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This book is dedicated to the ultimate fail-safe sources of hilarity:
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Dear readers,

Believe me, no one’s more surprised about this than I am. The fact 
that you’re holding a printed collection of FLYMF’s Greatest Hits is 
nothing short of a miracle. If you remember FLYMF’s finale (captured 
in a brutally honest movie on our web site), things didn’t end too well. 
There were shouts and expletives, accusations of mailing it in. Nick 
went as far as to formally renounce his association with FLYMF. We 
didn’t speak for a long time, but I heard he refused to use the letters 
“F,” “L,” “Y,” and “M” in anything he wrote. 

Imagine the previous paragraph without any of those letters, and 
you’ll realize how ridiculous that is. But that sums up the guy we’re 
talking about.

In any case, we did reunite to put together our swan song, this last 
tribute to more than three years of hilarity. I wish I could say we did it 
for the money. If I had my way, I’d be typing this onto a sheath of 
uncut twenties from my villa in Spain. My secretary would be 
compiling Audi-sized royalty payments to send to our contributors. I 
would take a swim later, followed by a nap in the sun.

Instead, I’m writing this at work. While that does put me eight 
fantasy points up on everyone else (see page 202), it’s not quite the 
same as owning a yacht propelled by a sail made of mint issues of 
Action Comics #1.

Still, I’m excited we managed to get this collection together. It’s a 
thrill to be able to give these great writers their own small showcase. 
Without a doubt, the most rewarding aspect of doing FLYMF was 
coming into contact with dozens of energetic, talented, and very 
funny people. 

Our contributors understood that the best comedy challenges 
expectations and forces conventions into new, unanticipated 
directions. I opened my inbox every day with the hope of being 
slightly subverted; I miss that promise of the weird.

There’s plenty of weirdness here. So read, enjoy, and laugh out 
loud. To use a cliché—if just one person buys this volume and laughs, 
well, I’ll make about $4.

Thanks for reading,

James Seidler, editor, FLYMF
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FLYMF’s Greatest Hits

Catch Up
by Nick Holle

Well, if it isn’t Little Davey Wendlestad. Wow. Twenty-five years, 
Wendlestad. Can you believe this shit? How you been? 

Great. I don’t know how many times in the last twenty-five years 
I’ve wondered how Davey Wendlestad was doing. Three or four times 
at least. 

What line of work you in, Wendlestad? 
What the f—I never—I never pegged you for a teacher. Child 

molester, maybe. But a teacher? Nah, Wendlestad, I myself am in the 
business of yanking chains, if you know what I’m saying. 

So let me ask you, you ever marry that skinny little Appleton girl? 
Well, three cheers for the Wendlestads. Davey Wendlestad, family 

man. Wow. 
Well, I suppose you’re wondering what the hell I’ve been up to. 

Well, as you probably remember, I had a little tussle with the coppers 
over some pipe bombs senior year. I was never gonna hurt anybody. I 
was just building them to blow up bunny rabbits. You can hardly 
blame anybody for that. 

Anyway, I got out of that with fourteen months of probation, 
graduated by a pubic hair, and decided to get my life together and 
join the military, see if I couldn’t fuck some shit up in Eye-ran or Libya 
or something like that. 

Jesus, Wendlestad, what do ya mean, what branch? Do I look like a 
military guy to you? Cripes. Naw, I left town and spent five years of my 
life traveling around getting blazed and blasted out of my friggin’ 
mind. Not a single, solitary day of soberness. I know it’s no formal 
education like yours, Wendlestad, but I guarantee I could freebase the 
crap outta ya. I mixed through so many pipes and pills that when I got 
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into my twenties, I forgot to tell time, digital or tick-tock. It was pretty 
bad. 

And good, boy, did I like to feel good. Not a worry in the world 
when you’re coked to the gills, five fucks to the wind, crashing on the 
couch of an African methamphetamine dealer named Jumbo, giving 
him blow jobs three times a day because you got no scratch and you 
gotta feed the monkey. 

Frankly, I seen shit in those years that a family man such as 
yourself couldn’t possibly imagine. I don’t remember any of it. But 
when I die and my life flashes before my eyes, I will be way more 
entertained than if I’d gone to Georgetown or Rutgers or some shit. 

Seriously. Exempli gratia, this one day my buddy Trouncy barged 
into this club we used to go to, The Pearl Dump—I think it was 
somewhere in Nevada. So he barges in on a llama with a machete and 
a starter pistol, and the place goes apeshit. And Trouncy is firing 
blanks at the ceiling, waving the machete around, trying to 
“assassinate Kennedy.” Which one, I’m not sure. They’re all dead by 
that point. Well, the cops came, and in the mass confusion, they try 
Trouncy right on the spot. The bartender and dancers are the jurors. 
I’m his lawyer, but I don’t know jurisprudence from a hole in the 
crotch. And right about the moment they’re gonna read the verdict, 
everything fades to orange. Orange. Now, Wendlestad, I don’t know if 
it was real or not, hard to make that distinction on blotter acid alone. 
But man-o-man, the things I could tell you. Those were the days. 

Then one night, Wendlestad, not long after, I quit. Just like that. 
Ate the entire cold turkey. I said to my friends, “My friends, I will see 
you around.” And I walked away from it all. 

Damn. 
What? What next? That, Wendlestad, was the question. I had no 

idea. I didn’t even have a place to live. I had a little money, swiped it 
from Trouncy. It was only about sixty bucks, but he’d never paid me 
for representing him. He’d never miss it anyway. 

Well because, Wendlestad, he was riding around town on llamas, 
for cripe’s sakes. Hard to keep track of your money on a llama. 

So I took Trouncy’s sixty bucks, and I check into a hotel. Well, it was 
more of a motel. With cockroaches. And spiders. And what appeared 
to me to be a dead body in the bed. And I was coming down off a five-
year high, so the cockroaches are strikingly disturbing at this point. 
The size of—I don’t know—Patrick Ewing, if you get my drift. 

Catch Up by Nick Holle
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I crash, though, pretty hard and wake up in the middle of the 
night. I forgot to mention that I always wake up at least once in the 
middle of the—well, it was the middle of the day when I was on drugs, 
but night at this point. So I always wake up to take a piss. 

I am pretty groggy now, and I look over to the other bed and see 
some doofus cutting up the dead body with an exacto knife. And I’m 
thinking it’s still the drugs. But the more I watch, the more I come into 
myself, and then off comes the left arm. Then I’m like, “Holy two shits 
from Chicago! What’s going on here?” 

The doofus looks over and sees me. He shows me the exacto knife 
with the guts clinging to it, and he says to me, “This does not concern 
you.”

Of course, now I think, “The hell it doesn’t. It’s my motel room.” 
But back then I was just a wimpy kid, so I said, “Okay.” And I went 
back to sleep. 

Well, the coppers knocked down the door a while later and hauled 
my ass off to the old clink and booked me for murder, among other 
things. I didn’t even know the girl. It’s not like I coulda killed her. 

Well, they got me in one of those rooms, and I’m a little scared. But 
I’m more concerned with my withdrawal symptoms, I’m shaking like 
Michael J. Fox and pumping back glasses of water like it’s Milwaukee’s 
Best. And these two cockgobbling coppers, Leo and Manzetti, are 
giving me the third degree, asking me what made me do it, and how 
do I know The Duke, and do I think the bush deserved this fate? And, 
Wendlestad, do you think I had a single serviceable answer for these 
fascist assholes? I was freaking out so much from the withdrawal that 
I couldn’t even keep track of who was the good cop and who was the 
bad cop. I had nothin’. 

So they threw me in the slammer and let me sweat it out. At first, 
that was some of the worst days of my life. The withdrawal, I mean. 
Not jail. Jail was great. Television, three squares, hilarious guys in 
there just shooting the shit while they’re trying to bust past their B&E 
and check-fraud raps. They heard I killed a bush, so I was like King 
Bert around that place. 

Plus, they were afraid of my drug shakes. But I was in there for like 
four months. No arraignment or trial or anything. They just left me 
there. Forgot about me. But I was having such a good time with the 
fellas, I didn’t even think twice about it. 

Then one day this young, clean-cut kid named Garbonzo shows up 
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at my cell and says to me he’s sorry. And I says, “Why’s that?” He says 
they been keeping me here with no cause. And I says, “No cause?” He 
says yeah. And I say, “No shit, Garbonzo.” So then he lets me out, tells 
me they know I didn’t kill the bush. It was the Duke and some motel 
cook. “The motel cook,” I said. “Of course.” Then he gives me $100 and 
a Greyhound ticket, as long as I sign this form not to sue their asses. I 
signed it, of course, Wendlestad. I’m not the suing type. And shit, I 
never had $100 in my life. 

So I got directions and hoofed it over to the Greyhound station. 
First bus there is heading to Milwaukee. So I tell the clerk at the ticket 
thing, “Well then, I’m going to Milwaukee.” 

I get on the bus, settle into my window seat, got $100 in my pocket, 
getting ready to hit the open road, head into the sunset. I guess 
coming from Nevada, we’d be heading away from the sunset. 

Then this old lady sits down next to me. I mean, she’s old, like 
eighty, frail and kinda tiny. But she has got the biggest bazongas I have 
ever seen. The double-take-and-stare kind. And sure, through no fault 
of her own, they’re hangin’ past her belly button, but there’s no 
stopping gravity, Wendlestad. And these things—Jesus! How am I 
supposed to enjoy the countryside when I have to deal with these 
things?

Well, the old woman finally notices my stare, and she nudges me 
in the arm and says, “You think these things are special, you should 
see the size of my bush.” 

Jeepers creepers, Wendlestad, I flew up, lookin’ for another seat. 
But by then the bus is filled, and I had to sit back down. The old 
woman touched me softly and tells me, don’t worry, it’s just an 
icebreaker. And then she asked where I was going. I thought a little 
conversation would maybe calm me down a little bit. So I told her. 
And she said she was going to Milwaukee too. She was out west for 
her sister’s funeral. “I’m sorry,” I said. But she said there were no 
worries. When you get to be her age, seeing people that you love die is 
a common thing. She had already buried two husbands, three 
children, and thirty-four cats. 

Well, wouldn’t you know it, Wendlestad, me and the old lady hit it 
off. Talked the whole way to Milwaukee. Course, it comes out that I’m 
going there on a whim and have no idea what to do there, so she 
invites to me stay with her, help her out around the house, do 
errands, groom her cats, cook her food, help her keep warm at night. 
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Don’t get me wrong, Wendlestad, it had nothing to do with sex. I 
would’ve crushed her. No sex. None whatsoever. Despite the 
bazongas. And the bush. It was a relationship based purely on mutual 
respect. A type of love I had never experienced before and have never 
experienced since. 

Ain’t that neat? Of course, I found out four months into it that she 
was filthy rich. Four million in the can. The mailman told me. So you 
can well imagine that I hung around for a while. I figured if I could get 
my hands on some of that loot, I’d be sitting pretty on the high horse, 
if you know what I mean. 

As it turns out, she lasted six years, finally succumbing to cancer 
in those bazongas. I hang around, set up a very pleasant funeral for 
her, very well attended. Then it’s lawyer time. The suit gets me in his 
office, little smirk on his face, a real soothing, apologetic voice. “You’ll 
be pleased to know, Mr. Bertleson,” he tells me, “that the entire estate, 
after liquidating the assets, will be set up as a trust fund for the four 
remaining cats.” The goddamned cats. 

Well, ain’t that some shit, Wendlestad? Six years of my life. And I 
loved that woman. Now the freakin’ cats are living the good life, eatin’ 
wet food every meal and napping on a bed of Persian sweaters, and 
I’m out on my ass. 

Jesus. And so it goes. 
Well, I figured there was no use moping about it, I oughta find 

myself a place and a job. Twenty-nine years old, never really had 
gainful employment. So I picked up a Journal-Sentinel to see what the 
world has to offer. First listing I see, they’re hiring over at Brew Town 
Title, no experience necessary. 

You know what title insurance is, Wendlestad? 
Well, neither did I when I walked into that place. You just know 

you need it if you’re buying property. It’s basically assuring that you 
and that skinny Appleton girl legally own your house, making sure 
there are no outstanding loans on the place, making sure some dick 
doesn’t show up someday and say, “I’ve been in Aruba, I own this 
mother. Get your wife and your three kids outta my house, 
Wendlestad.” A title insurance company insures that that won’t 
happen...or your money back. It’s a total racket, but it draws in some 
major scratch. 

So anyway, I show up at this title place and find these two young 
guys, around thirty, good-looking, in suits. And come to find out, 
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they’re runnin’ the place. Peter and Peter. One of them has a little 
experience in real estate. The other has a little investin’ money. They 
figured it was time to start a business, make some scratch for 
themselves. 

We take a seat in their office. They tell me to tell them about 
myself. So I let them in on the pipe-bomb fiasco, the drinking and the 
drugs, the dead bush in the motel, and the old woman. And when I’m 
through, they look at each other for a moment, then look at me and 
tell me they’ve made a decision. And I says, “What’s that?” And they 
says, “Welcome to Brew Town Title.” 

Well, that was easy. I started doing some typing and some phone 
answering, broad’s work, but I had it from on high that I wouldn’t be 
doing it for that long. And even though Brew Town Title was small, 
these Peter guys had a good thing going. More and more business is 
coming in, and they hire some broads to do what I was doing. They 
see I’m paying attention, and I get bumped up to searching for titles 
and mortgages. 

And the company is growing. More people are hired. All young 
people, outta college, outta high school. All partiers actually. Tons of 
drinking, in the office, at lunch, after work at Jingles, the bar next 
door. At first, I can’t believe the Peters are allowing this to stand, 
risking their growing business with a bunch of winos. But the more 
they allow it, the more I realize it’s all part of their grand scheme. 

It was a business tactic, you see. Let employees have fun. Then 
take clients from the banks, from the real-estate companies and just 
get them drunk, have a good time, take them to Brewers games, foot 
the bill, become buddies with them, call them to hang out on 
Thursdays and Fridays and Saturdays, call and tell them you’ll watch 
their kids so they can take their wives out, show them a good time, 
and get laid for once. Hire young broads, prone to putting out, make 
sure all the hard-working singles are taken care of. And everybody’d 
come into work the next morning tired and glazed. Then they’d do it 
all over again. Our company, young people, we were relentless. 

I, by the way, was only partying in moderation, four, five nights a 
week. I didn’t want my past abuse to come back and haunt me, you 
see. 

But the thing was, all this was working. Banks and closing officers 
and realtors started bringing their business to the Peters. I mean, you 
got friends, Wendlestad, if you were a banker you’d want to bring 
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them your business, not some jackoff title company that’s going to try 
to short-arm your client out of $100. The Peters made friends with the 
right people. They made millions. They were geniuses. 

By this time, I had worked my way up, become an underwriter and 
then later a closing officer. I was doing well for myself, still a bachelor, 
so nobody to spend my scratch on but myself. So I started buying a 
ton of senseless shit: organic milk, seventy-two-inch televisions, 
singing Santa decorations. I had the money, so why not? Bought a 
house myself, bought a second place Up North. Thought of getting 
into fishing? Bought a boat. And maybe I was spending a little more 
than I had, but I had a good job. No worries. 

Then after about ten years there, the Peters had their fill of the loot 
and sold off to a big title insurance corporation, Global Title. Then 
they went into semi-retirement. At this point, a lot of the employees 
are getting a little older. They got kids of their own now. The party 
days are winding down. Perhaps we weren’t connecting with the 
young kids like we used to. The Peters saw that and knew it was a 
good time to get out. 

So under Global Title, all our jobs stayed put for a while. The 
corporation sent in a manager. It was kind of a pain in the ass, but 
most everything stayed the same. Then a year later, industry took a 
bit of a hit. High interest rates, nobody really refinancing. There were 
a few layoffs at the lower level. Then my paycheck got pinched a little. 
Well, it was kind of a lot. I panicked because I got all these bills. 

Office morale is going down the tubes. Everybody is looking to the 
Peters for support, but the truth is, it’s out of their hands. They got 
their money, they’re just employees now. 

So I’m bitchin’ and moanin’ about it one night over beers at 
Jingles. My buddy, the developer Ollie Adamly, is listening with a 
friendly ear. When I finish my rant, Ollie says to me, “Well, Bert, 
maybe I can help you out.” 

I’m listening, and Ollie explains. His company, Ollie Adamly 
Builders—famous for the commercial: “Want your dream home? Old 
Ollie’ll build it for ya!”—well, they’re puttin’ up a new development in 
the northwestern suburbs. Seminole Gardens, it’s called. Eighty to 
100 lots. He wants to close them all with me.

