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Welcome to MOGAVO and 

the Future of Giving! It's 

Clyde Burbank again, the 

Vice President of Media & 
Press for MOGAVO and our 

new charity The League of 

Guardians. The "gulliberal" media lately seems to 

have gotten it in their heads that us here at 

MOGAVO gave been putting our goal of innovat-
ing residential and commercial energy ahead of 

those who use our energy. Thus, to prove that we 

don't always have our eyes on the budget sheet, we 

are proud to start up The League of Guardians, 

and what better way to announce it in Giving, this 
issue of Minutiæ. We are bringing the same level 

of commitment to innovation to caring for chil-

dren without homes. The League of Guardians 

will be at the forefront of providing the basics and 

every opportunity that these children will need to 
succeed.

In response to the New York Times' 

"MOGAVO Coal Refinery Detritus Hurts Air 

Quality in Adjoining Orphanage" article, we are 

transitioning dozens of orphanages that happen to 
be located near one of our MOGAVO FutureCoal 

Fineries into Guardian Foster Homes. These im-

proved foster homes will feature hermetically 

sealed outdoor play areas, reverse osmosis air fil-

tration, and cheerful painted walls with 
MOGAVO FutureLead Paint.

When the At lant ic publ i shed the i r 

"MOGAVO Somehow Outsourcing Energy Jobs" 

rant, we immediately conducted an internal inves-

tigation. Doesn’t it seem very difficult for domes-
tic energy jobs, jobs that one would assume need 

to be in local power plants, to be outsourced? Yet, 

the “gliberal” media needs to fill pages, and what a 

good opportunity for the League of Guardians. 

Therefore, all of our Guardian Foster Homes will 

have advanced educational opportunities to train 

the future of American energy professionals. We 
will be training them on proprietary superior 

MOGAVO FutureCopper Wiring that will make 

these parent-free children big hitters in the econ-

omy of the MOGAVO FutureTomorrow.

Finally, we were shocked to hear that MSNBC 
called MOGAVO “the great proliferators of cor-

porate espionage in American history,” and we are 

using our League of Guardian children to refute 

that argument. All Guardian Foster Homes pro-

vide advanced gymnastics training, digital lock 
bypass classes, and a state-of-the-art musical thea-

ter program with mandatory make-up schooling 

that will help turn any teenage boy into a believ-

able police chief in no time.

It is simply a coincidence that all of this nega-
tive press has come out when we were finally ready 

to make The League of Guardians public. How-

ever, we are thrilled to not only be in the business 

of fueling our homes, but also fueling our chil-

dren. MOGAVO Ahead!

DEPARTMENT OF SALUTATIONS 

Minutiæ uses invented names, except in cases when public 

figures are being satirized. Any other use of real names is 

accidental and coincidental. The contents of this magazine 

are © Copyright 2012 by the publisher, and may not be re-

printed or retransmitted in whole or in part without the ex-

pressed written consent of the publisher.
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Gentlemen, I’ve been a subscriber for twenty-

two years, but I’ve only started reading the maga-

zine recently. Is it possible to retroactively cancel 

my subscription so I never received any of those 
earlier issues? At the very least could a muscular 

young man come get them?

Susan Klasen

Knitting Store Employee

Minneapolis, Minnesota

Gentlemen, while I enjoyed your Fairness is-

sue, I was beguiled that there was no talk of 

women with milky white skin. Come on, let’s all 
agree that milky white skin is the way to be. Yum 

yum yummy. Yum yum single mommies. I hope 

you will publish a correction in your “Who’s 

Really Pure White” featurette.

Dr. Eugene Keller 

Inventor

Orlando, FL

Gentlemen, my father is not in the greatest 

health and there are some slight modifications I 

would like made to Minutiæ. Please make all the 

pages out of very soft cloth with only one word on 
each page, and please alter all people to be male 

and white and not wearing shorts. My father does 

not like exposed shins. He thinks they look like 

chicken legs, and he was attacked by chickens 

when he was a young boy. Thanks.

Rick DeBlacque

Book Store Salesperson

Tacoma, WA

Gentlemen, the motorcade will pick you up in 

front of Swankers at 3:42PM on July 14, 1972. 

Can’t find your way back in time? I guess you 
don’t want the amulet bad enough.

Mr. Dip Paste

Unemployable

Cave-In-Rock, IL

AGENCY OF CÖRRESPONDENCES + COMMUNIQUÉS

“...And so I said, actually, in this economy, I’ll take the two legs.”
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Anne Frankesh (“Everyone is Wrong,” p. 19) 

is a Berkeley-based serious playwright who has not 

had the internet or talked to many people in 

nearly five years. She regularly complains of peo-
ple not keeping in touch with her, and has to 

regularly massage her eye lids because of all the eye 

rolling she does.

Debra Derby ("From the Mountaintop," p. 6) 
is a fearless Desecrious Enterprises-sponsored 

thrill seeker who has scaled seven of the ten tallest 

peaks in the world, but is afraid of commitment 

after her ring finger froze off on Kilimanjaro. 

Perry Walker ("Twinkle Twinkle Little Death," 

p. 17) is actually totally comfortable talking about 

his traumatic wartime experiences, dropping men-

tions of it into break room conversations. Yeah, 

we guess the coffee is “not as warm as Brady’s 
blood” too. 

Sachin Tendulkar ("Aww, C'Mon!," p. 42) is 

the world's greatest living cricket player, and would 

still love to help you refinance your home. Sure, 
dashing all over the globe playing cricket for liter-

ally hundreds of dollars a year is fulfilling, but 

nothing gets him going more than helping strug-

gling families with a quick and painless ReFi on 

their split-level ranch.

Mindy ("Remember The Egg?," p. 105) refuses 

to go by her birth name of Pam Dawber, insisting 

instead that the year is 1978 and Mork is going to 

be landing any moment now.

Craig Bowers ("The Man from Siam," p. 59) is 

a former truck driver who absolutely will not honk 

his horn just because you pull your arm up and 

down, so don't ask because he is a former truck 
driver and doesn’t have a horn to honk anymore. 

Toner Likely ("Brash," p. 11) is an American 

professional skateboarder, fashion designer, GAP 

model, social media personality, and one of the 
members of rap collective Odd Future. Go ahead, 

look it up. See, there's too many to count, so you 

don't know. It could be true. 

Pam Tangiers ("Waller Bee," p. 36) is a travel 
writer and the mother of four wonderful, loving, 

intelligent… Pomeranians! Hoo boy, bet you 

thought she was going to say ‘children’. Her dogs 

are her children, silly.

Shapey ("Shapey Likes It," p. 80) is the host of 

the animated left-leaning children's show Shapey 

Likes It, where he takes kids on a magical journey 

through the avenues of climbing out of the educa-

tional and social holes they are born into.

C.R. Topherke  ("I'm Exactly As Think As 

You Drunk I Am," p. 73) is the lead singer of 

straight-edge post-speed-punk metal group Feature 

Stab, whose debut single Party Hard But Safe can 
be heard in all the truck commercials.

Rick Norbus ("Does Racist Polly Want a 

Cracker?," p. 91) is a lonely behavioral scientist 

who once found a finger while mountain climb-
ing.

CONTRIBUTORS



MISC
JamesCon

Fans of the star of "The Godfather" and "Las 

Vegas" come together for this annual con celebrat-

ing all things Caan. Check out exhibits featuring 
the actor's annotated "Alien Nation" script, the 

bed from "Misery," and the real time machine he 

used to research his role in the futuristic thriller 

"Rollerball." Celebrate over four decades of movie 

star magic.
Stlonk Athletic Auditorium. December 3-4.

