Jamie couldn’t recall seeing many cars passing by the street from
the alley since stepping out of his box, but he just figured that he wasn’t
paying attention before.  But now that he stood on the sidewalk parallel
to the street gazing down it at both directions, he was surprised at how
empty it  looked.   A few cars  set  parked  along the  curb  in  various
locations, but nobody was driving today.  It was what he expected to
see at three in the morning, but not at the dead middle of the day.  He
rubbed his free fingers through his sweat-soaked hair to see if he could
find an answer to the riddle.  The only thing that came to mind was that
everybody else in the city had a lot more sense than he did to stay inside
where it was cool today.

The  street  passed  through  quite  a  few  city  blocks,  lined  by
buildings made of brick and mortar, typically brown and beige in color.
Most of the structures were low and medium-grade apartment buildings
with window-based  air  conditioning units  poking out of  the window
frames and fire escapes hanging from the sides.  Entrances had uniform
stonework arcing over the wooden doors with mold accumulating in the
cracks  and  small  stairways  leading  up  from  the  sidewalk.   A  few
buildings were fortunate enough to have vegetation potted by the steps,
but most were drab to the eye.  Several buildings in Jamie’s line of sight
had open fire hydrants out front dripping their last drops of water, with
steamy puddles evaporating away from the concrete.  The handful of
convenience  stores  in  the  area  had  glass  windows  decorated  with
various  advertisements  spread  wide  across  the  front  walls  and  hand
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painted signs dangling from the doorways.  Even though the “open”
signs were lit, nobody was going in.

Jamie looked to his right to see the smoke pouring out from an area
across  the  street  and  around the closest  intersection.   The  thickness
from that section was much more intense than what he saw floating over
the alley.  It wasn’t thin enough to be traffic related, so he figured that
somebody was burning trash in a barrel or  something, but  he didn’t
know why anyone would want to on a day like today.  He knew that the
city drew in the crazies like flies, but he figured that they would’ve all
lived on the other side of town where the fumes were strong and the
water was bad.  Last he checked, the people around here were normal,
or at least appeared that way.

Tiger squirmed a bit as Jamie concentrated his focus on the rising
smoke.  The cat’s presence reminded him that the temperature hadn’t
dropped  at  all,  and that  his  standing on  the sidewalk contemplating
things that he had no business thinking about was not going to get him
into a safe shelter any faster.  He figured that if somebody was crazy
enough  to  burn  trash  in  the  middle  of  a  city  block  during  peak
dehydration hour, then that was his prerogative.  Far be it for him to
dampen another man’s spirit.

Without wasting another thought, Jamie quickly walked to the front
entrance of the first building on his right and carefully climbed up the
stairs to reach the doors.  As he ascended up the steps, his sandals slid
just  a bit,  forcing him to jam his feet harder  through the newspaper
straps to better secure them.  Unfortunately, the faltering strength of the
paper ripped in half as his left foot broke through from the force.  The
cardboard  slat  fell  from  his  foot  and  remained  on  the  step  as  he
continued to the doorway.

As Jamie pulled open the wooden door,  he saw the foyer of the
apartment  building  unfold  before  him.   The  inside  was shoddy and
dank, full of mold and water stains, but it had remnants of a past glory
from ages ago.  The floor  tiles were cracked, but made of smoothed
white porcelain.  The lower half of the walls were made out of wooden
panels,  mostly  soft  and  water  damaged,  but  a  few strips  remained
polished.  The upper half of the walls were full of jagged little bullet
holes with occasional stains of red, but adorned with a mural depicting
early urban life, complete with scenes of cobblestone streets and horse-
drawn carriages.  The chandelier that hung over the center floor had
beer cans nestled in its cradle, but it shined with lustrous imitation gold
that flickered with the reflection of sunlight.  The wooden stairs that led
to the second floor had a few uprights missing from the banister, but all
the steps were lacquered.
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This apartment building, which was once rumored to be the home
of a celebrity back in the thirties, was the gathering point for Jamie and
his neighbors during moments of intense weather.  Usually the landlord
and tenants forbid the homeless from sleeping in the halls at night for
security reasons, but they typically waived the rules during events of
urgency.  Generally severe rainstorms offered enough of an incentive to
allow Jamie and his neighbors to  take up shelter  inside the building
until the weather passed, but that often meant that they were out of there
within  just  a  few hours.   Circumstances  that  involved  a  prolonged
weather or environmental threat was much more of a challenge since
the residents often fussed about their extended presence after enough
time had passed.

Jamie stepped inside the building and let the door close.  He set the
cat down onto the floor, giving it the freedom to run to a nearby mouse
hole in the back wall.

“I see you finally made it,” said a scruffy man in a stained T-shirt.
“We were beginning to think that you passed out, out there.”

“I woke up a bit late this morning,” replied Jamie.
The man’s name was Henry, and he was the Community Activities

Coordinator.  According to neighborhood lore, he was once recognized
as being the oldest  resident  of  this  street  sector—not  in  age,  but  in
residency.  No one knew exactly how long he had been out here, but
everyone was certain that it was many years longer than the others had
been.  Even he himself couldn’t remember offhand the day that he was
forced to move out here, but he did inscribe his initials and the current
date in a slab of newly poured sidewalk that he found a few months
later.  The location of the slab was also forgotten amidst the lack of care
that  was given  to  the  city  transit  system,  but  he  often  shared  fond
recollections of a place once called the “Bean District,” so the popular
consensus was that it was there somewhere.  Currently, Henry arranged
times and locations for community card games and scavenger hunts.

“We started the game without you,” he said, as he slid his thumbs
across the back of his cards.

Jamie figured they wouldn’t wait for him.
He counted the number of people sitting in the foyer and along the

stairs, each holding their own set of wrinkled playing cards.  There were
eight community members playing today.  A few others hung out in
various places around the foyer to weather out the heat, but they didn’t
do much other than sleep.

Jamie took a seat near the old newspaper stand close to the front
entrance.  He noticed most of the community members sweating from
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their hair down to their feet.  Perhaps they hadn’t been inside very long
themselves.

“So does anybody know what’s going on with the weather today?”
he asked.  “I know it’s been getting hotter lately, but it’s never been like
this.”

Henry shuffled his hand of cards around.
“Haven’t caught wind of the weather report yet,” he said, “but my

guess is that the ozone is cracking over us.”
“It’s not the ozone,” interrupted Benny the Runt, a short man who

moved to the alley a few months before Jamie.  “It’s a standard heat
wave coming in from the west.  It’s just carrying a lot more atmospheric
heat than what we’re used to.  It’ll pass like every other spurt of hot
weather we had.  It’s mid-August for crying out loud.”

“The thermometer in the window read a hundred twenty degrees
when I  woke  up  today,”  continued  Jamie.   “Did  the  meteorologist
mention anything about how to handle something like this?”

“Yeah, stay inside,” responded Benny with an intense glare.
Benny the Runt returned his focus on his hand of cards.  Henry

looked over to his wiry neighbor to signal him to take his turn.
Jamie  spent  the  next  few minutes  in  silence  watching  the  men

shuffling their hands and exchanging them for better cards.  As another
round  unfolded,  Jamie  drifted  off  into  a  semi-conscious  state.  The
clunky whir of a nearby air conditioner wall unit drowned out the noise
of  his neighbors.   The  room seemed a  bit  warm and  stuffy to  him,
inducing his body further into his lax state.  His eyes opened and closed
sporadically as his focus lazily shifted from the game to the mural on
the wall. 

One scene that the image depicted was of a young man crossing the
street with a beautiful woman cradling his arm.  He was dressed in a
tuxedo and top hat, and she was clothed in a bright red gown.  They
headed  for  a  ballroom  decorated  with  curtains  and  ribbons,  where
another man in a tux stood by the doorway letting dapper  guys and
busty ladies pass through.  A horse-drawn carriage parked on the curb
outside of the ballroom, while the driver offered to give a nearby couple
a ride.

The life depicted in the mural hadn’t existed in over a century, but
generations since have found ways to adapt the lifestyle in their own
ways.  Jamie’s generation saw ballrooms decorated with flashing lights
and falling confetti,  while drivers escorted the fashionable ladies and
gentlemen to their red carpet extravaganzas in stretch limousines and
shiny Humvees.   Gone  forever  were  the  street  side  horses  and  gas
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lamps.  But their legends lived on in new forms—forms that left Jamie
dreaming for the past.

There were times in the last few months when he thought that he
was still dreaming.  The idea that he could live in a box in the middle of
an alley seemed like the true surreal event of his life.  It was such a
foreign concept that to accept it as reality would’ve been the same as
accepting that he was dead.  Even if it were true, he wouldn’t want to
believe it.

He opened his eyes to see the picture of a woman standing by a
black horse near a corner store.  The woman was blonde, wearing a
black dress and black cap, resting her left hand on her hip and her right
hand on her head.  She stood there smiling at a man who sat upon the
horse extending his hand to her.   The man was barefoot,  dressed in
brown slacks,  a white shirt,  a brown hat,  and some suspenders.   He
smiled back at her.

Every time  Jamie  came  inside  this  building,  his  eyes  somehow
trailed to the image of the woman by the horse staring at the man who
rode upon it.  Each time he saw it, he pulled his knees up to his chest
and closed his eyes, trying to somehow keep his heart at bay.

“Hey, Jamie,” said Henry, “you’re in the next round if you want.”
He opened his eyes to see Henry holding out a set of cards for him.

They were bunched up in a uniform deck, face down so that no one
could see.  He leaned over and took them.

“Deuces are wild,” continued Henry.
Jamie returned his focus to the mindless spatter of the community

members’  conversations  as  he  took  cards,  swapped  them,  and  dealt
them out to his opponents.  This was the stuff that he enjoyed on cooler
summer days, normally when they convened in front of the corner store.
He had almost forgotten about all  the issues of the day as the cards
exchanged owners.  But all that was shattered when the front entrance
suddenly burst open and a sweaty shirtless bearded guy stood in the
doorway panting.

“Maggie’s trapped,” he breathed, as everybody in the foyer stared
at him.

“What?” said Henry, as he dropped his cards to the floor.  “What
are you talking about?”

“She’s trapped in the Hanson Building.  We have to get her out.”
The  man  frantically  darted  his  attention  to  an  unseen  location

outside.
“Mortimer,” said Henry, as he stood to his feet, “calm down.  What

do you mean that she’s trapped?”
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“The building’s on fire and no one’s coming to put it out.  She’s
trapped on the third floor.  I don’t know what to do.  No one’s coming
to put it out.  I can’t get her out.”

At that moment everybody, including Jamie, stood to his feet and
gathered around the doorway to take a look outside.  When Jamie got
his sneak peek, the elemental surprise grew thin for him.  It was just as
he suspected.  The building in question was the source of all the smoke
he had seen earlier—smoke that had gotten a bit thicker since he left the
alley.  He patted Mortimer on the shoulder.

“What do you need us to do?” he asked.
“What do you mean ‘what do I need you to do?’” darted Mortimer.

“Get a hold of the fire  department immediately.  What else  would I
need?  She can’t get out.”

“I’m on it,” said Henry.
Jamie looked back to see Henry running up the stairs, disappearing

onto the second floor.  A moment later he turned back to see Mortimer
halfway down the steps and on his hurried way toward the source of the
smoke.  He looked to the others to see that none of them knew what to
do.  Each of them held their mouths open in disbelief.

A loud knocking sound came from above the foyer and a grumbled
voice answered.  The sound of a door closing soon followed.

When Jamie was a kid, he spent most of his days indoors enjoying
the simple pleasures of books, television, and table tennis.  On the rare
occasion when he did go outside, it was typically to play some kind of
sport, usually baseball or field hockey.  His youthful days were never
actually spent playing with fire.  So when it came to burning buildings
and damsels in distress, he was a bit unprepared for the situation.  And
judging by the looks of the faces around him, none of the others seemed
to have dealt much with these issues either.

A moment later, Jamie heard a pair of hurried footsteps trekking
across the ceiling above and he turned to  see Henry descending the
stairs, shaking his head at them.

“The fire hydrants in this sector are spent,” he said.  “That’s why
the fire department hasn’t put the fire out yet.  The best they can do is to
send  a  rescue  crew to  try  and  free  her,  but  that’s  it.   The  Hanson
Building is coming down today, whether she gets out or not.”

“Well screw that then,” said Benny the Runt as he pushed through
the small crowd to reach the entrance.  “I’ll go save her myself.”

The  sun  glistened  on  his  blistered  face  as  he  stepped  outside.
Everybody watched as he descended the steps to reach the sidewalk.
Jamie thought that he was crazy, but then again some people were born
to be heroes—or wannabe heroes.   Benny made a quick detour to a
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nearby fire hydrant and stuck his open mouth under the weakened drip
of the water.  A moment later, after licking his lips, he was off toward
the Hanson Building to do whatever he planned on doing.

Before  Jamie  had  a  chance  to  turn  around  and  sit  back  down
against his wall, a few other community members pushed him aside and
descended  down to  the  sidewalk.   They  too  took  their  drinks  and
headed for  the burning building.  Jamie turned around to see Henry
standing there smiling.

“Gotta love their spirit, right, Jamie?” he said.
Jamie wasn’t sure how to respond.  He looked to the street again to

see his neighbors charging to the eastern corner and heading down the
cross  street,  disappearing  behind  the  other  worn  out  apartment
buildings.

“They’re  insane,”  said  Jamie.   “They don’t  know what  they’re
doing.”

“But they all love Maggie, so that’s all they need to know.  I’d be
joining them too if I wasn’t so old and brittle.”

Maggie  was the  resident  bird  lady who liked  to  go  to  the  city
rooftops each day and feed the pigeons all the breadcrumbs she could
find.  She was the one the others would visit whenever they needed to
listen to a good story or a woman to talk to.  Even though some of the
other ladies in the area were respectful to them, Maggie was the only
one that was consistently nice no matter the occasion.  She was also the
only one who always had a positive outlook on life even when she had
no home to call her own.  Any time someone in the neighborhood was
ready to give up on life, she was the one who encouraged him to hang
on a little longer.

Jamie scuffed his one bare foot alongside his one cardboard foot as
he trudged back to his spot against the wall.  Henry sat down next to
him.  The few who were still awake laced up their shoes and headed
outside into the harsh heated environment to aid in the rescue.

“So why aren’t you going either?” asked Henry.  “You’re not old.”
“I don’t know,” said Jamie.  “I guess I just don’t know her that

well.”
Henry paused a moment.  As the stillness upgraded to silence, he

let out a hefty breath.
“Does it  matter?”  he  asked.   “She’s a  human being for  heaven

sakes.”
Jamie dug his fingers into the floor as he listened to Henry’s biting

words.  Something in his voice pierced him like a laser.
“I know she’s a human being.”
“So then why aren’t you helping the others to save her?”
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Jamie looked back to the mural on the wall and saw all the pictures
of  people celebrating their  luxurious lifestyles.   Once again his eyes
trailed over to the image of the woman standing by the black horse.  As
he stared for what felt  like a minute, he felt  a warm, fuzzy creature
crawling into his lap.  He looked down to see Tiger curling up into a
ball, purring its heart away.

“Jamie?” said Henry, snapping him back to reality.  “Why aren’t
you helping them?”

“Because everybody has to lose the life they know eventually,” he
said.  “Why else do you think we’re out here?”

Jamie looked at Henry just in time to see his eyes grow dim.
“Sooner or later they’re going to lose her too,” he continued.  “It’s

better to accept it than to fight it.  Right?”
Jamie picked up the cat and set it on the floor.  He patted it against

the back to signal it to go away.  Henry didn’t say a word.
A moment later, the sound of footsteps echoed from the hall above

and converged at the top of the stairs.  Jamie looked up to see a young
blonde-haired woman walking down the steps carrying a tray of water
glasses.  He quickly turned away and curled himself into his knees.

“Hey, guys,” chimed the woman.  “I have some water for you on
this scorching day.  Who wants…some?”

The  woman’s chipper  voice  trailed  into  something a  little  more
confused.

“Where is everybody?” she continued.
“An emergency came up,” said Henry.
Jamie  could  smell  her  lovely  perfume  drawing  closer  as  the

footsteps grew louder.  He lowered his eyes to the ground as she came
close.

“What happened?” she asked.
“Something that shouldn’t have.”
He could see Henry taking a glass of water from the tray out of the

corner of his eye.
“Well I hope everything turns out okay,” she said.  “Would you

like some water too, sweetheart?”
Jamie extended his hand without looking up.  He felt the icy cold

glass touch the palm of his hand.  The sensation urged him to clasp it
and bring it to his parched mouth.  The chilly water splashed over his
tongue as he tipped the glass.  All the heat he had been subjected to
endure vanished for that brief moment.  The liquid cooled his throat.

“Enjoy, guys,” said the woman.  “I’ll be back a little later with the
refills.”
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He  felt  her  presence  slip  away  as  her  footsteps  echoed  in
decreasing  values.   Her  perfume stopped  for  just  a  moment  before
reaching the stairs.

“Hey, kitty kitty,” she chirped.  “Are you thirsty too?”
Another moment passed and she was on her way up the wooden

stairs.  The sounds of her footsteps slowly drowned out as they reached
the second floor.  At that point Jamie sat upright and breathed a sigh of
relief.

“Why do you do that?” asked Henry, crossing his arms.
“Do what?” said Jamie.
“Shrink every time Darci comes down those stairs?”
“What are you talking about?”
“You’re always hiding from her.  Why?  She’s just bringing you

water for goodness sakes.”
Jamie looked at the stairs as he leaned against the wall.  Maybe he

had kept  his secrets  to  himself long enough.  He paused a moment
before responding.

“She reminds me of somebody,” he said, “somebody I lost awhile
ago.”

“Yeah?  Who?”
Jamie looked back at him and smiled very faintly.
“My wife.”
Henry nodded with understanding.
“I see.  So the mystery’s been solved.  What happened?”
“I left her.  Plain and simple.  She deserved someone better, so I

walked out.”
“And?”
“And here I am.  What more is there to say?”
Henry took a sip of his water as he let the words soak in.
“Why did you leave her?” he said.
Jamie  sighed  as  he  realized  that  Henry wasn’t  going to  let  the

matter die.  He set his glass down on the floor and brushed his fingers
through  his  wet  hair,  trying  to  find  the  best  words  to  answer  the
question.

“I had nothing left to give her.”
“How so?”
Now came the moment of truth.  Jamie had never been up front

about his past with the other members of the street, but it seemed that
there was no way of escaping it this time.  It was as if the heat of the
day was setting fire to his very soul.  He looked at Henry to see him
staring at him like a lion.

“I lost my fortunes,” he said.  “My inheritance slipped away.”
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Henry nodded, but didn’t say a word.
“I was born the heir of a business tycoon, and I grew up living the

life of mansions, private schools, and British servants.  My youth was
spent living off my father’s dime, not just for food and living, but for
parties,  celebrity  visits,  and  trips  to  European  cities  to  name a  few
things.  I never had to work, but I still got to enjoy the fruits of labor as
I entered adulthood.  Then after my father passed away, his will left me
in  charge  of  the  entire  company.   That’s  when  my  life  started  to
snowball.”

Jamie  took  a  moment  to  drink some  water.   He  felt  the  sweat
accumulate from his brow.

“A couple years before my dad died, I met a beautiful girl named
Gwyneth at the horse ranch that my father was negotiating for.  He was
always looking for new business opportunities to add just a little more
fortune to our existing wealth, and he thought that a horse ranch would
be just the thing for some extra income.  I figured that I would tag along
that day so that I could go riding, but that was all I expected to do.  I
had no idea what I was in for when I literally bumped into her next to
the stable where she kept her horse.  At first I didn’t know what to say
other than sorry, but we soon struck up a conversation about horses and
that led to other conversations, and eventually led into a relationship
that led to the altar.  We were married within six months in the center of
my English garden.”

“How long ago was that?” asked Henry.
Jamie thought about it for a moment.  It had been awhile since he

had last calculated the time frame.
“Almost four years,” he said.
Henry nodded.
“So you’re telling me that four years ago you were getting married

in an English garden to a beautiful woman who loved horses?”
“Yep.”
“Why in the world are you here then?  What happened?”
“As I stated before, when I took over my father’s business, I had no

idea what to do.”
“Didn’t he have a staff that knew what to do?”
“Well they knew what to do in their own agendas—all of which

didn’t include me as  being the boss.   But  they didn’t know how to
oversee everything, which was my job.”

“And your father never trained you to take over?”
“He  planned  on  it  for  when he  neared  retirement,  but  he  died

before he got that chance.  So needless to say that when it was my turn
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to  take  over,  he  had  very  little  prepared  for  my  arrival,  so  soon
thereafter everything began to collapse.”

“Then what?”
“Then I went bankrupt.  I lost my mansion, my staff, my father’s

business, and just about everything that I had ever grown to know and
love.   My heart  sunk  at  that  point.   After  liquidating  my assets,  I
discovered that all I had left was enough cash to rent a small house in
the corner of a mid-range suburban neighborhood for a season, but I
had no job to keep up with the bills.  I suppose I could’ve gotten one,
but I spent my whole life finding ways to entertain myself without the
need for work, so I never quite learned the skills I needed to suffice in
the career world.  When my wife and I finally got to the suburbs, I just
couldn’t  handle  the  pressure  of  disappointing  her  with  my  failures
anymore, so I left.  And here I am.  I’ve been moving from one alley to
the next for the last year-and-a-half.  It’s not glamorous, but at least I
don’t have to disappoint her anymore.”

“Are you sure that she was disappointed with you?”
Jamie thought about the question a moment.  A memory of his last

hour at home popped into his mind.
“I just remember seeing her face sag with depression.  Her eyes

never quite made contact with mine during my last days at home, and I
didn’t know what to do about that either.  In the last hour before I left,
she was wearing a long flowered dress and a black blouse.  It was my
favorite thing of hers to see her in.  In days past she would often wear
that dress to the pastures and watch our horses graze and run wild.  It
was the same dress she wore the last time we visited the ranch, just a
week before I filed for bankruptcy.  I remember that it was windy that
day, blowing her hair up off her shoulders, dancing with each strand as
they flowed independently of each other  like the frayed edges of an
Indian rug.  It was during the month of December at around five in the
afternoon, with the air chilly, and the sun slowly setting that she stood
there silent, watching the horses play.  The remaining glow of daylight
caught her face just right to pick up the perfect balance between the tan
and pale shades of her skin.  That day in particular she chose to keep
her face natural, which I liked.

“But the last day I saw her, I could see shades of red under her
eyes.  She had been crying, though she wouldn’t admit to it.  She sat on
a plastic patio chair that we kept in the dining room and alternated her
focus  from the  floor  to  the  window.   Regardless  of  what  she  was
looking at, she just stared,  never saying a word.  And she wore that
dress.  The breeze was gone.  All that was left was utter stillness.  All
that I could hear was the crackling of the house and the soft breathing
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of her nose.  We didn’t really speak.  I didn’t really feel like there was
much to say by that point.  I broke her heart and I really didn’t see the
point in breaking it further, so I scribbled a note on a napkin telling her
that I was sorry and posted it on our refrigerator.  Then I walked into
the dining room, leaned over  her  forehead,  and kissed her  goodbye.
And that was it.”

Henry cupped his chin with his hand as he processed Jamie’s story.
“And you’re sure that she was depressed over the bankruptcy?”
“Yeah, what else would she have been depressed over?”
Henry chuckled under his hand.
“Well, Jamie, I’ll have to say that you’re probably the first person

I’ve met in a long time who came out here by choice.”
“What are you talking about?”
“Did  you  bother  to  ask  her  if  she  was  depressed  over  the

bankruptcy?”
Jamie narrowed his eyes as he tried to comprehend what he thought

Henry was implying.
“Why would I want to open the wound any further?” he asked.
Henry got up on his knees, clasped Jamie’s shoulders, and stared

him in the eyes.
“Jamie, I’ll ask you again.  Are you sure she was depressed over

the bankruptcy?”
Now feeling cornered,  Jamie searched his mind for answers that

eluded him.
“Well she never said so specifically, but it was obvious.”
“How was it obvious, Jamie?”
He thought about the question a moment.  The memory of the day

was vivid, but the conversations he had with her prior to that instance
were not.  If he recalled correctly, they never really spoke during those
last few days—or in the last week for that matter, so he honestly didn’t
know what was on her mind.  Ever since they moved out of their old life
the conversations more or less died.  Knowing exactly what was making
her depressed was uncertain, but the bankruptcy was the only logical
reason for it.

“I just can’t think of what else it would be over,” he said.
“Let me ask you something,” said Henry.  “Were  you depressed

over the bankruptcy?”
“Of course.”
“And  so  because  you  were  depressed  over  it,  she  was  also

depressed over  it,  right?   Her emotions toward the bankruptcy were
automatic to yours, correct?”
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Jamie wasn’t sure how best to answer that.  He decided to respond
with the first thing that came to mind.

“If you say so.”
Henry released his grip on Jamie’s shoulders and sat back down on

the floor.
“I’m not saying that, Jamie.  You are.  The truth is that you don’t

know what she was depressed over, do you?  You’re just assuming that
she was depressed over the same stupid thing that you were depressed
over because it’s just the convenient thing to assume, aren’t you?”

Jamie shook his head solemnly.  At this point he wasn’t so sure
what to think about his decision to leave.
  “Well what else could it have been about?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” responded Henry.  “What else did you two talk
about that day?”

“Nothing really.  We hadn’t spoken to each other much since the
madness began.”

Henry’s eyes narrowed at Jamie’s answer.  He leaned back against
the wall and crossed his arms.

“Is that so?” he asked.
“Yep, pretty much.”
“You didn’t discuss the weather?”
“No, the weather wasn’t really on our minds back then, or at least

not mine.”
“You didn’t talk about your hopes for the day?”
Jamie chuckled at Henry’s questions, even if he was a bit perturbed

by them.
“No,  Henry,”  he  said.   “I  didn’t  have  any more  hopes  to  talk

about.”
“What about your desire for the future?  Did you talk about that

with her?”
“No, I didn’t talk about the future with her.  I already knew the

future was over.  What is your point, Henry?”
Henry shook his head at Jamie.
“So,  you’re telling me that  you never  talked about  each other’s

day?  You never took her by the hand at the end of the night and asked
her what she was thinking about?  You never even asked her what she
wanted from you?”

“No, Henry, I  was depressed.   Depressed people don’t do those
things.   Besides,  I  didn’t  have  the  strength  to  confirm  her
disappointment in me.  I was already broken.”

“Was there  ever  a  time  that  you did  talk  about  something with
her?”
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“Of course.   We used to talk a lot  before the bankruptcy.  We
would talk about pretty much anything back then, back in our old life.
It’s  just  that  afterward  I  didn’t  feel  like  deepening our  wounds any
further by hearing how bad each day went.  So I stopped asking.”

Henry chuckled.
“And you left her because she was depressed over the bankruptcy?

Gotcha.”
“Yep.  And here I am.”
Henry shook his head and scraped his hands along the floor.
“Jamie, my boy,” he said, “you’ve got to be the most ignorant man

I’ve ever met.”
“Excuse me?”
“You have one of the best tastes in art and luxury that I’ve ever

seen in a man both in this life and the last, you’re scrutinizing in your
food and shelter despite the life you live, and you even get creative at
times.  But yet you still have no sense of survival or wisdom.  Sure,
you’ve lived on the streets this long without getting hurt or  sick,  so
you’re doing okay in that sense.  But you’ve given up on hope and life,
utterly  making  your  quest  to  survive  futile.   And  because  of  that
hopelessness you’ve given up on the very woman you love, a woman
who I guarantee was not depressed over a bankruptcy, but rather from
sheer loneliness, and you left her without even asking her why she felt
the way she did.  Even an abusive man will continue to talk to his wife,
even if it’s at a higher decibel than necessary.”

“Why would you say that she was depressed from loneliness?”
“If I have to tell you why, Jamie, then you belong out here after

all.”
Jamie  looked  at  the  mural  again  to  see  all  the  faces  of  people

smiling.  People crossing the street, going to ballrooms and restaurants,
many of whom held hands with a lover—all with a smile on their faces,
all in good company with another.   It  didn’t make sense why Henry
would say what he said.  Gwyneth couldn’t have been lonely because
she had Jamie around quite frequently.  He felt pissed about Henry’s
accusations.

“I never left her side,” he said.  “She couldn’t have been lonely.  I
mean I suppose she could’ve been after I left, but not before.”

“Jamie, it’s not about being present,” said Henry.  “It’s about being
available.  You stopped talking to her, so there was no way she could
connect with you anymore.  If you were just somebody that she knew,
then she could’ve found someone else to  talk to.   But you were her
husband and  she  needed  to  know you.   You stopped  her  from that
discovery when you stopped talking to her.  And I guarantee that that
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was what depressed her.  I’m sure the bankruptcy was disappointing,
and perhaps that added a few wrinkles to her frown, but she would’ve
gotten through it if you had helped her.  But you gave up.  And that, my
friend, is why I said that you’re out here by choice.  You can call me an
old fool if you’d like, but the fact of the matter is that I am old, and I
know a little something about depressed women, and the only thing that
seriously depresses them is when their man loses his strength.  You
could’ve kept a smile on her face if you had given her the chance.  But
you didn’t, so here you are.”

Jamie looked at the floor to see the various scratches cutting into it.
Something about the surface of the porcelain just seemed so tainted.
He wished that he could have seen this building in its former glory so
that he would have some sort of fond perception of it.  But as it stood,
all he knew was its worn out state of being, and the funky foot odor that
came with it.  Perhaps its original owner gave up on maintaining it long
ago.  It didn’t seem that anyone was restoring it at the moment.

Maybe Henry in his old age was right about this.
“You really think her depression was my fault?” he asked.
“There’s no thinking about it, son.  You made a bad choice walking

away from her.”
He dug his index finger into the deepest groove within reach.  A

layer of dust washed off on him.
“What can I possibly do about it now?” he said.  “It’s been a year-

and-a-half.  She could be remarried for all I know.”
“Well for starters you can become a man.  It’s up to you to decide

what to do from there.”
Jamie looked at Henry’s deadpan face.  For the first time since the

topic began he realized exactly what the old guy was telling him.
“And you honestly think I can still be that man?” he asked.
“You can always be that man, Jamie.  It’s never too late to discover

your balls, even if they do shrivel a bit after awhile.  Like I told you
earlier, I’m not out with the others because I’m afraid.  I chose to stay
behind because frankly my body can’t handle the stress of something
like that anymore.  I’d never make it through the first wall of fire, and
Maggie sure doesn’t need that.  You on the other hand have nothing
holding you back except for your apathy.  That’s something that you
desperately need to get rid of.”

“Well,  I’m also afraid  of  getting burned,  if you want me to  be
honest.”

“And the other guys aren’t?  Come on, Jamie, don’t make excuses
like that.”
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Once again Jamie meditated on the convicting words that hit him
like a baseball,  trying to  figure out what it  all  meant, discerning the
sense of courage or guilt that slowly approached him.  If Henry’s quest
was to rally up Jamie’s soul into discovering something to fight for, or
even to survive, then he was doing a decent job of it.  Jamie could feel a
bit of strength searing through his knees in the process, though his mind
wanted to find a way to suppress it.

“You really think I should go help those guys?” he said.
“Yes, I really think you should go help those guys.  And I’m sure

that Gwyneth would want you to as well.”
Henry scratched his nose.
“What if I die in the process?” asked Jamie.
“Well then you’ll know that you spent the last minutes of your life

not being a sissy.  Doesn’t that sound rewarding?”
Jamie  never  really  thought  about  courage  or  sissies  before.

Growing up in a mansion had the perk of not being expected to survive
or to fight, so the need to think about such things was irrelevant.  And
even after he moved to the streets, the game of survival came with the
decision to let most of his friends do all the scavenging and to bargain
with them for the leftovers once they were done eating.  He also nailed
the art of looking pathetic to those who had their own wallets to burn,
so they often threw him a scrap.  Setting forth and fighting for what he
needed or wanted was never an option before.   Perhaps it  should’ve
been since he lost all his money.  And maybe he could’ve fought like a
man to get his life back if he thought he had a chance for it—the one
that he let get away from him.  It was conceivable that everything he
didn’t  learn  or  practice  in  his  early  life  could’ve  been  learned  and
practiced  now.   The  fact  was  that  Maggie  was  a  nice  lady  and
everybody would invariably become depressed if she didn’t make it out
of there alive.  It would’ve been a shame if she died because he didn’t
help.   But  the fact  remained  that  he had  no idea  what to  do.   The
problem with not thinking about courage also meant not thinking about
how to be a hero.  It was a tough balance to work through.

“How should I go about helping them?” he asked.
“I  don’t  know,  Jamie.   I’m  not  actually  there  witnessing  the

situation.   It’s  something you’ll  just  have  to  figure out  once  you’re
there.”

That wasn’t exactly the answer that he was looking for.  With all
the wisdom, encouragement, and conviction that Henry was giving him,
he at least hoped that he would also have an idea how to be this hero
that he felt he was being pressured to be.  Responding with uncertainty
sure felt like a cop-out to him at this point.
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Jamie looked to the back of the room to see Tiger pawing at some
hole in the wall.  The cat didn’t seem too fazed by all the commotion
that was going on.  Rather it merely stuck to the things that it was used
to doing—hunting for mice and swatting at random things to name a
few preoccupations.  It didn’t care about what could’ve been waiting
inside that hole.  Just because it thought there was a small furry rodent
scuttling about inside didn’t mean that someone’s pet boa constrictor
hadn’t found its way there awaiting anything to come along and tempt
its fate.  For all the cat knew, it could’ve been pawing at its own death.
But the idea obviously didn’t stop it from hoping for the possibility that
it was still trying to grab for a mouse.  Perhaps the cat knew exactly
what it was that Henry knew.

“All right,” said Jamie.  “I’ll give it a shot.  But if I die—”
Henry held out his hand to stop Jamie from finishing.
“Wrong attitude,” said Henry.  “Just go out and survive.  You’re a

street person for heaven sakes.”
Jamie had nothing left to argue.  Instead, he stood to his feet and

bent over to stretch his legs.  He hadn’t much use for them yet today, so
they were a little stiffened.  After returning to an upright position and
outstretching his arms high in the air to reach for the ceiling, he could
feel the tension in his legs softening.  It was the most comfortable thing
he felt all day.  He let out a soft yell to compensate for the otherwise
ecstatic  sensation  he  felt  coursing  through  him.   And  with  that  he
lowered his arms to his side and dropped down to the flats of his feet.

“All right, well wish me luck then,” he said.   “I’ve never really
been a hero before.”

“Well, congratulations on your conversion, son.  Now get out there
already.  You’ve wasted enough time talking to me.”

“Okay, but—”
“Go,” shouted Henry, darting his finger toward the front doors.
Jamie nodded and quickly bolted for the outdoors.  His remaining

cardboard shoe fell  off from the shift in momentum.  He didn’t see
much point in trying to recover it now.  Besides, he would have to hear
it from Henry if he went back to pick it up.

The brightness of the sun nearly blinded him when he pushed the
front doors open.  The shift in light intensity from cavernous to flooded
was like being woken up by a bullhorn in the middle of the night.  He
shielded his eyes with his whole right arm for just a moment, stopping
dead in his tracks until he could recover his visual senses.  He didn’t
remember  it  being  so  bright  before.   And  the  heat  felt  like  it  had
intensified since he was last outside.  It was almost painful.
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Once his readjustment came, he quickly leapt off the top of the
entrance platform, landing feet first onto the sidewalk, feeling the sting
of impact tremor against the balls of his feet and up into his knees.  He
took  a  couple  hobbled  steps  to  regain  his  balance,  and  used  the
momentum to propel him toward the dying fire hydrant on the curb.

As he reached the  yellow metallic  device,  he  bent  down to  his
knees and stuck his mouth underneath the soft stream of droplets, taking
in as much refreshment as possible before undertaking what could’ve
been his walk into dehydration.  Like the water from the glass inside,
Jamie found the lukewarm, if not slightly bitter liquid of the fire hydrant
to be soothing to his tongue and comforting to his throat.  He couldn’t
tell if the water he hunted for was going to be enough for his mission,
but he had to trust that it would suffice.  It wasn’t as if he had much of a
choice to debate it at this point.

Once he finished taking his licks, he stood up and darted for the
street.  But as his bare feet made contact with the asphalt, a scorching
shock of heat emblazoned his skin, sending incredible pain through his
body.   The  horrendous discomfort  involuntarily forced  him to  jump
again.  As he landed on the ground, he bounced back into the air again
and again until he made it safely onto the sidewalk on the other side.
And even though the hot concrete of the walkway was no picnic either,
at  least  he could  stand  it  long enough to  run without psychological
hindrance.

After running down the sidewalk as fast as he could for nearly a
minute, he reached the curb at the cross street and turned the corner.
And though the immense temperature caused him to sweat to the point
of exhaustion, he continued to run forward as his eyes gazed upon the
burning structure about a block in front of him.

The sight of the building almost made him pass out.  The flames
raged  out  of  the  windows  of  the  second,  third,  and  fourth  floors,
sending a cloud of smoke into the air that had grown much thicker since
he  last  saw it.   The  combination  of  fire  and  atmospheric  heat  had
overwhelmed him.  He had absolutely no idea what he was supposed to
do.

A crowd of people huddled in the doorways of the buildings across
the street, staring at the burning behemoth of bricks and stone before
him.   Coincidentally,  nobody dared  to  watch  from the  windows of
neighboring  buildings  on  the  same side,  perhaps  because  the  alleys
were so narrow and the distance from one structure to the next was only
a leap away.  At least that’s what made sense to him.  However, of all
the people that he could see with his own two eyes gathering in various
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points along the opposite side, none of his friends and neighbors were
among the list.  He had hoped to see at least one.

It only took a couple minutes from the moment he left the shelter to
reach the front entrance of the burning building, but a couple minutes of
nonstop running was all he needed to lose most of his physical strength.
He stood before the steps leading up to the front doors, hunched over
with his hand partly over his chest and abdomen, trying to catch his
breath.  As far as he could tell, he had no more sweat to secrete, so
everything he did at this point would more than likely send him closer
to absolute physical exhaustion.  Fortunately there was another dripping
fire hydrant nearby.

Unfortunately the hydrant was as deficient as the one by the other
building, but  it  provided enough water  for  him to taste  refreshment.
Shallow to his spirit it may have been, but he was glad that it filled up
his tank at least a little.  After lapping up as much as he possibly could
to be satisfied, he stood up and wiped his mouth with the back of his
hand.  It was now or never.

The front door of the building was partially cracked open.  Jamie
jogged up the front steps to carefully peek inside.  As he reached the
wooden entrance he tapped it slightly to expose the inside further.  The
crack grew several more inches for him, enough for him to see the dark
entry hall inside.  It was devoid of life.

Jamie pushed the door open completely to allow the floodlight of
the sun to pour into the hall so that he could see more accurately what
was going on in there.  The floor looked trampled with greasy footprints
damaging the integrity of the tiles.  A huge burn stain accumulated on
the ceiling with water droplets falling from the middle.  The chandelier
dangled by several inches of wires from an exposed hole near the burnt
spot, just a few feet from where he stood.  An information table and the
newspaper stand by the stairwell were both tipped over with papers and
pamphlets scattered everywhere.  Plants also laid spilled out on their
sides  with  soil  scattered  about  the  floor.   The  walls  had  scratches
accumulated up and down the stairway region.  It had seemed that the
residents left in a panic.

He turned around to get another look at the people standing in the
entrances  of  buildings across  the  street.   None  of  the  faces  looked
familiar to him.  He had hoped that somebody he knew stood out there,
ready to inform him that his attempt at heroism wasn’t necessary today.
But none of the faces he saw could tell  him that.   All he saw were
terrified and concerned individuals  who had no idea what to  do but
stand there and watch.
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Knowing that  no answer  awaited  outside,  he turned  to  face  the
entry hall again and stepped inside just in time to be greeted by a strong
kerosene  smell  emitting from above  him.   He  looked  up to  see  oil
seeping  through  the  hole  that  was  left  by  the  dangling  chandelier.
Fortunately nothing else accompanied it.

A moment later he heard a faint cry coming from somewhere above
the stairs.  He couldn’t tell if it was human or animal, but something
was indeed letting out a noise of desperation on its own accord.  It was
followed by something longer and deeper, almost like a moaning.  The
anguish of the voice sent a shiver down his spine.  He turned around to
see if it was too late to run, but the wide-open exposure of the door to
the  outside  grew smaller,  reverting  the  traversed  opening back  to  a
crack.  The light inside grew dim.

The sounds exchanged from high-pitched to deep-pitched,  like a
volley of screams to see which would be the last.  As Jamie stood there
listening, the volume of each noise grew a little louder, almost to the
point of feeling drawn into them.  Within a moment, the curiosity of
discovering the source of such distress overwhelmed the fear he felt
inside.  He took another step closer to the stairs.

The floor felt noticeably greasy to his toes as he cautiously moved
toward  the  stairway.   It  was  difficult  to  continue  forward  without
occasionally sliding on the slightly slippery linoleum, but he managed
to  keep his balance.   Once  he  reached  the  first  step,  the  change in
surface to wood was comforting.  He took his next step with a scuffle to
wipe the greasy feeling from his feet.

As he carefully climbed higher, he looked to the top of the stairs to
see a cloud of smoke hovering above.  Even though he never actually
had to run through a burning building before, he remembered seeing on
television once a person crawling underneath a hedge of smoke with his
nose and mouth buried in the neckline of his shirt.  Jamie figured that
there had to be some scientific or technical reason for the actor to do
that, so he covered his face just the same and dropped to his knees the
moment he reached the top of the platform.

It was as soon as he placed the palms of his hands to the floor that
he heard the first discernable voice echoing from a flight above.

“I can’t open it,” it shouted.  It sounded like Benny the Runt.
Jamie carefully pivoted around the center post and stepped onto the

next flight of stairs.  He looked up to see that it ascended well into the
smoke line, with no indication of what he would find at the top—if he
would even be able to find the top.  Nothing took shape or form in his
line of sight past the billowing fume.
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The steps up here felt sticky to him, but he continued to crawl on
up  anyway.   Spending  many months  living  in  a  box  on  the  dirty
pavement  of  the  back  alleys  prepared  him  for  such  unnecessary
discomforts as this, so he pressed on step after step into the noxious
unknown above, subtly wiping his hands on his shirt after every motion
he took.

As Jamie entered the hovering smoky field  at  the sixth step,  he
realized exactly why it was that the actor on television covered his nose
and mouth with his shirt.  For a brief moment he couldn’t breathe, even
with his cotton shield in place.  As he took another step into the dark,
hot, and choking smoke, he inhaled just slightly.  But it was enough for
him to have taken the most uncomfortable breath of his life.  His lungs
felt so poisoned that all he could do was cough.

“Who’s there?” shouted the voice from before.
Jamie wanted to answer, but by this point his eyes were burning

and his chest was tight.  He remained silent long enough to feel the last
step approach, keeping his eyelids shut and his mouth clenched in the
journey.   Once  he  realized  there  were  no  more  steps  to  take,  he
carefully stood up and opened his eyes.  There he saw the sight that he
had hoped to see.  Benny and the others stood there looking back at him
with their feet and knees covered by the dark fog, with another layer
floating just a few feet above their heads.   The end of the hall  was
blocked by what looked like a raging bonfire.

“Oh, it’s Jamie,” said Benny the Runt.  “Glad to see you could
make it.  Help us break this door down, will ya?”

Benny beat at the door with his shoulder in several successions,
with other members of the community doing their part to kick it.  Jamie
scuffled his feet along the vanished floor to prevent from stepping on
anything sharp as he approached them.  A woman’s voice cried from
the other side of the door.  Mortimer sat on the floor opposite of the
door with his face buried in his hands.  It appeared that he had been
crying.  Benny hit the door one more time and stopped.  The last impact
led him sliding down toward the floor.  He was exhausted.  They all
looked exhausted.

“It’s no use,” he said.  “Whatever is blocking the door is much too
heavy.  We don’t have the manpower to knock it down.”

Jamie approached the door and turned the knob.  The door cracked
open very slightly, but was hindered by an obstacle on the other side.

“What’s blocking it?” he asked.
“Maggie said that a ceiling plank fell down right in front of the

door just before she was able to reach it,” said Benny.  “She would’ve
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done her best to move it herself, but like everything else in here, it was
on fire so she couldn’t touch it.”

Jamie nodded as if he understood why she was even in the room to
begin with.  Last he checked none of the building residents in the area
would let the members of the street community in their homes at any
given time.

“What  about  the  people  who  let  her  in?”  he  asked.   “What
happened to them?”

“No one let her in,” said Mortimer.  “It’s an empty room.  This is
the place she goes to for privacy when the roof is too hot.”

Jamie nodded again, this time understanding truthfully, but having
no idea how he didn’t find out about it before.  He would’ve been more
than happy to sleep in there instead of in the alley on any given night.

He looked up and down the smoke-flooded hall to see if there were
any other possibilities to work with.  It was one thing for him to doubt
his own ability to get Maggie out of there, but it was another to see his
neighbors doubting themselves too.  He thought Benny would at least
search for another way inside, but it appeared that everybody was far
too worn out to even think through things logically anymore.  Perhaps
he was needed after all.

“Have you guys tried anything other than kicking the door?”
“We searched for something that we could use as a battering ram,

but most of the rooms up here are closed off,” said Benny.  “The smoke
is too thick around the stairwells to carry large objects up and down
successfully, so we’ve just been resorting to this.  But we really don’t
know what else to do, considering that this door isn’t coming open.”

“What about the windows?  Can she reach the fire escape?”
“Obviously not, or she would’ve done it.”
“Has anybody tried to reach her that way yet?”
Benny looked at the others as they all looked back at him.  He

shrugged his shoulders and shook his head.
“We thought about it,” he said.  “But we came to the conclusion

that if she couldn’t get out that way, then we probably couldn’t get in
through there either.”

“Well maybe we should try that anyway,” said Jamie.  “You never
know.”

Benny  stood  back  up  to  his  feet  as  he  saw  the  others
acknowledging that it was worth a shot.  He pressed his cheek against
the door and knocked with his knuckles.

“Hey, Maggie,” he said, “we’re gonna try and get you out through
the fire escape.  Hang tight, okay.”

The only response to come through was another soft wail.
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“Let’s go, guys,” he said.
Benny  jogged  toward  the  banister  leading  downward  into  the

smoke while the others followed closely behind.  Within a moment they
all descended out of sight.  Mortimer stayed behind and wept.

“Mort, aren’t you going with them?” said Jamie.
“I’m tired,” he said.  “I can’t help anymore.  The window by the

fire escape is blocked.  She said so herself.  They’re going out there for
nothing.  The worst part is that they know it.”

“So you’re not going then?”
“No, there’s no point.”
“Then can I borrow your shoes?”
Mortimer looked at him bewildered.
“What for?”
Jamie lifted up his feet to show him.
“The scaffolding will burn me alive if I go out there without them,”

he said.  “If I’m to help Maggie, I’m gonna need your shoes.  That is
unless of course you can gather  up enough strength to  go out there
yourself and help.”

Mortimer took off his shoes and hurled them at Jamie.  They fell
past his reach and disappeared below the dark fog.

“Okay, thanks,” he said.
Jamie felt around the floor until his hands scraped past each shoe.

As he  discovered  one  after  the  other,  he  put  them on  his  feet  and
wiggled  his  toes  to  secure  them.   This  was  much  better  than  the
cardboard slats he walked around in earlier.  He jumped up and down
just to make sure that they were on tightly.  Mortimer looked at him
with a blank stare.

“Mort,” said Jamie, “why don’t you at least go downstairs and wait
for us so that you don’t die, okay?”

“I’m not leaving until Maggie is out of there,” he said.  “If she
doesn’t make it out, then neither will I.”

“Well, if that’s what you want.”
The logic Mortimer displayed almost made sense to Jamie, but then

he remembered what he had thought about his own life for the last year-
and-a-half and realized that his reaction didn’t make much sense after
all.  There was something very disturbing about it in fact.  It may have
been that Mortimer thought that he would share in Maggie’s fate out of
honor to her, but the reality was instead, or at least according to what
Jamie had been coming to realize in the last few minutes, that he was
just looking for an excuse to give up on life in general and that this was
the moment to do it.   Perhaps it  was a  response to imagining a life
without Maggie, but it could’ve also had something to do with his own
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past that he never quite shared with the others.  Whatever it was, the
fighter in Mortimer died.  Something about the pathetic look in his eyes
stirred Jamie up, enough to sicken him at his own convictions about life
and the futility of it.

“On  second  thought,”  said  Jamie,  “quit  your  moping  and  get
yourself downstairs now.  We’re getting Maggie out of there one way or
another, and there’s no way in hell that we’re gonna make ourselves
have to rescue you too.”

Mortimer looked at him with despair in his eyes.
“I don’t want to leave her,” he said.
“You left her to come get us,” Jamie said.  “You can do it again.

You have to.  There’s no way that you’re helping her by sitting there
whining about how you can’t help.  Get off your butt and go downstairs.
In fact, don’t stop there.  Go back to the shelter where Henry is waiting.
Let us worry about getting her out.  You’re gonna die if you stay here.
Get out of here.”

Mortimer shook his head and cried.
“It’s no use.  I can’t help her.”
Jamie was rarely ever a patient man, and this moment was proving

that  quite  well.   He leapt  at  Mortimer’s sobbing heap of  being and
grabbed for his arms.  As he clasped them, he yanked Mortimer to a
standing position, nearly toppling him over.  The man’s eyes grew wide
with surprise as his arms resisted Jamie’s pull.

“Get to your feet,” shouted Jamie.  “You’re not helping me either
by whining, so stop.”

The saddened soul almost fell to his knees again, but Jamie used all
his strength to prevent him from dropping.  It was at this point that he
was ready to slap Mortimer across the face, but decided not to since
that would’ve meant letting him fall.

“I wish I could help her,” continued Mortimer.  “I wish I could get
her out.”

“I’m sure she wishes it too, but it’s not happening because you’re
weighing down on my shoulders.  Stand up so that I can do whatever it
is that I have to.”

Mortimer didn’t respond with anymore words.  Instead he just hung
there on Jamie’s strength,  making strange crying noises,  shaking his
head  with  each  change in  pitch.   Jamie  realized  that  he  was stuck
listening to this heap for the next few minutes.

Jamie carefully approached the banister leading downward and felt
for the first step as he carried the man on his back.  Once contact was
made, he held his breath and descended into the smoke, closing his eyes
as his face entered the fog.  He hoped that his baggage would have the
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foresight to do the same thing.  The moment of silence that immediately
followed convinced him of the possibility.

At the bottom of the stairs, Jamie opened his eyes again, taking in
an exacerbated breath.  The smoke had evidently done its damage to
him already.  Mortimer resumed his whining.

The flight down to the bottom floor was easier as far as vision was
concerned,  but  the  weight  of  another  man’s  body on  his  shoulders
severely weakened Jamie’s  already  tiring  strength,  making  his  steps
labored and difficult.  The new shoes he wore helped in protecting his
feet from heat damage, but the traction on the shoes were poor, and the
greasy texture of the steps didn’t help his balance.  Fortunately he made
it  to  the  bottom without slipping on  anything,  but  unfortunately the
burden on his shoulders sapped him of any remaining strength that he
had.  He fell to his knees and let Mortimer roll off his back a moment
after reaching the floor.  He took a minute to catch his breath.

Once his strength returned, he got up and clumsily ran through the
front entrance, quickly striding down the steps.  Upon landing on the
sidewalk, he jogged to the fire hydrant and took several sips of water.
Feeling the effects of the smoke wearing off, he backed away from the
device and ran toward the right side alley, where he saw the ladder of
the fire escape extended.

The metal rung of the ladder stung his hand at first as he reached
out for it, but the pain from the heat was only temporary as his skin
adjusted tolerance.  Knowing what the feeling of the next rung would
bring, Jamie reached up with his other hand and pried himself up the
ladder until he was up high enough to secure his feet in place.  From
there it was just a matter of climbing up to the first platform.

He looked up through the metal grating to see the other community
members messing around with a window a tier above.  Once again it
seemed that Benny was doing most, if not all of the work.

“We won’t  be  able  to  see  in  until  we break the  window,” said
Benny.  “Somebody give me a shoe.”

Jamie  crawled  up  to  the  first  platform  in  time  to  hear  the
unanimous grumbling of those who weren’t willing to suffer the pain of
burning metal on their bare feet.  It was probably just as well anyway,
since none of them had shoes that would actually shatter glass.  At best
their footwear could possibly crack it, but not much else.  Jamie saw a
potted plant near a window and thought that might do a better job.

After  taking  the  plant,  he  jogged  over  to  the  next  ladder  and
climbed up to the second tier, which was where the third floor windows
were accessible, and where Benny and the others stood trying to figure
out what to do next.
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“Here,  use  this,”  said  Jamie,  as  he  approached  the  group.   He
removed the plant and handed the empty clay pot to Benny.

“Hmm, that would be better,” he said.  “Everybody stand back.”
Everybody walked to the right of the window while Benny walked

to the left.  He held the pot in his right hand and cocked it back over his
head.  With a flash he brought his arm down toward the window and
chucked the clay object through the filthy glass, breaking a hole through
the middle.  A force of flame blew out the rest of the window, sending
the shards of glass everywhere, including into places where Benny and
the others stood.  Everybody covered their faces as the realization of
what just happened hit them.

“Everybody okay?” shouted Benny as he hunched over holding his
fists beside his cheeks.

A few people complained that they got glass shards stuck in their
arms, but most of them agreed that they were fine.

“All right, well let’s see if we can get her out then.”
Benny peered through the open window as the fire died down to

get a better look at what was going on inside.  His face grew grim from
what he saw.   He turned back  away from the window.  Everybody
waited to see what he did next.  He looked inside the window again,
quivering his lips.  His reaction was the same.  He stepped away from
the window and cursed, following it with a kick to the wall.

The others each took their turns looking into the window.  They too
had similar reactions, though not quite as violent as kicking the wall.
Jamie finally decided that it was his turn to see what was causing the
distress, so he took a peek.  The sight before him soured his spirits.

A flood of fire covered the floor at least four feet from the window,
stretching from one corner of the room to the next, licking up several
feet into the air.  The wall on the right was also consumed, but a patch
of wooden floor remained bare on the left.  The beam from the ceiling
that prevented everybody from breaking through the door was at least
eight to ten feet in length and had a thickness of approximately a foot-
and-a-half.  And it too was on fire.  A pile of drywall set in the middle
of the room where the ceiling had collapsed; covered only mildly by
isolated flames.   Maggie sat  huddled  on the floor  near  the left wall
crying whatever tears she had left.   Reaching her seemed impossible
now.

“You guys aren’t gonna give up, are you?” asked Jamie.  “You’re
still gonna get her out, right?”

“How, Jamie?” said Benny the Runt.  “How will we get her out?
There’s no way any of us can jump over the fire to get back to the
window.  Whoever goes in there will be burned alive.  If we had a
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blanket with us, then it would be possible.  But even then the risk is too
high.”

“Well, it’s worth a shot, right?  If we find a blanket, we have a
chance, right?”

“We would have a chance if we could run straight through, but as it
stands we would have to stand in the fire in order to get through the
window.  A blanket won’t help there.  It might be enough to get one of
us out, but not both.  Sooner or later, somebody’s gotta step out of it
and that’s when we’ll be consumed.”

Jamie  looked  into  the  window  again.   It  couldn’t  have  been
impossible, right?  He studied the dimensions of the fire and realized
that it was definitely too difficult to jump over the flames and through
the window from the inside.  And judging by the size of the beam by the
door, there was no way anybody was getting through there.  Perhaps it
was impossible after all.  But then again, there was one more thing to
consider.

“Hey, guys,” he said.  “I have an idea.  Follow me.”
Jamie jogged toward the ladder leading up to the next tier of the

fire escape.  Like the ladders before it, this one was painful to touch,
but he hoped that it would be worth climbing in the long run.  At the top
of the ladder he emerged onto the next platform covering the escape
needs of the fourth floor.  The smoke poured out of several windows up
here.

Sounds of clanking rumbled behind him as he stepped toward the
window that  set  directly  over  the  one  that  Benny broke.   Within  a
moment, everybody had made his way up there.

“What are you doing, Jamie?” said Benny the Runt.
Jamie wasn’t ready to answer him yet.  Instead he wanted to survey

the scenery to make sure that he could do what he had on his mind to
do.  It would’ve been a challenge no matter what he found, but the idea
that he came up with would’ve been the difference between possible
and impossible.  For Maggie’s sake he had hoped for the former.

The window was closed like many of the others, but fortunately he
could  see  through the  glass.   Granted  there  were  patches  of  grime
covering the corners and parts of the center, but all in all it left nothing
deceiving  for  him to  decipher.   The  room inside  was quite  visible,
though it too had its share of flame spots.  The one thing that delighted
him about it was that unlike the room below, this one was furnished.
He opened the window carefully, letting a volume of smoke break free,
floating  into  the  air  above.   He  looked  at  the  others  and  grinned.
Everybody including Benny had a blank stare.  One guy even lifted his
hands to signal his confusion.
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“We may just get our chance after all,” said Jamie.
“How are  we supposed to  help her  from up here?”  complained

Benny.
“Keep following me.”
Jamie set his left foot over the edge of the windowsill while he

propped up the window with his left hand and carefully stepped through
the open frame.  It was a reasonably tight squeeze since the window
didn’t open all the way, but he managed to fit into it well enough.  Once
he made it through, he signaled the others to follow, holding the glass
up for them until the last one entered the room.  As soon as the last guy
set his feet to the floor, Jamie carefully lowered the windowpane so as
not to let it fall and break on its own.  Benny the Runt stood a few feet
away nodding his head with delight.

“Jamie,” he said, “you’re a genius.”
The room was blackened by smoke exhaust, but some of the former

modern living room comforts  could  still  be identified.   A couch set
against the right wall of a corner nook in the front half of the room,
layered in soot,  but  still  in  one piece.   It  overlooked an older  floor
model television set that propped up against the opposite wall of the
hideaway, but was unfortunately busted from falling debris.  A coffee
table set between the two objects, covered with thick coatings of dust
and grime.  Various magazines were reduced to mere fragments from
the blaze, with ashes scattered about the place.  The dining room and
kitchen took up the remainder of the open area; each displaying their
own levels of damage, from a burnt dinner table to warped cooking pots
to name a few things.  A wall phone dangled off its hook, but the line
was silent.  At the front of the room, the door leading out to the hallway
was wide open, with greasy footprints trailing through it.  In the center
of the room, a large frayed hole formed in the middle of the wooden
floor where the supports below had collapsed.  A cauldron of smoke
rose through the hole, floating to the ceiling above.

The fire continued to burn though it wasn’t nearly as severe as what
Jamie saw on the level below.  Flame pockets danced on the kitchen
counter, up the cupboards, and in various places around the floor, but
most of the damage seemed to have already been done.  Even though he
wasn’t certain how well the floorboards would hold up in the aftermath,
he figured that minus smoke inhalation he and the others would be okay
up here.

Jamie walked to the edge of the jagged hole in the middle of the
floor and got on his hands and knees.  He looked down to see Maggie
cowering near the left wall of the room below.  Her body continued to
tremor.
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“Hang tight, Maggie,” he said.  “We’re coming to get you.”
She didn’t answer.  Of course Jamie didn’t really expect her to.
He stood back to his feet and looked around the room to see if

anything  grabbed  his  attention.   Anything  that  would  help  him  or
another one of his brave neighbors to drop down and rescue her would
have  sufficed.   Unfortunately  most  of  the  objects  in  the  area  were
damaged beyond their use.   He had hoped for at  least  something of
moderate  length,  strength,  and  flexibility  to  cross  his  eyesight,  but
nothing looked helpful.  The best thing he could think to do was to push
the couch through the hole and use it as a climbing prop, and hope that
it didn’t topple over on the way down.  But with the stability of the
floors in this building being so hit or miss, he figured that that wasn’t
exactly the best option to take.  The last thing he needed was to create
additional holes in the levels below, so he turned his attention to the
bedroom to the right instead.

Even though most of the would-be rescuers stood around waiting
for instruction, Benny had already taken some initiative in searching the
area.  Kitchen drawers flung open as he yanked them from their closed
positions, looking to see what they held inside.  He rummaged through
silverware, garbage bags, and other  contents,  tossing them about the
room, apparently none satisfying his liking.

“Benny,” said Jamie, “I’m gonna check the bedroom.  Let me know
if you find anything useful.”

“I’m  on  it,”  said  Benny.   “Jeez,  where  do  people  keep  their
extension cords these days?”

Benny grabbed a butter knife from the utensil drawer and used it to
savagely pry open the nearly fused cabinet doors under the sink.  He
cursed when he got a good look at the storage area inside.  Apparently
there were no cords under there either.

Jamie jogged to the partially cracked bedroom door and forced it
open completely.  Surprisingly the damage was less extensive in there
than it was in the rest of the apartment.  Even though the smoke had left
its  mark  along  the  walls  and  on  some  of  the  furniture,  everything
remained in one piece.  Granted the room was still in a state of disarray
from dresser drawers fallen on the floor, with clothing strewn about, to
a lamp toppled over on its nightstand.  But nothing was broken.  An
isolated flame flickered just inside the closet door, but it didn’t seem to
be causing too much trouble.  In the center of the room, Jamie found
what  he  had  hoped  would  be  Maggie’s  salvation—an  unmade  bed
covered  with  several  blankets,  most  of  which  piled  up  at  the  foot.
Without thinking twice, he took the three blankets from the bed, draped
them over his shoulders, and rushed out of the room to meet the others.
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“All right, guys,” he said.  “I found what I was looking for, so let’s
do this.”

Each blanket was only moderate in thickness, but they all made up
for it in length.  He wasn’t sure exactly how long they were, but they
easily stretched at least a foot or more over his head.  Tying all three
together would have more than made up the length needed to reach
Maggie  below.   So  he  handed  one  to  Benny  and  one  to  another
community  member  and  they  each  twisted  the  blankets  into  tightly
rolled  whips.  Once each one conformed to  a  ropelike status,  Jamie
carefully tied the ends together and pulled on them to secure the lock.
As soon as he tied the second tie, he looked at Benny and smiled.  Now
he just needed an anchor.

The legs of the dining room table got the inevitable vote for best
grappling point for the mega-blanket, but there was still a question in
his mind of whether or not the table itself could maintain the weight of
Maggie and the one who decided to rescue her.  The last thing any of
them wanted was for the furniture to slide into the hole just behind the
rescuer and to fall on top of him.  But the fact of the matter was that
there was no other choice.  It was the heaviest thing in the room with a
viable anchor point, so it was a risk that would have to be taken.  So
with  that  Jamie  tied  the  back  end  of  the  blanket  around  the  most
accessible table leg on the unit and fastened it tightly, tugging on it to
make sure it held.

Next came the decision about who would actually go down through
the hole.   The  consensus was that  the lightest  person should be the
rescuer of the bunch, and being that Benny was the one who best fit the
description  and  was  the  one  who  had  the  most  passion,  everyone
thought that he should’ve been the one to go.  But he brought up one
painful fact that the rest frowned upon.

“I’m too small for this,” he said.  “Believe me, I want to, but I can’t
carry her back up without dropping her.  Someone else will have to take
my place.”

Everybody  looked  around  to  see  who  was  brave  enough  to
volunteer, but no one spoke up.  Finally, Benny crossed his arms and
made known his nomination.

“If I had my choice,” he said, “I’d vote for the one who had the
idea to go through the hole in the first place.”

And with that everybody cast his eyes on Jamie, who felt his heart
sink, but only a little.  Somehow he figured that it would come down to
this, especially considering that most of the others were followers rather
than leaders, but he had hoped for at least the possibility that someone a
little more heroic than he would reveal himself and become the rescuer.
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Unfortunately the results  turned out  exactly the way he figured they
would.  He cared about Maggie and didn’t want to see her die, but he
wasn’t sure if he had it in him to do this.  His former life hadn’t trained
him for this kind of circumstance, so he hoped that his human instincts
would be enough to carry out the job.  That was, after all, the only thing
that he knew he could rely on at this point.  Even if he could argue his
lack of bravery to the others, he figured that it would be a moot issue by
now since everybody clearly expected him to be the one to reach her.
That fact meant that there was no backing out now.  If he didn’t go and
do it, then he would never live it down.

“All right,” said Jamie.  “I’ll do it.”
He carefully crawled to the lip of the hole holding the other end of

the  blanket  in  his  hand.   With  the  pile  of  burning  rubble  below
appearing so small and far away, the drop looked intense.  Not even his
more adventurous days as a kid rivaled anything like this.  A bead of
sweat dripped from his forehead as he swallowed whatever liquid was
left in his mouth to ingest.  His heart raced a little faster while his spirits
sunk a little deeper.  It really had come down to this.  He slept quite
peacefully just a few hours before; unaware of the misery the day would
soon bring.  Now he knelt there staring into the unknown, doubting his
confidence evermore.  Emotionally weakened, he plopped the blanket
into the hole and watched it plummet to the wreckage below. 

Jamie knew the risk he faced when he stared at the table for just a
moment.  Sliding down the blankets would normally seem like a simple
endeavor, but at any time his weight could send the anchor point into
the hole with him, potentially crushing him from the impact.  And even
if  he  had  survived  the  fall,  getting back  up  would’ve  been  next  to
impossible since he would be too injured to make the climb, ultimately
leaving both he and Maggie trapped.  Therefore he figured that the best
solution was for a couple people to sit on the table, while the others
held a firm grip on the blanket closest to the hole to make sure that it
didn’t budge.

Once everyone knew his part and proceeded to secure the table and
blanket  in  place,  Jamie  wrapped  his  arms  and  hands  around  the
intertwined coverings tightly and carefully hung his legs over the edge.
He took a deep breath to gather his bearings and rolled over onto his
belly, feeling the pull  of gravity against his knees taking over.   The
suspended super  quilt  flopped  about as  he tried  to get  a good hold,
threatening to release him to the bowels of the smoky pit at any time.
His stomach churned a little as he snaked his way more and more over
the edge until  he barely clung to the top with his elbows.  He took
another deep breath before making the next plunge.
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As  he  carefully  lowered  himself  hand-by-hand,  clutching  the
blankets  with his  thighs,  he  caught  sight  of  the  planks between the
floors,  broken and frayed by the collapse.   The  wood looked rotten
from a combination of fire and water, as if it had been subjected to the
elements for awhile.  Wires dangled from the gap, loosely hanging like
jungle moss, dead from a lack of electricity.  They lightly scratched his
body as he passed by downward.

After taking a few more paces, he finally cleared the hole, giving
him a chance to visibly see the room before him.  The smoke was thick
and continued to pour through the area, but he could at least see where
he was going.  Maggie breathed laboriously in the same spot that he had
seen her in before as the dark fog floated around her and the flames got
closer to her position. 

About halfway down the blanket, Jamie stopped in sudden surprise.
A sound that he had hoped to hear earlier but had not expected at this
point had burst from the distance outside the window and quickly drew
close to the building.  It was the sound of multiple sirens, very loud and
frantic sirens complete with bullhorn and chaos.  He hung there for just
a moment wondering if perhaps he had jumped the gun in coming down
here.  But as he waited, staring at Maggie, contemplating about how
much strength he had left, he realized that fire rescue or no fire rescue,
he needed to finish what he started.

With only a few feet separating him from the pile of rubble, he let
go of the blanket and dropped down, landing in the middle of three
isolated  flames.   The  broken wood and  drywall  crumbled under his
weight, causing him to sink another few inches, burying his shoes under
the debris.  His balance trembled a little, but he managed to keep his
composure for the most part.  All that was left to do was to run in and
get Maggie.

The  fire  posed  a  bit  of  an  obstacle  as  some  of  it  poured  out
between the two of them, but there was enough of a gap to his right to
veer around it.  Maggie flickered a little from the mirage that loomed
over the flames, but Jamie could see that her eyes turned to him.  At
that point she stood up gaping her mouth.

“Everything’s gonna be all right, Maggie,” said Jamie.  “Come to
me if you can.”

She didn’t move.  Rather she flattened her back against the wall.
“Okay, or I can come for you if you’d like.”
Jamie carefully stepped off the junk pile, making sure that he didn’t

sink even further.  Once his feet made contact with the floor, he quickly
bolted around the peninsula of fire and approached Maggie’s frightened
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form.  Upon reaching her, he took her callous hand and slowly led her
away from the wall.

“Come on, Maggie,” said Jamie.  “You gotta trust me.  Let’s get
out of here, okay?”

Her pale,  yet weather-beaten face nodded as her dark curly hair
bobbed over her eyes.  Soon afterward a smile crept about her lips, thin,
but visible.

“Okay,” she said.
Fortunately she hadn’t gone crazy in the same way that Mortimer

had gone earlier, so Jamie didn’t have to carry her.  But she was too
terrified to move on her own, so Jamie held her hand all the way back
to the pile of rubble in the center of the room.  Once they climbed to the
top of the heap, Jamie instructed her to take a tight hold of the blanket
with her hands and knees and to not let go until the others had her in
their  grips.   Upon  her  understanding,  he  fastened  one  hand  to  the
blanket and the other around her waste to make sure that she didn’t fall
during the ascension.  Her face was still pale, but her body no longer
quivered.   She looked up toward the hole in  the roof with fear  and
anticipation.

“Are you ready?” asked Jamie.
She nodded her head quickly, almost like a child.
“Okay, guys,” he yelled toward the hole, “I have her.  Pull us up.”
With that the blanket jerked into motion, slowly but steadily rising

up into the smoke.  Jamie could feel Maggie faltering a little, but he
held his grip on her tightly to ensure that she stayed secure.  Of course
his own strength and endurance was questionable at this point, but he
knew that all he had to do was to hang on and let the guys up top do the
rest.

Once they reached the lip of the hole,  Jamie saw that Maggie’s
head would not clear the roof safely if the guys kept pulling, so Jamie
instructed the others to stop.  Afterward he asked for two of them to
reach over the side to grab her and lift her up.  He spun her around to
ensure that they could see her.

One guy got on his knees and leaned over the side of the hole,
outstretching his hand for Maggie to take hold of it.  Naturally her fear
prevented  her  from reaching up  to  him,  so  Jamie  helped  her.   The
nervousness widened her eyes and quivered her lips, but with Jamie’s
guidance she slowly extended her  right  hand and let  the community
member above take hold of her completely.  As soon as contact had
been made, the man above instructed someone else to  pull him, and
with that he slid out of sight with Maggie rising up after him.
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Jamie  was  too  tired  to  climb  voluntarily,  so  he  instructed  the
remaining hands on the blanket to pull him the rest of the way up.  The
jagged edges of the wood and drywall between floors scraped against
his skin, but he survived the discomfort.  The sight of the room below
passing out of existence was pleasing enough to him to more than make
up for everything else he felt.  Once his eyes peered over the lip of the
hole, a couple free hands grabbed his shoulders and yanked him up.  He
spotted Benny embracing Maggie.

“We thought we lost you,” he cried.
As soon as Jamie stood to his feet, the guys who sat on the table

sprung off  and ran for  the  window.  Everyone else including Jamie
followed.

The first  guy to  reach the window opened it,  holding it  for  the
others.  Benny led Maggie to the frame and helped her get her leg up.
Her long dress made it difficult for her to step over the windowsill, but
a little stretch work went a long way for her.  After she managed to get
her first leg through, she fell over and landed on the fire escape.  She
cried out in relief.

“Oh thank God,” she said.  “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”
The others helped her stand as they made their way out the window

after her, brushing her free of the debris that collected onto her clothes.
Jamie  made his way through the window too and smiled.   She was
finally safe.

The last obstacle was to get her down the fire escape, but by this
point the fear seemed to have subsided, so he thought that she would
make it down safely without requiring too much assistance.  The others
didn’t really acknowledge the safety issue yet since they each took their
turns hugging her.

Sirens approached the front of the building, followed by a chorus
of gruff voices complaining about the fire hydrant being tapped.  Jamie
was relieved that  help  finally arrived,  but  he  couldn’t  let  go of  the
feeling that it was too little too late.  Maybe if they had gotten there
earlier then none of the community members would have needed to go
through with the rescue.  But as he stood there watching everybody
smother Maggie with hugs, he thought that maybe it was for the best
that the fire department was late.

The reunion drew a tear from his eye, but Jamie thought it was time
for everybody to descend down to the street  and get away from the
building completely, now that help finally arrived.  After making the
suggestion, everyone agreed, and they all carefully climbed down the
three tiers of the heated fire escape before finally touching down onto
the alley below.  Once the last man set foot to the scorched ground,
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Jamie led them out to the street where he saw a couple fire engines
parked by the curb.  A lone fire rescuer led Mortimer out of the front
entrance as other voices echoed from inside.

Jamie took Maggie by the hand and led her over to the fire hydrant,
offering her a drink of water.  She bent down and cupped her hands
under the slow drip.  After about a minute of kneeling, she gathered
enough liquid to take a sip.  At that point Mortimer broke free of the
fire rescuer’s grip and rushed over and embraced her, nearly knocking it
out of her hand.  She managed to get it to her lips anyway.

Realizing that his job was done, Jamie took a quick sip of water to
silently  celebrate.   After  feeling  the  effects  of  the  cooling  liquid
penetrating his soul, he gathered up his bearings and headed back for
the shelter.

Once he walked up the steps and passed through the front entrance,
he saw Henry sitting right where he left him, shuffling his deck of cards.

“So, you’re alive,” he said as his eyes made contact with Jamie.
“How’d it go?”

“She’s safe,” said Jamie, feeling his breath return.  “We got her
out.”

Henry nodded and smiled at the news.
“Good,” he said, flipping his cards about.  “Wasn’t so bad, was it?”
“No, not so bad after all.”
“Great.  By the way, you look like hell.”
“Thanks.”
“So, are you up for a game of cards?”
Jamie smiled and almost agreed, but deep down he felt that there

was  something  else  more  important  for  him  to  do.   He  had  been
thinking about it for a long time, but it was only when he hung on the
blanket down in the hole that he realized that he needed to do it now.  It
had beckoned him for as long as he had lived out here, but it wasn’t
until this recent moment that he found the guts to confront it and to deal
with it.  It was something that he owed a lot to Henry.

“Actually,” he said, “I only came back for the cat.”
“Excuse me?”
Jamie  knelt  down  next  to  Henry  and  placed  his  hand  on  his

shoulder.
“In all this madness I realized that there’s something I desperately

need  to  do  tonight,”  he  said.   “Something  that  can’t  wait  until
tomorrow.  Something that will require some preparation.”

Henry nodded as if he understood.
“I take it that this something will involve the rest of us not seeing

you again?” he said.
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“Well,  you may see me again,”  said  Jamie,  “but you might not
recognize me.  I’ll have had a bath by then.”

Henry chuckled.
“Ah, say no more.  I think you’re making a wise decision.  Glad to

see that you found your heart again.”
“You could say that, old man.”
Henry smiled.
“Well good luck then, Jamie.  Enjoy your bath.”
“Thanks, Henry.”
Jamie extended his free hand and Henry shook it.  His grip was like

that of iron, firm and secure, strong and reassuring.  It was much like
what Jamie had begun to feel in his heart.

“Tell the others to take care of themselves for me too, okay?” he
said.

“Will do.”
“And you take care of yourself as well.”
“I always do, my boy.  I always do.”
Jamie patted Henry on the shoulder and stood to his feet.  Now he

just needed to find the cat.

The temperature had dropped dramatically as the night progressed,
falling to  something remarkably bearable.   He wasn’t sure what the
exact number was, but it felt like the type of evening he once fondly
remembered—not hot or  cool,  but comfortable.   The sweat from his
body  subsided  and  his  throat,  although  still  thirsty,  no  longer  felt
parched.  His clothes were as stained as ever before, and he was sure
that he probably stunk, but it was nothing that a nice shower couldn’t
fix.  He had hoped that he would at least have access to a shower.