“I like the sound of those commissions,” I say to him. 
He says that’s good. Then he says if I make sure to handle every 

one of them, he’ll have an extra $200 per closing for me. A 
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consultant’s fee. Ollie likes to spread the wealth. 
I said, “Well, I’m in.” This is the kind of good luck I needed, 

Wendlestad. The kind that always followed me when things got rough. 
So Seminole Gardens houses are going up, they’re selling like hot 

potatas. By the next spring, I’m closing three, four of them a week. 
That extra scratch is helping me out a great deal more than 
somewhat. 

So Ollie has mortgaged all the lots at Seminole Gardens with the 
First Federal Bank over in La Crosse, right around about $50,000 per 
lot. You don’t have to memorize the numbers, Wendlestad, just the 
general information. 

Then one weekend in July, a couple of First Federal bankers came 
down for a Parade of Homes in Seminole Gardens. And they start 
noticing all these houses have occupants, figure Ollie had sold those 
lots, which he did. They go back to work the next week, start retracing 
the loans, come to find out Ollie never paid those loans off, yet they 
were signed off by the closing officer of the title company. The closing 
officer from Brew Town Title. That closing officer being me. 

Well, Wendlestad, that’s when the fit hit the shan. The Peters and 
the corporate manager barge into my office one day, throwing closing 
statements at me, demanding to know what the holy hell was going 
on. I freaked out because I had trusted that Ollie would pay off those 
loans. I assumed he had paid off those loans. Well, assumptions and a 
cup of coffee, Wendlestad, will get you a suspension without pay, 
effective immediately...and a cup of coffee. 

But that really didn’t matter because by the end of the week, the 
coppers were involved. They see I got extra deposits on my bank 
statements, matched them up to all the loans that I had cleared on 
good faith. Came out to around $200 for each of them. Almost eighty 
in all. I’d made $16,000 off the deal. 

Then Ollie tries to skip town with his loot, he gets caught too. I try 
to tell them I didn’t know about anything. Which was the truth. But 
they saw my pipe bomb conviction and that I was questioned about a 
murder in Nevada a while back. My lawyer’s daughter got head lice 
my day in court, so he bailed on me. I’d sold my boat and house Up 
North to pay the slimy S-O-B. I got nailed, had to sell my other house 
to pay the fines and then spent eight months in the slammer. Blue-
collar guy like myself, doing white-collar time. Easy time. But eight 
months, man. Go figure, Wendlestad. Lost my job, of course. Lost my 
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self-respect. Naw, just kidding about that. 
But it’s tough, walkin’ out of the slammer, nobody waitin’ for ya, 

your life thrown for a loop once again. 
I step outside into the cool winter breeze. I take a breath of free air. 

And that’s when this courier taxi pulls up in front of me. Kid with pink 
spiked hair gets out, asks me if I’m Bert Bertleson. And I says, “Who’s 
askin’?” And he says, “Cause, dude, I gotta letter for ya.” 

I take the letter, open it up. It’s from Ollie Adamly. It’s a thank-you 
note. Says he’s doing three years up in Black River, which I’d heard 
through the grapevine. But then he said he stashed all the scratch he 
made from the Seminole Gardens deal. The cops never found it, he 
declared bankruptcy, and all the damages done had to be paid off by 
the title company, Global Title. And when he gets out, he’s gonna go 
get it and live the high life. 

Then—and get this, Wendlestad—he says he’s sorry, and to prove 
it, he’s got a large sum of money for me that he left with a fella he 
trusts in New Mexico. Says there’s upwards of $600,000 there. And it’s 
all for me. I just gotta go and get it from this fella. Hopefully after I get 
the loot, my time in the slammer won’t feel like such an 
inconvenience. 

How about that, Wendlestad? 
So I hop on a Greyhound and head to New Mexico. The fella I gotta 

see is a man by the name of Indian Jeff. And Indian Jeff hangs out in a 
bar in Socorro County called the Roust-A-Bout, plays in the house 
band, The Ten Little Indians, the joke being there are only five of 
them. 

So it takes me a couple of days, and I get to Socorro County. And I 
find this Roust-A-Bout place and head in there at four o’clock in the 
afternoon one day. And I find the bartender and the Ten Little Indians 
sprawled out all over the place, marijuana smoke everywhere, needles 
in their arms, empty shot glasses scattered all around. It was a sorry 
sight, to say the least. 

So I says to them, “Which one of you is Indian Jeff?” 
One of the Indians raises his hand. I walk over to him, and he says, 

“That one over there.” 
I turned around, and this Indian Jeff fella is half-naked, the 

bottom half, and he’s sitting Indian-style between two bar stools. 
I says to him, “Indian Jeff, I’m Bertleson. Ollie Adamly says you got 

my loot. I’ve come to pick it up.” 
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Indian Jeff just stares straight ahead, doesn’t answer me. I ask him 
again. Nothing. I walk back over to the first guy, and I says, “What’s 
the matter with Indian Jeff?” And the guy laughs at me, tells me the 
money is gone. “Go home, muchacho,” he says to me. 

I walked outside the Roust-A-Bout, a little disappointed I didn’t 
have a sack of loot in my hands. I didn’t trust those Ten Little Indians 
one bit, a bunch of goddang drug addicts. As you know, Wendlestad, I 
had a little bit of experience dealing with drug addicts, and let me tell 
you, we’re not dealing with rational people. 

I wasn’t sure what to do next, thought I’d hitch a ride to the nearest 
town, find a place to stay. I get picked up by a cement truck on its way 
to Albuquerque. Driver’s a guy named Pecos Bill. Helluva nice guy, 
come to find out he raises livestock of various sorts. Says if I need an 
exotic animal in New Mexico, he was the guy to go to. And I says to 
him, “Pecos Bill, are you telling me tall tales?” And he says no way. I 
can come to the ranch and see for myself. So I did. And his gal 
Penelope made us a fine dinner and invited me to spend the night. 
And later I took a look at the animals, and he’s got emus and llamas 
and pygmy goats, tortoises, and even a couple of Bengal tigers. 

And Wendlestad, funny piece of luck, this running into Pecos Bill, 
because that gave me an idea. And the next day, after breakfast, I 
rounded up a cavalry of items in Albuquerque that I thought I could 
use to convince the Ten Little Indians that the scratch they had 
stowed away for Ollie belonged to me. 

Pecos Bill gives me a ride back down to Socorro County, and I sit 
outside the Roust-A-Bout, waiting for them Indians to show up for the 
evening. And one by one, they did. And I gave them a little time to get 
good and high and liquor up that bloodstream. 

Then, right about at dusk, I figured it was time to make my move. I 
climbed up on the stud-quality llama I’d rented from Pecos Bill at 
double market price. I pulled up the machete and starter pistol that I 
found at a pawn shop in Albuquerque. I says to myself, “Here goes 
nothin’.” And I burst through the door of the Roust-A-Bout, screaming 
at the top of my lungs. 

The llama starts screaming too when I fire the starter pistol. And 
when the Indians look up and see that machete, they start diving for 
cover. I jump off the llama, start bashing the bar with the machete, 
and tell them I’m going to kill Kennedy if anyone moves. They’re all 
swearing in English, in Spanish, in Laguna, screamin’ for their lives. 

11



FLYMF’s Greatest Hits

Finally, Indian Jeff runs out into the middle of the bar, cringing. 
Says he’ll get me the money. 

“What about Kennedy!” I screamed at him. 
He shrugged, and kinda sheepish, he says, “Follow me to the safe?” 
So I did. And then he explains that they spent about $80,000 on 

drugs, and it was his hope I wouldn’t kill them for it. There was still 
over $500,000 left. I told him that sounded good to me. Eighty 
thousand I can get by without. A finder’s fee, I told him. I like to 
spread the wealth. 

He pulls a giant duffle bag out of the safe. I take a peek, and sure as 
shit, Wendlestad, there’s a helluva lot of money in there. 

We walk back out front, and I find the other high Indians petting 
the llama. One of them says to me, “Can we have it?” Do you see what 
I mean, Wendlestad? They’re not rational people. So I says to them, 
“Don’t look at me. You’ll have to take that up with Pecos Bill.”

I led the llama outside. Walked it a few miles to the Days Inn in 
Socorro. Paid the clerk $200 to let me bring the thing inside. Pecos 
picked him up the next day. I decided to take my loot and start a new 
life wherever the next Greyhound was headed. Boise, Idaho, as it 
turned out. A month later, I get an invitation to this thing. Don’t know 
how those class officers find us, Wendlestad, but I guess that’s why we 
elected them in the first place. 

Uh-oh, Wendlestad, incoming fat girl, two o’clock. 
Uh, that’s the skinny Appleton girl? Yikes. Sorry. I guess three kids 

and twenty-five years aren’t kind to the skinny part, huh? Well, to each 
his own, Wendlestad. Whatever the fuck that means. Gonna go talk to 
Freddy Wilbanks. See if he’s still doing that Greco-Roman shit. I’ll see 
ya around. §
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Reading Lolita In Prison
by James Seidler

It has to make you wonder when someone tells you that their 
favorite book is Lolita. I was reading a Christopher Hitchens article in 
Atlantic Monthly, and he was going on about the overlooked humor of 
the book and the beauty of the writing and how the novel is 
Nabokov’s love letter to the English language. It was a lofty 
article—Hitchens was doing his thing where he seems to get into an 
argument with himself just to show how much smarter he is than 
everyone else—but even in the midst of his admiration, Hitchens had 
to acknowledge what everyone was thinking: the book’s a little creepy.

I’m not saying that everyone who’s read Lolita is a pervert. I’ve 
read it. I thought it was all right. I’m not sure that I’d read it again, but 
I’m also not dosing sixth graders with Robitussin. 

There are some people who love the book, though, and they’re the 
ones who worry me. No matter how many times they come back to 
the language, they come off like people insisting that, really, they read 
Playboy for the articles. Meanwhile, they’re trying to convince their 
wives that they bought season tickets for the local middle school’s 
girls’ basketball team because they’re really interested in 
fundamentals.

But that’s how books are. They can tell you a lot about a person. 
Someone tells you their favorite book is Mein Kampf, you’re probably 
not going to have them over for seder.

Of course, it’s not always that easy. Take Burroughs, for example. If 
someone tells you that their favorite book is Naked Lunch, you’re 
looking at a range of possibilities: junkie, wife murderer, pederast, 
former English major who’s still trying too hard. It’s tough to know 
which direction to take the conversation—you might be talking about 
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Finnegan’s Wake while they’re waiting patiently to ask the most direct 
route to Mexico. That’s embarrassing. Personally, I always hope for 
the junkie, especially if I’m on public transportation, because then at 
least there’s a chance they’ll nod off and leave you alone.

Other books open up similar questions. Grapes of Wrath: 
sympathizer with the downtrodden or breast-milk fetishist? Invisible 
Man: African-American scholar or confused H.G. Wells fan? The Great 
Gatsby: Jay Gatsby or Nick Carraway? The Naked and the Dead: naked 
or, well, dead?

Then there are people who tell you that their favorite books are 
the latest Harry Potter or Tom Clancy. These people aren’t exactly 
providing a window to the soul. That’s not to say there’s anything 
wrong with Harry Potter or Tom Clancy. (Full disclosure: I haven’t read 
any of the Harry Potter books, so if there is anything wrong with 
them, such as a lengthy rant delivered by Harry about “the Jews,” then 
I apologize.) 

Still, picking one of these books as your favorite, the one that 
really gets to the core of you, reflecting your ideas and assumptions 
about life, seems a bit…shallow.

Of course, this is coming from someone whose favorite book was 
once Please Kill Me: The Uncensored Oral History of Punk 
(uncompromising faultfinder or high school virgin?). Please note that 
I don’t say “was” because I don’t like the book anymore. It’s a great 
book, detailing punk’s genesis in New York City in the 1970s with 
bands like the Velvet Underground, the Ramones, Television, etc. No, I 
say “was” because I had the misfortune of meeting its author, Legs 
McNeil. 

It was at a book reading for Legs’ new book, The Other Hollywood: 
The Uncensored Oral History of the Porn Film Industry. I made the 
mistake of complimenting Legs, going as far as to hand him an essay 
I’d written a year before about how inspirational his first book had 
been to me. We’d gotten off to a bumpy start earlier in the reading, 
when I had the temerity to ask him a question about writing, in 
response to which he basically called me a homo. 

Still, as I waited for him to sign my book, I tried to play nice, 
handing him the essay and expressing my hope that his porno book 
could make a similar difference in some young person’s life. We shook 
hands, and I waited to get to the car to read what he’d written.

“James,” he’d written. “Read more than this! Educate yourself. 
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Best, Legs.”
To which I promptly added, upon getting home: “To Legs, Fuck 

you! James.”
So, in the end, it appears that the books you read are less 

important than the fact that Legs McNeil is a dick. But, that’s a 
downer note to end an essay on, so I’ll try to go one step further. 

Ultimately, we read books for a variety of reasons. Some of them 
are good: having a vicarious adventure, learning how to manage an 
organic garden. Some of them are bad: encouraging selfishness as a 
virtue, learning how to pipe bomb your local abortion clinic. 
Regardless of the books we read and our motivations for reading 
them, however, all readers can take shared solace in one great fact: 
we’re way, way smarter than illiterate people. §
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Mike Tyson Movie Reviews
by Bobby D. Lux

I was a little trepidatious and felt some nervousatiousness when I 
was contacted to give my opinionations on the movies. Why me? Why 
the youngest heavyweight champ of all time? Then I remembered I 
was in Crocodile Dundee in Los Angeles and the Hollywood Reporter 
said, and I quotations, “Everything about this film is tired and out of 
touch, from its telegraphed gags to its dog-eared fish-out-of-water 
premise. The film quite possibly reaches a low point of tastelessness 
with Dundee’s chance meeting in a park with a meditating Mike 
Tyson.”

That made me very upsetified, and I drove around to Hollywood, 
and I beat up every reporter I could find. Finally, when I was showing 
a man what his kidneys looked like as I squished them with my fist, 
he told me that it was a magazine and not just some reporter. And 
then I cried. I murdered a lot of people based on my ignorance, and it 
was then that I knew I couldn’t be a fighter anymore and that I must 
be a movie reviewer to make up for the pain I caused those innocent 
reporters. 

My review of Crocodile Dundee in L.A. is this: “It was good, and the 
acting was stupendous and wonderful. Mike Tyson is the champ of 
movies. Also, the punk that reviewed it earlier, I heard, is a homo. He 
could get beat up by a girl.” This brings me to my review, ironically. 

At first, I thought Million Dollar Baby was about a great buffet 
where the main entrée was Lennox Lewis’ children—I’d pay a million 
dollars to eat that baby, wouldn’t you? But then I saw it was girl 
boxing, and I knew this wasn’t one of those documentarians because 
girls fight by calling you names like, “Oh Mike, you monster,” or “You 
have the brains of a dead homeless man.” Then they ask for you not 
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to kill them, and that way, when I rape them, they feel like they got 
lucky. They don’t punch you. So, I would say that the movie is science 
fictionese.

The movie was long too. I’m surprised I didn’t kill myself in the 
movie. Actually, I’d rather kill somebody else. Dirty Harry was good as 
the old white boy, but he was a crybaby because his daughter didn’t 
like him so he went to church and the priest yells at him. If that’s me, I 
punch the church and then blow it up with my dick. That’s just me.