ScottCon

An off-shoot of the above mentioned James-

Con, ScottCon is a gathering of men and women 
whose parents conceived them during the fa-

mously sex-filled JamesCons of the 1970s and 80s. 

This includes the actual Scott Caan who was con-

ceived at JamesCon '75 when his father hooked 

up with a model he met on a bus. No autographs 
or photos though please. Scott's just here to chill.

Stlonk Athletic Auditorium Loading Dock. 

December 5. 10am to noon.

WrathofCon
For twenty years, this convention has been 

stranded on the barren wasteland planet of Ceti 

Alpha VI. But now it has a ship - a Federation 

ship, at that - and it will stop at nothing to wreak 

vengeance on the other convention that stranded 
it there in the first place: Captain James T. 

Kirkvention. What's that old Klingon proverb? Oh 

yes. "Revenge is a dish best served with a lami-

nated three-day VIP pass."

The Neutral Zone. December 12-16.

ReCon

What's going on at the other conventions 

around town? Only one way to find out - buy a 
ticket for "ReCon," the only convention dedicated 

to gathering intelligence on the other gatherings 

going on at the same time. But is the source reli-

able? I said, is this source reliable?!! The president 

wants answers. We're running out of time.
Spearmint Hall. December 8-9. 

AirConditionerCon

If you only go to the only HVAC convention 

this year, make it AirConditionerCon. There will 
be heating, ventilation, and, of course, air condi-

tioning. This has been a convention thirty years in 

the making because it has taken 30 years for 

someone to invent something new in HVAC. 

Mostly everyone will be there to see the new 
thermostat from Nest because it is genuinely cool. 

(Cool? Get it?)

Thurber Coliseum. December 18 - 22.
(Ed. note. AirConditionerCon has been cancelled due to a 

facilities malfunction at Thurber Coliseum)

ConAirCon

Against air? You’re not alone, and that's why 

the Carbon Dioxide Consortium is hosting a free 

three day convention to promote their anti-oxygen 

agenda. The pale bald eyebrow-less men of the 
CDC are excited to hand out free water bottles, 

tote bags, and charcoal tablets to anyone willing to 

listen to them. Also, there will be a screening of 

"ConAir."

Beavus Arena. November 31 - December 2.

4

HAPPENINGS IN THE CITY
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CondomsCon

What happens when you set over 300 3rd, 4th 

and 5th graders loose in a large room with 14,000 

colorful condoms? No one knows, but the Har-
vard Sociological Society wants to find out. With a 

grant from the National Endowment for the Arts, 

the HSS will be bussing in young people from 

across the country and depositing them in a con-

vention center where the only thing will be a giant 
pile of condoms in the middle of the room (and 

plenty of video cameras to record the exciting re-

sults!)

Michael Jordanian River Convention Center. 

December 23.

CondemnationCon

Hey, Mommies! Looking for new ways to make 

your kids feel guilty about their actions? The 

CondemnationCon has all your needs with over 
200 venders, and 300 talks spread over 9 rooms 

and 5 days. By the end of this, you'll be wondering 

how you ever made your kids feel bad about their 

adolescent emotional states before. Special guest: 

your dad!
DaLerious' Big Room. December 2 - 7.

RomComCon

Spill a drink. Accidentally touch hands. Meet 

on a subway. All of this and more at the Rom-
ComCon. There will be seminars on Running in 

High Heels, Seeing an Old Friend in a New Light, 

Shoulder Touching, Leaping to Your Feet While 

Covering Your Privates with Pillows, and Looking 

Out Windows. The RomComCon will end sud-
denly, with the rush of convention organizers 

separating people before they can exchange phone 

numbers or even names.

LeAnn Rimes Hall. November 28 - 31.

SeanConneryCon

The always demure Sean Connery hosts the 

12th annual SeanConneryCon because he, in his 

own heavily accented words, "just wants one per-
son to show up." Tickets to SeanConneryCon are 

free, as are swag and three meals a day including 

snacks and desserts. Still, after 12 years, not a sin-

gle person has come to SeanConneryCon, but 

Connery is optimistic that this is the year. He will 
have a baseball glove ready if anyone comes in and 

wants to play, or he'll just be quiet while you enjoy 

the James Bond and Finding Forrester exhibits. 

Will he be the man now, dog? We'll see.

DaLerious' Big Room. December 8 - 18.

TheLongCon

A month-long convention for sneaky thieves, 

young child grifters, and even younger baby steal-
ers (not kidnappers, but babies who are stealers). 

There are no tickets and the entrances will be 

sealed, but that won't be a problem if you really 

want to see the latest in stealing technology. 

French rappers Refrain Rythme will be headlining 
the first evening with their brand of anti-

establishment rap such as "Work Hours Need 

More Regulation, Please" and "Women Should 

Have More Time Off After Their Pregnancies."

Boppbopp Arena. December 1 - 31. �
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THE RIGHT TO WEAR ARMS
Edward Pillnus doesn’t look like an arms 

dealer. He’s fifty-two years old, 5’6”, and a hun-

dred and eighty pounds. He wears wire-rim glasses 

when driving and gets his hair cut once a week at 
the same barbershop he’s frequented since 1992. 

That said, if you look at the numbers, he’s one of 

the biggest gun-runners in the world and his 

products are fired at crowds of innocent bystand-

ers several times a day. And the bystanders? They 
want it.

This is because Pillnus is the CEO of Fun 

Time Ventures, the world’s largest manufacturer 

of the SL-73 pressurized air cannon, also known 

as the “t-shirt gun.” In stadiums and sports arenas 
across the globe, the SL-73 is used to propel pro-

motional apparel high into the packed stands.

“People think we’re just t-shirt guns,” Pillnus 

says as he walks me through the company’s head-

quarters in Snellville, Georgia. “But we have our 
fingers in every aspect of the apparel projection 

business.” He leads me to a place that Fun Time’s 

competitors would pay dearly to see for them-

selves: the New Products Lab.

First up is the Pants Slingshot, which can fire a 
pair of trousers up to four hundred feet. “Slacks 

only though. No jeans. They’re too stiff,” explains 

Daniel Wakler, Fun Time’s lead designer. “At least 

for now. We’re working on some ideas.” Next is 

the Flip-Flop Pistol: handheld revolver that comes 
with its own leather hip holster. “This is a very 

exciting product,” Pillnus tells me. “Unfortu-

nately, we can only shoot very small flip-flops with 

it. Basically, flip-flops the size of peanuts. Only 

babies wants those.” 
After that, we come across the product that 

brought Fun Time a fair amount of trouble re-

cently: the Blazer Bazooka. The bazooka’s ammu-

nition is a “bullet” of ten tightly wrapped, 

vacuum-sealed suit blazers. When fired, the bullet 

breaks apart, spraying its audience with extra-large 
navy blazers. Last August, Fun Town was in the 

press after a man in South Florida held up several 

convenience stores using a prototype Blazer Ba-

zooka. The crime wave reached its zenith when 

the suspect fired the weapon at a store clerk at 
close range, instantly dressing him in a Burger 

Land-branded sport coat and severing his arms 

and legs from his torso. The bazooka has since 

been pulled from Fun Time’s website and is cur-

rently awaiting a “reimagining.”
And lastly, there’s Pillnus’s pet project. The 

product he says will lead Fun Time into the next 

century of apparel projection. He calls it the 

“Derby Drone.” “All of the research tells us the 

derby hat, also known as a bowler, is going to 
make a huge comeback in the next couple years, 

especially with inner city teens,” Pillnus says. The 

drone is a remote-controlled flying robot that will 

be able to make “surgical strikes” of derby hats 

across tens of thousands of spectators at a time. 
He’s developing the technology in conjunction 

with the military research division of DRA Avion-

ics.