Tiger squirmed a bit here and there throughout the long journey,
but for the most part it seemed mildly content.  Finding water for it had
been difficult  during the day, but  fortunately Jamie had passed by a
number of fast food places along the way; one of which was gracious
enough to give him a Styrofoam bowl filled with liquid.  The cat made
no complaint toward the presence of a drinking source.  Jamie got a cup
for himself.

At the end of the journey, Jamie stood in the driveway of a house
he only knew once, but had hoped to know again.  The moon hung high
overhead, illuminating a green Volkswagen that parked in the driveway.
The  vehicle  clicked  in  the  silence  of  the  night.   Pinkish  flamingos
poised around a large elm tree in the front yard, just in front of a bench
swing.  The house itself was a bit small, but it had a porch protruding
from the front door, surrounded by a white wooden railing and some
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various forms of potted vegetation.  A sidewalk ran from the driveway
to the steps leading up to the porch.

Jamie took a deep breath and walked toward the front door, slowly,
but eagerly.  His stomach tightened as he thought about what he was in
for once he stuck his finger to the doorbell.  Dogs could’ve barked, men
could’ve answered, or worse of all, nothing could’ve happened at all.
But he progressed hoping for the best.

As he ascended up the steps, he spotted the icon of a horse with a
yellow ribbon hanging over the knocker and peephole.  Even though he
recognized  virtually  nothing  about  this  place,  he  did  remember  the
horse icon, and was glad to see that it was still there.

He scratched the cat behind the ears as he set foot in front of the
door.

“Okay, Tiger,” he whispered.  “Cross your paws.”
Jamie  took  the  last  sip  of  water  from  his  fast  food  cup  and

outstretched his hand toward the doorbell.   After  about  a  minute of
suspension, he finally extended his finger and pressed the button.  A
soft chime followed.  He waited.

A moment later he heard some scrambling coming from behind the
door.  Immediately following, the door opened.  A woman with blonde
hair and pale  skin stood  before  him wearing a pink bathrobe and a
gaping mouth.  She was about ten pounds heavier than he remembered,
but still beautiful nonetheless.

Jamie  wanted  to  say something,  but  couldn’t.   He  had  at  least
hoped to get his lips moving up and down, even if nothing came out.
But they were frozen.  His heart leapt from his chest, and yet his spirits
felt  dull.   She stood there staring at  him, also unable to speak.  He
wasn’t sure if she was delighted or furious to see him.  A whole minute
must have passed before the first move was made.  Only it didn’t come
from either of them.  The cat jumped from Jamie’s arms and ran inside
the front door.  Gwyneth lurched for just a moment, almost instinctively
trying to stop the cat,  but  she stopped and let it  go.   Her shoulders
relaxed.  At that point Jamie was ready to speak.

“Been a long time, huh?” he said.
Gwyneth moved her lips slightly as her eyes searched him up and

down, but nothing came out.
“You’re looking well,” he continued.  “And I see that you still have

the  horse  picture  on  the  door,  although  the  ribbon  seems  new.   I
remember when we bought it at that fancy department store in the old
village, just before…um, just before the, er…”

Gwyneth affixed her eyes to the ground, as if she was embarrassed
or uncomfortable to see him.
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Jamie was afraid to speak the rest of his mind.  Something in his
heart told him that he was getting in way over his head here, and that he
had made a mistake coming home.  The fact was that he damaged her,
and damaged himself, and that there was no way she could want him
back.  He felt like a fool for the last year-and-a-half, but at least then he
could hide his foolishness from her sights.  Standing here in front of her
under the scrutinizing moonlight was just another example of his poor
judgment.  At least before he was bathed.  Now she saw him in his filth
and that  would be  the last  memory his beloved would have of him.
That was if she even looked up to make eye contact with him again.  He
was truly without wisdom.  Tear pressure built up behind his eyes and
his lips quivered as he thought about his hopeless situation.  What else
could he even say to her?

He fell to his knees and wept, for he knew of nothing else to do.
His strength gave way from the pressures that the day had inflicted on
him.  His lungs were tight from smoke inhalation, and his body was
weak from lack of water.  Now he knelt here in front of the firing range
without a clue as to what to do next.  He thought that maybe just seeing
her face one more time was closure enough, but he wasn’t really sure.
If he had left again, he was afraid that he would never be well.  The fact
was that he truly missed her and didn’t want to leave her side again. 

“I’m sorry, Gwen,” he said.  “I’m sorry I left you.  I don’t know
what I  was thinking.  I  just  thought you didn’t  want to be with me
anymore  after  the  all  the  money  vanished.   I  thought  you  were
miserable because I was miserable.  I’m sorry that I walked out on you
in your most desperate moment without even trying to discover your
heart in those hours.  I’m sorry I stopped talking to you so long ago
when that was the one thing you craved.  I’m sorry that I let my own
despair get in the way of yours.  I’m sorry that I didn’t ask you how you
felt.  I’m sorry that I didn’t take you into my arms despite the mess we
were falling into and to fulfill my promise to love you.  I’m sorry that I
just didn’t love you well.  And you really don’t have to take me back if
I’ve hurt you that much, but if you do, I promise I’ll be your friend
again.  I promise to take care of you like I once said I would.  Even if
we stay poor, I’ll fight to keep you in love and satisfied.  I’m so sorry.”

He  stood  there  looking  up  at  her  for  another  minute,  but  she
remained frozen.   Uncertain  of  whether  or  not  the  door  would stay
open, he lowered his eyes and waited.  Another moment passed before
he closed his eyes.  Still nothing happened.

“I’m so sorry,” he whispered.
He collapsed to the floor of the porch, completely drained of all his

energy.  He had no strength left to even speak.
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A moment later he felt a pair of warm arms wrap around him and a
gentle kiss press against his neck.

“I’m sorry too,”  she whispered  in  return.   “But,  how about  for
tonight I take care of you?”

Jamie tried to look up to see her, but he couldn’t move his head.
Instead he just allowed himself to fall into her embrace.

“Welcome  home,  Jamie,”  she  whispered.   “What  took  you  so
long?”
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One Alone, One Forgotten

The  diner  was silent  as  William sat  alone  with the  letter  in  his
hand.   He was never really a  slow reader,  but  something about this
handwritten message destroyed his will to speed.  All he could do was
to slouch in the booth as each word fell before his eyes.  The sweat
beaded from his forehead as the bottom of the letter approached.  The
ending of it was uncertain and he had absolutely no idea what to do
once he finished.  All he could think of upon reading the last line was to
set it on the table and hope the person who wrote it was false.  It was his
only comfort next to the quickly vanishing glass of Pepsi that set beside
him.

“How you doin’, hon?” whispered a voice from behind.
William shook in his sudden surprise.  He looked over his shoulder

to spot his smiling waitress standing there blowing her hair out of her
eyes.  The notepad in her hand slowly made its way to his face.  She
tore off a sheet of paper.

“Care for  anything else tonight?” she chimed.  “The pie is  half
price.”

“No,” said William, “I’m fine.”
“Okay, well suit yourself, sweetheart.”
She placed the bill on the table.  After turning around and taking a

couple steps away, she stopped and faced him again.
“Are you okay, hon?  You seem shaken about somethin’.”
“I…I’m fine.  I could maybe use some more Pepsi though.”
“Sure thing, darlin’.”
The waitress grabbed the glass off the table.  She slightly danced

her way around the front counter toward the soda fountain.  The spring
in her step looked a bit faked.  It was almost tragic.

William stared back at the letter for a moment.  The words didn’t
change.  He looked out the window, wiping the sweat from his brow,
hoping that relief was out there somewhere.  But all he could find was a
cloud.  He focused intensely toward the depths of the street outside, but
he  couldn’t  see  much beyond the  fog.   A single  pair  of  headlights
passed by the window, coming and going like a flash.  He never felt
more alone.

The waitress returned with a freshly filled glass of Pepsi.  Her eyes
met William’s as she set the glass down in front of him.  No one’s eyes
seemed to be more comforting or understanding to him for most of his
life until now.  He didn’t know what to think.

“Thank you,” he said.
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William took a sip of the soda.  His rapidly drying throat felt  a
tinge of relief, though the aftertaste was a bit coarse.

“You sure you’re okay?” said the waitress.  “I’ve seen heartbroken
truckers with more life than you.”

“It’s nothing really.”
The waitress sat down in the seat across from him.  The hairs on

William’s neck rose by her sudden intrusion.  This was the first time a
stranger had broken the personal space taboo by sitting at his booth.
No  doubt  she  had  something wrong with her.   But  then  she  stared
deeply into his eyes, with the blue shade of them piercing deeply into
his heart.  Something about this woman was irresistible, even if she was
just a waitress at a diner.  Her face shined the sincerest of sincerity, as if
she actually cared.  All of a sudden his personal space meant nothing to
him.  William slowly put the letter down.

“Sorry if I’m bothering you,” she said, “but I can’t stand to walk
away from someone who has an overwhelming issue to deal with.  Not
if there’s something I can do about it.  Is there something besides me
bothering you?”
 William sunk his head toward the table.  His hands slowly washed
over his wet and sticky hair.  He slowly nodded through the camouflage
of his fingers.  The waitress reached out to grab his hands, pulling them
away from his forehead.  She lifted his chin to face her.

“What’s wrong?”
William pointed to the letter.
“This.”
The  waitress  lowered  her  eyes to  see the folded  piece  of  paper

flopping about underneath the ceiling fan.
“May I ask what that is?” she said.
William wasn’t sure if  he wanted to  reveal  his little  secret  to  a

complete stranger, especially one so lovely, but at this point he wasn’t
certain if concealing the thing that upset him was the best method of
getting through it.   So he passed  the letter  across the table  into the
waitress’s smooth, yet firm hands, hoping that she wouldn’t judge him
by what she saw.

As she softly opened the letter, her eyes gave one last reassuring
look to William.    Something about the look she gave him instilled
some additional comfort, something that continued to soften his heart
even as she moved her focus to the page before her.  William watched
for just a moment as the words apparently started to sink into her mind.

“I’ll be right back,” he said.
William slid out of the booth and walked toward the bathroom.  As

he reached the restroom door, he took one quick look at the waitress.
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He  saw the  expression  on  her  face  turn  from compassion  to  utter
sympathy to certain doubt.  His whole body quivered with anxiety as he
slowly backed himself through the bathroom door, wondering if he had
just made a terrible mistake.

In the restroom, William stared helplessly into the mirror that hung
crookedly over the sink.  His green eyes no longer looked familiar.  The
stare was empty.  He wasn’t even sure where he came from anymore.
The  only  questions  that  ran  through  his  mind  were  “Why?” “Why
him?” and “Why even at all?”   Endless questions were all he could
produce—not one with a single answer.  He turned on the faucet.  The
cold water flowing into the sink seemed like his only hope for peace, a
form of refreshment to his heated soul.  He ran his hands through the
stream and splashed it back into his face.  It was only a slight relief.

“It had to happen to someone,” he thought, “Only one.  Only me.”
William turned off the faucet.  He stared back into the reflection of

his dripping face, wondering what had happened to it.  His brown hair
seemed stickier than ever, like a freshly mopped carpet.  The humidity
that erupted from his skin was unbearable.  He rubbed his hand through
his locks to attempt to straighten them out.   The effort  was useless.
Nothing ever changed.

The waitress put the letter down as William reemerged from the
bathroom.  Her  face  questioned  him,  not  sternly so  much,  but  with
uncertainty.  He felt his knees shake as he approached the booth.  She
said nothing as he sat down in front of her, but her eyes spoke a form of
peace to him, even through her deeply puzzled expression.  He could do
nothing but stare back.

She passed the letter back to William.
“Well?” he said.
“Is this all true?”
William searched his mind as his heart raced.  He shook his head in

response.  The severe shame he felt nearly crippled him, yet couldn’t
figure out why.  It wasn’t as if he was guilty of anything.  But nothing
seemed to make any sense anymore.  He hoped that his answer was
true.

The waitress’s face turned from skeptical bewilderment to sweet
compassion.  She took his hands and stroked them.

“I’m gonna make a phone call,” she said, “I think I know someone
who can help.”

“This is beyond help, uh?”
The waitress looked to her blouse to notice she wasn’t wearing her

nametag.  She quickly reached into her pocket to pull it out.  She pinned
it just above her chest.
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“Sorry, my name is Kendra.   Kendra Lewis.  I  figured that you
already knew that since you’re in here all the time.”

William shook his head.  All of a sudden a thought occurred to
him.  Something about her was different than before.

“What happened to your crazy waitress accent?” he asked.
Kendra looked at him momentarily puzzled.
“Oh, you mean the ‘hon’ and ‘darlin’ and stuff?”
“Yeah.”
“I don’t really talk like that.  It’s in my job description to speak

‘waitressy’ lingo for some reason, probably to up my tips or something,
but it’s not me.  I’m just a normal girl.”

William nodded his head as if he understood the point.
“Never would’ve guessed that waitressing was just an act,” he said.
“Work and personal life  hold two different  personalities.   Right

now you’re witnessing what happens when the two collide.”
William looked momentarily at the letter.  His eyes slowly faded

into the words.  He took a sip of his Pepsi to drown them out.
“Well, thank you for choosing tonight to let them collide,” he said,

“I kinda needed the cushion.”
“You’re scared, aren’t you?”
William closed the letter and placed it into his pocket.  Perhaps it

would better  serve there.   He stared at  his drink for just a moment,
before stirring the straw around the lip of the glass.

“What am I supposed to do in a situation like this?”
Kendra  continued  to  absorb  him with  her  eyes,  absorb  all  the

emotions that  seemed to  want to  escape him.  His fear  and sadness
suppressed deep within his soul, but she stared at him as his lips slightly
quivered, drawing his heart out with great force.  She brushed back her
long, blonde hair, searching for the right words to say.

“I’m not too familiar with this, er, William is it?”
“Yeah, I’m sorry.  William Salinger.  Can’t say I’m familiar with it

either.”
Both nodded compassionate but empty words toward one another.

William dropped his focus back onto the table.
“Maybe some good will come out of it,” she said.
William chuckled under his breath.
“Is that the textbook answer to the world’s worst problems or are

you really trying to help me?” he asked.
“I’m trying my best.”
William reached into his pocket and pulled out a twenty-dollar bill.

He set it onto the table.
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“Look, I’m sorry,” he said, “but this isn’t gonna work.  You can’t
say anything to cheer me up right now.  Besides, I really can’t talk to
women.  It’s nothing personal against you or anything, but I just can’t
do it and be comfortable with it.  I’m sorry.”

William slid  out  from the  booth,  standing up  and  grabbing  his
jacket.  He impatiently shoved it over his arms and back.

“Why don’t you feel comfortable?  I  mean, you can talk to me.
This doesn’t have to be a waitress-customer moment.”

William paused for a second.  He looked out the window.  Beads
of sweat protruded through the pores in his forehead.

“The fog is getting thicker,” he said.
William grabbed for the glass of Pepsi and took another sip.  His

eyes remained fixed in one location.
“Why are you afraid to talk to me?”
William looked back at her.  Her face was mesmerizing to say the

least.  His mind could not comprehend why she worked as a waitress
for  a  diner  rather  than as  a  waitress for  the  classiest  of restaurants.
Something about  those  blue eyes was irresistible.   Something about
those red lips melted him.  But his nerves could not properly absorb it
all.  His heart raced.

“I just can’t get close,” he said.  “I’m afraid of all this happening
for real.”

William  slowly  moved  toward  the  front  entrance.   Kendra
continued to stare at him with the sympathy in her eyes growing deeper
and deeper.  As he cracked the door open, he looked at her one more
time.

“I’m  all  alone  now,”  he  said.   “No  one  could  ever  really
understand.  That’s just the way it is.”

Kendra slid out of the booth and approached William.  His knees
fell  weak as  she continued closer  to  him.  As she reached him,  she
placed her hand on his shoulder.  Her expressions were the sweetest he
had ever seen, but his stomach was the sourest he had ever felt.  

“You come in here all the time,” she said.  “You order the same
meals on every visit.   I  know your appetite like the words to Jingle
Bells.  Now I even know your name.  But, you always look sad about
something.  I’ve always wanted to know what was wrong, but never had
the guts to ask.  You’re a stranger to me, William, but know that you’re
not alone.  Maybe you fear me for whatever reason, but please don’t.  If
you need to talk to someone about anything, please come find me.  I’ll
be your ear.  Maybe I can’t advise you on anything, but I’ll be your
ear.”
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William’s heart nearly fell out the door.   Where did this woman
come from?

“You’re very kind, Kendra.  But I don’t wanna drag you down with
me.”

“Then how about you let me pick you up?”
William’s  eyes  dropped  to  the  floor.   His  mind  raced  with

questions.  What brought him to this point?  It was all too much to bear.
“I should probably go,” he said.  “I, uh…I just need to go.  You

can keep the change.”
Kendra smiled.
“Wait here.”
She walked back toward the table and grabbed the twenty.  She

brought it back to William and placed it warmly in his hand.
“Your meal is on me tonight.”
“I can’t cheat you out of this,” he said.  “You work so hard.”
“This  is  a  conditional  gift,  William.   I  want you to  come back

tomorrow, and I want you to tell me all your thoughts.  Is it a deal?”
William tried to hand the twenty back to her.  She refused it.
“I’m not taking your money tonight.  You’re gonna have to start

feeling comfortable with me.”
William stuffed the twenty into his pocket.  He wiped his brow.
“I’ll try,” he said.
Kendra  smiled  again.   Her  mouth  was  like  luscious  candy

sweetening up his heart.  He really had to leave.
“Come back tomorrow night.  Same time.  Deal?”
“If I’m not dead.”
“Now don’t talk that way.  I want you to come back tomorrow.”
William scratched his head, making eye contact with Kendra one

more  time.   Her  face  was  like  a  hand  wrapped  in  a  silk  glove,
enrapturing  his  entire  being.   How  could  he  walk  away from this
woman?  How could he walk away from this creature that tugged at his
heartstrings every time he entered the diner?   How could his fear of
women be so intense?  He just wanted to reach out and embrace her.
How would his nerves even let him get close?

“I  think  I’m  gonna  stay  home  tomorrow  night.   I  wanna  just
disappear from the face of the earth.  I don’t want anyone to remember I
was even here.  I’m sorry.”

William  opened  the  door  wider.   Kendra’s  heart  had  gotten
desperate.  Her anxiety got the best of her.  She was not about to lose
the fight.  She reached out, grabbed him, and pulled him from the door.
His sad heart was not about to consume him, not if she could help it.
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“Stop,” she said, “I’m closing up.”
“What?” responded William.
William’s  face  transformed  into  utter  shock.   His  body  leaned

toward the door, but then it sprung back into place.  She tightened her
grip to ensure that he didn’t leave.

“The diner’s closed.  I’m not letting you out of my sight tonight.”
“What’re you talking about?”
“I don’t know what you’re thinking, William, but don’t think for a

second that I’m gonna stand by and let you do something drastic.  Just
because I know very little about you doesn’t mean that I don’t care what
you do to yourself.  I know this situation you’re facing is tough, but
you’re gonna get through it.  I’m gonna make sure of it.”

“Why do you care so much about what I do?  No one’s ever cared
about me before.  Why should you start?”

“That’s just the way I’ve been made.  The whole reason I signed on
to be a waitress in the first place was because I wanted to get to know
people.  So here I am.  I want to know what makes you tick, William.
But I also want to make sure that you stay ticking.  So you can’t go.”

“You’re creeping me out, Kendra.  I wanna leave.”
“You’ve always done something to my heart every time you came

in here.  I always wanted to know why you looked so sad.  I always
wanted to do something to help you.  Please let me help you, William.
I don’t want you to be sad anymore.”

“How can you even trust that the letter is false?  You know nothing
about me.”

“Sometimes I take a leap of faith.  Yes, it’s gotten me into trouble
at times, but my heart tells me differently this time.  If I’m wrong, I’m
wrong, but I wanna see you smile.”

William swallowed hard.  Why was someone taking notice to his
sadness now of all times?  How much nothing would have been avoided
if someone had taken notice of it and done something about it earlier?
Maybe he could’ve had a genuine smile.

“I don’t wanna be miserable anymore.”
Kendra rubbed his shoulder.  He almost felt comfortable now.
“Wait one moment.  It’ll just take me a few moments to close up.”
He nodded.
“You sure you can close early like that?” he asked.
“Well, whether I can or can’t, I’m going to,” she said.
She rubbed his shoulders with comfort a couple more times before

quickly walking away.  William’s heart had already hit his feet by this
point.  No one had ever been so close to him in his life that he could
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remember.  He felt the force of fear and passion roll itself into a tightly
woven ball, threatening to escape his body with a powerful explosive
strength.  His eyes followed her as she disappeared into the back room.
How could one person offer so much?  How could he handle so much?

William quickly backed up into the front entrance and cracked it
open.  He looked longingly toward the back room, but he shook his
head with doubt.  There was no way he could do this.  Instead he forced
himself out the door, hoping that she wouldn’t hear him.  A small rush
of wind filled a compacted area in the diner, blowing his wet hair across
his forehead.  He dashed into the fog without looking back.

Kendra emerged from the back room carrying a damp rag.  She
stopped in her tracks as she spotted the emptiness of the dining area
before her, and the front door softly moving to a close.  A tear slowly
shed from her eye.  She sadly moved toward the counter and wiped it
down with the rag,  looking up every few seconds to see if the door
would open  again.   After  a  couple  slow broad  strokes  on  the  table
surface, she wiped the tear from her eye.  The door remained closed.

As she steadily worked her way down the counter, she looked out
the main window.  All she could see was the dense fog.  Her mind raced
with sorrow and her heart felt its own sense of hopelessness.  Someone
else slipped through her caring fingers once again, and like the past she
wondered how she could have been of any help in the first place.  She
wondered why she even committed herself to a compassionate way of
life to begin with.  Her heart always broke at the end of a day.

The phone on the wall rang.  She dropped the rag onto the counter
and reached for the phone.

“Franklin’s Diner House,” she breathed, “how may I help you?”
The voice on the other line was boisterous and irritating for one

o’clock in the morning.
“Hey, honey,” she softly spoke.  “No, it’s getting too late.  I think

I’m just gonna go home and go to bed.  Yeah, I’m sure.  We can go out
tomorrow.  Wait  no,  I’m sorry,  I  hafta  work.  Maybe on Thursday.
Yeah, I know.  Yeah.  Love you too.  Yeah.  Good night.”

Kendra hung up the phone.  She rubbed her ear  with her index
finger.  Now it was she who felt alone in the world.  She continued to
wipe down the counter.

William sat alone at the bus stop across the street from the diner.
His visibility of everything was almost non-existent in the endless foggy
night.  A single street light bounced erratically through the shimmering
cloud searching for a target to illuminate.  He huddled intimately to his
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jacket as the temperature slowly dropped.  His number one wish at the
moment was that he had brought a hat with him.

As he thought and thought about his life in his slouched-over state
of being, William calmly scuffed his feet.   Maybe there would have
been a way out of this situation.  It wasn’t as if his name would become
severely tainted by this.  It wasn’t as if anyone even knew who he was.
Maybe no one would make a big deal about it.  But he knew it wouldn’t
be that simple.  The letter already tainted what was left of his name.  It
didn’t  mean people  had to  remember  though.  Maybe he could just
disappear forever.  Who would really miss him?  He had absolutely no
idea—no idea on anything.

William removed the letter from his pocket and stared at it the best
he could.  Maybe he could find something redeeming in the letter.  Or
maybe he could just find the right excuse to disappear from the last
shards of memory the world produced of him.  The words were hard to
make out, but he knew the letter so well by now that he probably didn’t
even need to read it anymore to remember what it said.

Dear William,

I  know you think you’re  something  special.   I
watched you from afar and thought maybe there’s a
good excuse for those thoughts.  I used to think you
were some warrior of fantasies, a dream of dreams.
But you never paid any attention to me.  I tried to get
close to you, but you always pushed me aside.  I used
to  think there was something  seriously  wrong with
me.   But  then  I  discovered  you  weren’t  all  that
special  after  all.   You  were  just  another  idiot  in
classy clothes who walks around like he’s some kind
of millionaire, willing to look rich for the high life,
yet too cheap to eat at a decent restaurant.  Basically
my  thoughts  of  you  became  nothing  to  offer  and
everything to ignore.

I  tried  to  get  you  out  of  my head  for  several
months, but you just kept popping up.  I went through
counseling to see if maybe I was screwed up.  But I
realized you were the one screwed up.  All you ever
thought about was yourself.  I mean you ignore me
all  the time!  How selfish  are you?  But then you
smiled  at  me  one  day.   You  finally  opened  your
beautiful green eyes to me.  I thought that maybe you
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saw something special in me all of a sudden.  I came
to talk to you, but then you ran.  Not even a hello!
Do you enjoy torturing me?  I tried to chase you, but
you disappeared into your big ol’ house.  I thought I
lost you  forever.   But  then  you opened your door.
You finally let me in.

I’m  writing  this  letter  to  you  because  you
destroyed me.  I gave fourteen months of my life to
you.  I fought eight months for you to notice me, then
six months for you to keep me.  I was ready to give
my life to you.  But then you abandoned me!  How
dare you?  I gave you everything, yet you decided to
throw it right back in my face!  You’re sick, William!
You’re sick and you’re dirty!  How dare you ruin my
life?  If that weren’t  enough, you left me pregnant
with your child!  How dare you run out on me?  You
knock your girl  up,  you’re supposed to marry her,
not run out on her!  I hate you, William for what you
done to me.  I hate you and I hope you die!

All I wanted was a life with you.  But you took
advantage of me.  You saw someone who would give
you everything  and  didn’t  bother  to  give  anything
back in return.  You just wanted the passion and then
move onto the next one.  I’m not a circus monkey,
William!  I will not play my cymbals for your gain!

You think you escaped me when you walked out
on me.  But you didn’t.  See I have something you
don’t.  A lawyer for a boyfriend.  He’s committed to
taking care of your child.   He’s also committed to
suing  you  for  everything  you  got.   I  want  you
penniless,  I  want  you  homeless,  and  I  want  you
loveless!   You  stole  everything  from  me,  now  I’m
ready to collect it back.  The paperwork involving the
lawsuit is already underway.  You can expect to find
yourself in court very soon.  But don’t expect to make
it  out  alive.   You  may  physically  walk  out  of  that
building, but there will be nothing left of you worth
walking with.  You may as well prepare yourself a
special gutter right now because that’s where you’ll
be  spending  the  rest  of  your  life,  however  short
that’ll be.
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In  closing,  you  crossed  the  wrong  woman.   It
was  bad  enough  that  you  ignored  me,  but  it  was
worse that you took advantage of me.  For both you
will pay dearly.  Don’t think for a second that any of
this is a joke.  You will die alone, I promise you.  You
should’ve been nicer to me.  You should’ve treated
me right.  But you were careless and selfish.  I will
not let you go another day in your riches.  I will take
everything  you  have.   Whatever  you  don’t  give
immediately to the court will be taken from you by
some very intimidating men in suits.  My advice to
you  is  watch  your  back.   You  no  longer  have
anything worth holding to.

In Love Forever,
Rachel

William stuffed the letter back into his pocket and buried his face
in his hands.  The more he read the letter, the more hopeless his future
seemed.  It was uncertain how anyone could help him out of this.  He
had no idea how anyone could remove this mark from his head.  His
eyes peeked through the gaps in his fingers, allowing him to see the
faint shimmer of the lights in the diner.  Could Kendra be trusted, or
was she out to destroy him too?

The lights in the diner flicked off.  Now only the street light could
act as his point of illumination.  He removed his hands from his face,
hoping to catch one more glimpse of the beautiful waitress before she
vanished away from the diner forever.   He hoped to catch one more
whiff of her sweet-smelling hair before he wandered aimlessly into the
night.  He hoped all could be different, but two forbidden hearts could
never be together.  He knew the darkness would separate him from the
one person who may have actually cared.  But he just wanted her by his
side.  Maybe that was the only thing he really needed in this situation.
Perhaps he did himself a favor by walking away.

William  faintly  heard  the  clack  of  high  heels  echoing  off  the
sidewalk by the diner.  Kendra must have stepped outside.  He strained
his ears to listen deeper, but all he could get was the sound of a distant
dog barking.  Something sounded like a set of keys jingling, but he may
have just been hallucinating.  The pale cold night was quick to play all
sorts of tricks on his senses.  But a new sound faintly reached his ears.
It wasn’t clacking, dog barking, or the gentle sound of keys locking a
door, but the sound of weeping.  He actually heard a woman weeping.
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“Kendra!” he shouted.
“William?” responded the broken voice.
William  swallowed  hard  again.   Now he  had  to  give  into  his

anxieties.  Now he had to give into his hopes.
“I’m over here!  At the bus stop!”
He  heard  the  clacking resume.   It  approached  him quicker  and

quicker, stopping just in front of him.  He could almost see the beautiful
figure in the pink waitress uniform before him changing shape in the
mist.

“Am I close?” asked Kendra.
“You’re right in front of me,” he said.

Kendra reached out her hand.  She waved it cautiously in front of
her,  hoping  to  find  something  solid  to  grasp  onto.   She  grabbed
William’s nose.

“Is that you?” she said.
“It’s part of me.  Could you let go of my nose?”
Kendra’s tears stopped dripping.  A smile tugged at her dampened

face.  She removed her hand from William’s nose and found the bench
to sit next to him.  She was close enough to see him now.

“I thought you left for good,” said Kendra.
“No, I’m just sitting out here thinking about some things,” he said.
Kendra  stared  peacefully  into  the  fog  as  she  wiped  the  last

remaining tears from her eyes.
“It’s a beautiful night tonight, don’t you think?”
“I don’t know,” he said, “I can’t see it.”
Kendra chuckled.  She cupped her hands together,  rocking them

back and forth between her knees to endure the chilly night air.
“Can  I  ask  a  personal  question?”  she  said.   “Why would  that

woman send you a letter like that if it wasn’t true?”

William’s mind went blank.  The only thing he really wanted to fill
it up with now was the smell of Kendra’s hair.  The temptation was
great to grab a fistful of it and shove it right up his nose.  But that
would have proven nothing.  He noticed his knees weren’t shaking this
time.

“I don’t know,” he said, “I’m not even sure who she is.  I was just
sitting at home alone one day as usual when a knock sounded at my
door.  At first I was shocked because it was the first time that anyone
had come to my door in a long while.  But it knocked, so I answered it.
Of course I was expecting a salesman or something because who else
would it be?  But it wasn’t a salesman.  It was some woman with an
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angry  look  on  her  face.   She  shoved  the  letter  into  my chest  and
punched me.  I was really floored by this whole situation.  I was floored
by her  punch.   Who was she?   I  don’t  know.  But  now she  wants
everything I have.  What’s worse is that if her lawyer is good, she’ll
actually get it,  especially if there’s some kid involved.  What’s even
worse than that is that if her lawyer sucks and I find some gangsters at
my door instead, she’ll get everything I have plus my head.  So to really
sum it all  up, I  have absolutely no idea what to do but to disappear
forever.  And that’s what I’m contemplating.”

“Well, she could be faking it, you know.  Women are known for
that.  My guess is that she’s just trying to scare you.  I’m even willing to
bet that she doesn’t have any real connections to follow through with
her threats to begin with.”

“I can’t take that chance, Kendra.  If she’s legitimate, I don’t want
to be caught off guard.”

“Then have you thought about hiring your own lawyer to combat
this?”

“Lawyers don’t take guys like me as clients.”
“Sure they will.  They’ll take anyone.”
William rubbed his hands over his head again.
“Do you wanna know why I eat at Franklin’s rather than at a fancy

restaurant?”
“Because you’re thrifty?”
“Because  I’m broke.   Believe  me,  hiring a lawyer was the first

thing I  thought about  doing until  I  realized  how much I  was worth
financially.  See I used to be worth hundreds of thousands of dollars.
But  some of  my investments  went bad.   Now I  have less  than two
thousand dollars to my name.  In order to survive I’m gonna have to sell
my house and move back in with my parents.  But I’m not sure I have
the guts to do that.”

“Well there’s no real shame in living with your parents.  I mean,
how old are you?”

“Almost twenty-six.”
“That’s  not  too  old.   I’m  twenty-three  and  I  just  moved  out

recently.  You can survive.”
“Except that  I’m not close  to my parents.   In fact  I’m not sure

they’ll want me home.”
“How can you say that?  Of course they’ll want you home.  Do you

think they’d actually let their son rot alone in a house he can’t keep?”
“Yeah, actually I do.”

* * *
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Kendra paused for a moment.  How could someone feel so low?
She felt a tinge of emotion resurface through her cheeks.

“Do you know how they raised me?”
She  started  to  think  that  maybe  she  opened  the  wrong  can  of

worms.
“No…”
“With a butler.  My butler took care of me.  That was the great

Salinger fortune and legacy.  The freakin’ butler.   He wasn’t even a
good butler.  He was lazy and hard of hearing.  I don’t want to go back
home.  I think I’d rather just rot.  I think I just wanna die.  There’s
nothing  worth  holding  onto.   There  never  was…there  was  never
anything…at all.”

She could see William’s eyes beginning to flood with emotion.  He
held his hands over them in an attempt to suppress the eminent typhoon
that was likely ready to burst out.  She wondered how his life could
have fallen apart to such an extreme.  It seemed so unfair for anyone,
and yet here it was happening to him.  Kendra sensed the tidal wave
about to hit.  She heard the trembling in his voice.  She knew that he
was not gonna hold up much longer, so she threw her arms around his
shoulders and clutched him as tightly as she could.  Then the wave hit.
William’s moist eyes transformed into a storm of wet power.  The tears
were so intense that they soaked Kendra’s blouse.  Now this was what
she was waiting for.  Perhaps this would be the turning point for him.

“You’re gonna be  okay,” she said sweetly.   “Just  let  it  all  out.
Don’t hold back.  Don’t hold back.”

William wanted  to  respond,  but  the words no longer  came out.
Even if they did, they would have just been broken up.  It was no use.
All he could do was wail.  But this was not a unique experience for him.
It was for the most part just another night with one extra tear to shed.
But then again this night was different for one reason.  This night he
was vulnerable.  This night he was vulnerable and almost comfortable
with it.  He really didn’t care if this was a woman to be trusted.  He just
knew for the time being that he was safe from everything.  This was not
a moment he wanted to let go of.

For ten minutes she held him in her arms.  For ten minutes he held
back.   For  ten  minutes  the  tears  poured  forth.   For  ten minutes  he
actually felt hope.  He couldn’t figure out why he felt released.  His
tears never fully released him in the past.   Maybe for once he felt a
breakthrough.  For once he did not run from a woman’s embrace.  In
the midst of utter fear lied the best moment of his life.  How ironic he
felt, he knew this couldn’t last forever.
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“I’m sorry to put you through this,” he breathed, “but thanks for the
compassion.”

Kendra smiled as she rubbed his hair.  But a terrible thought came
to her mind.  What was unique about this kindness of hers?  Her heart
suddenly  sank  when  she  realized  that  she  had  no  more  special
compassion for  him than she did for  everyone else that  she tried to
comfort in the past.  She felt for a moment that she was selling her heart
away, leaving her nothing to keep for herself.  She slowly lifted William
away from her.

“Are you gonna be okay?” she said.
“I don’t know.  I’m not sure what lies ahead.”
Kendra slowly stood herself up.  She wiped a final tear from her

eye.
“Well,” she said, “I should probably start heading home now.  It’s

getting late.”

William was  a  bit  taken  aback.   His  heart  sank  in  the  wrong
direction.  The anxiety crept into his head.  He didn’t want her to leave
yet. 

“Listen, I promise you’ll get through this,” she said.  “It seems to
me that  this woman is  out  of her  mind.   She probably punched the
wrong man.”

“My name is on the letter.  She knows what she’s doing.”

William’s eyes begged her to hold him longer.
Kendra scuffed her feet along the ground, almost feeling dirty for

leaving him now.  But she had to protect her heart.  She couldn’t be
everyone’s mother.  But he just seemed to be in so much need.  What
would become of him if she left?  Why did she do this to herself?  She
felt emptiness overcome her.  How much of her heart could she give
fresh to people?  How much could she give to those who really meant a
lot to her?  What was so special about this stranger?  Maybe he was a
person with a deep soul who really needed a sign of love.  Just one
comforting word could fill  the well of sorrow into that  of joy.   She
could do that.  It was not too much to ask.  But could she keep doing
that?  She wasn’t sure.

“You’re in my heart tonight, William.  My prayers are with you.  A
year from now all this will be a memory.  You’ll be happy and fulfilled.
I promise you this.”

“You have a lot of confidence about a man you don’t even know.
Why?”
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“Because  you  talked  to  me  tonight.   One  major  breakthrough
deserves a thousand more.  That woman won’t ruin you.”

Kendra slid her hand across his cheek.  She had to impress one last
moment of compassion into his heart.  His life was not worth rotting
away.

“I better go now,” she said, “but I’ll be here again tomorrow.  My
ears are open if you need them.”

Kendra stepped away from the bench and headed toward the empty
street.  The density in the fog slightly broke up.  She could see almost
seven feet in front of her.  The cloud must’ve been lifting out of the
area.  She looked up and down the street to search for her car.  Where
did she park?

“Kendra?” whispered William.
Kendra turned around.  She could see his jacketed figure hunched

over on the bench.
“Yes?”

William looked up from the ground.  His eyes tried desperately to
search out the blue shade in hers, but it was so hard to see any form of
color in this darkness.

“Do you know what it’s like to love?” he asked.
“Yes I do,” she responded sweetly.
William rubbed his cheeks to push back the pressure building in his

head.
“What’s it like?” he asked.

Kendra’s heart caved.  She had no idea how a man could be so
alone.  All she wanted to do was to reach out and embrace him again.
But she knew it would probably be too much of her heart to give away.
The thought almost left her feeling cold in her soul.

“It’s the purest warmth a person can be covered in.  It’s the joy of
knowing there’s someone you care about, who may care about you just
the same.  It’s the number one release of all the problems in the world.”

“How’s that?”
“When there’s love, there is no hate.”
William  cupped  his  hands  together  as  his  eyes  moved  slowly

toward the ground again.
“Oh,” he whispered.  “What’s it like to be loved?”
Kendra  was speechless.   How could  she  leave  him now?   She

walked back toward the bench and sat down next to him.  Her heart
raced as her mind searched for a response.  She brushed her hair over
her shoulders.  It wasn’t enough to jar a thought.  She breathed hard.
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The answer seemed so simple, but how would he understand?  A few
words almost reached her lips, but she didn’t know how to let them out.
She knew what it  was like to be loved, but she didn’t know how to
break it down into words.  All she could do was to speak the first thing
that entered her mind.

“You tell me, William.  What’s it like to be loved?”
“I don’t know.  I’ve never really known it before.”
“You had to  know it  at  some  point  because  you couldn’t  have

possibly made it this far without it.”
“No one’s ever loved me.  All I knew was anger and solitude.”
“William, I don’t know how to describe it.  I just know it’s there.  I

know none of us could’ve survived without it.  You had to have known
it.”

“I’m  not  so  sure.   My  whole  life  has  been  empty.   Even  in
temporary wealth I was empty.  Everything about me hasn’t been worth
salvaging.   That’s almost  why I’m ready to  give into  that  woman’s
claims.”

“William,  I  know not  everyone  on  this  earth  can  be  nice  and
compassionate and stuff like that,  but  I  do believe love comes from
somewhere.   Maybe not  genuinely through us,  but  from somewhere
higher,  bigger, and more important than any stupid life problem that
would make us think we’re not loved.  You know what I mean?”

“You lost me, but I think so.”
“I just think there’s a higher distribution of love than anything we

can possibly make for  ourselves.   I  think we just  reflect  a love that
comes from above.  Some are bad reflectors, and it seems to me that
those were the ones you spent most of your life with.  But there are
good reflectors too.  You just gotta find them.  They’re out there.  I
know you  had  to  have  been  loved  throughout  your  life  because  it
emanates through all of us.  Understand now?”

William rubbed his arms together  as  he  slightly shivered in  the
cold.

“I just need to hear it, Kendra.  I can’t just accept it.  No one has
ever let me hear it.  If there’s so much love around, why can’t I hear it?”

Kendra swallowed hard.  She thought tonight would be just another
night of serving and cleaning.  She had no idea how to reach this lost
soul.

“You’re not opening your ears wide enough,” she said.
“I just need to hear it from someone who means it.  Why is that

such a hard thing to find?  Why do I find greedy psychos instead?  I
don’t need greedy psychos.”
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“You just need someone to love you.  You need someone to love
back.”

“Why is that the hardest thing in the world to find?”
“I don’t know.”
Kendra clasped her arms together to fight the increasing cold.  She

couldn’t believe she forgot her coat.
“Is there someone in your life that you love?” he asked.
Kendra nodded.  She just had no idea what to say anymore.  She

felt as if her help was getting useless.

William looked at the side of her face, and then stared off into the
darkness.  His racing heart finally felt the effects of the cold and tapered
off to a slower pace.

“He must be the luckiest man in the world,” he breathed.
He  looked  to  her  again  to  see  her  shivering  in  the  cold.   He

removed his jacket and placed it over her shoulders.
“Here,” he said, “this’ll make you better.”
She wrapped up tightly into the jacket.  The extra weight of warmth

looked welcoming to her arms.  She clenched her elbows into her sides
as she huddled up and smiled.

“Thanks,” she said.
William looked into  the darkness again,  but  just  for  a  moment.

Something had to have been hidden out there that he needed to find—
something that would help him to face his circumstances.  This moment
was comforting, but he knew it wouldn’t last.  Something in his heart
told  him that this woman would not  be his salvation,  even after  the
numerous attempts she made to comfort  him this evening.  The fact
remained that he needed to find another way to get through this issue.
The waitress couldn’t solve it for him.  He stood up from the bench and
looked up and down the street, stuffing his hands into his pockets.

“I think I better go too,” he said.  “I need to make sure that my
house is still mine.”

Kendra stood up.  She stared at the street in front of them.
“I’m sorry if I wasn’t any help to you tonight, William.  I really

tried.”
“I know.  I appreciate the effort.  Maybe I just wasn’t the right one

to help.  You can keep the jacket.”

William stepped off into the street.  Kendra sadly watched as he
began to fade away into the fog.  One word was all it would take to
change his spirits into something positive, but it was a word that she
was afraid to say to anyone else, especially to a stranger.  How easy it
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was for her to show compassion, but how difficult it was for her to say
it.  She thought for most people it would’ve been the other way around.

“William!” she shouted.
What was she doing?  Why wouldn’t she just leave the poor man

alone?  He obviously needed some time to think.  But she didn’t care.
She had to give him a chance to walk away joyfully.

He didn’t answer.
“William!” she shouted again.
The  only  response  she  got  was  the  sound  of  the  distant  dog

barking.  She quickly dashed across the street.  She strained her eyes to
see into the fog.  Where was he?

“William!”
She thought she saw a slow moving figure in the distance, so she

ran after it.
“William!”
Her  voice  started  to  crack  under  the  frigidity  of  the  air.   She

quickly moved toward the figure in  the fog.  The figure stopped its
motion and leaned up against a building.  Within a moment she reached
it.  William’s breath iced over as he slowly focused his gaze back into
her eyes.

“Don’t leave yet,” she said, “there’s something you need to know.”
“What?” he whispered in his faintest voice.
“You’re not worthless and you’re not without love.”
“You’ve mentioned that already.  I’m going home.”
“This woman can’t drag you down.  You have everything to fight

for.   I  can find a good lawyer for you.  I  know she has nothing to
convict you with.  You’re gonna beat her out of the court.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence, but she’s shacking up with her
lawyer as we speak.  He’ll be ready to grill me for everything I am.”

“I can find a lawyer who’ll grill her for everything she is.  She’s not
gonna take your life away from you.  I promise you that.”

William smiled.
“I’ve always admired you from afar, Kendra.  I always saw a fire

burning within you, even when the fire was carrying a tuna sandwich.
Thank you for trying to pass it along to me.  One of these days I might
actually catch it.”

“Is that a glimmer of hope I hear?”
“It may be.  Can you really find a good lawyer?”
“My uncle is the best in the field.  Out of fifty-nine cases he hasn’t

lost a single one.”
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William exhaled a sigh of relief.  Kendra could see the load slowly
lift away from him.  Maybe this man still had a future.  Kendra rubbed
his shoulders again.

“Here’s a little warmth to keep you warm.”

All William could do was smile.  He wasn’t sure what to think.
“Can I hug you?” he asked.
William had absolutely no idea what possessed him to make such a

bold  request.   But  it  was nothing he could  take back now.  To  his
surprise she actually smiled.  She reached out and embraced him.  They
held  each  other  there  by that  wall  for  almost  a  minute.   All  of  his
anxieties slowly began to lift away.  Would he be welcome to have this
moment again?  Only time would tell.

Kendra released her embrace on him and fell back about a foot.
She watched as his sad face transformed into happiness.  She no longer
felt empty in her attempts at compassion.  Now she could see the fruit
blossoming.   She  actually  touched  someone’s  heart.   She  actually
helped penetrate a wall of fear and filled it with something better.  She
deserved a slice of cake for this.

“I have one more thing to say,” she said, “before I go home for the
night.  This is probably the most important thing of all.  Please don’t get
the wrong thing out of this, just accept it the way I tell you.”

William’s eyes stared into hers.  His heart no longer raced.  The
sweat no longer poured forth.  He was ready to listen to what she had to
say.

“I don’t want you to feel like no one loves you,” she said.  “I’ll be
here whenever you need me.  Feel free to love me too.  I’m not gonna
abandon you.  Just don’t abandon me.  I’ll be your ear, William.  I just
ask that you can be mine.”

William didn’t know what his emotions were doing now.  Could
someone actually love him?  Could he return it?  He almost didn’t even
want to question it.  He just had to accept it and go with it.

“I’ll  be  your  ear  too,”  he  said.   “I  guess  I’ll  see  you  here
tomorrow?”

Kendra  smiled.   She  stuffed  her  hands  into  the  jacket  pocket,
feeling the letter residing inside.  She removed it from the pocket.

“I’ll give this to my uncle.”
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She smiled at him again, rubbing his cheek with her final comfort.
As the smile on his face grew wide, she turned around and headed for
her car, wherever she parked it.

William just stood there and watched as the first person to care for
him managed to place herself into his heart.  He had nothing to fear
anymore.  He actually made a genuine friend.  Who would’ve guessed?
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The Fallen Footwear

As the  car  sped  away from the  driveway,  Gary  flashed  mental
images of the last three years across his mind.  Thoughts of expensive
dinners and cheap ice cream came and went like lightning.  Pictures of
the past hovered out of reach, haunting him of a hope that would never
again return.  He stood there staring as the vehicle disappeared from the
street, vanishing into darkness.  The pit of his stomach told him that he
was likely to never see her again.  A part of him wanted to vomit.

He stood by the curb for just a moment to see if she would turn
back around.  Hope was fleeting, but there was still a chance.  Her heart
could’ve changed as she got further away; her thoughts could long for
him at least one more time.  But several minutes passed without sight of
another pair of headlights.  It seemed that maybe she was really gone
after all.

He  sat  down to  try and  figure  out  what  happened.   Everything
seemed to  be  okay with them for  the  most  part  as  far  as  he knew.
Granted it was never perfect, but he figured that it was good enough.
He did  his  part  to  wow her  with flowers  and  to  remind her  of  her
beauty, and she always seemed to appreciate it.  In his mind everything
was going just fine.  But then she sprung this devastating piece of info
on  him  at  the  last  minute.   And  that  was  it.   That  was  the  end.
Everything he thought that was working out had in fact fallen apart.

Last Christmas she bought him a pair of shoes that immediately
became his favorite.  He had shoes before that he really liked, and even
valued, but none of them could compete with the pair of white tennis
shoes with the black trim that she got him for the holidays last year.
They weren’t his favorite because they were more comfortable or more
attractive than the others were, but because she bought them for him.  It
was her  special  gift  to  show her  love,  or  whatever  it  was that  she
pretended to have for him.  He wore those shoes every day since, and
continued to wear them up until this moment.

But now the shoes were dirty.   The pure white color  they once
projected had become muddy and lifeless.  They could no longer be his
favorite because they had no more appeal.  They would no longer be
associated with Christmas, but rather with the damaging image of this
moment instead.   Never again would he be  able  to  wear them with
dignity and pride.  If he had, then doing so would inevitably remind him
of her deceptive smile and what she had done to him.  It was something
that he did not want to endure, so he took off his shoes, tied the laces
together, and tossed them up on the power line.  The laces hooked on
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the first try.  Now they could hang forever, doomed to suffer the same
torment that he had to suffer as well.

After going back inside to  forget the shoes’ existence,  he sat  in
front of the television for nearly an hour.  Show after show blared out
the happy life to him, but he could no longer buy into the lies.  He sat
there hopelessly as every on-screen kiss turned his heart ever so sour.
Nothing to flash before his eyes left his heart feeling so alone.  Even the
prime-time soap commercials tried to show him how great it was to be
close to someone, yet only his pillows shared the couch with him.  It
was as  if  the advertisers knew his heart  and looked for  any method
possible to ridicule him.  Like his life really mattered to them.  They
just wanted a fast buck.  He grabbed the remote control from the coffee
table  and  hurled  it  into  the  television  screen,  shattering  it  into
fragments, causing the sparks inside to fizzle and die.  He stared at the
broken television set for at least another hour before closing his eyes.

It was around ten o’clock when the phone rang.  Gary let it  get
almost up to the sixth ring, when the answering machine threatened to
click into motion, before picking up the phone.  It took him another few
seconds to say the first word.

“Hello?” he whispered.
“Hey, Gary,” said the voice on the other line.  “It’s me Shawn.  I

called to see how the big revelation went today.  So, spill it.  Why has
she gotten weird on you lately?”

“Call back in a year or two.”
Gary hung up the phone.  He dropped back onto the couch to try

and relieve himself of his splitting headache.  The phone rang again.
He blindly reached for the receiver.

“What?” he mumbled.
“You all right?” said Shawn.  “You don’t sound so good.  What

happened?”
“I don’t wanna talk about it.”
“You have to, man.  You know I’m gonna keep pestering you until

you tell me what’s going on, right?  So tell me.”
Gary breathed a soft sigh, rubbing his hand through his hair.
“Nikki’s gone,” he said.  “She decided I wasn’t good enough for

her, so she just left.  She decided that she wanted to be with her old
boyfriend again.  It’s something to do with the fact that he’s richer or
something.  She told me I was worthless and can’t offer her anything
anymore.”

“Oh jeez.  So your fears were right?”
“Every single one of  them.  I  knew she was acting weird for  a

reason.”
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Gary struck his fingers against the phone cord.  The spiral plastic
offered no comfort.

“I see.  Well, cheer up.  I kinda figured this was gonna happen, so I
got you a date tonight with this awesome bartender chick.”

Gary  shook  his  head  at  Shawn’s  new  attempt  at  numbing  his
senses.  Last time he had problems with Nikki, Shawn tried to get him
to ignore her by driving him to a secret location, which turned out to be
a “girls only” party at the nearby university.  Gary was stuck on the
front lawn for quite a while trying to hitch a ride home, hoping that
Nikki would never find out about it.  And that was one of many painful
memories he had for the sake of forgetting about her.

“Shawn, don’t do that to me.  That doesn’t make me feel better.”
“It might make you feel better.  Come on.  Get out of your house.

You’re just gonna be more depressed if you stay in tonight.”
“I can’t go.”
“Well, no, you have to go.  See, the girl I’m dating tonight will

only go out with me if this bartender chick goes out with us, which
means she needs a date, which means you gotta get some clothes on and
get over here right now.  So put on a happy face and pretend to have a
good time tonight.”

Gary rubbed his head a moment.  All he could do was think about
all the great times he and Nikki had together and how those thoughts
seemed  like  nothing  more  than  wasted  memories.   And  yet  those
memories were his curse of comfort.  Now Shawn wanted to do his part
to  cheapen  them again.   Demanding  a  break  was like  asking  for  a
kidney.

“Shawn, do you still need a TV?”
“Well yeah, actually.”
“You wanna buy mine?  I’ll sell it to you cheap.”
Shawn’s voice rose with delight.
“Are you kidding?  You don’t want it anymore?”
“Not really.  I just can’t seem to get into it like I used to.”
“Well yeah.  Absolutely then.  Thanks.”
Gary looked at  the remnants of  his television and compared  its

broken state to that of his own heart.  He wished he could sell it just as
easily.  At least that would be one less thing for him to use.

“Good,” he said. “I guess I’ll be over in a little while then.”
“I knew you’d come through.  You’re gonna have a  great  time

tonight.  I promise you.”
Gary hung up the phone,  letting it  clang against  the  hook.   He

stared at his wall for a moment, seeing just briefly the moment when he
and Nikki tried to paint it, but ended up getting more paint on each



118 / Nomadic Souls

other.  Once the memory faded, he looked at his bare feet on the floor
and clenched his toes through the carpet.

“I must be out of my mind,” he whispered to himself.

A half-an-hour went by before Gary showed up at Shawn’s door.
His face sagged, but he did his best to smile anyway.  He knew that
Shawn would torture him if he didn’t at least pretend he was having a
good time, so the corners of his mouth painfully climbed upward in an
effort to fool him.  Once his façade was adequately in place, he knocked
on the door and waited.  The door cracked open and Shawn peered out.

“Is that a smile I see before me?” he said.
“It’s my best attempt,” said Gary.  “Let me in.”
Shawn opened the door.  He nodded approvingly to Gary.
“First tell me that you’re gonna have a great time tonight,” he said.
“Don’t make me lie.”
“Tell me, or you can’t come in.”
Gary shook his head in disbelief.  He couldn’t be serious.
“Fine, I’m gonna have a great time tonight.”
“Like you mean it.”
“Don’t make me beat you.  Let me in.”
Shawn folded his arms across his chest and sported a stern look on

his face.
“Are you gonna think about Nikki tonight?”
Gary shifted his feet around on the porch and stuffed his hands in

his pockets.
“How can I not?”
“Rrrr, wrong answer.”
Shawn closed the door.  Gary stood there rather upset.
“This was your idea, you fruit bag.  Open the door or forget about

your little double-dating honey tonight.”
Shawn opened the door wide open and smiled.
“That’s the answer I was looking for,” he said.  “You may pass.”
Gary walked inside, punching him in the chest.  He could feel the

odor of Shawn’s cologne nearly choking him as he passed through the
door.  His throat felt tainted with Stetson flavored coarseness.

“Do you have to wear that stuff so strong?” said Gary.  “I only
have so many nostrils.”

Shawn pulled at  his shirt  with pride,  rubbing his chest from the
impact.

“It’s for the ladies, my friend.  They love this kinda stuff.”
“So do flies, Shawn.  Do you really want to attract them too?”
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Shawn faked a toothy smile, then walked to the bathroom.  Gary
could hear him turning on the faucet.

Gary walked to the couch and sat down.  He saw a couple phone
numbers setting on Shawn’s coffee table.  One was circled in red.

“You ever get tired of random dating?” he shouted.
“Why would I?” yelled Shawn.
Of course, why would he?  He was Mr. Saturday Night.
“You ever think about just settling down?” continued Gary.
“Since when was that a question worth asking?”
Gary nodded to himself.  Once again the question was futile, but he

was determined to get an answer.
“I just wanted to know what you thought about it,” shouted Gary.
“Don’t yell, I’m right here.”
Gary looked behind him to see Shawn standing there.  His cologne

was a little less obvious this time.  Shawn briefly sniffed his underarms
and nodded with approval.

“So,  seriously,  do  you  ever  think  about  settling  down?”  asked
Gary.

“After seeing what happened to you when you settled?  No, I don’t
think so.”

“That’s what I thought.”
Gary looked at the phone numbers again.  He picked one of them

up from the table.
“Maybe I just need a random girl too,” he said.  “Think I can have

one of these?”
“Not that one,” said Shawn.  “Take the other one.  It’s to a pizza

place.”
Gary placed the phone number back onto the table.  He slouched

against the back of the couch.
“Never mind,” he breathed.
Shawn stared at Gary for just a moment.  He sat down on the couch

next to him, stretching his feet onto the coffee table.
“Look, I  warned you about Nikki from the  start,  but  you never

listened to me.”
“That’s because your advice always sucked.”
“But I was right about her, wasn’t I?  There’s a word for girls like

her, and I hope maybe now you can realize it.   That word is ‘user,’
Gary, and she makes you into a ‘loser’ when you fall for her.  Girls are
great, don’t get me wrong.  But I personally don’t take them seriously
anymore  because  of  what  they’ve  done  to  good  buddies  of  mine.
You’re obviously crushed by what she did, and I don’t want the same to
happen to me.”
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“So is it better just to go cheap date relationship style?”
“You’ve done it before, Gary.  You should know the answer.”
“But I was never happy back then.  I was happy with her.”
“Yeah, but she used you, man.  Wake up.”
Shawn  slapped  Gary  on  the  back.   Gary  completely  ignored

Shawn’s hand contact.
“But she made me feel important.  She treated me like a person.

All the girls before her treated me like a last date.”
“Isn’t that what she did to you tonight?”
Gary  stared  at  the  door  a  moment  as  the  realization  painfully

reached him.
“Yeah, she did.”
The door, like most inanimate objects, did not give a response to

his revelation.  Instead it hung there imitating a loose piece of wood
with a brass knob on its edge.

“Where did I go wrong?” he continued.
Shawn also looked at the door, bouncing his left leg back and forth

between the couch and the coffee table.
“Look, if the bartender chick is too much for you, then you don’t

have to go on this date tonight.  I’m only on Chapter Four in my book
anyway.  I am curious to see what happens.”

Gary looked at  Shawn, who continued to  stare  at  his inanimate
door.

“You really think I’m pathetic, don’t you?”
“No, I think you just fell for the wrong girl, even though you didn’t

listen to me.”
Gary tossed his hands up in frustration.
“What  was  so  wrong about  her,  Shawn?   You  never  gave  me

specifics.”
Shawn looked at him with arched eyebrows.
“Um, yes I did.  I knew things about her that you refused to accept

because she was Miss Wonderful or Miss Perfect, or some form of Miss
that you so stubbornly believed in for God knows why.”

“Like what?”
“Like what?  Jeez, how the ignorant forget so quickly.  You sure

you wanna hear them now…again?”
Gary folded his arms over his chest.
“Try me.”
Shawn leaned back into the couch and crossed his arms.  Gary saw

his eyes move back and forth, searching for the right words to say.
“Well for starters she kept seeing her old boyfriend behind your

back.  I’ve been trying to tell you that for over a year, but you’re always
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like, ‘Oh no, not Nikki.  She’s the best.  She would never cheat on me.
Bluh blah, bluh blah.’  And yet she did.”

“Wait, are you saying that she was seeing me behind  his back?”
asked Gary.

Shawn shrugged his shoulders.
“Okay, if you wanna put it that way…”
Gary was ready to leap off the couch in anger, but he realized that

doing so would not solve anything, so he rested his elbows on his thighs
and leaned into them instead.

“Are you saying she used me?” 
“I told you she’s a user,” said Shawn.  “Didn’t you hear that part?

Remember, ‘she’s a user, you’re a loser.’  Ring a bell?”
“Nikki used me?”
“Well, yeah…aren’t you listening to me?”
Gary’s mind raced with a little bit of confusion, a little bit of fear,

and a lot of anger.  How could he have been so blind?  The signs must
have been there, but he didn’t see them.  He sat still momentarily.

“You gonna be all right?” said Shawn.
Gary buried his head in his hands.  He followed with a pull to his

hair.
“She used me,” he whispered.
“Like a sheet of nasty Kleenex.”
Gary sat still and waited.  News like that had to be digested.  All

his  memories  no  longer  seemed  wasted.   Now  they  just  seemed
fabricated.  He uncovered his face and stared at the door again.

“What’s the bartender chick’s name?”
Shawn stared at the wall next to the door.  His face registered a

complete blank.
“Um, I don’t know.”
Gary tugged on his hair lightly, though he meant to yank it, and

slowly brought his hands down to his lap.  He knew that he needed to
calm down before  his  heart  ate  into  his  stomach.   There  had  to  be
another way of getting this pain out of his mind.

“Why don’t you go introduce me?” he said.
Shawn smiled and patted Gary on the back.
“Well, okay then,” he said.  “If you think that’s what’s best.”
“I think that’s what’s best.”

Forty-five  minutes  later,  Gary and  Shawn sat  around a  wooden
table in a seafood-theme restaurant with two statuesque looking women
in short dresses.  One was Sharon, the blonde-haired guy-hopper who
apparently  liked  peanuts,  and  the  other  was  Erica,  the  dark-haired



122 / Nomadic Souls

bartender chick who favored salsa chips.  Sharon talked and talked at
Shawn while he silently dragged his fries through his ketchup.  Erica sat
next to Gary with her hands folded, staring at him for over a minute.
He  felt  quite  uncomfortable  with  this  moment,  and  somewhat
cheapened to boot.  He took a sip of his drink.

“So what’s your story?” said Erica.
“It’s  long,”  he  said.   “Maybe  it  would  be  better  to  talk  about

aerobics or something.”
“You like aerobics?”
“No, I just thought it would be better than talking about me.”
Erica  smiled  at  him and  ran  her  fingers  through  his  hair.   He

quickly pushed her hand away.
“Okay,” he said, “let’s get something straight here.  Don’t use me.

If you got a boyfriend right now, don’t even waste your time stringing
me around.  Don’t buy me shoes, don’t call me at midnight, and don’t
paint my living room walls.  If you wanna touch my hair, you better be
ready to walk down that church aisle with me.  Got it?”

He watched as Erica slowly shrunk backward.  He could see the
awkwardness  race  across  her  eyes  as  she  looked  at  her  friend  with
loosely clenched teeth.  The image left him feeling like a bigger idiot
than he had in all his life.

“Look, I’m sorry,” he said.  “I just got dumped by a girl today who
never really dumped her last guy.  I’m in a lot of pain right now.”

She looked at him with her eyebrows arched.
“Then why are you here with me tonight?”
“Shawn just needed a third wheel.  I’m sorry, but this is not right.

Shawn, I need to leave.”
Shawn looked at Sharon a moment and shrugged.
“Okay,” he said.
Gary and Shawn stood up from the table.  Shawn wiped a napkin

across his face, set it down, and reached into his pocket to pull out fifty
dollars.  He handed the money to Sharon.

“Keep the change, baby.”
She set the money on the table and smiled.
“You gonna call me later?” she asked.
Shawn straightened his jacket as he stepped backward.
“In all honesty, you kinda bore me,” he said.  “So, I don’t think

so.”
Shawn turned  his back to her  and walked away from the table.

Sharon’s face wrinkled a little as she reached for her dinner fork to
prepare to chuck it at him.  Gary subtly stood in the path of her utensil’s
proposed path of flight.
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“Don’t take it personally,” he said to her.  “Shawn doesn’t have it
all together if you know what I mean.”

He looked at Erica humbly, trying to keep his eyes a little tougher
than that of a puppy dog’s, but not so much as to lead her on the wrong
way.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t do this,” he said.  “I hope you understand.”
Erica smiled at him.
“If you change your mind, Gary, I’ll go out with you again.”
Gary nodded.  He wasn’t sure if he felt any better.
“See you around.”
Gary turned his back and followed after Shawn.

As Shawn drove down the highway, Gary sat in the passenger seat
staring  aimlessly  at  the  buildings  and  lights  passing  him by.   The
Backstreet Boys song on the radio nearly sickened him, making him
want to rip his hair out from the roots, but he endured it because his
night couldn’t have gotten any worse.  Shawn turned off the radio.

“I hate the Backstreet Boys,” said Shawn.  “They make me want to
rip my hair out from the roots.”

He briefly looked at Gary, but he couldn’t look for too long since
he was the one driving.

“What’s wrong, Gary?  Feel like you blew it twice in one night?”
“What am I doing here?” said Gary.  “Why do I think I have to

have a woman in my life?”
“Because you’re not gay?”
“That’s not what I mean.  The only time I was ever truly happy was

when I was with a girl who was using me.  There’s something wrong
with that.  I’m just wondering what it would be like to just not think
about anyone anymore.”

“Besides the fact that it’s impossible?”
“Yeah, basically.”
“Well,  for  starters  I  would have to  stop fixing you up with the

friends of my dates, and I don’t know if I can handle that.  But if that’s
what you want, you’re crazy, but it might work for you.”

That wasn’t exactly the answer he wanted.  But then again Shawn
never gave him the answer he wanted.  The fact was that he just had to
accept reality.  Nikki was gone, and he couldn’t change it.  Sooner or
later he would have to let her go, even if  it was next to impossible.
Perhaps this was the time to start working toward that goal.  Gary rolled
down the window and stuck his head out, screaming at the top of his
lungs.
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“Who needs  you Nikki?   Can’t  you  see  I’m better  off  without
you?”

He pulled his head back inside, breathing in and out heavily.
“Cold out there, isn’t it?” said Shawn.
“Pneumonia is a passing whim.”
Shawn laughed to himself.
“My boy is coming around.  Feel better?”
Gary  looked  straight  ahead  to  see  all  the  sights  of  the  night

reaching for him.  Building after building drew ever so close, blurring
together like a mosaic of lights.  The traffic lights were continuously
green,  except for  the one  annoying one that  didn’t  even need  to  be
there.  He crossed his arms and smiled.

“Maybe tomorrow,” he said.
Shawn slapped the steering wheel in delight.
“That’s right,” he said.  “Tomorrow’s racquetball day.  You gonna

be there?”
“I think I will.”

When Gary finally got home, his eyes sagged with exhaustion.  The
night was too long, but he got into his driveway safely enough.  As he
stepped out of his car, he looked to the street.  He noticed that his shoes
had fallen off the power line.  Contemplating the phenomenon for just a
moment,  he  stuffed  his  keys  into  his  pocket  and  approached  the
footwear in the road.  He picked them up and stared at each one for a
moment, trying to figure out what he was supposed to do with them.  At
first he wanted to toss them back onto the power line to further forget
about them and Nikki, but then he remembered that they were a really
good pair of shoes, and that it would be a shame to lose them.  So he
decided to keep them and took them into the house.
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Eve of Construction
Never before had orange been such a hated color.  It used to be that

one could associate it with health and lifesaving devices, such as orange
juice with its Vitamin C, orange candy with its non-sickening flavor,
and an orange vest with its protection of hunters from other hunters.
But Kenny Link discovered the hard way that orange was not always
meant for the powers of good.

The  city gates  closed  behind him with a  thud so intense that  it
shook the parched sands beneath his feet.  The Arrow of the Ostracized
shot over the wall with a howling whistle and came down fast, sticking
into the ground next to him—its shaft reverberating from the impact.  A
torn  piece  of  yellow pulp  hung  from the  stationary  arrow,  pierced
through its center, shaking from the effects of kinetics.  Kenny picked
up the singing arrow and pulled the pulp off the shaft.  The words he
read from the parchment slowly drove him to tears.

You are hereby banished from the City of Guardians.
Never again will you be allowed within these walls.
Your final fate rests beyond the desert oasis.  Failure
to reach the destination point by the third day will
result in a permanent bounty on your head.  Leave
now or die in the hands of the Vulture.

--Council of Wannabes

Kenny  shook  his  head  slowly  as  his  eyes  rolled  around  the
emptiness surrounding.  The dunes rose and fell before him, with sands
shifting  back  and  forth,  obstructing  his  view of  the  horizon.   The
encompassing noise of the landscape overwhelmed him as the wailing
wind pitched in his ears a volume to exceed even the raucous sounds of
the  city.   The  bitter  blast  of  dust  caked  over  his  body as  the  pulp
threatened  to  rip  away from his  hand.   He  looked  back  to  see  the
behemoth walls shielding the city of the elements and the pikes at the
top preventing outsiders from entering.

His life began so well.

Kenny awoke a few days before to see the golden rays of sunlight
shining through his window to greet him on what he thought would be a
highly productive  day of  painting.   He  had  spent  quite  a  few days
preparing for an ambitious project of semi-epic proportions, so he was
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happy that he could finally start  work on it.   Sitting up and looking
through the opening, he saw the tall and industrious city booming from
beyond the  glass,  illuminated  by the  intensity of  the sun.   It  was a
refreshing  morning  to  wake  up  to  since  he  knew that  it  would  be
different from other mornings he experienced recently.  The fact was
that  he had  already spent  many sleepless  nights dreaming about  his
beautiful fiancée and the lovely smile of hers that he missed more than
anything.  And because he had no idea when she would have a chance
to return to him, he knew that the time had come to immortalize her in
oil so that he could see her face in his canvas forever.  Therefore he did
what he knew was right for her sake, even if it meant losing some meals
and a few weeks of paid employment in the process.   He knew that
when the image of his love would become forever complete, he could
then return to his life’s standard routine of stocking warehouses and
paying taxes.  But it was that same morning, when he started applying
the  orange  tint  to  the  sunset  backdrop,  that  a  group of  government
officials broke into his house and seized him, forcing him to drop his
brush, forever staining his carpet with an orange streak.  The canvas fell
to the floor  as they dragged him away from his room, having never
bothered to tell him why they took him.

The hours and the days to proceed seemed so lost.  He couldn’t
remember what happened between the past and the present…
  

Kenny crumpled up the Note of Banishment and stuffed it into his
pocket.  What was he supposed to do now?  His whole life was made
within those city walls—everything he was, everything he loved.  He
had no idea what stood beyond the limits he grew up with.  No one told
him how to reach his final fate.  All he wanted to do was to go back in
and plead with someone to give him another chance at whatever it was
he didn’t do right.  But he realized the City of Guardians was not well
known for its tendencies toward forgiveness, but rather for its principles
to “take it as it appears and go with it.”  If he was to live at all, it had to
be done somewhere else.  The tears welled up intensely within him, and
his mind raced for something to grasp onto.

Kenny heard of legends where outcasts were sent into the desert to
never  be  heard  from again.   But  legends  never  really spoke  of  the
possibilities about their fates.  People in the city talked about a place of
judgment  where  the  condemned  would  be  forced  to  live  out  their
criminal sentences.   But only government officials knew for sure the
truth regarding the mysterious existence of such a terror.  He thought
that maybe this forbidden place was the final destination of all those
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who had earlier departed, but never in his life did Kenny think he would
become one of them.  It just seemed that according to the parchment on
the Arrow of the Ostracized,  maybe this place was real,  and he was
sadly destined to  find it.   Whatever  the truth held,  he knew his life
could only exist in the past now.

Kenny set off toward the desert  before him, wondering how his
common jeans, T-shirt, and sneakers would hold up under the harshness
of the wasteland weather.  The road became unclear as the sands shifted
from one dune to the next, burying much of the faded pavement from
sight.   The  years  were  unkind  to  this  last  path  of  civilization,
diminishing it from existence.  Highway 98, as it was formally referred
to many years before, deteriorated under the pressures of the elements.
Kenny tried  carefully to  find the connecting pieces  of  the  road,  but
many of  the  sections  were  hundreds  of  feet  apart,  exposed  only in
blackish gray fragments.  The blinding glare of the sun-washed sand
also made visual perception so much harder.  Kenny placed one hand
above his brow and the other below his eyes to shield himself from the
brightness.

After  a  few hours  of  walking the  dotted  pavement  line,  Kenny
found an abandoned and gutted supply truck along the side of the road.
Years of sandstorms that blew through the region left much of the roof
in decay.  Holes were torn in many places, making the possibility of
shade almost zero.   Fortunately, the sun was nearing the horizon, so
lack of shade wouldn’t be much of a concern.  Kenny decided to stop
and take a  rest  in what was left  of  the front  seat.   He removed his
canteen and took a swig of the warm water.  The liquid refreshed him,
but he still preferred ice.

When night finally crept over the silent desert, the blistering heat
reduced itself down to a frigid cold.   Feeling the chill effects of the
weather, Kenny huddled tightly to his laundry sack where he kept all of
his  worldly  possessions,  hoping  that  it  would  help  somehow.
Unfortunately  he  could  not  keep  himself  very  warm,  but  he  felt
comforted to at least have some weight resting against him.  His only
real pleasure was knowing that he was too tired to keep moving, so he
squirmed  a  bit  in  the  chair  to  find  the  most  comfortable  sleeping
position possible.  As he attempted to take a nap, he held the Arrow of
the Ostracized tightly next to  him, for  he had no idea what kind of
people still roamed the region looking for city rejects to rob.  At first
the thought of being jacked in the desert paralyzed his mind to a point
of frozen terror, but soon he managed to rationalize his loneliness and
used the abandonment issue to relax.  Within moments of feeling the
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calm silence, he slowly fluttered his eyes shut, passing out of his active
thoughts.  

The world spun around him as the desert morphed
into a lush meadow with daisies and butterflies.  His
arms  stretched  toward  the  sky  as  the  sun  shone
peacefully  on  his  face.   He  looked  down  at  his
clothes to notice they were still in good shape, and
he breathed some fresh air, shocked at the idea that
it  was actually  fresh.   As  he felt  the  wind blow to
enrapture his face, a tree sprouted in the middle of
the meadow.  His face was numb.  This was not the
first time he saw this tree.  He ran across the fields of
flowers to reach the prominent figure of vegetation.
All became silent around him as his focus narrowed
to this one lone figure.   The tree came closer and
closer,  yet  seemed  to  travel  further  and  further
away…

A loud screech yanked Kenny out of his dream state.  His heart
skipped a beat as his sudden alertness nearly caused him to slam his
head into  the  dashboard.   After  a  moment of  catching his  bearings,
Kenny looked out the window to gaze across the starlit desert where he
saw a pack of wild hyenas scurrying across the dunes in the distance.
He rubbed his eyes to adjust his vision from blurry to focused.  He
could see them chasing a jackrabbit over the sandy hills, pumping their
legs  as  hard  as  they  could,  letting  their  sloppy  tongues flap  in  the
breeze.  He chuckled a moment at the thought of being scared by that.
Perhaps the city sheltered him too well after all.  He climbed out of the
supply truck and decided it was time to continue moving.

Kenny flung the laundry sack over his shoulder as his feet dropped
to the pavement.  The burden of the load was much, but his three years
of  working in  a  warehouse as  a  stock  person  prepared  him for  the
harshness of unnecessary weight on his shoulders.  The real trick was to
keep from slipping on the loose sandy areas where the road was buried.
The laundry sack made his balance much more difficult to keep.

Many sleepy hours passed before Kenny reached the desert oasis
that the government officials wrote about on his parchment.  Upon its
discovery, he immediately dropped his possessions to the ground and
rushed for  the sparkling spring.  He fell  on his knees and collapsed
along the bank, face first into the once still water.  Kenny inhaled the
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cold liquid as much as he could before turning his stomach sour.  After
receiving his much-needed nourishment, he rolled around in the spring
for  awhile,  flailing  his  arms  like  a  snow angel.   Even  the  City  of
Guardians  could  not  provide  such  a  moment  of  ecstasy  within  its
thriving walls.  He sat up and kicked his legs all around, making the
most of his newfound joy.

A few moments later, Kenny stepped out of the spring to grab some
of his stuff and bring it to the shoreline.  He reached into his laundry
sack to  pull  out  a  small  photo album, where he flipped through the
pages, straining to see the images of friends, family, and former loves.
A moment of sadness watered up his eyes at the painful realization that
they may have been gone forever.  He dwelled for several minutes on
the memories of holidays and fun times he had, like when he and his
brother subtly flicked rubber bands at their older neighbors for the sake
of amusement, back when they were growing up.  He breathed a dying
laugh at the thought of the Christmas that his dad burned down the tree,
attempting  to  light  it  with  candles.   As  his  recollections  jammed
together, he wiped a tear from his eye at the memory of his fiancée’s
first kiss slowly fading away.  All that was left for him now was the
expectation of  finding whatever  it  was that  awaited  him beyond the
desert oasis.