But, all in all, it was a very electrifying experience. Not as good as 
Crocodile Dundee in L.A., but good enough to win some Oscars. §
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Selections From The E-mails Of
 Cabot Sinclair, Literary Agent 

And Really Nice Guy
by Larry Gaffney

…Everyone is trying to cash in on Dan Brown’s success these 
days…The Goya Cryptography isn’t going to make it, in my opinion, 
but thanks for giving me a look-see…

…Thank you for sending the memoir about your grandfather, aka 
“Pop-Pop,” a man who, as you put it, “always had a smile on his face 
and a twinkle in his eye.” I’m going to decline, but I wish you luck in 
finding a home for it with another agency. Failing that, you might 
consider one of the subsidy houses, since this kind of book would 
certainly be a hit with your friends and family…

…Judging by the synopsis, I would say that Your Doctor Is Killing 
You lacks evidence to support your claim that the medical profession 
is teeming with sadists…an encounter with one ham-handed 
proctologist does not make you an expert…

…I think Mud-Wrestling Emily Dickinson is a worthwhile memoir, 
but in the subtitle—A Bulldyke’s Coming of Age—and Coming Out—in 
a Strait-Laced New England Family—“bulldyke” is certainly offensive 
and probably gratuitous…the author’s photo you thoughtfully 
included with your synopsis should cover it…

 …Although I am mildly curious to know how one could create a 
novelization of American Idol, I’ll take a flyer on this…
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…While your idea for a book entitled Upstate Paparazzi has merit, 
I seriously doubt that anyone outside of, well, Upstate New York 
would be interested in seeing candid photos of businessmen, local 
politicians, and small-market newscasters carousing in the hot spots 
of Oswego, Schenectady, or Batavia…

…The thesis of Mealworms of the Gods—that aliens are abducting 
us not for their own cook pots, but to feed to their pets—is 
compelling, but I’m going to pass on this one…

…Sure, who wouldn’t want to lose weight on the Cheetos & 
Chocolate Bunny Rabbit Diet? However, your medical 
credentials—first-year student in the Physician’s Assistant Program at 
Dharma University Online—inspire little trust…

…Thanks for sending the synopsis of The Caravaggio Code, but I 
get a lot of these, and none of them are likely to cash in…

…Salesman of the Century seems a grandiloquent claim, don’t you 
think?…I’m certain that a long career of selling metal fasteners was 
absorbing for you, but—and it pains me to say this—such a story is 
just not very interesting to the general reader, despite the 
interweaving of your personal theories on metempsychosis and astral 
projection…

…Your book on meditation for Roman Catholics is a good idea, 
but you have chosen an unfortunate title. While the notion of “killing 
the Buddha”—i.e., eliminating the association of an icon or 
personage with one’s quest for enlightenment—works for Buddhists, I 
am quite certain that Kill the Pope would be taken the wrong way. Try 
to imagine, Mr. O’Grady, such a book on a table at Sam’s Club, with 
the title in vivid block lettering, and then consider what kind of 
person would be instinctively drawn to it. Come up with a better title 
and you might have a winner, although I will still decline, since I do 
not represent books on spirituality…

…Good luck with The Norman Rockwell Enigma...

…Just received your outline for The Aardwolf Who Solved the Hate 
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Crime in Minneapolis…for one thing, what is an aardwolf doing in 
Minneapolis?... Try to grasp this concept: cats are very popular. There 
are many cat lovers, especially among fans of the mystery genre. That 
is the hook. One cannot simply place any animal whatsoever in the 
title and expect to attract readers. I thought I made this clear when I 
responded to your similar proposals involving hamsters, ferrets, and 
box turtles…

…When I read your synopsis of Please Don’t Eat the Babies: A 
Young Wife’s Struggle with Her Husband’s Cannibalism, I thought it 
was a joke. But after Googling you, I see that your story is true. You 
have my sympathy, but I’m afraid this is not the kind of book I 
handle…

…Trust me, no publisher is going to touch Who Would Jesus F**k? 
How to Pleasure Your Christian Man Until He Howls Hosannas to the 
Heavens on High. Jesus and the “f” word (even with asterisks, which 
will fool no one) on the cover of a book? Um, no…I found the Mary 
Magdalene foot-washing scenario especially repugnant…

…This kind of thing has been done to death, so I’m going to 
decline on Manly Men Don’t Eat Sprinkles…

 …These atrocity photos should be destroyed. I take your word for 
it that you have a vast archive, but I am not interested in seeing more 
of them or in representing your coffee table book, Pictorial 
Encyclopedia of Human Suffering. The photo depicting an act of 
forced coprophagia is so outrageous that I am tempted to send it to 
the authorities along with your name and address. Here’s the deal. 
Never contact me again, and I will ignore what at this moment seems 
like a civic and moral duty …

…Re. The Elvis on Black Velvet Conspiracy: pass. §
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A FLYMF Ghost Story
by James Seidler

I had spent a long evening working on my latest story, an eerie tale 
of a man whose pants, one day, became too small. The clock was past 
that hour where it begins anew, and I felt mired in my studio 
apartment, my own shortcomings coating the walls like its cheap 
wallpaper. 

I had just placed myself on my mattress; my eyes shut, I was 
cataloguing the day’s missed opportunities: the novel I hadn’t written, 
the neighbor I hadn’t ridden, the stack of unread New Yorkers that 
continued to grow in the closet, their Anthony Lane reviews taunting 
my laziness like the man himself taunting their unloved subjects. I 
was a joke, but a sleepy joke, in any case, and on the verge of drifting 
off when I heard a noise in my bathroom, just a few feet away.

It was a moan, low and terrible, repeated in a crescendo chorus 
and punctuated with occasional sprays from my aerosol deodorant. 
From the bathroom door wafted the subtle tones of musk and the 
thick stench of terror.

“God’s sweet tooth,” I murmured. I barricaded myself beneath my 
comforter, hoping the noise would go away, but it only grew louder. It 
began to rattle the mirror on my bathroom cabinet, reaching the 
point where I feared it would wake Ms. Crabblegraw, my downstairs 
nemesis. 

Still stricken beneath my downy shield, I was forced to choose 
between confronting the phantom in my bathroom and the 
possibility of Ms. Crabblegraw barging upstairs to complain. 
Remembering the unfortunate tendency of Ms. Crabblegraw’s 
bathrobe to hang open at her midsection, I steeled my courage and 
charged into the bathroom.
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The noise was gone, but the bathroom was filled with a strange 
aura, an evil humidity. My deodorant was uncapped on the counter, 
but everything else seemed to be in its place—the soap was in the 
soapdish, my towel was on the towel rack, and my plunger stood firm 
behind the toilet. 

Not being able to afford a toothbrush or toothpaste, I had been 
reduced to using my own finger and some baking soda left in the 
refrigerator by the apartment’s previous tenants, but the baking soda 
was exactly where I’d left it. Was my mind playing tricks on me?

As I pondered in the bathroom, I heard a steady clicking elsewhere 
in the apartment, then the burst of a gas burner leaping into flame. 
Rushing back to the main room, I saw the sickly blue light of the 
range, and in its shimmer I saw a pale form, thin and human, that was 
topped by a large colonial wig. It was wearing a nightshirt, one 
thankfully more substantial than Ms. Crabblegraw’s. As it turned 
toward me, I felt my bowels loosen in a way that made me wish I 
hadn’t put off my toilet paper needs with a plan to steal more from 
Starbucks the next day.

“Who are you?” I stammered.
Wordlessly, the spectral form turned toward my refrigerator, which 

it opened and rummaged about in. Reappearing, it hoisted a sack of 
apples, then began to pelt me with them rather viciously.

The wig, the apples, it all made sense. “Eureka!” I shouted.
“Oh, don’t try to conjure up that old fool,” a shrill voice 

proclaimed. “Couldn’t even come up with a coherent theory of optics.”
“Isaac Newton!” I exclaimed.
“That’s Sir Isaac Newton, you twat! Being surrounded by fools 

doesn’t have many benefits, but having your superiority codified in a 
title is one of them, and I intend to have it recognized.”

“But what are you doing in my apartment?”
“Well, word of your efforts in the literary realm has reached me in 

the afterlife, and I’ve come to tell you how feeble these efforts are. You 
suck!”

I was speechless.
He continued. “How else can I put it? How about this—in a mere 

twenty-five years, you’ve managed to waste more people’s time, yours 
and others, than most people do in a lifetime.” He reached back into 
the fridge and pulled out a jar of mayonnaise, which he emptied onto 
my carpet.
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I remained speechless.
“What’s more,” he said, grinding the mayonnaise in with his 

unearthly foot, “your most recent efforts show little sign of 
improvement. Take the case of your man with his too-small pants. 
There’s no mystery there. He just got fat, that’s all.”

I cringed. He’d anticipated my big reveal. He wasn’t considered a 
genius for nothing. 

Shaking my head in disbelief, I finally spoke. “You came back from 
the afterlife just to heckle me? Don’t you have better things to do?”

He scoffed. “Well, unlike most people, I made the most of my time 
on the earthly sphere. For instance, have you heard of calculus? I 
invented that. Me. Calculus. Amongst other things.”

That wigged fuck! “Oh yeah?” I said. “Well, have you ever heard of 
a guy named Einstein? We don’t even live in a Newtonian world 
anymore, you asexual has-been.”

Newton slammed the refrigerator. “I hate it when people say that! 
My physics still serve as an extremely precise approximation. They 
got you to the moon, didn’t they? Anyway, I was working in the 
eighteenth century—let’s see how well you do with a quill and some 
sheepskin to do your calculations with.”

I shook my head. “What a copout.”
“What do you mean?” he asked.
“You act like that’s some kind of disadvantage.”
“It was,” he protested. “We didn’t even have erasers. If you made a 

mistake, you had to go kill another sheep.”
I scoffed. “I can only dream of that kind of peace and quiet. Do 

you know how much work I’d get done? You had everything going for 
you—no tv, no internet, no movies, no magazines, no Xbox, no 
GameCube, no music, no porno, nothing. All that you had to do for 
fun was work. Hell, you even had the plague to keep you from going 
outside!”

“Well, uh, eh, it wasn’t quite as easy as that.”
“I bet you didn’t even have to do your laundry! You probably had 

servants. Anyway,” I shouted, on a roll now, “why are you heckling 
me? I’m not even a physicist.” I plopped down on my futon and 
sprawled back, hands linked behind my head. “CalTech’s just down 
the block—why don’t you go bother them?”

Newton pouted in front of the fridge. “Why don’t you go bother 
them?”
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“That’s really mature,” I said. “You’re definitely living up to your 
reputation.”

“I’ll show you!” he shouted. “This haunting isn’t over yet! 
Tomorrow I’ll be back, and I’ll have dedicated my entire genius 
toward making you feel like the waste you are.”

“Eh,” I said and turned on the television. He disappeared in a puff 
of brimstone.

The next morning, despite my best efforts to keep cool, I was a 
little worried. Einstein or not, Newton was a genius. I considered 
leaving my apartment, maybe trying to spend the night at a friend’s, 
but Charmed was on, and no one I knew had cable, so I decided to 
make my stand. 

What I needed was a plan. With this in mind, I set to my morning’s 
avoidance of writing with an energy I hadn’t had for months. Newton 
had the potential of being even better for procrastinating than the 
time my apartment was broken into. Energized, I sat at the table and 
came up with list after list of things to do. I was getting something 
done. I was planning.

Sitting at the table, I wrote a couple notes and then took a break to 
read the paper. A quick e-mail check later, I was hungry, so I had a 
bowl of cereal. Since I have to read when I eat, and I’d already finished 
the paper, I dug out one of the closet New Yorkers and got really into 
an article on pistachios. After I wrapped that up and checked some 
websites online for more information, I took down a couple more 
notes on Newton, after which I realized it was dark outside, since I’d 
gotten up at three. 

Reviewing my notes, I realized I wasn’t going to have enough time 
to whip up a homemade GhostBusters Trap, much less a containment 
unit, so I decided to go with Plan B. I headed to the local Ralphs and 
came back soon afterwards with the necessary supplies, two forty 
ouncers of Olde English, which I downed while falling under the 
gentle spell of Alyssa Milano.

When I finally awoke the next morning, my apartment was 
ransacked. Cookie crumbs and Cheetos dust littered the floor, the 
smoke detector lay in sad pieces at my feet, and the crotch of my 
pants, I realized with some discomfort, seemed moist. Raising myself 
from my spot on the floor, I held my head with one hand and rubbed 
the slick of drool from my mouth with the other. It was going to be a 
long one.
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“Oh, look who’s finally awake,” a familiar voice said behind me. I 
turned, and Newton was sitting at my table, drumming his fingers on 
its top. Next to him sat a thin, foppish man with a brown, curly wig. 
“And just when I was having such a good time sitting and waiting.”

“Ugh,” I mumbled. “What did you do to my apartment?” 
“Me? I’ll have you know your apartment was like this when we got 

here.”
“Oh.” I stood and tried to discreetly brush the front of my pants 

with my hand. Definitely moist. One bottle would’ve probably done 
the trick.

“Looking at what you’ve done to the place,” he said, “I’m 
beginning to wonder if you might be more damned left to your own 
devices.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said, shuffling to the sink for a glass of 
water.

“I was being facetious,” he replied. “The damning is still on, and I 
have its instrument right here next to me. Voltaire! The greatest writer 
of our age! He’s here to belittle your work.”

Voltaire half-shrugged in the chair next to him. He must have 
owed Newton a favor.

“Huh.” I downed my glass of water, then filled it for a second go.
“Well, go on,” Newton said to Voltaire.
“All right, all right,” he replied reluctantly. “Well,” he said, “let’s 

start with the basics—what kind of work do you do?”
“Humor,” I said. “Stories, skits, that sort of thing.”
“Really?”
“Oh yeah. It’s no Candide, but I do my best.”
Voltaire blushed. “Oh, well, I’m glad to hear you’ve still heard of it.” 

Newton fixed him with a dirty look. “Right. Well, what sort of topics 
do you cover in your writing?”

I shrugged. “Sex jokes. Poop.” Newton affected a disgusted look.
“So it’s mainly for your private amusement then?” Voltaire asked.
“No,” I said. “It all gets published on the internet. Anyone who 

wants to can read it.”
He looked shocked. “But what about the censors?”
Newton pounded his fist on the table. “My good man,” he shouted, 

“remember what you’re here for!”
Voltaire nodded. “Yes, yes, you’re terrible, not a shred of talent,” he 

directed to me. “But what about the censors?”
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“There aren’t any.”
His eyes widened. “No censors?” He looked toward the dour ghost 

next to him. “You hear that, Newton? No censors! A man could do 
anything he wanted.”

“I’m leaving,” Newton announced, and he floated spectrally out of 
the room.

A few seconds passed in awkward silence. I walked to the hallway 
door and opened it hesitantly, then scanned the hallway in both 
directions. Looking back at Voltaire, I shrugged my shoulders and 
came back to the table.

“What a toff,” Voltaire muttered. “So, tell me about your next 
project.”

Eighteen months later I was living in Malibu, my move funded by 
the signing deal from my screenplay, Boobs: The Movie. Newton never 
returned to bother me, but I’m happy to report that my unnamed 
partner was happy to spend the next few years elaborating on the 
inner workings of the human anatomy, particularly blondes, as I sat 
back and cashed the checks.

Haunted indeed. Good job, genius. §
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I Am A Conservationist
by Zachary Locklin

My fiancée, Tammy, is concerned about my health. Apparently 
high blood pressure runs in my family; my salt intake is egregious. I 
spurn the lotions and sunblocks that, she swears, would in some way 
ward off the numerous skin diseases, or “friends,” as I call them, that I 
have been cultivating on certain aspects of my body for longer than I 
have even known my Tammy.

That’s pretty much always the problem: the new girlfriend, or 
fiancée, or whatever, comes in and suddenly your old friends are 
“disgusting.” And naturally nothing is ever good enough. Having 
reluctantly given in to the anti-fungal ointment she insists I use to 
euthanize what I lovingly refer to as my “gimp toenail,” I am now 
subject to even more furtive entreaties to trim said toenail. So that, as 
she says, it does not cut my other toes. And give me some sort of gimp 
infection.

Whatever.
None of this, however, is what has been causing so much distress 

in our cozy lifestyle. The new issue is beverages.
Specifically, one beverage. Neither vodka nor rum. Tammy, who 

has always been the wilder of our pair, has no problem with my 
abiding love for the classic Victor Bergeron Mai Tai.

No. Let us, for clarity’s sake, label the unfortunate beverage as 
“Snapple.” Yes? And the flavor of this so-called “Snapple” we could 
specify as “Go-Bananas Yellow with the Monkey Proof lid.”

What is the crime of this poor, unassuming nectar? Certainly not 
the taste, so reminiscent of a Now And Later taffee chew! Certainly 
not. Nor does Tammy dislike our simian brethren. What crime, then, 
could any beverage be accused of?
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The crime of sitting in the cupholder of my car. That is all. Tammy, 
with her coffees and chai teas and shampoo bottles, resents that any 
bottle of mine, containing nectar however sweet, should impinge 
upon the manifest destiny of her containers. That has to be it.

And maybe that the half-empty bottle has lived in my car for more 
than nine months. Give or take a month. Through the chills of a 
winter, through the oven-like heat of a southern California summer, 
through road trips and graduations and new jobs in new towns, 
through speeds great and small, accidents minor and major, that 
Banana Snapple has stayed with us, stood by our sides, protected us 
from thirst and emptiness. 

And now Tammy has the nerve, the gall, to tell me that this 
honorable beverage is a “health hazard.”

It’s not that I ever still drink from this bottle. Heavens no. God no. 
I’m relatively certain that, by this point, drinking would be a near-
impossibility. The larger part of the contained Snapple, or ex-Snapple, 
has collected into clumps of yellow-brown solid matter that make 
dull noises when they connect with the sides of the glass. I’m not 
making this up. 

This is true. Although enough liquid remains to allow for 
movement and comfort, the majority of the once half-empty bottle is 
now filled with these dark massive shapes. I’m pretty sure that in 
some states removing them from their container would constitute a 
third-trimester abortion and would be punishable by jail time.