“From my front row seat on the forty yard line, 

I’ll be able to pick out a fan anywhere in the 
Georgia Dome, call in a strike to the drone com-

mand center back at Fun Times HQ, and get a 

special Moe’s Burrito Cantina-branded promo-

tional derby tactically delivered to that fan’s 

head,” Pillnus explains as he shows me the blue-
prints in his office. “This is going to change the 

entire industry. My children will never have to 

THE MODERN CITIZEN
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work a day in their lives,” he says with determina-

tion as he slams his fist on the wall.

Pillnus gets misty-eyed whenever his children 

come up. There is a photo on his desk of his eight 
year-old triplets, all holding mini versions of the 

classic SL-73. “It’s all for them,” he says. “Anyway, 

let me show you a little something we’re working 

on called ‘Watch-Palm.’ It’s basically napalm… but 

with watches.” �

DO THE BARTERMAN
An Ontario, Canada man who garnered 

worldwide acclaim in 2006 for a series of barters 

that ultimately earned him the keys to a three-

bedroom home has begun the process of scaling 
his life back down. Following a succession of esca-

lating misfortunes that culminated in divorce 

from his wife of four years, Kyle MacDonald (now 

of Kipling, Saskatchewan) is looking to simplify 

his life – and perhaps start all over again.  
After earning himself the modest home in the 

summer of 2006, MacDonald began looking to fill 

out the corners of his life in much the same fash-

ion. He quickly bartered a free weekend stay at his 

freshly-gotten home for a date with a friend’s sis-
ter. Despite the friend’s insistence that the leveling 

up wasn’t necessary, MacDonald used the sister as 

a gateway to another, more attractive woman. Af-

ter a few more rungs, he had climbed the ladder 

to Nina Pobrev, a stunning former Montreal 
Alouettes cheerleader. The pair were married 

within six months. 

Despite his quirky successes, MacDonald 

quickly ran afoul of the more mundane trappings 

of everyday life, most notably property tax. After a 
failure to pay notice arrived in mid-2008, he began 

a bizarre and escalating series of email deal ex-

changes with the Canadian Tax Board, offering 

summer excursions or fully-fueled Jet Skis in ex-

change for leniency. When each ultimately proved 

unsuccessful, MacDonald was forced to quickly 

uptrade his wife’s engagement ring for – in order 
– a mobile sauna, an original signed lithograph of 

Alanis Morissette, box seats for a year to the Cal-

gary Flames, a used oil tanker and the fracking 

rights to 1,100 acres of oil-rich fields in Alberta, 

which were then transferred to the Canadian Tax 
Board in lieu of actual cash. 

But it wasn’t until MacDonald attempted to 

barter his way out of a pricey Italian dinner in 

Saskatoon in September of this year that Pobrev 

decided enough was enough. Eyewitness reports 
suggest that MacDonald attempted to grab 

Pobrev’s arm forcefully in the parking lot, which 

resulted in a physical altercation between he and a 

few nearby male patrons. After being slapped, 

then punched, then kicked, then pushed to the 
ground, then sat on, then spit on, then nearly 

driven over, MacDonald was able to escape back 

to his home on a bicycle that he traded his car 

keys for.

Now, an emotionally and physically bruised 
MacDonald is looking to begin anew, perhaps in 

an entirely new town. MacDonald has already be-

gun downsizing his life, trading the title to his 

home for an Airstream trailer that he hopes to 

parlay into a twin bed and, ultimately, a cold and 
penniless night on the streets. With any luck, 

MacDonald says, he'll be able to trade his life for 

the sweet embrace of a state-sponsored coma. 

Where he'll go from there is anyone's guess.�



THE FINGER
United States

Fuck You

Andorra

You Wear The Cap
Of A Child

China

Cowardice Becomes You

Vatican City

God Hates You

South Africa

No, Please, Go On…

Bahamas

You Touch Genitals With 
Others

Cyprus

Your Genitals Have
Been Snipped

South Korea

Your Stature Lacks 
Substance

Uzbekistan

Your Thumb Has Love 
With Your Neck

United Kingdom

Up Yours



Serbia

You Resemble Female 
Genitalia

Burma

Your Chest Flaps

France

Nice Beautiful Nose

North Korea

When You Are Taken 
Away, I Will Not Tell

Your Family

Palestine

You’re Jewish

Canada

Your Moose Isn’t Your 
Best Friend

Germany

You Belong Over There 
Momentarily

Netherlands

Your Emotions Are Like 
That Of a Diminutive 

Woman

Venezuela

Your Penis/Well Is
Dry of Oil

Greece

I Reject This

Anger comes in many different languages.
Minutiæ has compiled twenty of the most insulting hand
signals from across the globe into one handy travel guide.
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BLOOD COURT
Martinsville, VA, home of Martinsville 

Speedway, has always been set in its ways. You can 

still see the remnants of the tobacco industry here 

when the sun sets in the summer and gentlemen 
sit out on their porches and smoke their pipes. 

Yet, ways do change and progress cannot be 

stopped, especially when it comes to the impor-

tant matter of blood donations.

"The statehouse recently stated that we can no 
longer discriminate on the basis of sexual orienta-

tion," explains Sharon Bashel, the head of the 

Henry County Blood Bank, as she gives me a tour 

of the facilities. Up until recently, the Blood Bank 

here would refuse to accept blood donations from 
homosexual men and women. "We were required 

to redo our questionnaire, and I believe now we 

have one of the most fair and balanced systems of 

checks and balances in place."

Gone are the "are you a homosexual" and "do 
you engage in anal intercourse" questions. "We 

still have to ensure that the blood we are accepting 

will be safe for the people of Henry County,” says 

Bashel. “These questions help us with that." The 

new extended document that donors must fill out 
includes questions such as "do you enjoy house 

music" and "have you danced in one or more cages 

in the last six months". "Some people don't like to 

answer if they have ever worn a pink tank top and 

an ivory white hat at the same time," says Bashel, 
"and from there we know that these people are 

hiding something and should not be donating 

blood." 

Aside from the questionnaire, there is an im-

proved in-person screening process. "We look for 
dance floor bruises, thin v-neck shirts, smooth 

hairless chests," says Larry Tibelerson, one of the 

nurses who works at the blood bank. "Anything to 

help us ensure the safety of the public." The new-

est addition to the eighteen item checklist in-

cludes showing celebrity mugshots and gauging 

reactions. "Everything we do," says Tibelerson, "is 
to make sure we get safe blood. I don't care who 

they are, I just care that the public is safe. Also, no 

Black Keys." �
(Ed. note, it is possible we misunderstood the phrasing of 

"Black Keys.")

SHELL SHOCK
Residents of Houston, Texas can sleep a little 

easier now, knowing that nearly 900 small and 

medium-sized arms are off of their city streets this 

month, thanks to the mayor’s yearly Guns For 

Gifts program. But for many of the volunteers and 
core staffers behind the gun giveback initiative, 

there are sure to be a few sleepless nights. 

Lucinda Marshall, a longtime Houston resi-

dent and first year volunteer, has found herself 

tossing and turning in the nights since the gun 
giveback ended. “It’s terrifying,” she says, holding 

a steaming cup of coffee under her bleary eyes. 