Kenny exhaled a puff of ice-breath into the chill air as he stuffed
the photo album back into the laundry sack.  After tying the bag shut, he
sat still and looked at the stars, wondering what was out there.  As far as
he knew, no one had actually discovered a way to answer that question.
It was a lot like traveling this uncharted desert—there was something to
be found out here, but he didn’t know what.  No one actually gave him
a map.  But then came the question of why he was the one marked to
find the answer to begin with.  As far as he knew he did everything
right, exactly like they told him.  He paid his taxes, obeyed traffic laws,
and never bought a gun.  The truth was that he was very unclear about
why they stripped him from his loved ones so harshly.  But none of that
seemed  to  be  good  enough now.  As  far  as  knew, he  was another
random victim of an extremely phantom law.  And all he could do now
was to find the answer to this elusive mystery.

“Who’s invading my land?” screamed a voice from a distant dune.
A tiny red dot skimmed across the desert sand through the clusters

of stout palm trees and over the icy spring to reach Kenny’s nervous
forehead.  The skin below his hairline crinkled as his eyebrows shot up
in surprise.  He tried to swat at the laser light on his forehead to knock
it away, but realized how ridiculous he must have looked, so he pulled
the Arrow of the Ostracized from his bag and held it out in front of him.
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“I’m a traveler looking for a place beyond the desert oasis,” Kenny
yelled in response.  “Nothing must get in my way.”

A moment of silence shrouded over him as he felt his temples pulse
with anxiety pains.   The  other  person  did  not  respond.   The  desert
before him seemed even more ghostly now than it did in the last several
hours.  Even in the cold air he could feel his face filling with sweat.  He
bent down to cup his hands full of water.

“Don’t touch my water,” shouted the voice.
Kenny raised his hands to the air.  Something in the near horizon

caught his  attention.  He squinted his eyes to see  a  distinct  shadow
emerging over the dune.  The image was that of a bulky man holding a
laser pointer out in front of him, focusing it like a dueling swordsman
ready to strike.  The man slowly stalked his way toward the spring, with
his shadow growing ever more ominously.  Kenny held onto the arrow
tightly.

“Don’t come too close,” Kenny said, “I’m armed.”
Somehow he  got  the  impression  that  his  threat  wasn’t  all  that

threatening.   The  figure  continued  to  approach  him,  every  step
crunching the  earth  beneath  him more  fiercely than  the  one  before.
Each successive  sinister  footstep  further  sped  up Kenny’s heartbeat,
rapidly  taking  his  rhythm  beyond  the  sync  of  the  grinding  sand.
However, he felt a moment of unsettled relief when the man stopped
just on the other side of the spring.  He turned off the laser pointer and
leaned against a palm tree.

“I see you’re armed with the Arrow of the Ostracized,” said the
man.  “You must be looking for the Den of Punishment.”

“The what of what?”
The Den of Punishment.  Kenny felt sick at the thought of what this

place could be that he was looking for.  Banishment was bad enough,
but punishment seemed just a bit unnecessary for a guy who didn’t do
anything wrong as  far  as  he  knew.  This  revelation  left  him utterly
confused about his fate, hoping to God that this man was wrong.

The man stared at Kenny and smiled, but said nothing.
“What is  the Den of Punishment?” asked Kenny, with his voice

crackling with anxiety.
The  man  continued  to  stare  for  at  least  half  a  minute  before

speaking another word.
“It’s where you go when you’ve been a bad boy,” responded the

man.  “I trust you have a time limit of arrival?”
“Yeah, how did you know?”
“Every visit comes with an expiration date.  How long do you have

until the hunters are sent after you?”
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Kenny’s mind raced for an answer.
“Who are you?” retorted Kenny as he slowly backed away from the

spring.
“That’s not the response I was looking for,” said the man.  “How

long?”
Kenny momentarily drew a blank.  He looked toward the sky to

notice the moon spilling into the horizon.  He remembered as a kid the
days when he looked for the hulking celestial rock to rise into the stars,
taking all his worries up with it to keep them away, yet making it all
look beautiful in the process.  Tonight, however, he realized the moon
no longer served that function, but was there only to cast light upon the
figure who interrogated him.  The insight that he was stuck with his
circumstances snapped his mind into place.

“Two more days,” he said suddenly.
The man nodded and outstretched his hand toward Kenny.
“Come then, I will take you to your destination.”
There was something incredibly odd about this man.  His clothes

were remarkably city-like,  yet  he wore  a  dark  green cloak  over  his
body.  His hair was long, yet his face was purely visible.  He was too
clean to be a desert vagabond, and Kenny wasn’t sure he could trust
him.

“What happens if I don’t go?” he said, continuing to back away.
“You may live another week at the most.  The Vulture has yet to

miss his prey.”
Kenny paused a moment.  He remembered the Note of Banishment

mentioning something about this “Vulture” person or thing, though it
didn’t specifically say what it was exactly.

“Who is the Vulture?” he asked.
The man let out a brief, but surprised chuckle.
“You’ve been locked up inside the city walls for quite awhile to

ask a question like that, haven’t you?” asked the man.
“Ever since the outside world fell apart.”
The man smiled and slowly inched his way toward Kenny.

 “The Vulture is the relentless hunter that the Council sends after
those who try to skip judgment,” he said.  “The Council’s thinking is
that anyone who does not go through the criminal judgment system is a
rogue and is not fitting to live.  Therefore…”

“Therefore I have to go to the Den of Punishment.”
The man reached Kenny as he stood nervously next to his laundry

sack.  He grabbed onto Kenny’s shoulder.  Kenny lurched harshly, but
the man tightened his grip.
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“Not every judgment is  harsh,  but  one must be made,”  he said.
“According to the Council, you’re a criminal, my friend.”

“But what did I do?  I didn’t lie, cheat, or steal.  I never bought a
gun or raped anyone.  I  never endangered anyone’s life  or  my own.
Why do they have it out for me?”

The man loosened his grip, smiled, and pat Kenny on the back.
“You’ll find out upon your arrival, for your judgment will reveal

your crime.   It’s  the only way you can be made guilty or  innocent.
Until then, you are just road kill for the hunters.  You must come with
me.”

Kenny slowly closed his eyes as every happy memory disappeared
from his mind.  He had no idea how he was supposed to live out his
future.  He looked to the cloaked man and nodded.

“Fine, if that’s what I must,” he said, “then take me there.”
The  man  removed  the  canteen  from  Kenny’s  belt  and  moved

toward the oasis shoreline.  Kenny was almost upset from this sudden
action, but he decided the man’s intent could be noble, so he let it go.
The  man filled  up  the  canteen  with  the  water  from the  spring  and
handed it back to him.

“You are  now permitted  to  drink from the  spring.   Consume it
while it’s still cold.  The sun will be up soon.  We will arrive at the Den
of Punishment by first light.”

The man led Kenny around the spring and headed toward the large
dune beyond the  oasis.   Kenny’s mind  had trouble  adjusting  to  the
unending expanse of the desert  as the sand stretched on forever and
ever—something of  which he  was not  used  to  seeing for  such long
periods at a time.  In the city, the closest thing to forever he could see
was the sky, but even the buildings made the endlessness of the heavens
look rather condensed.  He could feel his eyes fazing in and out from
the mesmerizing sight.

The tree took root near a flowing river that stretched
for miles.  He stopped in the field and marveled for
just a moment at the monument that it was becoming.
The tree grew at least thirty feet before reaching its
peak.  The shade it produced stretched over much of
the river’s shoreline.  He picked up the pace again,
running  for  the  beautiful  towering  plant.   As  he
neared the base of the tree, he noticed the branches
stretching  out  a  little  further  than  he  last
remembered.  They canopied over much of the earth
around the roots, blocking out all the excess heat to
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come down.  He dropped down into the shade and
leaned against the trunk, taking a breath of fresh air
as the smell of autumn approached his senses, and
the sound of the river drowned out all  commotion.
He looked up to the branches to see apples sprouting
from the tips…

The  cloaked man slapped Kenny on the  back,  returning him to
consciousness as the sturdy monument stood before him.  A tall desert
tower made of brownstone and onyx, possessing just one entrance, rose
high above the shifting dunes, rivaling the height of even the greatest
structure in the city.  Kenny’s mouth gaped open at the sheer immensity
of  the  edifice.   The  cloaked  man stood  next  to  him with his  arms
crossed, scoping out the tower from top to bottom.

“This is the Tower of Legends,” said the man.  “Many years ago
this monument served as the gathering point  for  all  those trained to
protect the lands near and distant, but was soon usurped by the outcasts
of  society in  an effort  to  seek shelter.   The  way the story has been
passed down, the protectors of the land could not train effectively in the
tower anymore, so they chose to move to a distant field.  Their decision
to abandon the Tower ultimately left it empty for the criminal nomads
to take.  Over time, the monument was transformed into a vile image,
almost like that of the ancient ruins.”

The  cloaked  man looked  at  Kenny,  who was  awestruck  by the
immensity of the monument.

“You still with me?” he said.
Kenny  nodded,  though  he  remained  silently  affixed  on  the

structure.
  “Good,” continued the cloaked man, “So anyway, many years had
gone by before  anything was done  to  restore  its  significance  to  the
world.  The Council came in and cleaned up the place, removing any
and every disgusting thing they found.  In the process they set up a
justice system that still continues today.  The Den of Punishment lies
below the tower.  It’s rather helpful if you take it in as a form of art,
rather than as a symbol of doom and fear.”

A brief moment of silence passed among both men.  The cloaked
man confidently looked at Kenny and smiled.

“You ready to go in?” he said.
Kenny  wiped  a  bead  of  sweat  from  his  forehead  and  tightly

clutched his laundry sack.  The only thing that separated him from the
place of his judgment was about three hundred feet of sand.  He looked
behind him to see more sand, and to his sides to see so much more of
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the same endless thing.  What lied before him was the only thing that
resembled a difference.  It was that or nothing.  His mind raced with the
nagging  question  of  whether  he  wanted  a  life  of  emptiness  and
uncertainty,  or  a  life  of  punishment  and  security.   After  dwelling
endlessly on the seesawing thoughts, he realized that he really missed
the sweet breath of his beautiful fiancée.

“What is the most common fate?” Kenny asked.
The man laughed under his breath.  He outstretched his arms and

shrugged his shoulders.
“Every crime is different,” he said.   “Sometimes it’s hard labor,

sometimes  it’s  execution,  sometimes  it’s  just  a  slap  on  the  wrist.
Occasionally the Council will falsely banish somebody to the Den of
Punishment.  It takes judgment to figure out who’s wrong.  Honestly,
there is no common fate.”

Kenny did not like the man’s answers.  He had his life taken away
from him already, so there was no reason for the Council to spare him
of execution.  No one gave him an idea what his crime was, but that
wouldn’t stop these blind fools from ruining the rest of his future.  He
could live in security under punishment, but that  wouldn’t be living.
Risking  the  instability  of  the  elements  rather  than  risking  the
punishment of ignorant politicians seemed like a better solution.  Kenny
looked toward the sand again.   Somewhere out there was a  freedom
worth pursuing.  He could probably make it.

“By the way,” continued the cloaked man, “My name is Steve in
case you still wanted to know.”

“You know,” Kenny said, “I think I made a big mistake coming out
here.  The moment they kicked me out I knew my life was over, but this
is not how I want the final chapter to close.  This past day I was just
being the Council’s lemming, but I think I want to be my own lemming.
Sorry, but I refuse judgment.”

Steve’s  face  changed  from  lighthearted  amusement  to  deadpan
seriousness.  He crossed his arms and fixed his eyes onto Kenny’s face.

“You can’t  refuse  judgment,  my friend.   The  moment  you find
yourself outside those city walls you are destined for judgment.  If you
are not judged in the Den of Punishment, then you will be judged at the
hands of the Vulture.  And he only gives one sentence.  Is that what you
want?”

Kenny looked out to the sand again.  The horizon never ended.
“Is there a way I can exit  the desert  in less than two days?” he

asked.
“All vehicles stopped operating outside of the cities almost fifteen

years ago,” said Steve.  “It would take you over a week to get out of
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here by foot.  The Vulture can find you in a matter of hours.  And he
doesn’t kill quickly.”

Steve stretched his arm out to Kenny.  Kenny shied away from him.
“Trust me,” continued Steve, “come inside the Tower of Legends

with me.  It might save your life.”
Kenny scratched his head, having absolutely no idea what he was

thinking.  Of course he would never make it out of the desert alive.  As
far as he knew there was over two hundred miles of sand spreading in
all directions.  Even if the Vulture didn’t get him, dehydration would
probably find a way.  His dying options left him wanting to drop to the
ground and cry.  But there had to be a way to escape this.

“Give me one reason why I should go in there,” he said sternly.
“Free food and water,” said Steve, clutching his stomach.  “It’s not

all tasty, but it’ll fill you up.  I enjoy it well enough.”
Kenny thought about this a moment and realized that he only had

two sandwiches on him, and one canteen of water that he knew would
be empty before nightfall.  If he skipped out on the tower completely,
he  would  starve  or  dehydrate.   It  was  that  simple.   The  situation
overwhelmed his mind, as it became clear that he was pretty much out
of luck, given the small amount of necessities he had with him.  He now
knew that his only option for survival was to find out his crime.

He outstretched his arms and took a deep breath.  He momentarily
closed his eyes, trying to soak in whatever atmosphere he could before
losing it all.  He imagined an angel taking him to some remote paradise
where he could live in peace forever, but after a brief mental rapture, he
opened his eyes.  The monument before him shattered his illusions.

“Okay,” he said, “let’s go in.”
Steve placed his hand on Kenny’s shoulder and led him into the

Tower of Legends.
Inside the Tower, tall stone pillars rose to a height unseen, and the

décor was made of dark gothic variety.  Paintings of various warlike
images stretched up in multiple rows along each wall, lit only by large
hanging candles.  A deep cavernous echo amplified every footstep, and
every  cough  had  the  potential  to  shatter  a  window.   Beyond  the
entryway awaited a stairway that spiraled down below the ground floor
into an unknown place.  A desert fox slept next to the stairway opening.

Kenny and Steve slowly walked through the entrance and into the
wide-open chamber that separated the criminals and vagabonds from
the severe conditions of the outside wasteland.  The gargantuan height
of  the ceiling above rose  so high over him that Kenny’s eyes could
barely adjust.  It rose like a cylinder, peaking off into a cone near the
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top of the structure.  This was the grandest element of architecture that
he had ever seen.  His mouth gaped open at its immensity.

“This place is amazing,” he said to Steve.  “The ceiling is so high.”
“Glad you came then?”
Kenny spotted  the fox sleeping next to  the  stairway.  This  was

something  else  that  caught  his  mesmerized  eye.   He  cautiously
approached it and knelt down to pet it.

“Careful,” said Steve, “that’s no housedog.”
Kenny stopped  his  hand  just  inches  above  the  fox’s  head,  and

placed it behind his back.  Steve took Kenny’s shoulder and pointed to
the stairway.

“Your destination is below this point,” he said.  “Let’s go.  The
sooner you’re judged, the sooner you can find out your punishment.”

“That’s a big incentive.”
Steve led Kenny to the stairway and carefully walked down the

winding steps.  The depths below grew darker and darker as they got
further  down,  but  Kenny trusted  the cloaked man to  get  him to  his
destination safely.  After a couple minutes of descent, he could see a
faint glow of light emitting through a hole at the bottom of the stair pit.
Once the light got closer, he could see a network of chambers waiting
beyond the opening.  At the bottom of the stairway, a  long hallway
stretched out in both directions.  It was rather dank, constructed by dark
bricks dripping with mildew, but it had a few candles flickering on the
walls.

“This place depresses me,” said Kenny.
Steve looked at Kenny with amusement.
“That’s the idea.  It’s meant to break your pride before you stand in

front of your judges.”
Kenny looked back at  Steve,  seeing his dark green hood barely

covering his eyes.  He couldn’t tell what was going on inside the man’s
head.

“I don’t like you,” Kenny said.
Steve nodded with agreement.
“You just have to get to know me.”
The two men walked away from the stairs and headed down the left

side hallway.  Kenny swatted at his face as tiny droplets of water fell
against  his cheeks.   Steve huddled under his cloak to shield himself
from the artificial rain.

Once they reached the Den of Punishment, Kenny stopped for just
a moment to take in the cold, grid like state of the room before him.  It
was a rather large area divided up into smaller individual sectors, each
with their own guard standing in the doorway.  They walked past the
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guard of the first door to enter into the judgment sector, where a panel
of old,  angry-looking men in dark gowns sat behind a large wooden
bench.   The  judge  in  the  middle  wore  the antique  traditional  white
fleece over his head and held two wooden gavels in his hands—one in
each.   Kenny recalled  meeting  an  old  guy  at  the  library  near  his
apartment a few years ago, who had described the judicial system as
having a dual-gavel system of judgment.  The left gavel was typically
used for issuing harsher judgments such as executions, while the right
was used for weaker judgments like paying monetary fines.   Kenny
delighted  in  hearing about  the mythology of  a  dual-gavel  system of
judgment, but never actually believed that he would have to witness the
system in action.

The  judge  in  the  middle  of  the  bench  looked  at  Kenny with a
narrow eye.   Kenny felt  his  senses failing  him as  the  judge’s  gaze
disrupted his ability to mentally rationalize or even to process anything.
The invisible laser that beamed from the judge’s focused lenses nearly
crippled him where he stood.  His arms and his legs began to shake
from the mental intrusion.  But he managed to keep walking anyway.

The two men approached the judge’s bench in the center  of the
sector.  Steve looked at the judge humbly, slightly bowing before him,
while  Kenny shielded  his  eyes,  unable  to  look  upon  the  man who
decided his fate.  The judge was large, perhaps the tallest and thickest
man that Kenny had ever seen, and his face was stiff, as if he didn’t
know what the word compassion meant.  Kenny felt like every last hope
in the world had kissed him goodbye.

“State your name,” said the judge in a very monotone, yet booming
voice.

Kenny’s mind scrambled for an answer.  He knew he had a name,
but it was not coming to him in coherent sentences.  Steve nudged him
in the side.

“Speak, Count, ‘tis your cue.”
Kenny’s mind snapped in place again.  He made a mental note to

pay more attention to things in the future.
“Kenny Link.  My name is Kenny…”
“Take a seat until we call on you,” said the judge.
“Okay, yeah that’s Kenny, that’s me.  I’m...”
“Take a seat.”
The  judge  banged  both  gavels  at  the  same  time,  which  Kenny

remembered  hearing about  from the  old  guy at  the  library that  two
gavels  signified  orders  that  did  not  consist  of  punishment,  but
instruction.  Even though the nervous anticipation of things to come
stirred up his soul, knowing that a double bang was a safe gesture freed
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up his ability to move again.   He breathed a sigh of relief as Steve
placed his hand on Kenny’s shoulder to lead him to the mildly crowded
waiting bench at the corner of the room, where Kenny eventually sat
down on an empty spot.  Steve stood next to him.

“You know,” said Kenny, “you don’t have to keep hanging around
me.  You got me here.  That’s all that’s important.”

“If I leave, you’ll probably get scared, or go crazy, or dance naked
in  the  corner  over  by  the  water  cooler,  so  think  of  me  as  your
protector.”

“I don’t want protection.  Let’s be honest here,  if  you were my
protector, you would’ve saved me from this scenario.  But I’m here,
aren’t I?  Besides I’m not that dependent on other people’s guidance
anyway.  I can stand on my own, I think.”

Kenny breathed  out  a  deep  sigh as  he looked  at  the people  he
shared the bench with.  Some were really atrocious with scraggly beards
and  eyes  that  moved  independently  of  each  other,  appearing  to  be
borderline psychotic, while others seemed just as normal and clean cut
as  he  was.   Nothing confused  him more  than  the  prospect  that  the
Council  could be  so far  out  of  its  mind that  it  could  just  as  easily
condemn the many innocent-looking people  he saw before him as it
could  the  down  right  creepy  and  crazy-looking  ones  that  muttered
insults to themselves.  He closed his eyes as he waited for his name to
be called.

He continued to  stare at the apples  on the tree as
more and more bloomed from the branches.  He felt
comfortable in the breeze that came in from the river,
and his eyes were washed with mist.  He knew this
had  to  be  paradise.   He  heard  a  familiar  voice
coming from a melodious woman calling him from
behind the tree.  He peeked around the trunk to see
the  woman he  loved strolling  up  the field,  coming
ever so close to him.  When she finally reached him,
he scooted over for her.  She sat down next to him
and  stared  at  the  river.   He  could  feel  the  love
radiating  from  her  as  they  both  focused  on  the
flowing  water  in  front  of  them.   A  moment  later
something fell from the tree and hit him on the head.
He looked in his lap to see an orange rolling around
in it.  He looked up to see oranges blooming next to
the apples…
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“Kenny Link,” bellowed a voice from the shadows.
Kenny  quickly  jerked  to  consciousness  to  see  the  bench  near

empty, and a man who looked like a butler standing near a corner of the
sector, holding a clipboard.  Steve bent down next to Kenny.

“I think that’s you,” he said.  “It’s your turn.”
Kenny swallowed hard as he struggled to salvage what was left of

his dream.  He knew that he saw the dream before, but he wasn’t sure
what it was supposed to symbolize.  The image of the tree and the river
used to haunt him in the city, and now it haunted him from deep below
the dry desert sands.  In all the times he dreamt it, it never made sense
to  him.   Every  time  the  oranges  bloomed,  the  dream  was  over.
Something always woke him up, leaving him to wonder what it  was
supposed to mean.  Now he felt like he would never have a chance to
figure it out.  It was his turn.

Kenny and the cloaked man approached the judge in the middle.
The judge looked at him with the same stern face that he had displayed
before, showing not even one new wrinkle of delight.  Kenny’s knees
trembled  together  as  he  felt  the  effects  of  judicial  power  coursing
through him.  His mind raced for an answer or an excuse to address his
presence here, or even for the courage to blurt out the fact that he had
no idea why he was there,  but somehow he felt like it would all  be
futile.  So he remained silent.

“Mr.  Link,”  said  the  judge,  “my  records  state  that  you  were
banished  from the  City of  Guardians  for  your  lack  of  worth to  the
community.  The law of this land states that you must be productive, or
you are not fitting to live within the city walls.”

Kenny’s heart  nearly stopped from the  shock of  the  words that
came from the judge’s mouth.  That couldn’t have been all.  He waited
to  see  if  the  judge  had  more  to  add,  but  the  long  pause  to  follow
convinced him that  that  was it.   Unsatisfied  with such a  ridiculous
accusation, he searched his mind to see if he could uncover anything
that actually had weight to judgment, but he couldn’t think of anything
offhand.   His mouth gaped open as his attention shot  toward Steve.
Steve looked at Kenny with a curl in his mouth.  Something about his
face convinced Kenny that Steve was a bit bewildered too.

“I can see,” continued the judge, “that you think this seems to be a
little  bit  unnecessary  of  a  crime  to  be  sent  here  for.   But  it  is
nevertheless a crime that you should’ve made yourself aware of.  Every
man is given a chance to work a productive job, but you chose to follow
your own desires to paint instead of work.  Art is something the world
has left for citizens of the past, and the technological advances of the
present  eliminate  the  need  for  expressionism  within  our  society.
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Therefore art is unimportant and ultimately unproductive, so says the
law.”

Kenny’s mind raced with rage.  He wanted so desperately to reach
out, grab both gavels, and beat the judge over the head for supporting
such a blind-sighted belief, but the closest he allowed himself to come
to this was to take a small step forward and stop.  He knew contempt
was a crime too.

“Whether you agree with the law or not, you broke it, and now you
accept  your judgment.   Your  sentence  has  been  predetermined,  and
your punishment awaits you in Sector Four.”

The judge banged the gavel in his right hand.  Kenny let his rage
slowly fade and breathed a momentary sigh of relief as he realized the
right gavel meant weaker punishment.  Steve led him away from the
bench and Kenny saw him mumbling something under his breath.

“What are you so upset about?” muttered Kenny.  “I’m the one
who has to pay.”

Steve dug his fingers into his temples furiously and then rubbed his
hands together.

“Society needs painters  too,”  he said.   “Like what I  used to be
once.”

Steve  shifted  his  shoulders  from his  cloak  in  one  smooth  jerk,
letting it  drift  down past  his elbows.  As his  cloak slid  off into his
hands, he tossed it aside and let it hit the muddy ground.

“What did you do that for?” said Kenny.  “Don’t you need that?”
“That’s the fifth stupid crime I’ve witnessed this week,” said Steve.

“One guy actually got sentenced to dig desert  sand for twenty years
because his dog crapped next to the steps of City Hall and he didn’t
bother to clean it up.  The Council used to be fair, challenging any law
that  came  across  as  unorthodox,  but  lately  it  has  gotten  corrupt,
accepting the opinions of anyone who can afford it, and I for one plan
on fighting this depravity until it’s restored back to what it was built
for.”

Kenny nodded as they continued to walk, leaving the cloak behind.
It seemed like a reasonable answer.

“You don’t think they’ll make me dig desert sand do you?” said
Kenny.  “The judge did bang the right gavel.”

“That  doesn’t  mean  anything  anymore,”  said  Steve.   “They’ll
probably sentence you to reconstruct the aqueduct.”

A few moments later, they entered into Sector Four, which was not
as threatening to the eye as Kenny had imagined it to be, but soft to the
sight.  In the short walk it took to reach this sector, he discovered that
each area was divided up according to the punishments given to the
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condemned inhabitants.  Sector Four was designed to be more of a slap-
on-the-wrist kind of sector, which meant that the atmosphere was not
entirely dismal, but rather colorful, with walls painted each color of the
rainbow—almost  in  an  artistic  and  unlawful  way.   He  thought  that
maybe it  was designed  to  brighten the  spirits  of  those  who dodged
something harsh.  But he also thought that it could have been a way to
catch the criminal off guard.  A woman sat in the corner with her face
sagging with boredom, leaving him uncertain about what to think of this
place.

Kenny and Steve approached the Sentencer of Justice, who was a
tall man who didn’t own a smile.  The man looked at Kenny with the
eyes of a bird, staring him down as if he tried to break him.  His face
was less threatening than the judge’s from before, so Kenny returned
the gaze toward the Sentencer, mimicking the same stern attitude that
the man had given him.

“Name?” said the Sentencer coldly.
“Kenny Link.”
“Just a moment.  Your punishment awaits.”
Kenny  looked  toward  a  corner  hallway  to  see  a  pudgy  man

waddling out with a spray painted road construction cone in his hand.
As he entered, the bright orange object lit up the otherwise dark room
with  a  phosphorescent  glow.   The  pudgy man brought  the  cone  to
Kenny  and  set  it  next  to  him.   Kenny  looked  at  the  object  with
bewilderment.

“You have been banished from the City of Guardians,”  said the
Sentencer, “for the crime of lack of productivity.  Your punishment is
that you must be marked for shame for as long as you walk this land.  It
is a symbol of your uselessness to society.  Now accept your fate and
place the Cone of Humiliation atop your head.”

Kenny’s heart became stale.  What kind of punishment was that?
He didn’t want to put some old and dirty construction cone on his head.
Staring at the cone, he came to the conclusion that this land he lived in
was in fact full of lunatics, and he saw absolutely no point in putting
something  so  grungy  on  top  of  his  head.   It  made  him  hate  his
punishment even more.  But he did as he was told and placed the cone
just above his brow, hating the cold, crusty, rubber feeling of it against
his skin, since he did not want to be accused of refusing justice too,
even though he felt like and probably looked like a complete idiot.

The pudgy man removed half of an orange handcuff from his back
pocket and slapped it onto Kenny’s right wrist.

“The cuff is to ensure that the Cone of Humility remains on your
head at all times,” said the Sentencer.  “If you are ever spotted with the
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cuff, but without the cone, you will be brought back to this place where
a harsher punishment will await you.”

Kenny spun the cuff around his wrist.  
“Your  punishment  has  forbidden  you  to  reenter  the  City  of

Guardians,” continued the Sentencer, “but you may choose one loved
one to walk the land with you to keep you company, providing that he
or she agrees to leave his or her life behind.  Is there anyone you wish
the Council to send for?”

Kenny looked toward his laundry sack and opened it up.  He pulled
out the photo album and thumbed through it.  He found the picture of
the woman who had at one time captured his heart, feeling deep inside
that she still owned it.  He showed the picture to the Sentencer.

“Her name is Rena Aslan.  She’s my fiancée.”
Kenny’s eyes widened as the Sentencer nodded with approval.
“Remember that she has free will,” he said.  “But we will talk to

her and see what we can do.”

Rena  and  he  continued  to  stare  at  the  branches
above them, amazed at the sight that filled their eyes.
Oranges  continued  to  bloom  next  to  ripe  apples,
completely  covering  each  branch  of  the  tree.   He
looked around the fields to  see flowers blossoming
into  full  bloom,  with  various  meadow  creatures
flittering about.  He looked into Rena’s eyes to feel
her  spirit  pulling  him into  her  heart—a heart  that
had stuck by his side through many seasons.  As he
savored the moment, her clothes transformed into a
wedding dress before his eyes and he took her into
his arms and kissed her.  At the end of their embrace,
he watched as the autumn apples blended with spring
oranges  and  noticed  that  there  was  no  road
construction cone in sight.

Kenny woke up from having a surprisingly restful night.  He wasn’t
sure  if  the  Cone  of  Humiliation  would  prevent  him  from sleeping
soundly, but he managed to sleep just fine.  His eyes adjusted to see
Steve standing over him, wearing his cloak again.

“I’m sorry,” said Steve, “but the Council could not find this Rena
Aslan for  you.  The City of  Guardians  had  forfeited  her  citizenship
almost a year ago.  No one knows where she resides now.”

“The last time I saw her,” whispered Kenny, “she told me that she
was being sent away to a distant land to help restore the health of the
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people of one of its fallen cities.  She was a medic by profession.  The
details  of  her  departure  were  supposed  to  be  kept  secret,  but  she
promised that she would return to me, so I’m counting on that.  And I
really miss her.  I have to be with her.  She’s my destiny.”

“Women  aren’t  our  destiny,  Kenny,  but  I  understand  your
concern.”

“In my dreams I’ve seen this image of a tree that bloomed two
fruits.  I never really knew what the point of this dream was because it
always ended the moment that the second fruit came into bloom.  The
first fruit had time to grow on the tree, but the second had no time at all.
At first sight it was over and I awoke, leaving me with no clue what it
was all about.   Because of that I started to think that it  didn’t mean
anything.  But tonight I saw the conclusion of the dream.  There was
something that followed.  See, when the dream began, I  took a long
journey just to find the tree.  When I got there, the apples bloomed, and
she joined me.  It was nice sharing those autumn laughs, but it wasn’t
until the oranges bloomed that I realized that I loved her.  Tonight I saw
what happened with those oranges.  The two united, and Rena and I
were  married.   And maybe  it  was  all  really  just  a  dream,  but  I’m
determined to test that.”

Kenny rubbed his hands over his face.   
“You see,” he continued, “I have to find her.  If she returns to the

City of Guardians, we’ll ultimately be separated forever and I can’t let
that happen.  So please, tell me, what city fell apart last year?”

Steve shed a tear from his eye.  He wiped it away.
“That’s beautiful, man.  I’m sorry, but I haven’t been outside this

land in many years.  My mission has been to monitor the desert,  so
that’s where I’ve been.  I wish I could help, but I can’t.”

Kenny  placed  his  hands  over  his  cheeks,  feeling  the  dread
overwhelm him.  He was not ready to die alone.  He had to get out of
here.

“Curse this ridiculous sentence,” he yelled.  “I’m gonna find her.
This tower will not be my tomb.”

Steve smiled for just a moment.  He removed his cloak and tossed
it to Kenny, along with an extra canteen.  The cloak landed on Kenny’s
shoulders  while  the  canteen  bounced  off  the  Cone  of  Humiliation,
landing on the ground.  Kenny caught the cloak as it slid off.

“Better take this stuff with you then,” he said.  “The cloak will
protect you from the Vulture’s ever searching eyes, so don’t take it off
while you remain in the desert.  Only when you cross the borders will
you be safe to remove it.”
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Kenny looked  at  the  cloak  in  his  hand,  and  then  looked  at  its
former owner.  Steve returned the look and nodded at him.

“But shouldn’t you…” stammered Kenny.  “…the cloak…”
“Good luck, my friend,” interrupted Steve.   “May the next land

treat you better than the way this one had.”
And with that Steve escaped the room like a phantom, disappearing

into the smoky hall.  Kenny sat in his cell momentarily as he stared off
into space.  The walls in the room slowly made him sick.

Several hours later, Kenny trekked over the sands of the Desert of
Despair,  huddling under  the  cloak that  his  protector  had given him,
hiding  his  face  from  the  dust  storms.   Holding  the  Arrow of  the
Ostracized in one hand for protection and a picture of Rena in his other
for comfort, he knew that no matter what was beyond the desert depths,
he was going to find her, and he didn’t need the shield of the city to
keep him content.  Wherever he was going, this land would not stare
over his shoulder for long.  And he certainly did not need to have such a
ridiculous punishment as a  construction cone hanging over  his head,
proving him to be something he wasn’t.  Once he was certain that the
long sleeves  of  the  cloak could cover  the handcuff on his  wrist,  he
knocked the Cone of Humiliation off his head and left it to be buried
underneath  the  shifting  sands.   As  he  journeyed  away  from  his
punishment, he looked at the picture of his future wife and smiled.

Never before had orange become such a beloved color.  It used to
be that orange was associated with road construction tying up traffic for
hours, with useless circus trinkets causing money to be wasted, and with
jack-o-lanterns utilizing fear in the hearts of the naive.  But Kenny Link
discovered subconsciously that orange was not  always meant for the
evils of life.  He knew his dream of the seasons would come true some
day soon.
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Gutter Child
Jimmy looked out the window when he heard the grinding gears of

a large vehicle pull to a stop.  The moving van had finally made it.  It
was one of those large yellow behemoths that could fit a whole house
inside, but all he really needed was space for his bedroom.  He had
been waiting all day for it to arrive, and was a bit annoyed that it took
until five o’clock for it to get to his house, but at least it got there.

“Jimmy,” yelled his mother from downstairs, “the moving truck is
here.”

He  bolted  from his  window and  maneuvered  around  his  giant
sealed cardboard boxes to reach the door to the hallway.  As he entered
the hallway, and jogged down the stairs, he saw his mom walking out of
the kitchen with a sheet of paper in her hand.

“Okay, I have a list of all the things you’ll need to double-check,”
she said.   “Make sure you have your clothes,  your toothbrush, your
books—”

“Mom, I know,” said Jimmy.  “I went through all of that last night
and again this morning.  I’m ready to go.”

“Okay, well I just want to make sure because college is a big step
and all, and—”

“I’m prepared, mom.  You don’t have to be so worried every time a
kid leaves the house.  Beth did okay her first time out, didn’t she?”

His mom set her checklist to her side and nodded.  She had a look
of mixed sadness, mixed defeat, and mixed delight that spoke the reality
that she knew that her son was right.  It was the same exact look that he
saw her give to his sister when she finally moved off to school quite a
few years earlier.

“I’ll be fine out there, mom,” said Jimmy.  “Stop worrying.”
“I’m not worried,” she said.  “I just want to make sure you’re on a

good foot.  That’s all.  I know you’ll do well.”
“Then stop acting like you’re worried, okay?”
Jimmy  looked  toward  the  open  front  door  to  see  the  moving

assistant standing there in his gray overalls leaning against the frame.  A
patch of armpit hair poked out of his sleeve as he put his hand to his
forehead.

“Hey,” he said.  “You ready to load up?”
“Yeah,” said Jimmy.  “The boxes are upstairs.”
Without missing a beat, the assistant entered the house and walked

toward the stairs.  As Jimmy led the mover up to his room, the phone
rang.  This was perhaps the tenth time it jingled today, all but one of
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which was either a friend or a relative wishing him luck on his journey.
He stopped to see if this call was for him as well.

“Jimmy,” yelled his mom from the kitchen, “Grandma Edith is on
the phone.  Can you say hi to her?”

Jimmy looked at the mover, who continued to look up the stairs.
“I can get this, kid,” said the mover.  “Talk to your grandma.”
Jimmy  acknowledged  the  mover’s  instruction  and  jogged  back

down the stairs to enter into the kitchen, where his mom held out the
phone.  He took the candy red receiver from her hand and spoke into it.

“Hi, grandma,” he said.  “How are you?”
“Jimmy,” she chimed through the phone, “you finally made it to

college.”
“Yep, heading out tonight.”
“I knew you had it in you.  I’m so proud of you.”
“Thanks.”
“Are you gonna study to be a writer too like your sister?”
Jimmy twanged the phone cord.   He knew his grandmother was

getting old, but he thought that she would at least remember having had
this conversation before.

“No, grandma.  I going into microbiology, remember?”
“Oh, that’s right,” she said.  “You want to be a scientist, right?”
“Something like that.”
“Well good luck, honey.”
“Thanks, grandma.”
“Put your mother back on the phone for me, okay?  Take care.  I

love you.”
“You too, grandma.”
Jimmy handed the phone back to his mom.  Even though he loved

his grandmother,  talking to  her became a chore at  times,  so he was
relieved that  the conversation was short-lived.   She would often ask
questions that  she asked before,  never  remembering that she already
knew the answer.  It wasn’t always that way of course, but the last five
years or so had left her a bit on the deteriorated side.  Out of respect for
her  he  typically  answered  her  questions  again,  but  after  awhile  the
conversations  drained  him.   The  fact  was  that  he  hated  repeating
himself, which was one of the factors that made him completely unlike
his successful storyteller of a sister.  She could repeat herself night and
day, telling her stories pitch-perfect every time, and never grow tired of
it.  But he on the other hand often grew tired of hearing about those
stories.  It didn’t matter though because he was about to set off making
his own story about microbiology, so he didn’t have to hear about other
people’s tales of fiction over and over anymore.  That excited him.
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When he raced back upstairs to assist the mover, he found the man
standing at his desk looking through a small hardback covered book.
The man closed the book as he looked back at Jimmy.

“Hey,” he said, “you don’t look like a Beth Grogan fan.  Am I in
the right room?”

The  moving  assistant  laughed  at  what  he  thought  was  a  joke.
Jimmy approached the man and took the book from his hand.

“Yes you’re in the right room,” said Jimmy.  “Beth Grogan is my
sister, so I’m obligated to own all of her books.  That cool?”

He set the book onto the desk.
“I  don’t actually read  any of them,” he continued.   “I just  own

them.  So now that you know my secret, can we get to work please?  I
wanted to set out four hours ago.”

“No kidding?” said the mover.  “Beth Grogan is your sister?”
Jimmy nodded, having a deep uncertainty of why this greasy guy in

overalls even knew whom his sister was.  All he wanted at the moment
was to get his boxes loaded onto the truck and to get on with his life.
The career of his older sibling was not something that was currently on
his mind.  He picked up the first box he found by his feet and started
heading for the door, hoping that the mover would follow his lead.

“So then you must be Jimmy the ‘Gutter Child,’ aren’t ya?”
Jimmy set the box back down and looked the mover in the eye.
“Jimmy the what?” he said.
“Jimmy the ‘Gutter Child.’  The kid she found on the street.  That’s

you, ain’t it?”
“What are you talking about?”
The mover picked up the book and flipped through the pages.
“It’s one of her stories in here called ‘Gutter Child.’  It’s about you,

right?”
“I told you I don’t read her books.”
“Really?  What kind of brother doesn’t read his sister’s books?”
Jimmy let out a sigh.  It appeared that he wasn’t going to get out of

here at all today.
“I tried to once, okay?” he said.  “Her stories don’t interest me, so I

don’t  read  them  anymore.   Being  her  brother  doesn’t  make  me
automatically like her work.”

The mover chuckled as he continued to flip through the pages of
the book.

“Well not to burst your bubble, kid,  but this book isn’t like her
kingdom fantasy novels.  This one is a book of short stories about her
life and the lives of some of her friends and family…like you.  There
are  no  knights  or  dragons  in  this  one.   As  far  as  I  know,  it’s  all
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autobiographical stuff.  Of course you would know better than I would
if  any  of  it  is  real.   But  whether  it  is  or  isn’t,  you  might  find  it
interesting.”

The  mover’s  eyes  widened  with  delight  as  he  stopped  flipping
through the pages, and handed the open book to Jimmy.

“Here,” he said.  “Read this and catch a clue.  It might just edge-a-
ma-cate you.  I’ll start moving your boxes to the truck.”

Jimmy wanted to protest the mover’s interference with his plan to
get  out  of  here  right  away,  but  he  looked  down to  the  open  book
instead.  Sure enough he saw the words “Gutter Child” plastered in bold
letters across the top of the left page, proving that this story did in fact
exist.  He looked at the mover to see if he had anything else to add, but
he didn’t say a word.  The mover did exactly what he said he would do,
lifting the first box from the floor and carried it out of the bedroom.
Within a moment his head quickly vanished down the stairway.

Realizing that everything was starting to come under control with
the moving process, Jimmy thought that maybe it wouldn’t hurt just to
take a quick peek at this story.  After all it could have been educational,
like the mover said.  He was sure his sister would probably appreciate it
at least:

Gutter Child

It was about midnight or so when I crawled out of my bed and
headed for  the window.   When I  reached  the  wooden  windowsill,  I
peered out the glass and saw how beautiful the city looked in the rainy
horizon.  I knew that there was something better out there for me, but
the old hags who ran this orphanage didn’t like us kids seeing it for
ourselves, so they kept us on the grounds at all times.  They always
gave us the reason that the city was dangerous and little kids like us
shouldn’t walk those streets, but I always thought they were just trying
to sour our fun.  I figured that any place outside these walls would’ve
been better than this, so I preferred danger to this boring existence
anytime day or night.  Therefore I spent the last two weeks trying to
figure out how to break out of the facility because I just couldn’t stand
it anymore.  The food was nasty, the ladies were mean, and the other
kids were all brats.  So during lunch this morning when she bent over
to pick up her spilt milk carton, which I’ll have to confess that I had a
little bit to do with, I stole a key from one of the old ladies’ pocket to
use on my window.
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I took my sheets and wrapped them around the railing on my bed.
After checking and securing the knot,  I  looked to make sure all  the
other girls in the room were asleep so that they wouldn’t tell on me
later.  One of them appeared to be in and out of sleep, but I couldn’t
tell, so I took her sheet and covered her face with it.

Once  I  felt  the  coast  was  clear,  I  walked  to  my  window  and
unlocked it.  I stared for just a moment to find a safe landing point for
when I reached the bottom of my sheet because I was after all on the
second floor.   I  saw a sandy mound near the  flower patch that  set
underneath  my window and thought  that  that  would  do fine for my
needs.  The rain had made it muddy, but I figured I could make the
jump, so I put the key in my pocket and opened the window.  A gentle
breeze blew into the room with some of the rain, which stirred the girl
next to me a little.  I paused for just a moment to make sure she didn’t
wake up.  When I realized that she would stay asleep, I hurled the sheet
out the window.   As it  outstretched and fell to its  pinnacle point,  it
dangled just above the window below mine.

For two years I lived in this orphanage and was glad to finally be
leaving it.  I didn’t care to say goodbye to anyone since I didn’t like
any of them, but they were all asleep anyway, so it didn’t matter.  After
taking a couple deep breaths, I climbed out the window using my sheet
and jumped with all my strength toward the mound of mud.  I barely
cleared the flower patch,  but  I  still  managed  to  touch down on  my
landing target.  When I landed, I fell, but rolled quickly to my feet.  The
mud felt really icky, but I was willing to endure it for the sake of my
freedom.  The escape was urgent now, so I took absolutely no time to
run for the outside fence.  Upon reaching the fence, I scurried on up
and hurled myself over.  Finally I was free from it all.
  

A couple hours later I made it into the city.  I was soaked, and I
was tired, but I made it.  I had no idea where to go once I arrived, but I
searched up and down the street to see what I could find.  It was there
that  I  met my little  brother floating helplessly along  the side of  the
road.

It  had  been  raining  for  many  hours  already,  and  the  only  two
things  protecting  him  from  drowning  were  a  flimsy  blanket  and  a
hollowed-out piece of wood.  His boat-like thing headed for the gutter
at the corner of the street, but I ran up to pull it onto the sidewalk, just
as the front end tipped toward the opening to the storm drain below.
He was crying, naturally, so I quickly dragged him under a nearby
awning to keep him from getting more wet.  I wasn’t quite sure what to
do after that point though—I didn’t  have a bottle or dry clothes or
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anything to help him.  I wasn’t even sure how old he was, so I didn’t
know if there was some special way I had to treat him to keep him from
getting sick.  My guess was that he was only a few weeks old.

As I stood under the awning, I figured that Jimmy and I would’ve
been better off  indoors somewhere.   The rain hardened as I looked
around for a place that was open.  My search was quite limited from
the awning I stood under, but I did see a light in the store up the street
by the corner.  I took Jimmy out of the boat and quickly ran to the
store’s entrance.  But when I got there I discovered that the door was
locked.  Once again I didn’t know what to do at that point.   Jimmy
continued to cry,  louder now than  before,  and  I  had  no idea if  his
diapers were full or not.  I had to find a person who could help me.

Ever since my parents died, I stopped trusting people.  From day
one  I  had  adults  taking  me  away  from  everything  I  loved,  doing
nothing else but to stick me somewhere to be forgotten.  For the days
that followed my parents’ death, I got picked on by the other kids when
they noticed me, and beat on by the old ladies whenever I tried to gain
a  little  attention.   Whenever  I  asked  someone  at  the  orphanage  a
question, they told me to go look it up, and whenever I was hungry, the
old  ladies  fed  me mashed  potatoes  and  beets.   They  did  this  every
single time.  I only had faint memories of pizza and pancakes.  To find
anyone who could help me now was a project that was bound to be an
impossible job.  But I didn’t want Jimmy to die out here, so I placed
him in his boat, picked a nearby apartment, and dragged him to the
door.  Once I reached the dimly lit front door, I knocked on it as loudly
as I could.  A couple minutes passed before the door cracked open, and
an old lady peeked through the opening.  When she almost immediately
closed the door, I could hear a chain sliding back.

“My  goodness,”  said  the  old  lady  when  she  opened  the  door
wider.  “You poor things.  Come in, come in.  Get out  of this cold
weather.  Where are your parents?”

“I don’t know,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.
I must’ve looked pretty pathetic to her, with my long, ratty hair

dripping with water, and my clothes stained with puddles and mashed
potatoes.  But she didn’t seem to show it.  I think she was still half-
asleep.

“When was the last time you saw them?” she continued.  “They
must be worried sick to have you alone like this.”

“Two years ago I think,” I said.  “They died when I was six.”
“Oh,  I’m  so  sorry,  honey.   Is  there  anyone  else  around  who

usually takes care of you?”
“No one cares about me.”
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“I see.  Okay, go sit down, I’ll try to figure something out.”
While  the  old  lady  carefully  took  Jimmy  from  my  hands  and

replaced his tattered blanket with one that was dry, I set the boat thing
in the corner of the room so that no one would trip over it later.  After
setting the boat in a safe place,  I  watched the old lady as she took
Jimmy to the couch and sat down.  She cradled him snugly in her arms
and rocked him back and forth, singing a song that I had never heard
before.  It was probably the most pleasant thing I’ve heard in a long
time.  Before I saw this I thought that all old ladies didn’t care about
kids.

“You remind me of my child before he grew up,” she said sweetly
in his ear.  “I used to stay up late at night rocking him to sleep.  Of
course I think I’m the one who ended up falling asleep.”

For the life of me I think she forgot I was there.
“Excuse me,” I interrupted.
She looked at me and smiled.
“Yes, dear?”
“Do you have anything to eat?  I’m really, really, really hungry.”
I  rubbed  my  stomach  and  made  a  sort  of  sad  face  to

overemphasize my need for food.  She caught the hint very quickly.
“Oh my, of course, young one.  Do you want a sandwich and some

milk?”
I nodded with that anxious kid nod that young children seem to do

when they really want something.  So she made me a turkey and cheese
sandwich, topped it with pickles, and coupled it with another identical
sandwich.  I scarfed my food down as quickly as I could, watching her
head for her phone.  After she reached the phone and picked it up, she
dialed it.  Only a couple seconds passed when she started to talk to the
receiver.

“I’m done,” I said, as she said her first words.
“Hello?”  she  said  into  the  phone.   “Hi,  my  name  is  Edith

Gearson.   I  live  at  852  Blanchard  Circle,  in  apartment  one.   I’m
calling because two children wandered to my apartment without any
guardians to speak of.  I’m wondering what to do about this?”

I didn’t think she heard me earlier, so I told her I was finished
again.  She still didn’t hear me, so I walked up to her and tugged on
her shirt.  She continued to talk on the phone, holding her finger up to
her mouth to signal me to be quiet.  After all that I figured she wasn’t
any different than all the other old ladies I had been around.

“I’m finished with my sandwich,” I said again.
“Okay, thank you,” she said into the phone.
She hung up the phone and looked at me.
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“I called the police,” she said, “and they said they would come by
to help you find out where you belong.”

I backed away with fear.
“No.  They’re the ones who stuck me in that awful place before.

Don’t make them take me away again.  Hide me, please.”
“Honey, I can’t take care of you two.  I can keep you here long

enough for the police to come get you, but it would be illegal for me to
keep you here overnight.   You two have to go with them when they
come, okay?”

“No, it’s not okay.  The orphanage people hate me.  I don’t wanna
go back there again.”

I beat my fists into my legs, and then crossed my arms and pouted.
“If that’s where you belong, you have to go back.  I can’t keep you

here.”
I ran to the couch to grab Jimmy.  He was still crying.
“I thought you’d help us, but you’re no different than all the other

rotten old ladies.  We’re leaving.”
As I started to bolt for the door with Jimmy in my arms, the old

lady opened her refrigerator to pull out some milk.
“The baby’s hungry,” she said.  “If you leave with him now, it

would be very bad for him.  If  he hasn’t  eaten in awhile,  he could
possibly starve.  It would be much harder on you if he died of hunger
than it would for you to go back to the orphanage.  So, please don’t
leave.”

I  stopped  at  the  door.   I  realized  I  didn’t  know enough  about
babies to justify taking him with me.  I felt that maybe I should just
leave him there.  I could gain more ground without him anyway, so I
placed him back into his boat.

“Okay,” I said.  “I’ll leave the baby here, but I’m going.  I can’t
take anymore beets and mashed potatoes for breakfast.  I hafta go.”

The old lady carried the jug of milk toward Jimmy and knelt down
next to him.

“I’m sorry I don’t have a bottle or breast milk for you,” she said
to him, “but I hope this will do.”

She carefully put the jug up to Jimmy’s lips, allowing the milk to
slowly pour into his mouth.  His mouth made a kind of sucking motion.

“I mean it,” I said, “I’m leaving.  Don’t try to stop me.”
The old lady looked up to me and smiled.
“What’s your name, honey?” she said to me.
“Beth, but what does that matter?  I’m leaving.”
“Are you and the baby brother and sister?”
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I wasn’t sure what to say.  Until she said “brother” I wasn’t really
sure if he was a boy or a girl.  So I told her we were.

“What’s his name?” she asked me.
“Um…Jimmy,” I said.  I liked that name.
“Do you really want to abandon your little brother like that, Beth?

He needs you, so don’t leave, okay?  Whoops, smells like somebody
needs a diaper.”

I checked my pants, but everything looked to be okay.
“No I don’t,” I said to her.
“Not you.  I mean Jimmy.  I’ll be right back.”
The old  lady got  up  and walked into  the  kitchen,  grabbing  for

some paper towels.  I knelt down next to Jimmy and whispered into his
ear.

“It’ll  be  okay,  Jimmy.   She’s  going  to  change you.   Don’t  cry
anymore, okay?”

The old  lady  came back with a wad of  paper towels  and knelt
down next to us.  She unpinned his diapers, and I quickly looked away.

“It’s been a little while since I’ve done this,” she said, “but we’ll
see what happens.”

After  she  cleaned  Jimmy  up  and  wrapped  him  with  the  paper
towels, she tossed his diaper into a plastic bag.  Afterward she picked
him up out of his boat and walked to her couch.  I followed her and sat
down next to them. 

“What’s your name?” I asked her.
“My name is Edith.”
“I never met any old ladies named Edith before.  All the ones I

know are named Mrs.”
Edith laughed at me, and then cootchy-cooed Jimmy’s cheeks.
“Well, my name was Mrs. for awhile too, but I recently became an

Edith.”
“How?”
“My husband passed away with cancer,  so I no longer had the

need to carry the name he gave me.”
I was getting pretty tired, and rubbed my eyes a little.
“What’s cancer?” I asked.
“It’s something that makes people very sick and they can’t play

with other people very well anymore.”
“Do you miss your husband?”
“With every passing day.”
She started to rock Jimmy to sleep.  I could see her face weaken a

little.  I wondered if she was thinking about her husband now.
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“I miss my mommy and daddy a lot too,” I said to her.  “They
were supposed to tuck me in bed one night, but they never came home.
My babysitter told me something happened and they wouldn’t be able
to say goodnight to me.  The next day the police came and took me to
the orphanage.  I really wanted them there that day.”

I started to cry, as Edith pulled me into her side.  She held me in
one arm, while rocking Jimmy in the other.

“It’s okay, Beth honey,” she whispered into my ear.  “I promise
you that you’ll have a new family one day.  Even if I have to find a way
to bring you into mine.”

She kissed me on my forehead and brushed my hair back over my
ears.

“Jimmy’s not really my brother,” I cried to her.  “I just found him
floating along the street.  I just wanted to take care of him because I
didn’t want somebody taking him to the orphanage too.”

“I didn’t think he was more than two years old, honey.  But I don’t
want you to worry about who is gonna take care of him.  Somebody
nice will adopt both of you eventually.”

“Nobody ever comes to adopt us anymore.”
“Well I’ll make sure the police take you somewhere where you can

get adopted.  It’s a shame for a young girl like you, and a little baby
like Jimmy not to have a family.”

I wiped the tears from my eyes as I looked up to her.
“I don’t wanna get adopted by people who will forget about me,

and then feed me mashed potatoes when they remember me.”
Edith chuckled again.
“Beth, I’ll tell you what I can do for you two.  My daughter and

her husband don’t  have children right now, and they’re not  sure if
they’ll be able to.  I’ll try to talk them into the adoption process.  If
they agree to it, I’ll  send them to your shelter.  I’m sure you’ll  like
them.”

“Will  they  feed  me  pancakes  for  breakfast?   My  mom used  to
always make me pancakes.”

“I’m sure they’ll make pancakes for you.”
My  stomach  started  to  growl.   I  really  wanted  pancakes  now.

Pancakes would’ve been my heaven.
“Okay,” I said to her.  “I’ll go back.”
I rested my head against her shoulder and closed my eyes.  She

continued to rub my head, as I let my arms fall to my side.  A short
moment later I had fallen asleep.

* * *
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Jimmy closed the book after reading the last word.  His thoughts
ran wild from information overload, but he had no idea what to think.
Since he was a kid, he knew that he and his sister were adopted, but he
never really knew the details.  Somehow he had gotten it into his head
all  these years that  they were just  like any other  orphaned children,
plucked from a foster home and placed into a family to take care of
them.  It never came to his attention that the only reason why he even
had this home or this family to begin with was because his sister was
overly impulsive.   He sat  down on his desk to  gather  his  thoughts.
Maybe it was just fiction in disguise.

The mover returned to grab the next box.  He had already taken a
couple others while Jimmy was reading, but he stopped when he saw
that Jimmy had finished.

“So what did you think of the story?” asked the mover.
“I think I need to ask my mom if this is true.”
Jimmy slid off the desk and called out to his mother.  After slowly

trudging down the stairs, thinking about what he was going to ask, he
found her in the kitchen making a loaf of bread’s worth of sandwiches.
He stood in the doorway as she took a mustard bottle and squirted a
squiggly line of the condiment across the sandwich chain.

“Mom,” he said.
She turned around and smiled.
“Yes?”
He held up the book and showed her the story.
“Am I in this house because Beth found me in a gutter?”
His mom set the mustard down as her face shifted its skin tone to

something a little paler.  She rubbed her hands across her apron.
“Well you’re here because your father and I adopted you, which

you already know, but…”
“But you found me because I happened to be floating a few feet

away from grandma’s front door.  Is that what I’m reading here?”
His mom nodded, though she did so awkwardly.
“That sounds about right,” she said, nervously returning her focus

back to the sandwiches.
Jimmy slammed the book shut and dropped it to the floor.
“My real parents left me to die in the freakin’ street?”
She took a butter knife and spread the mustard evenly.  Her elbows

shook in the process.
“Wow, that’s a question I started to think that you would never

ask.”
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“They left me to die?” he repeated with a bit of saliva in his throat.
“None of us knew the whole story about why you were out there,

Jimmy.  And finding out wasn’t as much of a priority to us at the time
as was the need to get you kids into a home.  Granted, we tried to
investigate  it  shortly after  that  night,  but  we left  it  primarily in  the
police’s hands.  Unfortunately they never did discover the truth.”

“So I was just abandoned and that was it?”
His mom set the butter knife down and turned around.
“No that wasn’t just it,” she said.  “Yes, your sister found you in a

gutter, that much is true, but we don’t know why you were there.  Your
real mother could’ve been a scared teenager for all we know.  Maybe
she knew that someone more suitable than her to take care of you would
find you.  And if that was the case, then she was right.  We found you,
didn’t we?”

Jimmy’s mind raced with questions, but he wasn’t quite sure what
to ask next.  Stories crossed his attention all the time about children
being given up for adoption, which he was totally content with if that
was the truth behind his story.  It was certainly something that he could
accept at least.  But flat out abandonment to a rainy storm gutter in the
heart of a big city was not something that he was ready to swallow.  His
mother came over and embraced him.

“I’m sorry if you’re upset about this,” she said.
Jimmy broke away from his mother’s embrace and walked to the

stairway to sit on the first step to let reality sink in.  His mother stared at
him for  just  a  moment,  getting ready to say something else,  but she
chose to stay silent.  The one thing that never failed about her was that
she knew exactly when not to speak anymore.   It was the thing that
separated her from other people’s parents.  Instead her mouth twitched
and she disappeared back into the kitchen.

A minute later the mover came down, practically tripping over him.
The box he carried stumbled out of his hand and fell onto the floor.

“Whoa, kid,” he said.  “Park it somewhere else.”
Jimmy covered his head to protect himself from falling debris, but

uncovered it when he realized that nothing else was coming.
“Sorry,” he said.
He stood up and walked into the living room, where he sat down in

his favorite  chair.   It  was a  plush green piece  of furniture with low
armrests, low enough to serve as a secondary pillow for late nights.  He
often sat in the chair anytime he had to do a lot of thinking.  It was the
place where he sat  whenever he contemplated his future,  or  tried  to
make a tough decision, or needed to endure a breakup with a girlfriend.
But never in his eighteen years of life did he think he would have to sit
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here thinking about how differently his life could’ve been if an eight-
year-old girl hadn’t escaped an orphanage nearly two decades earlier.  It
tortured his mind to know that he could’ve been dead if not for that.

“Jimmy,” said his mom from the kitchen, “will you eat carrots with
your sandwiches?”

The other  thing about his mother that  never  failed was that  she
somehow knew exactly the best  and most seamless method to either
change the subject,  or  to distract  somebody from thinking about the
current subject.  Like knowing when to be silent, changing subjects was
her trademark.  Jimmy figured it was her way of suggesting that maybe
this didn’t have to be a big deal.

“Yes,” he said.  “Carrots will be fine.”
“Okay.”
But he wasn’t sure he was ready to make it a small deal.
“Mom, how come you guys never told me the real story about my

adoption?”
A moment passed without an answer.  He looked around the back

of the chair to see if she would answer him.
“Mom?”
She walked out of the kitchen holding a carrot in one hand and a

peeler in the other.
“Because we wanted to wait until you were ready to ask.”
He  dwelt  on  that  statement  a  moment.   After  all  the  various

responses  he  thought  he  would  get,  this  one  was  the  last  one  he
expected to actually hear.  Maybe that was her way of letting him know
that it was time to let it go.

“Oh, okay…” he said.
He rotated back to his normal thinking position and stared at the

television across the room.  It was nearly unbelievable to him that this
would be the last  time that he would need this chair  to  think about
things, or that television to stare at when he was done.  In just another
hour or two he would be on the road making for himself a new life as an
independent—something of which he seemed to have done once before.

“When did you think I would be ready to ask?” he yelled over his
shoulder.

A moment later Jimmy’s mom came out into the living room and
sat down in the chair across from him.

“Jimmy,” she said, “your father and I hoped that you would never
ask.  And we never expected Beth to write about it in her book either.
To be honest we thought that she would’ve eventually forgotten her life
as  an  orphan and  everything that  happened  during those  two years,
therefore allowing you to grow up as a normal child.  And until today it
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actually  worked.   But  she  didn’t  forget,  and  it  seems  that  nothing
escapes you, so here you are asking.  Therefore I think that now is the
time that you’re ready.”

His  mother’s  third  major  talent  was  to  spin  her  answers  to  a
person’s  question  by picking  out  the  most  convenient  element  of  a
given moment and using it  to shape her  response to best  reflect  the
subject of the question.  Or in this case, she used the present moment to
hide the fact that she didn’t have an answer.  It seemed that she often
had  to  resort  to  that  any  time  she  needed  to  protect  him.   He
remembered that she once gave him a similar type of answer back when
he asked her how his pet frog died a few years ago.

“Well can you tell me everything now?” he asked.  “I figure if I’m
gonna move out, I should at least know some of the secrets you’ve kept
from me.”

She looked partially across the room and partially at the ceiling,
taking in a deep breath in the process.  Once she got the air she needed,
she folded her hands and looked him in the eyes.  She paused a moment
before saying the next few words.

“Shall I start by telling you how your frog Hoppy really died?”
He nodded.
“That would be nice,” said Jimmy.
His mom’s fourth and final trick was that she always seemed to

know exactly  what  he  was  thinking  about,  and  knew how best  to
address his thoughts in a timely manner.  Therefore it should have been
no surprise that his sister’s book was brand new at the bookstore and
that his mother had just finished reading it the night before when she
left it on his desk to take a look for himself.  It was after all going to be
his last chance to read it for free.
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Short Story Commentaries

The following text you are about to read is my explanation of the
short stories featured in this volume.  Some of the information in the
coming pages include details  such as production dates and character
origins, as well as personal opinions about the works as a whole, or on
what I would like to have done differently if I had thought about it then.
So  if  you  enjoyed  what  you  just  finished  reading,  then  you  might
appreciate this appendix of notes and such.  If not, then feel free to
move on to the next section.

Rick Razorface: Detective’s Night Out

I wrote the original version of this story during my sophomore year
at Palm Beach Community College for a creative writing course.  It was
either September or October 1995 when I finished the first draft of the
story, which ran at around sixteen pages long (using 8½” x 11” paper).
Obviously, the assignment was to write a short story of any length, but
the  main guideline  was that  it  had  to  be  character-driven,  with one
requirement being that the main character possessed some sort of flaw.
Up until that point, all my stories had been primarily plot-driven, so to
create  a  story  revolving  around  a  character  not  only  seemed
challenging, it seemed boring.

From  the  point  of  view  of  a  kid  who  had  an  adventurous
imagination (even if taking real life adventures seemed unrealistic at the
time), writing anything where very little happened during the course of
an entire story seemed like a dull process, and I wanted to have nothing
to do with it.  So I tried to pull a fast one by taking a character that I
had created years earlier for a writing class in high school and thrust
him into an action-packed story of suspense where his “flaw” would get
the best of him.  The result was poor for the most part, but I learned in
the process that characters cannot be cheated of quality successfully.
They either work or they don’t, and this character in particular fell apart
on account of that poor quality.

To go back a little further in time, the character of Rick Razorface
originated during my junior year of high school for a class assignment
that  required  the  students  to  draft  up  commercial  advertisements  of
some sort.  During my brainstorming of the in-class project, I came up
with a character that modeled the traditional film noir detective who
always spoke in flashbacks, like Bogart, and mixed him with a detective
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of slightly more modern development (as far as movies went anyway)
named Dick Tracy.  With these two characters in mind, I created Rick
Razorface  (using  Bogart’s  voice  and  Tracy’s  look)  to  advertise  an
obscenely flavorless cereal brand called “Dirt Smackers Crunch,” and
used the first person perspective to convey the action.  It was only a
page long, but it got the point across, and his character showed up in
five more “installments” of the story to fulfill the requirements of future
assignments.  Unfortunately those assignments never made it out of the
classroom, so I cannot salvage them, but they ranged from the cereal
brand (which made a cameo at least one or two more times) to a famous
city  dumpster  called  the  “Mega Stink  2.”   Because  he  had  quickly
become one of my favorite characters of the time, it was no surprise that
he eventually made his way to the wonderful world of short stories.

Now my memory gets a  little  fuzzy when it  comes to the short
stories  that  predate  the  existence  of  “Detective’s  Night  Out,”  but  I
believe there have been one or  two other  Rick Razorface stories (at
least one of which was unrelated to anything educational) written before
this one.  I seem to recall the Mega Stink 2 having vanished in one of
the stories and that Rick’s mission was to find out what happened to it.
It was simple, clear cut, and relatively pointless, and thus forgettable.
But another story I wrote using Rick’s character was actually for an art
appreciation class.  The assignment was to search for a painting in our
textbook and write a story about what was happening in the picture.  I
chose Edouard Manet’s “Luncheon on the Grass” because frankly it
made absolutely no sense to me and I had to write about it.  For those
who haven’t seen the painting, it features two bearded guys sitting in
the park having a relaxing picnic with two women.  The guy on the
right appears to be engaged in telling a story of some sort, while the guy
on the left looks as if his attention had been temporarily diverted away
from the storyteller to look at the “cameraman.”  The woman in the
background  is  focused  on  something  on  the  ground,  completely
oblivious  to  the  other  people  around  her,  while  the  woman  in  the
foreground  sits  beside  the  two  gentlemen,  also  looking  at  the
“cameraman,” but relaxed…and naked.  Because I had absolutely no
idea why the artist painted the woman naked, I sent Rick Razorface into
the painting to uncover the mystery.  And yes, it was about as funny and
ridiculous as it sounds.  Unfortunately I’m not sure if I still have it or
not, and to be honest I had completely forgotten of its existence until
just now.  But if I find it, I may feature it in a future volume…possibly.
The story was absurd, but then again, so was the painting.

Now this  would probably be  a  good  time to  mention that  Rick
Razorface has been one of my most challenging characters to write so
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far.  Up until now, none of his stories ever really worked out very well.
Part of the problem was that the first person perspective often got in the
way of telling the story in a manner that I could handle.  But I also
struggled with the fact that I really didn’t know detectives very well,
and to write about one was often frustrating.  In the past I ignored this
problem because I never really intended anyone to read his stories, so I
just had fun with the plot lines and tucked them into the archives when
they were finished.  But when it  came time to write  it  for a college
course, I realized that my ability to tell his story actually mattered, and I
felt like I had nowhere to take him.  When the instructor made it clear
that he had to have a weakness, I really had no idea what to give him, so
I chose claustrophobia and thought that it was a detail that might sell
the readers.   But the only way to  make claustrophobia a worthwhile
weakness was to put him in a situation that required him to be in an
enclosed location,  so I  had him abducted by the villain of the story
(which was solely Johnny Partridge back then) and locked in a safe,
where the villain tormented him mentally.  Believe it or not that almost
worked, but once again the first person perspective (in present tense)
really came across badly, so the story never got the punch that I would
like to have given it.

And that’s the way the story sat for several years.  I eventually tried
to  convert  it  into  a  feature-length  screenplay,  but  like  every  other
incarnation  of  Rick  Razorface  since  the  high  school  days,  it  failed.
Most of my scripts took me two months or less to write, but this one
took me a year-and-a-half.  And the end result was a story that I still
can’t read without getting bored.  So needless to say Rick Razorface
was a character that I often wondered if I could ever get to work.

Finally last summer (2003), when a handful of people (which you
may be one of them) wanted to see some of my stuff, I realized that I
needed to update all of the old stories that misrepresented my current
skills  to  better  reflect  where  I’m at,  so  I  undertook  the  mission  to
rewrite the original story from scratch.  The first order of business was
to finally do away with the first person perspective because it was just
not helping the action side of the story out at all.  The second order was
to  redefine  who  Rick  Razorface  was,  so  I  removed  his  fake
claustrophobia  weakness  (which  would’ve  made  the  soda  fountain
sequence  more unrealistic  than it  is  already),  and  turned  him into a
“conspiracy  theorist”  instead.   I  think  it  makes  him  a  little  more
interesting  anyway.   The  third  order  was  to  toss  out  the  original
sequence of events and allow for Rick to do his own thing his own way.
Everything else I tried to keep intact from the older version, as well as
mix in a  few elements that I  liked about the screenplay (namely the
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client who hired him as an act of revenge).  The result in my opinion is
that it is much improved, and possibly even up to par with the way that
I would like to portray his character.

Like all the other Rick Razorface stories, I still have my doubts
about whether or not this one works, but I think it has come a long way
since those past incarnations, so I’m happy with it for the most part.  I
was a bit surprised to see how long it had gotten (the other version was
after all only sixteen pages), but the length didn’t matter once I knew
that  I  didn’t  have  to  touch it  again.   And the  whole  soda  fountain
sequence  was  a  challenge  because  I  wrestled  with  the  question  of
whether or not the story needed it, but I decided to run with it anyway
because I needed something to happen in the restaurant that would force
the hero to flee.  Again, it worked out okay in my opinion, but I still
think the whole structure of the story is questionable.  All in all this
rewrite  reminded  me  of  just  how  difficult  this  character  was  to
construct, so I was relieved when I wrote the final word.

So that’s the story’s origins for the most part.  I would possibly like
to try and do another story with him in the future, but I really couldn’t
say when, or what it will be about specifically.  I had my dreams of
making him a  recurring character  like James Bond,  but  the  difficult
reality of just one story had flushed that dream down the toilet, so I
suppose I’ll have to monitor my interest down the road.  I guess it’s safe
to say that there won’t be a sequel too soon.

Sweat of the Nomad

Like  “Detective’s  Night  Out,”  this  story  originated  during  Fall
1995 for my sophomore level creative writing class, but not under the
same conditions as the previous story.  This one was actually written for
an Honors packet that my instructor sponsored, so it was my attempt to
get honors credit for the course (which to this day I’m not sure if I got it
or  not).   After  having  my experience  in  the  last  story with writing
through character, rather than plot, I decided that this was the best time
to see if I had learned anything, so I created a character that I knew
would have to stand above plot.  That’s when I had an idea to stick a
homeless man in the middle of a city on the hottest day in history.  I
thought if that didn’t spell character, then nothing did.

The original version began very similarly to the current version in
that Jamie, the main character, crouched under a box in the middle of
an alley while a nearby thermometer rose up to 132° F, burning anyone
unfortunate enough to be outside alive.  In that first scene we meet up
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with Tiger the cat and learn of Jamie’s past through an incredibly dry
and sentimental conversation that he has with the cat.  The past we learn
of consists of a suburban home that Jamie and his wife were “evicted”
from when an arsonist in purple clothing came in the middle of the
night to burn it down.  In his flight he got separated from his wife and
hadn’t seen her since.  Without a home to return to, he ended up in the
street where he was forced to fend for himself.  So far the plot may
seem a little more interesting than the one that the rewrite has to offer,
but it got worse.

Part of the problem was that in 1995, I hadn’t managed to detach
myself from plot very well.  I had this great idea for a character, but I
really  didn’t  know what  to  do  with  him,  so  I  concentrated  on  the
environment and the action a little more than I concentrated on him.
This led to some fairly uncomfortable atmospheric descriptions of heat,
compounded by sweaty people, broken air conditioners, and a burning
city.  From there I had to figure out how Jamie was supposed to deal
with this moment of extreme discomfort, so I gave him a plot line that
led him to a note, which led him to a building, which led him to a gang
war, which led him to a mystery, which led him to find his wife—all
with the cat in tow.  When I finally finished the story, I realized that it
was  the  best  thing  I  had  written  to  date.   And  that  was  a  bitter
realization because the only strength I had given it was atmosphere.

Looking back I used to think that it was worth reading, but now the
old version is just painful to sit through.  When I came to the decision
to rewrite it a couple months ago, I knew that I wanted to keep a lot of
the old themes intact, and maybe even possibly keep the whole story as
was, but with better lines.  But after rereading the first two pages, and
then rereading them again, I realized that it was in desperate need of a
rewrite  from scratch  (like  Rick  Razorface),  so  I  went  back  to  the
drawing board to see how I could reconstruct this character.  It was in
that phase that he became a business heir who went broke.

One of the major  flaws of the original version was that it didn’t
have much of a purpose.  Everything happened in a snowball effect and
Jamie just happened to ride it until the last sequence when he decided to
go find his wife.  Granted, a lot of my stories risk taking this same path
since I  rarely plan ahead in  writing them (I  didn’t know Jamie was
artistic or that his wife loved horses until  I  painted the inside of his
crate  with a sketch mural  of a  woman in a  pasture),  but this one in
particular  reaped the negative side of that risk.   I  think anyone who
reads the old version now will probably find it a bit unpredictable or at
least  random,  and  that  doesn’t  really  help  a  story’s  direction  or
credibility very well.  So I attempted to give it more cohesion in this
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version.  That was essentially my reason for eliminating a lot of the
plot-heavy elements featured in the first version like the gang war and
the burning city (which was a result of one gang trying to place blame
on their pyromaniac enemies).  On the downside, cutting some of those
elements meant pigeonholing the character into just a few scenes that
may or may not have been exciting, but it kept him from getting lost in
a state of confusion.  So I think it worked for the most part.

Because I wanted Jamie to have a purpose, I decided to run with a
theme that I myself have been dealing with throughout most of 2003,
and that was the theme of being a man.  I thought that this character was
out on the street because he ran from the life that he didn’t realize he
could have, and I wanted to give him a chance to look his fears in the
eye and do what he could to fight them, so I did my best to set him up
for that.  The character of Henry was created primarily to challenge that
weakness of Jamie’s, and partly to guide him when he wasn’t sure how
to do it.  I guess it was my way of saying that a man can still be a man
even when he needs a little bit of help to discover how to become one.

The building fire was the physical manifestation of that symbolic
drive for Jamie to become a man.  Since fires are typically used as a
method of trial and purification, I thought why not put Jamie through
one.  I figured that the city fire was one of the uncomfortable charms of
the original version, and to leave any type of fire out of the new version
would’ve been an injustice to the story, so I thought that I could take
advantage of the building fire as both a tribute and a symbol to Jamie’s
purpose.  And from what I can tell, I think it worked.

And for those who are wondering why the original story even had a
city fire, it was because at the time I couldn’t think of anything darker
or more uncomfortable than a raging fire that burns out of control on
the  hottest  day in  a  city’s history.   Essentially,  you can’t  be  inside
because  you’ll  get  burned,  and  you can’t  be  outside  because  you’ll
dehydrate, and thus you can’t really be anywhere, and that’s just a bad
place to be.

So that’s more or less the behind-the-scenes details of “Sweat of
the Nomad.”  The original version was only fourteen pages long, so I
definitely  went  a  bit  overboard  on  the  rewrite  in  the  word  length
department.  It was a fun one to write though, so I’m not complaining.

Hopefully you enjoyed it.
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One Alone, One Forgotten

Well, the ironic thing about this story is that the title more or less
sums up the way I feel about it.  I never intended for it to adapt to its
namesake, but the truth is that when I go through a mental account of
the short stories I’ve written, I almost always forget about this one, so
maybe I should’ve titled it something different.  Oh well.