So like I say, drinking is pretty much out of the question. Eating, 
maybe. I’ll give you eating. But first you’d have to get the clumps out 
of the bottle. And I don’t think that’s happening any time soon. The 
point being that if I can’t eat or drink my erstwhile Snapple, then it 
can’t possibly do me any harm.

Nevertheless, Tammy says, that thing is a health hazard.
And I tell her, don’t call it a “thing.” It has feelings too.
What brought this all on was that a few weeks ago I decided it 

would be best for all involved if my automobile were to undergo a 
trifle of elective surgery. For too many years I have traveled subjected 
to the sounds of an outdated stereo system. So, some three weeks ago, 
I took my car to the local mom-and-pop hi-fi megastore and asked 
the mechanic to install a top-of-the-line compact-disc changer. 
Which was fine. However, when said mechanic drove my car around 
to detail the more pertinent aspects of the project, he pulled up to 
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me, opened the car door, and said, with a stunned smile, “Does this 
happen often?” 

In his raised right hand was the key to my car. Attached to the key 
was the entire ignition shaft of my car. Which, of course, was 
detached from the rest of the automobile.

“No,” I said. “No, I don’t think that happens very often.”
The mechanic reattached the part skillfully but suggested that I 

return my automobile to the shop from whence it came so a more 
permanent repair might be made.

Naturally, I was of two minds. On the one hand, the part had been 
returned to its rightful place already. I had watched the mechanic 
himself slide it back into its hole seconds after removing it.

On the other hand, I had already had that part fixed twice in the 
past year. So naturally, this time it would be free.

Which it was, I discovered when I talked to my Ford Service 
Representative, Anita.

And through it all, the Go Bananas Snapple remained in the 
coveted front-left cupholder, easily within reach of my shifting hand. 
But the evening before taking my car to Ford, I thought better of 
myself and took the bottle out of its place. We had just returned from 
dinner, and Tammy noticed my actions as we crossed the parking lot 
to our apartment.

“What are you doing?” she asked.
“I’m taking the Snapple inside,” I said. “You know mechanics steal 

things all the time.”
To which she replied, “I don’t want that thing in the house.”
“But I can’t leave it in the car!”
Tammy refused to listen to reason. “I don’t want that thing 

anywhere near our cats. Take it to the dumpster.”
“But it’s the last of its kind! I haven’t seen any others for like six 

months! If I put it into the dumpster, what will become of the noble 
breed of Banana Snapple?”

Tammy just walked away.
So I snuck back to the car and replaced my friend in his rightful 

place. And fortunately for all involved, he was not abducted by the 
mechanics at the Ford Dealership.

Tammy’s point is this: apparently, capped or uncapped, my 
vintage Go Bananas Snapple is most likely producing fumes. And 
apparently, capped or uncapped, these fumes are most likely 
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escaping the bottle even now and contributing to my ill health. Every 
time I enter my car, I could be inhaling the fruit-drink equivalent of 
the sarin gas that killed so many conscientious Japanese 
businessmen. I am the sweet, thirst-quenching equivalent of a 
bioterrorist.

But I cannot get rid of my lovely bottle. I cannot. Tammy does not 
understand these things—the love a man feels for his congealed lump 
of chemicals and microscopic organisms gone awry. I have never 
been a part of such vital creation. And every time I walk that bottle to 
the dumpster, the largest of the clumps looks out at me with its one 
fully-formed eye, and I start to think of the future: of its first word, its 
first step, of that day when it outgrows its bottle and walks out into 
the world.

I’m not just endangering my health. I’m saving the last of a noble 
race. §
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Cool Male by Nick Holle
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Cool Male
by Nick Holle

Nick Holle is a man of many talents and vocations, but he has 
made his mark mostly as a writer, humorist, and friend to the 
commoner. He is best known for spending a year-and-a-half working 
undercover in Myanmar, disguised as a woman, for his book I Sure 
Wonder What It’s Like To Breast Feed: An In-Depth Exploration Of 
Southeast Asian Human Dairy Farms. I Sure Wonder… was his 
seventh book. He also writes plays, movies, and songs about 
heartbreak.

Earlier this year, along with James Seidler and Michael Zimmer, he 
formed the semi-popular humor site FLYMF.com. This month, Cool 
Male interviews Nick at his ranch in Baja California, and we find out 
what makes him laugh, what it’s like to work at FLYMF, and why he 
keeps his CD collection in his dishwasher.

Cool Male: How do you like your eggs?
Nick Holle: Over easy.
CM: You pretended to be a woman for a year-and-a-half. What was 
that like?
NH: It was tough because it was an undercover-type thing. My family 
didn’t know where I was. I had to send them encrypted postcards 
through a middleman I had working for me in Phnom Penh. I couldn’t 
tell anyone who I was or what I was doing, not even the girl I was 
sleeping with.
CM: Did the girl you were sleeping with know you were a man?
NH: No. No way. I couldn’t risk my cover. It was just your average, run-
of-the-mill lesbian love affair. There was a brief scare when she 
thought she was pregnant. Knowing she never had sex with a man, 
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most of the village speculated that it was the Christ child. Boy, as you 
can imagine, I was nervous. It turned out it was just gas, and the 
whole thing blew over.
CM: What did she do when she found out you were a man?
NH: She was devastated, naturally. But when the smoke cleared and 
the book came out—essentially shutting down the illegal human 
dairy farms by itself—she understood. We still e-mail and stuff, so it’s 
cool. She’s got another girlfriend now and is happy. She’s in love. 
That’s all you can ask for. And I’m happy for her. This is all in the 
book, by the way.
CM: Very few of our readers actually read books.
NH: Yeah, why would they?
CM: What do you look for in a woman?
NH: Well, since the book, I always check to make sure she’s a woman.
CM: Check?
NH: Ho-ho-ho-ho, Cool Male, it’s not what you think. I just ask for a 
driver’s license or birth certificate. Something of that nature. But what 
else do I look for? Well, I’m not picky. I like funny ones. Ones with big 
hearts. I feel lucky when I meet a girl with a full set of eyebrows. And 
teeth! When a girl has teeth, she’s earned huge bonus points with me. 
Those things aren’t too much to ask, are they?
CM: So you’re not a tits and ass man?
NH: No. A few years ago I was in this vocal and dance group called 
The Tumorisimos. We were sort of like a boy band, but we cut our own 
hair. But I wrote this song that turned out to be, pretty much, our 
biggest hit. It was called “It Ain’t Your (Tits And Ass), Baby (Not Even 
Close).” And I don’t just write songs. I live them.
CM: I see.
NH: See how I did that? This is my first professional interview, and 
already I’ve been able to steer it into shameless self-promotion.
CM: Impressive.
NH: That’s the kind of shit you guys eat up over at Cool Male.
CM: What does FLYMF stand for?
NH: I’m not really sure. I can tell you what it’s not. It does not stand 
for Fly Motherfucker. People always say that. I’ll be walking down the 
street and some asshole yells to me out the window of his Bonneville, 
“Fly Motherfucker! He-heh.” And always the “he-heh,” like he’s in on 
some grand joke. I mean, what kind of shit-for-brains douchebags 
would name their magazine Fly Motherfucker? I don’t know. FLY-M-F. 

Cool Male by Nick Holle
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Some people think it’s an acronym. Others think it’s a state of mind. 
In reality, it’s probably somewhere in between.
CM: What’s it been like to work with James Seidler and Michael 
Zimmer?
NH: It’s all right. Are they assholes? Yes. Are they talented? Yes. Are 
they funny? Occasionally.
CM: You give the impression that the three of you don’t get along too 
well.
NH: That’s true. We have a lot of creative differences, about what’s 
funny and stuff. We fight a lot. I like to use my fists, you know? James 
enjoys tossing things, plates, air conditioning units, things like that. 
Michael’s a yeller, a baritone yeller. We yell back, of course, but he’s 
bigger than us, so we try not to get too physical with him unless it’s a 
double team and we’ve taken him by surprise. I don’t like their 
girlfriends either. That’s another thing. That’s a major source of 
contention. I mean, you know how girlfriends are. Hanging around, 
always saying, “You know what would be funny?” or “It’d be hilarious 
if you guys tried such-and-such.” Whatever, man.
CM: Do you think this conflict hinders your collaboration 
professionally?
NH: I think we can still put out hilarious stuff, if that’s what you mean. 
We’re sort of forced to write with chips on our shoulders. And chips 
are very funny. So are chimps. But look at the cast of Friends. They 
hated each other and still put out gold for ten years.
CM: Actually, I think the cast of Friends got along pretty well.
NH: I know. I was being facetious.
CM: About which part?
NH: The whole part.

Read the entire interview with Nick Holle in this month’s issue of 
Cool Male Magazine, on newsstands everywhere. §
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Issue, August 2005

Cool Male by Nick Holle
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My Letter To Me, The Co-Editor In Chief by James Seidler

My Letter To Me, The 
Co-Editor In Chief

by James Seidler

April 30, 2004
4:31 a.m. PST

Dear Co-Editor in Chief, 

Let me just start by saying it’s a good thing that one of us has some 
sense around here. And by “one of us,” I mean me.

If the functioning of this fine magazine were left in the hands of 
my “partners,” I think it’s safe to say that the end result, in terms of 
humor, would be somewhere on the level of Highlights sans “Goofus 
and Gallant.” In fact, “Goofus and Gallant” is pretty much how I view 
those guys, if you substitute “Moron” for “Gallant.”

Michael’s the worst. He thinks that just because he’s bigger than 
Nick and I, he gets to set editorial policy. Every time he comes down 
on the losing side of editorial disputes, he takes his shirt off and starts 
talking in this real threatening voice. “If you guys are sure—if you’re 
sure that’s what you want to do, then do it. Just don’t be surprised 
when there are consequences.” 

Nick and I try to reason with him, telling him, “Michael, there’s no 
way that humor has two ‘Rs’,” or “Honestly, the comma hasn’t been 
legislated out of existence.” He doesn’t listen. Lately he’s taken to 
carrying an empty soda can around with him at all times, just so he 
can crush it against his head whenever we have an argument. 

I think he’s using steroids.
Nick doesn’t threaten anyone, but that doesn’t mean he’s any more 

fun to work with. I mean, we knew the guy was a reactionary before 
he signed on, but he can’t stop bringing up Tom DeLay. We’ll be doing 
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planning for the next issue, and out of nowhere he’ll drop stuff like, “If 
I were a woman, I’d let Tom DeLay do me on the desk in his office.”

What do you say to that?
It doesn’t stop with the random comments either. Sometimes 

when we’re stuck on an edit, he’ll just start talking to himself, saying, 
“What would Tom DeLay do? What would Tom DeLay do?” 

I don’t know Nick, why don’t you fucking ask him?
Anyway, everything boiled to a head late last night as we were 

working to get the last issue together before deadline. It had been a 
long day, with lots of shouting from Michael and crying jags 
afterwards from Nick, but we were almost finished when those guys 
just decided to quit.

“What do you mean you’re quitting?” I asked.
“There’s a new JAG on tonight,” Michael answered. “Can’t miss it.”
“But what about the magazine?” I said. “We’re almost finished—if 

we just work for a couple more hours, we’ll be done.”
Michael got really red in the face. “I’m not missing JAG!” he 

bellowed and started to make a move toward me before Nick held him 
back.

“Look,” Nick said, “why don’t we just put up a link to The Onion? 
That’s funny, right? No one will notice the difference.”

“Are you kidding me?” I said, but then Michael popped that 
fucking can against his head and started yelling. Ten minutes later, 
they’re gone, the office is a mess, and I’m left alone to work until four 
in the morning to get our third issue up. Which, by the way, is 
absolutely nothing like the goddamn Onion.

Each month I tell myself that I’m going to fire both of them, but I 
can never do it. God knows how, but the stuff they write is hilarious. It 
must be some kind of idiot savant thing.

Anyway, good job on working hard to get this issue done. It’s really 
good. In any case, JAG should be going into reruns soon, so those 
other guys won’t have an excuse to bail on work. Knowing them, 
though, they’ll probably find something.

Sincerely,

James Seidler
Co-Editor in Chief
FLYMF §
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Don’t Screw The Pooch
 At Christmas

by Chad Lowry

The most important relationship a person can have in this world is 
with a dog. It’s true, ask any dog. It’ll probably either bark in 
agreement or look at you like you’re crazy for asking such a dumb 
question, you moron. And at no time is that relationship in greater 
peril than at Christmas. 

Choosing the wrong present for your dog can cause Mr. Sniffy to 
stop loving you. No more face licking, no more sitting on your lap, no 
more using your pillow as a sex toy. Just icy stairs and sighs of 
depression. 

So to keep you from suffering such humiliation and depression 
yourself, I offer you this primer on how to choose the right present for 
your dog. Two issues are paramount in getting this right: First, you 
must consider the dog’s size, breed, and personality when choosing 
the right gift. Second, don’t buy anything predictable, like a bone or a 
chew toy. They’re looking for something original, dammit! Show some 
effort! 

For instance, one toy that’s universal to all dogs is a remote-
controlled car. They just love driving those things around. Keep in 
mind, however, that if you get one of these for your dog, you should 
also set up a little course with miniature orange cones for him to 
maneuver the car through, as this makes it more fun. Also, you are 
responsible for fishing the car out from under the couch, even if Sir 
Barks-A-Lot sends it under there twenty times in a row. Remember, 
we’re not doing this to go halfway. 

If you don’t have the money for batteries, or you don’t love your 
dog enough to buy a remote-controlled car, here are some other 
options for a cold-hearted cheapskate: Small dogs generally prefer a 
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gift that makes them seem classy, like a humidor or a monocle. Large 
dogs enjoy jigsaw puzzles that show a picture of a seal having dinner 
with a light bulb. They’re crazy for it, trust me. Medium-sized dogs are 
the hardest to shop for. They expect to be flattered but want 
something practical as well, like a talking mirror that pays them 
compliments or a Greek salad topped with gyros meat (where the 
meat has been arranged to read, “You’re special!”).

Certain breeds have particular proclivities. Poodles are into 
Tennyson’s early work and enjoy anything by Orwell. (Hey, I’m as 
surprised as you are.) Cocker spaniels enjoy a good laugh, so a gift 
certificate to the Spaghetti Warehouse or a hobo’s sack will keep them 
happy. Dachshunds favor miniature walking sticks topped with a gold 
ball and have also been known to enjoy being named President for the 
Day at pretzel bakeries. German shepherds often describe their 
perfect day as spent playing Tetris. And you will earn the undying love 
of your beagle, Pickles, if you get him a pony to ride.

If you have a nervous dog, some of that new inhalable alcohol is 
probably a good idea. Try the scotch. In contrast, lazy dogs like 
perpetual motion machines, as they give them something to look at. 
What you don’t realize, though, is that they’re also giggling on the 
inside. 

In the end, what I think you’ll find is that it isn’t the way the 
present is wrapped, or what it tastes like, or how easy it is to carry 
into your bed that will make all the difference to your pup—it’s the 
thought that counts. Just don’t screw up. Also, don’t dress like Santa 
for your dogs. It freaks out little Peaches ‘n’ Herb, and they’re apt to 
pee all over the tree. §
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The Travel Bug by Anna Hirsh

The Travel Bug
by Anna Hirsh

You haven’t known true horror until someone who doesn’t know 
you or speak your language points at you and says, “Herpes!” 

I was twenty-five and living in Los Angeles. I decided the best way 
to use my precious vacation days at the post-production job I hated 
was to go to post-Communist Bulgaria to visit my good friend Noah, 
who was in a Peace Corps job that he hated. 

The trip started off beautifully. I arrived in London only to discover 
that Bulgarian Airlines no longer existed. In response, my former 
airline had kindly rerouted my ticket through Paris on a different 
airline—for the day before. I have no idea why they thought that 
itinerary seemed logical, but the speak-Bulgarian-only airline 
employees left to gather all the paper clips and staplers in the empty 
BA offices seemed to feel I was just being picky. I flew standby on yet 
another airline and finally arrived in Sofia. After waiting for an hour at 
the baggage claim, it was determined that they had lost my luggage. 

It was during all this fun that I noticed my lips felt rather… 
sensitive. They were raw and tingly, as if I’d been licking them a lot. I 
assumed that I was probably just dehydrated and stressed, and I 
didn’t think much of it, subscribing to the theory that everything gets 
better with lip-gloss. 

Upon the arrival of my luggage the next day, Noah, another friend 
of mine, Mac, and I embarked on a journey around rural Bulgaria. 
The plan was to hike, eat delicious cheesy-eggy-bready things that I 
never remember the name of, drink a lot of brandy, and eventually 
meet up with Noah’s crazy girlfriend. 