“The public just sees the statistics and thinks ‘well 

it’s good all those guns are gone’. But they don’t 

understand the process.” Mike Wahl, a former 
beat cop and three-year veteran of the incentive 

program, agrees. “Every single person I’ve talked 

to in the years I’ve been doing this has come away 

with great pride for making the streets safer, but 

even more anxiety. It’s tough even for me to come 
back, but at the end of the day I know that what 

I’m doing is right.”

On its surface, the simple mechanics of the 

gun giveback program seem fairly straightforward. 

Anyone within 30 miles of the downtown Hous-
ton Police Department headquarters – a range 

that includes the city limits of Houston proper 
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and much of Harris County – is free to turn in 

their handguns, rifles, or small ordinance devices 

in exchange for a ticket. The paper tickets can 

then be exchanged for goods on the spot, includ-
ing home electronics, books, canned goods, furni-

ture and more. All of the items are either donated 

from local businesses or are the result of police 

seizure. The benefits for the city are three-fold: 

fewer guns on the streets, fewer cobra necklaces in 
the impound lockers and all of the positive press 

that comes with such a program.

Yet, for those running the gun giveback on the 

day of the event, it’s an unrelenting nightmare. 

A mob of impatient Houstonians gather 
downtown well in advance of the 9am start time, 

jockeying for line position in order to secure the 

best exchange items. And, since the giveback pol-

icy is one ticket per gun, the heartiest morning 

folks are also the most well-armed, stuffed to the 
gills with hidden single-shot pistols, Marine-grade 

assault rifles, and even (in one instance) a Golden 

Gun. Tensions mount in the moments before the 

doors open to the public, leading to pushing and 

shoving despite many early-goers being strapped 
with ancient grenades and cocked shotguns.

As the doors open, a sea of armed and angry 

gun-wielders burst into the large hall, tripping 

over each other and inadvertently discharging 

their firearms in the process. From the volunteer 
table, the scene is something akin to the old world 

style of battle, where front line men in bundled 

coats were little more than bullet fodder. Except 

here, the bullets are indiscriminate, and the ran-

dom shots are coming from the brigade itself. "We 
tell them, every year, to remove the bullets, but… 

ugh… they just don't listen," says Wahl.

Those fortunate to reach the tables unscathed 

immediately dump their loaded wares, spilling out 

cartridges and knocking off safeties with abandon 

as they scream for their precious exchange tickets. 

After all, the early prizes are certainly the most 

valuable. “Last year, somebody took home a 
horse,” says Wahl, the officer-turned-volunteer. “It 

used to belong to a cartel member who fancied 

himself a racing man, but when he got taken 

down the chief said ‘what the hell are we going to 

do with a horse?,’ and sent it over to us.” Other 
ostentatious items have included hydraulically-

enhanced cars used in smuggling rings, a Renoir 

painting that hung in the private home of a 

wealthy oil businessman before he was murdered 

by his wife, and a rare Super-8 film of The Beatles 
doing improv comedy. 

Wahl grimaces as he feels the phantom pains 

of a pinkie toe that was blown off two years ago at 

the gun giveback program. “I’d be lying if I said it 

wasn’t a bit like my time on the force, though”, he 
gleams as he rubs his foot. “It certainly gets the 

old juices flowing.” For others, the thrill has been 

replaced with memories they won’t soon forget. 

Lucinda Marshall sighs over yet another cup of 

early morning joe. “I see them just at the moment 
I’m about to fall asleep. As the horizon line falls 

away in front of me, here they come, pushing, 

shoving their way towards me, some with more 

than two arms just so they can hold all of their 

guns.”
By the third hour, things are relatively calm at 

the giveback, as most of the best trade pieces have 

already been purloined, but you can never be too 

safe. Last year, just before the program shut down 

for the day, an octogenarian with a single-barrel 
shotgun entered, using the gun as a cane. Before 

ever reaching the table he stumbled and dis-

charged one shell straight through the floor and 

into the men’s restroom below. Thankfully, only a 
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Hispanic member of the janitorial staff was killed, 

and people were getting his name wrong all the 

time anyway. 

Now, with the 2013 Houston Guns For Gifts 
already on the calendar for next fall, Marshall is 

unsure if she’ll return. Sure, there’s the satisfac-

tion of taking guns off the streets and providing a 

service to her community, but the haunting im-

ages and blood-speckled ID badge don’t make the 
proposition very enticing. Still, she’s got eleven 

months to decide. Until then, she jumps when-

ever a car door slams too loudly, and will often 

leave a store if a crowd forms. For Marshall, Wahl 

and many others, it’s all an unintended conse-
quence of a program that just keeps on giving. �

THE LESTER OF TWO EVILS
Anyone who’s been following the upcoming 

Halifax, Nova Scotia mayoral race as close as I 

have must have a headache, because all of the 

back-and-forth is making my head spin and ache! 
As a local business owner, I might have a case of 

"What Have You Done For Me Lately" Syndrome 

when it comes to incumbent mayor Mark Lester, 

but his opponent Jim Latham seems to have a bit 

of his own dark past. Granted, Latham’s got the 
bona fides from his five year position as County 

Supervisor and he's well known from his time as a 

rescue diver, but the simple question is this: can 

we trust Jim Latham, the man who once spilled 

hot soup on the Queen of England?
So far, the answer seems to be a resounding 

“No.” Listen, I’m no crumb bum diehard for cur-

rent mayor Lester and the mess he’s made by con-

solidating our Parks, Sanitation, Tax, Redevelop-

ment and Tourism departments, so you won’t find 
me singing his praises. After all, this is a man who 

once drove drunk, hit a moose, and then tried to 

cover it up by burying the carcass under center 

court at the Halifax Metro Centre. (Go Halifax 

Rainmen!) Rumor has it, Lester regularly requests 

and then throws hot coffee on his aides. But what 
about Jim Latham? Are we to forgive a man who, 

more than 15 years ago, knocked a bowl of steam-

ing clam chowder into the lap of the same beauti-

ful woman who adorns our currency? I don’t buy 

it. 
And I’m not alone. My neighbor Sandy Feagle 

says that even though Jim Latham once pulled her 

from a wrecked Toyota 4Runner, she still consid-

ers him a would-be assassin with a poor choice of 

watery weapon. The cries for Latham to finally 
explain his actions came to a head at last month’s 

citywide debate. Despite begging the audience to 

move on to “bigger issues” like the city’s unem-

ployment rate, Latham was forced by a vocal group 

of protestors wielding pots of hot chowder to rec-
reate the grisly soup scene. Dejectedly pulling over 

an unused table and sitting down in a desk chair, 

Latham weakly indicated to the wide-eyed crowd 

just exactly how he’d tripped on a wrinkled bit of 

carpet while attempting – he claims – to make fair 
passage for the Queen as she walked into the 

room. Sorry, but I smell bullshit.

Let’s hope the issue of the Jim Latham and his 

twelve boiling ounces of clamwater continues to 

haunt the mayoral hopeful as he canvasses the city 
for votes. For now, the jury is still out on the Hali-

fax mayoral campaign. Will it be Lester, who just 

last year was caught on tape proudly slugging a 

child, or Latham, a man so irresponsible with his 

own body and lunch choices that he would throw 
a bowl full of scalding broth into the lap of our 

nation’s own mother? It’s ultimately up to the city, 

but this is one voter who’s anything but “unde-

cided.” �
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ON THE SCOOP: TEEN VOTING
Check it. This election, we've been hearing 

from the unemployed, veterans, teachers… every-
one except a fifth of our population. Yes, 20% of 

the US are 14 years or younger, so I went to the 

Westfield Wheaton Shopping Center in Whea-

ton, MD to get the scoop about what was on the 

mind of teen voters.
The gaggle of  teens were all a-flutter when I 

approached them in front of the Dairy Queen. 