The deep dark truth about this story is that I cannot read it without
laughing.  Anytime that I even make the attempt, the first thought that
goes through my head is, “did I really write this?”  The main character
is  whiny,  the  story is  sappy,  and  frankly I  don’t  know what  I  was
thinking when I  wrote it.   But I  will  attempt to  uncover the hidden
mysteries anyway of why it’s one of my least favorite stories since my
pre-Volume 1 days.

I wrote the story in October-November 1998 for a university-level
creative writing course to fulfill the short story segment of the syllabus.
As a requirement for the class, we had to spend a week or so developing
our characters through a fact chart and then do our best to plant that
character into some form of short story.  My response to the project was
to create a guy named William Salinger who was wealthy, but had a
problem.  And I would recount that problem if I could remember the
details  of the fact chart,  but it  was more than five years ago, so my
memory is faded.  The story suggests that his problem is related to the
letter that was given to him earlier, but I suppose that’s implied.

It had been three years since I last wrote a short story, so I was a bit
rusty  when  it  came  time  to  type  it  out.   But  one  factor  that  I
remembered  from  my  earlier  run  at  short  fiction  writing  was  that
character had to come before plot.  And that was the thing that more or
less buried this story.  In the past I had been known to write stories that
were  all  plot  and  no  character,  so  “Sweat  of  the  Nomad”  was  my
attempt to marry the two together.  But spending three years away from
the short story format had somehow pushed my equilibrium off, and I
ended  up  writing  a  piece  that  was  all  character  and  no  plot.   My
instructor even managed to point out that detail by stating to the whole
class that the story was “fourteen pages of nothing,” and I naturally felt
great about that.

Now I really can’t remember why I focused entirely on character
and setting in this story, but I think it had something to do with wanting
to  give drama a try.   I  wanted to  tell  the story of  a  guy who finds
friendship in the most unlikely of places, but looking back I’m not sure
why I got so sentimental with it.  I think I knew even back then that this
guy was a bit depressing, but that was my mood at the time.  1996 and
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1997 were two of the most emotionally difficult years of my life and
1998 followed as a year of transition for me—a transition that I wasn’t
entirely sure what to do with, so my personality was a bit up and down
in the optimistic and pessimistic senses.  Somehow I seem to recall this
character being a reflection of that, but looking back I think I may have
gone overboard with his presentation.

I guess this story was actually a reflection of a lot of things that I
had given my thoughts to  at  the  time.   Relational  dreams were  the
driving force of a lot of the materials I wrote during that season (most
of my screenplays from 1995-1998 reflected this).  And this story in
particular was a projection of such concepts, like what I desired in a
woman (compassionate, caring, etc.) and what I hoped the beginnings
of  a  friendship  (and  whatever  else)  with  such  a  woman  could  be.
Unfortunately, the downside of writing in a case like this was that  I
often found a way to project myself into the story in such a way that no
one would actually take seriously, and that was more or less what I did
here.  I doubted myself in a lot of areas, and I took that doubt to an
extreme  by  creating  a  character  who  was  completely  oblivious  to
anything relating to confidence or security.  So I guess you could say
that this  character  in  particular  is  a  reminder  of how badly one can
project  himself in a  story if one’s outlook on life is  poor.   The end
result was the creation of a man that can only be pitied, and I’m not too
crazy about that.   Unfortunately I  never  had the desire  to  rewrite  it
because it’s  just  not  a  story I’m that  interested  in,  so I  left  it  in  its
original context, but cleaned it up for your reading pleasure.

So to sum up my conclusions, I guess I have a hard time reading
this  story without laughing because  I  just  think it’s  ridiculous.   For
those who actually found merit in the characters and the situation at
hand, then I’m glad I reached somebody.  But for all those who also
could not get through it without snickering, I can only say “sorry” or
“you’re welcome.”

And as far as that letter was concerned, I think it was going to be
my attempt at suspense, but the story never really went that direction, so
it became just another catalyst to make the main character afraid to do
anything.  Certainly not one of my finer moments in storytelling.

The Fallen Footwear

This story was written for a fiction class in February 1999, and was
yet another take on a relational story that I never actually experienced
firsthand,  but  figured  that  it  was  based  on  somebody’s  real  life
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circumstances somewhere, so I thought someone could identify with it.
When I sat down to write it, I began with an image that I remembered
seeing as a kid, and thought that it might be an interesting way to start a
story.  That image of course was that of a pair of shoes hanging from a
telephone wire, dangling out of reach from all that may want it.  The
nostalgic part of me thought “why not,” so I went with it.

From there I had to figure out who my characters were.  I knew that
I wanted to represent one of my oldest friends in this story (the guy who
consistently gives bad advice), so I made sure to include his personality
into the character of Shawn and get a good conflict in the process.  I
had actually created this character once before with a different name in
a  screenplay entitled  “Job  Hunt,”  and had so much fun writing that
character that I knew I wanted to give it another shot here.  So that was
more or less the purpose behind Shawn’s existence in the story.

Now obviously I like to put a little bit of myself into the characters
I write (as most writers do), so I tried to implement a few of my values
into Gary’s character.  Gary is not the kind of guy who wants to random
date (as much as his friend pressures him to give it a try), so I wanted to
put  him in  a  position  where  he  would  consider  compromising  that
value.  I figured that there wasn’t much conflict coming from any other
source, so I thought that this was the best place to establish it.  That was
essentially the purpose of the date, and the question of whether or not it
was worth it.  The end result of course was for him to realize that it
wasn’t worth it, and to let go of his relational conflicts entirely, which
not only kept his integrity intact, but also gave him a window to heal
from the wound he endured earlier.   And I’ll have to admit that I’m
happy with the outcome.  At least I think it worked.

And I guess that’s really all there is to comment about that.  
The shoes, as I stated before, began as an image of nostalgia, but it

became the frame for the story because I needed something to show that
Gary was willing to accept reality.  The wire was meant to be the device
to keep his acceptance out of reach, but the decision to keep the shoes
despite who gave them to him was the device to show that he wasn’t
going to throw his life away.  So that was more or less the purpose of
the footwear.

Ironically, the night that I finished the most recent revision (or it
may  have  been  the  following  night),  I  decided  to  take  one  of  my
nighttime walks down the street I live.  A few blocks away, I found a
nice pair of white tennis shoes lying in the street underneath a telephone
wire.  I set it by the curb of the nearby neighborhood to see if anyone
would claim them, but when the next night came and no one took them,
I did.  Now they’re sitting in the trunk of my car waiting to be taken to a
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church in South Florida to be donated.  I’m sure my discovery of the
shoes was completely unrelated to the details of this story, but I thought
it was interesting timing being that that was probably the last time that I
would actually touch this story.  I thought it was neat anyway.

So that’s really all there is to say about “The Fallen Footwear.”  It
was mostly an exercise in writing character,  dialogue, and the art of
letting go, and not in writing setting details or descriptive paragraphs.
Frankly, I like it.

Eve of Construction

Okay,  the  premise  for  this  story  was  essentially,  “what  would
happen if your punishment for a crime was to wear a construction cone
on your head for the rest of your life?”   The answer is  never really
given of course, but it left the reader something to think about at the end
of the last page.

…Okay, maybe it didn’t, but one can hope, right?
When I first thought about the nature of this story, I had gotten the

idea of the construction cone punishment from an old Denise Williams
song  called  “Let’s  Hear  it  for  the  Boy.”   The  video  of  the  song
portrayed a kid sitting on a stool with a dunce cap on his head, while
Denise sang about him.  Now why that image came back to me in the
Spring of 1999 I  have no idea,  but  I  thought why not make a road
construction cone the alternate for a dunce cap?  The character didn’t
have to  do  anything drastic  to  earn it.   He essentially needed to  be
caught doing something that the authorities deemed invaluable, or for
lack of a better term, stupid.  Granted in this present age, the concept of
spending one’s time painting a portrait of the one he loves is not exactly
stupid,  so  to  be  punished  for  it  is  absurd,  even  though  we  might
question the economical values of the painter if he takes off from work
to do it.  But fortunately the story takes place in a post-modern world
where  civilizations  are  crammed  into  isolated  cities,  and  where  the
government has the option to do whatever it wants because who will
challenge it?  So the idea of bringing punishment into the mix of non-
productivity could feasibly work.  Therefore the government makes a
decision  that  lack  of  productivity  is  “stupid,”  and  is  consequently
punishable by banishment.  And that’s where we pick up with our story.

Before I  get too deep in the discussion here, I  want to spend a
moment discussing where the idea for the setting came from.  Now I’m
not sure if I’m proud of this or not, but much of the settings here were
inspired by a Sylvester Stallone movie called “Judge Dredd.”  Even
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though the movie itself wasn’t the best thing ever captured on film, I
really liked  the  element  of  building an  entire  civilization  inside  the
walls of a huge city in the middle of a wasteland.  Granted the movie
takes the class system into account in its  development by separating
wealth from poverty by one’s position in altitude in the city, and this
story in no way mimics that.  But to be safe and secure means living
within the city walls, and to be banished is to be denied life essentially.
I  think the movie tried to communicate that concept to some degree,
and I know that I tried to communicate that in this story as well.  In the
movie, one of Stallone’s mentors is banished from the city with honor.
Those who banished him left him with a huge gun to fend for himself
out in the desert.  Now picture this for a moment: an old guy standing
outside the iron gates of a huge city with a giant gun in his hand, getting
sandblasted by a desert sandstorm, with his cloak flapping in the breeze
—it’s quite  the  sight,  isn’t  it?   That  was more  or  less  the  image I
thought of when I  first started writing this story.  Now, I’ll  have to
admit  that the plot  line was actually planned a little before I started
writing it, so this story wasn’t completely random, but I did think of the
image of banishment when I wrote the first paragraph, so that’s more or
less where that opening scene came from.

Now as I just stated, this story was in my mind before I started
writing it.  The fact of the matter was that I had written two relational
issue stories in a row and thought that it would be nice to get away from
the familiar element that those two stories brought for a change.  Figure
the first  of  the two stories  placed  the character  inside  a  diner  for  a
majority of  the story.   The  second placed the main character  in  the
suburbs and other popular Saturday night destinations.  For this story I
wanted to flex my creative muscles a bit by getting the character out of
the norm, so I placed him in the one place that both fascinates me and
frightens me—the desert.  I think all the Judge Dredd imagery came to
mind after  I  had made this decision.  It  was somewhere in the idea
development that I asked the question of what would happen if a person
were required to wear a construction cone on his head.  Being that it
was a concept that was too outrageous to ever see come to reality, I
figured that it couldn’t hurt to see what it would look like on paper.  So
that’s more or less why the character is stuck wearing a construction
cone on his head.

Another factor about story writing that has fascinated me since day
one is the creation of names and locations within a world.  I’m the type
of person who finds the most enjoyable part about creating a story to be
what I’ll title it and what the character names will be.  For the title of
this story, I thought it would be cool to take the polar opposite of a
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name that had already been given to various other established projects
—that name being “Eve of Destruction,” and see what I could do with
it.  And I’ll admit that the title I chose really doesn’t make a whole lot
of sense in context to the story, but I’m still fond of it for what it is, so it
works for me.  Another name feature that I chose to run with pretty far
was the concept of giving each major location a title, like the City of
Guardians or the Tower of Legends.  I chose to go this route instead of
just calling it Guardian City or Legend Tower because something about
the word “of’ as a middle name makes a place feel a bit like a place of
fantasy, and that was my primary goal with the atmosphere of this story.
I didn’t want some dry run-of-the-mill setting that would be forgotten
the  moment  the  story  is  finished.   I  wanted  to  place  the  reader  in
another world,  and I  figured that giving the locations these types of
names would help in accomplishing that.  No one has ever told me if it
works for him or her, but it does for me so I’m satisfied.

The  names  of  the  characters  themselves  took  on  a  different
meaning for me than just to simply add them to the fantastical feel.  On
the contrary I intended the characters to have normal names in order to
leave the reader feeling a bit like a fish out of water.  It isn’t often that
you would find the outcast of a huge city, destined to wander the desert
wastelands  for  the  rest  of  his  life,  to  have  such a  normal  name  as
Kenny.  When I think of desert nomads, I think of the name Max, or
Dustin, or Spike, or something that’s just gritty in nature.  I don’t think
of a guy who probably rode a red bicycle when he was a kid.  And the
cloaked guardian of the desert?  Never, and I mean never will you find
a mysterious character like that having “Steve” written on his nametag.
Again, I think it helps in unsettling the reader a bit by placing that bit of
familiarity into a realm of uncertainty.  Of course, there still has to be a
mysterious character in the mix that truly leaves the reader unsettled, so
that was the purpose of “the Vulture,” rather than “Ricky.”

The name of Kenny’s fiancée had a slightly different purpose than
what I gave the others.  I thought that this woman should’ve been a bit
on the fantastical side in her own right, so I decided to give her a name
that might reflect that.  I made up a name that at the time I thought was
original; giving it a ring that sounded like it belonged to a princess.  But
I never realized that it was in fact a real name.  I just thought the letters
worked well together as a unit and ran with it.  It was about a year later
when I found out that the name “Rena” wasn’t so fantastical after all.
Oh well, even after that it still stood out a little better than “Jane” did,
so I kept it.

The  dream  sequences  that  Kenny  has  are  perhaps  the  most
important  part  of the story in  my opinion.   They give the character
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something to fight for, instead of just giving up and accepting his fate.
But these dreams were not just randomly generated incidences that I
thought up at the last minute, thinking that they would look cool on
paper.  The dream that Kenny has throughout the story is based in part
on a dream that I had myself about a month earlier.

I met a girl in 1998 that I really liked.  I wasn’t sure if I would ever
have a chance in pursuing her because she was already with someone
else at the time (highly common story actually), but I still had my hopes
because…well  I’m not  really  sure  why.  But  needless  to  say I  was
happy to get to know her anyway because she was just that cool.  About
a  year  after  I  met  her  (and  had  consequently  developed  reasonably
strong feelings for her), I had this particular dream of a dual fruit tree
that at the time I took to be symbolic of something that I hoped for in
the future.  The dream in a nutshell involved me sitting in my backyard
under the orange tree  (the one of the house I  grew up in),  with her
coming outside  to  join  me.   Except  the  weird  thing was that  there
weren’t any oranges on the tree.  They were apples.  As she came out to
join me, we sat there enjoying the visit as friends, but then something
strange happened.  Those oranges that were initially missing from the
tree started to bloom next to the apples.  Shortly thereafter, the apples
fell,  leaving only the oranges on the tree (which was the way it  was
supposed to be in the first place, since it was in fact an orange tree).
When I looked back at my friend, she was wearing a wedding gown,
and for a guy who hadn’t really been certain of my heart about anybody
before  she  came  along,  that  was  quite  the  dream  to  have.   So  I
immortalized  it  on  paper  to  commemorate  it  in  a  slightly  more
interesting scenario (my backyard is not nearly as exciting as a huge
field with a flowing river cutting through it, and my orange tree was not
very big), all the while hoping that the dream was a symbol of things
that would come someday.

Unfortunately, however, they didn’t come.  I found out from her a
few years  later  that  she didn’t have an interest  in  me, so the dream
turned out to be just a dream.  The fortunate side was that it  didn’t
change Kenny’s story any, but mine didn’t pan out the way that I hoped
it would.  But it was okay in the end because we’re still friends and for
all I know that could’ve been the best outcome of my own story, so I’m
not complaining.  Sadly though, the orange tree had to be cut down a
few years  ago  due  to  old  age,  and  it  was too  bad  because  I  liked
climbing that tree as a kid.  I had even found a good reading branch
about halfway up the trunk.  Now it’s a stump with a new tree budding,
and a bunch of plants surrounding it.   It’s got a bird feeder hanging
there now too.
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So that’s the behind-the-scenes look at “Eve of Construction.”  I’m
considering the possibility of writing a novelized trilogy someday with
this one being the middle story, so we’ll see what happens with that.
But until then, it has to be enjoyed as a single unit, so hopefully you
enjoyed it.

Gutter Child

The inspiration for this story was essentially the same thing that
inspired the last one—I wanted to try something different.  The spring
semester was ending, and I still had one more short story to write for
my fiction class (making for a total of three), so in April 1999, I came
up with the idea of showing an eight-year-old orphan runaway taking
care of an abandoned infant because I haven’t really seen it done yet.
This isn’t to say that it hadn’t been done before, but that I haven’t seen
it done, so I decided to give it a try.

I remember this being one of those story lines that I had generated
in my head for several weeks before actually writing it.  The concept of
a child acting mother  to  another child had a ring of innocence in a
stained world to me, and in my mind I thought it could possibly work.
The title came to me while I was driving, which I suppose is the best
time of day to think of gutters and such.  When the road is on your
mind, at least a handful of the things you think about are slightly road-
related, so it all adds up.  So when the time finally came to write it, I
finalized my decision on the perspective.

Now it  is  vitally  important  that  I  point  out  the  nature  of  the
structure of this story.  As you have seen (providing you didn’t skip
over the story), it begins with the character of Jimmy preparing to move
out of  the  house to  start  college.   Pretty  standard  fare  opening, I’ll
admit.  As the story continues, he grows impatient with the mover, feels
invaded by his mother’s worrying, and distracted by his grandmother’s
phone call.  Finally, the story shifts when he takes a break to find out
what this “gutter child” business is all about, only to discover that he
wasn’t given up for adoption, but rather thrown away into the gutter as
an infant.  Takes a bit of a dark turn, doesn’t it?  The rest of the story is
about him trying to accept the truth and to get on with his life.

It  was  highly  important  for  me  to  mention  the  nature  of  the
structure because none of this plot line of Jimmy’s post-adolescent life
existed  before  last  Wednesday.   Prior  to  the  most  recent
rewrite/revision, the story was entirely about Beth and her discovery of
the  gutter  child,  and  pretty  much  everything  that  you  read  in  the
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italicized font.  And that was it.  An early draft of the story played with
the idea of Beth reminiscing about this moment of her life as an adult,
but it was later dropped to keep everything more immediate.  And that
was the way it stayed for nearly five years.

But the thing that bothered me about this story since the first day I
started it  was that  no matter  how well  I  managed to  portray Beth’s
character, nothing was going to change the fact that I (as an adult man)
had  absolutely  no  business  writing  a  story  from  the  first  person
perspective of an eight-year-old girl.  The fact of the matter is that I’m
not a girl, I’ve never been a girl, and have no desire to ever become a
girl, so this was not the most credible way to write this tale.  I think the
problem  here  is  not  so  much  that  I  cannot  make  the  perspective
believable because all of us are after all at least half woman, but rather
that no matter how well the character comes across, nothing is going to
change the fact that a male name is written underneath the title, and any
time a reader sees the word “I,” he or she is going to naturally associate
that “I” with the gender of the writer.  Therefore, no matter how well
the story may have worked; it just wasn’t working for me.  So I finally
decided on a solution to fix that, and that of course was to frame the
original story with something more akin to my gender.  So that’s why
Jimmy is going off to college.

Because the frame was a last minute decision, very little if any of it
was planned.  I had actually considered the possibility of Jimmy coming
across the book while perusing the attic for additional things he may
have needed, but decided as the story progressed that it was better to
have it on the desk where the mover could be even more conflicting
than he started out.  It also showed Jimmy’s character a little better in
that his neglect to read his sister’s books revealed that he had taken his
life for granted.  At least that’s the way I see it.  The ending of the story
with all  of his mother’s mind tricks coming to  light  was also a  last
minute decision that came as I wrote it.  I hadn’t planned on making the
book’s presence on Jimmy’s desk to be the catalyst to end the story, but
as I wrote on I saw that it was the best method I had.  The fact of the
matter was that I really didn’t know how to end the story because the
circumstances could’ve feasibly gone on and on forever without ever
really  resolving  anything.   As  I  started  to  write  beyond  the
confrontation between Jimmy and his adoptive mother, it dawned on me
that I didn’t have to keep the story going.  I realized that the best place
to end it was to show that his mother was ready for him to know the
truth, and that she knew that her setting him up to question her would
work.   So  that’s  essentially why it  ends where  it  ends.   As of  this
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writing, no one has seen the new story frame or even knows it’s there,
so I’m not yet certain if it works.  But I’m hopeful at least.

If for any reason you read through this and felt like the frame was
useless, then feel free to go back and reread the italicized story as an
individual unit.  That was, after all, the entire story for well over four
years.

In Conclusion:

So that more or less sums up my comments about the short story
section of Volume 1.   As you can see, my memory had gotten a bit
fuzzy over the years, but I tried to keep my account of the writings as
accurate as possible.  Figure that all of these have received rewrites on
some levels within the last three months, so my memory in that respect
is fresh.  But for all those stale years that have passed since the first
drafts, I have forgotten a lot, so I apologize for this section not being
more comprehensive.  Hopefully you’ve learned at least some of the
highlights from the writing process.

And with that, thanks again for reading.  Stay tuned for the next
segment.

—Jeremy
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Introduction

Well,  you  finally  made  it  through  the  long-winded  short  story
section of Volume 1 (or you skipped it), so here you are staring at the
introduction page for the flash fiction section.  You may be wondering
what this section is all about.  If you are, then my explanation is that it
is  simply  about  short  stories  that  are  much  shorter  than  traditional
shorts.  You could probably also call them short shorts, as long as you
don’t  sing  the  song  about  wearing short  shorts.   And that’s  it  in  a
nutshell.

Every story featured in this flash fiction section, like the section
before  it,  was  written  as  a  class  assignment  for  my UCF  Creative
Writing course in Fall 1998 and my Fiction Writing course in Spring
1999.  More specifically, these entries were given as writing exercises
to spurn creativity and to develop character and situational ideas for
more serious works.  If any of the following stories in your opinion do
not seem to go anywhere, keep in mind that there was a reason for that,
depending  on  the  specific  assignment,  so  don’t  feel  bad  if  you  get
confused somewhere in the process of reading them.

Like the last section, I will also record a commentary for each work
at the end of the section.  I can guarantee that my entries won’t be as
long as the ones I wrote for the short story commentaries since there
isn’t a whole lot to say about them.  But I will at least do my best to
recall what the specific assignments were that they were each written
for.

So without delaying your reading enjoyment any further, feel free
to  turn the page and  experience the ecstasy of  the first  flash fiction
piece entitled, “Bob’s Dog Day.”

Enjoy.

—Jeremy
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Bob’s Dog Day

The day was like any other for most of the shoppers at the local
Publix supermarket.  People trudged around the aisles, pushing wobbly
metal carriages full of groceries, trying to find the next hot item on their
list.   Mothers yelled at  kids  for  ripping cookies  off the shelves and
eating them, feeling guilty afterward for putting the half-eaten carton
back and slapping the child’s hand for doing the wrong thing.  Hungry
college students  wandered around the frozen food  aisles,  hoping the
frozen pizzas were still four boxes for five dollars.  Old people were
thrilled that they could even find the store through the limitations of
their thick foggy bifocals.  The atmosphere was bright for many of these
shoppers  because they knew they had great places to  return to  after
leaving  the  store.   However,  as  there  seemed  to  be  in  all  public
circumstances  far  and  wide,  one  shopper  did  not  share  in  the  same
pleasures that the other patrons were happily able to share in.  And his
name was Bob.

Bob was a tall  man who loved dogs.   He was a  dog trainer  by
profession, so he learned to really appreciate their usefulness and their
nature.  Most dogs generally took an extreme trust to him, for he really
treated them with dignity.  And sure, the little yappy dogs typically got
on his nerves, as they did for a lot of people, but the big growlers were
close to his heart.  It was indeed his pleasure to make sure that he gave
them the best in food quality he could find, in effect turning them into
genuinely healthy creatures.   So  normally his  experience in  the  dog
food aisle would be special and exciting for him, picking the best of the
best for the best.  But this time the experience had taken an awful turn.
Although he physically hunted down good dog food  for  his trusting
German Shepherd, his mind was far from thinking about dogs that day.

“I thought I gave you everything, Bonnie,” he thought, as he tossed
some Alpo into his shopping cart.  “Why would you do this to me?”

Bob pushed the cart down the aisle, not knowing what to do with
his  situation.   He  always  thought  his  wife  would  be  there  forever,
happily providing what she once said she would always give.  He didn’t
think the  marital  split-up statistic  would ever  actually apply to  him.
Certainly the presence  of  kids  who were dependent on both parents
would  consummate  the  marriage  long  enough  to  hold  it  together
forever.  But his wife proved to him the hard way the human folly of
losing trust in a spouse.  She made her motives of abandonment unclear
to him, but he knew he could’ve prevented his inevitable future if he
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had acted differently.  If only he had managed to defeat his gambling
problem once and for all, then maybe she would’ve stayed.

“You know I was getting better,” his mind blurted, as he beat his
forehead  into  submission.   “You know that  time  was the  important
factor.  Why didn’t you just wait?  The kids were willing to wait.  The
dog knows how to wait.  Why couldn’t you just wait?”

Bob  shoved  the  shopping cart  into  the  shelf,  causing the  metal
plating to tremor.  As a result a few cans of dog food fell over from the
impact.  At first his instinct told him to reach down and grab the cans
before they got away, but he just stood there speechless as he watched
them roll along the floor.  A middle-aged shopper down near the end of
the aisle shook her head as she watched him stare into oblivion, doing
nothing to help.  What he really wanted was to shove the cart through
the glass door because that would be more than enough destruction to
appease his feelings.  But Bob was never one to demonstrate any real
aggression,  certainly  none  that  would  justify  the  consequences  of
shoving a cart through a plate of glass.  So he wasn’t ready to do it now.

The middle-aged shopper at the end of the aisle slowly pushed her
cart toward him.  With contempt she eyed the cans of dog food as she
progressed on her journey.  He turned his head to face her as her eyes
deeply studied the labels of the cans on the shelf.  His eyes narrowed at
her.

“Are you gonna bail out on your man too, you shrew?” he asked
her.

The woman looked at him briefly, but didn’t say a word.  Instead
she turned the other way and headed back down the aisle, disappearing
around the corner.   Bob stood there staring at emptiness,  wondering
why he deserved such a response.  Realizing that there was nothing he
could do to change the matter at hand, he picked the cans of dog food
off  the  floor  and  set  them back  onto  the  shelf.   At  least  that  way
something in the world around him could be as it was intended to be.
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Fred’s Foul Love
After too many long hours of business, the night had finally come

to a close at the local Publix supermarket.  The employees were ready
to kick everyone out as the clock ticked ever so close to closing time.
The checkout counters shut down as the last remnants of shoppers filed
out of the incredibly slow automatic glass doors.  Everyone was happy
to end the long day, but not everyone was secure about his plans for the
rest of the evening.

Fred, sweaty and degenerate, staggered through the alcohol aisle,
staring lustfully at each bottle of beer, wine, and whiskey that the store
had to offer.  He stared and stared at the long-necked beverage bottles,
salivating at the thought of slowly losing consciousness.  The more he
faced his beautiful  temptation to  spend another  night alone  with his
drink in a dingy alley, the more the vicious thought came that he was
broke.  He had already spent his last dime at the local bar, but his fix
wasn’t even remotely finished that evening.  The bartender told him to
leave early because he had too much to drink already, but he needed
more to complete his state of mind.  So now he didn’t know what to do.

One of the supermarket employees walked down the aisle carrying
a large sweeper with him.  Dust, dirt, and trash scurried along the floor
as he pushed the big sweeper along the aisle.  Fred’s temples poured
forth his delirium as the employee came closer.

Fred’s mind had entered a wash cycle.  He wanted some wine so
very badly, but this particular employee looked at him funny.  He was
never the type of man who took other people’s opinions about him too
well, so all he could do was curse this skinny kid as he came ever so
close to his territory.

“Why don’t you get a real job?” he screamed, as the employee got
within five feet.  “All you people are the same.  Think you’re so special
‘cause you gotta job?  I’ll show you.  I’ll show alla you!”

Fred reached for a bottle of wine and held it out in front of him.
The employee stopped in nervousness.

“You wanna fight me for this bottle, kid?”
“Actually, I just wanna go home soon,” said the employee.
“You think you’re so  smart,  do  you?  All  you do is  laugh and

laugh.  Well, I got feelings too, you dumb punk.  I’ll teach you a lesson
you’ll never forget.”

“I think you just did, sir.”  The employee tilted his hand over his
mouth and walked off.

“I’ll show all of you.  I’m not a man to be mocked.”
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He looked at  the bottle intimately.   The very redness called his
name out loud.

“Take me, Fred,” said the seductive bottle in a French woman’s
voice, “Take me, I’m yours forever, my love.”

“You’re mine forever  too,  baby,” he  said,  as  his tongue slowly
moved toward the lip of the bottle.  “I will never leave you, and you
will never leave me.  You’re my sugar mama.”

Fred looked around the store.  The menacing invisible eye of the
supermarket security cam spied his every action.  He vehemently gave
the big, dark sphere on the ceiling a glimpse of his wretched-looking
middle  finger.   Satisfied with his statement of  contempt,  he popped
open the bottle of wine and chugged it like a freight train.  The liquid
ran down his throat ever so smoothly, but his head wasn’t ready to deal
with the shock that followed.

He hiccuped as the half-emptied bottle  fell from his hand.  The
glass shattered into pieces far beyond repair.   The intoxicating liquid
flowed around his feet and under the shelf, no longer contained for him.
His consciousness flashed in and out as he stared at  his fallen love.
Tears began to flow from his eyes.

“I was ready to give you everything,” he shouted, as he bent over to
caress what was left of the bottle.  “Why’d you have to leave me so
soon?”

Like a child faced with losing a best friend forever, Fred clung to
what was left of the wine.  He got down on his hands and knees and
licked the drink off the floor.  As his tongue grazed the dusty surface to
lap up what was left, his whole body came down over the liquid.  He
tried desperately to  embrace what his clothes did not  soak up.  But
reality hit him in that no matter what he did, he would never again share
his love with this bottle of wine.  But something remarkable happened.
He realized that there were more bottles resting just above him.  In fact
there were many of them, so many in fact  that  they sung to  him in
chorus, all staring seductively at him with their dark exotic eyes.  As his
hand reached unsuccessfully toward the shelf, the store manager walked
around the corner with a copy of a videocassette in hand.  The bottles
laughed at him as the manager placed his hands on Fred’s shoulders and
jerked him to a standing position.



184 / Nomadic Souls

Indian River Oranges
After a week, the bag of Indian River oranges in my trunk began to

smell.
I had no idea what that meant.  I had never been to the Indian River

before, nor had I even heard of it until I smelt the oranges.  Frankly I
thought the Indian River was just some little backwater stream of, well,
back water.   The oranges, however, added new light to the fact that
maybe there was more to the Indian River than just a river.   It was
possible that there could have been a whole town linked to the Indian
River—a town full of rotten, smelly oranges.

I pulled the vehicle to the side of the road because the smell had
driven me nuts.  I got out of the car and popped the trunk to see what
was going on back there.  Sure enough, there were oranges in there,
rotting away, just as the smell indicated.  Little creatures crawled in and
out of the pile of fruit, leaving me repulsed and feeling like an idiot.  As
I stared at the oranges all I could think about was the word “moron”
getting tattooed right across my forehead.   I  had to  get rid  of them
somehow.

I closed the trunk and got back into the car.  I thought there was a
dumpsite fairly close to my location, so I pulled back onto the highway
and sped off to my next destination.  Of course I didn’t know why I
sped.  The truth was that I think the smell did something to my brain.
The speed limit was only 70 miles per hour, which was common for a
Florida interstate highway.  But somehow I managed to pull off 125
mph.  Maybe it was the fact I was driving a sports car that compelled
me to floor it,  but frankly, I  couldn’t stand the oranges.  None of it
mattered in the long run though because within five minutes I had three
patrol cars and a helicopter frantically chasing after me.  By that point I
thought the pile of oranges weren’t worth it.

Because of the nature of the chase, I felt compelled to drive many
miles beyond my initial destination.  Now if I had recalled the location
of the dumpsite properly, it was only about six or seven miles to the
north of the place where I pulled off the side of the road.  But when
time took  its  course,  sometimes  I  would  get  a  little  distracted,  and
sometimes I found myself going a few miles past my destination, and
sometimes as a result I would miss an exit.  Certainly the oranges were
my incentive to not get distracted.  The oranges were the perfect excuse
to get to where I had to go, giving me no reason to miss my exit.  But it
just didn’t work out that way.  Pretty soon I had found myself about
seventy miles north of my destination.  I also discovered just how lousy
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the gas mileage was on the car I drove.  I had to pull off the highway to
find a gas station.

Traffic lights meant nothing to me as I searched for a secluded fuel
depot.  I heard the honks of horns, and watched the sliding of cars in all
the  major  intersections  as  I  passed  through.   Even  the  minor
intersections had their  typical  annoyances.   If  only the other  drivers
could smell what I smelt, they would have surely understood.  As I sped
through the downtown streets, I became amazed at just how pricey gas
had gotten these days.  Even the small towns wanted an extra buck to
their name.  I really couldn’t believe just how greedy people had gotten.
It was like highway robbery.  But I was getting desperate, so I tried to
stomach the price upsurge.  My gas tank hit close to empty, so I knew
that if I didn’t stop soon, the car would stop for me, and that wouldn’t
have been good.  So the truly difficult part was not in the actuality of
stopping,  but  in  deciding  where to  stop.   The  patrol  car  count  had
grown to forty cars, and there were at least five helicopters hovering
overhead, so I thought Chevron was a good place to stop.

I pulled into the parking lot of the blue and red gas station and
parked next to pump #3.  I always liked pump #3 at any gas station
because it set in such a good location.  Unfortunately I didn’t have time
to prepay because the cops were just too close.  So instead I got out of
the car, grabbed a nozzle, and began to pump the gas.  I had time to
maybe squeeze off four dollars worth of fuel before the first patrol car
came into sight and the first helicopter began to descend.  By then there
was no point in continuing to pump, so I yanked the nozzle out of the
gas tank and jumped back into the car.  I felt like I should’ve checked to
make sure the nozzle stopped pouring gas, but I didn’t have time.  The
truth was that the patrol cars flew into the parking lot as I gunned it out
of there, so to hang out for an extra minute to double-check everything
would’ve been a waste of time.  But now that I think back to that day in
retrospect,  I  realize  that  the  huge  explosion  that  followed  shortly
afterward probably could have been avoided.

The needle on the gas gauge only climbed up to a quarter of a tank.
Because it wasn’t really enough to get me anywhere, I started to think
that maybe these oranges were more of a burden then they were worth.
The fact of the matter was that there was absolutely no way that I was
going to escape the smell, and that I was no longer in a position to just
reach into the trunk and heave out the oranges.  It wasn’t a very good
place to be.  Eventually, I found myself driving through a town full of
lakes when I ended up running low on gas again.  Apparently I had
forgotten to put the gas cap back on.  Meanwhile the patrol car count
rose to seventy-something, while the helicopter count looked a little like
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a Vietnam movie.  These oranges had gotten to be most troublesome.
And where was this Indian River?  Why had I never heard of it?

I jumped out of the car as it sped into a lake, finally freeing me of
the terrible smell, allowing me to once again breathe easy.  I ran like
Forrest Gump, never looking back at the car, feeling no sympathy for it.
It was a nice car—really sporty, but I was never really attached to it.  It
wasn’t even mine.  I found it in a local nightclub parking lot the night
before.  Like I said, it was a nice car, but I just couldn’t figure out why
some weirdo would be lugging oranges in the trunk of a sports car.  But
I guess that didn’t really matter.  When seventy-something patrol cars, a
sky full of helicopters, and an army of K-9 units chased after me, my
feet and my thoughts about oranges seemed to do me little good.

I managed to get maybe half a mile from the lake when the first
police unit tackled me.  He quickly threw on the cuffs and read me my
rights.   It  was all  old  news to  me.   I  just  lied  there  on the ground,
waiting to be pulled up and hauled into the patrol car of my choice.  But
then something amazing happened.  I looked up from the ground to see
a highway nearby.  Along the highway was this little green sign.  And to
this day I never forgot what was on that green sign.  It was a message I
needed to see for quite sometime, so much in fact that it almost brought
tears to my eyes.  The sign read: Entering Indian River County.  So
that’s where those oranges came from.
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Desert Agent

The  desert  winds  blew  the  sand  in  one  swirling  motion  after
another, whipping around like a scorpion tail with no end.  Cacti stood
tall in the midst of the fierce windstorm, bending from the pressure of
an elemental siege.  Rolling hills rapidly shifted shape under the weight
of the intense blustery force, rising and falling in size.  The blinding
rush of dust thickened the air into near suffocation, eliminating even the
slightest touch of purity.  It was akin to a fierce hurricane raging its eye
across a dry and empty wasteland, raw in its power, unhampered by
obstacles.

Max Guile had been left to die out in the harsh wilderness of the
desert.  His canteen was empty, his radio was shot, and his knife was
buried deep in his gut.  The assassins took off in their sand buggies,
taking with them the only evidence that proved he ever existed.  The
microfilm  he  possessed  was  supposed  to  be  given  to  the  Romaine
Covert  Squad,  the  elitist  of  elite  anti-terrorist  operations,  but  the
mission did  not  work out for  the  best  this time.   The  plans  for  the
nuclear  tanks  would  inevitably  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  terrorist
organization for sure.

Max breathed slowly.  It was all he could do in this weather of
madness.   The  wind slid  his  dying  body across  the  banks of  sand,
grounding the grains into his wounds.  The knife cut deeper with every
inch he crossed.  The pain that once tortured him had already become
numb.  His vision almost faded away leaving the storm to make what
was difficult into something impossible.  All he could do was to grip the
shifting ground and hope that he wouldn’t let go.

Max reached deep into his soul for one last moment of strength and
mustered  enough to  flip  himself  over.   The  sandstorm clogged  his
breathing passages, but he managed to take short breaths to buy some
time.  His situation was pretty much hopeless, but he was able to think
clearly enough to reach for the knife in his gut.  He grabbed the hilt and
slowly pulled it out—the blade coming out smoothly as if he were a
stick of melted butter.  Blood dripped from the shiny sharpened metal
and blew away into the storm.

Max flipped himself back over and reached his arms out in front of
him.  He clawed at the ground in an attempt to control his movement,
allowing the wind to act as an acceleration device.  As his vision faded
into virtually nothing, he kept a lookout for a cactus plant.  He saw an
image of green just a few feet away from him.



188 / Nomadic Souls

The wind nearly pushed Max into the cactus, but he was ready to
endure the pain of the prickly needles.  He extended his knife in front of
him as the wind tossed him about, thrusting the blade into the desert
plant upon impact.  After making sharp contact, he pulled the knife out
of  the  botanical  life-form and  brought his  mouth toward  the  watery
leaking gash.  His thirst was momentarily satisfied, but he needed more
liquid  for  his  wounds.   He  agonized  over  the  pain  and  suffering
involved, but the water trickled out as he cut the cactus deeper, and he
used it to clean his laceration, which burned him.

Max slowly brought himself to a sitting position, while the wind
pinned him against the cactus.  He tried painfully to reach for his boot,
but it didn’t come easily.  There was a side panel by his ankle that held
something he needed.  Once he managed to reach the panel, he opened
it and pulled out a small transmitter.  A communications wire protruded
from the  device.   He plugged one  end of  the wire into  his ear  and
brought the  other  end up to  his  mouth.   After  rounding up another
breath of strength, he pushed a button on the transmitter and spoke into
the tiny microphone.

“Operative  down,”  he  trickled  softly.   “Need  assistance
immediately.  Sending beacon to hone in on location.  Need treatment
for stomach wound.  I repeat, operative down…”

He spoke continuously into the microphone, trying desperately to
be  audible.   He continued on and on about the need to  be rescued,
including details about what happened to him, how he was blackmailed,
tortured, dumped, and left for dead.  When his vision finally gave out,
he stopped.

A few moments passed when a glow of fire burst in the distance.
The glow was soon followed by the presence of another sand buggy.
This  one  was armed  with  a  mortar  cannon,  and  driven by  an  elite
member of the Romaine Covert Squad.  The buggy stopped right next
to the cactus and the driver jumped out next to Max.  He had a medical
kit with him.

“Hold  still,”  said  the  driver.   “We’re  gonna  get  you  to  safety.
There is a transport helicopter just beyond the sandstorm ready to take
you home.  We’ll be there in ten minutes.”

The driver opened the medical kit and removed a tourniquet.
“We infiltrated the guys who got you,” he said.   “They’re more

dead than you are now.  We also recovered the microfilm, so nothing is
lost.  Mission accomplished, Max.”

The driver applied the tourniquet.  Afterward he loaded Max up
into the sand buggy, and they drove into the face of the sandstorm.
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Return—Vision 1

I had no idea what to expect.  The blinds just fell off my window
like it was finally time to see everything.  She stood in my window,
smiling, and her hair floated through the swift breeze.  That piece of
paper  in  her  hand  raced  my  heart  to  extremes.   It  could’ve  been
anything.  It could’ve meant everything.

As I  stealthily approached  my window, I  carefully watched  her
every move.  A dispenser of tape unwound as the paper slapped against
her wrists.  She peeled little by little the plastic adhesive, cutting off
four bits with a razor.  Something about her blue eyes stung me every
time they fixed  their  gaze  upon me.   I  couldn’t  tell  if  I  was being
enchanted or just suckered.  I grabbed my fallen blinds and hung them
back on my window.  Peace had fallen over me, and I felt my heart stop
in its tracks.  I didn’t know what to think.  The shadow beyond my
blinds created a short motion, then it was gone.  Just like that.

I pulled the string dangling from my window, and the blinds slid
open.  All that remained was the small piece of paper affixed to my
glass by the weakening tape.  The words were hard to make out.  The
breeze caused air bubbles to waver through the thin sheet.  The words
just  bounced around,  none of  them making sense.   The  blinds  now
setting over  my window probably did  more  harm than  good.   Why
didn’t she just knock on my door?

I thought, “screw it” and yanked the blinds off my window again.
The sun never did shine in my eyes in the past, and I never got dressed
in front of my window, so there was never a worry of anyone seeing me
unclothed.  Seriously, what was the point of these blinds?  And why
didn’t she just speak the words from her beautiful lips?  As I questioned
this, the little piece of paper flew off my window.

I flung my front door open as I burst out of my house.  I had to see
what was on that paper.  The thought of a disturbing message clouded
my  better  judgment,  but  the  thought  of  a  great  message  flat  out
blackened it.  Why I ran into the street to catch a little piece of scrap
was something I could never figure out.  But all I knew from that point
on was that pain strikes the heart before it strikes the body.  And I never
did catch that piece of paper.

As my body convulsed in total pain, all I could see was the piercing
blue eyes of  the woman in  the window.  She looked at  me with no
longer a smile through the windshield of her car,  but with a solemn
quivering frown.  I could see a small tear shed from her eye, as she
looked  frozen  behind  her  steering  wheel.   What  was  she  thinking?
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What was I thinking?  I had to roll off her hood.  The fact was I never
valued myself as that great of an automobile decal.  So I slowly made
my way onto the hot, burning asphalt, wishing I knew what was on that
paper.

I heard a door open, which was quickly followed with a close.  I
couldn’t see anything any longer.  It hurt to look around, so I just kept
my eyes shut.  But my ears still  worked,  and I could hear footsteps
coming close to me.  They stopped by my head.  The steps sounded like
high heels, but that was just a guess.  I felt a hand caress my cheek, and
then roll over my forehead.  The hand was so soft—a touch I needed for
years.  An arm wrapped around my side.  It was comforting to say the
least.   The  hand slid  behind  my head  and  I  was raised  to  a  sitting
position.   My whole body moved backward, with my back stopping
against another, and a sweet voice secretly entered my ear.

“I’m sorry,” said the voice, “I didn’t know how to face you.  I’m
sure you’ll be all right.”

“What  was  on  the  paper?”  I  asked,  not  sure  how long  I’d  be
conscious.

“It was my address and phone number.  I was hoping that maybe
you would give me another chance.  At least then I could face reality.”

“Was it worth it?  I feel pain all over.”
I didn’t pay attention to her response.  All I knew was that she was

back in my life, and here by my side.  I wished I could stare into her
beautiful  blue  eyes,  but  her  melodious  voice  was  enough  for  the
moment.   I  felt  the  warmest  of  lips  press  against  my  cheek,  and
comforting hair spill over my neck.  I didn’t need blinds.
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Return—Vision 2

Robert flung himself out of bed when the sound of the blinds jarred
his attention.  He thought he had bought a better pair than that.  But he
looked at the window to see his blinds setting on the floor.  Sunlight
flooded his entire room as the sight of a beautiful woman standing on
the other side of his window startled him.  She held a small piece of
paper in one hand, and some tape in the other.  Her long, flowing hair
danced in the swift breeze.

Robert glided across the floor and grabbed his blinds.  His eyes
made contact with that of the smiling woman.  His mind raced with the
possibilities  of  her  presence as  her  blue  eyes  sent  shivers  down his
spine.  He didn’t know what to think when he saw her unwinding the
tape  from the  dispenser.   He quickly hung the  blinds  back over  his
window and breathed.

A moment passed.  Robert pulled the string on the blinds.  They
flipped open, revealing the world he tried to hide.  But the woman was
gone.  All that stared back at him was the piece of paper she had in her
hand.   But  the  contents  of  the  paper  stayed  hidden  from him.   He
couldn’t make out a single word.  Because he thought the blinds did
nothing for his vision, he ripped them off the window again.  But the
decision wasn’t made fast enough.  The wind hit the window and pried
the paper from the tape, blowing it away.

Normally he wouldn’t  have cared  about  a  stupid  little  piece  of
paper, but there was something about this one that made him want to
dash outside.  As he jumped through his front door, he spotted the paper
floating toward the street.  He quickly dashed after it, wishing he had
better vision.  He followed the piece of paper into the quiet suburban
road.

He stopped in his tracks when he heard the tires squeal.  The little
piece of paper  flew just beyond his reach.  As he turned toward the
screech, he nearly blacked out when he felt himself crash onto the hood
of  a  car.   His  head  slammed  into  the  windshield,  forcing  him  to
experience one of the worst moments of pain in his entire life.  But it all
canceled out when he looked through the windshield of the car, and saw
a pair of beautiful blue eyes staring back at him—a pair that he knew
well.  His pain drowned out as he saw the woman behind her steering
wheel, no longer a smile gracing her lips, but trembling.  Her eyes were
no longer enchanting, but tear-ridden and sympathetic.  The woman sat
frozen in her seat, while Robert rolled off the hood of the car, falling
down by the tires.  He closed his eyes.
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Robert saw nothing, but he heard everything.  As he lied helplessly
in the hot street, he heard footsteps approach him.  After a brief pause,
he felt a hand brush comfortingly over his cheek, followed by an entire
arm wrapping around his side.  Afterward he felt the hand move from
his cheek to the back of his head.  Slowly and softly the arms raised him
into  a  sitting  position.   He  felt  his  body sliding  backward,  until  it
stopped against the bosom of another body.  Once everything stopped,
there was nothing left but the soft sounds of the woman’s voice entering
into his ear.

“I’m sorry,” said the woman, “I didn’t know how to face you.  I’m
sure you’ll be all right.”

“What was on the paper?” Robert asked, slightly writhing in his
pain.

“It was my address and phone number. I was hoping that maybe
you would give me another chance.  At least then I could face reality.”

“Was it worth it?  I feel pain all over.”
Robert couldn’t hear anything after that.  His consciousness faded,

but his heart felt secure.  He knew that the woman holding him in the
street was never going to leave him again. Tomorrow he knew he would
wake up in a hospital bed to see her beautiful blue eyes welcoming him
back, and his arms would certainly be wide open for her.  But all that
mattered in  this moment was the comforting touch he felt  when her
warm lips  pressed against  his cheek, and her  long hair  fell  over  his
shoulders and neck.  The last thing on his mind was his fallen blinds.
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Return—Vision 3

A swift morning breeze brushed over the small California house, as
the trees swayed back and forth in rustled silence.  The neighborhood
started to wake up, while the sun had barely touched over the horizon.
Jessie’s heart raced as she stood at Robert’s bedroom window, holding
a piece of paper in one hand, and some tape in the other.  She smiled at
the joy that maybe after all this time away she would see him again.

Suddenly, the blinds fell off the window.
Robert  quickly jumped out  of  bed,  startled  by the sound of  his

blinds hitting the floor.   But he was even more startled to see Jessie
standing on the other side of his window.  He swiftly moved toward the
window, not knowing what to think.

Jessie  watched  nervously  as  Robert  approached  his  bedroom
window.  She could do nothing but stare longingly at him.  But after her
heart  snapped  to  attention,  she  began  to  unroll  the  tape  from  the
dispenser.   She wasn’t  sure why she  was there  exactly  because  she
thought she could accomplish so much more had she just knocked on
his door.  But she was afraid of his response, and had to see if he still
cared.  So she decided to do it this way.  Unfortunately she saw him
place the blinds back over his window, and her heart sank as a result.
Now she  wasn’t  sure  if  he  even wanted  to  see  her.   Afraid  of  his
response,  she taped  the  piece  of  paper  to  his  bedroom window and
walked away.  Her car was just up the street.

Robert opened the blinds to see the piece of paper in his window.
He thought maybe there was something important written on it, but he
couldn’t read it.  The wind just made it too hard to grasp the words.  He
decided to rip the blinds back off the window since they were ratty and
never worth hanging up anyway.  He figured that the paper would be
easier to read this way.  But he wasn’t sure if it was something that he
wanted to read.  In the end it didn’t matter though because the wind
sealed the fate  of  them all  when it  blew the paper  off the  window.
Robert’s mind spun around a pinwheel of questions.  What was on that
paper?  Why was she at his window?  He had to find out some answers,
so he bolted out of his room.

Jessie sat behind the wheel of her car.  She had no idea if she made
a wise decision or not.  It had been over a year since she last saw him,
and she certainly wasn’t proud of the nights that she spent out of his
life.  She had no idea if he’d ever want her back.  But she hoped that he
would.  Just in case he didn’t though, she started up her engine and
began to roll down the street.
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As her speedometer climbed to twenty-five, she saw a little piece of
paper float into the street.  She fell into a momentary daze, hoping it
wasn’t the piece  of  paper  she taped  to  Robert’s  window.  But  then
horror struck when Robert bolted out into the road, just a few feet from
her car.  She couldn’t stop in time.  She tried so hard, but he was just
too close.  The car rammed him in the side and flung him onto the hood.
She froze as he slowly looked into her window.  Their eyes met for just
a moment, before he rolled off onto the asphalt.

She felt the tears fall from her eyes as she turned off the engine.
She slowly stepped out of the car, hoping the worst escaped him, but
she didn’t know how to react when she saw that it didn’t.  Was he going
to be okay?  How could she hurt him so badly twice in his life?  What
kind of woman was she?  She closed the door to her car and approached
his fallen body.  The tears in her eyes grew heavy.

She bent down over him and stroked his cheek, feeling his breath
sustaining.  She wrapped her left arm around his side, and placed her
other hand behind his head.  Afterward she pulled him into a sitting
position, and slid him backward into her bosom.  Finally she held him
there, resting the back of his head onto her shoulder.

“I’m sorry,” she sweetly whispered into his ear, “I didn’t know how
to face you.  I’m sure you’ll be all right.”  She didn’t really know for
sure, she just hoped.

“What was on the paper?” he asked, his body slightly convulsing
under the pain.

Jessie  was relieved  to  hear  his  voice.   As painful  as  his  voice
sounded, it was the most pleasant thing to reach her ears in over a year.

“It was my address and phone number. I was hoping that maybe
you would give me another chance.  At least then I could face reality.”

“Was it worth it?  I feel pain all over.”
Jessie’s tears slid down her face.  She wasn’t even sure what she

said; all she knew was that she wanted to comfort him.  She didn’t want
him to hurt.

“I just want to restore our lives together.  I made the mistake, now I
just want to fix it.  Don’t leave me like I left you.  I’m sorry I backed
out on our vows.  I promise I’ll be here for you forever.  I still love
you.”

Jessie kissed him on the cheek, letting her long hair drop over him.
Both had not felt so much comfort in a long time.  But both knew all
was about to change.  She held him there for awhile, just waiting for a
passerby to alert the paramedics.  Even in pain, she was not about to
leave him again.
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Unexpected Weather

The Carsons were tourists from Connecticut who had never been to
Miami  before.   They  had  heard  all  the  stories  of  crime,  football,
bilingual people, and abnormal behavior on the beaches prior to their
arrival,  and couldn’t wait to experience all  that firsthand.  They had
their cameras loaded and ready for action in hopes to catch a drug deal,
or maybe a Heat game, or something just flat out interesting.  The one
thing they were not counting on though was the unexpected weather.
They knew Miami could possibly get windy because of its beachside
location.  And they knew that it could get rainy because of its swamp
side location.  They also knew that it could get really sunny because of
its tropical side location.  But they had no warning for the weather that
they actually got which ultimately put a damper on their vacation.

The first snowflake fell when the Carsons unpacked their suitcases
at the hotel  room.  The flight took several hours and all they really
wanted was to relax for a  few more hours.   They figured the sights
would still be open later that evening, even though it may not have been
the safest time for them to leave the hotel.  They thought maybe they
could  go  to  Bayside  later  and  chow down at  the  Hard  Rock Café.
However,  when Mr.  Carson  looked  outside  his  window to  see  how
things looked, he realized that the untimely snow might have placed a
damper on their evening plans.

“Uh, honey,” he said, scratching his head.  “Florida’s usually pretty
hot, isn’t it?”

“The travel logs said the average temperature for the year is around
80 degrees,” said Mrs. Carson.

“This includes February, right?”
“Well February’s gonna be a little bit cooler than 80 I’m sure.  The

Richmonds said it usually hovers around 50 on Valentine’s Day.”
Mrs. Carson zipped up her suitcase, and threw off her shoes before

jumping onto the bed.
“50’s still not that cold if my skin tells me correctly, right?  Are

you sure we grabbed the right flight?”
“Honey,  what  are  you  talking about?   You’re  acting  all  weird.

Why don’t you come lie down?”
Mr. Carson scratched his head again and nodded.  He walked away

from the window.  Still confused but willing to let it go, he threw his
shoes onto the floor and jumped into bed next to his wife.  She rubbed
his forehead.

“You’re just tired from the flight,” she said, “Relax a little.”
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“You’re right,” he said, “I’m just a little surprised.  I didn’t realize
it snowed in Miami.”

His wife laughed.
“It doesn’t snow in Miami,” she said.  “This is Florida.”
Mr. Carson looked toward the window again.  The snow fell  in

greater volumes, but it was hard to see from the bed since there was so
much frost covering the window.  Mr. Carson scratched his head again.
He leaned over to kiss his wife.

“I think I need a doctor.”
Mrs. Carson smiled at him.  She got out of bed and walked toward

the window, where she looked out to see the snow falling.  Her eyes
bugged open as she scratched her head.

“Honey,” she said, “Do you remember what we ate on that flight?”
Mr. Carson crawled out of bed.  He walked over to the window and

put his arm around her shoulders.  They stared out the window together.
“I think we had peanuts, a sandwich, and some oysters.”
Mrs. Carson nodded.  She wiped away some of the frost from the

window, and they both looked over the city as a large blanket of snow
covered it.  It looked like something right out of a glass water shaker.
Miami had never looked so peaceful and white before.  The streets were
empty and no commotion could be felt anywhere.

“When do you want to go to the beach?” said Mr. Carson.
Mrs. Carson looked at her husband and smiled.
“Let’s just stay in tonight.  We can be tourists tomorrow.”
They gave each other another kiss.  Then they continued to look

out the window.
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Story from a Six-Year Old

Hello, hello, um, this is a story about, um…bunnies!  Okay, there
was this bunny with long ears, he had whiskers and watched a lot of
TV.  No!  He was on a lot of TV!  He was gray and said “what’s up
doc?” and he was silly.  He liked to eat carrots and I thought he was so
funny.  I didn’t get to watch him that much though because he wasn’t on
Rugrats but he was still funny, I laughed at him when he was funny.  I
wanna play a game!

Oh, this bunny—Bugs Bunny was being chased by Elmer Fudd,
he’s silly too, and kept rubbing his head.  He was the silliest silly billy
and was always mad at the bunny.  He tried to shoot the bunny once so
he could die.  The bunny didn’t die though.  He couldn’t die because he
was a cartoon.  See, cartoons aren’t really alive like people, they just
pretend they are.  Then they become all silly and hit each other with
these big metal “klunk” things.  They always have the letters A-C-M-
and E on the metal things, and on anything the funny coyote uses to eat
the Roadrunner.  He never actually catches the Roadrunner but he tries
and tries.  It’s so funny!  He doesn’t die though.  He’s also a cartoon.

Bugs Bunny kissed Elmer Fudd on the lips when he pretended to
be a park ranger.  It’s kinda yucky.  But they’re cartoons so I don’t
think they really feel it.  I wonder if they get cooties.  Eeewww!  It’s
funny because Elmer Fudd always gets sooo mad at Bugs that he tries to
shoot him again.  But he never can because Bugs is so silly.  Bugs never
got shot but his friend Daffy did!  Daffy’s mouth flew around his head
and he talked real silly.  It was so funny!  I couldn’t stop laughing!  He
didn’t die though.  He’s a cartoon too.

There  was a few commercials about toys and stuff.  The Barbie
dream house is the best one.  But then Taz came on and went “blah blah
blah ptbh!”  Taz is silly too.  He’s a Tasmanian Devil and likes to eat
things like mountains and trees,  and he spins around like a tornado.
When he came on, he tried to spin around like a tornado and knocked
over some trees,  and he chased the bunny.  But the bunny was silly
again and dressed like a doctor.  He said “ah, what’s up doc?” and I
laughed because he was a doctor.  It was so funny!  He tried to give Taz
a hot dog and pushed down on his tongue with it.  Then he put on some
glasses with spots.  It was silly.  I don’t remember what else happened.
I got tired and changed the channel.

There  was this  boy who lived  in  a  tree.   He was ugly and  he
smelled funny.  He liked to watch Bugs Bunny too, but he was mean.
He had a big dog and would make the dog chase little girls.  One day he
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went outside and the school bus came.  He tried to get on, but the bus
driver told him he was ugly and he smelt funny.  So he couldn’t get on.
He went back home where there was this haunted house.  The haunted
house was s-scary!  The boy was really scared so he ran away.  But
these ghosts chased him and they beat him up.  He cried and cried, and
then they went away.  He wasn’t mean anymore.

He went home and played Mario all day.  He wasn’t very good at
it, but he kept playing it.  He kept jumping into trees and got beat up by
the big bomb guy, who’s really hard to beat.  He gave up and went back
outside where his friends were playing baseball.  But they weren’t really
his friends because they didn’t like him.  They picked on him for being
ugly and smelly, so he rode his bike instead.  He was really sad.

When he was on his bike, a kitty ran by and jumped up a tree.  It
was so funny because kitties are silly.  He jumped off the bike and ran
to the tree.  The kitty said “meow” and crawled along one of the tree
branches.  I think there was a bird in the tree.  The boy tried to climb
the tree to get to the kitty, but it jumped out and ran away.  He jumped
out and ran after it, but it ran into a mean man’s yard.  The man didn’t
like little kids and he scared the boy.  But the boy was really lonely and
all he wanted was the kitty.  So he ran into the mean man’s yard and
was really scared.  But he caught the kitty and went back for his bike.
Then he went home and played with the kitty.  The boy was happy.  But
then the boy’s dog scared the kitty and the kitty ran up a tree again.
The boy laughed and then he spanked his dog for being so mean.

Okay, the end.
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Old Guy Park Blues—The Robbery
The park looked the same way it always did.  Birds flew around

picking breadcrumbs off the ground.  Little children ran around being
as raucous and rowdy as children get.  Some of the kids diddled around
on those newfangled roller skate things with rubber wheels—the ones
with the wheels in one row.  Never could figure out what’s so special
about  them.   The  older  gentler  folks  sat  around  enjoying  the
peacefulness of the day, listening to the birds and the children play.  But
dadgummit, the peace was shattered by an unnecessary disturbance, and
I tell you I was not happy about it at all.

The park thief was blinding in his speed.  Or at least it was hard for
me to keep up with him.  To watch him was tricky enough, but to do
what he did must have been enough to give a man a headache.  The
thief sneaked out from behind a tree and grabbed a bag from a young
woman’s arm.  Of course she left herself open as an easy target—poor
thing.  Where was Superman when she needed him?  She tried to fight
back, holding on so dearly to her bag, but the thief had the upper hand
because he was bigger and rotten.  It was a shame to say the least—a
young woman, bright and beautiful,  fell  victim to the misdeeds of a
shameless rotten thief.  It was terrible to think that what was meant to
be  a  peaceful  day, turned into a  nightmare for  that  young lady,  and
maybe many more like her.  It’s also a shame that these days are filled
with new monstrosities like credit  cards, bottles of mace, and money
with  giant-headed  presidents.   Who  knows  which  of  these  things
actually found its way into the young woman’s purse?  Because of the
thief’s action she would likely have to spend a whole day filling out
reports and canceling those credit cards.

When the young woman put up a fight, she drew some attention
toward the park thief.  The park thief ran to hide because he knew it
would not be long before the park rangers would come to rescue her.
He made his way into the public facilities, where he waited.  The sinks
and toilets in the restroom were all automatic,  a  concept  which was
nothing short of science fiction back in the day.  It can be amazing just
to swipe a hand over a line of sight just to have a sink turn on or off.  It
used to be that one would have to pump his water from a well if he
wanted to wash his hands.  Of course, no one washed his hands back
then.  Many still don’t.  This ungrateful society has become far too lazy
if people cannot wash their hands even when the only effort is to stick
their hands under the faucet.  I feel for this world of hi-tech laziness.
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When he thought the coast was clear, the thief peeked out of the
restroom.  He thought it was best to hide the purse, so he tossed it onto
the  roof  of  the  little  shack-like  building.   Then  he  casually strolled
away.  He walked for maybe five minutes when he realized the young
woman could spot him, as could any witnesses, and so he thought that it
would be best to remain hidden again.  The thief took this thought into
stride, and high-tailed it to the nearest tree.  He climbed up until he was
hidden within the leaves.

A few moments passed when a young police officer passed under
the tree.  The thief was so nervous that the cop might look up that he
lost his grip and his balance from the tree and fell.  The sneaking thief
fell from his branch, hit a few more on the way down, and crashed right
in front of the police officer.  The police officer stared at the fallen thief
a moment before speaking.

“So, it looks like you fit our description pretty well,” said the cop.
The thief had no response to give in him.  He was bruised and

battered like he just stepped out of World War II.  The sight was almost
disturbing,  but  the  young woman  received  her  justice.   The  police
officer put some cuffs on the thief’s wrists and picked him up off the
ground.  Many people watched as the police officer dragged the thief
away.

The rest of the story was rather tedious and boring.  The police
officer  took  the  thief  away and  that  was the  last  we heard  of  him.
Nothing really exciting, but I guess too much excitement can rattle the
bones.  Maybe someday the thief will learn never to climb a tree if he’s
going to fall out of it.  Many children have to learn the same advice.
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Kid’s Recount—The Robbery
The park was a cool place to do stuff cool.  There were boys and

girls and old people running around doing cool things and old people
things.   People  were playing baseball  and  catching frogs  and  being
awesome and stuff.  It was like Men in Black but cooler.  You know the
part where they kill that alien with the slime and stuff?  Except it was
daytime and there weren’t any bugs or anything, except for maybe ants.

There was one guy who wasn’t real cool though.  He was big and
ugly and really scary.  He had a beard and a gun and he went around
stealing people’s purses.  People were freaking out when he ran around
robbing them and stuff.  One lady tried to fight back but he shoved the
gun in her face.  She wasn’t afraid of him and she screamed for help.
The robber ran away and hid in the bathrooms.  He was a big sissy to be
scared of a girl.

When he was in the bathroom, he decided he had to pee really bad.
He drank too much soda or something and couldn’t hold it.  It would’ve
been funny if he peed on himself, but he didn’t.  He peed on the floor
instead.  It was kinda funny, but he was sick.  No one pees on the floor
anymore.  Maybe there was paper in the urinals and he didn’t want to
pee on them.  Maybe he just wanted to pee on the floor.  Sometimes the
kids at school will pee on the floor just because it’s funny.

When he came out of the bathroom, all the cops were in the park
looking  for  him.   He  quickly  threw the  purses  on  the  roof  of  the
bathroom and he ran for a tree.  He climbed the tree and waited there.
One cop walked underneath the tree, but didn’t bother to look up.  He
was pretty stupid.  The robber hocked a big loogy on the cop’s head and
the slime dripped into his eye.  The cop stopped and wiped his eye.
Then he looked up and saw the robber laughing at him.  The cop didn’t
like that so he pulled out his gun and BANG he shot him.  The robber
fell out of the tree and hit the ground hard.  The cop put his gun away
and put the cuffs on the robber.

“You shot  me,  copper!” yelled the  robber,  “I  can’t  believe you
actually shot me!”

“That’s right, criminal,” said the cop, “I got you, I got you!”
“I wish I shot you first!”
“Well, I got you first, so there!  Now you’re going to jail!”
The robber realized he met his match when he spit on the cop’s

head.  The cop dragged him to the police car and pushed him into the
back.  Then the cop car made this cool engine noise and peeled out.
The whole park smelt like burnt rubber.  That’s gotta be the worst smell
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in the world.  It’s worse than when your friend cuts the cheese.  The cop
car sped down the road and the robber was never heard from again.
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Three Clueless Guys

“I don’t get it,” said Louie, “first she runs away because she hates
me, then she comes crawlin’ back like a puppy dog when I have nothin’
to say.  What’s the chick’s problem?”

“Maybe she likes you,” said Kyle.
“Maybe  she’s  a  donut  short  of  a  half  dozen,”  said  Alan.  “She

always did have a taste bud for the crazy.”
“You both suck.  I  don’t  want her  to  like me,  you psychos.   I

wanted  her  out  of  my  life.   Why’s  that  such  a  hard  concept  to
comprehend?  I dumped her.  The chick did not dump the jock.  The
jock dumped the chick.  There’s nothing hard about that to understand.”

“Come  on,  Louie,”  said  Kyle,  “we’re  not  suggesting  anything
against you.  It’s just that she’s always watching you with intimacy in
her eyes.”

“Ugh, don’t give me that crap.  Don’t you have any consideration
for a man’s meal?  She’s just high on something.”

“See now you’re projecting your own fear  that  maybe you love
her.”

“You’ve  been  watching  talk  shows  again,  haven’t  you,  Kyle?
Don’t make me shove my foot through your crack.  You know I can do
it.”

“Did  someone  wake  up  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  bed  this
morning?” said Alan. “You’re acting like a banshee who just had tape
ripped from her mouth.”

“What’re you saying I’m the chick now?” asked Louie. “I’m not
the chick.  I don’t have feelings.  I don’t buy dozens of shoes and ask
which one goes best with my boxers.  I don’t get giddy every time that
freak from Titanic yells ‘I’m the king of the world.’  And I don’t care
when she walks out on me.  She can walk out on me all  she wants
‘cause I  can just  get  another  one.   But she’s the one that  can’t  get
enough of me.”

“Maybe that’s what you’re afraid of,” said Kyle. “You’re afraid of
her coming back because you don’t know what to offer her.  Deep down
you want to give her the world, but you just don’t know how.”

“Oh yeah, that’s it.  You found me out.  Ooh.  Let me write my
book now.  Go milk a cow or something, you fruit.”

“Louie,” said Alan, “You can’t be angry with her or Kyle because
it doesn’t add any years to your life.  I mean really, life is like a box of
chocolates.  You never know…”
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“Don’t say it, Alan.  I know what I got.  I got a psychochick on my
back who has no idea the existence of the words ‘it’s over.’”

“So this is her folly of the mind and crime of the century?”
“What?  Alan, I  have absolutely no clue what you’re getting at.

Why don’t you go flip the cheeseburger of life or something?  I’m sure
if you hurry; you might be able to get a life.  After all, the early bird
gets the worm.  Right, Alan?”

“Bite me.”
“Why don’t you just tell her how you feel, Louie?” asked Kyle.

“You can get a lot of aggression off your back.”
“Because she gets all sentimental on me.  She thinks if I tell her

why I  don’t  like  her,  it’s  expressing my feelings and then she feels
closer to me.  She’s really backwards.”

“That’s  why she’s  from Venus,”  said  Alan.   “You  have  to  go
backwards to get there.  Women are the retrorockets of life.  You fire
her off; she goes exactly where you don’t want her.  You try to get her
to Mars…”

“But she just lands right back in my lap.”
“That’s the nature of a relationship,” said Kyle.
“Actually,” said Alan, “that’s not quite what I meant.  What I mean

is—”
“Forget it,” said Louie.  “I’ll just marry her.  Maybe that’ll scare

her into staying away for good.  Thanks, guys.  You two rock.”
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The Lemony Fresh Action Hero

Once upon a time there was this guy named Carpe Diem Man who
was really big and had a cool tattoo on his arm.  He lived in a trailer
park by the beach and liked to sip tea out of a metal straw.  Carpe Diem
Man was not your average run-of-the-mill tea drinker though.  He was a
crime fighter by night.  But that’s a story for the future.

It was Tuesday when it all began.  Carpe Diem Man’s alter ego,
Kiki the Wonder Fred, was at the bank making his monthly deposit of a
million dollars when a big noise suddenly shattered the silence.

“What is this such noise that shatters my silence?” boldly stated the
Wonder  Fred.   “I  cannot  concentrate  on  my  million  dollar  deposit
strategies!”

There was a brief silence.  But then a short, hairy guy dressed in
stripes jumped out from behind the counter.  His eyes were beady and
his ears were grungy, and he held a cloth sack in his hand.

“All right, scums,” he shouted.  “Gimme all your money!”
Kiki the Wonder Fred shrugged a moment.  Then he ripped off his

disguise, and behold, he became Carpe Diem Man!  The claw-emblem
suit he sported glistened in the sunlight by the window as he forced his
fists onto his hips.

“That is not your money, fiend!”
Carpe Diem Man growled at the bank robber for a moment.  When

he ran out of breath, he fluffed up his cape and headed for the door.  As
he reached the door, he ripped it off its hinges, holding it high over his
head looking for a target.  Then he set it down next to the doorway and
walked out of the bank.  As he took two steps onto the sidewalk, he
quickly turned to face the villain inside the bank and darted his finger at
him.

“You have a one-way ticket,” he said, “to jail!”
Carpe Diem Man headed back for the street where he hailed a taxi.

Wednesday came like a shot.  Carpe Diem Man took a walk along
the beach with the sun shining on his suit.  As the tide rolled in, he saw
something rather disturbing.  A beautiful woman struggled against the
ever-rising waves.  He could hear the panic in her voice as she shouted
for help.

“Just a moment!” he shouted to her.
Carpe Diem Man quickly ran to the lifeguard shack.  He instantly

darted up the ladder and grabbed a whistle off the platform.  He blew
the whistle very loudly.
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“You’re out to far!” he yelled.  “Come closer to shore!”
The woman continued to struggle with the waves.  She slowly went

under.  Carpe Diem Man watched as her arms violently flailed in the
air.  His mind raced for the possibilities of rescue.  Then realization hit
him like a ton of bricks.

“I got it!”
Carpe  Diem  Man  picked  up  the  phone  and  punched  in  some

numbers.  Almost immediately the phone picked up on the other end.
“Yes,”  he  spoke,  hurriedly  into  the  receiver,  “I’d  like  a  large

pepperoni and a two-liter bottle of Coke.  Please send it to the beach.
No, not that beach.  The other beach.  Yes, thank you.”

Carpe  Diem Man  hung  up  the  phone.   He  jumped  out  of  the
lifeguard shack and paced around in the sand for awhile.

As he stood silently under the sunlight momentarily, a beach jogger
jogged by.  Carpe Diem Man jumped in the jogger’s way and held out
his hands.  The jogger stopped abruptly.

“Pardon me,” said Carpe Diem Man, “but I do believe someone is
drowning out there.  Why don’t you be a really cool guy and save her?”

The jogger shrugged a moment, and then ran out into the water and
swam for the drowning woman.  Carpe Diem Man felt real happy inside
for his good deed.  He walked out to the parking lot to wait for his
pizza.

Chapter 2

Thursday was a beast.   Basically, the IRS came and repossessed
Carpe Diem Man’s multi-million dollar mansion.  Then he took off his
suit and walked to McDonald’s in his underwear.  He really needed a
job.

The End
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Hang Tough with the Right Stuff

Having absolutely no time whatsoever to hit the off button, Bobby
quickly kicked  his  CD player  as  hard  as  he  could  when the  knock
sounded on his bedroom door  that  evening.  He had hoped that the
person  on  the  other  side  didn’t  hear  the  commotion.   The  system
sputtered for just a moment before a puff of smoke leapt from the vent,
bringing the music to a droning stop.  He couldn’t believe what he had
just done.  That was the third stereo this week.  At that point he knew he
had a problem.

“Come in,” he said, fanning the smoke away.
His girlfriend Ashley opened the door.  Upon her entry, her face

became puzzled at the sight of the smoking stereo system.
“Are you okay?” she asked, coughing from the smoke.  “You look

nervous about something.”
“Just wishing I had better music equipment.”
Bobby kicked the stereo again to emphasize the point that he hoped

he had conveyed to her.
“Stupid piece of crap,” he yelled, swatting at the system.
Ashley looked at Bobby and nodded.
“Paid for the generic brand again, didn’t you?” she asked.
“Yeah, I suppose the pawn shops were made to rip me off.”
Ashley smiled and grabbed his arm.
“Yep, I suppose so too.  Well, you ready to take me to the movies

now, Mr. Stereo Man?”
As far as he knew, he was ready, providing that he didn’t forget

anything important.  He at least needed to get her out of his room if
nothing else.

“Yeah, just let me get my—”
Bobby  immediately  spotted  something  next  to  his  stereo  that

startled his nerves.  He quickly grabbed the flat object off the table and
tucked it behind his pants.

“Get your what?”
Bobby stealthily chucked the object  into the closet.   It hit some

plastic bags and fell silent.
“My, uh, sanity?”
“You mean your jacket?”
Bobby nodded.
“Yeah, I could get that too,” he said.
Bobby removed his arm from Ashley’s grip  and headed for  the

closet.  He pulled a blue jacket from the clothes rack and quickly put it
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on, having no time to decide if it was comfortable.  After slamming the
closet door shut, he glanced at the floor to make sure the flat object did
not  fall  out.   Satisfied,  he  casually  extended  his  arm  for  Ashley’s
shoulders and they led each other out the door.  Crisis averted.

About twenty minutes went by when Bobby and Ashley drove past
the fancy rich people restaurant.  They didn’t have much to say to each
other since the lights of the city were more interesting to them anyway,
but Bobby enjoyed catching sight of her in his peripheral vision.  They
watched  and  watched  as  one  building  after  another  passed  by their
view, while the radio blared to near deafness, making it hard for them to
talk to each other even if they had wanted to.

Bobby smiled and nodded at Ashley as the sights continued to roll
on by.  His teeth were recently brushed, so he figured that she could
smell the minty freshness.  Her blue eyes sparkled at him like a star, so
it seemed his charm captivated her easy amusement.

A  moment  passed  when  the  song  on  the  radio  changed.   To
Bobby’s surprise, his favorite song replaced the one that blasted before
it.  His smile grew wider for just a split second until he realized that
Ashley winced at the radio.

“Ugh, change this,” she shouted.  “Who still listens to New Kids on
the Block?”

Bobby was horrified.  He wanted to say something in response to
her  disgust,  but  he  didn’t  know what  she  would  think  about  him.
Realizing  he  was  outgunned,  he  had  to  submit  to  her  wish,  so  he
changed the radio station.  Some roller rink garbage poisoned his radio
instead.  He was close to tears.

“This is more like it,” she said.  “Sing with me, Bobby.”
Ashley cleared her throat.  She started to repeat the lyrics to this

Minnie Mouse sounding song that Bobby hated.  Bobby clutched the
steering wheel tighter to vent his frustration.