By that second day I had developed three almost-invisible blisters 
on my lips as well as a bright pink tone to my mouth in general. While 
one of Noah’s friends regaled us with stories about the local Bulgarian 



FLYMF’s Greatest Hits

50

Mafia (they had kindly gotten him drunk and purchased him a 
prostitute as a “welcome to the neighborhood”), I tried to not focus 
on the fact that my mouth hurt like hell. 

On day three we went to explore an ancient fort, and my lips 
began to puff up—it actually looked like I had a duck bill. The blisters 
had quickly gotten much bigger and started to turn brown. In fact, my 
entire mouth was beginning to blister. It was revolting. And it hurt 
worse than anything I have ever experienced, including breaking my 
shoulder. Mac and Noah called it “face cancer.” 

That night I woke up to discover that the leprous sores were 
leaking a yellowish fluid down my face. I was definitely not okay. 

So far I had tried to remain cool about the situation in front of my 
friends. On day four we woke up, walked outside, and I started to cry. 
Mac and Noah had no idea what to do. Through tears cascading over 
scabby, crusty, puffy lips, I finally got across how much pain I was in 
and how scared I was. I got awkward hugs and some cortisone cream. 

Trying to make light of the situation, my friends began a 
dangerous game of truth-or-dare: admit something horribly 
embarrassing or use a straw to drink from the glass of wine I just 
sipped with my crusty lips; reveal your darkest secrets or dry off with 
the same towel that I used after a swim. Ha ha. 

The boys kept telling me that it wasn't so bad and that I was 
beautiful. But the truth is, I was a wreck. I was dehydrated and having 
a hard time eating. I couldn’t drink coffee, which I was heavily 
addicted to, and thus, I was getting migraines. And the pain…imagine 
having someone air-pump your lips to the size of a football and then 
take a cheese grater to them. 

We returned to Sofia, and I decided I couldn’t take it anymore—I 
had to risk healthcare in a country where dentists smoke in their 
offices. When Noah and I finally found a doctor’s office, a woman 
walked out of the “examining room,” took one look at me, and said, 
“Herpes!” My first thought was, “Oh God! It’s true! I’m the dirtiest girl 
in the world!” An STD, leprosy of the lips, it was all the same to me. 
Then Noah informed me that this woman was the receptionist. 

The thing is, pretty much everyone else in Bulgaria has herpes. 
Cold sores were as common as leather jackets and jaundiced skin. But 
the real doctor told me that I had impetigo—a strep or staph infection 
commonly found among children, usually passed via fecal matter. 
Yum. I most likely got it from touching a doorknob or railing at LAX. 
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I started crying, which made Noah start crying. The doctor gave 
me antibiotics and a pat on the back, saying that my case was 
particularly bad, probably because of all the lip gloss. 

I left the next morning after big hugs and promising Mac and 
Noah that I would see a doctor at Heathrow Airport. I spent the entire 
trip trying to drink coffee through a straw and bursting into fits of 
tears, totally freaking out the Arab guy sitting next to me. It only got 
better after that. After seeing my face at check-in, Virgin Atlantic 
made me see a doctor just in case they had to quarantine me. 

The old guy who drove me in a golf cart to the medical building 
tried to comfort me by telling me that he had recently experienced 
blood in his urine, and they thought it was syphilis, but he had turned 
out all right. The Heathrow doctors gave me a pass after they verified 
that I had impetigo, and I was let on the plane. I spent the entire nine-
hour flight holding a napkin over my face and pretending to be asleep 
in order to avoid the soccer players who hadn’t seen my face and thus 
kept trying to get my attention. 

When I arrived in the United States, my friend Melissa drove me 
straight to the emergency room, telling me not to touch anything in 
her car because she didn’t have health insurance. It was then that my 
recently acquired boyfriend called, and I made the mistake of telling 
him I was going to the hospital. He wanted to see me. I really liked 
this guy, we had just started dating, and every millimeter of my lips 
was covered in oozing yellow scabs. He wasn’t the sensitive type 
either. “Don’t go!” Melissa yelled helpfully to him in the background. 

I finally made it to a U.S. hospital and received steroids for the 
swelling and Vicodin for the pain. The doctor told me he had never 
seen a case of impetigo as bad as mine. I was passing out on the 
examining table when I heard my boyfriend saying my name. I had 
just enough time to cover my face and turn stop-sign red when he 
walked in the door. All I could say was, “I’m disgusting,” and slowly 
uncover my mouth. His response was, “Can I get a blow job?” 

Laughing made my scabs crack and bleed. 
It was all gone two days later. Noah and Mac now bring up the 

impetigo every time I see them. They had been so sweet, but after I 
left they kept taking showers and couldn’t stop itching for weeks. 

It was bad. Even worse than when I got dysentery in Fiji, followed 
by my period, which morphed into a yeast infection. 

I don’t get the travel bug; it gets me. §
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Nice Joe Nagelberg
by Nick Holle

It may not be apparent just by looking at me, but there was a time 
a few years back when I was having a lot of sex. Ridiculous amounts. 
It’s true. There I was, a hero to most, with handfuls of women, one 
and three at a time. Blonde and curvy, black and freckled, loud and 
upside-down. For a solid year, I learned, practiced, and honed my 
craft in sexual antics and acrobatics. I was a personal pommel horse 
to tens of hundreds of women.

I hate to sound boastful. That’s just how it was. Pat me on the 
back, shake my hand, or ask me for instruction. But the truth of the 
matter of this marvelous good fortune is that I owe all of it to my good 
friend Joe Nagelberg.

I met Joe in college. I never went to college, but I fit in so well 
there that no one ever even noticed. But there was Joe, and we hit it 
off famously. Beers and buddies first, then friends for life. One helluva 
nice guy. Joe Nagelberg. Great guy.

I had always wished for Joe to marry my twin sister, Bonnie. I 
really did. I’d have done just about anything for her to take Joe’s hand 
in holy matrimony. That’s how much I think of him. Unfortunately, I 
strangled her with my umbilical cord on our way out, so it never 
happened. But Joe was as fine a catch as anyone could hope for. And 
he sure was nice.

The thing about Joe is—besides being one of the best guys in the 
whole world—he’s a drop-dead ringer for Matt Damon. I’m serious. 
You could not possibly tell which one is which. From the left, from the 
right, with a baseball cap: Matt Damon. But when we started school, 
no one really knew who Matt Damon was, except for the few who saw 
School Ties and accused Nagelberg of being an anti-Semitic prick. Of 
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course, anybody who knew Nagelberg, Semites included, knew he 
wasn’t a prick at all.

Then the Good Will Hunting thing took off, and oh sweet 
Christmas, did Nagelberg’s life change. People were asking for 
autographs and pictures with their niece and yelling at him from 
across the street, “How do you like them apples?!” And Joe Nagelberg’s 
suddenly an international superstar, though not really. Well, an 
international superstar of nice guys, definitely.

It was a fun deal, and Nagelberg had a ball with it. In fact, most of 
the time he went right along with being Matt Damon, and he was 
polite and modest around the fans. Joe thought so much of Matt 
Damon that he was committed to not hurting his image. How many 
times you been stiffed for an autograph by some pogo-dick celebrity? 
Not here. Nagelberg always obliged with all the autographs and 
pictures and hellos. And Nagelberg even tipped his cap and listened 
constructively to the hotshots who thought that Matt Damon was a 
little frat fag who didn’t belong on the big screen in the first place. 
Matt Damon would’ve been proud. And that was important to 
Nagelberg. He really was a stand-up guy.

So right about that time, I had split up with my long-time 
girlfriend, Mary. And Nagelberg was there for me. We hung out nearly 
every night, talking and drinking cold ones and hoping someone 
would boil Mary in oil. With Nagelberg’s support and pep talks, I 
finally mustered the agates to start dating again. And while it sounded 
all well and warm in talk, it didn’t go so well in practice. I’d fart away 
every chance I had with a girl, and when I didn’t have a chance, I felt 
like I needed some orthodontia and a bigger pair of shoes just to get a 
girl to notice me. I mean, I’m not bad looking, but I’m no Ben Affleck.

So soon enough, it was a crisis, and I was upset about it all the 
time. Feeling sorry for yourself and a cup of coffee will get you a cup 
of coffee. And it got to the point where I didn’t care anymore. I just 
needed to get laid. You understand what I’m saying.

Fortunately, Nagelberg knew what I was saying too, and he 
decided to help me out. Now, mind you, Nagelberg as the spitting 
image of Matt Damon was having no problems whatsoever attracting 
the ladies. We could go to a bar, and there’d be two dozen of them 
lined up, single file, to talk to him.

Nagelberg had a philosophy about this, and this is important. He 
would never, under any circumstances, take advantage of the 
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situation. If the girl didn’t take the time to find out that he wasn’t Matt 
Damon, then he knew she wasn’t the “one.” He didn’t waste his time 
with a girl like that. He wasn’t talking to girls to get laid. No way. That’s 
not Nagelberg’s style. He is a true-blue nice guy. He wanted love. That, 
and he didn’t want to go around letting the whole world know Matt 
Damon would stick it in any chica that said hello to him.

I, on the other hand—well, Nagelberg got the idea for me to hang 
next to him. He’d talk to the girls who approached him, and if he 
wasn’t interested, he’d introduce them to me and let me have a go of 
it. Well, I was ecstatic. I really knew this was my golden opportunity, 
and Nagelberg was nice enough to help me out because he really 
cared. And that’s what I love about Nagelberg, dynamite guy. That he 
looked like Matt Damon, all the better, because he was drawing in the 
kind of women that make your pecker sing.

And it was then that Nagelberg and I got an apartment together, 
and we made the search to find the women of our needs a nightly 
affair. This, of course, made for a lot of rejects on Nagelberg’s end 
when you understand that most of these girls just wanted a piece of 
Matt Damon, preferably the piece between his legs. As for me, I was 
right there to turn the girls’ rejection and disappointment into 
between-the-legs gold for everyone involved.

So nearly every night we’d go back to our place with a couple of 
great girls. And we’d have a good time, laughing and getting Pinot 
Grigio’d to the gills, and sooner or later, one thing would lead to 
another. And I’d take my girl to my room, and Nagelberg’d take his girl 
to his. And I’ve got to tell you, having sex with these women was 
helping me finally come to terms with my breakup with Mary.

But Nagelberg would get his girls on his bed, and they’d talk. Yeah, 
talk. And if they didn’t figure it out that he wasn’t Matt Damon, he’d 
admit he didn’t feel right about having sex with them, and he’d just 
talk to them and listen to their problems and things like that. 
Goddamn, how sensitive is that? What a guy! Has every opportunity to 
take advantage of a situation like that and doesn’t because he stays 
100 percent true to himself. That is a great man, that Nagelberg. Each 
morning I’d wake up, and we’d see the girls off, and he’d turn to me 
and say, “Nice girl, but she couldn’t see through me.” And it’d be the 
same thing every time. “Nice girl, but she couldn’t see through me.”

This happened I don’t know how many dozens of times. I was like, 
“Come on, Nagelberg, I’m having the time of my life banging these 
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girls, and you don’t want to have sex with just one of them?”
And he’d say with a straight face, “Nope. You and me, Sanchez, are 

in a different place. I want love.” Absolutely amazing! And admirable!
Now this went on for damn near a year. I was having a blast, 

ending up in positions I never dreamed possible a few months earlier. 
Sex is not a thing you should deprive yourself of just because some 
Johnny Jesus tells you it’s sacred. It should be celebrated, like I do it. 
Well, Nagelberg, he should be celebrated too. His quest was noble.

But then this one night it was sort of slow––it happened 
sometimes—and I ended up with this girl named Charlie. Charlie was 
this rag-tag piece of snot that I’d been with already a half-dozen times 
or so on nights such as that one. Not the finest catch. She’d brag 
about being bulimic. But I had to roll with her on this night because 
her friend was in from Cleveland, and her and Nagelberg had hit it off.

We went back to our place. I was bored, but I thought, “What the 
hell.” Sex with Charlie was better than no sex at all. So we go into my 
bedroom and leave Nagelberg and Charlie’s friend. The thing about 
Charlie is that she’s a real blabbermouth, and she’s talking about her 
friend the whole time. And she’s saying her friend was really cool and 
that she really liked Matt Damon and that she was engaged.

And I said, “Engaged?”
And she said, “Yeah.”
And I said, “Then what the heck’s she doing over there with 

Nagelberg?”
And she said, “Nagelberg?”
And I said, “Matt Damon.”
And Charlie tells me her friend’s fiancé said he absolutely does not 

condone any cheating whatsoever; however, if they were to meet a 
certain celebrity that they would specify ahead of time, and if they 
somehow managed to finagle—that’s what she said, finagle. If they 
were to somehow finagle them into bed, then it would be okay. 
Charlie’s friend agreed. Her fiancé chose Pam Anderson. She chose 
Matt Damon.

I laughed. This was hysterical. Especially since I was privy to two 
very important pieces of information. The first was that Nagelberg 
wasn’t Matt Damon, and the second was that he wasn’t going to sleep 
with her anyway. He never did with these types. This was marvelous. 
Well, then Charlie finally shut up, and we hit the sack puppy style.

The next day, we got up and headed out into the living room. And 
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there was something weird in the air. Nagelberg and his girl were 
sitting on the couch, just sort of waiting for us. And the girls leave, 
and Nagelberg is watching his girl out the window.

So I said to him, “How’d it go?” Because I always said that to him.
And instead of his “Nice girl, but she couldn’t see through me,” he 

said, “Not bad.”
And I said, “What?”
And he said, “Not bad.”
And I said, “What, did she figure out you weren’t Matt Damon?”
And he said, “I don’t think so.”
And I said, “Then what the hell?”
And he said, “Exactly. Last night, I just got fed up. The girl was 

cool. Cooler than most. And she wanted me so bad, so I said, ‘What 
the hell!’”

I let this sink in for a moment. And I said, “What does that mean? 
It’s not like you slept with her.”

He smiled at me.
“You didn’t sleep with her,” I said. “Ah fuck, Nagelberg.”
And he said, “What?”
“Ah fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck 

fuck,” I said.
And he says, “What?”
And I started pacing around the room. “Nagelberg,” I said. 

“Nagelberg!”
And he screamed, “What!”
And I stopped and shook my head at him. “Nagelberg, that girl was 

engaged.”
And he said, “What do you mean?”
And I said, “She was engaged. Engaged to be married.” So then I 

spilled the butterbeans, told him all about the little deal that girl 
made with her fiancé.

Nagelberg slumped to the couch. He felt so terrible. His night of 
lust broke the sacred bond of marriage. Sure, the girl and her 
husband-to-be weren’t married yet, but they were in every sense 
except the word. Nagelberg broke the trust between that guy and his 
fiancé. He was sick. Morally destroyed. He was sorry he’d ever put his 
fingers in and all over that girl’s body.

And I’m here to say he tried. He tried for a couple of days to live 
with it. He knew things would be fine with that girl and her husband if 
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he’d just leave it alone. But it ate at him. I saw it. He was a wreck. He 
wouldn’t leave the house. He wouldn’t eat. He sat in front of the boob 
tube all day. Classic depressive.

And let me tell you that Nagelberg being at home all day and all 
night wasn’t helping me out in the Poon Tang Department either. It 
was hard just pinching it off like that. I tried to get him up and get 
him out for a fish bowl and an autograph signing, but he sat there for 
two weeks.

Then he got up one day. And I screamed, “Rejoice!”
But he said, “I’ve got to find her.”
And I looked at him.
He said, “Or him, the fiancé. I’ve got to find him and tell him.”
And I said, “Wait just one minute, Nagelberg.”
And he said, “Nope. It’s not fair. He’s getting himself into 

something big. A marriage. And I slept with his wife.”
“His fiancé,” I said.
“It doesn’t matter. He needs to know before he makes a big 

mistake. It may not be a mistake. But he needs to decide that himself. 
I am not Matt Damon. Their trust was broken.”

“That’s a crock of crap,” I said.
And he said, “And besides, I got Matt Damon into this thing. Now I 

have to get him out.”
“Come on. What’s he care? He’s got an Oscar. And we know damn 

well Affleck didn’t write that thing.”
“Don’t argue with me. I get you pussy.”
“Run-offs,” I said.
“It doesn’t matter,” Nagelberg said. “Pussy’s pussy.”
Now Nagelberg was being irrational. This was not the dynamo of 

nice guys I knew of old. That guy never would’ve said the word 
“pussy,” let alone two times in one sentence. There was a madness to 
him. But I couldn’t do anything about it. He tore through all my stuff 
trying to find Charlie’s number because I wouldn’t give it to him. He 
found it, of course, and tracked Charlie down.