"What? I guess Obama," said Kyle Brosan, 15, 

"who are you?" A surprisingly apt question coming 

from such a young American. Who are we? 
Americans? Patriots? Time for a bigger scoop of 

this sundae.

"We can't vote," said Anastasia Morton, 15, 

who quickly rolled her eyes, looked at her two 

teenage girlfriends, nervously laughed and walked 
away. I thought teenagers would be willing to 

share (like Facebook) with me about their views 

on teen voting. Seemed like they were as worn out 

as the rest of the country was on this election. Yet, 

a scoop had to be had.
In the DigiBin video game shop, I asked two 

barely legal-to-be-called teenagers, Tyler and Brad, 

each 13, what they thought of the election. "I 

don't care," said Tyler. "Do you work here?" asked 

Brad. And I asked myself the same question: 

Should being an American be such hard work? 
Isn't this why we elect men and women to lead us? 

This scoop wasn't coming easy. Tyler and Brad 

were jaded too!

Thankfully, Sgt. Lance J. Lerner, head of mall 

security, was there to help me get to the bottom of 
this scoop. "Sir, you realize you have been de-

tained for approaching minors," Sgt. Lerner ex-

plained to me as I interviewed him in his office. 

"No, man, listen, you are in trouble," said Sgt. 

Lerner. And aren't we all in trouble? This country 
is one “iceberg ahead” from sinking. Sgt. Lerner 

had seemingly no interest in talking about our 

failed political system. What was the scoop I 

found? Americans are fed up with rhetoric and 

placating campaigns.
The teens I spoke with weren't interested in 

voting, and Sgt. Lerner seemingly had no interest 

in talking about the election, federal or otherwise. 

It's time we all pay attention to what is going on in 

this country, and always take every opportunity to 
vote for and make your voice heard! �
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GUIDANCE AND ADVICE
Susan Alan-Wenswick is a prolific Life Specialist, working in 

the metro Miami area. She has written several books, includ-

ing most recently Elastic Bucks.

Everyone's money is tight right now, but my 

husband and I still want to have romantic dates. 

What are some ways to have an amazing night 
out without spending a ton?

Ah, how to keep the fire going without a lot of 

fuel! Don't worry, gal, even I'm downsizing right 

now. A recession isn't an end to date night. First, 
ditch the wheels and heels and walk to the restau-

rant. Next, have you and your beau share an en-

trée and skip the expensive dessert for a pint of ice 

cream you pick up on the way home. Finally, re-

watch your favorite films by checking your local 
library. Date night can be wallet light!

I am having a dinner party for my work 

friends and I'm worried about the costs. How 

can I make a good impression on a smaller 
budget?

Thin vegetable soup is always an easy way to 

feed a large group. All you need is a large stockpot 

and whatever thin donated vegetables come in 
that day. Smaller bowls always go further!

Uhm, Susan, did I serve you at the soup 

kitchen last week?

Oh, well, you see, yes, I was there, partially for 

researching and partially because, Piecing Together 

Puzzle Life, the book I self-published is in turn-

around right now. In fact, most of my material 

assets are in turnaround or with my ex-husband 

Henry. Sure does keep overhead low, and in these 

budget-conscious times, can we afford to have a 

high overhead?

Well, I also saw you with all of your posses-

sions in a big blue IKEA bag.

Yes, I did have some of my most meaningful 

possessions with me. As many of you know, the 
pipes in my home recently burst, flooding the 

house. I would have had a plumber come out, but, 

again, turnaround. And then the bank came to 

reclaim the pipes. Then, without pipes, the city 

condemned the house. And I would have gone 
and stayed at a hotel, but, again, turnaround. And 

my sister's new husband and I do not get along 

after I scratched his Boxster. 

Spending time in state-funded shelters gives 

me the opportunity to get back to my writing and 
stay in touch with real people. Plus, thin vegetable 

soup is a great diet (see above). �

Thi! Chri"ma"ime, 
Remembe# the Le$ Fortunate

a me%age from
Pastor John Quiggly 

and
THE CHURCH OF 

INSISTENT 
DEVOTION

churchofinsistentdevotion.god
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EDIBLE DERANGEMENTS
When is a turkey not a turkey? When you’re at 

Luke Freeleaf’s house. The self-described “enviro-

metastic freegan with an omniopathic bent” is 

helping to spearhead a growing alt-Thanksgiving 
tradition in his Hawthorne neighborhood of Port-

land, Oregon. By not subscribing to the tradi-

tional ins and outs of America’s most gluttonous 

holiday, Freeleaf and his expanding tribe have 

morphed the nation’s day of thanks into some-
thing the Pilgrims likely wouldn’t even be able to 

pronounce. 

“I always considered Thanksgiving to be, like, 

the pinnacle of the holiday season,” says Freeleaf, 

as he chews on a stalk of lemon grass while we 
wait for a load of discarded naturally grown 

peaches behind Food Front Cooperative Grocery. 

“Even as a kid, my family would sit down to these 

huge meals, full of animal flesh and economic and 

societal carnage. How ignorant I was…” It wasn’t 
until September of this year that Freeleaf discov-

ered the art of ‘freeganism’, where enterprising 

people in urban environments rely almost exclu-

sively on the edible waste that the rest of the city 

produces. “All it took was one pamphlet”, says 
Freeleaf (birthname Goldstein) of his total trans-

formation. “From there, I started finding all these 

wikis and tumblogs and the more I read, it just 

started to make sense.”

Now, he’s a dedicated tradesman in the un-
derground world of recycled food. In just a few 

short weeks, the quickly emaciating 26-year-old has 

moved far to the left of the basic tenets of freegan-

ism, adding ‘enviro-metasticism’ and ‘omniopa-

thology’ to his dietary resume. The former, of 
course, espouses a healthy dose of pure, unleeched 

sod with every meal – “To aid in digestion and 

return to our natural roots,” Freeleaf insists – 

while the latter title delves into the ideas of men-

tal fracturing and one’s ability to communicate 

nonverbally with the plants that surround us. For-

get the black hats and shiny buckles, this is 
Thanksgiving – Freeleaf style. 

As we sit down to a dry run dinner in the 

weeks leading up to Freeleaf’s reborn Thanksgiv-

ing, he is noticeably nervous (or maybe just really 

hungry). First, the birch paper guest list continues 
to expand, meaning there’s going to be a lot more 

dumpster diving in the near future. To make mat-

ters worse, the recipes before us are far from being 

the tried and true pumpkin pies and turkey that 

one might associate with a typical Thanksgiving. 
Non-plastic bowls and hollowed out dried gourds 

serve as the dishware, each containing a formida-

ble pile of unknown substances in questionable 

hues. Were this to be an Army-sponsored fete, the 

pale greens and weak browns might fit right into 
the color scheme, complete with mossy mounds of 

sod to serve as palate cleansers. "Isn't this great?" 

says the visibly-thinner Freeleaf.

Spooning through dish after dish in uncertain 

order creates a multitude of emotions with no sin-
gle bowl more important than the other. "Imagine 

if – like, open your mind for just one second – 

gimmie that phone – imagine if sitting down next 

to your dear old Grandma on turkey day, she gave 

the peas, dinner rolls, turkey and pats of butter 
with exactly the same amount of importance. No 

labels. I'm staunchly anti-classification on the 

grounds of divisiveness," Freeleaf explains as his 

boxers drop from his ever slimming waistline.