“Aren’t you gonna sing?” she asked.
Bobby’s mind raced for a moment before he turned off the radio.

Ashley looked stunned as her voice trailed a second after  the initial
radio silence.  Her voice was actually very nice, but she always hated to
sing into thin air.

“I have a question to ask you,” he said.
Ashley folded her hands over her lap.  She looked into the side of

his face.
“Okay, ask it.”
“This  is  a  hypothetical  question,  so don’t  read  into too  deeply,

okay?”
“Okay.”
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“What would you say if there were people in this world who still
listened to New Kids on the Block?”

She chuckled.
“I’d say they’re about as cool as Vanilla Ice,” she said.
“Is that good or bad?”
“What difference does it make?  They have their lives to live.  If

they want to listen to NKOTB then let ‘em.  I personally don’t think
those kind of people exist anymore, but it’s their business if they want
to listen to sucky music that’s been out of style for ten years.”

“Would you lose your respect for them if they did exist?”
“I don’t think I  could relate to them, but what should they care

what I think?”
“Would you think badly of them?”
“Bobby, I don’t judge people by what kind of useless music they

listen to.  I got other problems to deal with.”
Bobby nodded in thought.  Somehow he didn’t feel his question

was answered.

Later on that night, Bobby lied in his bed staring at the ceiling.
What could he do?  He knew he had a problem on his mind, but the
solution seemed to be too much to handle.  Maybe he could just fall
asleep.  But his thoughts would not leave him alone.  He knew what he
truly needed to do.  He also knew that Ashley wasn’t being completely
straight  with  him.   The  fact  of  the  matter  was  that  he  had  to  do
something now.

Bobby climbed out of bed and walked toward the closet.  His eyes
adjusted to the images of shadowy things as he opened the door.  He
saw the flat object setting on top of the large plastic bag that he tossed it
onto earlier.  It was laying face down in the plastic.  He picked it up and
looked at it, wiping a tear from his eye.

“It’s time to bring you out of the closet,” he said.
He read the words on the front cover one more time.  The image of

the New Kids on the Block could barely be seen on the disk jacket in
this darkness.  If only he could see it in full color and light, then he
would be  happy.  But  he realized that  that  would only prolong the
agony.

Bobby walked over to his dead CD system and attempted to pry
open the tray.  It took some effort, but he managed to muster up enough
strength to pull it out.  The New Kids CD faintly sparkled under the dim
lights shining through his window.  He removed the disk from the tray
and kissed it  before finally placing it  back into the case.   Trying to
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reflect on the good times he spent with the music, he raised the jewel
case to his head and held it there for a moment.

“I’m so sorry, Donnie,” he said with a sniffle, “and Jordan, and…”
A bubble of liquid choked him up.  He couldn’t continue with his

apologies.
Bobby took a deep breath and tossed the CD into the garbage can.

The can clanged in utter pain from the impact.  But it was the garbage
man’s problem now.  Bobby just had to find a way to feel released, and
he started by climbing back into bed.  He knew at least there, he could
enjoy his reoccurring dreams of touring with the Spice Girls.
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Sending Flowers

I always knew sending flowers to the wrong girl would be a bad
idea.  But, I never thought I’d actually do it.   Sometimes you forget
your purpose in a potential relationship, and sometimes you just forget
to let your senses focus first thing in the morning.  I felt like an idiot.

I had my eye on Stacy for quite some time, but she never really
returned the look.  We must’ve gone through four years of high school
and at least two years of college with each other.  And they were great
years, but I hardly got the chance to know her during that time.  Each
year I thought I could grab a desk next to her and use it as an excuse to
engage in conversation, but some jock strap jockey was always first to
slide  up  to  her  side,  taking  her  attention  away  from  me.   It  was
irritating, but she usually gave the guy two weeks before slapping him
across the face.  That was often my cue to cheer up.  Of course, by then
I had lost my nerve to talk.  I always liked where my face stayed in
proportion to my head.  And that was essentially the way it went for six
years.  But that was all in the past.  Recent events led me to believe that
my chance with her was gone forever.

Lisa walked into my life  just three weeks ago.   I  think my true
regret for that moment began around Thursday.  I was just getting out of
my History class when we nearly collided.  I was hungry so I wasn’t
paying attention where I was walking.  I just knew the on-campus food
court was calling my name.  Anyway, we missed each other by about
four inches.  Not a bad distance, but still too close to keep a stable path.
She dropped her books on my feet.

“Excuse me,” she said.
I’ll have to admit she did rattle my heart a little.  I thought she was

pretty and she smelled nice, but I wasn’t sure how to react to that.  I
mean, I had my eye on Stacy for so long that I didn’t dare to look at
another girl.   But Stacy had yet to give me a chance and I  stopped
believing I was a loser.

“Here, let me pick these up for you,” I said.
I was never really original in my responses.  I could’ve been suave

or creative, but directness had always remained king in my interactions.
She didn’t care.

“Thanks.”
She didn’t really strike me as being original either.  So I picked up

her  books  and  handed  them to  her.   She  smiled  and  gave  me  the
interested eye.  This was probably a first in my life.  Frankly I couldn’t
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remember  anyone ever  giving me that  look before.   I  almost  forgot
about Stacy.

“What’s your name?” I asked.
“Lisa.  What’s yours?”
“Andrew.  Come around here often?”
So I guess that was small talk.  I found it kind of boring.  I decided

to invite her to lunch instead of just hanging around there.

A  week  passed  when  we decided  we  were  friends.   This  was
another concept that was foreign to me.  Sure, there was Samantha and
Wendy in my life when I was a kid.  But we always picked on each
other,  so  they didn’t really count.  This was the first  time I  think I
actually got along with a woman, to the point where I could have lunch
with her and she wouldn’t shove my sandwich into my face the way
Samantha and Wendy used to do when we were ten.   It  was rather
refreshing.  But I didn’t know what I was supposed to do as a friend.
So I bought her flowers.

Now,  no  one  told  me  that  flowers  meant  escalation  into  a
relationship.  I thought I was just being nice.  When I gave her roses
and such in the lunch line, I expected maybe a simple word of thanks or
something.  Instead I got a kiss.  Now, I didn’t exactly hate the kiss.
I’m not gay or anything.  But this was Lisa, not Stacy.  This was Lisa’s
lips touching mine.  Nothing in this factor had Stacy involved.  I felt
kind of dirty.   I  felt  the pangs of hunger stinging my heart.   It  was
possible  I  betrayed  my own feelings.   Now Lisa  thought I  was her
boyfriend.  What was I supposed to do about that?

That  brings  me  to  the  present.   I  thought  I  could  remedy  my
mistake by sending flowers to Stacy.  I followed her home a few times
in the past, so I knew where she lived.  I thought if Lisa liked flowers so
much,  maybe  Stacy  would  like  them  too.   Unfortunately  I  had  a
problem remembering whose address belonged to whom.  I ended up
sending the bouquet of flowers to Lisa’s house.  Of course, my name
was  written  all  over  the  botanical  curses,  so  Lisa  obviously
misinterpreted the gesture.  I never felt like more of a dork in my life.

Of  course,  I  could’ve  told  Lisa  the  truth  about  the  flowers.   I
could’ve told her that they were really meant for  Stacy.  But then I
realized that she had no idea who Stacy was.  That meant I had to let
Lisa keep the flowers.  Besides, she smiled at me anyway, and I really
liked it when she smiled at me.  It was just that I really wanted to tell
Stacy that  I  liked her.   But I  figured I  would never  actually have a
chance with her, so to dream such a dream would’ve been pointless.
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The best I could’ve been to her was the guy who watered the flowers I
sent her.  And that wasn’t a life I wanted to live.  So I asked Lisa to
marry me.  It was then that I realized that three weeks wasn’t designed
to change my entire life.  It was just there to enhance the present.

So now I’m a single guy stuck with two sets of flowers and no one
to give them to. 
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Ride the Elevator

Richard casually smiled at Yolanda as the digital numbers clicked
ever so slowly between floors.  He was surprised to see such a lovely
woman within a hundred yards of this building, since most of the other
ladies he saw around here were either older or homely.  She weakly
smiled back as she periodically glanced at the floor number display.

“Work here?” asked Richard with his usual pleasant tone.
“No, just visiting someone,” she responded.  She tried not to seem

interested.
“A significant other, maybe?”
“A significant something.  I’m not sure I’d call him an ‘other’.”
Richard nodded to himself.  He may have been less than debonair,

in his late thirties, and a three-time divorcee, but his male instincts told
him he needed to act fast.  He was incredibly desperate for love, and he
had no idea what floor she was getting off at.

“Hi, my name is Richard Penworth,” he said, extending his hand.
“What might your name be?”

“Selena.  Selena Kyle.”
“Selena Kyle?  You mean like Catwoman?”
Yolanda nodded to him almost coldly.
“Yeah, like Catwoman.”
She stared hard at the floor number panel, doing her best to ignore

him.
“So what do you do, Selena?” he asked.
She sighed as her eyes directed away from the top of the door.  She

instead shifted her attention to the wall, shuffling her left foot in the
process.

“You don’t want to know me, Rich,” she said.  “Give up while you
can.”

“Give up what?” he asked.  “I’m just making friendly chat.”
Yolanda pressed the elevator stop button and leaned up against the

wall.  The elevator car stopped somewhere between the thirty-sixth and
thirty-seventh floors.

“Look, I’m not here to see some friend or lover or anything,” she
said.  “I’m here to see my lawyer.”

“Your lawyer?  What do you need a lawyer for?”
Yolanda removed one of her high heel shoes from her feet  and

rammed the heel part into the stop button.  The light behind the button
fizzled out, and the plastic fell to the floor.  Some sparks shot out from
the broken socket.
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“What are you doing?” he complained.  “How are we supposed to
get the elevator going?”

“I lied and I cheated my way through life just so I could get to the
top of the heap.  I slept around, I stabbed friends in the back, and I stole
from coworkers.”

“Why did you break the stop button?”
Richard frantically tried to pry the door open, but his fingers were

not skinny enough to fit through the crack.  Yolanda placed her shoe
back onto her feet.

“You asked me a question, so now I’m answering it.  I’m a dirty
woman, Rich…”

“You don’t need a lawyer, lady, you need a counselor.”
“I  know  I  probably  seem  pretty  stereotypical  to  you,  like  a

Hollywood starlet or something.  But, when I pushed my boss out the
window for harassing me, it all just seemed to fall apart.  Everything I
tried to make for myself sunk me to the depths of oblivion.”

“You killed your boss?”
“No, he survived the fall, but he’s paraplegic now, and I’m trying

to break out of a twenty-year sentence because it’s just not fair being
locked up for something so minor and trivial.”

“Minor  and  trivial?   What  the…how  do  you  plan  on  getting
yourself out of that?”

“That’s why I’m here to see my lawyer.  I’ve been doing him a few
favors, if you know what I mean.”

Richard felt the vomit slowly rolling around in his gut.  All of a
sudden, this woman didn’t seem so lovely.

“Filing papers, I hope,” he said.
“Twenty years is a long time to waste.  Gotta avoid it at all costs.”
“You know, you could’ve just pressed the stop button temporarily.

You didn’t have to break it.”
Yolanda removed her shoe again, rapidly jabbing at all of the other

buttons on the keypad that remained untouched.  Richard’s heart sought
shelter  in his  stomach as  he  watched  her  destroy his  only hope  for
freedom.  This day could not possibly get any worse.  But it did.  She
ripped the emergency phone out of the panel and threw it to the floor.

“You don’t have to tell me what to do,” she whispered.  “I have a
mind of my own.”

“That’s not what I see,” he said.
“Ever wondered what it’s like to fall forever, Rich?”
“I’m not a dreamer, lady.”
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“But you must be to think you had a chance with a girl like me.  Of
course, it looks like we’ll be here for awhile, so maybe your dream will
come true.”

Richard shook his head in disbelief.  He knew that he needed to
make a silent commitment to himself to never try picking up a strange
woman again.

“That’s  it,”  he  said,  “I  just  don’t  dig  psychochicks.   I’m outta
here.”

Richard reached up for the ceiling panel at the top of the car and
punched it open.  As the top popped, he grabbed for the opening that
led into the elevator shaft and hoisted himself up.  As he set his feet to
the roof, he immediately closed the panel behind him, leaving Yolanda
by herself.  She smiled a sly smile.

“All right, Miss Genius,” she said, looking at the broken keypad
and telephone.  “How do you get out of here now?  Man, the felonies
you commit to get a guy off your back…”



Flash Fiction Commentaries / 217

Flash Fiction Commentaries

The following text is my brief account of the flash fiction stories
you just  read,  and the  reasons why they exist.   As you read  in  the
introduction, each of these were given as a class exercise to shape my
skills in developing ideas and characters, so they all had some sort of
parameter  to  follow.   If  anything  seemed  odd  during  the  reading
process, hopefully this section will explain why.  So have fun with the
history lesson.

Bob’s Dog Day

The  thing  I  remember  about  this  story  was  that  my  instructor
wanted us to write a scene involving a grocery store incident and some
dog food.  I think the exercise was to take a character and place him
into a specific scene, depending on what we brainstormed, and I believe
this was the result.  I don’t really have any other recollection beyond
that, but that was essentially the purpose of this piece.  The title at least
was meant to carry a double meaning, which for those who didn’t catch
it during the reading, suggested that Bob was “in the doghouse” so-to-
speak.  I don’t recall if the story had to carry a theme of depression, or
if this was just a reflection of what I was feeling around the time I wrote
it (keep in mind this was written in the same season as “One Alone, One
Forgotten”), but I think it had something to do with my attempt to see if
I was capable of writing drama.

Fred’s Foul Love

This story was assigned the next day, carrying similar requirements
(being that the character had to be a Publix shopper), but not involving
a dog.  I don’t remember if alcohol was the assigned theme, or just the
catalyst I used to make Fred pathetic, but the conditions for this story
were  similar  to  those  of  “Bob’s  Dog  Day.”   My  attempt  for  the
symbolic elements were not only to make the character delusional, but
also to give some sort of siren like personality to the bottles of alcohol
themselves, all the while leaving those around who have the ability to
interfere with his addiction to stand there and watch, letting him fall
into it deeper until it breaks him.  Of course, the ironic thing was that
the subject matter was more sensitive than the last story’s, and yet I
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decided to keep the drama absent.  I guess I was trying to lighten the
mood.  Either that, or I failed at my attempt to write something serious.

Indian River Oranges

Okay,  the  background  behind  this  exercise  was  simple.   The
instructor gave us the first line of the story, which was, “After a week,
the bag of  Indian River  oranges in my trunk began to  smell.”   The
exercise if I remember correctly was to then take the first line of the
story and build a plot line around it.  So in a nutshell, everybody who
participated  in  this  exercise  had to  write  a  story about  Indian River
oranges, using this example as the first line.  My story of course had to
throw in some extra ingredients,  so my stream of consciousness was
responsible for the rest.  I really had no idea that I was writing the plot
line for a Grand Theft Auto game in the process.  Oh well, it was fun to
write, even though I still hate that first line more than anything else in
this  book.   I’d  change  it  if  it  didn’t  alter  the  point  of  the  story.
Seriously, what was my instructor thinking when he came up with it?
Now I’m agitated.

Desert Agent

My memory on this exercise is really fuzzy, but I think it leaned
toward setting up a scene,  or  learning how to write  descriptively or
something along those lines.  I honestly don’t remember what this one
was for.  I just know that this was my first attempt at writing a desert
story, and I found it to be an interesting setting to play with.  It was also
my throwback tribute  to  some of  my old  action stories  that  seemed
more farfetched than realistic.  This one was fun to write too.  Too bad I
don’t remember why I had to write it.

Return (Vision 1-3)

This exercise was unique in that we had to create a story in the first
person perspective, rewrite it  in the third person, and then rewrite it
again in the omniscient point of view.  So that’s the reason why you had
to read this same story three times.  The idea was to tell the story in
different perspectives so that the reader might catch something in one
version that he wouldn’t necessarily catch in another.  For example, in
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the  first  two perspectives,  the  reader  only  knows Jessie’s  character
through the way Robert sees her (as told in the first and the third person
perspectives).  But in the last perspective (the omniscient or bird’s eye
view), the reader finally gets the opportunity to see things from Jessie’s
angle,  and  comes  to  understand  her  actions  a  lot  better.   Frankly I
thought it was a neat exercise, if not overly redundant.  As far as the
content was concerned, I think it was just another one of my attempts to
tell a redemption story using love as the catalyst.  I don’t think there
were any stipulations on the story itself.  I can’t remember though.

Unexpected Weather

This is another exercise that had some sort of purpose, but I don’t
remember what exactly.  I know that at the time I had been toying with
the thought of what might happen if it snowed in Miami.  I think the
event to trigger this question came shortly before the assignment was
given when I closed at Blockbuster one night and the supervisor told
me that Corporate had a system for keeping track of sales conditions
involving  time,  holiday,  weather,  location,  etc.   The  joke  was that
accuracy  didn’t  matter  and  that  sometimes  the  supervisor  recorded
conditions  that  included  working at  a  store  in  Miami during snowy
weather.  So that was more or less where the idea for this story came
from.  But I still don’t remember what the requirements were for this
exercise exactly.  I just know that it was one of my more underrated
pieces featured here.  Maybe if Mickey Mouse showed up in an Eskimo
suit, it would get better attention.

Story from a Six-Year Old

Okay, this one was a lot of fun for me.  The assignment was exactly
what it looks like—to write a story from the perspective of a child.  The
topic could’ve been about anything, and the age of the narrator could’ve
been  anything under  the  age  of  twelve,  so  I  decided  to  tell  a  story
through the voice of someone I knew well—my little six-year old sister.
When  she  was  six,  my  sister  had  this  hyperactive  personality  that
shifted her attention on a dime from one subject to the next.   Some
psychologists called  it  ADHD.  Any story she would tell  essentially
began the way this story began, complete with the overemphasis of the
subject (like the first mention of the bunnies for example).  It was quite
amusing actually.  Now of course five years has done a lot to change a
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kid’s perspective (everything is about anime and music now).  But this
story did its best to encompass more or less everything that made up her
world back then, which included cartoons,  kitties,  mortality,  and the
bratty kid next door.  So that’s the background on this one.  It’s one of
the few stories that gets me rolling every time.

The Robbery (Old Guy Park Blues and Kid’s Recount)

Again, these two stories followed in the footsteps of “Return” and
“Story from a Six-Year Old” in that the perspective was the key to the
exercise.  In this case we were given a specific topic (the park robbery)
and specific narrators (the first being an elderly person and the second
being a ten-year old).   To  pull this off, I  more or less relied on the
technique of making the old narrator a crotchety fellow who spent more
time remembering the good old days than he did on focusing on the
present circumstances at hand, while the kid told the story through lingo
and pop culture references.  Pretty standard tricks really.  There isn’t
much else to say about these two, other than that both narrators are
supposed to be in the park witnessing this purse snatching firsthand.
But I imagine that’s implied.

Three Clueless Guys

This story originally had no title.  I decided to give it one a few
years ago when I put the first version of this collection together.  My
decision  to  name  it  “Three  Clueless  Guys”  came  directly  from the
filename I gave it the first time I saved it.  So I guess you could say that
the  title  was  always  there,  but  never  official  until  the  birth  of  the
collection came about.  As far as the exercise went, the assignment was
to write a story based entirely on dialogue.  We were not allowed to
have any lines of action anywhere.  The trick was to  establish three
distinctly different voices within the dialogue exchange.  So my choices
were the man who spoke macho, the man who spoke peace, and the
man who spoke in metaphors.  Unfortunately I didn’t succeed with the
differences as well as I would have preferred since the latter two voices
sounded similar to each other.  But it was still an interesting attempt.  I
have another story in Volume 2 (written around the same time, but I
chose to  feature it  in a different volume for reasons that I’ll  explain
later)  that  features this same format,  but is  meant to portray “tense”
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dialogue instead of casual dialogue.  Just thought I’d throw that bit of
information in there.

The Lemony Fresh Action Hero

And now we come to the story that influenced my decision to write
a commentary for each section.  In the previous versions of my story
collections, I just showed them off to people without any explanation,
and  that  was  that.   But  I  realized  that  some  stories  (especially  the
exercises in flash fiction) would not make any sense without some form
of explanation, and this story in particular was the one that needed the
greatest explanation.  So now that that’s out of the way, I can get to the
point.  This story was assigned to be an exercise in bad storytelling.
Yep, you read that right.  Our instructor thought it would be both fun
and educational to write a story using the worst narrative and structural
ingredients that we could think of.  So I chose to create a character that
was  a  complete  antithesis  to  his  namesake  and  crafted  an
incomprehensible plot to boot.  Add to that the purposeful bad dialogue
and what I ended up with was a masterpiece of cheese.  The story even
had some sentence structure  problems,  but I  decided  to fix some of
those up because there’s only so much I can take.

Of course this assignment wasn’t made without irony.  The story
itself, as bad as it was, wasn’t any worse than the first story I’ve ever
credited myself to writing.  And at least this one was only a page and a
half.   The  first  story  I  wrote  stretched  to  208  pages,  and  it  was
handwritten—without chapters.  It too featured all the horrible elements
that this story was given on purpose, and that story wasn’t supposed to
be bad.  It just worked out that way.  The other ironic thing about this
story was that I liked the character of Carpe Diem Man so much that I
reinvented him for an official short story (featured in Volume 2) called
“Superheroes Anonymous,” but kept his antithetic quality, which one
critic ultimately wasn’t too keen about.  Oh well.  Everybody else loved
it.

Hang Tough with the Right Stuff

The day I got this assignment, the instructor asked each of us to
write down an anonymous secret about ourselves on a small scrap of
paper and place it in a hat.  I wrote down the fact that I have never been
up in a plane (which wasn’t much of a secret, but they didn’t know) and
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submitted it.  The secret I pulled out of the hat was that the student still
listened to New Kids on the Block.  And as you’ve already guessed, the
assignment was to write a story based on the secret we drew.  So that’s
how  this  one  originated.   Because  it  wasn’t  a  specific  technique
exercise,  I  had the freedom to make a real  story out  of it,  so I  did.
Granted it was still written as a short piece, but it was a short piece that
included all the goodies from character to plot to conflict, etc.  And the
subject matter itself was ridiculous enough for me to take great joy in
writing it.  So that’s the story behind this.  For those who don’t know
who the New Kids on the Block are and are completely lost on the title,
they were a boy band in the late 80s of which “Hangin’ Tough” and
“The Right Stuff’ were names of two of their hit songs.

And no,  I  wasn’t a  fan.   But I  did  have a  few of  their  posters
though.

Just kidding.

Sending Flowers

I’m not sure what the purpose of this story was, but I know that it
was yet another one that I found enjoyable to write.  I think really any
story that gives me a chance to explore the possibilities of finding a girl
worth pursuing is enjoyable, but I also find writing about the difficulties
of having to choose between one girl and another to be an interesting
ride as well, so it was a good one to run with.  I also enjoy writing in the
first person from time to time, so it certainly helped in making this one
fun.  That “I’m a jerk or a screw up, but I don’t care” voice is also a
good escape from time to time, so I think any story that allows room for
me to become someone I’m not has its appeal.  Okay, I’m just rambling
to fill up some space.  I really don’t have anything specific to say about
this piece other than that it’s still one of my favorites for some reason.  I
guess it has something to do with the fact that relationships and people
in general are way too unpredictable, and that flowers shouldn’t have to
be given only when a relationship is involved.  Friends should be able
to get them too.  Hallmark and Valentine’s Day have way too much
influence on the world.  Okay, I’m done now.

Ride the Elevator

This exercise was yet another  create-a-scene moment to get  our
imaginations racing, this time involving a conversation in an elevator.
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Simply put, I had to make up a story about two people talking about
some  random  topic  as  they  rode  the  elevator  to  some  unknown
destination.  Sounds exciting, right?  Because a story about an elevator
conversation can either be very dull or very interesting, I decided that I
didn’t want it to be about work or idle chitchat because that would lean
it toward the former possibility (very dull).  Therefore I thought that the
subject matter involved really needed something to make it memorable,
not to  mention that I  really wanted an excuse to  throw in the word
“psychochick” into a story, so I ran with the idea of a woman going to
extremes (even up to a criminal nature) to get a random guy off her
back.  So that’s why it takes the unique and unpredictable turn that it
takes.  My mom liked this story.

In Conclusion:

Well, that finishes this section.  There were actually a handful of
other  exercise-based  stories  that  were  written  for  these  two  classes
during  this  time  period,  but  I  chose  to  feature  them in  Volume  2
because a.) I wasn’t sure how much I liked the subjects of the stories
and therefore wasn’t sure if  I  wanted to feature them at all,  and b.)
because I needed to give the second volume a little more weight than it
had without them, so I held back.

And that’s that.
So I hope you enjoyed this little presentation of my relics of the

past  and the brainstorming events that  got me to where I  am today.
Next up: poetry.  Yay.

—Jeremy
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Introduction

As you can tell by reading the title page, you have stumbled across
the conservative section of poetry that now awaits your attention.  In the
pages ahead, you will see a number of various subjects and formats to
whet  your  poetic  palate.   Even  though  some  of  the  poems  adopt
distinctive  styles,  some take  on  forms  of  their  own, so you’ll  never
know what you’re in for as you flip from one page to the next.  One
moment  you  may  read  a  sonnet.   The  next  may  introduce  you  to
something I made up.  And the subject matter will range anywhere from
a story about redemption to a story about a tortilla shell.  It’ll be quite
an adventure.

So as you read on, expect the unexpected, prepare for the best (or
worst), and brace yourself for this is going to be a ride that probably
won’t live up to the hype of this intro.  Boo yeah.

Once again, most of these were written for a class.  Poetry is not
my preferred genre, so the poems that I do happen to write for fun are
rare at best.  As far as I can remember that doesn’t include any of the
poetry in this volume.  But once again I’ll do a little bit of background
explanation  at  the  end  of  the  section  in  relation  to  however  it’s
important, just so there’s some consistency here.

Hope you like what you read.
And to all the guys reading this…I’m apologizing now.

—Jeremy
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Theme From English 3

If I were not writing this paper,
I know not what I would do,
I could be sleeping or reading or watching TV,
But those things I could not be certain,
And since I am writing this paper, I cannot do any of these,
Therefore I will not worry.

I am a student of many classes,
Including the one that this paper is for,
My test taking skills are bad and my grades are only average,
And I eat lunch at home,
While buying yearbooks every year,
And looking bad in almost every picture I take.

I watch a lot of TV,
Because there is not a lot else to do,
I could stare at the wall for hours,
But there is not much excitement in that,
I could do homework of course,
But then my hand will fall asleep,
Because I'll write so fast to get an assignment done and over

with so I won't have to bother with it any longer,
I could watch TV, but hey,
I do that anyway.

I think my lifestyle is a lot like others,
Many people have bad test taking abilities,
And many people eat lunch at home,
Some buy yearbooks and most look bad in pictures,
So I guess we're all the same,
We're all people,
We see movies and ride in cars,
And we all notice strange things about ourselves.
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There was a time when I once realized,
My pants were rolled up a bit too high,
I know this means nothing to the subject,
But I'll throw it in anyway,
I was walking home from my friend's house,
When I realized my pants were rolled up about five or

six inches above my shoe,
And that was quite sad,
I immediately fixed this mistake,
And rolled it back down,
Which I felt much better then.

So, that's my life within the past few days,
Not much of one, I know,
But it's not depressing,
I don't spend all my time watching TV,
I spend a lot of time writing garbage like this,
Basically, this whole thing is dopey,
But that's my personal opinion,
So thank you for reading.
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Dungeon Johnny
The dark of the night,
The cold, damp room,
The big, bald Johnny,

Stands, staring at doom.

His eyes are cold,
Gray as the fog,

This condemned man,
This wretched dog,

He used to guard victims,
He was an ugly brute,

Now this pale, cold Johnny,
Has his death to recruit.

He stands in a cell,
Chained at his feet,

This once big Johnny,
Has nothing to eat.

No food of life,
No food of pleasure,
No food of freedom,
Or of any measure.

Dungeon Johnny,
He stands alone,

He is dying empty,
And his soul will groan.

What crime is so great,
What deed is so black,

To send this roach Johnny,
Into this murky shack?

He stole some fruit,
He swore a little,

He murdered a man,
Cut ‘em down the middle.
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Now Dungeon Johnny,
Is paying the price,

His sins have been counted,
There’s no roll of the dice.

His time is coming,
His luck has run dry,

This once brutish Johnny,
Is going to die.

But a stream of light,
As white as a dove,

And as bright as the sun,
Shoots in from above.

It pierces the bricks,
It pierces the bars,

It pierces the mildew,
And shines like the stars.

A bright, white figure,
Majestic and calm,
Stands before him,

With holes in his palms.

His eyes are like fire,
And his hair is like snow,

And the sword in his mouth,
Has a majestic glow.

Dungeon Johnny,
As stunned as can be,

Looks at the figure,
Too bright to see.

He shades his eyes,
His hands pushed aside,

The figure explains,
That He is the guide.
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The figure tells Johnny,
That there is no living,

If a sinful man,
Does not ask for forgiving.

This once big Johnny,
Now pale with starvation,

Opens his mouth,
And prays for salvation.

He knows of his faults,
He knows of his lies,
He knows of his sins,
And wants them to fly.

Fly far away,
Into the flash wind,

And into a crevasse,
Beyond the sea’s end.

He prays for the burden,
To lift from his soul,
And to be cast away,

Into a deep hole.

Dungeon Johnny,
With a peace in his heart,

Watches the sword,
Come down like a dart.

It pierces the chains,
Shattering like glass,

Releasing a pain,
Thought never to pass.

The majestic figure,
As bright as can be,

Shouts, “Glory to God,
You have been set free!”
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Dungeon Johnny,
Appealed of his crimes,
Can leave this prison,

This hell of grime.

Set free is Johnny,
Set free is his soul,
Set free of his pain,

And set free of this hole.

The majestic figure,
Leads Johnny away,

Into the light, that
Will never go gray.

Dungeon Johnny,
As free as the sky,
Will never again,

Be sentenced to die.
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Quest of a Superhero

Behold, the city!
I see you before me!

Your endless playground,
Stretches infinitely!

I’ll bound before you,
And protect your nights!

I’ll travel within you,
And shine your lights!

I will rid you of crime,
And the scum of the land!
I will clean up your streets,

And lend you a hand.

My sidekick and I,
Will patrol your streets!
We’ll crush the enemy,
And step on their feet!

Behold my strength,
Behold my kind,

Behold the simplicity
Of my mind!

I am a superhero,
Hear me roar!

Tickle my senses,
And I’ll tickle you sore!

I’m the blue bomber,
I come like the wind!

Silence me, haggle me,
My wrath I will send!

No criminal safe,
Evildoers run,

I am the mighty,
And I pack a big gun!
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The city is safe,
As long as I’m here.
My ammo of muscle,

Suffers no fear!

I am like iron,
The strength of ten men,

I’m nigh-invulnerable,
And have a big chin!

I’m larger than life,
Striking fear in bad hearts!
I bound from the rooftops,
And hurl shopping carts!

No enemy too big,
No enemy too small,
No enemy shall ever

Make me fall!

I am the mighty,
So hear my cry!

I’ll yell the word “spoon,”
And dart like a fly!

So come to me, monsters,
No pain will you inflict!

Strangle me, shoot at me,
For I am the Tick!
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Cola Mountain
There’s a burning within me

That starts with the sun.
It takes hold of my comfort

And spoils my fun.

It may start on the beach
Where I burn my bare feet.

It may start on a bench
Where I’m sitting to eat.

It does not stop there.
Who knows where it came?

It spoils conversation,
It spoils the game.

The burning is fierce,
It flames like a dart,

The dryness becomes madness,
It tears balance apart.

It’s not a burning for love,
Nor a burning for hunger,
But a burning for thirst,

A juice to make younger.

The thirst cure is here
Like youth in a fountain,

Quench that mad dryness
Climb the cola mountain.

The great cola mountain
Is a structure of power.

It devastates aridity
And gives it a shower.
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Thirst is not safe
From its gusty peaks.
The gush of its force
Blasts it for weeks.

The liquid is pure,
Adrenaline in a can.
The energy is raw,

Flowing through the land.

The great cola mountain,
A water of fire,

No dry rock can stop it,
The liquid of spire.

It chills to the bone,
Like a cool Winter breeze.

The ice at its top,
Floats in the freeze.

Then it fizzles and pops,
Surface tension corrupting,
Its angry crackle of sound

Is a volcano erupting.

The heart of the mountain
Spills out like a river.

The geyser of quenching
Burst forth in a quiver.

Like the call of the wild,
And the call of the moose,

And the call of nature,
The pressure is loose.

The sea in the valley
Foams in its wake.

The trees in the trough
Get stuck from the quake.
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The race has begun,
The markets are fighting,

The bait has been set,
The consumers are biting.

The great cola mountain,
Madison Avenue’s best,
Not quite the adventure,
But still passes the test.

The volcano of refreshment
Scaled down to a model.

Its properties of greatness
Now come in a two-liter bottle.
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Cheesy Dream House

What can be said about the house of my dreams?
Is it a structure with cement, steel, or some beams?
Would I like wood to make up my floor?
Do I want a window in my front door?
Questions I ask for one reason or other,
Can help me move out of the house of another.
So whether my house is big, small, or roomy,
Shelter forever is just fine to do me.

If I had to pick a definite form,
I would probably choose something beyond the norm.
Maybe a living room for fifty people,
Or just something with rose window and steeple.
Whatever it is, one thing is for sure,
It must have built-in air conditioner.
Summer days are too hot to be cool,
So it would not be complete without swimming pool.

The Other Dream House

The living room echoes of a beachside city,
Birthed by a love of artful things.
The walls hang memory of variations of stories,
Picturesque structure of emotions run wild.
The corners converge to a moral center,
Guided by trials kneaded deep in the carpet.
Bursting forth is the welcome mat to appease the heart,
Setting at the door that stays closed to the world.
The innermost dreams may bury underneath the couch,
Waiting to be found by the hopes of love.
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The Accident

As I walked down the street,
I heard a tire squeal,
Then as I looked up,

A salesman lost his car deal.

Down by the corner,
Two guys yelled and screamed,

One car smashed a bumper,
The other blew steam.

As I stepped off the corner,
Another detail came to play,

As I touched my empty pocket,
I realized today was payday.

I walked toward the bank,
Passing casually by the cars,

But I noticed something different,
Both men had matching scars.

I walked behind the damage,
Spotting a manhole in the street,

The lid was uncovered,
Perhaps the cause of the meet.

The men were familiar,
Like Chinese food for lunch,

The scars ran through my memory,
Payday didn’t matter much.

A dog settled by the curb,
His tongue flapped in the breeze,

A hubcap fell from a tire,
Then everything smelt like cheese.
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I remembered a time of two bandits,
The names escaped my mind,

The moment told of robbed places,
And lots of rope to unwind.

When I cashed my last paycheck,
Two men stole my pride,

They stuffed cheese in my face,
And wrapped scars around my mind.

Today my bank was saved,
For now the cops were on the scene,

Rifles found in broken trunks,
I guess I’m feeling kind of green.
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The Fourth Week’s Night

As the night air closes the sky,
A new light shines forth over me.
Though shrouded in clouds and mist,
The comforting glow illuminates the darkness.
Never to get lost by a broken path,
Only to get lost in the silence.
Legends are haunted by tales of howling,
But now all is peaceful in the glow of the night.
No unrest for those who need its fullness,
The calming wonder washes over the brokenness.
Never have I loved a walk without the tranquility,
Always have I loved the serenity of the fourth week’s night.
How I miss the glow of one that’s un-new,
How I long for the calm to be ever present.

Only green cheese could ever grace my crackers.
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Distribution of Forever

Forever a heart needs placement,
Forever a mind needs rest,

Forever a body needs growth,
Forever a soul needs peace,

Forever a life needs love.
Forever I need…

Never I don’t.

Three Planets

For all dads

What great mystery beholds you now?
You seem big to the eyes of a child.
But life holds its own mystery,
And you just try to keep up.
Behold the Red Spot of Jupiter.

You want what’s best for your family.
You try to make them secure and sound.
You want to keep it all together,
But instability wants to break it all apart.
Behold the Rings of Saturn.

What is it that holds you together?
How do you juggle an entire world?
You seem small to the eyes of an adult,
But you are still mighty to the inner kid.
Behold the Gases of Uranus.
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Commercials

The screen fades to gray,
Acid-washed asphalt screams,
The blinding rush zips forth,
Forever the heart beats.
The echo of music imposes,
Words of discouragement flash
across the eyes,
“The other soccer moms will talk,”
What does this mean to me?

A chariot of metal blazes,
What sits behind the glass?
All I see is a dream in motion,
Dreams must be in black and white.
There is no true beginning,
There is no true end,
All I see is a dream,
All I see is something I don’t have.
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Thunderstorm Argument

The streets are dark of bitter wind.
The leaves howl the blisters of rage.
But silence rolls over, the city falls still.
The powers that be slink back in their cave.

Two nations stand together, prisoners bound at the wrist.
A common trust envelops them, assets form the cuffs.
One finger holds a button, the other rubs a tear.
Under the ugliness of smiles, lies the heart of greed.
Somewhere time rolls a feeling, one does not understand.
Two leaders crack a whip, the suddenness of power.
One wants oil, the other wants to rule the world.
Hot and cold collide, opposite forces rage the wind.
Both cannot control the peace, chaos rocks the planet.
Cannons aimed at coastlines, citizens underground.
The third worlds hold out their umbrellas to the war.
The years become wet, hearts shiver under blankets.

Clouds dissipate from the sky,
Leaves drip with morning blood.
The rivers wash back into the calm,
A nation’s city lies in ruin.
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The Rabbit and the Farmer

A rabbit hops before me,
Its eyes are like glass.
Why it seems so free,
I guess I forgot to ask.

It dives beneath the earth,
Its home buried from the sky.
The creature filled with mirth,

The instinct clever and sly.

A carrot sucks underground,
A farmer pulls out his gun,
The rabbit makes no sound,

It smells the need to run.

A gunshot blasts the air,
I must’ve dropped my pen.

Like lightning flees the hare,
Like ooze walks the man.

I’ve never seen such madness,
Over such a little thing.

All I feel is sadness,
For all the suffering.

Whoever was so greedy,
For stuff that passes on,

To deprive someone so needy,
Never knows what’s gone.

A carrot for a bunny,
A farmer with a crop.

Isn’t it so funny,
That madness doesn’t stop?

The rabbit flew the coop,
The farmer gives a shrug.

Then the cycle forms a loop,
Someone swats the hungry bug.
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The Wires of Sansojiv
A city lies silent,

Beneath the shifting sand,
A once great nation,
A Babylonian land.

It was a wonder of worlds,
A place of all things,

A paradise of structures,
Streets made for kings.

Gold found in the avenues,
Platinum in the light,

Jewelry among commoners,
All a delicious sight.

A visitor once said,
Life ends in this place,
Once you come to visit,

You’re enraptured by its face.

But illusions are deceitful,
And illusions are unkind,

And illusions break the spirit,
When illusions cloud the mind.

The land was made mystic,
The shroud was quite thick,

No one knew the fate,
Of the city dying and sick.

Visual perception was fantastic,
But the base was unbound,

The structures were unholding,
An inner structure unfound.

The souls were fleeting,
But none really knew,

The blindness of beauty,
Robbed them of what’s true.
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This once great nation,
Living at the end,

Prepared for the blow,
That no street could fend.

The merchants were wealthy,
The townsfolk were kings,
Every citizen of this place,

Had their hands on all things.

Crime was unknown,
For law was unmade,

Morals shot in the dark,
Thoughts of God would fade.

Men thrived on luck,
Women lived on looks,

Children learned on theory,
Dogs would tear up books.

Everyone was happy,
It was paradise in hell,

None headed responsibility,
Flesh ruled the outer shell.

The people were careless,
The people were blind,
The people were dying,
Of lack of pure mind.

Their hearts became blackened,
Lust ruled their soul,

Leaders flourished with greed,
The city hanging over a hole.

None understood their folly,
Or thought back to those lost,

Only desire to become prominent,
To ignore what it would cost.
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Sex became industry,
Money became gods,

But emptiness settled over,
The soulless human pods.

What was thought to last forever,
Soon became clear,

That trust in man’s power,
Could turn dreams into fear.

Suicide increased tenfold,
When business took a dive,
Then war would settle over,

People could no longer thrive.

This city of prominence,
Once a land so great,

Faced the unspeakable,
When Babylon made its fate.

Morality took a walk,
After things became good,

Darkened hearts sealed the city,
Evil broke the protecting hood.

Crime became known,
For the law was now made,
But love buried deep below,

Thoughts of God would still fade.

Under the blackness of sin,
Under the blackness of fears,

Under the blackness of power,
Lurked nothing but tears.

Some knew of the fate,
Of this city of sin,

But all could do nothing,
For the leaders would win.
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The laws were dreadful,
Making truth an unknown,

Everything was speculation,
False theories were grown.

The biggest casualty of all,
Thinking they were too great,

To fall under the power,
Of the nation they’d now hate.

All trust in what’s true,
Buried deep beneath the ground,

The judgment fell upon them,
No greatness could be found.

With war hanging over,
Immunity was their hope,

But the lost forgotten heroes,
Gave up their battle scope.

The leaders had the button,
Where sword failed to mark,
Laughs were thrown about,

Having the instinct of a shark.

Haughtiness got the best of them,
Truly they dropped their guard,

The coldness became stale,
The hearts became hard.

Under the blanket of power,
A thread had come loose,
Morale had fallen apart,
Warriors lost their juice.

The War was inevitable,
The War was hot,

The War was no mercy,
The enemy savagely fought.
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The leaders still confident,
Chuckled under their breath,

They knew the War was theirs,
False security was their death.

A handful of hopeful souls,
Knew the signs of doom,

Remembered the Roman Empire,
That destruction would soon bloom.

Fleeing Sodom and Gomorrah,
The handful would still live,

Never looking back,
Peace God would give.

As for the stubborn,
The bombs would soon drop,
Explosions rocked the planet,

Death finished with fading pop.

Buildings vanished away,
Bodies transformed to ash,
Streets of gold demolished,
Marred by impaling gash.

Blood flow in the gutters,
Bones stuck in charred trees,

Silence eerily stagnant,
Atlantis under the seas.

The vultures as detectives,
Searched the land out,
Flesh was decaying,
Not a glory to shout.

The sympathetic nation,
Walking away from the city,
Victorious in bloody battle,
Shaking their heads in pity.
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Dead is the lost merchant,
Dead is the common of men,

Dead is the rich ruler,
All buried beneath their sin.

The winds would blow over,
Frozen the world became,

The once mighty city,
Now fallen in dear shame.

The remains would topple over,
The last bomb would blow,

All the leaders’ legacy,
Just food for the hungry crow.

Stillness would settle over,
Full only by the sound of wind,

But no one to hear it blow,
Or feel the swirling bend.

Years passed forgotten,
History turned its head,

No one regarded the days,
Before the city fell dead.

All that’s left of this city,
A land of great pride,

Is a forgotten aftermath,
And nothing beside.

The smoke continues to rise,
Where the fires since long died,

A few ashes blow around,
The sand washes the tide.

Under the starry sky,
Lies ruin and waste,
The desert now dry,

Leaves nothing to taste.
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The culture is forgotten,
Only the evidence remains,

That there was once a great city,
That couldn’t survive the stains.

Fallen the stains of greed,
Fallen the stains of lust,

Fallen the stains of pride,
Buried by forever dust.

The area is silent,
Ghosts abandoned the land,

Nothing stays this desolation,
Fallen by the wrath of God’s hand.

The heat scorches the wires,
Sticking out from the stones,
Once found in the structures,

Now broken like bones.

It was a wonder of worlds,
A place of all things,

A paradise of structures,
Streets made for kings.

The city gone forever,
None can ever leave,

Only the parasites stick around,
The fallen city of Sansojiv.
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A Woman Thinks She’s Psychic

A woman wakes up to have a thought
Of a sister from far away.  At that moment
The doorbell rings and alas she sees
The figure before her, a close friend
Of she and her sister from far away.

The next day comes and another thought
Enters her mind.  A pizza she thinks
As the door bell rings and alas she sees
Her husband’s best friend, a man
Who loves to eat a hot pizza.

She calls up her friends and announces
The news.  “I’m psychic,” she says
To her skeptical friends.  “I thought of my sister
And saw her close friend, I thought of a pizza
And saw its best patron.”  Excited she seemed
Her friends not as such, “Not psychic,” they exclaimed,
“But brain-damaged indeed.”
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Small Scavenger
What brings you to this mess
Small thing, that which attracts
Smaller things?  How is it that you
Scurry so fierce, the one that lacks
A fulfilled thought?

Do you hunt for pleasure or just run around?
Do you have a goal or is hunger king
In your world of motivation for nothing?
When you work are you allowed to sing?
Or does your queen have strict silence?

I see others among you as you gather
Among the countertops.  Your drive
Is blistering, if only I could work
Like you.  But to conform to be alive
Seems a little too much for a free thinker.

I leave behind a crumb for you, but please
Do not invade my food.  You have a place
Where you belong, but I’d rather not
Coexist with your armies.  My space
Is mine and I wish no infestation around me.

Hurry along, for your leader awaits.
Move your red segments toward the hill
Which you call home and share
Your findings with whomever you will.
Another day calls for your service.
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Lucky Clovers

In the space between skies and the sun
Hovers the life of a dream—
Between yellow and blue floats a color so deep—
All others fade away unseen;
Ignoring the signs of greed.

Some hunt their lives mindless
Through the rolling fields of green,
To look for the true fated ones—
The four that make a dream;
Random clovers among the three.

The desperate pluck for anything
To insure their chance at wealth,
But three leaves are often many
Muddling a rational mind around;
Watching insects devour the ground.

One may hit the jackpot,
Finding a sacred patch of luck—
Good fortune picked for baskets,
A sloth’s plate filled for lunch,
Oblivious to other hungry guts. 

Chance will have its day,
But the fields are filled with duds—
Only some will pluck the four-leaf greens
Leaving the blind to fight the bull;
For whatever leaves will make it full.

Fortune hunters are self-masters—
Spending hours looking for dreams;
Scratching spring harvest months dry 
With their trusty heads-up pennies,
Hoping to find fruit in dying seeds.
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But the year ends with winter
And the rain turns to snow;
What was once thought to be good,
Dies by white weather, 
Leaving luck a leafless clover.
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Truth to Age

The fog rolled through the silent night
Blinding my true and loyal sight,
Touching my face with a moistened mist—
To wet me like I’ve been lightly kissed.

I traveled for quite a few city blocks
Tailing a young gorgeous Goldilocks,
Watching her exit her shiny new car,
To enter a shady corner bar.

She crossed the sea of the terribly buzzed
To reach the island of the barroom scuzz—
Placing her arms on the gritty counter
Watching people pass out around her.

I stood shivering in the front room doorway
Feeling cold like I were in Norway,
Wishing I had brought my warm jacket,
Unsure of where I could possibly rack it.

So, I moved to one of the corner tables
Where I knew I would be much more stable,
And sat down in the far end seat
Then scoped out the crazy drinkers’ retreat.

I was mildly frightened with an image at first,
That would completely ruin my potential thirst
When I looked upon my drinking place
And stared disgustedly into a roach’s face.

I tried to shrug the sight out of my mind
And focus back on the human grind
That mingled around in ambiance—
The busy life that plagued me once.
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I saw drunken people hobbling around
Belching a storm, polluting the sound,
And fat guys with their hairy cracks,
Scaring me with their full mooned backs.

Distractions bombarded me in many forms
From thirsty women to the gassy storms,
But I was here for an important job,
And not to worry about the atmospheric glob.

I looked again at the fine woman in red,
Her face was beautiful, my heart was dead.
I wanted to look at her face to face,
But that would violate our precious space.
 
So I placed my binoculars to my eyes,
Where I saw my subject starting her lies
To the easy bartender across the room—
With his hair slick, but neatly groomed.

I looked at her intensely for a short while,
Admiring her dearly for her posture and smile,
Thinking truly that she did not belong
In this dark house of beer reeking so strong.

It was then that I decided to move in closer
Since my nasty table was getting grosser
And I knew I could see her face better
If I was just sitting mere inches from her.

After all I figured that I only lived once
And not to move in, I would be a dunce,
But there was a time I made a sacred rule
Which was not to let business get personal.

But broken rules are sometimes my friend,
If my sincere action will in no way offend
The woman in which I truly admire,
Sparking an indescribable raging fire.
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So I sat down on one of the empty stools
And looked into her blue ocular pools,
Feeling before me a deep piercing stare
Covered ever so faintly by her flowing hair.

Then I looked to her hand to see her ID
When I opened my mouth and spoke suavely,
How I believed she took a gorgeous photo,
But then she laughed at me, calling me “dodo.”

I came to the conclusion I was in over my head,
Thinking I would rather be eating instead,
So I left the woman alone at the bar
And decided to head back to my industrious car.

Now the truth be told that I did not care
For my job was stupid and pretty rare,
‘Cause all that was really required of me
Was to check the validity of her ID.

No secret I matched her date of birth,
To find out there was no real worth
In her words that said she was twenty-one
So in all truthfulness, this case was dumb.

But for all things considered my heart still ached
At the thought of my loss for the woman who faked;
Her age was not what was important to me,
But that of which the whole truth could see.

What I really wanted that night was a beautiful lady
To listen sincerely, and not to berate me,
For the fact of my life is that I am alone
Since detective work confuses the mind of my own. 
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Auto Money Pit

Doing seventy down the highway
Can be a rush of excitement,
For the modern knight of convenience
Dodging other valiant drivers, downing cans
Of powerful carbonated soda, chucking them out
The window to attack the motor armies behind.

But the adventure ends for the knight and his steed
When the battery dies, its power lost in defeat
Causing the rush to slow to a trickle, leaving it
Ultimately motionless in the road, 
With other valiant drivers dodging, and their powerful cans
Of carbonated soda attacking the deadened chariot.

Pulling the car off the road becomes
A new adventure set for the rush
Of dodging other valiant drivers, seeking the protective
Shelter of the grassy shoulder, wishing the emergency
Blinkers would work, taking refuge
With the discarded cans of powerful carbonated soda,
That are no longer effective in their attack,
Primitive shrapnel down in the highway ditch.

An evil tow truck guy’s attempt at a hidden-motive rescue
Leaves the dire antihero demanding a king’s ransom
Of cash to get the stiff chariot off the road,
Taking it to a greasy hamlet that would demand
A lengthy fee of repairs for one single
Battery, and for anything else that looks
As if it should be broken, yet isn’t,
But will be soon enough.

Then the adventure returns to the one
Shiny knight, who rode his chariot swiftly,
But had to sacrifice its loyal companionship
To pull out his ink-filled sword,
Slashing numbers into the evil check
Giving him a new kind of adrenaline
Of trying to restrain the butterflies in his pocket.
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Open Eyes

A calendar of hearts cannot obtain
the love that comes from patience and pain;
a waiting reward that drops from above,
an essence one will endure through time’s end.
Who will say when it comes?  We wonder for
much of our youth, but then one wakes to see
that someone feels empty without you or
me, and what is to become of that love?

I do not know what to claim for my heart
as my eyes are closed to the blinding dart
of Cupid’s arrow.  One day it may mend
shattered expectations I have endured
of potential love—the silenced adventure
from the one I hoped would also love me.
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Movement

The flower wilts as it’s plucked
from the glass bottle filled with
water and love.  The petals fall
without a tick or a tock as they hit
the endless, flowing river below.

The gentle river moves patiently
through the one true precious heart,
which loves forever, unconditional
in nature, eternally abundant.  The seeds
plant, where the movement never ends.

The river’s edge blooms another flower
growing peacefully in warmth.  Time
begins a new cycle, the petal sweeping
with a current of bliss, the flower standing
tall, awaiting true love and its kiss.
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Ode to a Tortilla
For Jennifer

I never thought would come the day
That I would sit down at my table
And revel at the thought that
A round, doughy, cheesy thing
Would spurn a hunger in my gut
To write about such an idiotic thing
As a tortilla shell without
The stuffings.

The stuffings as they are can be
Much of anything to speak of indeed,
But to be edible must be to be a tortilla,
That which is round and rests
On my table, missing a plate, which a fact I say
Is barbaric, yet primitive and mysterious
To say the least, and my brain tells my gut
“I never thought would come the day.”

I never thought would come the day
That I would eat like mad
An empty tortilla
Off the table,
Like a barbarian,
Without, as I think it,
The stuffings.

“Inspiration often comes from humor.  A poem about a tortilla can only
bring a smile…or make someone really hungry.  Sometimes there just
isn’t a single purpose for anything told in rhyme.  Of course, this poem
doesn’t rhyme.”

--Jeremy Bursey

Thanks for even the absurd things that I never thought would come the
day that I would actually spend twenty minutes being poetic about.
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Poetry Commentaries

Well here we are once again doing the review thing.  This time you
had the pleasure of reading through some of my earlier poems (at least
I’m assuming it was pleasurable), so now you get to know some of the
deeper elements that went into their production.  Granted, it may not
actually be deep, since I’ve forgotten the purpose for a lot of them, but
the story is still the same here as it’s been for the other sections.  So
without further adieu, here they are once again, so please join me down
memory lane (or fuzzy memory lane to be more accurate).

Theme from English 3

This poem was the only one in this collection that was written for a
high school English class, and the subject matter was essentially about a
day in my life that week.  There was no particular structure given to it,
as you could probably tell when you read it, and it didn’t intend to have
any particular cohesion.  In fact I’m not even sure if it was meant to
have anything remotely poetic about it.  Looking back it seems the only
reason why it could even be considered a poem was because the lines
didn’t stretch all the way across the page and wrap around to the next
line.  I suppose it has some catchy images, but it was written in a time
when I hadn’t done much to shape my skills for the genre, so it never
managed to fit into a traditional form.  The story itself remained true to
my train of thought at sixteen, so it had that merit to give.  I also recall a
girl in my class telling me that I was weird after she read it.  I’m sure it
had a lot to do with the image of my pant legs being rolled too high.  So
that’s essentially it.  The poem is here mainly for nostalgia purposes.  I
don’t actually have a personal opinion about it.

Dungeon Johnny

This was the second poem that I wrote for my community college
creative writing course (the first poem being omitted from the volume
completely due to my ill feelings toward it), and the only thing that I
ever had “published” so far.  The quotation marks are there because the
publication  was  for  a  community  college  literary  magazine  called
Apollo’s Lute that I was on staff for back then.  Granted the poem still
had to go through a voting process to be selected for print, but I got to
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cast at least one of those votes, so I’m leery about making a big deal
about it.

As far as the poem itself goes, I wrote it as sort of a missions tool
to reach out to the students of my workshop.  At the time I was part of
an Assemblies of God church that was a heavy supporter of missions
and evangelism, and it was such a strong component of our church that
I often felt pressured to go out on the streets and to preach the gospel
because that’s what a good responsible Christian did.  I’d sometimes
participate in the various street-witnessing outings held by my youth
group (often at the beach), but get terrified about confrontations during
the remaining times I wasn’t with the group, so it was a turbulent time
for  me.   Because  I  felt  obligated  to  continue this  service  (and  I’m
saying “service” for the sake of my feelings at the time, I’m not denying
the value of spreading God’s Word),  I  decided to write a poem that
would accomplish this goal.  So that’s where “Dungeon Johnny” came
into play.  And looking back I still think God’s hand was responsible
for the creation of this because I wrote three of the four columns in
forty-five minutes.   The  fact  is  that  I  don’t  think  I’ve  ever  written
anything so substantial so quickly before, so that’s my opinion.  It’s still
to this day considered one of my most powerful poems, and strangely it
was one of my first (not including my high school endeavors).  So to
say that God wasn’t a part of it would be a complete misrepresentation
of the content.  I’m almost even tempted to say that He was the one who
wrote the poem, and that I’m just here showcasing it.  It was that free-
flowing.  And it was written in a computer lab at school too, so there
were potential  distractions that  I  wouldn’t have been able to  escape
from.  I couldn’t duplicate something like this myself.  But now I’m just
happy that God would even think to use me in such a way.  That is
assuming of course that I didn’t ruin the value of the story by feeling
obligated at the time.  I’m sure that’s unlikely though.

Quest of a Superhero

This was my exit poem for my sophomore level writing course,
which purposely used the formula I created for “Dungeon Johnny” to
tell its tale.  The formula for those who didn’t take notice is that the
poem is told in two twin columns per page (or was back when it was
written for an 8½” x 11” sheet of paper), with one stanza mirrored in
each column (usually the fifth stanza), utilizing the same opening for
the first three lines within the stanza.  I chose to use this style again
because it  was a lot easier to write than some other forms of poetry
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were, and I thought that it might do a better job revealing the character
of the hero.  And the hero of course was that of my favorite cartoon and
comic book character at the time—The Tick.  I wanted to write a tribute
to the “blue bomber,” giving him a send up that maybe even the creator
himself would likely appreciate.  Of course it never crossed the desk of
the series creator, but now I guess nothing Tick related is doing that, so
it’s okay.  The title itself is a bit irrelevant to the story line, but it’s still
a lot more gripping than simply titling it “Tribute to the Tick,” so it
works for me.

Cola Mountain

Again I chose to run with the twin-columns formula, but this time I
did it on my own schedule.  Granted my purpose for this story was to
earn another publication in a future edition of the magazine (since the
first to use this formula worked out so well),  but then the magazine
started to suffer from the problems that the school had been giving it
over the years, and it finally collapsed a year later.  So this one never
made  it.   The  subject  matter  itself  was  my attempt  to  write  about
something that didn’t necessarily tell a story, but rather to try to sell a
product.   Some  of  the  mechanics  didn’t  come  off  too  well  in  the
process, but at least I managed to fit it all onto one page.  I think it was
also a testament to my addiction to soft drinks.  I’ve been trying to cut
down since.

Cheesy Dream House

The premise of this poem came from yet another odd assignment
given to the class, which involved writing about my dream house.  I
forget  what  the  style  restrictions  were  (iambic  pentameter,  rhyme—
don’t remember), but the subject matter had to involve a dream house.
And that was the gist of it.  The one thing that I do remember however
is that when I handed the project in (without a title), I wrote my own
comment on the page describing my feelings about the poem using one
word only.   That  word?   “Cheesy.”   When I  got  the  paper  back  I
discovered that  the instructor added his own comment next to mine.
His comment?  “Well, yeah.”  So that’s how this poem got its name.
And those are the special details of this one.
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The Other Dream House

This one was also required to be about my dream house, but the
style  requirements  were  different.   Again,  I  don’t  remember  what
specifics were required, but I believe it had to be at least a little more
serious than the previous entry.  Of course reading through it again has
left me with a faint memory of trying to adopt some spiritual symbolism
and overtones to the structure of the house, but I’m not sure what my
goal was since it was still about a house.  There really isn’t much else
that I can say about this one.

The Accident

This poem was yet another subject inspired assignment—this time
we had to write about an accident (I think it was specifically auto, but I
can’t remember if that requirement was given or not).  Taking my cue
from the “Indian River Oranges” exercise, I decided that the poem had
to be about a little more than just the accident in general.  So I turned it
into a recollection poem about a guy who recognized the victims from
an incident  that  happened  in  his  past.   I  thought  it  would be  more
interesting  anyway.   The  structure  hailed  back  to  my  twin-column
format  because  that  was  the  most  comfortable  approach  to  poetry
storytelling for me.  I think it came together fairly well in the process.

The Fourth Week’s Night

I’m not sure if this poem was written specifically as a subject-based
requirement  or  a  style-based  requirement.   Looking  back  it  doesn’t
appear to me to have a particular style or structure, so I think maybe the
instructor  wanted  us  to  write  about  the  moon,  or  a  night  sky,  or
something to that  effect.   It  probably doesn’t  matter  since it’s  more
nostalgic information than it is about content, so whether it was one or
the other probably leaves the same feeling regardless when reading it.
So the only thing that probably needs to be commented on then is the
last line of the poem which talks about green cheese.   The common
response  that  people  had  to  that  line  was  just  a  little  bit  short  of
surprise, and I often wondered (even now) if it belongs in the poem.
But I think it’s that surprise that ultimately encourages me to keep it
because the poem itself doesn’t do that great a job standing out without
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it.  I also seem to recall that the other common response was confusion,
so to clarify to those of you out there who are also confused about it,
the  line  was  simply  written  as  a  tongue-and-cheek  ending  to  an
otherwise  serious  poem.   Since  the  poem  was  an  “artsy”  look  at
describing the moon, I thought it might be funny to throw in a moon
reference that  didn’t really belong with the rest  of the poem.  So I
thought about how some people were brought up learning that the moon
was made of green cheese, and thus I tossed in that reference in order to
bring the serious nature of the poem down to a lighthearted level and to
leave it as an afterthought to question for the reader.  To this day I still
have my questions about the validity of the line, but I keep it because it
is such a unique way to end a poem (even if it isn’t very professional).
And that’s how it is.

Distribution of Forever

This poem was my attempt at being “short and sweet.”  Originally
entitled “Distribution,” I expanded the name because I didn’t think it
really said anything about the poem itself.  It was possible that the name
“Distribution”  would have been relevant  to  the content  at  hand, but
probably not in the way that I would have liked.  If anything it would’ve
been generic at best, and a bad representation of what this poem spoke.
So when I put the first volume together (the first  time),  I  added the
word “Forever” to better reflect the content.  And my opinion of that
result is that I  think it works significantly better now.  As far as the
poem itself goes,  it  was written alongside the “Three Planets” poem
because it was so short that it could fit onto one page.  I don’t think it
had to be about anything specific, but I seem to recall it being one of
those reflective pieces that more or less described what was on my heart
and mind back then.  Again it was one of those “I feel alone” portraits
that I felt like had to come out on paper during Fall 1998 in hopes that
somehow it would change my life.  As you’ve probably guessed, no one
remembered to leave me that memo that said writing these things didn’t
necessarily change circumstances around for the better, so I wrote the
poem anyway.  Despite my feelings when I wrote it, I still think it’s a
decent read today.
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Three Planets

Okay, this one is perhaps one of my favorites from the era.  I don’t
remember if it had to be about anything in particular or if it was just
another exercise, but I had this crazy idea of writing a poem that closed
with the line “Gases of Uranus” because no other poem I knew did that.
Now here’s the premise.  As some of us probably know, fathers are
known for  two things.   The  first  thing  they are  known for  is  their
guidance and mentoring skills for their children.  The second thing is
for their incessant need to fart, regardless of the occasion.  My father
was no exception to the second rule.  In fact I think he may have even
been one of the forefathers who passed the second rule as a guideline
for parenting law.  Let’s just say that he was good at it.  So good that he
reminded me of it every morning at around 7:00 am when it was time to
get up for school.  I think you can buy his book about the effective uses
of gas at your local Barnes and Noble.

Okay, joking aside, I knew that this needed to be a tribute to dads
somehow when I decided to write it about my own father.  Yeah, there
was the whole gas-passing thing to make fun of,  but there was a lot
more to this story.  For starters, my dad grew up in the 50s and 60s and
therefore developed a love for space.  He watched all the TV shows that
involved space exploration (Star Trek being the chief of them all), and
read the occasional sci-fi novel to add to the fantasy.  So I knew that
this poem had to make mention of that somehow.  But I didn’t want the
subject to necessarily be about space or planets when it was in fact a
tribute to my own father.  So I made the decision to write about my
impressions about what I thought his job (as a father) was supposed to
be.  Granted, I didn’t want to get too specific about the impressions that
he personally left on me because he wasn’t really that great at his job,
but I wanted to at least write this in a way that would give some sort of
honor to fathers in general, so I tried to aim it in that direction a bit.
And that’s the main story behind this poem.

Oh yeah, one last point I wanted to mention, which sort of brings
us back to the “Gases of Uranus” comment.  A few years later I decided
to  post  this  poem  in  my  signature  section  of  a  message  board  I
occasionally wrote messages for.  One of the kids who frequented the
board wrote in a comment the next day saying that, “any poem that ends
with ‘Gases of Uranus’ can’t be all that bad.”  So apparently I wasn’t
alone in this thinking.
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Commercials

Another one of our content-specific assignments, this poem had to
be  about  commercials.   I  think the  first  had  to  be  about  a  specific
commercial that we saw the night before (mine being the “soccer moms
will talk” episode of advertisements, which I believe involved a car or
an  SUV),  and  I  think  the  other  was  more  general  toward  my
impressions of commercialism.  But that’s about all I remember about
this  assignment.   I  know that  it  was  actually  supposed  to  be  two
separate poems, but I decided that it worked better as one, so that’s why
it still shares the same page.  This one was also the one that I managed
to forget about, so much to the point that if I hadn’t kept my table of
contents  from  the  first  round  of  writing  (five  years  ago),  then  I
would’ve skipped over this one entirely for this collection.  This isn’t to
say that I don’t like the poem or anything, but rather that I should have
titled it something differently.  Because the filename is the same as the
title,  I  just  thought that  the poem’s file  was yet another  commercial
script, or essay about commercials, so I didn’t pay much attention to it.
So  if  I  hadn’t  kept  a  record  of  my old  table  of  contents,  then  you
probably wouldn’t have had the luxury of reading this one.  Lesson be
learned.

Thunderstorm Argument

This was content-specific as well.  Originally untitled, I decided for
the  collection  to  give it  a  title  that  spoke  exactly the  nature  of  the
assignment,  which  was  to  write  a  poem  about  a  “thunderstorm
argument.”  I think the instructor’s idea for this poem was to create two
people having some sort of dispute and to write it with a thunderstorm
as  a  backdrop.   I  guess  you  could  say  that  he  wanted  an  intense
exchange.  But once again I felt compelled to go against the norm, so I
changed  the  nature  of  the  players  to  go  from some  ordinary  house
couple  who couldn’t  get  along,  to  two  rival  nations  that  wanted  to
destroy each other.  And the result?  The instructor was pleased to see
the  change.   I  seem to  recall  it  being  one  of  the  favorites  of  the
assignment, so it was a smart decision.
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The Rabbit and the Farmer

I think this poem was more general than specific in its requirement.
So I decided to implement a “value system” or morality to its creation.
Simply put, I wanted to make a comment about selfishness as a whole,
so I thought that this would make for  an interesting example of that
problem.  Once again I chose to write in the twin-column format to tell
the story, though I think it was only two columns when I wrote it by
hand the first time (a lot of these were originally written in pen before
getting converted to word processor).  Obviously it’s only one column
now, so the format didn’t transition well.  But the number of columns
didn’t matter because I managed to get my point across in a few short
stanzas.  As far as my choice of subject went, I think my mind was on
Bugs Bunny back then, so that may have had something to do with the
decision to write about a rabbit.  I don’t know though.  It seems like the
most logical reason.

The Wires of Sansojiv

As you’ve seen, taking a creative writing class in college involved
writing a  lot  of  poetry assignments,  but  most  of  them were  simply
exercises to flex our poetic muscles.  Only one was meant to be the real
thing.  Only one would actually count toward our final grade as the
“poetry assignment.”  This poem, “The Wires of Sansojiv,”  was my
response to this calling.

Because it was the official assignment for the poetry section of the
writing class, it could’ve been about anything.  It could’ve been about
birds, cars, women, holidays, or anything that just had to be written.  I
decided for my project that I would go all out and write a short epic
about a fallen nation.  So that was what I set out to do with this poetic
story.

I think I had two inspirations going into the writing of this poem.
The first inspiration came from a poem I read in high school by Percy
Bysshe Shelley entitled “Ozymandeus.”  The poem, which I read for an
explication assignment (meaning that I had to break down its meaning
and explain it to the class), was supposed to be symbolic of Napoleon,
in  that  a  great  leader  rose  to  power,  lost  his  glory,  and  then  fell
forgotten in the sands of time.  The poem itself dealt with a visage in
the desert of a great ruler named Ozymandeus whose memory wasted
away beneath the sands.  He was once an image of glory, but had fallen
into an image of despair.  So my first inspiration was to retell the tale of
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Ozymandeus in the form of a great nation that rose and fell from its
conceit.  The second inspiration came more directly from the idea that
great nations do rise and fall like clockwork.  At the time I associated
the loss of greatness with contempt for God, so I made sure to reflect
that perception into this poem.  I had heard of stories about Egypt and
Rome losing their  footholds  as  ruling empires  because  their  leaders
became  too  conceited  about  themselves  and  their  nations.   They
essentially  took  all  the  power  into  their  own  hands  without  living
righteously, and thus they lost their power because God was left out of
it.  Even further back than that, Sodom and Gomorrah were wiped from
the face of the earth because they each were horribly sinful to the point
of depravity, and God chose to judge them for it rather harshly.  So
taking these factors into account, I decided to create a fictitious city that
shared in the spoils of unrighteousness and pride that these former cities
and empires had, and thus shared in their doom.

But I didn’t want to write the story exclusively to tell a dark tale of
fallen might.  It was also written as a projection of concern toward my
own nation and its dying state of morality and trust in God.  Our nation
was founded on the principle “In God We Trust,” but had obviously
lost sight of that throughout the following two hundred years, relying
more on its lusts than its need for God’s strength.  My concern was that
over  time,  this  nation  would  inevitably discover  its  share  of  losing
strength  and  power  if  its  pattern  of  selfishness  and  haughtiness
continued.  Of course at the time, our nation was dealing with the whole
Clinton-Lewinski scandal, so that fueled my disappointment about the
integrity of our leaders, and ultimately of the direction that we were
heading into.  So this poem was my way of hoping that someone in
power would wake up to the realization that the strength of a nation
only comes when God gives it,  and  can ultimately lose  it  if  it  isn’t
treated properly, or if God is no longer given credit for it.  Of course,
no one in power has actually seen it, but being that we have a man of
integrity  in  office  right  now,  at  least  by  my  own  perceptions,  my
concerns are subsided for the time being.

But that was more or less the background for this poem.  I also
wanted it to be my official follow-up to the “Dungeon Johnny” poem,
so I tried to keep it as similar in format and style as possible.  But, yeah,
that’s the gist of this one.
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A Woman Thinks She’s Psychic

This was the first poem (I think) that I wrote for a poetry-specific
course in Spring 1999.  And just like nearly all of my other poems in
this volume, it was written as an exercise to build up skill rather than as
a  standard  poetry  assignment.   The  exercise  specifically  involved
looking through a tabloid magazine and writing a poem about one of
the articles  that  stood  out.   I  chose  the article  about  a  woman who
thought she was psychic because a pizza deliveryman showed up at her
door just as she thought about her brother from far away…who liked
pizza.  It was an amusing article, so I wanted to be sure that I did it
justice by keeping to the subject as closely as possible.  So I guess you
could say that as original as this poem may seem, it was not written as
an  original  subject.   It  was merely an adaptation  of  someone else’s
humor.

Small Scavenger

This one was about an ant.  I don’t remember the specifics, but I
think it had something to do with nature.  In retrospect I think my goal
was simply to see if I could write a poem about an ant.  I don’t know if
there was any other purpose to it.  Don’t get me wrong, I like the poem,
but I have very little recollection of its purpose, so I don’t have much to
say about it.  I’m sure I wrote it in a season when I had an ant problem
in my house.  But I don’t know.

Lucky Clovers

This was originally titled “Shamrock,” but  a  couple of the Irish
students of the class pointed out to me that a shamrock had a much
different  meaning than what my poem conveyed,  so  I  changed it  to
“Lucky Clovers” to fit the content better.  Granted the subject of this
piece was initially and loosely inspired by Lucky Charms cereal, but it
obviously needed something a little more metaphorical and deep, so I
ran with the premise of  green and greed correlating with each other
instead.  Odds are that I was in another one of my symbolic morality
kicks when I wrote this,  but I  think the effort turned into something
reasonably interesting, so my opinion is that it works.  I guess I was
tired of greed too.
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Truth to Age

This is another one of my favorites.  The poem had to have a theme
or a story about a woman who lies about her age.  The rest was up to
me though, so I turned it into a detective story.  The result?  Probably
one of the more compelling examples of story-driven poetry that I’ve
ever written.  The structure held in place from beginning to end, the
character of the detective managed to be a touch on the humorous side,
and the poem was detailed enough to portray the seedy side of bars and
stalkers to a point that reading it can make a person cringe (in theory).
So it became one of my diamonds in the rough in my opinion.  I also
chose to play with my original twin-column structure a bit to lengthen
the verse, allowing for a little more of the story to unveil in each line.
Again, I’m happy with the result.  And just for the record, this poem
was also meant to be a tribute to my Rick Razorface character, though
I’m not sure if that’s implied or not.  This isn’t to say that Rick was the
main character  here,  but  rather  that  this was modeled after  him (the
original first person perspective version of him).

Auto Money Pit

I think this was supposed to be about a car breaking down on the
side  of  the  road,  but  it’s  possible  that  this  was just  meant  to  be  a
reflection of what I was dealing with at the time (putting my vehicle in
the shop more often than I would have liked).  My original intention for
this poem was to try to spell a phrase up the side of the left margin by
starting each line with the specific letter I needed and then work my
way backwards with each consecutive line (the beginning of the phrase
started in the  last  line  of the poem).   There  really wasn’t any other
purpose to that than to see if anyone would notice (which they didn’t),
but it did manage to make my poem that much harder to write and to
comprehend.  When I realized that it didn’t work, I decided to change
the  structure  of  the  poem completely  and  turn  it  into  an  image  of
knights fighting their battles in automobiles and such.  I think the result
was far more entertaining than it was in its original form.  And if you’re
wondering what that phrase was that I tried to spell, it was “Make Gas
Cheap.”  Random letters broke the spaces.
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Open Eyes

This was one of my few attempts at love poetry (or the anticipation
of it), and it followed loosely in the footsteps of another one I wrote in
1995 called “Heart’s Desire,” which was the poem I chose to omit from
the collection because frankly I hated it.  I think in a way I wanted to
give this subject another try because my original stab at it turned out so
poorly and I wanted to fix that.  So hopefully I succeeded.  As far as the
structure goes, we had to write a sonnet, and I didn’t really feel like
going  for  my  usual  “and  now  for  something  completely  different”
method of storytelling, so I kept it simple and relevant.  After all, how
many sonnets can you think of that don’t have love or betrayal as the
subject?   My mind  draws a blank.   Oh, and the  first  line  about  “a
calendar of hearts,” that was inspired when I searched for something in
my closet and came across my Blockbuster calendar for that year (I
think  Cameron  Diaz  was on  the  cover  for  that  month  for  “There’s
Something  About  Mary,”  or  at  least  she  was  in  the  calendar
somewhere).  So there’s a bit of extra trivial information for you.

Movement

Okay, to be honest, I have no idea what was going on when I wrote
this one.  I know it was supposed to be another attempt at love poetry,
but I’m not sure if it worked.  I can say that looking back through it, I
believe  I  was  partially  inspired  by  the  opening  scene  of  a  Super
Nintendo game that  I  had back in the day called “Secret of Mana,”
which opened with a monologue about how the rivers of time flow, and
history repeats itself, and so on and so forth.  So I think the whole river
issue here had something to do with my memory of that game, but the
subject itself was supposed to be about me waiting for someone to love
unconditionally.  And wait, I did.  My response to that?  I kept waiting.
And waited…and waited…and waited…and history repeats itself…

Ode to a Tortilla

Finally we get to the last poem.  And what a poem it is.  First off,
this was not  written for any class,  but rather as a challenge that  the
friend I dedicated it  to had given me.  The challenge began when I
explained to her that anything could be the subject of a poem.  It didn’t
have to be about the standard conventions of art or love, but rather it
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could be about something simple…like a tortilla shell for example.  Her
response was “Okay, so why don’t you write a poem about a tortilla
then?”  I thought, “Okay, I will,” so this poem was my response to that
challenge.  There really isn’t anything else to say about it, but it was
hilarious to write.  And last I checked she liked the poem…and I proved
my point.  So that’s it in a tortilla shell.