Charlie wouldn’t tell him the girl’s fiancé’s name either. At least she 
had some sense. But in tears, Nagelberg reminded her he was Matt 
Damon, and then he looked at her with those eyes like he had to tell 
her friend something important, something about life, something 
that mattered.

Of course, Charlie, the slut with the heart of gold, gave in in 
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perfect romantic comedy style. He came home with the name Pete 
Smith. He had booked a flight to Cleveland, and he was about to walk 
out the door.

Well, I placed myself in front of him. “No way,” I said. “Nagelberg, 
you’re not thinking with your head on straight. You’re thinking like a 
world-revolves-around-you Hollywood hotshot.” I told him, “You’re 
gonna get to Cleveland. Fine. You tell this Pete Smith what happened. 
You feel better. That’s great. But what do you think he’s gonna do? 
Christ, Nagelberg, you slept with his goddang wife.”

“Fiancé.”
“Whatever. Do you realize that? He’s not gonna slap you on the 

back and say thanks for stopping by. You walk into a world of trouble 
when you start cheating on fiancés, beknownst or otherwise.” I let 
this sink in for a second.

Then he said, “I don’t care.”
Sometimes with affairs of the penis, you act like a moron no 

matter how nice of a guy you are. So I pleaded, “Nagelberg, come on. 
Pete Smith could be a jealous lunatic.” 

And he said, “I’m leaving.”
And I said, “Nagelberg, you look a helluva lot like Matt Damon, but 

that doesn’t make you immune from being a victim in a crime of 
passion. Besides, how can you trust a guy who picks Pam Anderson as 
the only girl he’d have sex with other than his fiancé? She’s hideous, 
with that scowl and the makeup and those two etceteras.” 

And he said, “Bye, Sanchez.” And I thought it was the last time I’d 
ever see Nagelberg again. This great man. This morally sound young 
man. And no pleading was going to change his mind.

So I said, “Oh, fuck it. I’ll go for you.”
And he said, “What?”
And I said, “I owe you, Nagelberg.”
And he said, “No, Sanchez.”
And I said, “Yes, I do. I owe you for everything. I’m going to 

Cleveland.”
I didn’t care about me. This Pete Smith guy could lose it when I 

told him his wife banged Nagelberg, and he could chop me up and 
Fed Ex me to Myanmar. But I could risk that for Joe. I could risk life 
and limb because the world needs a man like Joe Nagelberg. There are 
not many nice ones like him left out there. And while nobody would 
blink if I were out of the picture, losing Joe Nagelberg would be like 
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losing, well, like losing Matt Damon himself.
And Nagelberg relented. “Okay. You can go.”
And I said, “Okay, now you’re thinking like Nagelberg again, 

Nagelberg.” I grabbed his bag, his car keys, punched him in the 
shoulder, and told him I’d take care of everything. I believe the words 
I used then were, “Nagelberg, go get yourself laid.” And if I would’ve 
gone to college, I could’ve told you that that was irony.

That day, I saved Joe Nagelberg’s life. I flew to Cleveland, went to 
the Rock And Roll Hall Of Fame, and came home. I never saw Pete 
Smith. I looked him up, yes. And there were thirteen Pete Smiths in 
the Cleveland area. Didn’t sound very lucky to me.

Of course, I told Nagelberg that Pete Smith had been one of the 
nicest guys I’d ever met. And, it turned out, he had accidentally been 
at an orgy with a Pam Anderson look-alike the previous weekend. 
Pete Smith agreed that all was forgivable and the wedding would go 
on as planned. I lifted a barrel of monkeys off of Nagelberg’s back.

Things returned to normal for a little while, but as it turned out, 
Nagelberg found the love of his life soon after. He married a real 
catch, a girl I surely wouldn’t have minded giving a good once-over 
had he passed on her. But Nagelberg got her and kept her, and what 
do you know, she pooped out a beautiful little boy just this past year. 
And Nagelberg is one helluva father. But I always knew he would be.

As for me, I haven’t had any sex since Nagelberg got hitched, but 
that’s okay. I’m obviously grateful and humbled by the abundance I 
had before, else I wouldn’t have needed to tell the story. I still think 
I’m indebted to Nagelberg. Joe Nagelberg is a hero to me, just a Class 
A nice guy. And that’s why I saved his life, and I would do it again, for 
the sake of mankind, with or without all that amazing sex. §



61

Advertisement, The Morula Issue, May 2004



FLYMF’s Greatest Hits

62

Tales From Chet Waggoner
by James Seidler

“...when Harry arrived, [Coach] Downs allegedly approached Keith 
Reese, 8, the hardest thrower on the team. ‘Mark told me to warm up 
with Harry,’ Keith testified. ‘Mark told me that if I hit Harry in the face 
with the ball, he’d pay me $25, and then Harry would be out of the 
game.” 

“A Pennsylvania Tee-ball coach is charged with conspiring to 
injure a disabled child,” Sports Illustrated 

This explains so much. 
I’d always blamed myself before, chalked it up to my 

shortcomings, my lack of size, my two left feet, my inability to 
maintain the discipline necessary for an effective steroid regimen. 
What if I’d only wanted it more? What if I’d only tried harder? Maybe I 
could have had a shot at a scholarship and “the Show” instead of 
fizzling out as a fourth grader on the bench of PressGamey Associates. 
Instead, I blew it. Or so I thought. 

Now it’s clear that it wasn’t my fault at all. There’d been a plan. It 
wasn’t me who’d muffed that fly ball at the Chet Waggoner Little 
League “Majors” Tryouts. It wasn’t my fault that the ball hit me in the 
face, causing me to stumble around the outfield as the imaginary 
ghost runner sauntered round the bases. And while I may have borne 
some responsibility for the girlish throw to the infield that followed, it 
goes without saying that I might have had a little more zip in me if I 
hadn’t been convinced I was going to be spending the rest of my life 
burdened with a glass eye, undoubtedly within the confines of Chet 
Waggoner’s “Minors” system. 
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The fix had been in. Someone with low motives and a little money 
had gotten into the pockets of the man who hit the balls, and the 
resulting spin—well paid for—had taken my potential for the bigs 
right with it. 

Unfortunately, the pattern didn’t stop there. Reminiscing further, I 
realize that other things have gone wrong during my lifetime, things 
that I chalked up to bad luck at the time, but that in hindsight chill 
me with their intricate planning and cold efficiency. 

The lay-in I threw into the bottom of the basket during fourth-
grade basketball tryouts? Ms. W. must have slipped me a non-
regulation ball. The bunt I was too scared to lay down while trying to 
make the seventh-grade team? I bet Mr. R. had some incentive, 
perhaps liquid, to fireball my knuckles. It seems telling that the only 
sport I had some success in was youth soccer, which must have flown 
under my mysterious malefactor’s radar as thoroughly as it did the 
American public’s. 

This negative influence occasionally extended beyond the athletic 
sphere. How else could the Clay High School Pom Squad’s stubborn 
refusal to seduce me be explained? In whose pocket lies the real 
reason for my rejection from Harvard Medical School? And why, I 
must ask, isn’t this article funnier? 

Indeed, although the Harry described in the article and myself 
may not have much in common, I can fully understand his plight. 
After all, couldn’t the definition of disabled reasonably be extended to 
not being able to compete at the lowest levels of youth sports? Hath 
not I a foot to dribble a basketball off of? If I misplay a grounder and it 
smacks me in the nose, do I not bleed? 

Reading the article further, my outrage only deepened, 
particularly when the detail regarding young Harry’s “thick glasses” 
surfaced. What kind of a coach tells a player to intentionally hurt a 
disabled kid with glasses by hitting him in the face? Doesn’t he know 
how pissed off your parents get when you break those things? 
Probably not, I’d guess, as anyone who’s grown up wearing glasses has 
generally been teased enough to be able to let the less fortunate they 
encounter in their lives go by without hitting them in the face with 
things. 

I mean, if you’re looking to take out a disabled kid, and he’s 
wearing glasses, wouldn’t it have been easier to just take the glasses? 
Or lock him in a bathroom? Or maybe throw his cleats into a tree? 
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Couldn’t the coach, a grown man, and presumably disabled only in 
the emotional sense, have come up with a plan that didn’t involve 
assault? Even the kid enlisted to be the hatchet-man shied away from 
the face-smashing side of things, having the inherent decency to hit 
Harry in the groin instead. No one was ever yelled at by his parents 
for crushing his testicles. 

In the end, what I took away from the article is that we all have our 
own Coach Downs hiding in the shadows, paying children to engineer 
our defeats. And the only thing that we can do, particularly as 
children, is wait to grow up and move on to better lives. And then, one 
day in the far future, a special realization will come to us, that 
realization being that Coach Downs is now an old, defenseless man. 
And then we can kick his ass. 

For Harry’s sake. §
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Can’t You Look Deeper Than
 My Greatest Hit?

by Don McLean*

First things first, let me say that “American Pie” is a great song. It 
really captures the loss of “the day the music died” as well as some 
other things that have gone wrong with rock and roll over the years 
and, if I can say so without bragging, it has one hell of a catchy chorus.

The reason I feel I can say that without seeming immodest is that 
you’ve shown me you feel the same way through the three-million-
some radio plays it’s gotten over the years, plus all the times I’ve had 
its name shouted at me in concert when I’ve tried to play another 
tune. It’s a classic, I’m grateful for that, and I’m just as proud of it 
today as when I wrote it in 1971.

Having said that, I have to ask if you don’t think maybe “American 
Pie” has gotten a bit too much attention? I mean, I have written other 
songs over the years. Some of them were quite popular—I’ve had six 
songs in the Top Ten of the Adult Contemporary charts, five of which 
weren’t “American Pie.” But does anyone ever stop me on the street to 
tell me how much they appreciated “Dreidel”? Does anyone call into 
their local radio station requesting “Castles In The Air”? If they do, I 
sure haven’t heard it.

I don’t want this to come off as sour grapes. A lot of people out 
there reading this are probably thinking, “Don, you’ve made a pretty 
good life off of ‘American Pie,’” and I have to agree with them. Still, 
anyone thinking “American Pie” is all there is to Don McLean isn’t 
getting the full picture. Did you know that I inspired the writing of 
“Killing Me Softly With His Song”? That’s right, me, Don McLean, 
killing them softly with my song! Does that sound like a one-hit 
wonder to you?

I guess what I’m saying is that if you like “American Pie” so much, 
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why not give one of my other songs a try? Who knows, maybe you’d 
like it better? And if not, you can just go back to listening to 
“American Pie” on the radio, like you’ve heard it three million times 
before.

Chevy to the levee, blah blah blah,

Don McLean §

*Please note: this is not actually by Don McLean. But if we said that in 
the title, it wouldn’t be as funny.
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The Future Is Now?
by Michael Zimmer

Last I heard we live in the magical, futuristic year of 2004. Just say 
it—2000 and 4. That’s twenty years after Orwell’s 1984, three years after 
Kubrick’s 2001. People in the Middle Ages thought that by 2004 we’d be 
crapping gold. 

But what if they actually got here and saw what 2004 is really like? 
Would they even know they were in the future? 

After all, where are the hover cars? Where are the giant sexy-voiced 
holograms saying, “Welcome to Sears”? I don’t even have a robotic 
servant in my house. Can you believe that? My bedroom looks like a 
crack den without a maid. It’s terrible—it’s like Poughkeepsie in there. 
Dirty clothes and fruit flies are not what the future’s supposed to be. And 
whose fault is it? I’ll tell you who—lazy scientists.

You see, for years there has been a conspiracy to cover up one 
devastating fact: scientists are not only socially awkward, they’re 
slackers. Think about it—we’re investing billions of dollars a year in 
science, and the best we can do on Mars is an RC Racer? 

We went to the moon thirty-five years ago! By now, I should be going 
to the moon for brunch. I should be having Eggs aux Armstrong with 
some grated moon on top and getting back home in time for kickoff. 

And Mars? That’s the best place I’ve ever heard of to send the kids for 
summer camp. Let them build a little character. It could be mining 
camp! Or maybe just give them huge robotic exoskeletons with lots of 
cool weapons and let them fight it out for a summer. That might provide 
an easy dodge for the question of which one you love more.

But we can’t do it. Why? Because our scientists hate to work—those 
shiftless bums. We don’t even have Knight Rider cars. If I talk into my 
watch and say something like, “KIT, meet me out front and, uh, turbo 

The Future Is Now? by Michael Zimmer
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boost it, will ya?” you want to know what happens? Nothing. 
That’s pathetic. The problem is there’s nothing we can do about 

it—after high school, it’s no longer socially acceptable to throw these 
guys a beating. Why is that? Where does their incentive to work hard go? 
Once they get all the money and chicks that come with being a scientist, 
they just start cruising. They don’t have to worry about wearing velcro 
shoes and getting the crap beat out of them because of it. 

What are we doing? Sparing the wedgie spoils the scientist. They 
have no fear now. They do whatever they want, which is actually a lot of 
nothing, the lazy jerks. Did I teleport to work today? Enough said.

It’s 2004. I want food pellets that turn into a whole Thanksgiving 
dinner in my mouth. I want a flying motorcycle that folds up into a 
briefcase for convenient storage. And two words: light sabers. Is that 
really so much to ask?

Apparently so. Our country is so retro right now. Imagine a guy falls 
into a coma in 1974. He wakes up in 2004, flips on CNN, and is 
confused. He says, “Well maybe I wasn’t out that long. Donald 
Rumsfeld’s still Secretary of Defense.” 

Then 1974 guy hears about the economy and the federal budget 
deficit. He thinks, “Man, their economic policy is ‘What would Calvin 
Coolidge do?’”

Then 1974 guy hears about the invasion of Iraq. “Well, good golly,” he 
thinks. “I’m glad they finally found some people to kill that aren’t that 
good at fighting back. And, man, when you’re talking occupied neo-
colonies, I’ll trade a bunch of wet-ass jungle for huge oil reserves any 
day.”

Scientists had all kinds of wacky theories about getting rid of the 
jungle in Vietnam, including using mirrors on satellites to make it 
daytime in Vietnam twenty-four hours a day, thus killing the jungle 
through too much exposure to the sun. 

They thought of that diabolical freaking idea, but we’ve still got 
herpes floating around. And what about the clap, AIDS, elephantiasis? 
These lazy scientists need to get off their asses and let the healing begin.

But the thing is, they’re obsessed with all the trappings of being 
scientists. It’s like they’re singing a song—“I’ve got a job as an 
epidemiologist/but when the ladies see me, they wanta booty knock all 
of this!” 

Meanwhile, some starving kid in Africa has got carpal tunnel 
syndrome, and these guys aren’t doing a damn thing about it. They’re 
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just thinking about the next pistil they can stick their filthy stamen in. 
Why can’t these dirtbags get their minds on work for a change? It’s all 

about celebrity these days—now they’re just obsessed with making it 
into Science, Nature, or the New York Times. They’ll do just about 
anything to be on the cover of one of those trash rags.

Meanwhile I live in Los Angeles, and I have to carry a machete with 
me to hack through the air. Have these hammerheads not seen the 
Jetsons? When the air gets this bad, we start building huge apartment 
complexes way up in the sky! What’s the holdup, you scumbags? If I start 
pooping out little Elroys, they’re all going to die of black lung. That’s so 
Industrial Revolution. 

What about pollution-eating microbes? What happened to that idea? 
I mean, I could understand the fear that they’d get out of control and eat 
all the botox out of Liza Minelli’s face. But I think that’s a small price to 
pay for a breath of fresh air for our grandkids. 

You go to Venice Beach now and get in the water and think, “I 
thought the La Brea Tar Pits were downtown.” I guess it has the 
attraction of being a sort of living history presentation. You see all these 
fat kids get caught in the sludge, and they start screaming, “Rouwrrrrr, 
rouwwwrr!” like the woolly mammoths of yore.

Sure, in the long term that might mean fewer fat kids, and that’s one 
way to deal with the problem of child obesity. But what about those of 
us who used to be fat but grew out of it because we liked to swim?

That’s right, scientists, you screwed us. And like all the girls you’ve 
bedded down over the years instead of working, we did not enjoy it.

Scientists, you’ve lollygagged long enough. It’s 2004, you turkeys. If 
you think that me not having a bionic super arm is still acceptable, then 
you’re in for a big wake-up call.

Scientists, we’re just trying to be fair with you people. We’ve made 
certain concessions, like not stealing your pocket protectors and beating 
you about the face with them. 

In turn, we expect you to pull some weight. Now I’m not saying you 
have to create rocket boots that make you fly at light speed and have a 
six-CD changer—that’s just a suggestion.