As the sliding sun falls towards its western 
edge, Freeleaf returns my phone and with a pallid 

handshake releases me from his dreams of a better 

Thanksgiving. Whether or not his down-to-earth 

tactics and dumpster tenacity catch on in other 
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cities remains to be seen. But with the coming 

darkness, a horde of bearded Hawthornites moves 

toward the reclaimed wooden shack I’ve just left. 

Hidden behind an old boxcar in a weedy lot near 
the warehouse district, Freeleaf’s acolytes drag 

with them old tires, cracked camper shells and 

fistfuls of foraged herbs and spices.  "Listen, man, 

one day, all of us, we'll be living on this very plot 

of land," proclaims Freeleaf, "And we'll eat like 
kings." Of what kingdom, though, I don’t really 

care to ask. �

SECOND THOUGHT
Geez Louise, give me a break. Thank heavens 

this campaign is finally over! I couldn’t take an-

other debate or speech or rally or yard sign or 

bumper sticker or postcard. Enough is enough, 

and this campaign gobbled up close to two billion 

dollars, When I took a look at where those cam-
paign dollars were going, I was appalled. 

Considering if you were to take the operating 

budgets for each of the two presidential cam-

paigns, and spread that across the Sunbelt states, 

excluding an opted-out Arizona, in lieu of another 
appellate grant that, as far as I know, has been de-

clining in value for the past 18 months without 

ever, and I mean not once, touching on renewable 

energy sources aside from solar, wind and water 

that, without refining, could result in a boondog-
gle the size of Washington State, Alberta, New-

foundland, and, if we are not careful, a resurgence 

of the last nineteen most maligned baseball or-

ganizations and the top manufacturers of dry 

goods and with only thirty percent of motions 

passed we cannot afford to ignore the lasting re-

sults of a four day work week and a five day week-
end and, finally, but of course nothing ever is, 

bringing in fourteen new federal departments that 

cover only a minority of the majority of the top 

issues that have been burdening our country in 

the last century greater than the last presidential 
cabinets did with no end in sight.

I have never been one to just stuff soft nuts in 

my ears to stop the yammering, but these cam-

paigns have been spending four dollars for every 

vote of a young Latina aged 18-22 and, if you sub-
tract the last twenty years of civil rights, this cost 

skyrockets and is left on the shoulders of the states 

which have the largest budget shortfall since Rich-

ard Nixon decided to take each and every left 

handed person, excluding fair skinned people, 
and ask them to draft a letter of intent that I don't 

believe (and please correct me, readers) has ever 

been released by the Library of Congress, the Na-

tional Archives, the Secret Service or any of the 

multitude of federal agencies that have found not 
one, not two, but no examples of wrongdoing 

amongst uninsured Americans, and in this day 

and age, without ever having to reconsider the 

budget and the ink that is used to present it to 

four of the tallest Senators who sneeze when they 
see the sun after being inside for a long time, I 

would rather hear about someone scraping their 

nose than another "I approve this message" mes-

sage, and that's your Second Thought. �
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At 10:15AM on December 12, 1977, 
four men walked into the Wells Fargo 
Bank on the 1700 block of Haight 
Street in San Francisco and began their 
robbery. At 2:00am the following 
morning, the robbery was over and five 
people were dead.
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10:13AM - 0 DEAD, 0 INJURED

Casey Trek pulled up in his 1975 AMC Mata-

dor in front of the Wells Fargo Bank. Casey was 
chosen as the driver because he was good at the 

Night Racer video game by Micronetics and he 

was the youngest of the group. In the car were Ca-

sey's older brother, Mark, and his Army buddies 

Alvy Green, Warren Sawner and Oren Plotzky. All 
were trained in jungle combat and were confident 

in their use of the shotguns they were holding.

Casey complained that he needed to pee as 

the Army vets stepped out of the car. "Hold it for 

ten minutes," Mark told his younger brother. The 
gunmen nodded to each other, slipped on their 

ski masks, and walked into the bank brandishing 

shotguns.

Working at the bank that day were four clerks, 

the bank manager, and the old black security 
guard Franklin O'Shane. Jean Rickenzie, an eld-

erly independent-woman, was there to request sev-

eral cashier’s checks for her grandchildren. Matt 

Rebed was stopping in to cash his paycheck for his 

work as an organ transplant deliveryman, with 
cooler in tow. Ms. Katherine Klein had brought in 

her third grade class to learn about banking.

There is a certain amount of chaos that occurs 

when holding up a bank. Alvy put his gun to the 

old black security guard's back; Warren and Oren 
screamed at the customers, including the students; 

Mark made his way to the back to the bank man-

ager, Mr. Issac R. Whisken. Everyone was on the 

ground. It was at that time Warren's PTSD kicked 

in.
He had focused his gun on the group of young 

children. In Vietnam, he had seen and done hor-

rific things, and one of the students triggered a 

flashback. 

"No, Sergeant, I won't do it!" Warren 

screamed. 

"Hey, man, keep it together." Oren yelled back.

"No, Sergeant, I'm done with your Army." He 
then turned his shotgun on Oren.

What sounded like a cannon blast echoed 

through the high-ceilinged bank, followed by 

screams. Oren lay on the ground with a hole in 

his stomach, bleeding out. The old black security 
guard spoke knowingly: "No one plans on rain."

10:17AM - 1 DEAD, O INJURED

 

Before heading off to Vietnam, Warren had 
been in love with Stacey, a girl from his hometown 

of Worcester. The night before he left for basic 

training, Warren confessed his love to her.

"Oh, Warren, thank you for the present," said 

Stacey, working behind the counter at the 
Friendly's Ice Cream Shop.

"It's a pinwheel I made, because we're in love," 

said Warren.

Stacey look around at her giggling friends. 

"Warren, we can't be in love…" started Stacey.
"I know, I know, I'm about to head off to 

Vietnam–" said Warren.

"No, I– Warren, I'm going steady with some-

one else." said Stacey.

Warren started to tear up as Stacey gave him a 
free scoop of butterscotch and wished him well in 

the Army. As Warren sprinted out of the ice 

cream shop, crying, he tripped and the butter-

scotch scoop fell onto the sidewalk.

Vietnam wasn't easy on Warren. He would 
spend nights in the jungle imagining that Stacey 

was just trying to protect both of them in case he 

didn't come back. On leave, Warren spent time in 

Cam Rahn Bay at an ice cream shop where he be-
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came enamored with a girl behind the counter. 

He couldn't remember her real name, but he 

called her Stacey, which she giggled at. Warren 

would bring Vietnamese Stacey presents and go 
for walks. One evening, she initiated a kiss and it 

was the happiest moment of his entire life.

Back in his fatigues, the outlook was not as 

cheery. Warren was involved in some of the most 

horrific acts of the war, including the burning of 
villages and murdering of women and children. 

He began to have nightmares, and wanted to con-

fide in Vietnamese Stacey, but she had disap-

peared and the ice cream shop had been boarded 

up. Warren got into a fight in the mess hall when 
a fellow soldier innocently commented that he 

didn't like ice cream. The war was over for War-

ren, and he was shipped back to Massachusetts.

He went looking for Stacey at Friendly's and 

ended up in the North County Pilot the next day 
for "punching through the thick glass of the ice 

cream case." Warren learned that Stacey had mar-

ried someone else, a fact that he justified was to 

protect both of them. Warren met up with his 

Army pal Alvy Green in The Old Neighborhood 
for a few days, then both decided to take Mark 

Trek up on his offer to come to San Francisco to 

work at the bakery he was starting up.