In Conclusion:

So that wraps up another chapter of my genre writing antics.  For
those who enjoy reading poetry, I hope you found these up to par with
the stuff that you’re used to reading.  I’ll admit that poetry is not what I
would consider to be my strength, but every once in awhile I manage to
pull off something rather interesting, so I hope you found more of those
examples in here than you did poor ones.  And for those who don’t
enjoy reading poetry, well that probably means that you’re not reading
this either, so I don’t really have anything to say.

Now we’re coming to the last official segment of Volume 1, which
deals with various commercial scripts that I wrote for a screenwriting
course at Palm Beach Community College in Spring 1996.  I say it’s the
last official because only one copy of Vol.  1 featured the additional
segment  that  will  follow  the  commercial  script  section.   But  I’ll
elaborate more on that later.

So on to the next section.

—Jeremy
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Introduction

Welcome to the commercial scripts section of Volume 1 of this
fine little collection of junk you happened to come across.  What you
will find here are short scripts for commercial parodies that I wrote for
class exercises for my screenwriting course.  Each of these scripts were
drafted in Spring 1996 as one-page examples of the three-act structure,
which included two plot points and a resolution.  Granted I don’t think I
actually tried to implement the three-act formula because I was more
interested in spoofing various commercials of the day, but whether I did
the job or not, I tried to lay the jokes on pretty thick.

Actually,  now that  I  think about  it,  I  think the  exercise  was to
implement the notion that one page equals one minute of screen time.
Oh well, it doesn’t really matter what the purpose was now.

Now many of you may not quite understand how to read a script in
this format.  First of all I should mention that these are in fact short
screenplays, and not true commercial scripts.  My understanding of a
commercial script is that it is divided up into two sections to better keep
track of screen time.  But the class was not given the structure of a
commercial, so we were limited to writing these in screenplay form.  So
with that history lesson behind us, here is how best to understand the
screenplay form:

· The text is purposely written in  Courier Format in order to
stay true to the typewriter  font  of yesteryear.   Most  screenplays
adhere to this standard.

· The line that starts with INT. or EXT. is called a slug line, and is
used to identify the location and time of day of the scene.

· INT. is short for INTERIOR, EXT. is short for EXTERIOR, and
CU is short for CLOSE-UP.

· Sometimes you’ll see the initials  (OS) or  (VO) in a character’s
dialogue box.  The O.S. stands for Off-Screen, and the V.O.
stands for  Voiceover.  Some scripts will use  (OC) instead of
(OS),  which  abbreviates  Off-Camera instead  of  Off-
Screen.  It means the same thing though.

· Off-Screen  means  that  the  character  is  present  on  the  stage
somewhere,  but  can’t  be  seen,  while  Voiceover  means  that  the
character is narrating the scene and is nowhere present.

So  those  are  a  few basic  tips  in  understanding  how to  read  a
screenplay.  If  you would like to  write your own someday, I  would
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recommend picking up any screenwriting book by Syd Field, since he is
apparently an expert in the field.

So with that I hope you enjoy the next few entries, and thanks for
reading.

—Jeremy
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SHAMPOO COMMERCIAL
FADE IN:
INT.  BATHROOM - MORNING
In the bathroom, a bathtub sets by the wall
with an open translucent sliding glass door
half-open.
A MAN enters the bathroom.  He is a rather
dorky individual dressed in pajama pants.
His hair is all messed up.  

MAN
Uungh...I have to wash my
hair.  That means I have to
get wet...and naked.  Uungh.

He approaches the bathtub and turns on the
shower.  He sticks his hand under the
spraying water.  He quickly jerks his hand
away.

MAN
Ooh!  It’s...cold.

The man hesitatingly grips his pants.  As he
begins to slide his pants down, the
ANNOUNCER, with a salesman’s smile, leaps
into our view, holding a bottle of Desert
Dry Shampoo.

ANNOUNCER
Try Desert Dry Shampoo!

The man freaks and quickly pulls his pants
up.

MAN
Aaah!  Who are you?
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ANNOUNCER 
With new Desert Dry Shampoo,
you don’t have to get wet or
naked!

The announcer opens the bottle of shampoo
and pours it over the startled man’s head.
Some white powder drops out and covers the
man’s hair.  The announcer drops the bottle
and massages his hands through the man’s
hair.

ANNOUNCER
How does that feel?

The man pauses a moment and then puts his
hands up to his head.  He massages it.

MAN
Oh...I...like it!  It feels
good!  Oh, thank you so much!

ANNOUNCER
Desert Dry Shampoo!  The
Shampoo that you can use OUT
of your shower!

He bends down to pick up another bottle of
shampoo, then stands up, smiling.

ANNOUNCER (cont.)
There’s also Desert Oasis
Shampoo for those of you who
like to get wet and naked!

FADE OUT:



Safety Belt Commercial / 285

SAFETY BELT COMMERCIAL
FADE IN:
INT.  CAR TESTING PLANT - MORNING
The car testing plant is bustling with
workers crashing cars into giant bull’s
eyes.  Sparks from construction leap from
various areas around the plant.
Two testing dummies, REG and BIFF, stand on
the side of one car, adjusting their helmets.

REG
You know, Biff, I wish people
would just figure out how to
attach their safety belts.
All this crashing through
windshields is really
shattering my nerves!

BIFF
I know what you mean, Reg.
Just the other day, I spent
an entire morning picking a
piece of glass out of my eye.
If only people would just
learn to put on their safety
belts.  Maybe then...just
maybe, we might not have to
do this kind of thing anymore.

REG
I was thinking the same thing
when I was having my crotch
reattached, after it was
pulled off from the broken
windshield I went through.
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BIFF
Maybe people will understand.
Airbags aren’t always safe.
Why, when I got my head
jammed in it for three days,
it got me thinking about how
much a safety belt would be
good.  Sure, it would
dislocate my shoulder.  But,
what’s a shoulder
dislocation, when it compares
to a self-made lobotomy?

We hear a TESTER calling to the dummies.
TESTER (VO)

Time to get in the car, guys!
REG

Oh, great!  Time to convince
a bunch more dummies to wear
their safety belts.  Maybe
they’ll learn this time!

The dummies get into the car.  It races off
toward the bull’s eye on the brick wall.  On
impact, the car blows up.  The dummies
shatter into tiny pieces.  Their heads land
on the ground several feet away from the
impact site.

REG
Okay, so safety belts won’t
save your life all the time.

ANNOUNCER (VO)
You can learn a lot from a
dummy.  Buckle your safety
belt.

FADE OUT:
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DEODORANT COMMERCIAL
FADE IN:
EXT.  OPEN FIELD - MORNING
The field is an isolated, green set of
rolling hills with little flowers growing
all around.
A MAN and WOMAN happily walk hand-in-hand
through the field.
All the flowers wilt.  A BALD GUY with
really hairy armpits walks into our view.
We see fumes emitting from his armpits.  The
man and woman fall unconscious.
Immediately, POWERSTICK MAN, a blonde guy
with a silver tooth, dressed in a white
suit, with black shoulder and elbow pads,
and a sharp letter “P” on his chest, and a
pair of sunglasses on his face, drops into
our view.  He holds a stick of Power Stick
deodorant.  The deodorant crackles with
electricity.

POWERSTICK MAN
Stop right there, smelly
fiend!

BALD GUY
Never!  Bite my pit gas!

The bald guy raises his arm, as a foul
stench races for Powerstick Man.
Powerstick Man hurls the crackling stick of
deodorant at the stench, and the stench
shatters.
The stick of deodorant continues on its path
to come in contact with the bald guy’s
armpit.
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It knocks the stench out of the first armpit
and circles around the bald guy’s back to
knock the stench out of the other armpit. 
The deodorant rockets back to Powerstick
Man, and he catches it.  The bald guy falls
in defeat.

BALD GUY
Aaahhh!

Powerstick Man looks to the audience.
POWERSTICK MAN

Vain?  Of course I’m vain!
That’s why I use the sheer
power of Power Stick.  Sure,
it may feel weird going on,
and it may not always feel
like it is working right.
Don’t worry, that’s just
Power Stick working its
hardest.  The tingle will
tell you that.

The man and woman stand up, and the flowers
spring back to life.

MAN AND WOMAN
Thank you, Powerstick Man!

POWERSTICK MAN
Don’t thank me.  Thank Power
Stick by Fabergé!

FADE OUT:
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BEER COMMERCIAL #1
FADE IN:
INT.  LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON
In a fairly messy living room, two MEN sit
on a couch watching television.  One of them
holds a remote control and a bottle of Brew
Fizz Beer.  A football game is on.

MAN #1
Man, this game is boring.
Let’s watch the Facts of
Life.  That Tootie cracks me
up!

The man clicks the remote control and we
hear the theme song to the Facts of Life.
The other man grabs the remote control,
clicks it, and we hear the football game.

MAN #2
No, this game is great!

The first man tries to yank the controller
back to him.

MAN #1
Let’s watch the Facts of Life!

The second man struggles to keep the remote
control.  They fight back and forth, pulling
at the remote control.

MAN #2
Football!

MAN #1
Facts of Life!

MAN #2
Football!
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The first man stops struggling for the
remote control.

MAN #1
Okay.  Let’s watch both!

The first man slams his beer bottle onto the
television.  The bottle breaks and all the
beer spills over the set.  The television
screen fizzles a little bit, then it blows
up.  Both men stare at it in awe.

MAN #1
Well, that was a good aerobic
workout.  Let’s get some milk.

They get up from the couch and exit the room.
An ANNOUNCER’s voice sounds.

ANNOUNCER (VO)
Milk, it does a body good!

FADE OUT:
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BEER COMMERCIAL #2
FADE IN:
INT.  LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON
In a nice clean living room, a MAN and a
WOMAN sit on a couch watching television.
The man is holding a remote control and a
bottle of Brew Fizz Beer.  There is a
commercial on for Summer’s Eve.

MAN
Yuck!  A douche commercial!
Let’s watch something else!

He clicks the remote control.  A biker movie
comes on.

WOMAN
No, I don’t want to watch
this!  Put it back!

She reaches over and clicks the remote.  The
douche commercial comes back on.  The man
clicks the remote again to bring up the
bikers.

MAN
I want to watch bikers!

WOMAN
No, leave it on the
commercial!

The man takes his beer and slams it onto the
television.

MAN
Okay, we’ll watch both!

CU - TELEVISION SCREEN
The television screen fizzles and on it we
see a woman sitting on a flower-covered
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swing, clutching a rose, out in the middle
of a rolling field.  The music sounds
classical.
Then a bunch of BIKERS race by on their
Harleys, spraying mud onto the woman.  The
woman shudders and screams.  We hear an
ANNOUNCER.

ANNOUNCER (VO)
Try new Brew Fizz Beer!  The
beer that gets you so drunk
that you think you’re
watching two television
programs at once!

One of the bikers jumps onto the swing with
her.  He sticks his muddy arm around her
waist.

BIKER
Hey, babe!  You look fresh.

The biker swings with her.  The music
changes to heavy metal.

ANNOUNCER (VO)
Brew Fizz Beer!  Can your
beer do this?

FADE OUT:
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PBCC COMMERCIAL #1
FADE IN:
EXT.  COLLEGE - MORNING
The grassy courtyard between the Business
Administration building and Social Science
building at PBCC Central is void of people.
The atmosphere is cold and calm, but the sky
is clear blue.
REX, a college student with a backpack and a
machine gun comes storming across the
courtyard.  Bullets fly all around his feet,
tearing up the grass.  He turns to face the
second floor balcony of the Business
Administration and shoots down a sniper.
The sniper falls over the railing and lands
on the grass.

REX
Scratch one terrorist!

Rex runs toward the Social Science building,
then darts to the snack area.  Around a
corner at the snack bar, FUSHI awaits, an
old Chinese guy wearing a robe and a Fu Man
Chu beard.  He holds his hand up to Rex.
Rex stops.

FUSHI
You must prepare, my son.
There are more evil people on
the way.

REX
That’s great, old man!

Rex opens fire on Fushi.  Fushi’s bullet-
ridden body flies into the snack machine.
Rex continues forward and circles around a
corner to run pass the CPI Lab.  In the



294 / Nomadic Souls

distance, we see more terrorists parachuting
from the sky.
The ANNOUNCER sounds his voice.

ANNOUNCER (VO)
Palm Beach Community College
is South Florida’s premier
two-year college.  If you
want action, suspense, an
education, and a chance to
hang out with psychos, come
to Palm Beach Community
College.  We have day and
evening classes, and four
locations for your
convenience.  Come share the
adventure with us at Palm
Beach Community College.  You
won’t find it anywhere else.
Especially not in those
backwater counties like
Indian River.

INT.  LIBRARY - MORNING
In the library, we see Rex reading a book
about guns and grenades.  He smiles.

ANNOUNCER (VO)
Come get educated at Palm
Beach Community College
today.  We’re waiting for you.

FADE OUT:
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PBCC COMMERCIAL #2
FADE IN:
EXT.  COLLEGE - MORNING
On the south end of PBCC Central, we see a
bunch of construction workers building a fairly
large building next to the theater.
REX, a college student with a backpack, strolls
on by the building.  He reads a math book.

REX
So, if I carry the square root
to the cube of fifty, and divide
by x, I come up with what?

Rex looks over to the unfinished building.
REX

Unreal.  They’re still building
that stupid building after five
years.  Are they ever going to
finish it?

Rex closes his book and throws it at a nearby
worker who sits on a rock eating a sandwich.
The book hits the worker in the head and causes
him to fall over, dropping his sandwich onto
the dirt.

REX
I purposely fail my classes each
year so that I can still be here
when that building gets
finished, and they never finish
it!  I spend over six hundred
dollars a semester so that those
idiots can build that building,
and they do it slower than ooze!
When will this madness end?

The ANNOUNCER sounds his voice.
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ANNOUNCER (VO)
Palm Beach Community College has
been a family college for years
and years.  We have students
graduating today, that had their
grandparents graduate when they
were twenty.  We’ve been here
that long.  With generations
coming back, we can’t help but
to think that we’re a great
school.  We also have a building
that never gets finished.
Construction began in late 1994
and is still going on now, in
early 1999.  We get a lot done
here at Palm Beach Community
College.

We see Rex pull out five grenades from his
backpack and throw them at the unfinished
building.  The workers jump out of windows as
the grenades go off, sending the structure to
its knees in a pile of rubble.

REX
That’ll show you goofballs to
get on the job!

ANNOUNCER (VO)
Palm Beach Community College--
the place you learn a lot.

FADE OUT:
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Commercial Script Commentaries

Wow, you’re hardcore to get this far.  Of course, since you have
read so much, it would be a shame to just quit right here, so for that I
will reward your diligence with a new list of commentaries; this time
geared toward the scripts you just read.  And since I know you’re busy
and have plenty of things that await your attention, I will not delay you
of information any longer.  So here you are, as you have been waiting
for this.  The commentaries are now.

Shampoo Commercial (Desert Dry Shampoo)

The concept for this commercial actually began in a Law Studies
course I took my senior year in high school.  The assignment was for
each group to  choose one of five product  ideas  to  represent  and to
create a commercial promoting it.   Although I don’t quite remember
what all the product categories were, shampoo was the choice that my
teammate and I chose.

We began brainstorming some possible approaches, and somehow
came up with the idea about a shampoo that could be used out of the
shower.  From there we had to figure out how it worked, and how best
to  promote  it,  so  we thought  of  the  talcum powder  approach and  a
character who hated water.

Now this guy I partnered with was a little crazy.  Not crazy in the
mental institution sense, but just one of those guys who could make you
laugh no matter  the occasion.   When we started  conceptualizing the
commercial,  he had this idea of developing a nerdy fellow who felt
queasy whenever water touched his skin, or when air touched his skin
for  that  matter.   And of  course  when it  came  time  to  perform the
character, he did an almost perfect rendition of the “It’s Pat” character
from Saturday Night Live.  The class found it hilarious.

Now I was the announcer, so I had to time my “shower invasion”
just right.  I was a little less smooth during my pantomime actions since
I found it hard to speak without laughing once the time to “rub in the
shampoo” arrived.  But it was still a gut buster all around, so somehow
it worked.

That  was  in  1994.   When  the  time  came  to  write  my  first
commercial script for my screenwriting class two years later, I thought
Desert  Dry Shampoo was the perfect  subject,  not  to mention that  it
hadn’t  been  written  down during  high  school  (just  rehearsed),  so  I
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drafted it  on paper  and forever immortalized it  in the process.   And
that’s more or less the story behind it.

Safety Belt Commercial (Crash Test Dummies)

Anybody who had  a television in  the  mid-90s  (and  watched  it)
probably saw the  famous safety belt  commercials  that  involved  two
talking crash test dummies who warned drivers to buckle up so that they
didn’t  mangle themselves.   The  commercials  always ended  with the
catch phrase “You could learn a lot from a dummy.  Buckle your safety
belt.”   Naturally  the  commercials  were  designed  like  propaganda,
attempting to scare drivers into buckling up, but they managed to garner
a few laughs in the process (notably when they would continue to talk
or argue while a limb hung from its socket).  As far as I know, they
helped drivers realize the risks they took when they didn’t buckle up,
but seeing as how the commercials continued on for many years, people
still needed to be warned.

So this commercial was meant to continue the trend of humorous
warnings  by  reaching  drivers  in  a  way  that  the  real  safety  belt
commercials were probably too afraid to do.  That included some rather
gruesome and uncomfortable results for the dummies to endure, stuff
that no one would want happening to them.  And that was the main
premise behind this script.

I’m not sure if it  was a parody or the uncensored version, but I
think it still managed to curl some lips upward.

Deodorant Commercial (Power Stick)

This  commercial  was a  mock imitation  of  a  previously existing
commercial  for  a  deodorant brand that  has been defunct  for  awhile.
Now the history of this commercial began in 1992 when the famous
tennis  player  Jimmy Connors  came on  television  for  a  Power  Stick
commercial claiming, “Vain?  Of course I’m vain.  That’s why I use the
sheer power of Power Stick…” and so on and so forth.  I’m sure the
makers of Power Stick thought that they had a hit on their hands when
they came up with that genius idea, but I had to smirk every time that
commercial came on because that brand was absolutely terrible.  It went
on  wet,  stayed  wet,  and  didn’t  actually affect  anything except  your
comfort.  Essentially I thought the commercial was a joke because in
my mind it was promoting something that didn’t work.  And apparently



Commercial Script Commentaries / 299

it  wasn’t just me who thought that because the product  went off the
market a few years later (I’m assuming it took that long), and thus the
commercials stopped.

Riding on the coattails of my poor opinion of the product, I sat in
my Chemistry class one day (how ironic), and began drafting a fake
promotion for the deodorant featuring a tennis player who falls into a
vat of deodorant chemicals and transforms into a deodorant wielding
superhero crime fighter named Powerstick Man.  The comic started out
with one page front and back, featuring a villain named Bald Hairypit
who stormed the front lawn of the deodorant factory with his jungle
underarm shag and fired off missiles of stench from his pits.  The newly
born hero confronted the menace during the attack and countered his
assault  with a  well-timed throw of  his  Power  Stick  deodorant,  thus
vanquishing both the stench and the enemy.  This commercial is the
loosely scripted version of that scene.

Now the comic ultimately spanned into eighteen episodes, and the
character has since bloomed into a cult icon on an independent gaming
site (more on that in Volume 3 most likely).  But it all began from this
terrible commercial that I had to make fun of on multiple fronts, with
this being the second incarnation of that spoof.

And just for the record, Powerstick Man will show up again in the
next volume of my stuff in both poetry and short story format.  But this
is where it all began.

Beer Commercial 1 and 2 (Brew Fizz Beer)

These  commercials  were  another  blatant  parody  of  existing
commercials of the time, but purposely with a fake product to keep it
somewhat  genuine.   The  original  commercials  (I  believe  promoting
either  Budweiser  or  Miller)  featured  guys  with  beer  who  couldn’t
decide what to watch on TV.  It usually resulted in a remote control war
between  them and  their  buddies  (or  their  wives)  and  a  solution  to
combine  both  shows into  one.   Sometimes  that  created  some crazy
scenarios, like a talking monkey becoming the chairman for a Fortune
500 company, or a professional wrestler teaching his daughter the ways
of womanhood (both are made up examples).  I’m sure they originated
during some Super Bowl of the past, but their legacy lasted far too short
for they were some of the funniest things on TV at the time.

So rather than parody those commercials, these scripts were meant
to expand on them.  Well okay, maybe they were meant to be a little bit
of a parody, but whose keeping score?  In any case, I wanted to go for
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possibilities that I would consider hilarious, so I chose the Facts of Life
for one and a biker entering a douche commercial for the other.  Now
the second commercial kept up with the charm of the real thing, having
the guy with the beer blend the two shows (or commercials) together.
But the first ran from the formula a bit and took the angle of what might
happen if the beer bottle broke.   The solution?  Turn it  into a “Got
Milk?” commercial.  Marketing genius if you ask me.

Now as you can probably tell, I like to deal with subject matter that
might seem a bit unconventional.  That’s most likely the reason why I
chose scenarios that would be too crazy for real advertising.  I think
these commercial scripts prove that I’m the wrong person to put in the
marketing industry, but it makes for great entertainment.  But enough
about that.  There isn’t really much else to say about these, so I’ll move
on.

PBCC Commercial 1 and 2 (Rex’s Education)

These  came  from a  specific  assignment  to  write  a  commercial
script for Palm Beach Community College advertising its educational
merits by enacting the three-act form (I believe so anyway).  Regardless
of what I actually dealt with in the script, PBCC had to be the primary
subject.  And while many of the scripts to circulate the class were about
as bland and educational as you can probably imagine, the script of a
mentally  imbalanced  nineteen-year  old  is  not  going  to  be  as
straightforward  and  Public  Access  Television  friendly as  those,  and
thus I made these to satisfy my odd sense of humor.

The first script wasn’t really about anything other than my fantasy
about saving the school from a terrorist invasion.  For many years (my
mom used to take me to the library there during my younger years for
research) I  imagined what it would be like to run around campus at
night playing laser tag with a bunch of people, hiding and firing from
the multiple tiered buildings around campus.  I imagined running in and
out of  enclosed hallways and classrooms,  turning the campus into a
massive arena for all sorts of combat games.  And this was all before
the invention of 3-D shooting games, so my imagination was quite wild.
When it came time to write a promo script for PBCC, my childhood
fantasies returned to me, and thus I created Rex and his arsenal of war
in a  battle  to  eliminate  all  opposition.   Of course  fighting terrorists
wasn’t exactly the best way to promote a school, so I threw in that last
bit about how PBCC was a place to discover action and adventure to
make it seem a little more relevant to the assignment.
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The  second  script  was  more  personal  in  that  each  day  when I
walked toward the central courtyard from the south parking lot, I had to
pass  by  this  building  that  seemed  to  be  in  an  eternal  state  of
construction.  The school broke ground for the construction of the new
building  during  my first  year  there  as  a  student  (Fall  1994-Spring
1995), and continued to work on it up through my graduation (Spring
1996).  And naturally it was still under construction when I left.  Every
time I passed the building I wondered why in the world it was taking so
long to finish when skyscrapers and housing developments were being
built  faster  than  that.   So  I  wrote  this  script  reflecting  my feelings
toward the massive delay.  Of course, they did finally finish the building
sometime later, as it was built by the time I started working on campus
in October 1997, but the sight of it was shocking because I didn’t think
they would ever finish it.  But they did finish it, and they managed to
make it into one of the nicest buildings on campus, so it worked out.
And for those who are curious,  the structure became the technology
building.

So that is the story behind the PBCC commercials.  In case you’re
wondering,  these  didn’t  go  over  so  well  in  the  grading department,
since my instructor didn’t quite see how they promoted the school at all.
Apparently  guns,  grenades,  and  a  building  under  construction  don’t
make college education very attractive.  Oh well.

In Conclusion:

And that  once  again  brings  us  to  the  end  of  the  commentaries
section  for  the  commercial  scripts.   Hopefully  you  understood  the
format decently enough.  If not, feel free to drop me a line and ask me
how to read these things sometime.  I’ll do my best to explain it better
then.  But for now I hope you enjoyed what you read, and are maybe
even inspired to write something of your own.

So  with  that  I  leave  you to  enter  into  the  final  section  of  the
“Collection of Junk.”  The section you are about to read was previously
unofficial to the volume, but I have decided to add it this time around
for both my close friends who care to know my early works better, and
also to reemerge a piece of my history into the modern era.  Please note
that the works ahead are representative of my early style, and not the
best example of how I write nowadays, so if you choose not to read it, I
won’t be offended.  But I’ll talk about that more in the introduction.

And that finishes the original version of this volume.  Feel free to
keep reading into the bonus section if you’d like, or you can put this
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down and wait for the Volume 2 rewrite to fall into your hands if that’s
your preference.  Either way, I appreciate the time you gave to reading
my stuff, so thanks for sticking with it this long.

Hope you found it worth your time.

—Jeremy
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Introduction

This final section of the “Collection of Junk” is actually a series of
writings that I wrote quite a few years ago about a documentary writer
who makes up everything as he goes along.  The series is called “The
Completely  Fake  Documentaries  by  Manjoman  Bobbinski,”  and  is
designed  to  parody  various  news  and  history  magazines  like  Time
Magazine and National Geographic.  The idea here is that Manjoman
Bobbinski is a journalist, but one who does not research his subjects.
Rather he pulls ideas out of a hat and runs with them for the sake of
creating a documentary about the content involved.   Sometimes they
may be  semi-serious writings that  border  on the  line  of  truth,  while
others  are  so  farfetched  that  even  the  subjects  themselves  are
questionable.   And this  level  of  offbeat  unpredictability is  primarily
what gave the Completely Fake Documentaries its charm.

Now these fake essays were originally written in volumes, rounding
out  at  thirty-six  issues  each.   The  original  format  was  that  each
documentary was written  monthly,  totaling  twelve per  year,  making
each volume stretch for three years.  And there were five volumes total,
bringing the grand total of documentaries up to 180.  But obviously I
had no desire to showcase them all for this collection, so I picked the
top seventy that best represented the series.  Also, because many of the
documentaries  are  absent  in  this  collection,  I  removed  the  ending
tagline and copyright information to better suit the presentation.  It used
to be that each documentary was representative of a certain year in the
future, and the copyright date reflected that.  So even though the first
documentary was written in 1991 in reality, the Manjoman Bobbinski
story line had it written at the end of 1992.  And after the second was
written (taking place in 1993), the notion of writing twelve articles a
year was born.  So after volume five was finished, the documentaries
stretched from the end of 1992 to the end of 2007, even though the last
official  article  was written in  May 1995 in reality.   So a  lot  of  the
documentaries tried to project what the future may hold, even though
many of them just proved themselves dated as the real reality caught up
to the fake reality over the years.   I  guess you could say that I  also
chose to remove the copyright dates from this version simply because
they would not add up to real life chronology.  But it was mostly to
keep the documentaries from spilling over into a second page.  That
was also the main reason for taking out the ending line “This and other
fake documentaries  can  be  found at  your local  library.”   Of course
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about a year and a half after the fifth volume was written, I decided to
start working on a sixth volume, beginning with the year 2008, but I
only got about three articles into it when I finally decided that I was
sick of the series for good.

I haven’t written any of them since.
Nowadays this  style  of  writing doesn’t  interest  me.   It  was fun

when I was in high school, but that was a different time in my life.  The
fact is that I had planned on putting these documentaries behind me, but
I figured that it couldn’t hurt to include a little bit of a history lesson
into this volume of writing, so I went ahead and added in a portion.
Personally I feel as though my hands are washed of this series, but I
thought some people  might be interested  in  seeing how my creative
adventures began, so for that I  present them in their  mostly original
format (content unchanged).

Because these are characteristic of my high school style, and not
up-to-date with my current style,  I  don’t expect you to read through
them if you’re not up to it.  But if you do read them, hopefully you’ll
find a good laugh or two in there somewhere because they did manage
to garner some chuckles back in the day.  My only recommendation
would be not to read them all at once for they could feasibly become
repetitive as a result.

And one final note to conclude on:
Throughout the readings you’ll encounter a surfer character named

Rectum.  The history behind this character involves a biology class and
a Nintendo game.  Simply put, I was playing a sports game involving
various California-theme competitions where eight characters competed
for glory and honor.  I called a friend of mine to give me some ideas for
player names, and he started naming off all these various biology terms,
one of which was Rectum.  When the game was over, I called my friend
back  to  inform him that  “Rectum won the  surfing contest.”   And I
reminded him of that fact many times more over the course of the next
two or  three years.  It  essentially became a running inside joke that
should’ve died the day it was born.  So that’s the Rectum history lesson,
and concrete evidence that I was a dork in high school.

And that about concludes this introduction.  Please note that due to
the extreme number of articles  in this section, there will not be any
commentaries  at  the  end.   I’ll  just  mention  now  that  the  first
documentary in this collection (fifth in the series) called “Scarecrows”
is still the CFD legend of all time, and will always be such.  As you
read, you may agree.   Or you may not.  I  guess that’s up to you to
decide.
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So feel free to keep reading, but I am giving you my thanks for
going through this volume of works now.  I hope it was everything that
you hoped it would be, or maybe even better.  So if you enjoyed the
readings, then stay tuned for the Volume 2 rewrite in a few months as it
will feature even more entries into all the categories you have come to
love, as well as introduce you to an article and nonfiction essay section.

So thanks again for reading and take care.

—Jeremy
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Scarecrows
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Have you ever been in a cornfield?  Did you ever see a lot of birds?
Did you check to  see if  the refrigerator  door is closed?   If  not,  you
better check before the milk spoils.  If you have been in a cornfield and
seen a lot of birds, chances are you have also seen a scarecrow or two.
If you have seen one and didn’t know what it was, you probably asked
yourself, “What in the world is that?”  The answer to that of course is
that it is a scarecrow. 

What is a scarecrow?  A scarecrow is an object that is designed to
scare away birds (crows particularly).  They are shaped like farmers and
are  made of  straw.  You know they are made of  straw because  the
places where their hands are supposed to be are littered with straw.  The
fact is though, scarecrows don’t scare away birds.  If you’ve ever seen
one,  there are usually many birds  perched on its  shoulders.   It does
however scare away aliens.

That’s right, scarecrows really scare away aliens instead of birds.
You might be wondering how I know this.  The reason starts back to
when astronauts wanted to see how cows react to space.  Along with the
cows, they brought along a couple other farm devices like, a pitchfork
and a scarecrow.  Even though they didn’t find anything special about
the cows, they did find something special about the scarecrow.  One day
when they were flying near the asteroid belt, a band of Martians, with
the  words,  “Rectum won the  surfing  contest,”  on  the  side  of  their
spaceship, came cruising next to them.  They waved a friendly hello to
the astronauts, but when they saw the scarecrow pressed up against the
window of  the  shuttle,  they  took  off  in  fright.   This  puzzled  the
astronauts.  They just figured the Martians had a bad case of indigestion
and had to rush to the local space station to relieve it.

However,  there  proved to be more to it  when a band of hostile
Jupiterians came to terrorize the astronauts.  The creatures of Jupiter
have a nasty reputation of violence and terrorism.  When the Jupiterians
came to terrorize the astronauts, they too ran scared because they saw
the scarecrow.  With  this,  the  astronauts  knew there  was something
wrong, and decided to further investigate it.  They found that an army
of deadly creatures,  who all  looked  like scarecrows, invaded all  the
planets  in the solar  system except for  Earth.   They wiped out many
civilizations on each planet, and therefore caused the residents of each
planet to be scared.  So, whenever they see something that looks like
the invaders, particularly the scarecrow, they get scared and run.
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So, to sum up this completely fake documentary, scarecrows don’t
scare birds, they scare aliens.  A puzzle that I face though is why is it
that aliens usually land in cornfields when they come to Earth?  It’s the
cornfields that hold the scarecrows, so why do they land there of all
places?  Of course, you never really see an alien stay on Earth for very
long anyway, but that is probably because they land next to scarecrows.
So basically, to end this, is that if you ever have a problem with pesky
aliens, go buy a scarecrow, and if you have a problem with birds, go
buy a cat.

The Wrath of Liquid Drano
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Beware all of you lower life forms!  Beware all of you high-class
tuxedo wearers!  Beware all of you simple average Joes!  Liquid Drano
is on the loose!

I must send this message to anyone who will read it because Liquid
Drano is deadly and is on a rampage.  Don’t be fooled by its liquid
appearance,  it  can’t  be  swallowed.   I  should  know.   Why  is  this
substance so dangerous?  It’s because the makers are geniuses and their
delivery boys are idiots.  After the product is complete, the delivery
boys jam some gum and cigar butts down through the opening, causing
a chemical reaction that shouldn’t be caused.  The effects are noxious,
and are most certainly dangerous.  Don’t come in contact with Liquid
Drano!

You might  be  asking yourself,  “Why is  it  even sold  if  it  is  so
dangerous?”  The answer would have to be because it is such a good
sink unclogger and hair remover.  That is, hair from the drain, not from
the top of your head.  Of course, with chemicals this unusual, it could
probably remove hair from the top of your head also.  But beside the
point, Liquid Drano is very dangerous!

Why is  Liquid  Drano on  a  rampage?   It  is  because  people  are
starting to fire the delivery boys.  Liquid Drano depends on the delivery
boys to pollute the contents because if that happens, it can cause fear in
the lives of many living organisms.  The range can be numerous, from
bacteria  to  rats;  whales to  giraffes;  people  named Rectum, who win
surfing contests to  people  named Elwood,  who get  their  pictures on
currency of the future; and from humans to aliens.  Liquid Drano loves
the feeling of power, which is why it cleans sinks so well, and why it
likes to see people in panic.   Without the delivery boys, however, it
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can’t cause the terror that it wants to cause.  So how does it go on a
rampage?   Simple,  it  jumps  out  of  its  container  and  knocks  down
buildings.   Of  course,  that  is  probably about  as  true  as  a  used  car
salesman is honest.  How does it really go on a rampage?  Simple, it
goes from drain to drain, looking for a sewer, and then for a reservoir,
polluting it and the water we drink.  Why is this product so malicious?
I don’t know, ask the delivery boys!

Now that you know Liquid Drano is so deadly, you might want to
know how to avoid it in the near future.  It’s quite easy really.  Just look
for these warning signs: It smells like Clorox, it leaves a path of total
cleanliness, it usually blows up when it is near a flame, it is not literate,
it can’t flow very fast, it gets your brain a little weary if you smell it, it
poisons you if you can swallow it, and it comes in a cute little white
bottle.  Beware! 

SHUT UP!!!
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Silence.  Everybody likes it from time to time.  Silence.  Everybody
needs it from time to time.  Silence.  Everybody wants it from time to
time.  Silence.  Everybody gets it from time to time.  So why is silence
so important?  Simple, it’s because we can concentrate on things better.
When was the last time you were able to write a research paper with
loud music blaring in your ear?  That’s right, never!  We can also relax
better in silence.  For instance, most people when they go to sleep, or at
least  try to go to  sleep,  they usually have peace and quiet.   That  is
because they sleep better in silence.  So why am I talking about silence?
It’s because I want to point out the facts of silence before I rag on that
opposing noun, “noise.”  So silence is great in its own way, and that is
why it is so terrible to have it interrupted by noise.

Noise.  Okay!  Is it quiet around the area that you are in now?  It
should  be,  or  else  you wouldn’t  be  able  to  concentrate  on  this  and
understand a thing that is being said.  So, if it is quiet, wouldn’t you
hate  to  have  it  interrupted  by  a  loud  noise?   I’m sure  you  would,
because I know I would.  If you were sitting somewhere in total silence
and all of a sudden a large racket came about, how would you react to
it?  I think the first thing that would come out of your mouth is, “Shut
up!” and so a subject for a completely fake documentary is born.

What are the things that  make you say, “Shut up?”  Probably a
talkative crowd of annoying people, maybe a jackhammer carving up a
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street, or perhaps a fire alarm with a nasal-like sound.  It could be any
distracting noise really.  It doesn’t even have to be loud, even though it
usually helps if you want to get in a really good shut up or two.  I find
that there is nothing worse than a sudden noise of all the other types,
however.  Imagine this, you’re sitting in a library minding your own
business, possibly reading a Stephen King novel, when all of a sudden a
siren blows.  Your first reaction would be to jump approximately thirty-
two feet in the air, throw the book up an additional fifty-seven feet, and
get stopped by the ceiling at about twenty-five feet.  When you fall back
down, you land in your chair and break it.  When your book falls down,
it hits some guy named Rectum, who usually wins surfing contests, and
knocks him unconscious.  Then the ceiling falls down on everything and
knocks everybody unconscious.  The first thing you say when you wake
up, and the siren is still going, is, “Shut up!”  You say this because you
obviously don’t want to hear it anymore.

So, why is silence so important?  It is because it gives you peace of
mind.  If you are like most people, and if you are normal, you probably
will want this silence from time to time.  This means you will act on any
standards  to  get  this  silence.   The  means  of  getting  this  silence  is
usually  shouting the  word “shut,”  and  following that  word with the
word “up.”  If  you combine the two, you get one word which is  of
course, “Shut up.”

Standing on a Windowsill
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

What joys do dead bugs have?  Why do they always hang out in
windowsills?  You never find anything else in windowsills, except for
dust,  dirt,  and  dead  bugs.   Why is  this?   What  is  so  special  about
windowsills that causes just about every type of dead bug to want to
collect in it?  That was something in which was a total mystery to me,
until I decided to go find out the answer first hand.

I went to search for my answer by having a few different people
actually sit on a windowsill, and see if there was any attraction.  They
each told me individually that  there was no attraction to  sitting in a
windowsill, so I had them each stand in one.  I got the same reaction
from them as I had gotten when they sat on a windowsill, in which they
said there was no attraction.  However, not all of them had that opinion.
One person who always had a bag over his head and over one of his
hands, and always talked in a high squeaky voice, said that there was
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kind of an attraction.  I didn’t believe him so I stood in a windowsill
myself.  I found that there was nothing special, except for the marvelous
height, and the mass quantities of dead bugs that get stuck to your feet.

I was disappointed to find that hard research like that was wasted.
I couldn’t figure out why he liked the windowsill so much, so I asked
him.   He  told  me  because  he  felt  right  at  home  in  a  windowsill.
Because of that, I decided to get another opinion, so I asked Spider-
Man what he thought about standing in windowsills.  He didn’t tell me
anything though because he had a clothespin on his tongue, so I looked
for Adam Ant instead.  I know he is a singer, but so what?  After I got
him to stand in a windowsill, I asked him what he thought.  He said that
he liked it so much, that he was going to shoot his next video in one.
So,  that  there  proved  that  there  is  some  liking  to  standing  in
windowsills.

After all these interviews, I decided to go on a one-to-one interview
with the dead bugs that  live in them.  They didn’t tell  me anything
though.  I  think they were just stubborn.  So I decided to stand in a
windowsill again.  I thought it was a little bit more fun the second time
around.   There  was  a  nice  cool  breeze  rushing  through  the  open
window.  Mild rain showers fell against the ground, causing some weak
water droplets to hit me in the legs.  There wasn’t a heavy racket going
on.  Basically, I was just able to relax.

So, after hard research, I was finally able to discover what was so
special  about  standing in  a  windowsill.   Or  for  more logical  terms,
resting in a windowsill.  It is because it can be so relaxing.  I think that
windowsills should not be limited to dead bugs and plant jars, however.
I  think  some  people  should  enjoy  a  few  relaxing  moments  in  a
windowsill  as  well.   I  know it  doesn’t  sound  very  exciting,  but  in
reality, it can actually become an adventure.  Just imagine you’re in a
windowsill, taking it easy, when all of a sudden it is time to go to work,
or to school.  You can then go tell all of your friends what you did, and
feel real happy inside.

Big Fat Furry People Named
Wilbur Fan Club

another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Get your hot dogs!  Get your potato chips!  Get your sodas!  Get
your big fat furry people named Wilbur!  Just kidding on that last one.
Who are the big fat furry people named Wilbur, and what is this fan
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club that  honors them?  The big fat furry people named Wilbur are
creatures who look like giant koosh balls.  If you don’t know what a
koosh ball is, it is a resemblance to a rubber sea urchin.  The fan club
that honors them is a group of people who belong to a club that honors
rubber sea urchins who look like giant koosh balls.  This is also known
as the Big Fat Furry People Named Wilbur Fan Club.

You might ask yourself, “What kind of things does the Big Fat
Furry People Named Wilbur Fan Club do?”  The answer to that would
have to be that they honor big fat furry people named Wilbur.  You
might also ask yourself, “What is the purpose for having this fan club,
anyway?”  The answer to that would still have to be to honor big fat
furry people named Wilbur.   See, stupid questions get you nowhere.
The Big Fat Furry People Named Wilbur Fan Club honors big fat furry
people named Wilbur, and not a heck of a whole lot else.  So what’s the
point?  Look at the July 1993 documentary for the reason.  Basically,
there is no reason.  Okay, now let’s get back to the documentary after
that brief sidetrack.

The reason why big fat furry people named Wilbur get honored is
because they are so fat and furry.  Actually it is because they are so
funny looking,  but  they are  funny looking because  they are  fat  and
furry.  I know this isn’t much of a reason for big fat furry people named
Wilbur to be honored,  but  country singers are continuously honored
also, and they have no reason to be honored, so why not have someone
else get honored when they don’t need to be.  Yes, that confused me
too.  So just because big fat furry people named Wilbur have no reason
to be honored does not mean that they can’t be honored.

Now the moment you’ve been waiting for.  That is if you’ve been
waiting for a certain moment.  How are the big fat furry people named
Wilbur honored?  They are honored by two hip hip hoorays and a pat
on the back.  Party time, huh?  Also, I use the word honor because the
fan club always opens a session by saying, “We are here to honor big
fat furry people named Wilbur because...”,  then they rattle  on about
some garbage that the big fat furry people named Wilbur did before
they landed on Earth from their home planet.

Now that you know whom the big fat furry people named Wilbur
are,  and  now that  you  know about  their  fan  club,  do  you  feel  like
running somewhere to join?  Well, if you do, you can go sign up for it
at  your local antique shop,  and remember to bring five dollars each
week for the club dues.  Oh yeah, and if you did want to sign up, go
ahead  and  stop  reading this  documentary because  the  rest  does  not
pertain to you.  If you decided that you did not want to join, then all I
can say is  good for  you, because there is  no Big Fat  Furry People
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Named Wilbur Fan Club.  This is just a big joke!  After all, who in their
right mind would start up a Big Fat Furry People Named Wilbur Fan
Club anyway?

Medieval Space Travel
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

The  first  thing  you  are  probably  thinking  about  right  now is,
“Manjoman, do you have a screw loose?”  My answer to that is I don’t
have a screw loose, you just need to pay better attention to history class.
It does sound kind of absurd, but hey, so does the rock group Nirvana.
So, anyway, medieval space travel is the subject and that is what I am
going to talk about.  No objections?  Good, let’s start this little diddy
that I call, “completely fake.”

Medieval space travel started sometime when the dinosaurs ruled
the Earth.  No, wait, I’m a little too far back.  It started at about the time
King Arthur was popular,  and  people  rode  around in metal  suits  of
armor yelling things like, “Put that fair maiden down!” and, “Hey, that
guy in the green pajamas and bow and arrow just stole my wallet!” and,
“Lisa, your smile isn’t that hot, so why on Earth would I want to paint
you?”  This was actually a very interesting time period, even though
they didn’t have TV, or cars, or even a toilet.

The concept of space travel was never really given a chance back
then because people were still  laughing their butts off at Christopher
Columbus  for  saying  the  Earth  was  round.   But  that  didn’t  stop
Rectumith P. Surfithacontestevinner from reaching his goal.  His goal
was of course to be the first man to go into space.  His dreams were
started by rediscovering the discoveries that ancient philosophers had
made about the solar system.  He thought the original discoveries were
pointless  though because,  unlike  the  ancient  philosophers,  he  had  a
telescope.   Every  successful  astronomer  needs  one.   Anyhow,  he
worked and worked until he could finally develop the best device and
method to get himself into space.  He developed what we could call a
medieval rocket.  Unfortunately though, he tested his rocket one day
and was able to get it a couple hundred feet in the air,  but then the
stupid thing fell apart on him, therefore causing him to give up on space
travel and start focusing his thoughts toward surfing and the importance
of riding the waves.

But,  as he gave up on space travel, another man stepped in and
tried to follow behind Surfithacontestevinner’s footsteps.  Actually, he
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tried to walk on Surfithacontestevinner’s footsteps because they both
had the same shoe size.  This man built the device of space travel, and
gave it a test run.  This time the concept of space travel was fulfilled,
and the man was able to go into space via his device.  His device was
called the cannon.  Unfortunately for  him though, when he got  into
space, he realized he had no method of getting back.  I know he felt
pretty stupid that day.  Of course, not all was lost because a group of
purple creatures picked him up and flew him back to Earth.  So, this
man was basically the person who mastered medieval space travel, and
was also one of those people who always wore a suit of armor.  He
more or less invented what we could call, “Knight Flying.”  Ha ha, get
it?  Well, if you’re reading this, you might.  If this is being read to you,
well, you should still catch the joke.

So, anyway, there is a such thing as medieval space travel as far as
this documentary is concerned, and it has been accomplished during the
medieval times.  But, seeing as how we are living in the space age right
now, there is not a lot of importance to medieval space travel or even
learning about medieval  space travel.   However,  this  is  history,  and
people  say  history  repeats  itself,  but  really,  who is  going  to  travel
through space  again  by shooting  themselves  out  of  a  cannon?   My
conclusion to this is that medieval space travel is obsolete, but fun to
learn about.

Hello, Mr. Ladybug
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Why  is  a  ladybug  called  a  ladybug?   Why  isn’t  it  called  a
gentlemanbug?  Is it sex discrimination?  Is it because it sounds good?
Why is  a  ladybug  called  a  ladybug?   This  is  one  of  my  toughest
questions  that  could  be  answered.   That  and  why  do  presidential
candidates never keep their promises?

Well, I came up with the assumption that maybe all ladybugs are of
the female gender.  That would then have to translate to the fact that
they are all “its,” because you can’t just have a species that contains a
female, and no male.

Then I came up with another dilemma.  What if there are members
of the male gender within the ladybug species?  What would happen
then?  Would they still be considered ladybugs, or would they just be
some stupid creatures that no one recognizes or cares about?  It’s the
kind of thing that plays with your mind.
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Well, my answer to this is,  who could care less?  No one cares
about what gender a stupid bug is anyway.  People only see a bug as a
certain appearance, not a certain gender.  If a big, red, spotted ladybug
comes flying at you, the last thing you’re going to think about is what
gender it is.  So, you may be asking yourself, “What is the point of this
documentary anyway?”  My answer to that would be to teach you that
the gender of a ladybug should not make a difference as to what it is
labeled because you shouldn’t have to care.

Now, I could end this documentary now, but then it would be too
short,  and  it  would  have  no  mention  of  Rectum winning  a  surfing
contest, so it won’t end now.  It doesn’t mean that it won’t end soon,
because  I  can’t  think  of  much more  to  say,  but  it  won’t  end  now.
However, if you do want it to end now, then just stop reading, otherwise
don’t stop reading.  If you don’t want it to end now, then don’t worry,
because it’s not going to end now.  My only problem is though, I’ll
have to think of more things to say, and that won’t be easy.

So, what else can I say about ladybugs?  Well, they’re small, and
their  brains are smaller.   They’re also not  very exciting and they’re
much too overused in colorful drawings of houses and flowers.  But
then again, the colorful drawings of houses and flowers are also way too
overused.  So, maybe they’re not so overused.  Oh, who am I kidding?
They are very overused.

So, what is  my final analysis on ladybugs?  Well,  they are  just
another form of species from the insect family, which no one really
cares a whole lot about.  The other thing is that they shouldn’t have a
name that suggests sex discrimination.   Finally,  they would be more
appropriate in drawings consisted of a whole bunch of them wearing
headbands, toting mini-guns and nuking big buildings.

Cows That Jump Over the Moon
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

One of the most famous lines in nursery rhyme history would have
to be,  “And the cow jumped over the moon,” which came from the
nursery rhyme, “Hey, Diddle Diddle,” or something like that.  Because
it  is  a  nursery rhyme,  people just  think, “Hey, Diddle  Diddle,”  was
something  that  Mother  Goose  came  up  with,  one  boring  afternoon.
Little do the people realize, however, Diddle Diddle was a real guy.  He
was actually a  nineteenth century ancestor  of Duran Duran.  Diddle
Diddle was known for his specialty of having cats play with fiddles,
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having dishes running away with spoons, and having cows jump over
the moon.

But, now it’s the late twentieth century and Diddle Diddle is dead.
Cats  no  longer  play  with  fiddles,  dishes  no  longer  run  away  with
spoons, and cows no longer jump over the moon.  At least, that’s what I
thought until I saw a cow parachute from the cumulus clouds in the sky
recently.

The question I have been asking myself ever since I saw the cow
was, “How did that cow parachute from the sky?”  My first answer was
that,  “It  opened  the  parachute  on  its  way down to  Earth.”   Then  I
realized that there is not enough information backing that answer up, so
I came up with the answer, “The cow jumped over the moon, and then
gravity pulled the  cow back to Earth.”   However,  this seemed a bit
illogical because, first of all, cows don’t have the jumping abilities to
break the force of gravity, and travel through space to reach the orbiting
moon.  Secondly, even if they did, they would never be able to break
orbit without the aid of a jetpack.  Thirdly, if those factors were not
present, the cow would still be turned into a grilled hamburger, when
traveling through the atmosphere upon re-entry.  So, basically, the cow
could not have jumped over the moon.  Of course, I couldn’t come up
with  any  other  possibility  as  to  how the  cow parachuted  from the
cumulus clouds in the sky, because it would be cruelty to animals to
throw the cow out of a plane.

Now, if I can conclude that the cow did not jump over the moon,
then how on earth did Diddle Diddle do it?  My analysis is that Diddle
Diddle bribed it.  He probably offered the cow two hundred kilos of
field grass, if it would jump over the moon.  The cow obviously saw it
as an offer it could not refuse, so it jumped over the moon.  Now, in
case you are a brainless twit, you should realize that this is a different
cow from the one I was previously talking about.

Now, the idea of a cow jumping over the moon is far more than just
ludicrous, but it is still a fact.  Actually, it is an opinionated fact, seeing
as how there were no definite records of Diddle Diddle ever existing, or
any recorded historical events involving a cow jumping over the moon.
But, for the sake of my dignity, let’s just say that it did happen.

Finally, before I pack up, I would like to say that I never did come
up with a definite conclusion as to how the cow parachuted from the
cumulus clouds in the sky, nor did I even come up with a logical guess.
Even though this is probably going to be the stupidest thing I have ever
said, I  think the cow did jump over the moon, even though it  is not
humanly possible.  Perhaps it is cowingly possible.
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Rock Stars
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Strobe lights are on, feedback is booming, screams of crowds are
ear shattering, and the sounds of long-haired British guys singing with a
raspy voice fill the air.  The setting is at a concert hall, the time is at a
loud hour, the price of admission is more than you can afford, and the
reason for this madness is unknown.

Hi,  welcome  to  the  world  of  music  entertainment.   This
documentary is about the people who make the music industry possible.
It’s about the long-haired hippie punks, who cheat on their wives and
smoke bad medicine.  It is about the overly paid dirt talkers, who bad
mouth the public and throw drums out of windows.  It is about the tight
clothes-wearing idiots, who think they are talented and always end up in
jail sometime in their life.  It is about the pathetic lives of messed-up
musicians.  It is about rock stars.

Rock stars are people who step into the entertainment spotlight for
a short time.  They are adored by teens and young adults in all parts of
the world.  They bring music to those who feel like dancing or doing
research papers.  They play music that your parents hate.  Finally, they
do something stupid, which causes them to be rejected by the public
from that point on.

Some rock stars are loud and noisy, while others are mellow and
sappy.  Some sing about the loves of their life, while others sing about
having fish for dinner.  Some perform individually, while others don’t
even perform (they have no real talent to get them that far).  Finally,
some have bad lifestyles, while others have even worse lifestyles.

The  music  that  rock  stars  usually  play  is  rock  music.   Some,
however, play garbage from motown.  This is a rare occasion, but still
true.   Rock  stars  are  confused  people  who  are  for  one  thing  one
moment, and then against it the next.  For example, one day a rock star
might want Cheerios for breakfast, and then want Frosted Flakes the
next day.  There would be a difference of opinions on which cereal the
rock  star  would  like  more,  and  then  he  or  she  would  develop  a
controversy to the situation and then appear on a talk show to clear
things up.

Rock stars are very unusual people.  Some have pigeons for pets,
while others have monkeys.  They feed their pets pizza, which is hard to
eat for a pigeon, and then throw Pepsi cans all around their apartment,
after crushing them on their forehead and letting out a big burp.  It is
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the kinds of things that make people go wacko when they hear about
how some people live like this.  I tell you, it is something crazy.

But, to end this on a positive note, there is one good thing about a
rock  star.   That  is  that  rock  stars  are  not  the  only  examples  of
entertainers.  There are TV stars and movie stars too.  They have pretty
lousy lifestyles as well, but at least they can sing.

Out Of Your Mind
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Before I begin, I would like to mention that this documentary is not
your average everyday documentary.  It is in fact not even advisable to
read  if  you do not work with a  very unusual mind.   This is  truly a
documentary that will cause your head to spin.  If this warning does not
apply to you, then go ahead and begin reading.  Okay, here we go.

These are steps to take when wanting to achieve the action of doing
nothing:
Step one: Stop everything.
Step two: Sit down in a La-Z-Boy.
Step three: Do nothing.
Step four: Continue to do nothing.
Step five: If you start doing something, stop doing it.
Step six: Don’t stop doing nothing.
Once you conclude your fun of doing nothing, begin to do something.

The next useful thing to know is the steps of mutilating your shoes:
Step one: Take your shoes off your feet.
Step two: Put some foot powder on your feet.
Step three: Get a glass of water.
Step four: Drink the glass of water.
Step five: Walk your dog along the sidewalk.
Step six: Let your dog urinate on a fire hydrant.
Step seven: Watch some TV.
Step eight: Get out your gun.
Step nine: Open fire on your shoes.
After you have mutilated your shoes, you can begin the steps that teach
you how to do nothing.  You can also omit steps five and six if you
don’t have a dog.  You can walk your rhinoceros instead.
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The last useful thing to know is the steps to drinking coffee when sitting
in your science class:
Step one: Find a can of Maxwell House.
Step two: Find some hot water.
Step three: Find a spoon.
Step four: Find a cup.
Step five: Blend everything together and stir.
Step six: Enjoy.
Step seven: Serve your detention for drinking coffee in class.
No more information on that.

So,  now  that  you  know  the  valuable  steps  of  doing  nothing,
mutilating your shoes, and drinking coffee in your science class, you
can relax.  If none of this stuff seems like it has a point, however, then
don’t bother doing it.  You can learn how to blow up a building using
calculator parts instead.

Excerpt From a Dictionary
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Just like last month’s documentary, this is unlike anything you have
already seen.  But, this month is even more different.  This month I
didn’t do research on a certain subject,  like usual.  This month I got
pressed for time because I was lazy, so all I am going to do now is take
twenty words from a dictionary and give you their definition.  They will
fall between the words gyron and habitat.  They will also not have a
pronunciation key, since I was really lazy.

gyron- A big spaceship that sucks other spaceships out of their orbits
and flight paths.

gyroplane- A thing with wings and an engine.  i.e. The gyroplane flew
through the hurricane.

gyroscope- A long device with a lens, which is used for looking into
space.  i.e. The astronomer used the gyroscope to look for Sirius B.

gyrostabilizer- A device that farmers use to calm their cattle down,
when involved in a stampede.

gyrostat- Nothing important.
gyrus- A hybrid member of the walrus family.  i.e. The gyrus sunk its

teeth into the ice cube.
gyve- The language of Jamaicans.
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h- Use your imagination, butthead!
ha- “Ah”, to dyslexic people.
habanera- The time period when habans ruled the Earth.  i.e. Most

scientists believe that the habanera came right after the Jurassic
period.

haberdasher- A person who runs from one point to another on a narrow
strip of haber.

haberdashery- The act of being a haberdasher.  i.e. The Olympic Gold
medalist earned his metal in haberdashery.

habergeon- A medical expert who operates on haberdashers.
habile- Slimy gunk with a greenish color, usually found on subway

station floors.  i.e. The habile was avoided by every classy person.
habiliment- A metallic device used for sealing up cavities in a toe scab.

i.e. The rabid dog tried to peel off the habiliment from the bum’s
foot.

habilitate- The act of installing a habiliment.
habit- A small furry creature with long ears.
habitable- A small furry creature with long ears, who recently sunk its

teeth into a cow.
habitant- A small furry creature with long ears and antennae.  Usually

found carrying bread crumbs.
habitat- The place where animals live, particularly the habit.  i.e. The

habit snacked on some carrots in its habitat, while watching TV.

So, that concludes my desperate plea to make a deadline based on
laziness. I hope you didn’t fall asleep. Maybe next time, I won’t wait
until the last minute.

Cleaning Out Earwax
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

What is the ugly yellow stuff that likes to ooze out of your ears?  Is
it banana mush?  Is it bits of a rotten lime?  Is it egg nog milk?  No, it’s
earwax!

Earwax  is  the  body’s  most  annoying  feature.   It  is  useful  in
protecting your ear, but aggravating when trying to clean out the excess
garbage.  It sticks to your finger after you pick it, and it’s hard to clean
after it applies itself to it.  Imagine this, you are sitting in English class,
when all of a sudden your ear itches.  Your first impulse is to jam your
finger into your ear hole,  and rub the tingling with your long, sharp
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fingernail.  Then, to your surprise, a big clump of earwax comes out
with your fingernail.  You stare at it a moment, and then wipe it on your
pants.  Unfortunately, the stubborn earwax embeds itself into the fabric,
and does not want to come out for anything.  Now, you have to wander
around school with a big yellow stain near your knee.  Then, you can’t
help to think that you would rather have had an easier way of cleaning
your ear.

In case you have ever put yourself in the position of scraping out
earwax, and then not know of any way of disposing it, here are a few of
my suggestions.  One suggestion is to raise your hand and ask if you
can go to the bathroom.  If permission is granted, go ahead and go into
the bathroom and wash the earwax off your finger.  If that doesn’t work,
you can wipe your finger along the floor, to scrape it off.  If the floor
has no carpet, the next solution is to wipe it on the person in front of
you, or to the side of you.  Never wipe it on the person behind you.  If
there is not a person available to wipe it on, your final solution is to
suck it off your finger, with your mouth.  It works for boogers.

Cleaning earwax is  easy if  you are  in  the  privacy of  your own
home.  For one, there are plenty of opportunities to use a sink.  If you
have soap, cleaning earwax works wonders.  If you don’t have soap,
then don’t worry about it.  But, if you are in an unusual situation where
you have no water  coming out of  the sink or  bathtub,  or  any other
faucet around the house, for reasons that may be related to not paying
the water bill, a solution would be to stick your finger in the toilet and
stir it around a bit.

So, basically,  the solutions to cleaning earwax are quite  simple.
Depending on how easy it is determines on where you are.  If you are at
a place that has easy access to a sink or napkin or something, then use
that.  If the place you are at does not have easy access to any of those
objects,  then  just  save  it  for  lunch,  or  any other  time  that  you  are
hungry.

Vicious Telephone Booths
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

featuring part one of the Flip Your Lid series

Hi,  people,  I  hope  you  enjoyed  my collector’s  addition  of  the
Completely  Fake  Documentaries.   However,  for  the  next  six
documentaries, I am going to be featuring something new.  It is going to
be  called  Flip  Your  Lid.   What  this  is  going  to  be  is  a  series  of
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documentaries featuring six of the strangest, most odd things that you
may find in a city, or not.  After the last issue of this series, I will go
back to normal pace.  Okay, enough chit chat, let’s get some education
on vicious telephone booths.

First point I would like to make is that vicious telephone booths do
not have teeth.   They do  not  sing badly and  they do  not  broadcast
sixteen hours worth of Milli Vanilli’s greatest hits.  What they do that is
so vicious is that they ring for the heck of it, and then after you make a
struggled attempt to answer the call, which means you hopped over a
hot dog stand, knocked a purse out of a mugger’s hand, and tripped
over a manhole cover, they decide to hang up on you.  Then to make it
worse, they start laughing.  That’s pretty vicious, don’t you think?

Vicious telephone booths also spit coins at you when you walk by.
You might like the idea of getting pelted by coins, since you do get
money in the deal, but the problem is that they don’t shoot out quarters
or anything like that.  Instead, they fire off Mexican pesos, which we all
know is not worth the price of squat.  This is in fact also vicious and
deserves the right to be publicly criticized.

I have a solution to fighting the practical jokes that these vicious
telephone booths pull on us, however.  My first solution is to go to the
newspaper offices and have them print up a story about the cruelty of
telephone  booths.   This  idea  will  get  them a  little  edgy,  since  it’s
bringing their vicious scandals out into the open.  Maybe it  will get
them to stop their bad jokes.  My second solution is to take the phone
off the hook and drive a nail into the coin slot.  Of course, this is not
foolproof, because they are very clever.  My third and final solution is
to take a flamethrower and torch the cruel machines.  Maybe that will
get them to stop.  Whatever the solution, something will work.

One thing I would like to look into before I conclude this strange
little piece of information is what makes the telephone booths get so
vicious.  The truth is that I don’t know what makes them get so vicious,
but  I  have  my opinions.   First  of  all,  you probably remember  how
people  used to  treat  the poor  telephone booths  in  the  past.   People
would  spray  paint  them,  rip  out  their  cords,  which  probably  hurt,
banged them against the receiver, and dangle them from the back of a
moving truck.  My opinion is that their little  practical  jokes are just
their way of getting back at people for our little practical jokes.  It’s still
not nice of them and I still think they should be disciplined.

My final thought to this bad situation before I go onto part two of
the Flip Your Lid series is that the government is to be blamed for this
inconvenience.   Ha ha,  just  kidding!  It’s  actually  the  faults  of  the
clowns at the phone companies.  Get it?  You better, that took thought!
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I hope something will be done about this.  That’s a clue to the Phone
Company, in case you’re a moron.  Thank you for your patience.  Stay
tuned for more Flip Your Lid.

Alley Cats
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

featuring part three of the Flip Your Lid series

Welcome to part  three of the Flip Your Lid series.  In case you
haven’t caught on yet, this series is based on things you find in the big
city.  So far I have covered phone booths and skyscrapers.  Sorry about
my rambling from the last one.  There truly was not much to say about
skyscrapers anyway.  But now, I will cover alley cats and hopefully
you’ll enjoy it.  So, let us begin.

The first place to look when you want to find an alley cat is not in a
grocery store or a department store or a car dealership or not even in a
restaurant.  Where you do want to look is in an alley.  However, I do
not know why you would want to look for an alley cat because they are
smelly, have straggly fur, which make them ugly and bad house pets,
they tear up everything, and they always empty the trash can all over the
floor.  So, even though they can be found in alleys, they wouldn’t make
good house pets, so don’t bother looking for them.

The diet of an alley cat is quite nutritious, yet sickening.  They eat
fermented fruit,  decaying fish bones,  moldy cheese, motor  oil,  mice,
Thanksgiving  dinners,  meatballs,  sour  milk,  fresh  milk,  fresh  eggs,
rotten eggs, porpoise chow, belly button lint,  spaghetti scum, worms,
chicken  crust,  paper,  couch  legs,  and  banana  cream pies.   I  myself
would never eat garbage like this, except maybe the porpoise chow, on
a dare, but I am not an alley cat, so hey, who cares?

Alley cats are best known and loved for their wonderful singing on
the fences that line building properties,  in the midst of an otherwise
quiet night.  The residents of the tenements just love to be woken in the
middle of the night to hear this wonderful choir of cats.  They love it so
much that they will throw out old shoes toward the choir to show their
gratitude and appreciation for such a wonderful awakening.  Of course,
I personally think the singing is raunchy.

Another great feature that an alley cat poses is a good friend to big,
bearded bums.  The bums like to feed and pet this straggly wonder, and
even rip off a can of cat food, also known as mice, to feed this frisky
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creature and make it happy.  Isn’t that nice? It’s obvious that alley cats
make great companions.

Alley cats are also fun to step on.  Their fur is like a carpet, just
waiting to collect the mud that is smeared on the bottom of your shoe.
They usually make a sick-sounding meow when they get stepped on,
but that is just their way of saying, “Welcome.”  The only problem with
stepping on an alley cat though, is the fact that it is always right then
that they have to  go somewhere and do important things.  You may
know what I’m talking about.   It’s  whenever  they run away.  That
usually tends to get aggravating.

So,  to  finish this  stupid  thing up,  alley cats are great  creatures.
Even though they are ugly,  they still  make better  friends than dogs.
Only from an alley cat can you get singing, great food ideas,  and a
handy rug.  I  tell  you, anyone who says that  a rhino makes a better
friend, is simply off his or her rocker.  Thank you, and come back for
more of this Flip Your Lid garbage!

Puddles of War
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Do you remember when you last saw a rainy day?  Remember the
smell that was in the air?  That’s right, there was no smell, at least none
that struck a soft spot in your senses.  But, that is probably because all
the smell was in the puddles.  You remember the puddles don’t you?
Those wet things that kids love splashing, jumping into, and riding their
bikes through?  Yeah, puddles.  Big, oceanic, muddy, smelly puddles.

The reason this topic is labeled, “Puddles of War,” is because I’m
referring to the bad parts about the puddles.  Sure, we all love them, but
how good are they to us?  Well, in a way I guess they are, because
insects drink from puddles, birds eat insects, carnivores eat birds, we
eat herbivores and not carnivores, so I guess puddles don’t have a lot of
use to us, so my topic is pretty accurate.

Puddles stink!  They smell like sewer water when they mix with
sewer water.  It’s just like when they smell like dirt when they mix with
dirt.   It’s a pain in the butt!  I don’t like getting up in the morning,
taking a nice hot shower, eating a big breakfast consisted of pancakes
and bacon, putting on a tie, and then walking outside, just to face a big,
smelly puddle, that some little kid is just going to prance through later.
It’s not my idea of fun.  This is not to say that I don’t like puddles or
anything, of course.



328 / Nomadic Souls

Puddles are slimy!  They slowly ooze down streets when the wind
blows or when the street is at a slight angle.  Then they leak into your
yard and get your grass all wet.  Then, when you decide to walk through
your yard barefoot, you step on a patch of wet grass, and it clings to
your feet.  Then you have to go through the trouble of washing your feet
before you can lie on the couch again.  Then after you wash your feet,
and lay on the couch, you have to take out your garbage, walking on the
wet grass again.  It’s another pain in the butt.

Puddles are never Kodak moments.  When was the last time you
saw a great big, juicy puddle and said, “Hey, I got to get the camera!”
That’s right, never!  Puddles look stupid in pictures, therefore it’s not
worth taking pictures of.  Enough said on that.

If I had to say one good thing about puddles, it would be that they
are great things to use when you want to aggravate someone.  Imagine
this,  you see someone you know walking down the street.   As they
come near, you quickly duck behind a tree, making sure that they don’t
see you.  Then as they come close, you jump from behind the tree and
push them into the puddle.  They fall down with a hard impact, and land
directly into the puddle.  The muddy water splashes up and around them
and gets  them soaking wet.   Of course,  you may not  like  the  final
results, but it’s always funny to see the look on their face when they
dramatically lunge toward the water, three-piece suit and all.

Well,  to  finish  this  up,  puddles  are  a  pain,  mainly  for
inconvenience reasons.  The reason is because you always have to clean
up after  you come  in  contact  with one.   This  is  whether  you walk
through one, or are pushed into one.  But, it’s always fun to play jokes
with puddles.

Construction Paranoia
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

What  makes  a  person  go  loopy  when  he  or  she  passes  by  a
construction  site?   What  makes  them go  nuts  when  the  sounds  of
riveting and hammering shatter the air?  Why do lunatics go off their
rocker when simple two-ton metal beams fall on their head from five
stories  up?   Perhaps  it  is  a  mental  disorder  known as  construction
paranoia.

In simple,  everyday life,  we use the term paranoia  to mean that
someone thinks someone else is following them, or they are imagining
things  that  are  not  real,  to  generalize  it.   True,  this  is  what  most
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scientists say.  However, it is not what I say, neither is it what my Ph.D.
in medicine for the hearing-impaired says.  My definition of paranoia is
the act of jumping at your shadow and going nuts over simple problems.

Construction paranoia is the act of a person getting jumpy at the
sight of a construction site.  Apparently, the poor basket case thinks that
something  will  fall  on  him and  send  him some  place,  like  say,  the
hospital.  So, hey, lunatics, there’s a neat little invention called the hard
hat.  Try using it.  This is one cure to construction paranoia.

Another case of construction paranoia is when someone climbs up
a building that is no more finished than the skeletal structure.  Some
people who climb to the top of these undeveloped buildings feel that
they  may  accidentally  fall  off.   This  is  what  I  consider  cruel
construction paranoia.  First of all, if you are a gymnast, acrobat, or a
ninja,  you shouldn’t  feel  nervous being up on those eight-inch thick
beams, suspended five hundred feet in the air.  However, if you are a fat
toad that can’t keep proper balance on a basketball court, then you will
probably have a tougher time on beams, therefore leading to another
suggestion.  The next suggestion is construction paranoia cure two.  If
you are afraid of heights and have a pathetic sense of balance,  then
don’t  bother  going  up  to  an  eight-inch  thick  beam,  suspended  five
hundred feet in the air to begin with.  Only the idiot would do that.

The third,  and last form of construction paranoia that is  in most
people is the fear that they will get run over by a bulldozer.  This is a
crock of hooey.  First of all, no man with brains would get behind the
controls of a bulldozer if they didn’t know how to drive it.  Secondly, a
bulldozer operator would never try to run you down unless he or she
had a grudge against you for something you did in the past.  Finally, no
one would dare  run you down with a  bulldozer  if  they thought they
would get their butts sued for it.  My prescription for a cure to this form
of construction paranoia is quite simple.  If a bulldozer gets too close,
buy a tank and make the bulldozer run away.

So, now that you know the symptoms of construction paranoia, and
since you know the cures, even though the cures suck, you should be
able to enter a construction site with ease and relaxation.  If you find
that  you are  still  having problems with pesky construction paranoia,
then do the right thing.  Talk to someone who is not making illogical
guesses, like I am.
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Yellow, Electric, Cataclysmic
Puke Boys

another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

“What is a yellow, electric, cataclysmic puke boy?” is something
you may be asking yourself at this precise moment.  Well, if you are
asking this stupid question, I’ll have to tell you that it is something that
does  not  exist.   That’s  right,  it  does  not  exist.   “Why is  it  being
featured?” is another question you may asking yourself.  The reason is
because I want to prove that documentaries can be written when there is
nothing to write about.

My idea of a yellow, electric, cataclysmic puke boy is probably one
who is yellow, a great conductor of electricity, cataclysmic,  and can
puke all over the place.  Pretty gruesome little character, isn’t it?  They
would serve  purpose  in  our  society for  the  main purpose  of  having
something  unusual  to  look  at.   Wouldn’t  you  love  to  see  a  yellow
person puke all over a piano in a music store?  I know I would.  I’d
certainly break out the camcorder.

A yellow, electric,  cataclysmic puke boy, in  my imagination,  is
always glowing with blue  light.   No  one  could  touch  him,  without
getting shocked with dust loads of  voltage.   This is  their  reason for
being cataclysmic.  A cataclysm is a devastating change in the earth.
This obviously has nothing to do with electricity, but you have to admit
that it is a cool name.  Sorry for saying that the electricity is why they
are cataclysmic.  They are actually not cataclysmic at all because they
can’t shift the earth’s structure.  All they can do is shock the pants off of
someone.  That is, if they existed.

Never  in  my  imagination  could  I  picture  a  yellow,  electric,
cataclysmic puke boy as being green.  That is  just  not the color for
them.  In fact,  the only person I’ve ever  seen to  fit green well  was
Kermit the Frog.  He was the puppet with the ugly looking collar.  The
thing looked like it would stick itself in a wall if one were to throw it at
one.

The yellow, electric, cataclysmic puke boys make lousy insulators.
They have electricity flowing through their entire body.  They are hotter
than a power line.  They can hurt too, if you touch them.  They are most
commonly found in prisons, where the electric chair is located.  They
like to sit in the electric chair when they are feeling bored.

The other big point about a yellow, electric, cataclysmic puke boy
is that they are the worst people to stick on a ride at the fair.  Space
camp is also a lousy place for them.  The reason is because they have
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very unstable stomachs, and one bad gushing of the gastric juices can
send the barf flying.  It’s a shame that their favorite ride is the Zipper.
They are also heavy into roller coasters.   They are certainly not the
ideal people to be around when at the fair, but as I mentioned before,
they are fun to watch when it is time for them to deliver the goodies.

So,  finally as  a  recap,  I  want to  mention one  more time that  a
yellow, electric,  cataclysmic puke boy is  not  real,  but  purely of  my
imagination.   They are  just  an example of what I  think freak shows
should be about.  It would be cool if they did exist.  There would be lots
of movies made about them.  Who knows, maybe one day the idea of a
yellow,  electric,  cataclysmic  puke  boy  will  find  its  way out  of  my
imagination and into many others.

Hairballs in Your Throat
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

First of all, before I officially begin, I would like to point out that
this documentary is  strictly for  the cats.   If you are human, you are
permitted to read it, but you won’t appreciate it as much as a cat.  Okay,
the topic is hairballs.  Meow!  That was a stupid meow, I know, but, oh
well, I’m not a cat.

If  you are  a  cat,  you may know how aggravating it  is  to  get  a
hairball lodged in your throat.  You hack and hack, but just can’t seem
to dislodge it.  Well, have I got great news for you!  I have been called
to introduce the world’s first hairball removal kit.  I can’t sell it to you
or anything, but it will be great for you to know about.

Before I go into information about how to use the hairball removal
kit,  and how to order it,  I  want to first mention how hairballs  come
about.   It’s  always starts  when a  cat  or  very hairy person needs  to
scratch  an  itch.   Now,  we all  know how bad  cats  and  really  hairy
humans shed.  It’s ridiculous.  They always leave a mountain of hair
everywhere they go.  We also know that they scratch themselves with
their feet and mouth.  They’ll either paw at their itch or they’ll bite it.
When they bite  it,  they always chew off  a  large  clump of  hair  and
swallow it.  The cats and hairy humans have a very unusual trait, don’t
they?

Now that you know how they get the hairballs, I will go ahead and
mention  how  the  hairball  removal  kit  works.   You  have  this  box
consisted of a brush, a toothpick, and a wash cloth.  The first step in
removing the hairball is to soak the brush with applesauce.  Now, for
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those of you who don’t know, the brush is about the size of a toilet
brush.  If one were to look closely, they would also see another brush
on that brush, which is the size of a toothbrush.  All you do is run the
tooth brush-sized brush down your throat and stir it.  You don’t need to
worry about the toilet brush at this point in time.  Actually, they just
send that device to scare you.  You don’t need it at all.  Anyway, after
you stir the toothbrush around your throat, the applesauce will pick up
the large clumps of hair, and you can remove the brush.  Now, after you
clean the brush, you may realize that there is still some hair stuck down
your throat.  Don’t worry, the toothpick will get all that.  Wait a minute,
I screwed up the order.  The toothpick gets out the clump of hair and
the toothbrush picks out the excess.  My mistake.  Anyhow, after you
clean  out  the  hair  from your  throat,  you  can  take  the  wash  cloth,
dampen it,  and shove it down your throat to clean up any germs that
either the brush or toothpick left behind.