But the future is now, you deadbeat brainiacs. You’d better get your 
microscopes in gear. We’re going to start making a different kind of 
deposit in your bank accounts, and let’s just say that if we ain’t crapping 
gold soon, you’re not going to like it. §

The Future Is Now? by Michael Zimmer
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__________, there’s something we have to talk about. I don’t think it’s 
    Name
working between us.

This is really__________ for me to say, but I think we should take a  
                            Adjective 
break. I've been ___________ a lot lately, and it seems that we’re just 
                           Verb Ending In “ing”
heading in different directions in our lives. I’m interested in starting 
to settle down and have a ________, while your primary focus still 
                                            Dependent Organism
seems to be working on your professional ____________ career and 
                                                                                           Fringe Sport
hanging out with your friends at _________ every night of the week. I’m 
                                                           Somewhere Fun
working my way up to being a  ______________ while you seem to be 
                                                                   Boring Job
happy working behind the counter at ________________.
                                                                           Convenience Store            

Now, don’t cry (Name). I’m not saying this because I think you’re a
___________ person; I just think it’s time for us to have some space   
  Adjective
to find out who we really are. I think this relationship has been a bit 
suffocating for both of us. I mean, when I come home after a hard 
day’s work, I just want to unwind with ___________and a glass of  
                                                                            Unoffensive TV Show 
                   

FLYMF Mad Libs For 
Modern Times—Breaking Up
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_________________, but you just want to drink ____________ and play   
  Genteel Beverage                                                            Hard Liquor    
_________________ all night.
      Board Game

Have I met someone else? Well, I was hoping you wouldn’t ask that, 
but I have. His/Her name is _________. (Name 2) works with me at the 
                                                           Name 2               
__________ factory. (Name 2) and I just have so much more in common. 
      Noun
(Name 2) wants to become a ___________ so we can buy a ___________ 
                                               Another Boring Job                              Luxury Car
and move out to _____________. (Name 2) has goals. We have things in  
                                   Boring Place
common. (Name 2) likes going to ___________ on Sundays and talking 
                                                                 Intellectual Place
about ________________.
  Pseudo-intellectual Subject

I’m sorry (Name), but it’s time for us to move on. Goodbye. §
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An Old-Fashioned Game
 Of Telephone

by James Seidler

As I sit, and I spend a lot of time sitting, I try to think about what I 
could have said. I want to bill the resident? The windowsill was 
reticent? I need some dill and Pepsodent? None of it makes sense, I 
know that, but I keep trying all of the combinations I can think of 
because one of them has to work.

I’ve tried to ask them to let me hear the tape, but they won’t let me. 
Instead, they just ask me to admit to what they think they heard me 
say, which I didn’t really say, and the whole thing goes into a pretty 
pointless cycle from there. I try to think of different options—I have 
to fill the precedent?—but they just tell me, “That’s not right, Charles. 
Why don’t you tell us what you really said?”

I know it’s not right, because the right one will make perfect sense 
when I say it. So I keep trying, and they keep asking, and in the end 
they toss me back into the water cell and let me hang out there until 
they think I’m ready to try again.

I’m not the only one here either. Far from it. I know there are lots 
of us, although we aren’t allowed to talk to one another. Security 
concerns. Still, I’ve found that if I put my head underwater in the 
water cell and shout, sometimes I can make myself heard to the 
people in the water cells at the end of the hallway.

“What are you in here for?” I’ll bubble down to them.
“I don’t know,” they invariably bubble back. Most of them add that 

as soon as they find out, they’ll admit to it.
Some of the tactics they try on us don’t work too well. Every now 

and then they’ll send a woman in lingerie into the interrogation room 
to rub up against us a bit and talk sexy—pretty standard Vegas stuff. 
The idea is that Muslim fundamentalists, to put it kindly, are a bit 
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uptight sexually and will spill the beans to avoid going to hell. I’m an 
Episcopelian myself, but I’ve taken to praying five times a day to 
encourage them to keep sticking with it or, God forbid, double their 
resources.

A lot of the time, when they’re not trying to ask me what I said, 
they want to know who’s working with me. At first I said no one, but 
that didn’t go over very well, so I started naming my co-workers at the 
insurance office. That got them off my back for a few days, but when 
they came back, they just told me that I wasn’t funny and left me in a 
room blaring the B-52’s “Love Shack” for five days straight.

Well, I broke down after that. I started naming names left and 
right—family, friends, old girlfriends, anyone I could think of. 
Sometimes when I duck down in my water cell and try to shout, I’m 
pretty sure I hear my grandma yelling back at me from the other cell. 
She’s not saying grandmotherly things either. She sounds pissed.

Lately I’ve regained my composure a bit with the whole naming 
names thing. Now when they ask me who I’m working with, I just 
name my interrogators, which is true, since I haven’t seen anyone else 
for a couple months now. When I first came up with the idea, I was 
hoping they’d take a couple of the interrogators and throw them into 
cells, particularly the big, dopey one who pissed in the unit’s 
ventilation system when I first got here. But they didn’t.

Sometimes, in the period between when my sensory deprivation 
goggles are first put on and when I dissolve into uncontrollable 
screaming, I wonder if I’ll ever get out of here. What will the world be 
like out there if I return to it? Will I still have my job? Will I be able to 
get a job at all? Will they still be making the Double Quarter Pounder 
with Cheese? Because I could really go for one of those right now.

Lately, my interrogators keep bringing up the fact that I’m going to 
be traveling soon. They don’t say where, but I don’t really mind—it’ll 
be nice just to get away for a while. There’s one thing I don’t get, 
though. All of them keep asking me if I smoke, but they know that I 
don’t. When I tell them that, they just laugh and say they hope I don’t 
mind being an ashtray.

Weird, huh? I can’t figure it out either. §
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Cellular Copperfield by Nick Holle

Cellular Copperfield 
by Nick Holle

Three late twenty-somethings––BILL, SAUCEMAN, and RONNY––are 
sitting in chairs. Bill faces Sauceman and Ronny, who sit next to each 
other.

SAUCEMAN
Bill, it’s no secret around here about you and Tara Jepson.

RONNY
Exchanging pleasantries.

SAUCEMAN
—and bodily fluids—

RONNY
—for going on six weeks now.

SAUCEMAN
Beautiful girl, Bill.

RONNY
Gorgeous.

SAUCEMAN
Now, Bill, I know she looks like a catch.

RONNY
She looks like a Barbie. So does her sister.
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SAUCEMAN
Her sister Sara. Sara and Tara.

RONNY
They’re twins, practically from the same egg.

SAUCEMAN
Identical twins. They are from the same egg.

RONNY
Like I said, they look like a couple of Barbies.

SAUCEMAN
And they look like catches, Bill.

RONNY
But what me and Sauceman wanted to tell you—

SAUCEMAN
—Bill, is that we’re concerned for you.

RONNY
Because you might not be privy to—

SAUCEMAN
—certain information.

RONNY
And it’s our job as your friends—

SAUCEMAN
—to inform you. Because we love you.

RONNY
Not sexually.

SAUCEMAN
Of course not. Like brothers.

RONNY
Not incestually.
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SAUCEMAN
Ronny, stop. But what you might not know, Bill, is that the Barbie 
twins have been around.

RONNY
Sexually.

SAUCEMAN
It’s difficult to estimate with how many.

RONNY
Hundreds? Thousands?

SAUCEMAN
But it is a lot.

RONNY
Eight and ten at a time.

SAUCEMAN
Not to pass judgment, Bill.

RONNY
But we’re worried about diseases.

SAUCEMAN
You know, Bill, AIDS-related SIDS, SARS-related AIDS, herpes, 
hepatitis, the clap.

RONNY
Epstein-Barr.

SAUCEMAN
Right.

RONNY
HIV.

SAUCEMAN
HIV?
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RONNY
Yeah, HIV.

SAUCEMAN
Whatever, Ronny. Point is, Bill—and there is a point here—

RONNY
Besides diseases.

SAUCEMAN
—your girlfriend was married to Kenny Porterhouse. You met him?

RONNY
Jealous type.

SAUCEMAN
Testosterone, football, thick neck.

RONNY
Homophobia.

SAUCEMAN
And Kenny was awfully protective of Tara.

RONNY
And he didn’t like the fact that—

SAUCEMAN
—she nailed any guy who offered his hammer to her.

RONNY
And who’d foot her booze and coke tab.

SAUCEMAN
The sex she gave away for free.

RONNY
Which Kenny cashed in on.

SAUCEMAN
Then they married.
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RONNY
And she nearly slept with the best man. 

SAUCEMAN
So he cut her off: no more booze, no more bars, no more parties.

RONNY
No more sucking cock for a snort in the bathroom stall of Times Two 
at one in the morning.

SAUCEMAN
Ronny, please. Show some respect.

RONNY
Sorry about the sucking-cock part, Bill.

SAUCEMAN
Kenny wanted her to obey the Seventh Commandment.

RONNY
No more extramarital freelance.

SAUCEMAN
If she wanted to go out, it had to be to the circus, the ice-capades, and 
magic shows.

RONNY
She agreed out of love.

SAUCEMAN
Well, Kenny was betting she wouldn’t be having adulterous affairs 
with ten-year-olds.

RONNY
He bet wrong.

SAUCEMAN
Not with a ten-year-old, Bill, but she did have an affair.

RONNY
Full of mystery and intrigue.
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SAUCEMAN
With David Copperfield.

RONNY
Not from the Dickens novel. The magician.

SAUCEMAN
The illusionist, who she met at a show.

RONNY
The affair was not an illusion though.

SAUCEMAN
No, there was plenty of sex.

RONNY
All kinds.

SAUCEMAN
She’s a tiger, Bill.

RONNY
You know as well as anybody.

SAUCEMAN
Full of sexual antics.

RONNY
And gymnastics.

SAUCEMAN
And Copperfield is a catch.

RONNY
A world-renowned catch.

SAUCEMAN
Though he’s not good with cell phones.

RONNY
This is the catch.
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SAUCEMAN
One day, Kenny borrows Tara’s cell phone to make a long-distance 
call.

RONNY
Unlimited nights and weekends.

SAUCEMAN
But Kenny’s a smart guy, and he checks her call history.

RONNY
And whose name pops up five, six times a day?

SAUCEMAN
So Kenny dials Copperfield, and Copperfield answers.

RONNY
Because it’s his phone.

SAUCEMAN
And Copperfield starts talking in his Copperfield voice about putting 
his sword into her box.

RONNY
Sexually.

SAUCEMAN
Kenny hangs up and starts putting metaphors and Caller ID together, 
figuring out Tara’s adulterating with the David Copperfield.

RONNY
Kenny’s not the type who reads Dickens.

SAUCEMAN
So he’s pissed and wants a divorce. Probably would’ve killed 
Copperfield if he could’ve found the slippery SOB.

RONNY
Tara tries to be Apologetic Barbie.
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SAUCEMAN
And she begs for Kenny’s forgiveness, blaming this all on her 
affliction.

RONNY
Acute nymphomania.

SAUCEMAN
Promises to keep it in her pants from here on out.

RONNY
Well, keep it out of her pants.

SAUCEMAN
So in a last-ditch effort to save the marriage, she goes to break it off 
with Copperfield.

RONNY
But he doesn’t care.

SAUCEMAN
Copperfield’s not the type of guy to put all his sperm in one basket.

RONNY
He was also sleeping with Sara. Sexually.

SAUCEMAN
Tara’s twin.

RONNY
The Barbie Twins.

SAUCEMAN
Tara was shocked, betrayed.

RONNY
Copperfield was stoic, mysterious.

SAUCEMAN
Actually, we’re not even sure if Copperfield knew the difference 
between Tara and Sara.



87

Cellular Copperfield by Nick Holle

RONNY
His publicist won’t comment.

SAUCEMAN
That’s probably why he didn’t make his name on Tara’s Caller ID 
disappear.

RONNY
It’s hard to be discreet when you’re the world’s greatest illusionist.

SAUCEMAN
Devastated by Copperfield’s disinterest, she went out and slept with 
the Lakers.

RONNY
No, it was the Clippers.

SAUCEMAN
And Kenny divorced her.

RONNY
Copperfield dumped Sara, went on to another Barbie

SAUCEMAN
Sara married Kenny.

RONNY
Who divorced her when he caught her end-over-backwards with 
Teller.

SAUCEMAN
And Tara ended up with you, Bill.

RONNY
And we wanted to make sure—

SAUCEMAN
—you knew what you were getting into.

There is a long silence.
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BILL
Ronny? Sauceman? I appreciate your concern. I was unaware of Tara’s 
previous marriage to Kenny and equally unaware of her sexual 
proclivity. I’m not sure what to make of it. I find it interesting, though, 
that two people such as Tara and I both have had torrid love affairs 
with David Copperfield, mine based purely on a need, deep down, to 
be satisfied by someone who can escape from chains from the sixtieth 
floor of a burning building in less than four minutes. Makes me so 
hot. And I—

SAUCEMAN
Wait a second, Bill, you slept with Copperfield?

BILL
Sure. Several times. Once on the sixtieth floor of a burning building.

RONNY
God, Bill, we never took you for a—

BILL
—Transgender bisexual? Nobody does, really.

RONNY
Uh...yeah.

SAUCEMAN
Well, we never took Copperfield for one anyway.

RONNY
Bill, can I ask you a question? What’s Copperfield like in the sack?

BILL
A gentleman never tells, boys, a gentleman never tells.

SAUCEMAN
Well, fuckin’ A. Who needs a drink? §
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Toontown Personals
by Dale Dobson

Duck, Duck, Goose?
Dark, handsome drake with good sense of humor, no pants, seeks 
argumentative companion of any sex for verbal sparring, forest fun. 
No hunters please. Threesome possible with irritable, unintelligible 
white buddy.

Out of the Inkwell
Newly uncloseted clown with big feet, big nose, big heart seeks male 
companion for change of scene, surreal hijinks. Turn-ons include 
seltzer, camel’s-hair brushes, Chanel No. 5. No bozos, Gacy types.

Bowl and Ball
Hairy, muscular blue-collar type and slim, pretty redhead seek other 
clean, swinging couples for bowling, beer, possible swapping. 
Discretion a must; nosy stone-age next-door neighbors just don’t get 
it.

Sailor Man
Oy likesk skinny goils wit’ broomstick arms ‘n long, long legsk. No 
HIV/herp, some gout. Straight, strong to the finishk! Give these big, 
strong forearmsk a break. Ugh-ugh-ugh...egg-egg-egg...um... :)

Warm, Fuzzy
Lean, green, successful entertainer loves the feel of foam rubber 
against his felt, in the mood for a little I&P experimentation. Three 
wild dimensions for a novel, pleasurable experience.
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Desperately Seeking Sugar
YGWM seeks very generous older man to subsidize butler, rare-breed 
dog, robot maid. Lost everything in internet bubble market crash, 
including inhibitions. Contact Rich Enterprises, Richville, U.S.A., ask 
for “Mike.”

In a Fix?
Sensual, expressive black cat seeks sub partner willing to explore 
versatile bag of tricks and put that big ol’ exclamation mark where it 
belongs. Awwwwyeah.

Sweet Betty
Big-eyed, curly-haired brunette will see to all your needs in relaxed, 
quiet atmosphere. Please call in advance; some clients find voice 
annoying, but most just love it. Like the first time, every time—come 
take my boop-boop-a-doop away!

Furries?
Attractive, accented European couple seek moose, squirrel.

Can’t Hurry Love
Middle-aged millionaire with mansion, yacht seeks female 
companion for hunting trips, opera, more. No convincing 
mannequins with concealed explosives or rabbits in bra and lipstick, 
please.

Mighty Fine
Good-looking, long-lashed mouse with a mission, busy schedule, 
seeks similarly harried female friend for occasional dates as time 
permits. Can’t promise regular appearances, but will be there when it 
counts; with advance notice, will save the day. Women with “P” names 
a plus.

Let’s Get Close
Extremely near-sighted, confident older gentleman is tired of singles 
bars, vacuum cleaners, donuts, electrical sockets, bathtub drains, old 
stockings, exhaust pipes, mailslots, garbage disposals, gumball 
machines, and porn. Please don’t play hard-to-get. §
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This Inheritance Could Be Yours 
by Glen Golightly

Date: Fri, 02 Apr 2004 20:47:58 -0500
From: williamkojo1@netscape.net
Subject:CLAIM INHERITANCE OF (PITT Golightly)

Dear Golightly,
I am Barrister William Kojo, a solicitor at law. I am the personal 

attorney to late Mr. Pitt Golightly, who used to work with MOBILE Oil 
Servicing Company in Nigeria. Here in after shall be referred to as my 
client.