Four months later, Mark's bakery was not go-

ing as well as he had hoped and needed money. A 
second loan fell through. A foolish bet with a 

tricky bookie on the Miami Dolphins to win the 

World Series drained him further. Eventually, a 

bank robbery seemed like the only option. The 

men walked in. Chaos ensued. Warren saw the 
face of a young boy he had killed in Vietnam and 

shot Oren in the stomach. He then sat down 

against a wall and said nothing.

Mark came out of the back room with 

Whisken, the bank manager. All the hostages in 

the bank were now huddled in the lobby on the 

ground. Mark tried to get a word out of Warren, 
but it was't happening.

Alvy had been behind the counter, having the 

clerks gather up all the money. It didn't amount to 

much.

"There's only three grand here!" Alvy shouted 
as he walked over to Mark.

Mark turned to Whisken and said it was "time 

to open up the vault."

"I'm sorry, that’s impossible. The vault can  

only unlock one hour before we open and right 
when we close. And that's not for another six 

hours." explained Whisken.

"Are we fucked?" Alvy asked as he helped get 

Warren into a chair.

Mark wasn't quite sure of the answer.
"Pardon me, gentlemen," said Franklin 

O'Shane, the security guard, "but sometimes wait-

ing for cookies to bake makes them taste all the 

sweeter." Then O'Shane winked his eye and made 

his way back to the crowd huddled in the lobby.
One of the students, nervous, bit his tongue.

10:40AM - 1 DEAD, 1 INJURED

Outside in the car, Casey Trek had heard the 
gun shot go off, and now really needed to pee. He 

couldn't take it anymore. He kept the car running 

and dashed off to the coffee shop down the street. 

Casey returned to right outside the bank just in 
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time to see his AMC Matador turning the corner 

onto Cole Street. 

Casey ran after his car, but it was already gone 

around the corner. He scoped around, knowing 
he needed wheels, and started checking the doors 

on every car. Someone noticed him, shouted 

"hey!" and Casey ran off around the corner again, 

spraining his ankle in the process. 

10:42AM - 1 DEAD, 2 INJURED

Back inside the bank, Mark and Alvy decided 

it was time to cut their losses and leave. Alvy went 
to the front door to tell Casey to get ready. Alvy 

didn't see the car so he stepped outside, with his 

shotgun, and startled a woman about to enter the 

bank. The woman ran off and Alvy slunk back 

into the bank.
"What was that scream?" asked Mark as he 

tried to get Warren up.

"The car is gone and some lady saw my shot-

gun!" replied Alvy.

"That little fucking pissant!" Mark had reserva-
tions about Casey. He knew he could trust him, 

but he also knew he wasn't the bravest.

Mark and Alvy knew they couldn't take a 

nearly comatose Warren anywhere and decided 

they were going to wait it out for six hours until 
the vault could be opened again. Alvy would 

watch the hostages as Mark explained the situa-

tion to Whisken.

"Can you please stop pointing that gun at my 

students?" asked Ms. Katherine Klein.

"You a teacher?" Alvy lowered his gun. 

"Yes. I brought my students to learn about 
banking."

"So, you're a good teacher, huh?"

"I try my best."

Alvy dragged a chair over and offered it to her. 

"You teachers work too hard to be sitting on the 
ground." Ms. Katherine Klein thanked Alvy and 

took a seat.

Aside from his tour of duty, Alvy spent his 

entire life in The Old Neighborhood in New York 

City with his father, a city electrician, and his 
mother, a teacher. The Old Neighborhood was a 

melting pot of all the immigrants: Irish, Polish, 

Czech, Mozambiquianizans. They all had their 

place in The Old Neighboorhood. On his way to 

school, Alvy would encounter men selling rugs 
next to fried fish and morning bar fights next to 

pãozinho.

When Alvy returned from the war, he found 

that The Old Neighboorhood had fallen on hard 

times. Hot crime and cool drugs were on the rise. 
They had to close the school that his mother 

worked at because rats had taken over and started 

using it as an efficient rat school. His father would 

have to commute two hours each way every day on 

a variety of trains, ferries and subway cars. When 
Warren came to visit Alvy, the two decided that 

San Francisco and Mark's bakery would be what 

they needed.

Mark finished up explaining the situation, and 

he and Whisken walked into the lobby to tell the 
hostages.

"We are going to wait," said Whisken, "and as 

long as we cooperate, we will all be fine."
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"You're bad people." said the independent-

woman Jean Rickenzie.

"Mrs. Rickenzie, please." said Whisken.

"They are!"
"I'm gonna call in for some pizza," said Mark, 

"and we're just going to sit here. You got a closed 

sign or anything like that?" Whisken nodded and 

motioned for O'Shane to turn the sign.

"I need to go to the bathroom," said Ms. Kath-
erine Klein.

"I'll take her," quickly offered Alvy.

Alvy escorted Ms. Katherine Klein to the 

bathroom. Alvy leaned against a wall while Ms. 

Katherine Klein sat in the stall. She came out and 
washed her hands.

"Thank you for getting me that chair," said Ms. 

Katherine Klein.

"This whole thing ain't about you sitting on 

some floor," replied Alvy.

Ms. Katherine Klein moved closer to Alvy.

"What is this about?" asked Ms. Katherine 

Klein.

They started making out.

Back in the lobby, things were getting tense.

"Yes, I'll have ten cheese pizzas," said Mark into 

a phone.

"I want pepperoni," one of the students said.
Mark placed his hand on the receiver. "What?"

"I want pepperoni."

"You don't get pepperoni."

"But I want it."

"I don't care."

"But I want it."

"What you want doesn't matter to me."

"But I want it."

"Fine! Make one of those pepperonis. Ok, 
we're at–"

"I want pineapple," said another one of the 

students.

"No, no, I am not taking requests."

"If he gets pineapple, I want tomatoes." an-
other one of the students spoke up.

"There's already tomato sauce on it."

"No, no sauce, only tomatoes."

"Pardon me, sir," said O'Shane, "but I remem-

ber when I was only twelve, and it was my birth-
day, and my momma, she was a great big old lady, 

and we were very poor, and it was my birthday, 

and she baked me a cake with the most richest 

chocolate frosting I had ever had and have had 

since. Made me forget about our problems for a 'lil 
while." O'Shane then tipped his security guard 

hat.

Mark set down the receiver. "Ok, who wants 

what?"

Out on the street, Casey had returned to his 

search for a car. His sprained ankle slowed him 

down, and he had stopped underneath a large air 

conditioning unit that was dripping on him. He 

moved out of the way, inadvertently stepping in a 
puddle, soaking his shoes. Then he moved back 

onto the street, only to have a pail of water thrown 

on him by a dishwasher. Now completely soaked 
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and with no other alternative, Casey made a bold 

decision: he peed his pants.

"Ok, ok, ok. I have two pepperonis. One pine-
apple. One pineapple and pepperoni. One green 

peppers, olives, onions. And one tomatoes, no 

cheese, no sauce… Is this really what you want? 

You just want tomatoes on bread?"

"It's how my mommy makes it."
"And what do you want?" Mark asked 

independent-woman Jean Rickenzie.

"I'll have a saltine," replied the elderly.

"They won't have saltines. It's a pizza place."

"Then why did you even ask me?" Mark's stress 
levels were rising.

It was at that time that a customer had come 

to the door, trying to pull it open.