The way to order this hairball removal kit is as simple as ordering a
hairball removal kit.  You just write to the company, send some money,
and bug them a bit.  After they get sick of your pestering, they will send
you the kit and you can be happy.  The address is something you’ll have
to find on your own.  The same goes for the price.

Well, I hope you plan on ordering your hairball removal kit soon,
and do something about those pesky hairballs.  They aren’t problems if
you know how to deal with them.  If you order this kit, I doubt you’ll
become disappointed.  It’s really a good investment.  Well,  anyway,
thank you for hearing me out, and giving this advertisement a chance.

Cracks in the Sidewalk
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

There is nothing better than a sidewalk, when you know it used to
be dirt that used to set in the spot that the sidewalk now sits.  If you had
trouble reading that sentence, it is basically saying that it is better to
walk on a sidewalk than it is  to walk on dirt because walking on a
sidewalk is  a  clean and smooth way to  travel,  unlike dirt,  which is
slippery and fills your shoes with gallons of squishy grains of dirty dirt
that screws up your feet in a bad way.

One place that is in desperate need of a sidewalk is the beach.  The
beach is always sandy, but never smooth.  You always slip and slide
when walking through the loose sand, also known as the shoe’s worse
nightmare.  It’s also bad when you walk through the sand on a hot day
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because, for some unknown reason, the sun likes to transfer all its heat
into the sand, burning the skin off of people’s feet whenever they make
contact.   Essentially, someone needs to convert the beach into a big
sidewalk.  But, I know, you all would probably complain to me that
walking through the sand is the fun part of going to the beach.  Well,
first  of  all,  no  one  said  you  had  to  go  to  the  beach  to  have  fun.
Secondly, if your big complaint is that a sidewalk on the beach prevents
a person from building a sand castle, then don’t worry, the hot sun will
melt the sidewalk well enough to allow you to build a cement castle.

Even though sidewalks are great and keep you from getting hit by a
car, most of the time, they do have one disturbing problem.  They have
cracks in them.  There is nothing worse than a sidewalk with cracks in
it.  The reason is simple.  For some strange reason, whenever someone
walks down a sidewalk and sees a crack, they are compelled to step
over the crack.  Don’t ask me why, I guess it’s just force of habit.  Now,
that in itself is not so bad, but the problem comes when people walk in
rhythm.   No  one  can  keep  the  rhythm of  his  or  her  walk with the
constant  distance  from one  crack  to  another,  all  the  way down the
sidewalk.  Whenever they come to a crack that is out of their stepping-
over-each-crack rhythm, they are forced to break the rhythm by either
stepping short of the crack or by taking one extended stretch of a foot
over the crack.  Then, once again this in itself is not so bad, but the real
problem comes when someone driving down the street sees them doing
this.  They are forced to think that the sidewalk walker is a weirdo and
they laugh for the rest of the way home.  Finally, the sidewalk person
continues their journey in humiliation, but still breaks rhythm when a
crack comes up.

One fun thing about sidewalks, especially the ones with cracks in
them, is making your own cracks.  This is my favorite activity, outside
of subterranean hang gliding.  All you need is a sledgehammer with a
one  hundred-pound  weight  on  the  end.   When  you  take  it  to  the
sidewalk of your choice,  just hold the sledgehammer high over  your
head and bring it down with all the force you have stored in your body.
The one hundred pounds, combined with the force multiple of twenty-
nine,  will  break  the  sidewalk in half,  and you can feel  pretty good,
knowing that you got your daily fun for the day.

Now, ending with more of the same, I would just like to point out
that cracks in the sidewalk can be bad.  They are bad because they end
up being the source of down-the-street humiliation.  Yes, this is a new
psychological term used by Freudian wannabes.  Also, keep in mind
that no matter how fun the beach might be, it just doesn’t compare to
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the wonderful fun that a sidewalk has.  After all, you can’t draw stick
men with chalk in the sand.

Hippies vs. Rushing Waters
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

There was a time long ago when hippies ruled the earth. They were
fierce creatures, with long hair, sparkling bandannas, ugly tie-die shirts,
and the ever-dreaded bell-bottom pants. These creatures were always
known for their  two fingers in “V” formation and the single-syllable
word they used to know as “peace”.

The hippie could be found in both solitude and ferocious packs.
Their primary habitat was a type of land known as a “Woodstock.” The
packs of hippies would flock to these landforms to eat and sleep and
play.  They would  also  keep  their  forms of  entertainment limited  to
specific  members  of  their  species  to  “play”  a  strange  luring  device
known as a “rock band instrument.” It is an unusual type of device. This
device actually produces the quite unusual hippie mating call. The male
hippie could always attract a female hippie with this device. The one
section of this device that did the most work in doing the mating call
was the “guitar.”

Unfortunately, this documentary does little to show the importance
of what a hippie  provides,  for the entire  species is  extinct.  At least,
that’s what it seems. I won’t hold that to being one hundred percent
accurate  because I believe I  have seen lost  members  of the Hippius
Woodnustockius  genealogy.  But,  at  this  point  in  time,  that  means
nothing, for the packs no longer exist.

On another spectrum, rushing water played no significance to the
life of a hippie. In fact, they are almost opposites. The reason is because
the creature, once known as the hippie, never really took a bath. They
may have taken a couple of showers, in an artificial raining chamber,
here and there, but they never really took a bath. It’s not to say that
none of them ever took a bath because I believe there may have been
some reports of a naked hippie swimming in a river, but that is the more
unusual kind and is very unlikely to happen on a regular basis.

Rushing waters are usually the result of a powerful waterfall. The
rivers get fierce and that’s about it. If you want to know the truth, there
is nothing to say about rushing waters or the fact that a wooden raft will
get sliced  to ribbons if  traveling through the strong rage of  rushing
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waters. So, forgive me if this documentary doesn’t turn out the way you
wanted it to turn out.

The hippie was a terrible creature. The vicious bell-bottom pants,
which  was  found  below  the  hippie’s  waist,  was  the  hippie’s  most
fearsome defense system. The sight of the bell-bottoms was so fierce
that anything opposing the hippie would turn itself away from it and run
with fear. The reason is because the bell-bottoms usually found its way
into the stack of garments that the opposer would soon have to wear.
This  was  what  frightened  the  enemies  of  the  hippie  because  bell-
bottoms were truly a horrid sight.

So, if I were to have a contest to see which is better, the hippie or
the rushing waters, I would have to say that the hippie is better because
the hippie had drama, romance, a fierce way of attack, and the rushing
waters just simply have nothing to be mentioned, therefore leaving them
to be nothing special.

Used Car Salesmen
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

One thing that is tough to do in life is to go into a used car lot and
expect to find a  purchasing deal  worth looking into.   You can walk
around the car lots and find cars that may look like they would be worth
it, but in reality, there could not be a worse investment of money.  Sure,
you might be convinced to buy one of these cheap pieces of hog lard,
but if that’s the case, you probably have neglected to pay attention to
who you bought it from.  If you were a smart shopper, you would have
realized  that  you bought  it  from a  used  car  salesman,  which is  the
equivalent to buying a car from a cow.  The reason is because used car
salesmen and  cows both  have  bad  selling  abilities.   Sure,  used  car
salesmen have that charm that a cow cannot live up to, but just think
how hard they have to try to actually convince you to buy their ugly,
junky soap boxes.  It can’t be worth buying something from someone
who is a bit too overly persistent.

Used car  salesmen can always be  spotted  from a  crowd.  They
always have a gold tooth, a hairy chest, moussed hair, and everything
else you would find on a man from the late 70’s.  They look like a
typical  swingers’  club  member  and  never  have anything less  than  a
deceptive smile that can’t fool anybody.

A used car salesman is also known for his distinctive charm.  He is
the king of the butt-kissers, and will always have the word “honest” in
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front of his name.  That’s where former President Abraham Lincoln
came to be known as “Honest Abe.”  He was a used car salesman.  A
used car salesman can also talk as if his inventory were actually worth
checking out.  Everyone knows it’s not, but it is nice of people to make
the used car salesman look like he has a chance.  It’s also funny when
they drop the bomb on him and say, “Ha ha, pulled one over on you,
idiot!”  This usually gets him mad though, and he takes one of his cheap
lemons and drives it through the front window of the car dealership.  Of
course, the car will ram into other cars, but it’s not like they can get any
worse.

There  are  a  few people  on  this  planet  that  have  actually  been
suckered  by  one  of  these  villainous  people.   I  have  a  hard  time
believing it,  but  it  is  true.   Some people,  like  myself,  are  just  too
stinking  gullible.   Of  course,  the  smart  people  won’t  ever  believe
anything a guy from the late 70’s will tell them, if he is telling them on
the lot of his car dealership, and it has something to do with how well
the car he is trying to sell works.  The intelligent shopper will know that
no car on a used car lot will work, and if a used car salesman says it
works, he is basically just full of it.

Now, I don’t want to end this with the thought that all  used car
salesmen are bad.  Not all of them are bad.  It’s only the ones with the
greasy hair and the fake smiles.  Everyone else who tries to sell a used
car is actually truthful behind his or her sales.  Of course, in time they’ll
become crooks, but that’s in the future.

So, now that you know how to spot a used car salesman and how to
blow him off when he tries to sell you a used car, are you going to go
out and buy something?  I  know refrigerators are good investments.
Used cars are not because they break down too often, but if you are
interested in buying a refrigerator, I can recommend you to someone.
He has slick hair, a gold tooth, and an “I Love Disco” T-shirt.  Reread
this documentary if you actually consider this offer.

Egg Cooking
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Eggs are gross unless they’re cooked.  They may help you when
eaten raw if you are training for boxing or something, but they taste
nasty.  Whenever you eat eggs, you need to cook it first.  This solidifies
the egg yolk and makes it  tastier.  Two ways of cooking eggs are to



Completely Fake Documentaries / 337

hard-boil them or to scramble them.  In this documentary, I will teach
you how to do both.

In order to hard-boil  an egg, you must first find a  cooking pot.
When you have found the perfect cooking pot, you pour some water
into it and turn up the heat.  You turn up the heat by putting the pot onto
a burner and turning the burner on.  I mentioned this fact in case I have
some idiots reading this.  After the heat is turned on, the water should
start to ripple a little, showing that there is about to be some serious
temperature  scorching  going  on.   After  several  minutes  of  getting
heated, the water will start to steam and soon boil.  Before this happens,
you should throw all your hard-boiled eggs into the pot.  After several
minutes more, the egg will harden its yolk.  Now, the best way to test
the egg to see if it’s hardened yet is to throw it against the wall.  If it
shatters into little shelly pieces, then it is not ready yet.  But, if the only
thing that happens is that the shell cracks, then it is hard-boiled enough
to eat.  Then you can peel off the shell and pour gallons of salt onto the
egg.  However, when you hard-boil an egg, be sure you use natural tap
water or pure water.  It is important that you don’t use green water from
the river behind the toxic waste dump, and it is important that you don’t
use puddle water because the parasites that live in puddles might eat up
the egg before you do.

The  second  and  last  method  to  cook  an  egg  is  to  scramble  it.
Scrambling eggs are the fun ways to cook eggs.  The way you scramble
an egg is  to  find a  pan that isn’t so  worn-out that  it  falls  apart  the
moment you pick it  up.  Once you find the right pan, put it on your
stove and turn it on.  Now, if your pan has a switch that can be turned
on, then use that, otherwise turn on the stove’s burner.  After the pan
starts to heat up a bit, dump five pails of butter into it to grease up the
pan and to give the eggs more flavor.  After this happens, crack open
the eggshell and let the yolk ooze out into the pan.  Sometime after the
yolk oozes out, the heat will cause the yolk to harden and turn white
and yellow.  Now’s the time to break out the salt and pepper and load it
onto the egg.  Afterwards,  pour  on some tobasco  sauce,  bacon bits,
onion rings,  syrup,  and ground beef.   Finally,  the scrambled egg is
ready to eat, and you may take the spatula and scoop the egg up, and
throw  it  onto  your  plate.   Now  you  have  a  tasty  scrambled  egg.
Actually, you now have a tasty omelet, but who’s going to care?

That, my friends, concludes this documentary, which I know you
have enjoyed, mainly for its practicality, rather than its discriptiveness.
I hope you are looking forward to the next documentary.  It’s going to
make you want to break out my earlier ones and relive some memories.
But, before I go, I need to make sure you’re clear on how to scramble
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and hard-boil some eggs, and why it is important to do so.  Are you
clear?  Well, I know you are, but I have some space to kill.  I’ll mention
that  if  you soak up an egg in vinegar  for  a  few weeks,  it  will  turn
rubbery and you can throw it at people without it exploding.

Swimming in a Bottle of Soda
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

If you could swim in the soda of your choice, what would it be?
Would it be in something nice and clear like Sprite or Crystal Pepsi?
Would it be in something really dark, where people couldn’t see you,
like Coca-Cola or Tab?  Would it be in something that is colorful like
Mountain Dew or Crush?  Would it be in something that most normal
people wouldn’t drink like Welch’s Grape Soda or Vernor’s?  What
would it be in?

I know this question is one that you may not be asked very often
and in  fact  may not  even take  very seriously,  but  it  could be quite
controversial.  I guess the proper way of asking the question is to say it
like, “Pardon me, would you swim in a bottle of soda, and if so, what
kind?”  As you think about this question, I  am going to discuss the
difficulties, benefits, and pleasures in swimming in a bottle of soda.

First of all, it would be very difficult to swim in a bottle of soda
because most bottles of soda are only two liters and the average person
would not be able to fit in one, much less be able to swim around in
one.  So how can this problem be solved?  Simple, just find a shrinking
machine and stand under it.  If you get shrunk to the size of an ant,
you’ll be small enough to swim in a bottle of soda.  Actually, you’ll be
small enough to swim in a can of soda, but that is not totally part of the
subject.  Now, if you can’t get a hold of a shrinking machine, don’t fret,
just make a really big bottle and dump about five hundred liters of your
favorite soda into it.  Then you’ll be ready to have fun.

The benefits to swimming in a bottle of soda are that you have so
much fun.  I  think America’s favorite surfer,  Rectum, who just won
another surfing contest,  has the same thing to say.  Shortly after his
surfing victory, he found a five hundred liter bottle of Sunkist Orange
Soda and jumped right in.  He backstroked, doggy-paddled, butterflied,
and did many other fun swimming moves in the bottle.  Then, to add
more fun to the event, Rectum had someone push the bottle back and
forth to  create waves, so he could surf on them.  Unfortunately, the
shaking of the bottle caused a lot of gaseous pressure to build up and
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the surface of the soda foamed over, causing Rectum to shoot out of the
top of the bottle.  But, he still had fun.

The pleasures in swimming in a bottle of soda are that you can beat
out a hot day without any trouble.  In other words, if the heat causes
you to sweat, you can have a nice tall glass of carbonated liquids to
suck down your throat and replenish any loss of liquids.  Sounds fun,
doesn’t it?  It’s also pleasurable because you know that the person who
does the laundry at your house will have a fun time trying to get the
stains out of your clothes, especially if you took a dip in some kind of
grape soda.

So,  that  ends  another  one  of  these  messed  up  ideas  that  I  so
gallantly brought to you.  I hope you found some use in this.  If you
don’t think the information in this documentary is helpful, then you can
go ahead and feed it to the cat.  At least it will be useful for something.
Well, go ahead and take a break from reading right now, if you wish.
I’m sure a nice, tall, tasty glass of soda sounds pretty good right now,
doesn’t it?  If not, then why don’t you go down to McDonald’s and get
a chocolate milkshake?  Maybe you can pick up a Happy Meal while
you’re at it.

Watermelon Seeds
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

What are some things that make you say “patooie?”  Does eating a
glob of sand make you say “patooie?”  Does being kissed by an ugly
man or woman make you say “patooie?”  How about licking the bottom
of a broom?  Does that make you say “patooie?”  Well, one thing is for
sure, if you say “patooie” when doing these things, or not, you’ll most
likely say “patooie” when eating a watermelon seed.

You may be asking yourself, “Why would I say ‘patooie’ if I were
eating a watermelon seed?”  The answer is quite simple really.  You
would speak such words because watermelon seeds are nasty.  They
have absolutely no flavor to them whatsoever.  They don’t even bring
an “oooh” or an “aaah” to the mouth of a starving person.  Even dogs
don’t  give  a  whoopty-do  to  a  watermelon  seed.   Watermelon  seeds
make bad snacks and no one wants them.

Watermelon seeds make bad pizza toppings.  The reason is because
they are flavorless and don’t give the pizza a real jump.  It’s like putting
a  dead  roach  on  the  pizza  as  a  topping.   It’s  big  and  crunchy,  but
doesn’t give the pizza any real taste.  If you ever think about buying a
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pizza with everything on  it,  try  to  make sure  that  it  comes  without
watermelon seeds.

Olives are more exciting to chew than watermelon seeds.  At least
an olive will explode in your mouth and even emit a burst of flavor.  All
a  watermelon  seed will  do  is  break in half  and leave  a  little  bit  of
nothing to drip in your mouth.  Sounds real great, doesn’t it?  If you
ever decide to have a competition between watermelon seeds and an
olive, I’m sure you’ll make the olive the winner.  That is even if you
hate  olives.   The  only  way the  watermelon  seed  will  win is  if  the
competition is in distance pea shooting.

Watermelon seeds are fun if you throw millions of them into one
pile and then jump on them.  The pile will be many feet high and the
seeds will crunch under the impact of your flying body.  Then you’ll
make your friends irritated because you made such an annoying sound
and you can irritate them even more by throwing some seeds at them.
Then everybody will have something to do because your friends will
come running at you with a shovel.

Watermelon  seeds  are  most  annoying  when  you  bite  into  a
watermelon.  First of all, it’s bad enough when you have strings getting
stuck in your teeth.  Then when you try to pull all the strings out of your
teeth, you’ll find that you had millions of watermelon seeds hiding in
the strings.  Then you’ll be utterly forced to spit all the seeds out across
the room because they are too nasty to swallow.  Plus, your stomach
would be so disgusted to accept the seeds that it would just cause them
to come up again.  Then you would not only be faced with tasting the
watermelon seeds again, but you would also be faced with tasting some
regurgitated upchuck.  This is not very tasty.

So,  in  conclusion,  watermelon  seeds  are  bad  to  eat  because  of
several reasons.  They are bad to eat because they taste nasty.  They are
bad to eat because they are flavorless, of course that contradicts what I
previously said.   They are bad to eat because anchovies make better
pizza toppings.  Finally, they suck because dogs won’t even eat them.
Basically,  you  would  have  a  more  enjoyable  time  chewing  on  the
bottom of your shoes.

Bar Stools
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Welcome all to the wonderful world of our new millennium.  As
you may know, the twentieth  century has officially ended as  of  last
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documentary.  So now it is time to begin a whole new generation and
we will begin the new generation with a fun little subject known as bar
stools.  Now, you may be asking yourself, “Why start the new century
and so forth with a stupid subject like bar stools?”  Well, the answer is
easy.  If you recall my last documentary about New Year’s celebrations,
you may know that people have been partying about the idea that we’ve
gotten to a new height in our time frames.  Well, a lot of people decided
to do their partying in a bar with a big bottle of booze.  Now, even
though that  is  not  the most  intelligent  way of  having a New Year’s
party, people still partied that way, so now I have to explain about the
object that they plastered their butts on to.  That, of course, is the bar
stool.

A bar stool is a simple wooden object that usually has some type of
cushion on top.  The cushions are either brown or red in most cases.
The actual wood is coincidentally brown and usually matches with the
brown cushion, unless of course the cushion is red.  Another interesting
fact about the simple-minded bar stool is that the wood of a bar stool
originally came from a tree.  Wow, huh?

A bar stool’s main function in its existence is to support the big,
flabby butts that fat drunks like to casually droop over the top.  It’s a
dirty job that those poor bar stools have to conduct, but it keeps the lazy
bums from scraping their butt cracks all over the floor.  You know what
I’m talking about.  There is no such thing as a fat drunk who keeps his
pants up all the time.  Not only that, there is no such thing as a fat drunk
who doesn’t expel horrendous gases from his mouth after guzzling a big
bottle of whiskey.  Anyhow, fat drunks aren’t bar stools so I have no
business talking about them now.

The best place to find a bar stool is to look in a bar.  Usually if you
go to a bar or a restaurant that has a bar, you most likely find a few bar
stools.   You can even spot them in a donut shop,  which is  where I
conducted  all  of  my  research.   Of  course,  by  saying  that,  I  have
revealed to the public that I have no life, but you all already knew that.
You may also  know that  donut  shops  have  some pretty hi-tech bar
stools.  They have the kind of bar stools that contain shock supporters
in case they have an extremely large person sit on them.  That, by the
way, is a great feature because I have seen what happens to bar stools
when an extremely large person sits on them.  It’s pretty gruesome.

A bowling alley is most likely the best place to find and use a bar
stool.  The reason is because people like to sit on them while eating or
drinking something.  I  know that  people  get  great  thrills  when they
chow down on a big plate of juicy, greasy fries while sitting on a bar
stool.  It’s also nice because if you decide to bowl, you can toss a bar
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stool down the lane and cause it to land in the area where the pins come
down, so that the pins will fall down every time they come in contact
with the floor, giving you a perfect three hundred score every time you
play.  So, that is what I can tell you about bar stools.  Hope you had fun.

Florida Ski Resort
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

If you’ve ever been to a ski resort, you would probably know how
wonderful the scenery looks in the winter.  You would also probably
know how fun it is to go at tremendous speeds while riding on a pair of
long metallic shoe things.  The fact that you get blistering winds riding
up  your  face  while  wearing  the  heaviest  of  immovable  clothing  is
enough to send chills of excitement up your spine.  You may also know
how fun it is to break your legs when hitting a tree at four hundred
miles  an hour on the account that  you can’t  steer  those shoe  things
called skis.  It should all be wonderful memories for everybody, unless
of course you have never been to a ski resort.  If you have never been to
a ski resort, then might I ask you to go to the Florida Ski Resort where
all those memories that you’ve never had can be fulfilled?

If you’ve decided to take my invitation to experience the Florida
Ski  Resort,  then I  think it  would only be  right  if  I  gave you some
information on it.  First of all, it is a ski resort with lots of caring staff
members.  They are willing to waste their time with people, like you,
who don’t  know the first thing about skiing.  They also don’t  mind
leaving you at your time of need to go and sit at some bar and talk to
each other about their big party that they plan on throwing on Friday
night.  The other good point about the people who run the Florida Ski
Resort is that they love to go fishing.  So if you are feeling like you
can’t ski or will never be able to ski, then you can stowaway onto their
fishing boat when they are not looking and break out the fishing pole
when you get deep toward the center of the lake.  They won’t want to
waste their time rowing back to shore just to throw you out, so you’ll be
able to enjoy a nice day of fishing too.  Of course, they may go ahead
and throw you out  of  the  boat  anyway, and  lob  some  bricks  while
they’re at it,  but at least they won’t waste their time rowing back to
shore.

The Florida Ski Resort provides some good food and some good
entertainment.  Every hour of every day has a special show for special
people and the food is enough to kiss your fingers with delight all the
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time.  You can watch plays, movies, sports coverage, and other no-lifed
things all day.  You can eat steak, seafood, pizza, and other high-calorie
foods that will make you fatter than Elvis at  any hour,  whether it  is
breakfast, lunch, or dinner.  It’s a perfect environment indoors as well
as outdoors.

The only drawback to the Florida Ski Resort that I can possibly
think of right at the moment is probably the location.  It’s not a ski
resort that you would want to go to if you plan on doing extreme skiing
or any type of skiing that involves speed or movement.  The reason is a
simple one.  In fact it is probably a stupid one, a reason I’m almost
considering not to mention, but it is nevertheless somewhat important.
The reason is because, I’m embarrassed to say, the reason is because
there are no hills or mountains, and it almost never snows in Florida.  A
minor drawback, I know, but not one that I imagine would change your
mind about going.

So, now that you know about the Florida Ski Resort, I’m sure you
are itching to get out of the house and take a trip over there and have a
great vacation.  It only costs a couple hundred dollars to lodge there for
the entire week, and in the package includes free ski rentals.  Go figure!

The Gullibility Club
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

What is gullibility?  Gullibility is the act of being gullible.  The act
of being gullible is to believe everything you hear no matter how stupid
it sounds.  For instance, if you were a gullible person, and if I were to
tell you that your pants were on fire, and if you looked down to check,
that would be a sign that you are a gullible person.  Then I would have
to slap you because that would’ve truly been the stupidest thing you
could’ve ever believed.  Then everybody would end up getting mad and
we would probably all  turn gullible  to  the fact  that  we’ll kick each
other’s butt for being so cruel, but no one would actually do it.  So as
you can see, this gullibility thing is pretty out of hand.

The Gullibility Club is a club which does not exist.  It is also a club
that has never existed.  It is also a club that will probably never exist.
Therefore this documentary is not about the Gullibility Club, but rather
the people who would join if it ever would exist.  Those people are in
fact cat lovers who can’t get enough french fries for dinner.  Now, if
you believed me, then I think I would have to add you to the list of
would-be joiners.  If you did not believe me, then good for you.
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Gullible people are usually not very bright, unless the person who
told them the false information is in fact very clever.  For instance, if
someone were to tell you that a Clint Eastwood movie was coming on at
eight o’clock that night, and you believed him, even though it was false
information, would that make you stupid?  The answer is of course, yes.
The reason you are not very bright if you believed him is because you
could’ve  easily  looked  in  the  TV  Guide  to  justify  his  information.
Therefore if you still believed him, even though it wasn’t listed in the
TV  Guide,  you  would  not  be  the  brightest  person  in  the  world.
However,  if  for  some  reason  you  couldn’t  justify  his  information,
whether it  be  because you don’t  have a TV Guide,  or  if  your loser
brother is hogging it  up reading it for himself, then you are omitted
from being a not-so-bright person and therefore having a reason to be
gullible.  I hope I have cleared up some tough questions that you may
have been asking yourself.

Another point I would like to make about this strong subject is the
topic about the people who take advantage of the gullible mind.  Those
people are scum.  Actually, they are not scum, they are just cruel and
heartless.  You see, gullibility is a kind of disorder.  A gullible person
cannot  really  help  themselves  when  it  comes  to  trusting  false
information.  The reason is because they look at  the possibility of it
really being true, therefore getting it set into their mind that it really is
true.   So,  when  a  not-so-gullible  person  takes  another  person’s
gullibility  to  his or  her  advantage,  they are  being cruel  because  the
victim can’t really help themselves.  But then the trouble really starts
when a gullible person realizes he or she is being taken advantage of.
The reason for this is because a gullible person will force himself or
herself  to  not  believe  a  thing that  other  person  has  ever  told  them,
therefore making true and important information worthless, which can
sometimes be troublesome.

Basically, a gullible person is fun to pick on, but it is a cruel thing
to  do.   Gullibility  is  not  a  social  disease  that  should  be  carelessly
messed with because it could hurt the wrong person at the wrong time.
Rectum,  the  two-time  winner  of  a  surfing  contest,  tried  to  take
advantage  of  himself,  for  he  is  a  gullible  person,  and  he  got  hurt
because of it.   He tried to convince himself that he could fly, so he
jumped off a building.  That wasn’t very bright of him.  Essentially, be
careful around gullible people.
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Groovy Hysteria
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

If you’ve grown up some time in  your life,  you probably know
something about language lingo like what certain people say that most
other humans would not say.  For instance, in case I lost you on that
first  sentence,  such as  I  have,  surfers  of  the  past,  like  everybody’s
favorite Rectum, used to use words like “dude” and “bodacious” and
many other words that you will probably never hear again.  It’s a list
that is endless and will probably remain endless for as long as people
use their vocal boxes for communication.

This  type  of  language  is  a  certain  form of  interaction  between
people to display an idea that is not proper English.  People, especially
people under the age of thirty, use this lingo, which is commonly known
as  slang,  primarily  because  the  proper  English  language  is  rather
boring.  An example of this use of slang could fit with the common
English word known as “nice.”  We all know that nice is a very boring
word, so boring in fact that it is not nice at all, therefore the youth of
America has invented a new word to diminish the word “nice,” but keep
its idea, and that word is “groovy.”

Using  the  word  “groovy” comes  another  interesting  idea  that  I
think you should know.  These slang words that the American teenager
invents and then uses overeccentrically become obsolete very quickly.
Now, unless you are old and grew up in the age of the caveman, you
probably  have  never  even  heard  the  word  “groovy”  or  “boss”  or
anything  like  that.   The  reason  is  because  words  like  that  became
obsolete when hippies and friends of hippies became obsolete to youth.
The reason they became obsolete words is because newer and weirder
words took over, like “awesome” and “radical,” which too are obsolete
and cause people to stare when being used.

The hysteria of the teenage slang can be very confusing, seeing as
how every stereotype in America uses it.  Of course, that is precisely
why it is so hysterical, because everybody uses it so much.  Not a day
goes  by when somebody says  something  not  quite  English,  but  not
foreign either.  It is a situation that I frankly feel as being out of hand.
Of  course,  my opinion doesn’t  matter  to  the  average  user  of  slang,
therefore if it is out of hand, who’s really going to care?  I certainly
don’t.

The big problem to using slangish lingo is the fact that it is not kept
in the proper age group boundaries.  For instance, if you see a typical
teen walking the streets with his or her friend, telling a story by using



346 / Nomadic Souls

the typical language lingo that the teens of this era have invented, that is
perfectly legitimate  because  that  is  what is  expected by other  teens.
However,  the problems arise  when people  over  the age of thirty, or
even  worse,  sixty-five  begin  using  slang  to  express  conversation,
especially towards  teenagers,  because  they abuse  it  by continuously
using  words  that  have  not  been  in  operation  for  over  an  entire
generation and expecting to fit in with today’s generation.  That kind of
thing shows how scary our system of today really is and it is tough to
accept it.

So  basically,  lingo  is  an  interesting  concept  that  society  has
invented.   You  can  use  it  to  express  your  thoughts,  perhaps  more
vividly  than  if  you  were  to  use  something  weak  and  tasteless,  like
“neat.”  The thing that is bad about lingo and slang and any other word
you choose to express the idea with is that words change too quickly.
You will never hear words like “awesome” or “hip” anymore in this
twenty-first  century  society.   No,  now we  have  stupid  words  like
“batbumishness” and “rash” to describe something that is cool or nice.
Who, but myself, could have come up with anything different?  Well,
one thing is for sure and that is kids from the 2030’s will get depressed
if someone they know uses any of these words.

Glass Windows
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

When you drive your car at high speeds down the road, what keeps
you from getting your face full of bugs?  That’s right, the windshield.
Why does it protect you from bugs?  Because it is a solid object that
separates  the  interior  of  your car  from anything small  that  is  going
about seventy miles an hour outside of your car.  Now, anything solid
can keep you separated from that pesky bug, but, there is a problem to
just having any solid thing.  For instance, try driving with a windshield
made out of cardboard.  Sure, it can be done, but don’t think you’ll get
anywhere without running into a few telephone poles here and there.
The reason is because you can’t see through cardboard.  So, what is
solid and transparent?  Why, glass is.

Before you slap yourself on the head and say, “Hey, I was going to
say that!” and then go out and get a windshield made out of glass, you
should first know that transparent glass is not the only type of glass out
there.  There are also translucent pieces of glass, and there is the ever-
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dreaded  photo  glass,  which  only  a  nutcase  would  use  for  a  car
windshield.

Translucent glass is not crystal  clear,  but you can still  see light
coming through it.  It is a good piece of glass to use on a window that
you  don’t  want  people  looking  through.   You  can  always  see  the
sunlight coming through, and maybe fuzzy outlines of objects, but you
don’t have to  worry about  getting your stomach turned while eating
dinner, when you look out that back window to gaze upon the nefarious
dump site in the back.  The reason is because you won’t see it clearly
and at the most it will look like a luscious display of some kind of oasis.
That kind of thing figures when it comes to a translucent glass.

As  you  know,  transparent  glass  is  not  image  deforming  like
translucent.  That dumpsite will look like a dumpsite through a window
with transparent glass.  True, it doesn’t sound like a spectacular piece of
material, but believe me, transparent glass blows translucent glass away
when your house is on the beach.  That is unless of course that beach is
a magnet for shipwrecks and oil spills.

Photo glass is the worse kind of glass you can use for your home.
The reason is not because it blocks out images and light, but because
you can’t see anything through it.  Photo glass is the kind of glass you
use in your window when your next door neighbors are old nudists.  It’s
the kind of glass that would make your house completely dark all hours
of the day if it wasn’t for that neat little invention called the light bulb.
Basically, photo glass is awful for entertainment.

A type of glass that you can’t use for windows or windshields is the
kind that you drink out of.  I have never seen a successful window made
out of drinking glasses.  Sure, they are fun to put water in, but not fun to
stare into the outdoors with.  The only time it would be fun to stare into
the outdoors with a drinking glass is if the drinking glass is filled with
water.  That way everything looks weird and it could be like watching
television.

Ending this politely, glass windows are helpful to the way of living
for many reasons.  Some allow you to stare at beautiful outdoor objects,
while others make an ugly object  less ugly.  Better still,  some glass
windows keep bugs out of your mouth because there is nothing worse
than going down a highway at seventy miles an hour and having a bug
fly into your mouth as you lip-sync your favorite Milli Vanilli song.
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Pink Freud
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Hello,  one and all.   Thank you for  coming to  my documentary
production after witnessing such a monotonous subject as my previous
one.  I know you all are getting sick of Rectum.  Unfortunately, he is
attached  to  my  career  like  a  leech.   I  can’t  shake  him  from  my
documentaries.  But, who cares?  This is not about Rectum, this is about
something else.

The  subject  that  I  will  be  talking  about  at  the  moment  is  the
product of an acid trip and a mental observation.  It is a sort of mental
disorder known as a Pink Freud.  A Pink Freud is usually the result of a
simultaneous injection of a hallucinogen and psychiatric help.  It is like
sucking  down  LSD  while  trying  to  tell  some  shrink  about  your
childhood.  It is an unusual disorder and requires much rehabilitation to
fix.

As  many  medical  doctors  can  tell  you,  and  perhaps  most
psychologists can do too, is that a hallucinogen can screw up the human
mind in such a way that the person who has taken it  can see many
strange illusions, such as a bunch of Barneys beating the feathers off of
Big Bird.  It can be quite a trip, which is why the experience is known
as an acid trip.  However, as much as the mind can be altered by this
strange mental intake, it is not quite the same as what psychiatric help
can do to the human mind.

Unlike a common hallucinogen, psychiatric help can be a positive
mental intrusion.  Psychiatric help can make the human mind think that
everything  is  okay  and  in  reality,  everything  will  be  okay.   A
hallucinogen will, however, make the human mind think that everything
is okay and in reality, the patient ends up jumping off a building.  It is a
common war between a positive and a negative.  Unfortunately, when
positives meet the negatives, perhaps in a peace treaty or something,
neutralities do not result, but rather a mental explosion.  This is how a
Pink Freud results.

In the human mind, a positive will not react well with a negative.
The reaction relationship is much like that of water and electricity.  It is
not wise to blend the two together.  When a person takes a hallucinogen
while receiving psychiatric help, he or she is mixing a positive with a
negative, so not very good things break loose.  No, flatulents do not
break loose, but Pink Freuds break loose, making the person involve
him or  herself  with  some  funky mental  doodoo.   Pardon  my baby
language, but even the young must know.  Just take my word for it.
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The funky mental doodoo in question is the scrambling of mental
reasoning and judgment.  Actually, they are both the same things, in a
way.  The Pink Freud makes a person see strange things and at the same
time convince him that it is not there.  It  makes the person motivate
himself to do something and then get involved with some other thinking
when he reaches the pinnacle of motivation.  It is usually what many
national leaders suffer from when they say that our taxes will not be
messed with and we soon find ourselves paying a ninety-dollar tax on a
shoe from K-mart that only retails for $15.99.

My wise  words  to  you faithful  readers  are  that  you  should  do
everything you can to avoid picking up a Pink Freud.  I hope it doesn’t
take a giant effort to avoid one, after all, it is not real contagious.  Just
remember  that  you shouldn’t  watch TV and read  the book  Stuff by
Sigmund at the same time, or you may end up watching movies like
“The Wall” and actually understand it.

The Best Way to Get There
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Pretend there is a destination in this nation that you, yes you, would
want to take a trip to.  What would be the steps you would want to take
to get there?  Well, first there would be the question of why you would
want to go there.  Go ahead and ask the question.  We have time, just
ask the question.  Okay, good.  Now it is time to answer the question.
It’s a  nice question,  isn’t  it?   So,  anyway, this is  the answer to  the
question of “Why would I want to go there?”  The answer would have
to be, “Because I want to go!”  Okay, the most important step has been
made.  Let’s go to step number two.

Step  two  is  to  book  some  transportation  to  your  destination.
Would you like to ride a bus?  Busses are nice and big this time of year.
Why don’t you take a bus?  A plane may get you there faster, but there
is  nothing  to  look  at  out  the  window.   A train  may  get  you  there
smoother, but what is there to say that the train will not derail?  It is
something to think about.  Why don’t you take the bus?  You can meet
people  who will  like  you,  people  who will  converse  with  you,  and
people  who will mug you.   It’s like taking an adventurous vacation
before you take your adventurous vacation.  Sounds nice, doesn’t it?
Let’s move on to step three.

Step three is to carry around a cellular phone.  If the bus, for some
stupid reason, runs off the road and falls into a ravine, you will need
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some way of contacting an alternate mode of transportation to continue
your fun journey.  There is no sense to waste precious vacation time
with a bunch of non-cellular phone carriers in the middle of some hole
in the earth next to a smashed and burning bus, when you could be
enjoying your stay on some sunny beach sipping some iced tea.  That is
just some helpful advice.  Let’s go to step four.

Step four is simple.  Get your baggage and jump out the window,
when you get there.  Well, the door might be a better exit, so you might
want to consider taking that instead.  Finally, just be aware that you
have reached the destination that you wanted to reach.  Otherwise, I will
have to  laugh at you and force your face to turn blue.  I’m sorry,  I
meant red.

Now that you know what the best way to get there is, how about I
go ahead and give you an example as to how effective planning, such as
getting out of the bus by a door,  can really be.  You may remember
Rectum fairly well.  You know, that surfer guy? Well, he planned his
trip to Malibu Beach for  weeks and weeks.  He planned on how he
would get there and estimated how long it would take him to get there.
Since he just lived up the street from Malibu Beach, he decided that he
would give walking an attempt, and that it would take him roughly two
whole minutes.  Yes, kids, Rectum is a role model.

If there were a step five to do all of this getting there garbage, it
would have to be planning a way of getting back.  Getting back is a lot
more frustrating than getting there because the driver will be in a bigger
hurry to get home, mainly because he is extremely homesick.  That, or
the fact that his bladder is about to burst because he can’t find a nearby
rest area.

So, as you can see,  planning on reaching a destination can take
about as much time as planning on what to do when you get there.  It
can be  stressful,  or  rough on the  brain,  or  just  plain  redundant  and
ridiculous, but it is always a challenge to keep it effectively in the mind.
Hope I reached you.  For more helpful advice, please contact someone
else.  Thank you.

Our Friend, The Bird
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Take a look outside your window and you may find nature’s aerial
wonder, the small and mighty bird.  The small and mighty bird is quite
an  agile  little  creature,  much  like  the  mosquito.   Of  course,  the
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mosquito does a much better job of maneuvering through the air, but
this is not the mosquito’s admiration speech.  However, there is one
bird that maneuvers like the mosquito.  Give yourself a pat on the back
if you can figure it out.  Birds are great, so just remember that.

Birds  are  great  because  great  people  like  birds.   I  like  birds.
Rectum likes birds.  New York cab drivers like to shoot birds.  Birds
are great.  Everybody likes birds.  Even Larry Bird likes birds.  Birds
are the coolest warm-blooded flying creatures on the planet, next to bats
and flying squirrels.  You see, that is quite difficult to do.  There is so
much aerial competition.

There are several types of birds, like pet birds, beach birds, land
birds, and predator birds.  Here is a quick sample of the many types of
birds: There are the mighty parrots, birds that make great pets because
they can mimic the sounds of dogs, house alarms, or shotguns when a
night burglar invokes them to do so.  There are the mighty seagulls,
which make great garbage cans on the sunny beaches of the Atlantic, or
the Caribbean, or wherever.  There are the mighty eagles, which can be
found taking care of some pesky rats and parched dog food, somewhere
on this planet.  Finally, there are the mighty ducks, which can be found
playing professional ice hockey in the National Hockey League.

Birds  make  great  Thanksgiving  dinners.   Only  a  bird  can  be
chewed up as if it were butter.  The only thing that can come close is
actual  butter.   Now,  when  I  say  you  can  chew  up  a  bird,  please
remember that I am referring to a dead bird.  Not only that, but I am
also  referring  to  a  cooked  dead  bird.   Don’t  think  I  am trying  to
promote any Ozzy Osborne imitations.  I don’t particularly want to be
blamed for any malicious geekdom.  You know, like a geek at a circus,
who bites the heads off of chickens.  That reminds me, I’m in the mood
for a hot dog.

Bird feathers make good pillow stuffing.  There is not a whole lot
that is more fun than getting smacked across the kisser with a pillow
stuffed with pigeon dusters.  The pillow just bounces off your face and
hits another’s face.  It is ricocheting entertainment at its best.  If you
can’t find pleasure in smacking someone with a pillow filled with bird
feathers, then you are certainly one deprived young individual.  Also,
the stems of bird feathers are great for picking teeth.

So, as you can see,  birds are wonderful creatures, which can be
considered nature’s little satellite.  If you ever want to look up birds in a
dictionary, then you go ahead and do that.  It may be pointless, since
most people know about birds by the age of two.  However, feel free to
look them up in the dictionary anyway.  Who knows, maybe you’ll find
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that birds make good chefs or something.  For the sake of sanity, I hope
you don’t.

Moon Games
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

A  cat  walks  into  a  bar  with  a  big  pitcher  of  what  looks  like
Mountain Dew under his arm.  He walks to the counter and slaps the
pitcher  onto  the  counter  top.   The  bartender  says,  “I  don’t  suppose
you’ll be needing a drink.”  The cat looks around the room twice and
lets out a big belch.  The bartender looks around three times and lets
out a bigger belch.  The cat says, “I’ll have some Mountain Dew.”  The
bartender looks around the room and belches four times.  He says, “You
already have a pitcher of Mountain Dew.”  The cat looks around the
room twice and belches five times.  Then he sneezes.  The bartender
looks around the room five times and sneezes twice.  Then he belches.
The cat says, “I’ll have some Mountain Dew.”  The bartender looks all
confused.  He says, “But you already have some Mountain Dew.  I’ll
even  prove  it  to  you.”   The  bartender  takes  a  huge  swig  from the
pitcher, so much that he drinks the entire content, and lets out a belch.
Then he looks around the room six times.  The bartender says, “See,
you already have some Mountain Dew.”  Then the cat belches, sneezes,
belches, looks around the room, belches,  belches,  and belches again.
Then he says, “But, this is my toilet!  I’ll have some Mountain Dew.”
Then he belches again.

This joke was a funny joke, but it could have been worse.  There
are some games out right now that are getting out of hand.  They are
known as moon games.  This may not sound so bad since we are in the
Age of Exploration, but  I’m not speaking in the lunar sense.  These
moon games are  often  played  in  bars,  and  if  the  joke  teller  wasn’t
careful  (that’s  me),  he  could  have  accidentally  stuck  one  of  these
episodes of a moon game into the joke and ruin it totally.

This is how the end of the joke would be if it included an episode
of  a  moon game:  The bartender  says,  “See,  you already have  some
Mountain Dew.”  Then the cat belches, sneezes, belches, looks around
the room, spots a drunk’s hairy butt crack, belches, belches, and belches
again.  Then he says, “But, this is my toilet!  I’ll have some Mountain
Dew.”  Then he belches again.

Did  you  notice  how distasteful  the  joke  was this  time?   I  was
completely disgusted at the idea that  some poor,  helpless cat  had to
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gaze his great yellow eyes on some drunk’s hairy (and probably ugly)
butt  crack.   Wouldn’t  you  lose  your  lunch?   I  know the  bartender
probably did.  The unfortunate thing is that this kind of action does go
on in this world of ours and it is not limited to our bars.

One of the most popular moon games out right now is exposing
one’s rear end while going fifty miles an hour down the highway.  It is a
game called “Drive-by Mooning.”  The sickest fiends in the world play
this game.  The leading cause of auto injury in this day and age is not
drinking and driving or steering lock-ups and break failure, but getting
distracted by some drunk’s hairy butt crack flying down the street at
fifty miles an hour.  It’s scary, but true.  Even worse is some of the
people who participate in these bad activities.   Rectum likes to play
moon games, so eat your heart out D.A.R.E.  “Group Moon” and “Blast
of Moon Air” are also horrible moon games that people have the sick
mind to play.

Now that you know of another situation that you need warning of, I
think it’s time a whole bunch of anti-moon activists get together and
throw  a  protest.   There  should  be  a  national  protest  against  the
legalization of such atrocity.  There should be rewards given to those
who spot and turn people in who practice these moon games.  There
should be an elimination of  the  traditional  strip  search  procedure  at
police stations, since this promotes the activity of mooning, and finally
I should avoid all you hounds until my mooning rehabilitation pays off.

Public Pools
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

When you’re hot and bored, what do you like to do?  Do you like
to run around and act like a moron?  Do you like to jump up and down
and scream things that are utterly useless?  Do you like to sit around in
bars and belch, look around the room, and stare at some drunk’s hairy
butt crack?  Well,  if that’s for you, then you’ll probably enjoy your
local public pool.

When you go to a public pool, you will run around and act like a
moron.  The lifeguards don’t promote it, but you will do it.  When you
go to a public pool, you will jump up and down and scream things that
are utterly useless.  The pool attendees (customers) don’t promote it,
but you will do it.  When you go to a public pool, you will stare at some
drunk’s hairy butt crack.  The drunk with the hairy butt crack won’t
promote it, but you will do it.  In fact, the only thing you won’t do is sit
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around at some bar and belch.  Of course, in time you won’t have any
fun either.  Let me tell you why.

The public pool is a place where lifeguards rule.  They don’t take
nuttin’ from no one, that is, no one except for the beauty queens.  You
see, all lifeguards are big, buffed guys who have at the very least five
great-looking girlfriends.  In the mind of a lifeguard, what’s one more?
So the beauty queens are the only ones who can get away with anything
when the lifeguard rules the watery court.  This means no running, no
jumping, no diving, no swimming, no fun.  Rectum is the best example
of someone who applies to this rule.  Whenever he is a lifeguard, he
only lets the exceptional-looking females have the fun.  He also has no
fun when he becomes the customer.

Public pools are also a bad place to go because macho bullies like
to hang around.  They like to compare their pumped selves to the likes
of you scrawny people.  They get pure pleasure at that.  They like to
count their thirty muscular cut areas and proportionalize it to your two
muscular cut areas in front of those people who get to have fun at the
public  pool.   Then  when they  have  determined  that  they  are  more
physically fit,  they embarrass you, pound you, melvin you, and then
make you play the moon game in front of everybody.

After discovering the humiliation of what an encounter with a pool
bully can bring to you, you can discover what the worst aspect of a
public  pool  can possibly be.   This  beyond fierce  aspect  that  can be
discovered about a public pool is the fact that little kids like to use it as
their  private  toilet.   That’s  right,  “Tinkle,  tinkle,  little  star.  How I
wonder who you are.”  I’m sorry to bring this up, but if I didn’t tell you,
you might accidentally go swimming in a  public pool  and take in  a
mouthful of water.  I’m sorry, I meant toilet water.  There ain’t nothing
a  lifeguard  can  do  to  rule  over  this  problem.   This  is  inaccessible
territory to his Royal Highness, Biff.

So,  whenever  you are  looking for  some place  to  beat  the  heat,
please remember that public pools are not the best places to go.  Pool
rooms are much better places to go.  At least there, the only people who
will use the pool room as their private toilet are the ones who are fat
drunks who like to expose their hairy butt cracks.
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Night Beach
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Following up on my report on public pools, I would like to create a
double feature based on things to do and places to go, whether they be
fun  or  not.   Last  time,  I  brought  to  you  a  documentary  based  on
somewhere  to  go  that  is  not  fun.   This  time,  I’ll  bring  to  you  a
documentary based on something to do that is fun.  That something is
cruising the beach at night, particularly the weekend shift.

Cruising the beach at night is fun.  It gives a person something to
do  when he or  she has nothing better  to  do.   Or,  if  the  person  has
something better to do, he or she can cruise the beach to avoid doing it.
It’s sort of a debate.  “Do I want to look like I don’t have a life, or will
this prove I have one?  Do I have something that needs to be done, or
am I too lazy to bother with it now?  Do I want to waste my gas, or do I
want to see if Rectum is going on a night mission?”  Do these questions
look familiar?  If you have ever thought about cruising the beach, then
these questions more than likely have crossed your mind.

What makes cruising the beach so much fun?  For one, you get to
meet new and interesting people.  You get to meet people who listen to
strange music.   You get to meet people who have a strange taste in
dates.  You get to meet people who have nice-looking fingernails.  The
list just goes on and on and (you guessed it) on.  You also get to see if
you can out race the guy driving next to you, if none of the people listed
above happen to be there.

However,  if  you are not  into wasting gas by driving around the
beach over and over again, then you can park your vehicle in the beach
parking  lot,  where  everybody else  is  hanging  out,  and  watch  those
people who decided that they would waste their gas go by.  The types of
people who go by while you watch are the strange music listeners, the
strange date likers, and the people with nice fingernails.

If you do decide to park your vehicle, it  is  always nice to have
someone with you to hang out with.  This way, if you see someone
either cruising or standing in the parking lot that you happen to like or
happen to be attracted to, then your buddy can help set you up.  It’s
great because your buddy will have no fear, since he’s not the one who
will make a fool of himself when it’s time to speak to your dream date,
and because you get to punch him when you find out that he told your
dream date that you still suck your thumb at night when you go to sleep.
It’s also good to have someone to hang out with when you feel like
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talking to  someone  about  the person who just  played the  “Drive-by
Mooning” game with you.

My last point is going to be devoted to what you may see at the
beach at night.  Besides the endless numbers of teenagers and young
adults who come with their dates, as attractive or as ugly as they may
be, you will also find vehicles with huge displays of neon lights lining
the undersides,  roofs,  windshields,  license plates,  door  handles,  you-
name-it.   Some  neon  lights  will  even  pulsate  to  the  sounds  and
vibrations of certain base music. These vehicles are commonly known
to some people as pimpmobiles.

So, that ends this.  I would say more, but what’s the point?  I’ve
covered everything, so leave me alone.  I have someone to be fixed up
with my buddy that I need to talk to right now.

Blanks
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Well, that about says it all.
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Cold as Ice
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Has there ever been a time in your life when you could actually see
your breath without the use of a cigarette?  Was it something that you
were astounded to see?  Did it totally freak you out when you realized
that there was something that looked like steam ejecting from the very
place that you talk and chew food?  Well, if those questions apply to
you, then go ahead and raise your hand.  I’ll give you fifty bonus points
if I can see you do it.

If you were wondering why it was that you could see your breath,
then let me go ahead and tell you.  The reason is because the cold air
around you interacts with the hot air that we call your breath.  No, this
is  not  some  cheap  shot  at  you,  saying that  you  spit  out  hot  air  or
something.  You may have noticed that when you were able to see your
breath, it was pretty cold outside.  Was it cold outside?

Now that we have established a mood, let us talk about some other
things that are cold.  One cold thing is a refrigerator.  A refrigerator is a
device that  one uses to  store things that  need to  be kept cold.   For
instance, morticians use refrigerators to store corpses so that they won’t
melt.  Or do they use them to store cheese?  Hmmm, I can’t remember
that one.  Maybe it’s the freezer that they use to store dead corpses.  I
know they use freezers to store their ice cream.  It’s something like that.
I’ll let you decide.

Ice caverns are nice cold places.  Ice caverns are caverns that are
covered in ice.  They hide creatures like the subterranean polar bear, the
Jamaican ice spider, and the Willawonka wet willie.  These creatures
hide in the ice and play in the ice and play poker in the ice.  They jump,
they skate, and they play tricks on one another.  They fight, they laugh,
they dress up like transvestite burglars as many times as they get.  They
enjoy the ice caverns and the ice caverns enjoy them.  The ice caverns
and their creatures are as cold as ice.

Northern Canada and the other Polar Regions around the world are
as cold as ice.  Not very many people live in the Polar Regions, except
for those who live in ice caverns or have hot cocoa for blood.  Everyone
else could care less for an environment that is as cold as ice and will do
nothing to try to move there.

Rectum does not live in the cold regions of the world.  He lives in
southern California.   Southern California is not cold as ice.   In fact,
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nothing in southern California is as cold as ice, except for maybe the
hearts of the people who live there.  Ever watch Melrose Place?  Yes,
the show does suck—it’s not just you.

So far, you may be bored with this commentary.  True, I may not
have mentioned anything about some cold draft beer, like Miller Lite
Ice, but if you watch late night television shows, then you will probably
already know everything there is to know about beers and stuff, so I
won’t make any mention of them.  Besides, beers are nasty!

Ice is cold, and cold is ice.  No, that’s not right.  Ice is cold, and so
is the cold.   No, that’s not right either.   Ice is ice, and cold is cold.
Almost.  Cold is ice, and ice is cold.  Yeah, that’s it!  That’s as cold as
cold can come.  That’s as cold as ice can go.  That’s as cold as beer
should go.  That’s as cold as ice!

Preppy Rock and Roll Chicks
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Can I ask you a serious question?  I don’t expect you to formally
respond to me by a written statement or a call on the phone or anything.
I just want to ask a question and you can answer me silently.  Is it my
imagination, or to styles and trends make furious comebacks?

I  personally  thought that  the  styles  and  trends  do  make furious
comebacks, and that is why I have decided to write this commentary.
You may have remembered a little certain something in the late 60’s
and early 70’s  that  was big among the  teens  of  the  day which was
known as a hippie.  You may have also remembered that in the early
90’s, just twenty to twenty-five years later, the hippies, who formally
dissolved near the mid 70’s, had made a comeback, therefore torturing
those who were happy to see the hippies gone the first time.  Well, as
sad as we are to see the hippies gone once again, we can look forward
to  another  comeback.   I’m  not  talking  about  the  Great  Hippie
Comeback of 2012.

You may have remembered that after the hippies were gone in the
70’s, the disco movement took over.  You may have also remembered
that when the disco movement pulled an Elvis, a new trend rolled in,
which was known as  the preppy.   This took effect  in  the  early and
middle 80’s.  The preppy was known to wear perfectly combed hair, a
pink polo shirt (sometimes yellow or light blue), and some slacks.  The
preppy was commonly found playing tennis or walking on a college
campus with some books under his arm.  They usually looked rich,
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starred in sitcoms like “Silver Spoons” and belonged to the music group
Tears for Fears (when they had a preppy image).  Remember, this was
in the early 80’s.

Also in fashion, at about the same time or shortly after the preppy
movement was big, there was a little something called the punk rocker.
This is the category that Billy Idol and Madonna fell in back before he
decided  to  become a  cyborg  and  she  decided  to  become a  Marilyn
Monroe wannabe.  Sorry if this offends any fans of Madonna.  It was a
fun time where roosters were in season and spiked bracelets were the
lucky charms of the trend followers.

Now, twenty years later, the preppies and the punk rockers made
their return.  Yes, if the hippies can get the chance, the preppies and the
punk  rockers  deserve  a  chance  too.   Except  now,  we  are  seeing
something just slightly different.  Rather than seeing the two the way we
saw them before,  we are  seeing  them rolled  up  into  one  trend,  the
preppy rockers.  Spiffy beans, huh?  Just for the record, Madonna gave
up her Marilyn Monroe act and went back to the punk rocker scene.  Of
course,  she’s old and flabby now, so it’s not like we are getting the
same thrills now that we may have gotten back then.  Yuck!

Now, I am running out of space, so it’s time to get to the point.  I’m
sorry that  my history lesson ran long.  But,  to  set  things straight,  a
preppy rock and roll chick is one who is dressed like a preppy, you
know, with the slacks and the blazer and tie, but has the radical hair
style and make-up that a punk rocker would have.  The preppy rock and
roll chick is also a female.  If she weren’t a female, then we would have
to force her to be called a preppy rock and roll stud.  Frankly, I’m a
little disturbed by all of this.  Fortunately, like all trends, she’ll decide
to be a Marilyn Monroe wannabe, or since she’s officially a legend, a
Madonna wannabe, which means we’re in for another shocker that we
don’t want to deal with.  In other words, we’re going to have to go
through the pains of disco again.  Anybody up for YMCA?

More Mundane Dictionary
Definitions

another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Well, I  got lazy again.  It’s been sometime since I have done a
documentary like this.   In case you have no idea what I  am talking
about, or if you have just begun to follow up on my documentaries, this
is the point in my career where I have nothing to write about, so I’ll just
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give you some definitions out of a dictionary.  This time, the words will
fall between “smooth hound” and “snail.”

Smooth hound- A dog that is great with pick-up lines.
Smooth muscle- A muscle that is great with pick-up lines.  (i.e. The

smooth muscle was in competition with the smooth hound.)
Smooth-tongued- Being licked by a tongue without tastebuds.
Smoothy- Miller Lite Ice.  (i.e. Crack open a smoothy.)
Smorgasbord- A flat wooden smorgas that is designed for hammering

nails.  (i.e. The kid pounded nails into his smorgasbord.)
Smote- A word that rhymes with boat.
Smother- That’s Sshaft, you cut that out!
Smudge- Much like a smear, only different.  (i.e. We would have an

example for you, but we had to erase it, and the markings left a
smudge.)

Smug- A small, sticky creature that crawls.  (i.e. The smug stuck to the
wall, and we killed it with salt.)

Smuggle- A famous fabric softener mascot who happens to be a smug.
Smut- A popular antacid spelled backwards.
Smutch- A word with six letters and a meaning.
Smutty- Having watered dirt covering the body.  (i.e. The children

came in the house all smutty and were sent straight into the tub.)
Snack- Crackers and milk.  ‘Nuff said.
Snack bar- A place where snacks get drunk and pick up other snacks.
Snaffle- The cross between a Sesame Street character and an iced tea

brand name.  (i.e. I ain’t that brilliant to come up with an
example!)

Snafu- A really nasty and bland fiber, usually put in cereals.  (i.e.
Shredded Wheat is loaded with snafu.)

Snag- To gripe.  (i.e. Stop snagging me, I’ll get around to it
eventually!)

Snaggle-tooth- A denture that snags.
Snail- A police officer that creeps through the woods.  (i.e. The

convicted felon tried to run from the snail through the woods.)

Okay, it’s over.  Go away!
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Politicians
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Politicians  are  great  guys,  aren’t  they?   Okay,  once  you  stop
laughing we can try to talk serious.  Anytime you stop laughing.  That’s
right, anytime.  Feel free to stop laughing whenever you want.  I’m in
no hurry.  No hurry at all.  I’m on a time schedule people, hurry up and
stop laughing!  Fine, the heck with your laughing!

Politicians are great guys, aren’t they?  Look, why don’t you stop
laughing?  I’ll be your best friend.  It’s not like a politician is a lawyer
or anything.  We would definitely have something to laugh about if that
were the case.  Well, politicians aren’t great guys and I would like to
explain why.

Politicians  are  scum!  I  take  it  by your  silence  that  you agree.
What  other  person  on  Earth  tells  us  that  he  or  she  is  going  to  do
something for our  country and doesn’t do  it?   That’s right,  no one!
Even Gandhi meant what he said by how great it would be to have some
peace  among men and  women.  Do  you think he was the  one who
originated the hippie slogan “Make love, not war?”  That came across
my mind, too.

The main goal of a politician is to suck up to the voters at election
time.  They do  nothing before  and they do  nothing after.   It  is  the
ultimate job for lazy people who want to get rich quick.  This brings
upon another aspect of politicians.  Politicians always get themselves
involved  in  conspiracies  and  scandals.   It’s  like  the  number  two
requirement of being a politician.  I already told you what the number
one requirement is,  so don’t bother to  ask me again.   As far as the
number three requirement is concerned, there is none.  There are only
two things that a politician does in his or her career as a politician.

Have you ever thought about being a politician?  Believe me, it is
not a career to be proud of.  Politicians come out with a reputation of
lying and cheating and everything else that is uncool.  Sure, there are
some good guys out there, mostly Republican, but in the grand scale of
politicians, the number is too small to compute.  So, in other words,
politicians have certain drawbacks.

What makes somebody want to become a politician?  Mostly the
power and fame comes to mind.  Senators and governors are the only
exceptions (senators mainly) because they’re only in it for the women.
Presidents are the big boys on the great politics scale because they not
only get the power,  the fame, and the women, but they also get the
money.  Of course, they also get the highest number of bullets in their
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bodies, specifically the ones elected on the twentieth year intervals, but
no one seems to care about the bullets when they have all that other
stuff.

Now that  you  know something  about  politicians,  I  hope  you’ll
consider not voting for one when the next election comes around.  I
hope you’ll also consider keeping your doors locked when they come
strolling  through  your  neighborhood.   They  will  try  to  come  in,
guaranteed.  Also, don’t fall for their Avon lady act.  They are really not
the  Avon lady.   Just  don’t  be  around when they campaign  in  your
neighborhood.  Chances are, if they get a hold of you, they may force
you to vote for them, and that would be going against everything that I
have taught you.

Pyromania
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Would  you  like  to  hear  about  pyromania?   That  is  what  this
article’s subject is about.  If you would like to hear about it, I can talk
about  it.   I  figure  it  is  a  good  thing to  do  with a  subject  that  I’m
supposed to talk about anyway.  So, now that I  have your attention,
what would you like to know about it?

If you would like to know what pyromania is, I will tell you here.
Pyromania is the act of being scared of fire.  If you are at a campsite
with  many  of  your  friends  and  you  guys  have  a  campfire  raging,
chances  are  that  you  will  be  scared  of  this  campfire  if  you  have
pyromania.   Do you get  scared of  campfires?   If  you do,  you have
pyromania.  This pyromania can make you afraid of any kind of fire
including forest fires,  bonfires,  campfires,  boss fires—this is  when a
boss fires  you,  fireworks,  torches,  and  lighters.   If  you jump about
twenty  feet  in  the  air  when  somebody  flicks  his  lighter,  you  have
pyromania.

If you would like to know how to obtain pyromania, I will tell you
here.   People  with pyromania usually develop  pyromania when they
have a bad experience with fire.  If you want to develop pyromania,
then go to a nearby burning city with some hot dogs.  When you go to a
collapsing building, consumed by fire, attempting to roast your hot dog,
try to time just right so that the fire will grab a hold of you, just as it has
grabbed a hold of the building, and you will soon learn how to fear fire.
Another way you can develop pyromania is to travel to a land where
only cavemen exist, and you and the cavemen can develop fire together.
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Then when you guys realize that you have no idea what it is, you can
become afraid of it.  Sounds like fun, doesn’t it?

If you would like to know how to get rid of pyromania, I will tell
you here.  Pyromania is a very tough fear to shake.  Once you become
scared of fire, the chances of you becoming something other than scared
is quite  slime.  I’m sorry,  that  is  supposed to say “slim.”  Anyway,
pyromania is  just  too  strong of  an  irritation  that  it  can’t  be  shaken
easily, unless you find something else to fear,  such as snakes.   This
way, your mind will be more on snakes, rather than fire, and you can
walk  through  a  burning  building  watching  out  for  cobras  and
rattlesnakes.  Doesn’t sound like such a hard fear to break anymore,
does it?

If you would like to know how to avoid pyromania, I will tell you
here.  The best way to avoid pyromania is to walk around all the time
with ice  strapped  to  your  body.   It  is  for  this  that  nerds  are  never
frightened by fire.  When Rectum was younger, he used to throw ice
down the backs of nerds’ shirts.  Because they never figured out how to
take the ice out of their shirts, nerds would always be kept insulated
from fire, the one element that Rectum and most cool people fear.

Well, now you know a little something about pyromania.  I hope it
kept  you well  informed and  well  cautioned.   If  there  are  any more
questions you may have about pyromania, then I’m sorry, but you’re
too late.  The documentary is ending now.  However, if you look up the
word “pyromania” in the dictionary, maybe you’ll find out more about
it.  Other than that, there is really nothing else to say.  Wait a minute,
my sources are telling me something important.  Oh, I’m sorry, I got the
word “pyromania” mixed up with the word “pyrophobia.”  I don’t know
what pyromania is.

Calendars
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

If there  were nothing truly important in our  everyday lives,  this
device, the calendar, would be among the list.  But, like most things, it
is a good idea to take a look at it when you don’t know what the date is.
For  example,  if  you  have  a  calendar  hanging  up  in  your  kitchen,
perhaps on the refrigerator, and you decide to get some cheese to snack
on, you will happen to glance your eyes over those little boxes that
make up a calendar and say, “Wow, I know what day this is!”  Then
you will be happy because you have just had a crowning achievement.



364 / Nomadic Souls

If you have a calendar in your home, then I’d suggest that you take
a look at it periodically.  The reason is because calendars are great and
informative.  What other device, besides a watch and another human
being, can tell you what the current date is?  What other device, besides
a notebook and anything made out of paper,  can allow you to write
important notes about things you have to do on certain days?  You’re
speechless, aren’t you?  A calendar makes a great Christmas gift.  Just
don’t buy somebody a 1994 calendar if you are giving it to him or her
on Christmas of ‘94.  It would be rendered pretty useless, unless the
person has many important things to do in the next week.

Calendars  are  great  if  you  like  comics  or  nature  photos.   The
reason is because all calendars that are hung on a wall are designed to
be informative and funny.  You see, when you write your own tasteless
joke  in  each  individual  box  of  a  calendar,  you  can  make  it  quite
exciting.  If you are having problems finding a tasteless joke to write on
your calendar, then I’ll give you one: What do you get when you cross a
blonde  with Professor  Plum?  Give  up?   A clue.   Okay, then  after
you’ve  written  it,  invite  all  your  friends  over  and  let  them read  it.
They’ll get a big laugh from it.  If they don’t, you can try this one: What
happens when a blonde falls out of a tree?  Give up?  Well, make up
your own punchline.  It can’t be that hard.  Actually, the humor comes
from the comics that they plaster over the top portions of the calendar.
They do this to have something to laugh at for every month.  I mean,
look at the calendars with Fabio all over them.  I’m hysterical already.
But now the calendar industries are  doing something different.   The
comics or the photos used to be individually posted over a respective
month, like the Simpsons’ own “Bart spray-painting a hammock” for
the month of June.  Now, the calendar industries are putting all of their
entertaining pictures in the first six top and bottom pages, leaving the
last six open for the months of the year.  They say that the logic behind
this is so the purchaser can see what the next two months will look like,
rather than just the one.  This kind of takes the need to post a little box
of the next month’s dates in the lower-right hand corner right out of the
water.  This means that people can’t enjoy their September photo of
Rectum on  the  waves while  they’re  looking  at  September  anymore.
Cry, baby, cry!

As I close, I think it is also important to mention that calendars are
great for playing “Pay Day,” which is a board game by Parker Brothers
if I am not mistaken.  This is a plug in case you missed it.  It is also a
good  idea  to  use  a  calendar  as  a  coaster.   They  can  hold  several
condensed glasses at once, rather than just one.  Finally, don’t forget
that  calendars  make  good  tissue  paper.   Well,  that’s  just  a  theory
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actually.  Basically, you get the idea.  Calendars are fun, exciting, and
filled with Fabio.  Okay, I’m not saying that you should buy a calendar
because there are plenty of diaries around.  But, if you wanted to, you
could make up your own calendar.  Heck, while you’re at it, you could
make up your own holidays too.   Just  be  sure to  make tomorrow a
holiday.  This way I can skip my janitorial job tomorrow.

Newspaper Stands
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

“Extra!  Extra!  Read all about it!  Manjoman Bobbinski wastes
some more of his precious time writing about crap!”  Have you heard
this annoying little  phrase before?   This is  the traditional cry of the
newspaper stand.  If you have ever walked through a crowded street in
your  lifetime,  you  may  have  heard  one  of  these  newspaper  stands
screaming at the top of its lungs, begging you to come read about its
pathetic stories about some moron who threw his prized canoe in the
water and watched it sail to the other end of the lake.  I’ve struck a bell,
haven’t I?

Newspaper stands are scattered all over busy urban streets.  They
are littered with newspapers and magazines, and there is always some
dopey-looking guy sitting behind  the  counter  with a  gray-felt  beret,
looking like he is there for a reason.  People come from all over to gaze
upon these jewels of the sidewalks, just so they can tell their friends the
next day that they got to see a newspaper stand.  I can tell that you are
about to break out the champagne.  A newspaper stand is quite a useless
landmark.

Newspaper stands are much like hot dog stands in that, both stands
promote sales by displaying a half-naked female prancing around the
street for all people to see.  The salespeople think that by displaying a
half-naked woman, the customer is going to stop and say, “Wow, look
at those great-looking newspapers,” and actually go over and buy one.
No, the first thing the customer wants is a couple pictures of the woman
—one with her alone, and one with the both of them standing side-by-
side.  Naturally, the salespeople are thinking business only.

Newspaper stands usually supply themselves with newspapers that
have no merit.  What this means is that the newspapers don’t talk about
news.  The newspapers talk about what life would be like if stands were
to sell real news.  Yes, you could find my documentaries at your local
newsstand.  Actually, the stands do sell tabloids, and that is probably
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the closest thing to real news that they’re going to have.  Are you ready
to burn down a newspaper stand yet?

I once had a job working at a newspaper stand.  Day in and day
out, I  would sit  behind the counter,  watching the half-naked women
strut around out front, waiting for the stand to hurtle a newspaper at
some unsuspecting pedestrian, hoping that he or she would pay for it.  It
was a useless job, although more fun than working at a hot dog stand.
All I would do for twelve hours straight was sit there looking stupid,
and I got paid for it.  But, I didn’t get paid with money.  Nosiree, Bob!
No, I got paid with free newspapers.  I would work for twelve hours a
day, seven days a week, and instead of bringing home a paycheck, I got
to bring home a newspaper!  Doesn’t that make you want to scream?  I
could have earned more by becoming a surfer, just like Rectum.  Do
you remember how Rectum won the surfing contest?   Well,  now he
makes money by eating squash!  Everybody likes squash!  Why did I
sell newspapers?  Do you think I actually wanted to read stuff like this?

Well,  I’m hot  and  sweaty  now.   Bad  memories  follow behind
working at newspaper stands.  For one, the idea that newspaper stands
were converted to automated robots didn’t make my job sitting around
looking like a moron very easy.  Secondly, it was worse than working at
a low-budget fast food franchise, where everything would break down
and make you look incompetent  to your customers.   Finally, the job
sucked and I don’t want to deal with newspaper stands anymore.  All in
all  though,  I  hope  I  didn’t  taint  your  vision  of  visiting  your  local
newspaper stand.

Cheese Whiz
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Cheese Whiz, or as most people may know it as, Cheez Whiz, is a
very nasty and runny product endorsed by Kraft or Velveeta.  I don’t
know which company endorses it, but I’ll bet it’s that nasty Velveeta.
Cheese Whiz comes in a can and people use it to douse their broccoli or
nachos in something cheesy.  If  they wanted something cheesy, they
could listen to a boring poet.

Cheese  Whiz  is  microwavable,  and  is  usually  served  hot.   Of
course, it wouldn’t be hot if weren’t thrown in the microwave.  We’re
touching base now, aren’t we?  The problem is, when the Cheese Whiz
is heated, it melts the cheese some more, making it ultra-runny.  I don’t
know about you, but I don’t want to eat something that is super runny.
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That’s like eating something that has been sneezed on.  Who wants to
snack on snot?  I don’t think anyone is that desperate to eat.  I’ve heard
that some people chose to eat roaches over snot.  Imagine microwaving
a roach.

Cheese Whiz is consisted of many things, some of which I have
been told not to mention.  For one, Cheese Whiz is consisted of yellow
squash.  Everybody likes squash.  So, you may be thinking that if the
Cheese  Whiz  has  squash,  than  it  must  be  good.   No,  I  never  said
everybody likes Cheese Whiz.  It might have healthy and tasty products,
such as squash, but that doesn’t mean it is healthy or tasty.  I figure,
with all the ingredients in one can of Cheese Whiz, maybe only 2% are
actually healthy and tasty.  This includes squash and asparagus.  Let’s
see, two items make two percent.  This means that 98% of Cheese Whiz
is sheer crap.

Movie theaters sell nachos and cheese.  Can you guess what kind of
melted cheese they use?  Well, thank goodness it isn’t Cheese Whiz.
That could be disastrous.  Actually, they use popcorn butter.  There is
so much fat in popcorn butter that it looks like and therefore passes as
nacho cheese, but it’s a healthy diet compared to Cheese Whiz.  The
reason  is  because  popcorn butter  only makes up  1% of  the  crap  in
Cheese Whiz, so it is safer to eat plain than it is to eat it in Cheese
Whiz.

Circuses and rock concerts sell cans of Cheese Whiz.  This is a
promotional product to get people to come to more circuses and rock
concerts.  At least this is what they say.  In actuality, they sell Cheese
Whiz to rot the minds of the circus and concertgoers, so that they will
think that they are having a good time and will  want to come back
again.  Do you smell conspiracy?  I smell the toothpaste that makes up
12% of a can of Cheese Whiz.

If there be anything good about Cheese Whiz, it would have to be
that it makes a great soldering formula.  In other words, you can glue
your toys back together.  Science projects also benefit from a can of
Cheese  Whiz.   Not  only  can  you  plaster  your  cardboard  titles,
explanations, and diagrams to the main poster board with it, but you can
also use it  as a spore growth experiment that will wow your friends.
Really radical science students can use their Cheese Whiz as the lava in
a volcano experiment.  All they have to do is expose the Cheese Whiz
to sunlight for about twenty minutes and it will change to the reddish
color that they need.  The important thing though is to not expose it
much beyond twenty minutes, or else the results may threaten human
existence in the radius of fifty miles.  Quick, Rectum, go surfing!
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So, there you have it.  Another complaining documentary has been
successfully added to the continuously increasing list.  The best part is
that there is still more to come.  But, for now, remember that Cheese
Whiz is bad for you.  Also remember that if you ever find out all the
ingredients used in a can of Cheese Whiz, keep your mouth shut, or else
the people who make it will send some hitmen after you.

Shaving Cream
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

What is white and creamy and fun to eat?  Well, okay, maybe it’s
not so fun to eat, but it is definitely white and creamy.  That’s right,
shaving cream.  Shaving cream is quite the product,  isn’t it?   What
other  hygienic  material  could  pass  for  Cool  Whip?   Pumpkin  pie,
anyone?

Why would a man or woman want shaving cream?  Why, to shave
their beards of course.  If you had to question that, I think you should
be checked for defaults.  What defaults may I be talking about?  That’s
it, get me off my subject, why don’t you!  No, actually shaving cream is
meant for much more than shaving beards.  Men and women can also
use it to shave their legs before going out to dinner.  Unfortunately, the
razor will end up looking white and crusty, but I suppose that is better
than looking white and rusty.

Just because the product is called shaving cream does not mean
that it is necessarily needed to shave.  As I stated before, shaving cream
can pass for Cool Whip.  In case you didn’t know, Cool Whip is that
brand named product that people use to add some zing to their desserts.
Take pumpkin pie for example.  Pumpkin pie is the best pie around.
Do I hear any arguments?  Well, you can step aside if you disagree.
Pumpkin pie cannot be beaten, however when shaving cream, I mean
Cool Whip, is applied to the top of the pie, it becomes, in most people’s
opinion, most excellent.  I personally cannot stand the bland taste of it,
it just doesn’t tick for me.  It doesn’t quite have the same blast of flavor
that squash has.  Everybody likes squash.  Of course, as much as I don’t
like  Cool  Whip  on my pumpkin pie,  it  is  perhaps a  lot  better  than
Cheese Whiz.

What does shaving cream taste like?  Well, it tastes a little bit like
really light yogurt.  If you were to take some standard yogurt and shake
it up in a blender for a half hour, it would become nothing but yogurt
fizz, and it would be quite fluffy.  Then as you are about to taste it, the
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shock will come that you are about to eat shaving cream.  Yes, kids, this
is how shaving cream is made.

As far as shaving goes, soap is just as good as shaving cream.  The
reason is  because they are both soft  and foamy when applied to the
face.  But, even better than soap is just plain old yogurt.  Yogurt will
not  only give the  same shaving effects  as  shaving cream (probably
because it is the early stages of shaving cream), but it will also leave
your face smelling like fruit, therefore making a good after shave lotion.
Ice cream is good too, but just remember not to use chocolate.  It will
make you look like an untamed pig.

So, that’s about it on the important stuff.  Shaving cream is quite
useful.  Hair is in danger when shaving cream is present.  That goes for
man hair, woman hair, and dog hair.  Do you ever wonder how a dog
gets such a perfect shave after returning from the groomers?  It’s called
Gillette  Foamy.   Do  you have  any pets  that  would  like  to  take  up
shaving?  Well, you know the product to start them off.  Yes, this is an
endorsement.  So, there you have it.  Men shave with shaving cream,
women  shave  with  shaving  cream,  dogs  shave  with  shaving  cream,
people  eat  pumpkin pie  with shaving cream, and  Rectum waxes his
board with shaving cream.

Mowing the Lawn
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

What causes a person to become sweaty and tired?  What is the
activity that causes someone to get green and dirty in one full swoop?
What is the source of every man’s grumbling on a Saturday afternoon?
The answer is in a little, motorized, four-wheel terror known as a lawn
mower.   That’s  right,  that  little  pushcart  that  contains  a  device  that
would send a brutal maniac down the street in fear.

In  actuality,  it  is  not  the  mower  that  agitates  the  general  male
society, although some faulty lawn mowers do a great job of getting the
frustration near the surface.  No, it is really the activity of mowing the
lawn, which is why I wish I didn’t word the second sentence the way I
did in relation to the introductory paragraph.  The lawn mower is not
the activity, but the activity is the activity.

Mowing the lawn is a pain in the rectum!  Not only does it take a
lot  out  of someone, but it  also has to be done over and over  again.
Imagine jumping off a high building.  When you hit the ground and go
splat, you will have a lot taken out of you.  Now, imagine jumping off
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again, and again, and again, and again, every single week of your youth.
This  is  exactly what mowing the  lawn does  to  a  person.   It  drives
someone  batty,  having to  repeat  the  same  monotony over  and  over
again, taking away most of his energy every time.  Now you know how
I feel about these documentaries.

Never run over a rock or a frog when mowing the lawn.  You don’t
want to run over a rock when mowing the lawn because the rock will
shoot out of the grass blaster hole (or whatever it’s called), and into
some old guy’s bathroom window while he’s taking a shower.  Ouch!
You also don’t want to run over a frog for  about the same reasons.
Sonic splat!  However, if you have an escape hatch in the back of the
mower, rather than on the side, well, you should still avoid running over
rocks and frogs.  It’s just a good thing to do.

Always run over oranges and other fruit when mowing the lawn.
The reason is because the fruit always rips into shreds and emits a fruity
smell that makes your lawn mowing experience all the more joyful.  Of
course, after a while it will give you a headache.  The only precautions
that should be avoided when running over fruit are shooting the fruit
into  some old  guy’s  bathroom window.  If  the  old  guy is  taking  a
shower, he’ll start  washing himself with Vitamin C, rather than with
soap.

If you want to make your lawn mowing experience more fun, than I
would suggest to you that you sing.  Singing releases the tensions of
pushing  a  seventy-pound,  lethal  pushcart  to  an  almost  minuscule
intensity.  Besides,  if  you sing well, you might get to draw in some
birds.

So,  well,  that’s  it.   Mowing  the  lawn  is  a  pain  and  it  gives
headaches.  Fortunately though, you get to run over all the squash that
you want.  Everybody likes squash.  The one important thing you must
do though, before you go about mowing the lawn, is barring up the old
guy’s bathroom window.  This way, the rocks, frogs, and fruit will have
no choice but to go through his bedroom window, therefore startling
him if he happens to be taking a nap.  The other reason is  because
bathroom windows don’t  make crashing  noises  as  cool  as  bedroom
windows do.
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Rhinoceros Hair
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

If you do not know what a rhinoceros is, then I suggest that you go
to your local zoo real quick.  Okay, I’m waiting, so go run down there,
look at a rhinoceros, and then run back.  I don’t want you reading this
until you know what a rhinoceros is.  Go!  Now!  As for the rest of you
greater educated people, you may continue the reading.

Rhinoceros  hair  is  quite  beneficial  to  human society.   It  can be
woven together to make anything for man, including a blanket, garment,
and parachute.  The reason for rhinoceros hair being so beneficial is
that the hair is so stiff and tight that it can’t be ripped apart by anything
less than steel.  The metal alloy mentioned is what most veterinarians
use to peel the hair off.  We commonly call them razors.  The thinnest
bit of steel will work.  Even a hair follicle from Superman’s nose can
peel the rhino hair off.  All it needs is some source behind it, pushing
the metal along the hair.  If you’re lost by my sentence structure, go
ahead and raise your hand.  I hope you’re in public!

Rhinoceros hair can be used as toothpicks, whether it is used to
pick your teeth, pick your nose, or pick the bottom of your shoe.  No
matter the dilemma, the hair of a rhino can scrape it.

If you’re looking for lice in a young rhino’s hair, you can forget it.
The  company who brought  out  RID,  has  now adopted  a  rhinoceros
version of the lice killer, which is called SQUASH.  Every rhino likes
SQUASH.   Quick,  Rectum,  go  surfing!   Yes,  it’s  no  secret,  I’m a
lunatic.  Do you want to buy a used car that runs like a dream?  That’s
right, it runs like a dream.  It’s mixed-up like a dream, it’s foggy like a
dream, and you almost think it’s  real  like a  dream.  Want to  buy a
rhinoceros?  It’s a rhino covered in SQUASH!

If you find rhino hair that is yellowish in color, do not touch it or
pick your teeth with it.  Yellow rhino hair has been urinated on, so just
don’t have anything to do with it.

If  you can outrun a  hairy rhinoceros,  then good for  you.   This
means that it won’t have to rub up against you with its stiff and crusty
hair.  Rhino hair can scrape the unsuspecting passerby.  This is why
Rectum hasn’t won any surfing contests recently.  Because of rhino hair
scrapings, Rectum didn’t have the proper bodily aerodynamics to keep
him in better shape than his competitors.  By the way, I’m not saying
Rectum lost a surfing contest, I’m just saying he didn’t compete in the
most recent one.  So, take it from Rectum, avoid a charging rhino.  The
last thing you would want is the rhino rolling over you.
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A typical strand of rhino hair is about one inch long.  I know this is
probably useless information to you, but every little detail counts.  This
is a documentary for crying out loud!

Now, if there are no questions and if everything is clear to you,
then maybe I can quit now.  I think I’ve buried the subject of rhinoceros
hair deep into the ground, and I know you don’t want to hear anymore.
However, if you feel you need to know more, then go lie in bed and
close your eyes and pretend you are learning more.  This is as effective
as  reading a  book,  only there  are  more  animated  pictures.   What  a
bonus, huh?  So, I want you to go away now because I need to stop
writing  in  this  documentary,  for  the  space  is  rapidly  declining.
However, I want to leave you with one reminder.  Well, the reminder
has something to do with rhino hair, but I can’t remember what it was.
Imagine the irony of it all!

Ice Capades
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

The winter brings upon many wonderful and exciting wintry things
every year.  During the winter, if you do not live in Florida, you will get
to experience these wonderful wintry things.  Among the wintry things
you will  experience  are  snowball  fights and  snow skiing.  Although
snowball fights will give a kid a bloody mouth, and snow skiing will
give a kid a broken leg, these are still wonderful wintry things that one
can experience if  he or she lives in a climate-changing environment.
Throw this away now if you live in the Bahamas.

Among the wonderful wintry things that come every year, besides
eating chocolate ice cream in a leaf-stripped tree, is the spectacle of the
Ice Capades.  The Ice Capades can be found wherever there is an Ice
Capades show going on.  What this means is that if the Ice Capades are
in your area, you can go watch them.  Are you spouting happiness yet?

The Ice Capades have a purpose to entertain.  What this means is
that the performers in the Ice Capades will not attempt to shoot you.  I
am sure you would not find it very entertaining to get shot.  The Ice
Capades performers will not shoot you for any reason at all.  I hardly
hear of a case where a performer of the Ice Capades has took it upon
himself  to  shoot  an  audience  member.   So,  you  can  go  to  the  Ice
Capades and not have to worry about getting shot.  However, if you do
get shot, call a paramedic.  There is always a paramedic performing in
the Ice Capades.
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Because  of  the  entertainment  value  of  the  Ice  Capades,  the
directors and producers of the show do all that they can to get Mickey
Mouse on the ice.  However, it is a tough job to get a six-foot rat in a
pair of ice skates and even tougher to hurl him onto a vast rink of ice.
So, what this says is that there is a great deal of appreciation needed to
give to the directors and producers.  They’re here to entertain, man!

Pro wrestling is another feature that people have been trying to get
into the Ice Capades.  Audiences have been hungering for the thrill of
seeing Hulk Hogan body slam Nancy Kerrigan into the ropes that line
the wall.  That 1-2-3 count burns in their mind as they imagine the likes
of  Jesse  Ventura  clotheslining  Scott  Hamilton  at  more  than  seventy
miles an hour.  Okay, so it’s thirty, who’s counting?  These images and
more are what audiences want to see in their Ice Capades programs.
Right now, the show’s producers are trying to work out a deal with the
World Wrestling Federation to start up a new WWF’s Rock and Ice
Cawrestling, due out next winter if negotiations are successful.

Rectum is another star attraction that people want to see in the Ice
Capades.  Although I have no clue as to what Rectum would do in the
Ice Capades,  I’m sure people will be happy just  to watch him skate
round and round and round...and round.  Ugh, I’m dizzy.

For  the  winter  season,  the  Ice  Capades  is  the  must-see  event.
Although it is all sissy stuff right now, the Ice Capades are soon to be
quite  a  grungy  festivity.   Imagine  your  favorite  alternative  rock
performers jamming it up with Goofy and Snow White.  It will happen
before  you know it.   The  producers  will  call  it  Lollapaloozcapades
2005.  I certainly cannot wait for that.  Of course, this sort of event will
probably attract  people who pick their nose in public and neglect to
wash their hands after going to the bathroom.

Rock Bottom
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Down in the dumps, down with the chumps—that’s rock bottom.
You got nothing to  your name,  not  a  penny for  shame—that’s rock
bottom.   Slappin’  the  booze,  with holes  in  your  shoes—that’s  rock
bottom.   With  tears  in  your  eyes,  and  unnoticed  cries—that’s  rock
bottom.

The  cries  of  destitution  ride  through the  air  these  days.   Many
people, many drunks, and many clowns are sitting in the alleys of major
cities with nothing these days.  The screams of “rock bottom” echo the
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streets.  Who hears?  Who hears?  Not anyone who cares!  The rich
have it easy.  The middle-class are well off.  The Senators are getting
drunk.  None of these people care.  None are doing anything about the
pains of poverty.  Taxes are the only things on these people’s minds.
The rich have to worry about taxes that take away their wealth.  The
middle-class have to worry about taxes that keep them from becoming
rich.  Finally, the Senators have to worry about making the taxes that
screw these other groups over.  The human refuse, however, are the last
things on these people’s minds.

Well, now that I brought you emotionally down, let’s start talking
about the bottoms of rocks.  Rocks have lots of little lichens growing
underneath  them.   These  lichens  are  homes  to  lots  of  little,  slimy
bacteria.  These bacteria are nasty and dirty.  One touch of the bacteria
will give you an infinitesimal amount of germs, that will corrode on
your fingers.  Imagine wet tree bark melting in your hands, kind of like
M&M’s.  The thought is nasty, isn’t it?  Well, what your hands will find
underneath the rock, is a lot like what your hands will feel like when
tree bark melts in them.

Do not lick the bottoms of rocks.  If you are confused about licking
the bottoms of rocks, reread what I  said about touching the bottoms.
You can get bad germs.  Uh, okay.  That’s about all I know about the
bottoms of rocks.  I am not in much of a non-fictional mood tonight.  I
think I will explain the rest of my knowledge in fictional,  storybook
type information.

Meet George.  George is a friend of our pal Rectum.  This means
that you’re George.  George (you) decided to go to the local mall one
day.  On his way to the mall, he found a nice, big, shiny rock.  George
walked to the mall, so finding the rock was not a problem.  When he
found the rock, George looked at it for a moment and threw it into the
street.  George is not a geologist.

As the rock flew into  the  street,  its  bottom collided  with a  car
window, which could not support the rock’s velocity too well.  From
receiving too much peer pressure from an adjacent window, the closed
car window gave into the temptations of the rock and collapsed at its
butt end.  Is this story too odd?  Is it too gay?  I’ll stop now.  Basically,
all I said was that rocks will break windows.

Seeing as how this is a difficult subject to talk about, I do not think
I am going to go on.  I will, however, bring up a new topic for a future
date.  I hope you will not be too disappointed with it.  I know this one
will not win any popularity contests with you readers in the future.  I
realize  this  will  not  be  one  of  the  best-remembered  issues  that
“Scarecrows” and “Standing on a Windowsill” can claim.  However, it
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is a completely fake documentary, and for that it will have a place of
greatness.  It just won’t be among any hall-of-famers.

Fly Swatters
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Murder is a punishable crime that can send a man to prison for life
or to Death Row.  If a man pulls out a gun and shoots another in the
back of the head, he is not going to get away with just a slap on the
wrist.  If a man is responsible for splattering the brains of another man
onto the ground, he is going to be in a bad situation.  So, why is it that a
man  can  get  away with  splattering  the  brains  of  a  fly  all  over  the
concrete or windowsill?

To answer this question, I  decided to ask many different people
about their  opinions of  the situation.   Most  people  answered me by
giving me a stupid look and then walking away.  Some, however, were
more cooperative.  To get the information I was looking for, I went to
several underground clubs, where all the freaks hung out.

One guy with purple hair tapered to his scalp, and a long, black
trench coat that reached almost to his ankles, told me that he thought
killing flies is a force of nature, but should still be punishable by a slap
on  the  wrist.   I  was  kind  of  reluctant  in  using  his  opinion  in  this
documentary because he was dancing on a virtually empty floor, with a
stuffed  chicken,  when there  was no  music  playing.   So  I  talked  to
someone else instead.  This other person’s response was worse.  I don’t
want to print his opinion at all.

I  went to another underground club to  ask the same question to
some other people.  I saw Spider-Man sitting by himself at a table.  I
decided to ask him of his opinion.  He thought the question was a stupid
question, but he would nevertheless give his opinion on fly murdering,
since he thought it was an honor to be used as a source in more than one
documentary.*  His opinion on the situation is that flies are on the lower
end of the intelligence scale and they don’t deserve to live.  This is why
his kind eats flies.  He gave me no more answers.  He just web-slung off
and decided to fight crime.  He was a big help though.

After having two opinions worth printing, and one I do not dare
print, I decided to find one more opinion worth printing.  To get this
opinion, I had to find the ever infamous Squash Man.  I say “infamous”
because all he does is squash things.  So, when I asked of his opinion,
he could only say, “Everybody likes squash,” and left it at that.  I guess
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that means he thinks it is okay to kill flies.  He doesn’t have the best
vocabulary in the world.

After this extensive research, I  came to the conclusion that it is
okay to kill flies.  For this reason, I am making the announcement of my
new Bobbinski-Swat fly swatters.  If it can be deemed legal to swat and
kill flies, I think I should make money off of it.  How do you think the
guys working the execution methods of Death Row get their money?
That’s right, killing what is legal to kill.  So, now that you know the
purpose behind this documentary, I want you to buy my fly swatters and
kill lots of flies.  Throw away your bug zappers!  Ditch your rolled up
newspapers!  Buy the Bobbinski-Swat brand of fly swatters.  It will be
your best investment.

Did I answer all the questions you had?  Well, just remember, it is
okay to kill flies.  You can kill mosquitoes too.  I realize I didn’t make
mosquitoes a part of this documentary, but I’m sure it is legal to kill
them  too.   Just  buy  the  Bobbinski-Swat.   It  will  solve  your  pest
problems.  Once again, that is Bobbinski-Swat.

 * Spider-Man also participated in “Standing on a Windowsill.”

The Living Electron
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

When you were in school,  did you have any science classes?   I
personally was enrolled in several science classes.  I did not like any of
them—that is why I dedicated my life to bring you documented subjects
to your knowledge.  Science never fascinated me like it did to others.
However, one thing I remember the teachers would always tell me is
that electrons make up part of an atom.  No matter what the science
class, there was always at least one day that the teacher would devote
the class to tell us what made up an atom.  I will spare you the details of
the parts of an atom.  However, I would like to tell you about the stuff
that flies around the nucleus, called the electrons.

While an atom only has one nucleus and one proton (right?), or
maybe it’s one proton for every neutron, or one Mylanta in a set of
Atlantas, or whatever, there are many electrons for every atom for every
element, except Hydrogen (H).  The electron can determine the element
by how many there are flying around the nucleus.  Therefore, a nucleus
with seventeen electrons will probably classify the element as Mercury
(Hg).  Then, when the Mercury and the Hydrogen connect, the electrons
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will  mix with the  protons and  a  combination will occur.   This  new
combination  with  eighteen  electrons,  or  maybe  it’s  still  seventeen
electrons with two protons,  can be called Borax (Bx).   Doesn’t that
make since?  (I just know I’m wrong.  The science teachers are going to
shoot me twice.)

The electron has a negative charge (-).  This means that when the
nucleus calls the battle cry to fight another nucleus, the electrons will
charge, then complain, then back out of battle before they reach their
target.  This is a shame because there are often so many of them.  There
are just so many rings of electrons surrounding the nucleus that they
could  easily  protect  the  whole  compound  or  single  element  from
attackers, but they are just so negative it’s sick!  The element Gold (Au)
could kick the crap out of Oxygen (O) because there are just so many
electrons  surrounding  the  Gold  nucleus,  which  the  Oxygen  nucleus
cannot  compare  to.   We’re  talking  something  like  twenty-seven
electrons versus six.  What’s the deal, you negative pantywaists?

The  electron  is  the  main  cause  of  static  electricity.   When  an
electron plays a game of long jump from your hair with other electrons,
and chooses a balloon as the landing point, they create some energy.
Unfortunately, as scared as the electrons are (they won’t charge after
enemy nuclei), they have to guarantee that they will not fall between the
wide open spaces of your hair and a balloon, so they take your hair with
you as you pull the balloon away, insuring that they have something to
hang onto if they slip off the slick surface of a balloon.  That’s why I
like to pop the balloon and REALLY give them a heart attack.  It’s
great fun.

Well, I think I just ruined my reputation with the science teachers.
I  will  never get  respect  for  this,  since  I  just  know I  left  something
important out, or I scientifically blotched the information.  I’m sorry,
Mr. Wizard, but at least you all got to hear the other side of the electron
story.  It’s shocking, I know.  I don’t know how Rectum would react.  I
think this knowledge would screw up his concentration when he goes
out onto the waves again.  Oh well, I didn’t invent science.

Hot Dog Bikini Vendor Chicks
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

During the summer, have you ever driven along semi-commercial
roads or some place that has lots of traffic, but is not real developed
along the sides?  Sometimes you will look over on the side to see a hot
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dog cart.  The hot dog cart is a nice looking cart, with big wheels and an
umbrella.  But have you ever looked at who was serving the hot dogs?
Sure, sometimes there is a nice, short, scrubby guy, an ex-cab driver if
you will, serving the hot dogs to customers.  Did I mention the hot dog
carts have hot dogs in them?  Sometimes the guy will even be smoking
a cigar.  But, in the summer, hot dogs are usually served by someone
else.  This someone else is usually some semi-attractive, mostly-naked
chick, who is only covering about three percent of her body.

What makes a woman want to wear a small bikini just to sell hot
dogs?  Is it for good business?  Hot dogs taste nasty no matter who sells
them.  A chick wearing a bikini will not make a hot dog taste any better
than a hot dog sold by Habib, the ex-cab driver.  The difference in taste
comes from Oscar Meyer and Sara Lee.  So, why would I rather choose
to  buy  a  hot  dog  from some  bikini  wearing  female,  than  from the
scrubby chain smoker?  Better yet, why would I even choose to buy a
hot dog from the street at all?  The grocery stores sell hot dogs.  To
answer this question, I sent Rectum to buy a hot dog from a guy named
Ralph, and I went to go buy a hot dog from a woman named Bubbles.
Here is what we came up with:

Rectum bought a hot dog from Ralph.  It was a good hot dog that
was nicely roasted, and had nice burn marks on the underside.  There
was ketchup and mustard oozing off the sides and into his hands, and
the  bun  was  nicely  toasted.   Even  the  relish  was  fresh.   The  only
problem Rectum had with the hot dog was that it tasted like crap.  Other
than that, it was a perfect hot dog with no cigar butts or anything.

I bought a hot dog from Bubbles.  The hot dog had all the same
good qualities  that  Rectum’s hot  dog had.   The  hot  dog was nicely
roasted with the proper condiments and toasted buns.  It also tasted like
crap.  The difference came primarily from customer service.  Whereas
Ralph had customers from all ages and genders, Bubbles only had a
crowd  of  desperate,  young  teenage  and  young  adult  males,  who
essentially gave me the impression that they had just reached puberty,
or could not hold a solid relationship with a woman.  Her prices were
also higher.

Before I conclude, I think I would like to point out the dangers of
being a hot dog bikini vendor chick.  There are lots of sickos out in the
world,  so if  you were planning to be one of these kinds of hot  dog
vendors,  I  would suggest looking for  a new line of work right now.
There is not much money in hot dog vending to begin with.  So please
do not subject yourself to a dead end job as this, and for the love of
humanity, if you are a guy, please don’t become a hot dog bikini vendor
chick!
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So, that’s it.  My conclusive answer to the rhetorical question I had
recently asked is that I would rather buy from the scrubby guy because
it  makes him richer  quicker,  and gets his smelly butt  off our streets
faster.  He makes better business, and he is not the kind of person who
will  promote drool.   He might smoke around your hot  dogs, but  he
won’t drop the butts as an extra topping.  The only thing the smoke
might do is make your hot dog have that right-off-the-grill taste.  The
bikini chick can’t do that.  If she can’t add that extra smoky taste, then
why bother buying a hot dog from her?

Pepsi vs. Mountain Dew
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Coke was the real thing.  Pepsi was the choice of a new generation.
Mountain Dew got you vertical.  Which soda was the best of the bunch?
Well, seeing as how Coke is made by a different company than Pepsi
and Mountain Dew, I decided to drop it out of the competition.  So,
Pepsi and Mountain Dew are the ones that are left.

First of all, I think it is my duty to say that Pepsi and Mountain
Dew taste  nothing  alike.   Pepsi  has  a  similar  taste  to  Coke  while
Mountain Dew has a taste similar to Sprite,  only more orangy.  So,
where is the competition between the two?  If it is not in taste, what is it
in?  The competition comes in sugar content and caffeine.

Both sodas are loaded with sugar.  This keeps hyperactives happy.
One sip of Pepsi or Mountain Dew will send acid to your teeth and
stomach, allowing the sugar to do its thing.  The sugar will attack your
system, make you jumpy, and get you through the day kind of high.
The taste is thrilling.  But who has more sugar?  I personally tested this
question.

I drank a six-pack of Pepsi and a six-pack of Mountain Dew in the
course of one hour.  I allowed five minutes for each can of soda.  As I
drank each can, I  monitored my level  of hyperactivity on the Robin
Williams’s Sugar Detector.  I noted that Mountain Dew sent me into
higher chills, whereas Pepsi rotted more of my teeth.  I assumed that
rotted teeth would indicate a higher sugar level, but I have also been
told  that  puke  can  rot  teeth  when not  brushed  right  away.  Then  I
figured the higher chills must have meant more sugar, but cold rain on a
stiff neck can send high chills, so that was booted.  Then I looked at the
readings  on  my  hyperactivity  and  saw that  Pepsi  made  me  worse.
Therefore, Pepsi won the first test.
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The second test consisted of caffeine levels.  I had to drink a six-
pack  of  each  brand  at  three  in  the  morning,  while  watching  some
televised British opera, to see which would keep me wider awake and
make me more nervous.  I monitored my caffeine intake on the Denis
Leary’s Paranoia Detector.  I noted that with Mountain Dew I could not
watch television clearly and my hands shook like a rabbit’s tail.  I was
pacing back and forth, closing my eyes to see what would happen, and I
hit  a  wall.   With  Pepsi,  I  just  fell  asleep,  tranquilized  like  a  dead
monkey.  I didn’t even have to read the results.  Mountain Dew clearly
won the test of caffeine.

So, now I had a tie for the competition.  I needed to come up with a
tiebreaker.  I decided to test which soda gave me worse breath.  I didn’t
use any special machines to monitor my breath.  All I did was drink the
Pepsi, and then go out on the streets and breathe on people.  I did the
same with the Mountain Dew.  I noted that more people hit me after
drinking the Pepsi than the Mountain Dew.  Therefore, I came to the
conclusion that Pepsi gave me the worst breath, and therefore was the
best soda.

The competition is over, Pepsi triumphed over Mountain Dew, and
Rectum still won the surfing contest.  So, now when you go out to your
favorite soda machine to buy a soda, be sure it is a Pepsi.  Of course,
you probably can’t help it when you buy something other than a Pepsi
when the soda machine holds Coca-Cola products.  But, when you have
a choice,  remember that Pepsi  is  the choice of a new generation.  I
didn’t make that up, it’s all in the advertisements.

Listening to the Radio
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

One of my favorite pastimes, that does not happen to be baseball, is
listening to the radio.  I like listening to my favorite radio stations, with
my favorite songs and product advertisements.  I like to hear the traffic
reports  that  come  on  every  half-hour,  and  I  like  to  hear  about  the
weather, so that I won’t drive smack into a hurricane.  Listening to the
radio is great.  Now I am going to try to convince you that listening to
the radio is great.

Listening to the radio is great.  If you don’t like listening to radios,
I am going to tell you about some scenarios that will make you change
your tune...or tuner.  A radio can save your life.  That’s right, listening
to  a  radio  can  save  your  life.   Sure,  a  radio  can  save  your  life  if
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somebody hits a gun, that is pointed to you, out of somebody else’s
hand by hitting it with a radio, but that is not what I am talking about.
If  there  is  a  bridge out  along your travel  path,  a  news report  might
report it.  If you are listening to the radio, you might find out that the
bridge is out and not run over it.  Yes, the news on the radio can be a
little  slow at  getting the information to  you.  But,  whether  you find
yourself climbing out of your rapidly sinking car or not, the news report
would eventually come on, and warn you about the collapsible bridge
so you can avoid it in the future.  Sounds like it is worth listening too,
doesn’t it?

A radio is also good for when you want to hear music.  If you are
driving down a highway, or sitting at a beach, you may find yourself
getting very bored with all the silence around you.  Turn on your radio
and break that silence.  The radio will have music playing somewhere,
even if it means channel surfing to find it.   You will eventually find
some music, even if it’s country or Spanish music.  There will never be
an all-commercial  moment.   By the way, to bring up the concept of
channel surfing, I would like to say that Rectum won those contests as
well.

The music that comes on the radio isn’t always great.  Sometimes
you will want to listen to something rocky, and end up with something
light  and  mellow.   As a  listener,  you can’t  change that,  unless  you
change  the  dial.   But,  that  is  just  a  minor  setback  to  enjoying  the
greatness of radio listening.  Besides, if there is nothing on any station,
you can easily pop in a cassette or CD and listen to your favorite music
on that.  That is unless of course you run out of batteries.  Then you
can’t listen to anything.

Commercials are prominent on local radio stations.  Usually, every
ten minutes, the station manager of the station you are listening to will
remind you of some night club or surf shop to visit.  These commercials
come on quite frequently and are most helpful when you live up in the
mountains, or somewhere in Nebraska.  Listen sometime.

Have I convinced you to start listening to the radio?  Well, I guess
it really isn’t something I can verbally convince you to do.  I suppose
the best way you can possibly get convinced is to actually sit and listen
to it sometime.  You may actually be surprised at the benefits a radio
can bring you.  Besides, it is great to listen to a radio at its loudest when
someone  you  don’t  want  to  hear  is  trying  to  talk  to  you.   Kids,
remember this when you go to  school  and sit  through English class
again.
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Cat Boxes
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

People who go on long trips or plan to move to a different place
will often want to take their pets.  This means that the pets will have to
ride  in the car  with the owners.   The pets  will  sometimes be  good,
especially if it is a dog or a pig that is going for the ride (pigs are like
dogs).   However,  not  all  pets  enjoy  riding  in  the  car.   I  name,
particularly, the cat.  By the way, Rectum will not make an appearance
in this documentary, so don’t go looking for him.

Cats are great creatures, but they can be a pain in the butt when it
comes to three things.  One: they cry all night until the owner gives
them food.  Two: they dart for shelter when they get sprayed by the
hose or get thrown into the pool.  Three: they get nervous, whine, and
claw  everything  when  they  are  forced  into  a  moving  vehicle.
Apparently, they don’t like to be hungry, they don’t like to be wet, and
they don’t like to ride in a moving vehicle.  So, will somebody please
explain Toonces, the Driving Cat to me?

If you and your family ever need to go on a long trip, or if you are
moving,  and  you  have  to  take  your  cat  with  you,  may  I  make  a
suggestion?   Take  a  cat  box.   I  am  not  saying  this  out  of  blind
hypothetical  circumstantial pompousness.   There  is  a  reason for  this
suggestion.  In a cat box, your cat won’t go psycho all over your car.  It
will just go psycho in the cat box.  A cat box prevents the scratching of
vehicular  upholstery,  the  clawing  of  your  sensitive  ankles,  and  the
irritation of cat excrement dropping onto the car seat or floor.  What a
cat box does not prevent is the smell of cat excrement nor the pitiful
whines of your beloved feline.  The way these are combated are to use
air fresheners to drown out the smell of cat waste, and to turn up the
radio really loud to drown out the depressing cries of a frightened cat.
Take notes on the matter if you have to.

A cat box does not  necessarily have to be used as a method of
transporting a  cat.   A cat  box  can  be  also  be  used as  a  method  to
transport just about anything your imagination will let you transport.  In
fact, if your imagination is wild enough, you can even use the cat box
for something other than transporting.  Let me make some suggestions
as to the other uses of a cat box.

A cat box can be used to transport other pain-in-the-butt animals,
like a mongoose, or some less-than-animated objects, such as a plant.
Plants won’t whine and plants won’t stink up the car.  Well, they won’t
whine anyway.  Rocks are good things to transport as well.  Kitchen
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utensils, telephone books, and cases of laundry detergent can also be
used.  The choices are unlimited.  The choice is yours.  Whatever you
choose to transport, you will be able to transport it in its entirety when it
is  stuffed in  a  cat  box.   However,  a  cat  box can be  used for  other
purposes as well.  If a cat box had Saran wrap plastered over the holes,
it could be used as a bucket to milk a cow with, or at least to catch the
milk.  A cat box can be stuffed with sand or lead and be used as a
weapon against muggers.  Sand is better, since it will all come flying
out and blind the mugger.  See, a cat box can be a good substitute for
mace.  Whatever you decide to do with a cat box, it is bound to be a
good decision.

So, now you know what to do when taking your cat somewhere
with the car.  Most animals wouldn’t have to be caged, but for some
reason the cat does.  Dogs and pigs don’t need to be caged.  A monkey
and a rabbit don’t have to be caged.  Well, the rabbit might.  Even a
horse—yes a horse—doesn’t have to be caged.  That means you can
take Mr. Ed for a ride.  Okay, that is assuming a horse could fit in the
car.

The Active Imagination
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

While I was describing to you about how a cat box can be used for
other  purposes other  than transporting a cat,  I  thought about how it
would be interesting to write about the active imagination.  The thought
also came about while I was driving over some golf balls.  I don’t know
how driving over golf balls correlates to the active imagination, but it
gives me a great idea for a future documentary, particularly the next
one.

Golf balls, I mean, the active imagination is present in everybody’s
mind.   The  only exceptions  that  I  can come  up with are  the  crusty
politicians that always seem to be driving our nation into a hole, and the
creators  of  Models,  Inc.,  who  are  just  trying  to  copy  the  likes  of
Melrose Place.  Personally, I believe all artists and inventors have the
best imaginations.  What other than a creative mind could have come up
with surrealism or the telephone?  Better yet, what other than a creative
mind could have come up with the surrealism of a telephone?   The
imagination is at work.

Where does the imagination come from?  Well, I don’t know, but
I’ll bet a lot of them begin to brew in the pot of the subconscious.  Or,
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to put it in other terms, I’ll bet somebody dreams before they imagine.
Rectum,  for  example,  will  dream  about  winning  a  surfing  contest,
before imagining that  he will  jump over his opponents on a passing
wave, making them all so irritated that they will fall off their boards and
lose the competition.  His imagination doesn’t always come to be real,
but it comes close enough.

Now, I will test your imagination.  I am going to ask a question,
and I want you to dwell on it, thinking up a good answer.  The question
is, “If Santa Claus were to get in a sleigh accident and die, which of the
reindeer  would  be  the  first  to  laugh?”   Now,  unless  your  first
assumption is that Santa Claus does not exist and there is no point to
answering the  question,  I  want you to  go ahead and think of  many
answers to  say.   I  don’t  want to  hear  them since  I  am not actually
holding  a  conversation  with  you,  but  I  want  to  at  least  jog  your
imagination  to  make  sure  you  do  in  fact  have  one.   If  your  first
assumption is that Santa Claus does not exist, then I want you to stop
reading because it is obvious that your imagination is not active enough,
and you need to go make a living flipping hamburgers.  Now, if you
come up with an idea,  like Comet for example,  try to think why he
would laugh first.   I  personally  think that  Comet  would  laugh first
because he is the only reindeer that had a grease cleaner named after
him, and even Santa never had a grease cleaner named after him.  He
figures that since Santa is now dead, he will never get a grease cleaner
named after him, and therefore he will not be as widely recognized as
one of his reindeer.  If you thought of something different, then good
for  you.   It  shows  that  the  collective  minds  of  many  different
imaginations are coming up with different possibilities to one problem
that will never even occur.   The imagination is active, and ideas are
expanding because of it.

Now, if you got lost somewhere in the documentary, then I want to
congratulate you for doing so.  That shows that your imagination was
running so far away from reality, that you couldn’t even concentrate on
what you were reading.  If this is the case, there might be a future of
portable washing machines to look forward to.

Wild Genius
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

A kid who is smart is one who has much intelligence.  A kid with
much intelligence is said to have a high IQ.  A kid with an IQ of 150 or
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higher is deemed a genius.  A kid with an IQ of 150 or higher, and
drinks beer through his nose with his friends, is deemed a wild genius.

Wild geniuses, or as they like to be called in the plurality, wild
genii (wy’(upside down e)ld jeenyoueye), are very intelligent, but they
have a problem with partying.  A wild genius usually gets out of hand at
a really good party and will often moon some fairly respectable person.
For instance,  Ted Kennedy, a fairly intelligent  man, was accused by
someone that he mooned a former President of ours.  Now, whether the
rumor is true or not, this would be evidence that he was probably a wild
genius at the time.  Of course now he just makes his nose glow brighter,
but I guess that is getting wild in his own right.  Actually, I think the
rumor of his mooning a former President is probably true.  After all, he
and President John F. Kennedy were brothers.  Crazy stunts occur when
two brothers  get  together.   The  fact  that  they were both  Democrats
probably also contributed to the decision to moon one another.

A wild genius is most fun to watch when he or she is riding a horse.
A horse is wild as it is, but when a horse and a wild genius are paired
with one another for some sort of equestrian event, look out!  The horse
will jump over all kinds of hedges and mud holes, while the wild genius
will just keep kicking its sides to make it run faster and jump higher.
This paragraph was stupid.

Rectum could  be  a  wild  genius.   Unfortunately,  he’s not  smart
enough to be a wild genius.  Rectum is no retard or anything, but his IQ
is definitely lower than 150.  How do I know this?  I’m a legalized IQ
Tester.  That means that I am legally entitled to be a triangular piece of
wood with lots of holes and colorful pegs sticking in all but one hole.

The wild genius is  definitely one that is  crazy.  I  saw one wild
genius create a device that will allow him to rocket along a flat surface
and crash into a wall without getting hurt.  Actually, now that I think
about it,  these wild geniuses,  or  wild genii,  are  actually wild idiots.
Who in his right  mind would create some sort  of rocket,  just  so he
could fly it  into the wall and survive the impact?   For practical  and
safety reasons, this could be acceptable.  But as a tool for having fun,
an alternative to drugs if you will, the whole idea seems rather brain-
dead.  Maybe these wild geniuses (genii) are idiots disguised as smart
people.  Maybe they are in fact imbeciles with an IQ greater than 150.
Maybe they just hate life.

The  wild  imbecile  is  quite  a  unique  individual.   That  should
actually be wild genius.  The wild genius is quite a unique imbecile.
That should actually be unique individual.  The wild genius is quite a
unique individual.  That should actually stay the way it is.  The wild
genius is quite a unique individual.  He is always acting goofy, but has
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the  brains  to  pull  himself  to  intellectual  levels  when  needed.
Unfortunately, the wild genius does not take the time to  come to an
intellectual level when needed.  Instead, he wastes his time trying to
beat Rectum in a surfing contest.  Stupid genius!

Supermarkets
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

I hate going shopping.  There are a lot of hassles involved in going
shopping.  I hate long lines, I  hate pushing wobbly carts, and I hate
watching fat people sniff the products in the meat section back in the
back of the store.  However, I do like to read the magazines while I am
waiting for the person I am with to buy whatever he or she needs to
buy, or  when I  am simply standing in line,  or  am just  plain sick of
shopping and need a break.  I also like the ten item or less express lines.
They are great for the get-up-and-go kind of guy, such as me.

A supermarket has all you need in necessity luxury.  It’s got food,
laundry  detergent,  snacks,  soda,  magazines,  pet  toys,  kid  toys,
pharmacies, a photo lab, an incorrect scale, produce, lobsters, greeting
cards,  movies,  shopping carts, paper towels, ice cream, cheese whiz,
cold air, a store room, express lanes, crowded lanes, fat people, skinny
people, ugly people, old people, me, you, and Rectum.  As you can see,
there are a lot of things that can be bought at the supermarket.

Food is the most popular item to buy at the supermarket.  Food can
range  from meat,  to  snacks,  and  to  produce.   Among  some  of  the
produce you will find at a supermarket is bananas, apples,  tomatoes,
cucumbers,  okra,  corn,  carrots,  celery,  pears,  apples,  lettuce,  and
squash.   Everybody  likes  squash.   The  meat  and  snacks  are  also
numerous, but I do not have an on-running punchline pertaining to meat
or snacks.

Eggs are considered to be meat.  Eggs are good scrambled, fried, or
poached.   I  personally like them splattered  all  over  the supermarket
floor.  When I go to the supermarket, I get bored very quickly.  As I
mentioned before, I usually read magazines when I need to kill time at
the supermarket.  Unfortunately, there are so many magazines to read,
and when I finish reading them all, I need something else entertaining to
do.  Because I don’t choose to read the trashy novels that are displayed
next  to  the  magazines,  I  take  pleasure  in throwing eggs instead.   I
figure, if I am with someone who is taking too long to shop, throwing
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the eggs will get me thrown out of the store, and therefore I will not be
expected to wait for whoever it is that I am with.

Working at a supermarket is also a factor of going to supermarkets.
If you are a customer, you get to harass the guy bagging your food.  If
you  are  an  employee,  you  get  to  harass  the  customer  that  you  are
tending to.  It’s a two-sided highway that both parties can enjoy.  If
employment at  a  supermarket  isn’t  your cup of  tea though, you can
always seek employment somewhere else.  There is always a place that
has customers to harass.

So,  as  you can  see,  supermarkets  are  adventurous.   Although I
probably made the supermarket sound like some sort of wonderland,
it’s really not.  The only thing you can really do at a supermarket is
shop or get bored.  I don’t like to do either one.  That is why I do not
like going to the supermarket.  However, if you want to have the most
fun you can have at a supermarket, and get thrown out forever for it,
just open up many packages of food and have a food fight with your
friends.   Better  yet,  have a  food fight with strangers and really tick
everybody off.  Whatever you do, just try to look like you are enjoying
yourself, even though you would rather be out getting a tumor removed.
At least, I would rather have a tumor removed.

Out Of Your Mind III
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

featuring part one of the Unique Styles series

Once again it is time to bring another multi-edition series of things
that are closely related to each other.  And, once again it is time to bring
you another “Out Of Your Mind” sequel—the only documentary to get
a  same-named  sequel.   You  know the  procedure  of  “Out  Of  Your
Mind,” so let us begin.

These  are  the  steps  to  popping  those  packaging plastic  poppers,  or
bubbles:
Step one: Take the poppers out of the package.
Step two: Take the object out of the popper plastic.
Step three: Play with the object for awhile.
Step four: Pick a bubble to pop.
Step five: Pop!
Well, I hope this information made birthdays and Christmas much more
enjoyable.
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These are the steps to crank call your best friend:
Step  one:  Adopt  a  disguised  voice.   This  is  so  your friend  doesn’t
recognize you.
Step two: Come up with some absurd story to tell, like how you think a
killer rabbit has been spotted in his neighborhood.
Step three: Call your friend.
Step four: Hang up real fast, fearing that he’ll catch you.
How could you play such a cruel joke on your best friend?

These are the steps to eating two medium pizzas in one sitting:
Step one: Buy two medium pizzas.
Step two: Eat ‘em!
Yeah, like there’s really much else to say!

These are the steps to becoming a surfer as great as Rectum:
Impossible!   There’s  no use even  trying to  become as  great  on the
waves as Rectum.

Finally, these are the steps to understand the logic behind “Out Of Your
Mind”:
Step one: Read them.
Step two: Decipher them.
Step three: Study them.
Step four: Laugh at them.
Step five: Give up trying and throw them away.
Logic involves the mind.  There is no logic to understand.  Why do you
think I titled this “Out Of Your Mind?”

Well, that’s the last step and the last “Out Of Your Mind.”  I hope
you learned something from the step-by-step manual.  Stay tuned for
part two of Unique Styles.

Webster’s Nightmare
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

featuring part two of the Unique Styles series.

There is not much to say other than that this is another dictionary
documentary from the  tradition  of  “Excerpt  from a  Dictionary”  and
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“More Mundane Dictionary Definitions.”  This time around, I will use
the words from foe to foil.

Foe - The digit on the end of a person’s foot.  (i.e. The guy stubbed his
foe).

Foehn - A device used for calling people.  (i.e. The teenage girl would
continuously talk on the foehn).

Foeman - The guy who is in charge of a construction site.  (i.e. The
worker showed the foeman the building plans).

Foetal, foetus - Two words that mean the same thing.
Foetid - A really ugly plant.  A VERY ugly plant!
Foeto- A Polaroid picture of some special event.  (i.e. The woman took

a foeto of her kid smoking his first cigarette).
Fog - A small amphibious creature that hops.  (i.e. The fog hopped into

the lake).
Fogbound - A Disney movie about some fog’s incredible journey.
Fogbow - A device used to shoot a fog like an arrow.
Fogdog - A crossbreed between a fog and a dog.  A VERY ugly

creature.  (i.e. The fogdog barked at the mailman as it hopped on
by).

Foggage - A case that a fog puts its clothes in when going on vacation.
(i.e. The airport lost the fog’s foggage).

Foggy - A baby fog.
Foggy Bottom - The proper name for a baby fog’s butt.
Foghorn - A rooster who had his own cartoon.
Fogy - Found between fogx and fogz.
Foible - Very weak and pathetic.  (i.e. The gutless punk was foible).
Foie gras - A type of lawn found on the moon.  (i.e. The moon creature

had a hard time mowing the foie gras with his Sears mower).
Foil - A silver, aluminum sheet.  (The restaurant owner covered some

food with foil).

That’s all the words I’m going to list.  I think eighteen words is
enough to satisfy you.  Besides, I need to get to more important things
right now.  Stay tuned for part three of the Unique Styles series.  By
now  you  have  probably  figured  out  the  relation  between  these
documentaries.   They  are  different  from  the  average  documentary.
Although you have seen the step-by-step and the dictionary stuff in the
Completely Fake Documentaries before, you have not seen the other
types that will be put in this series.
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The Interview
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

featuring part three of the Unique Styles series

This documentary is an interview taken from actual people with
names that are different than the ones I use.  The questions are real and
the responses are real.  The only thing that is not real is the names.
There will be edits where needed.  By the way, this documentary was
supposed to be number twenty-one of volume one, not five.

The first person I interviewed was a Zed Edward Zimbabwe.
Manjoman Bobbinski: How do you feel about wearing the same socks
for three weeks straight?
Zed Edward Zimbabwe: I don’t like it.
MB: Why do you feel this way?
ZEZ: ‘Cause they are crusty, and it’s like wearing a cast.
MB: Would you wear them for four weeks straight?
ZEZ: No.
MB: If  you could wear two different  socks at  once for  three weeks
straight, would you do it, and why?
ZEZ: Yeah.  That would be good because people would think you are
really crazy.
MB: Thank you.  You were very cooperative.

Next, I interviewed someone named Squashman Smith.
Manjoman Bobbinski: Do you like squash?
Squashman Smith: Do I like squash?  It’s okay, I’ll eat it.  It’s not my
favorite.
MB: Why?
SS: Well, I don’t know.  The taste, the texture.  Why doesn’t anyone
like stuff?  Can’t really explain it.
MB: I think everybody likes squash.  How about you?
SS: Well, I just told you.  It’s okay, I’ll eat it.
MB: That’s all I wanted to know!

Finally, I interviewed the one known as Flaggeson Bobbedan.
Manjoman Bobbinski: Where were you the morning O.J. Simpson was
speeding down the highway in his Bronco?
Flaggeson Bobbedan: I don’t know!  Uh...work?
MB:  What  were  you  doing  when  President  Nixon  announced  his
resignation?
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FB: I wasn’t even born, was I?
MB: Do you have any questions for me?
FB: No.
MB: That’s nice. Have a great day!

I enjoyed my one-on-one talks with the public.  See you in part
four.

Starships
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

The one thing that all space science fiction movies have in common
is that all of them take place on some sort of starship.  The starship is
always large (the size of a city), it always has a crew of thousands of
people, and it can always travel at “warp” speed.  According to science,
this is not possible, at least not yet, but the starships can do it anyway.  I
wonder why.  Well,  I’m going to tell  you about the other factors of
starships,  including what happens to one  when it  does  in fact  travel
faster than light.

Starships are designed to have a captain.  The captain’s role on a
starship is to sit back in a recliner and annoy the crap out of his crew.
A captain’s  vocabulary  consists  of  “Hail  that  ship,  Fred,”  “Stardate
20.98.1009,” and  “Mr.  Sulu,  warp nine,  engage!”  The  captain also
commands clean-up crews and dining room employment.  A captain is
also known to his crew as “captain,” and his first mate is known as
“captain’s butt-kisser,” or “Number one.”  In some cases, the captain
will stand out among the others by the badge he has on his uniform, or
the dark helmet he has on his head.

When a starship goes faster than light, it holds together pretty well.
Unfortunately, because it is traveling faster than light, light can’t keep
up with it and everything blacks out.  All crewmembers feel like they
are  alone  in  a  dark  alley with a  maniac.   Normally,  talking to  one
another  would calm the  nerves  that  would be  shaken from being in
darkness, unfortunately the starship is also traveling faster than sound.

Rectum won  the  surfing  contest.   This  does  not  give  him  an
exclusive privilege to run a starship or even be on one.  The reason is
because  crewmembers  have  to  take  a  special  training  course  to  be
qualified to board a starship.   A few of the training maneuvers they
need  to  learn  is  floating  weightless  when anti-gravity fails,  learning
where to puke when the ship spins out of control, and most importantly,
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all  crew members  must know how to use the Vulcan Death Grip.
Look, I finally used a trademark symbol.  Isn’t that nice?

Starships are designed to boldly go where no man has gone before.
This means that starships are not only designed to fly through the outer
reaches  of  space,  but  they  are  also  designed  to  get  flushed  down
someone’s toilet.

Finally, starships are not just vessels in space.  Starships are also
names of a rock group that performed the song, “We Built This City.”
You know, that reminds me, there is a rock group out in the public eye
that, although probably not directly, is named after our favorite guy,
Rectum.  The name of that rock group is the Butthole Surfers.  I haven’t
actually listened to their  songs, but I  imagine they are a lot like the
songs that the Beach Boys performed.  Rectum came about after the
Beach Boys came about.  Useless information.

Well, starships are great.  They can hurtle through space, and still
feel like an abandoned street at night.  Captains are jerks,  but that’s
what makes watching a movie about starships fun.  Star Trek is not my
idea of a fun show or movie to watch, involving a starship, but Alien is
one.  After watching Alien, you will see why starships are so much fun.
They fly fast, they provide excitement, and they blow up nicely!

Soap
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Soap is actually two different things, in case you did not  know.
Soap is a sudsy material as well as a made-for-television “chick flick.”
One is fun to play with, while the other is fun to make fun of.  I will do
what I can to cover both parts of soap, but I’m not going to guarantee
that I get to talk about both.

One guarantee I can give you is that I  will talk about the sudsy
material.  As I have indirectly mentioned before, soap is a bar of suds.
It cleans dirt and sweat off the skin of relatively naked people.  When I
use the word “relatively,” figure that I am referring to the Lever 2000
commercials.  You know the one I am talking about.  It’s the soap that
has the  slogan,  “Lever  2000  cleans  you and  your  billions  of  nasty,
crusty parts!”  It’s also the commercial that shows guys washing their
hairy butt cracks while singing the song “Bad to The Bone,” by George
Thorogood.   Yes,  I  puked as well.   The only rectum I  want to  see
getting hit by water is the one that surfs for trophies and fame.
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Now, soap is not just used for washing hairy butt cracks, or some
of those billions of crusty parts that Lever 2000 claims it  can wash.
Soap can also be used for washing out one’s mouth when he or she
cusses.  I really don’t know what chemical can actually wash out such a
dirty thing as a set of cuss words, but soap definitely gets those F-words
out of there.  For best results, don’t rinse.  The leftover suds will keep
the bacteria from inviting those nasty words back in.  Now you know
why kids never cuss in school!

If you are looking for a two-dollar skateboard, then look no further.
Soap can provide hours of skateboarding fun.  You don’t need to buy
any fancy equipment to surf up a half-pipe, or beat out your friends at
the skating rink.  Just tie a couple bars of soap to your feet and you will
be gliding faster than a banana peel can send you.  This fact is expected
to be included in Lever 2000’s next ad campaign.

Soap is considered a base on the pH scale of acidity.  The reason is
because it tastes quite different from oranges.  A bar of soap, if you can
keep it from sliding out of your mouth, will taste a little bitter when you
eat  it.   Actually,  due  to  the  chemical  nature  of  soap,  I  wouldn’t
recommend eating it.  However, when you suck on a bar of soap, you
will notice that it tastes rather bitter.  The reason is because it is a base.
Bases  are bitter,  and that  is  why they taste so much unlike oranges.
Oranges are an acid, which is on the opposite side of the pH scale from
a base, and therefore will eat a hole in your mouth.  Never eat acid!

Now, you would probably like to hear something about the other
type of soap.  Well, tough!  I’m having too much fun with this current
idea.  However, because I don’t really have anything else to say about
the sudsy material, I will go ahead and start describing the made-for-TV
“chick flick” type.

The televised soap is a series of shows devoted to people making
love to strangers,  and then changing partners the next episode.   The
process  goes  back and forth  until  someone named Dirk can solve a
murder that happened sometime in the eleventh show, in between the
scene where a guy is making love to someone, and the scene where he
is making love to someone else.   There  is  also an occasional  verbal
fight in each episode, where some guy is accused of making love to
someone else, which is obviously impossible.

I would tell you more about the second soap, but I’m out of room.
All I can say is watch them if you are in the mood to puke.  Besides, if
you watch these shows, maybe you will be able to catch a Lever 2000
commercial.
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Sunny Delight vs. Purple Stuff
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

We’ve all seen the commercials.  The teenage guys raid the fridge
to look for something to drink.  What they find is some Sunny Delight,
not to mention countless numbers of other things.  One of the countless
numbers of other drinks they find is some purple stuff.  I assume the
purple  stuff  is  Kool-Aid,  but  we,  the  audience,  are  never  informed.
Anyway, I  think it’s time to  set the record as to which is  the better
drink.  I think the commercial was too biased against the purple stuff, so
I set out to find the answer to which drink is truly better.

When  I  drink  Sunny  Delight,  my  cheeks  get  this  horrendous
suction action.  I think it has something to do with the tartness involved
in Sunny Delight.  Actually, I should mention what Sunny Delight is to
the consumer.  Sunny Delight is some sort of orange concoction that is
stronger  than  Tang.   One  would  consider  it  orange  juice,  but  I
somewhat  disagree.   I  think  Sunny  Delight  is  to  orange  juice  as
Hawaiian  Punch  is  to  fruit  juice.   If  you  ever  read  the  back  of  a
Hawaiian Punch label,  you will see that it  only has ten percent fruit
juice.  This means that ninety percent is something else.  I’ve been told
that twenty-five years worth of drinking Hawaiian Punch will cause a
certain member of the human anatomical family to fall off.  If Hawaiian
Punch can cause such a horrible separation, then I would assume that
Sunny Delight  could  do  the  same.   Therefore,  I  would  give  Sunny
Delight one negative mark for nutrition values.  Because Sunny Delight
is much too sweet, I would actually give it two negative marks.

Purple stuff, on the other hand, is not quite as sweet, or at least I
assume  that.   I  am  still  not  sure  exactly  what  the  purple  stuff  is
supposed to be.  I know it is a grape substance, but is it Kool-Aid or
really  thin  grape  jelly?   I’ll  just  assume  that  the  purple  stuff  is
something, which is not as sweet as Sunny Delight, therefore making it
consumable.  I also cannot say that I have seen any labels relating to
purple stuff, so there is no reason why I should think that it has only ten
percent fruit juice, therefore making something biological dismember
itself from one’s body.  For these two reasons, I have to give purple
stuff two positive marks.

As far as real people are concerned, Sunny Delight was involved in
a taste test against purple stuff.  The people who were told to try the
two drinks were either registered Republicans or registered Democrats.
Sunny Delight was actually doing pretty good in the standings—all the
people who voted for Clinton in the 1992 election liked it—but then
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they somehow found out about the anatomy thing and instantly switched
to purple stuff.  I  guess they weren’t totally absent-minded.  So, the
final  tallies  in  the  taste  test  were  Purple  Stuff:  30,987,230;  Sunny
Delight: 1.  I think the only person who preferred Sunny Delight over
purple stuff was a man named J. Bobbitt.  I’m keeping his first name
concealed for political reasons.  So, purple stuff has three marks, while
Sunny Delight has two marks below zero.

Well,  the important  testing procedures  have been accomplished.
Now for the final test.  What do you like better?  You see the facts
before you.  Which would you vote for?  I can tell you now that Rectum
and Squash Man have already voted for purple stuff...three times.  What
will you decide?  The choice is yours.  Sunny Delight?  Purple stuff?
What would you prefer?  Well, normally I would tell you flat out what
the winner of one of these competitions will be.  This time, however I
want you to decide.  The winner is whichever you prefer.

Hurricane Preparations
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

What kind of natural  disasters hit  your area on a regular  basis?
Well, I know rain is the most common natural occurrence, which hits all
over the world, but that is not quite what I am talking about.  When I
use the term natural disaster, I refer to earthquakes, tornadoes, Crystal
Pepsi, etc., etc.  I also think highly of hurricanes.  That is one of those
super spinning wind things that brew out in the Atlantic Ocean, and tear
down cities when it hits land.  My question to you is, “Are you prepared
for such a natural disaster when it hits?”

If you are unsure about how to prepare for a hurricane, then read
the following steps:

Step one: Watch your local weather to see if there is
one coming.

Step two: If the time period you are currently living in
is between December 1 - May 31,  then don’t even
bother watching the weather report.  There ain’t no
hurricane coming!

Step  three:  If  one  is  coming,  panic,  sell  all  your
possessions, and learn to live in a tree.
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Step four: As an alternative to the previous step, you
can buy the supplies your local news station suggests
you  buy,  and  use  them to  protect  your  home  and
yourself.  Be sure to bring in your cat, too.  I could
just see a billion felines flying through the air right
now.

If you followed these steps correctly, you should be able to keep
yourself  out  of  trouble.   Now,  if  the  hurricane  that  hits  you  is  a
Category 5 (155 mph or higher), then call your insurance agent ahead of
time.  There is no way your house is coming out of that one intact.
However,  if  the  hurricane  is  actually  a  tropical  depression,  or  if  it
misses you totally, then feel stupid.  The most damage you’ll receive is
a couple of stains on your window where a few leaves blew off a tree
and hit it.

Rectum, this is strictly for you.  Don’t surf in a hurricane.  The
board won’t stop when it hits the shore.

If you are  caught outside in  a  hurricane,  lie  flat  on the ground,
preferably in a ditch.  This way someone else’s mobile home won’t hit
you as  it  sails  over  your  head.   You also  want to  be  sure  you are
wearing a lot of clothes when you are out in a hurricane.  There are two
reasons for this.  One reason is that it gets pretty cold out in a hurricane,
so lots of clothes will keep you warm.  Secondly, if you wear a lot of
clothes, it won’t hurt so much when the wind picks you up and slams
you into a wall.

Finally, make sure you have lots of batteries when a hurricane hits.
If  your  power  should  go  out,  you’ll  need  some  batteries  for  your
flashlight.  The reason you’ll need a flashlight is so you can see in the
dark.  Duh!  You’ll also need batteries for your radio so that you can
hear the news talk about how much the hurricane is tearing up, and so
you can listen to your favorite music as you watch your roof transform
into a Frisbee.  Batteries are very important.

Well, I hope this little survival guide has helped you greatly.  One
thing  I  forgot  to  mention  is  that  taping  up  your  windows is  quite
useless.  If a hurricane comes ripping through your house, it’s going to
cause your window to break into little pieces of glass that are loosely
dangling from one another by some strips of tape.  It would be better to
board up your windows.  The winds would cause the window to break
more cleanly if you do it this way.
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Computer Love
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Modems are quite useful these days.  If you do not know what a
modem is, then you may not be very literate in computer technology
and/or  vocabulary.   A  modem  is  a  device  for  linking  computers
together.  A modem connects to a telephone, and computer information
is transferred from one computer to another by way of telephone line.
Using  a  modem,  one  person  can  be  playing a  video  game with his
friend, who happens to be playing it from across town.  A modem is
quite useful in these respects.  But modems are not just used for playing
video  games with people  who are fifty miles  away.   A modem can
actually be used for computer dating.

There  are two types of computer dating.  One type of computer
dating is putting an expiration date or a time clock on your computer.  It
is  a  very basic  procedure,  but  it  is  in fact  computer  dating.  I  will,
however, not talk about that.  What I will talk about is the other form of
computer dating.  This is where two people (usually a male and female),
will talk to each other through their computers, by way of a modem.

Now, to understand completely what involves computer dating, I
decided to try it.  I tapped into a computer bulletin board that featured
many directories.  Some directories were strictly used for exchanging
information  about  political  events.   Some  were  strictly  used  for
exchanging information about popular movies and video games.  There
was  even  one  that  was  strictly  used  for  giving  tips  on  properly
grooming animals.  However, the directory I entered into was called
“Stranger  Love  Bytes,”  which  was used  as  a  dating  service,  where
strangers could get to know others on an intimate level, by talking to
each other through a computer.   The woman I talked to through the
computer  (I  hoped  she  was  a  woman),  referred  to  herself  as  Lady
Babbette of Austria.  The first thing I realized from this is that people
don’t use their real names in these computer dating things.  So, I called
myself Rectum.

The first  thing I realized when the conversation began was that
whenever you meet a girl through these computer dating services, never
call yourself Rectum.  The poor girl thought I  was a  disgusting pig.
Then I told her the story about Rectum, and why he is attached to my
career.   Then I  changed my name to Johnny Carson.  I  figured this
would ease down her worries of me being a pig.

After the rough start, I got to know this girl.  We exchanged pages
of information about one another.  I started to enjoy myself.  I thought
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the whole computer dating thing was actually a lot better than I thought
it  would  be.   I  used  to  think  that  the  people  who got  involved  in
computer dating were just losers who couldn’t get a real date if they
stuck their legs in traffic, but as I was computer dating, I realized that I
was talking to a real girl.  From doing this, I began to respect the whole
idea  of  computer dating.  We computer  dated  for  many weeks,  and
enjoyed every moment.  Then, after two months, we decided to meet in
person.  Now, we could see what we looked like, and we could know
what our  real  names were.   The day came and we met face-to-face.
And, do you know what?  She was butt-ugly and named Fred!  No
wonder she couldn’t get a real date!  Even Mr. Toad would pass her by!
This just goes to show that computer dating is a fraud!

So, that ended my adventure in the world of computer dating.  I
thought it would be cool to give it a try, but it just proved to be a let
down.  If you ever think about getting yourself involved in computer
dating, I would recommend not doing so.  However, if you must get
involved,  make it  a  personal promise never to meet  face-to-face.   It
could very well be one of the biggest disappointments you’ve ever had,
next to America not even coming close to winning a Gold Medal in the
Olympics.  I am personally suffering from this experiment because that
girl shows up on my doorstep everyday, trying to get me to go out in
public with her.  I have a reputation you know.  Sure, I may seem cold-
hearted, but if you saw me walking with her, you would think I was a
low-life for trying to make her look popular or something.

Dating in Virtual Reality
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Last time I told you what it was like to computer date, but what do
you do if that computer is actually a virtual reality machine?  Well, for
one thing, you don’t have to worry about your date being butt-ugly and
named Fred.  In virtual reality, your date can look like a princess and
actually  be  named  Lady  Babbette  of  Austria.   Shortly  after  my
disappointing journey through the computer-dating world, I decided to
find another female off the streets.  I didn’t ask her what her name was
because I didn’t care.  I didn’t want to run the risk of her being named
Jim, so I found this woman and we went on a date in virtual reality.  

In virtual reality, dates are so much more fun than those that are
conducted through a modem.  In virtual reality, one can eat anything.
In my simulated date, the chick and I went to McDonald’s.  At Virtual
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McDonald’s, a silver Ronald McDonald acts as host and headwaiter.
Ronald McDonald sat us down and called in Mayor McCheese to be
our waiter for the evening.  We were given a menu that had listed much
more than just hamburgers.  On the menu, we saw spaghetti, pizza, fish,
chicken, squash, salad, and just about everything.  We ordered a steak
dinner, and Mayor McCheese quickly darted into the kitchen to give the
Hamburglar our order.  When our food was brought out the following
minute, we ate it, and it tasted just like chicken!  Just like in the real
world, everything tastes like chicken in virtual reality.

After our dinner, we went to a nearby night club called Zippy’s
Virtual Night Club.  There, my virtual date (the woman off the street),
and I danced for what seemed like hours.  Our computer bodies—mine
a  pirate,  hers  a  princess—danced  away  amidst  a  crowd  of  silver
silhouettes,  who all  seemed  to  be  drunk.   When dancing  in  virtual
reality, you still  sweat,  but  it  doesn’t show.  Even though in reality
neither one of us can dance, so she told me later, in virtual reality we
knew every  step.   Don’t  ask  me  why,  we just  did.   Actually,  the
program made  it  appear  to  the  other  person’s senses that  we could
dance.  Another plus to dating in virtual reality.

Finally, we took in a virtual movie.  We watched a movie where
Tom  Hanks  and  Meg  Ryan  were  living  in  opposite  corners  of  the
United States, but they were still drawn together like magnets through
the  postal  service  and  radio.   It  was  called  “Virtually  Sleepless  in
Seattle.”  It was the perfect virtual dating movie to cap off a perfect
virtual date.  We sat in simulated seats and pretended to be hand-in-
hand.  By now, we were going to try a simulated kiss, but that would
seem too  weird in a  simulated  movie theater,  so we didn’t.   While
watching  the  virtual  movie,  we  ate  simulated  popcorn  and  drank
simulated Pepsi, which both tasted ironically like chicken.  It was the
perfect way to finish off the evening.

Finally,  the  date  was ending.   As we walked  out  of  the  virtual
theater, and were about to take our virtual reality helmets off, I gave her
a virtual kiss good night.  Once again, it was the perfect way to end a
perfect virtual date.  We even caught a case of virtual mono.

So, there you have it.   That is what it is like to go on a date in
virtual reality.  I never did ask the name of that woman I went on the
virtual date with.  Actually, I don’t really remember saying much to her
after the date was over.  She just said she had a great time and then she
walked back out to the street.  But, I guess that is the important thing
about going on a virtual date.  If you can’t have a good time on a virtual
date, then you shouldn’t go on one.  If you do decide to go on one, try
to find someone that you really don’t care about talking to.  In virtual
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reality,  you  can  do  just  about  everything but  talk.   Of  course,  that
probably defeats the purpose of dating, but I guess that’s why it’s called
a virtual date.

Cartoons
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

Well, here we are again.  This time I am bringing you a special
topic for discussion.  The reason is special for one reason, and it has
nothing to do with the fact that it is about cartoons.  This documentary
is special because it is the last of the four projected original four that
came  after  the  first  four.   In  other  words,  this  documentary  was
supposed to be the eighth documentary, rather than the one hundred
seventy-eighth.  Unfortunately, “No Point, No Reason” got the slot.  I’ll
tell you more about the situation at the volume’s end.

Cartoons are wonderful creations.  Kids see them as their favorite
klutzes and action heroes fulfilling their dreams of falling off a cliff and
busting  megalomaniac  villains,  who run  around  in  their  underwear.
Parents see them as a half-hour toy commercial, or toy infomercial as I
like to call it, that is made out of flickering lights.  I see them as a toy
infomercial that stars my favorite klutzes and action heroes fulfilling my
dreams of falling off a cliff and busting guys in their underwear.  What
do you see them as?

Cartoons  can  be  found  on  television  and  in  the  movies.   I
personally  like  watching  them on  television  more  than  I  do  in  the
movies  because  there  is  supposedly a  new show each  week,  which
means I will see something different each time I watch.  I can’t do that
in the movies.  At home, Aladdin may go to Egypt to fight off a vicious
sphinx one week, and then bake a cake for the Genie the next, but in the
movies, he will always sing with his monkey and lie to Jasmine about
being a prince so that he can move in on the family wealth and scam the
Sultan out of a free magic carpet.

Another big factor about cartoons is when to watch them.  They
come  on  weekday  mornings  and  afternoons  as  well  as  Saturday
mornings.  Now, I believe Saturday morning is the best time to watch
cartoons because there  are more of  them in one sitting and there  is
nothing else to watch for the rest of the day when they are over.  Plus,
Saturday has more action cartoons, which feature more action heroes.
On the weekdays, there are the same numbers of cartoons to be watched
as there are on Saturdays, but they are presented in two shorter sessions.
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It  can be  a  pain in  the butt  to  watch cartoons for  two hours in the
morning, then check out some game shows and tabloid talk shows for a
couple more hours, then a soap opera or two, then finally another set of
cartoons.  So, basically a weekday can consist of a rabbit snacking on a
genetically enhanced carrot, then a person winning lots of cash, then a
group of loud-mouths shouting at each other about who has more fat in
their bellies and thighs, then a man and woman making love to each
other when they don’t even know each other, and finally another rabbit
snacking on a genetically enhanced carrot.

One of the new cartoons that should be checked out in the near
future is one based on Squash Man.  It follows the tradition of other
cartoon super heroes, but it is different some how.  Check it out if you
ever find it on television.  You may just enjoy it.  Or, you may just not.
Just remember to at least  check it  out when it  comes out in the toy
stores as a sculpted piece of adjustable wax.

Big furry creatures are commonly found in cartoons.
A cartoon is not a toy, so don’t eat it.
Well,  it’s  that  time  again.   I  have  to  say  good-bye  and  stuff

pertaining to good-bye.  I  hope you learned a little something about
cartoons today.  For instance, I hope you learned that cartoons are an
art form, even though I did not really say that they were earlier.  Figure
a cartoon is drawn, so it is artistic.  The story lines are creative too.
Merchandising can also become a big part in the creativity of the art
form known as cartoons.  After all a toy can be considered a sculpture.
So, learn to appreciate cartoons because there are a lot of stuff behind
them.  Just look what happened to the Looney Tunes.   That’s right,
Bugs Bunny became Michael Jordan!

Excavation
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

The air is thin of pollution and smog.  The land is barren, a dry
desert of nothing.  Bones buried deep, dinosaur remains left sleeping
for  ages.   But,  the  dust  cloud  comes.   Rumbles  of  engines quickly
sweep the quiet air.  The excavation begins.  Awake deep dinosaurs!
They’re coming for you!

Archaeologists and paleontologists drive for miles to come to the
grounds of their buried boyhood and girlhood dreams.  The dinosaurs
sleep, the bones ready to be uncovered.  These scientists of the earth
enjoy doing the one thing that gets their blood pumping.  That’s digging
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up old bones and artifacts.  This discovers civilizations and creatures of
the ancient past.  This is the excavation.

A scientist’s dream is to have his or her findings published in a
journal  of  science or  some other  magazine that  no  one reads.   The
excavation is that road that leads to this dream.  The archaeologist and
the paleontologist must cross this road if they ever want to be successful
in life.  Either that, or they must find a way to sell hot dogs for five
bucks a bun.  It’s a tough and dirty road, but the devoted scientist of
these arts can conquer the excavation—the road to science glory.

On the excavation site, the scientist must get his hands dirty.  This
means  digging  deep  into  the  grains  of  the  barren  earth.   Mother
Nature’s treeless, fruitless ground must bear its worst to the scientist
before coming out a victor.  A man or woman with a dinosaur bone in
hand, or an arrowhead in his mouth must first face the dryness of the
dusty land.  Unless of course the excavation is in a rain forest.  Then,
the scientist must fight malaria rather than a dirty ground.  See how
nature works?  The scientists love it.

What are the rewards of starting an excavation?  Well, you get to
get your pants dirty, kind of like sliding into home plate without the
home plate.  You get to dig up dinosaur bones, although it makes things
a little rivalrious when the dogs come with you.  You get to wear funky
hats to avoid sunstroke, although they don’t let you avoid humiliation.
The hats are ugly.  Finally, the ultimate reward, when the excavation is
over, the dinosaur bones, or whatever you dug up gets placed into a
museum, and you get your face plastered in science journals all over the
place.  Hey, it works.  Squash Man went on an excavation and found
Hoffa.  Hoffa is now resting in a lawn chair at the Smithsonian Institute
of  Natural  History.   Not  to  mention,  scientists  and  detectives  now
idolize Squash Man.  Of course, he beat them all up.

The excavation plays an important role in the lives of everyone.
For kids, they get to go to science museums and look at all the cool
dinosaur bones.  For the grown-ups, they get to go to their local video
store and rent Jurassic Park, and watch dinosaurs eat lawyers and step
on big trees.  For old people, they get to relive their childhood all over
again, triggering the memories of “the good ol’ days.”

So, the excavation is  a  road that many have traveled,  and some
completed.  Through excavations, man has found the remains of things
that  once  walked  the  Earth.   Sure,  we wished we hadn’t  found the
skeletal remains of some creature that looks a lot like a toad with big
horns.  Who knows what could have killed it.  Who knows why we wish
we hadn’t found it.  But, without the excavation, wishes like that could
never come true.  How else would we find Aladdin’s lamp?  Without
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the  excavation,  how  would  Robin  Williams  ever  revive  his  blue
animated  character,  so  brutally  wounded  in  the  battle  of  Shaquille
O’Neill?  Rub my belly.

Holiday Road
another completely fake documentary by Manjoman Bobbinski

I love the holidays.  I love them because they are full of things to
do and places to go.  I love them because they are a day to celebrate
something and to get out of doing some kind of work.  I  love them
because I get to be whomever and whatever I want.  I love the holidays
because the holidays love me.  Let’s examine some of the most popular
holidays, starting with New Year’s Day.

New Year’s Day is commonly known on our calendar as January 1.
This is the day that we make resolutions that we have no intention on
keeping.  This is the day that we celebrate the birth of a potentially
good or  potentially bad year.   This is  the day that  children can run
through the park, still high on a fun-filled Christmas.  This is the day
that banks are closed.

The next holiday is  Valentine’s Day.   Valentine’s Day is  a  day
where men and women give each other presents and other symbols of
love  and  affection.   Hearts  are  prominent,  and  arrows,  well  they’re
some kind of Eros thing.  It is a holiday when women ask men if they
are Hungarian.  Valentine’s Day is a day where the banks wish they
were closed.

The holiday after that is St. Patrick’s Day.  This is an Irish holiday
where people dress up in green clothes and wear clovers in their hair.
This is a holiday where men and women will kiss each other if they are
Irish, and Chicago will fill its main river with a greenish tint.  This is a
holiday where people will look for an excuse to get drunk.  This is a
holiday where bank employees will intoxicate themselves and sing the
Irish national anthem.

Next are the Sunday holidays.  This includes Easter, Mother’s Day,
and Father’s Day.  Each has honor.  Traditionally, Easter celebrates the
resurrection of Christ.  Unfortunately, the world has turned it into the
celebration of rabbits and Easter eggs.  Where did the world jade us?
Mother’s Day and Father’s Day have not yet succumbed to rabbits and
Easter eggs (take that Energizer!), but they do still hold merit as a day
that parents are honored, and that banks are closed.  Ties and juicers are
fairly prevalent in this time of year.
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Next comes Independence Day.  This is the holiday now commonly
referred to as ID4.  Typically an American holiday, remembering the
separation of the Colonies from England, and celebrated with fireworks,
picnics,  and  the  closing  of  banks,  it  has  been  commercialized  with
aliens, spaceships, and Jeff Goldblum.  Can’t figure that one out.

Then we have Labor Day.  This is  primarily a  picnic and bank
closing day.  Nothing else.

Shortly after  that  is  Halloween.  Halloween is  the day that kids
dress up as their favorite characters, like Batman, Wolverine, and Bart
Simpson.  It is also a day when kids with pink bikinis wish they could
get their squash costumes back.  Pumpkins are also pretty popular this
time of year.  Banks use them when they wish they were closed.

Then  there  is  Thanksgiving.   Another  American  holiday,
Thanksgiving  celebrates  the  killing  of  turkeys  and  the  creation  of
pumpkin pies.  It is a time of year that people will look for an excuse to
get  fat  and  do  nothing  about  it.   Families  torture  each  other  on
Thanksgiving, and banks are glad that they are closed.  For this they
give thanks.

Finally, there is Christmas.  Like Easter, Christmas is another jaded
holiday, in which people think it is primarily around for giving each
other presents and worshipping some fat, red guy in a flying sled.  It’s a
child’s  favorite  holiday  because  it  is  the  only  time  they  can  get
something without having to give anything back.  Kids are greedy, you
know.  Banks are just happy that they are closed.

Once again we come to New Year’s Day, where the cycle repeats.
That’s the road through the holidays.  People celebrate them, but often
take advantage of them.  Oh well, at least the banks get it easy.
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