"You," Mark motioned to O'Shane, "tell that 

guy you're closed!"
O'Shane walked with purpose to the door, but 

the bespectacled man in a pinstripe suit had al-

ready pressed his face up to the glass door and saw 

everything: A bleeding Oren, Warren sitting 

against a wall, a group of hostages, and Mark 
holding a shotgun. The man quickly ran away.

"FUCK!" shouted Mark.

"I'm hungry," said one of the kids.

In the bathroom, Alvy and Ms. 

Katherine Klein continued to make out, 

with her blouse torn asunder and his 

Army-muscles bulging out his shirt. 

Alvy placed his shotgun on the sink. He 

wouldn't need it now. He wasn't making 

hate.

Ms. Katherine Klein removed her 

glasses and let down her long auburn 

hair. She was a wild lioness, Queen of 

Animalia. She placed her palms on 

Alvy's chest, feeling between the buttons 

a body that war had chiseled like a Mi-

chelangelo to a David.

Alvy's rough hands caused a run in 

Ms. Katherine Klein's stockings. Alvy 

wasn't sure if he heard "take" or "rip," 

but the stockings soon found themselves 

in a pile on the bathroom floor that 

would soon grow with Alvy's shirt and 

Ms. Katherine Klein's glasses. The pile 

was not the only mound growing.

 

Matt Rebed, the organ deliveryman, had no-

ticed the cooler he had with him was considerably 

less cooler now. “There’s a little boy in Potrero 
Hill who isn’t going to see tomorrow,” said Rebed.

12:05PM - 2 DEAD, 2 INJURED

A strange thing happens when police get in-
volved. Telephones are diverted. Electricity is cut. 

There are barricades. A crowd appears. 

Casey, having returned to the bank sopping 

wet and smelling of pee, stood in the crowd watch-

ing the action unfold. Amongst the cops and 
squad cars, Police Lieutenant Dan Ben assessed 

the situation. Lieutenant Ben was a 14 years vet-

eran of the San Francisco Police Department, the 

last five of which had been on the Hostage Nego-

tiation Team. He had saved kids from long-haired 
junkies, diminutive white ladies from radical 

Black Power groups; now he was here to stop four 

Vietnam vets from robbing a bank. Lt. Ben was 

well known for having an eye-patch over his left 

eye, wearing fingerless leather gloves and a sleeve-
less leather jacket.
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Unfortunately, the pizza arrived after the po-

lice, and Mark was forced to negotiate away two 

hostages for the pies. Matt Rebed and 

independent-woman Jean Rickenzie were freed. 
Rickenzie would live another five years and die in 

her sleep in her son's apartment. Rebed pursued 

his dream of creating the "Re-Bed," a claw-like de-

vice that would help the elderly get back into bed 

after they fall out. If only he ever invented it be-
fore independent-woman Jean Rickenzie had fa-

tally rolled out of bed.

While the kids went to work eating the pizza, 

Mark got on the phone with Lt. Ben.

"I want to walk out of here with twenty thou-
sand dollars and a plane to Argentina," said Mark.

"You want that, I need the kids," said Lt. Ben, 

chewing on that lollypop stick he always had.

"I give you the kids, you have no reason to not 

bust in here and take us," said Mark.
"Then–What? What is going on?" asked Lt. 

Ben as the crowd behind him made a collective 

gasp.

One of the officers, overwhelmed by the 

crowd control work, was having a heart attack. 
Inside, things weren’t any better.

"Mister! Mister! Help!" said one of the huskier 

kids, while running up to Mark.

Whisken the Bank Manager was clutching his 

throat, a half eaten slice of pizza on the floor next 
to him.

"Was… there… pineapple… in… this?" Whisken 

said with what would be his last breaths.

2:15PM - 4 DEAD, 2 INJURED

Ms. Katherine Klein mounted Alvy 

like a cowgirl to a wild steer. He-haw. 

He-haw. She bucked on top of him with 

the force of a twister coming through 

the dusty plains of America. Her long 

hair twirled and danced above him. The 

emergency exit light draped the two 

unkempt souls in a deep crimson as Ms. 

Katherine Klein rocked back and forth 

on Alvy's horn.

2:16PM - 4 DEAD, 2 INJURED, 1 CREATED

Mark stood in the lobby of the bank with a 
group of children, a useless Warren, a dead Oren, 

a dead bank manager and O'Shane the security 

guard. The phone rang. It was Lt. Ben.

"Mark, I have someone here who wants to 

speak with you." said Lt. Ben.
Mark dragged the phone and walked to the 

front doors of the bank. He looked out and saw 

see who it was: Casey.

"Casey, what the hell are you doing?!" Mark 

was fuming.
"I-- I wanted to talk to you, but they were 

blocking the entrance and, so, I told them I was 

your brother and--" Casey struggled to get his 

words out.

"What do you want!?"
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"I need a ride home. I can't find the car, and 

my bus pass is soaked, and I… I… I peed my 

pants." The crowd outside roared with laughter, 

and the news reverberated throughout San Fran-
cisco as television and radio news relayed his hu-

miliation. 

Mark slammed the phone down. It was finally 

closing time and the bank vault could be opened. 

He walked over to Warren and slapped him to 
attention. Warren stirred.

"Warren, you need to hold things down. OK?" 

said Casey while he pushed a shotgun into War-

ren's hands.

Warren nodded and rose to his feet. “I’m a 
one man army now, Sergeant.”

Mark grabbed O'Shane by the arm and the 

two walked into the bank vault. Mark was relieved 

at the sight of all the bags of money.

"What are you gonna do, son?" asked O'Shane.
"Well, I'm gonna go to Argentina. That's 

where people go to hide and get new identities 

and spend the rest of their lives." said Mark while 

stuffing cash into his own bags.

"Sounds like a fine trip, but that ain't no life," 
said O'Shane "You can take the money, but what's 

the money gonna take?" O'Shane turned a corner 

in the bank vault and was gone, never to be seen 

again. Funny thing is, police have never been able 

to confirm that a Franklin O’Shane ever worked 
at the bank in the first place.

5:41PM - 5 DEAD, 2 INJURED, 1 CREATED

Mark returned upstairs, passing by the bath-

room where he could hear the heavy breath-

ing of Alvy and Ms. Katherine Klein. He 

walked into the lobby, where it was just him, War-

ren and a bunch of school children. Mark spent 

the next eight hours thinking over his plan, occa-

sionally talking to Lt. Ben.

At 2 am, Lt. Ben decided it was enough and 
the police stormed into the bank. Mark was gone 

and so were $83,000.

Ms. Katherine Klein still visits Alvy in San 

Quentin, and brings along their son Oren. War-

ren, who now prefers to go by Stacey, was institu-
tionalized and loves to spend his time scooping ice 

cream for his fellow patients. Casey also got fifteen 

years in San Quentin where he was never hurt by 

a single inmate, but was constantly asked if he had 

pissed himself, which he did on occasion.
Mark had always been good at special ops. It 

was his skill of ropes that helped him scale the 

bank and get over to the next building, disappear-

ing into the San Francisco night. His skill of 

sneaking helped him get across the border at Mex-
ico and continue onto Argentina. There he has 

lived the past 35 years, working as a baker near 

Parque Saavedra. The bakery doesn’t do well, but 

money never seems to be an issue.

And how do I know what happened in that 

bank and to all that money? I guess you could call 

me insightful, but the men I play chess with in the 

park just call me… Franklin O’Shane. �

(Ed. note: please play “Oh Yeah” by Yello)
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