On the 21st of April 2000, my client, his wife and their only 
daughter were involved in a car accident along sagbama express road. 
All occupants of the vehicle unfortunately lost there lives. Since then I 
have made several enquiries to your embassy here to locate any of my 
clients extended relatives, this has also proved unsuccessful. After 
these several unsuccessful attempts, I decided to track his last name 
over the Internet, to locate any member of his family hence I 
contacted you.

I have contacted you to assist in repartrating the fund valued at 
US$10.5million left behind by my client before it gets confisicated or 
declared unserviceable by the AFRICAN DEVELOPMENT BANK OF 
NIGERIA (ADB), where this huge amount were deposited. The said 
BANK has issued me a notice to provide the next of kin or have the 
account confisicated within the next fourteen official working days.

For the fact that I have been unsuccesfull in locating the relatives 
for over 2 years now, I seek the consent to present you as the next of 
kin to the deceased, since you have the same last name with my 
client, so that the proceeds of this account can be paid to you. 
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Therefore, on receipt of your positive response, we shall then discuss 
the sharing ratio and modalities for transfer.

I have all necessary information and legal rights needed to back 
you up for claim. All I require from you is your honest cooperation to 
enable us see this transaction through.

I guarantee that this will be executed under legitimate 
arrangement that will protect you from any breach of the law. Please 
get in touch with me through my email address.

Best regards,
Barrister William Kojo

Date: Fri, 2 Apr 2004 17:56:02 -0800 (PST)
From: “Glen Golightly” 
Subject:Re: CLAIM INHERITANCE OF (PITT Golightly)
To:williamkojo1@netscape.net

Yes, do tell me more. I’ve heard my relatives talk of a distant 
uncle named Pitt.

Date: Fri, 02 Apr 2004 21:14:14 -0500
From: williamkojo2@netscape.net
Subject:CLAIM INHERITANCE OF (PITT Golightly) REPLY! 

Dear Golightly,
I am Barrister William Kojo, a solicitor at law. I am the personal 

attorney to late Mr. Pitt Golightly, who used to work with MOBILE Oil 
Servicing Company in Nigeria. Here in after shall be referred to as my 
client.

On the 21st of April 2000, my client, his wife and their only 
daughter were involved in a car accident along sagbama express road.

All occupants of the vehicle unfortunately lost there lives. Since 
then I have made several enquiries to your embassy here to locate 
any of my clients extended relatives, this has also proved 
unsuccessful. After these several unsuccessful attempts, I decided to 
track his last name over the Internet, to locate any member of his 
family hence I contacted you.

I have contacted you to assist in repartrating the fund valued at 
US$10.5million left behind by my client before it gets confisicated or 
declared unserviceable by the AFRICAN DEVELOPMENT BANK OF 
NIGERIA (ADB), where this huge amount were deposited. The said 
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BANK has issued me a notice to provide the next of kin or have the 
account confisicated within the next fourteen official working days.

For the fact that I have been unsuccesfull in locating the relatives 
for over 2 years now, I seek the consent to present you as the next of 
kin to the deceased, since you have the same last name with my 
client, so that the proceeds of this account can be paid to you. 
Therefore, on receipt of your positive response, we shall then discuss 
the sharing ratio and modalities for transfer.

I have all necessary information and legal rights needed to back 
you up for claim. All I require from you is your honest cooperation to 
enable us see this transaction through.

I guarantee that this will be executed under legitimate 
arrangement that will protect you from any breach of the law. Please 
get in touch with me through my email address.

Best regards,
Barrister William Kojo

Date: Fri, 2 Apr 2004 18:23:00 -0800 (PST)
From: “Glen Golightly” 
Subject:Re: CLAIM INHERITANCE OF (PITT Golightly) REPLY! 
To: williamkojo2@netscape.net

Yes, William, you told me all that in the first e-mail. How do I 
claim the inheritance? I will certainly reward you generously!

Sincerely,
Mr. Glen Golightly (bereaved nephew)

Date: Sun, 11 Apr 2004 10:24:54 -0400
From: williamkojo2@netscape.net
To: “Glen Golightly” 
Subject:AWAITING YOU REPLY OR CALL

Dear Glen Golightly,
Thanks for you mail and question to start with if you are really 

interested in this transaction please forward to me your information 
so i can communicate with you and also for this money to be 
inheritted you have to contact the bank first if you are really want to 
assist me give me that trust so i can give you the bank information so 
you can contact them and also i will send you the deposit certificate 
and death certificate of my late client because the bank are going to 
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demand them from you for some verification before they can proceed 
on the transfer.

Please get back to me with information needed so we can proceed 
i don,t have much time to get this money out from the bank if not 
they will send it into a government and autmatically it wont get out 
again if the money gewts in there.234 8033082640 My telephone 
number

Regards
William Kojo

Date: Sun, 11 Apr 2004 19:40:45 -0700 (PDT)
From: “Glen Golightly” 
Subject:Re: AWAITING YOU REPLY OR CALL
To:williamkojo2@netscape.net

Hello William:
I’m glad you wrote back. My wife was skeptical, but now she can 

see you are definitely right as rain.
What information do you require? I’m ready! I can have my 

attorney contact you if that will speed things up.
Let’s close this deal! Though we’ve never met, I feel like you’re 

family. Maybe once this is over, you can visit us in the United States.
Sincerely,
Glen

Date: Sat, 17 Apr 2004 17:28:33 +0200 (CEST)
From: “morison joe” <morisonjoe@yahoo.fr>
Subject:Hello mr Glen
To: Glen Golightly

Dear Friend, 
I am Mr.MORISON JOE from the auditing section of the UNION 

TOGOLAIS BANK LOME TOGO. With due respect and regards,I have 
decided to contact you on a business transaction that will be very 
beneficial to both of us at the end of the transaction. 

During investigation and auditing in the bank,my department 
came across a very huge sum of money belonging to a deceased 
person,a foreigner who died on 31st October 1999 in a plane crash 
and the fund has been dormant in his account with the bank without 
any claim of the fund either from his family or relation before 
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discovery to this development. 
Although personally, I kept this information secret within myself 

to enable the whole plans and idea be profitable and successful 
during the time of execution. 

The amount involved is(9m US$)Nine Million United States 
Dollars only. As it may interest you to know that,i got your your 
contact address through internet and i believe you will be viable to 
champion a business of such magnitude without any problem. 

Meanwhile all the whole arrangement to put claim over this fund 
as the bona-fide next of kin to the deceased, get the required approval 
and transfer this money to a foreign account has been put in place 
and directives/needed information will be relayed to you as soon as 
you indicate your interest and willingness to assist and also benefit 
your self to this great business opportunity. 

In fact,I could have done this deal alone but because of my 
position in this country as a civil servant,we are not allowed to 
operate a foreign account and would eventually raise an eye brow on 
my side during the time of transfer because I work in this bank.

This is the actual reason why it require,s a second party or fellow 
who will forward claims to the bank as the next of kin to the deceased 
foreign and also present a foreign account where he will need the 
money to be re-transfered into on his request as it may be,after due 
verification and clarification to designated bank account.I will no fail 
to inform you that this transaction is 100% risk free. 

On smooth conclusion of this transaction,you will be entitled to 
30% of the total sum as gratification,while 10% will be set aside to 
take care of the expenses that may arise during the time of the 
transfer such as telephone bills etc,while 60% will be for me and other 
investments in your country under your care.

Please,you have been advice to keep top secret as I am still in 
service and intend to retire from service after the conclusion of this 
deal with you.I will be monitoring the whole situation here in the 
bank until you confirm the money in your account and ask me to 
come down to your country for subsequent sharing of the fund 
according to percentages previously indicated and further 
investment,either in your country or in any other country you may 
advice to invest on. 

All other necessary information will be sent to you when I hear 
from you. 
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Get back to me as soon as possible stating your wish to this 
transaction. 

Yours Faithfully 
Morison Joe

Date: Mon, 19 Apr 2004 18:00:36 -0700 (PDT)
From: “Glen Golightly” 
Subject:Re: Hello mr Glen
To:”morison joe” <morisonjoe@yahoo.fr>

Dear Mister Joe:
Thank you for your interesting note. I certainly think we can do 

business together. I am currently in negotiations with a Mister 
William Kojo to acquire an inheritance from my dear departed 
uncle, Pitt Golightly.

Would it be OK if I flew out to visit you and Mister Kojo? Do you 
know each other? I feel like we have known each other for a long 
time.

Thank you, and I look forward to hearing from you!
Blessings upon you and Mister Kojo.
Glen Golightly

Date: Sun, 25 Apr 2004 17:09:23 -0700 (PDT)
From: “Glen Golightly” 
Subject:Re: AWAITING YOU REPLY OR CALL
To:williamkojo2@netscape.net

Dear William:
I have not heard from you in several weeks. Is everything OK? 

I’m anxious for us to conclude this deal. What do I need to do?
Should I open an office, use my attorney here, or open a bank 

account? Do you need some sort of funding to see this through?
I’ve saved up some money from my part-time job at Starbucks. 

Do you have Starbucks where you’re at? I like Harry Potter. I could 
send you a copy of the latest one.

In the meantime, I have been contacted by a Mister Morrison Joe. 
Do you know him? I think he’s up to something.

Please, please write back.
Your brother,
Glen
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Date: Sat, 17 Apr 2004 17:28:33 +0200 (CEST)
From: “morison joe” <morisonjoe@yahoo.fr>
Subject:Hello mr Glen
To: Glen Golightly

Attn Glen Golightly,
Thanks for your interesting message. I am happy to have you as 

my partner. Also, i have two i wants to sort out you now. 
1. Do prefer to come over here so that the cost of this transaction 

will reduce.
2. Do you prefer to stay back and positively assist financially to 

work out this transfer speedily.
Upon your positive response today i will sent to form you have to 

fill in resend to bank for acknowledgement to allow the transaction 
start.

Looking forward to receiving your positive reply today.
Yours Faithfully,
Mr. Morison Joe.

Date: Mon, 19 Apr 2004 18:00:36 -0700 (PDT)
From: “Glen Golightly” 
Subject:Re: Hello mr Glen
To:”morison joe” morisonjoe@yahoo.fr

Dear Mr. Joe:
I would love to come over to Africa. I’ve never been to Timbuktu. 

Will you pick me up at the airport?
Also, do you know the guy who played the Bushman in The Gods 

Must Be Crazy? I surely would like to meet him.
I’m ready to leave immediately. Is it expensive to fly to Africa? 

Should I bring my own food?
I look forward to hearing from you. By the way, Mr. William Kojo 

has disappeared. As you suspected, he is not a forthright man such 
as yourself.

Sincerely,
Glen and Betty
P.S. Betty is my wife and will accompany me. She makes the best 

pork roast. You’ll love it!
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Date: Wed, 5 May 2004 14:33:47 +0200 (CEST)
From: “morison joe” <morisonjoe@yahoo.fr> 
Subject:TOP URGENT NOTIFICATION.
To:Glen Golightly

ATTn ; Glen and Betty,
Thanks very much for your co-operation and understandings in 

this noble transaction.
Well, Honestly, do not come with your food. Here, there are good 

hotels and good food to enjoy like in your country. 
Sincerely Speaking, here is Togo not Timbuktu, when you come in 

Togo, after the transaction, we can still visit Timbuktu with you and 
your wife.

Furthermore, As you definitely Know, i am a civil servant, a lot 
have to be done for a good work in this relationship. Therefore, you 
have bring some gift for official job well done in your behalf as the 
beneficiary of the fund.

Inaddition, i am fullest prepare to receive you at the Air port, port 
of entry. Also, our country is a free visa country in west Africa. Please, 
do not seek for visa to come here.

Familiarly, there are little expenses you have to do before the 
money will transfer to your bank account.

1. you will open dollar account here in Togo.
2. un refundable official bank charge Fee. 
3. your passport photocopy identification. 
Note; kindly give me your arrival schedule to enable me pick you 

and your wife betty.
Looking forward to receiving you immediately with joy.
Sincerely Yours,
Mr. Morison Joe.

Date: Wed, 12 May 2004 22:57:50 +0200 (CEST)
From: “morison joe” <morisonjoe@yahoo.fr> k
Subject:Reminder Glen 
To: Glen Golightly

Dear Glen and Betty ,
Please i will like to hear from you. Iam really worried since i have 

not hear from you.
Kindly mail me because the bank management is waiting to 



101

This Inheritance Could Be Yours by Glen Golightly

receiving you. 
Looking forward to receiving you and your kindly.
Yours Faithfully,
Mr. Morison Joe.

Date: Sun, 16 May 2004 16:05:38 -0700 (PDT)
From: “Glen Golightly” 
Subject:Virus attack!
To: “morison joe” <morisonjoe@yahoo.fr>

Dear Mister Joe!
Thank you so much for writing. We were attacked by the Sasser 

virus on our computer and lost everything! Betty lost her recipes 
and photos of Ricardo Montalban, and I lost all my porno (Betty 
doesn’t know about that) and your messages.

I am so sorry. I hope the deal hasn’t fallen through.
What do we need to do? I’m excited about visiting you.
Sincerely,
Glen and Betty

From: hasstuu papa [mailto:hasstuu2000@yahoo.com]
Sent: Friday, May 14, 2004 8:45 AM
To: hasstuu2000@yahoo.com
Subject: seeking for your help....................

Sir,
My name is HASSTUU BABA, I am 27 years old,from Sierra 

leone,West Africa
I need your urgent assistance to help me process the shipment of 

my diamonds box out from Dakar city of Senegal to your Country.My 
parents had a Diamonds Mines field back home in Sierra leone.But 
the Rebels have taken over the diamonds mines field but I managed 
to escape to Senegal with some Diamonds of best quality which is 
currently with the Diplomatic Carrier Service Company here in Dakar 
Senegal for shipment.

I am seriously in great need of your assistance to help me ship out 
my diamonds box out from here to your country.My Diamonds box 
weight in question is 3.2Kg. and it is ranged from 3 to 45 Carats.It’s 
Quality is VS-1, (H, Colour) and worths about US$21 Million Dollars 
after sales. I will send you the Documents of my Diamonds and also 
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my personal Photos and together with the Photo of my parents 
Diamonds Mines.I will also give you more details on how you should 
help me for the Shipment to your country and also I will give you the 
Contact details of the Diplomatic Carrier Service Company for you to 
help me Contact them and process the Shipment of my Diamonds 
Box to your country.Please, I await your very Urgent and Positive 
reply as soon as you recieve this message.Please, also give me your 
personal phone and fax numbers so that I can contact you and also 
send you the Documents of my Diamonds by fax.Have a gr! ea! t day 
and extend my regards to your family.

Your sincerely, 

Date: Sun, 16 May 2004 16:11:24 -0700 (PDT)
From: Glen Golightly
Subject:Re: seeking for your help....................
To:hasstuu2000@yahoo.com
CC:williamkojo1@netscape.net, morisonjoe@yahoo.fr

Mister Baba:
You offer an interesting proposition. I am currently in 

negotiations with a Mr. William Kojo of Nigeria and Mr. Morrison 
Joe of Togo on similar ventures.

Please send me a proposal, and Misters Kojo and Joe and I will 
consider it.

Yours truly,
Glen Golightly
(nephew of famed oil man Pitt Golightly)

Date: Mon, 17 May 2004 18:24:46 +0800
To:Glen Golightly
Subject:URGENT RESPONSE,PLEASE.
From: “BarristerSamuelAkunba” <samuelchambers@voila.fr> 

BARRISTER SAMUEL AKUNUBA(SAN).
SOLICITOR AND ADVOCATE
PLOT 659 , BEN ONYEKA AVENUE,
IJEGUN,SATELITE TOWN,LAGOS
NIGERIA.
234-080236633264
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ATTN:GOLIGHTLY
REQUEST FOR ASSISTANCE
I am BARRISTER SAMUEL AKUNUBA of (SAMUEL CHAMBERS), I 

am the personal /family attorney to Late MR MARK L.GOLIGHTLY, a 
national of your country, who used to work with shell development 
company in Nigeria. On the 21st of April 1999,my client, his wife And 
their three children were involved in a car accident along sagbama 
express road. All occupants of the vehicle unfortunately lost there 
lives. Since then I have made several enquiries to locate any of my 
clients extended relatives this has also proved unsuccessful.

After these several unsuccessful attempts, I decided to trace his 
last name over the Internet, to locate any member of his family hence 
I contacted you.

I have contacted you to assist in repartrating the money left 
behind by my client before they get confisicated or declared 
unserviceable by the bank where this huge deposits were 
lodged.particularly,the CONTINENTAL TRUST BANK where the 
deceased had an account valued at about $15 million dollars has 
issued me a notice to provide the next of kin or have the account 
confisicated within the next ten official banking working days. 

Since i have been unsuccesfull in locating the the relatives for over 
5 years now i seek your consent to present you as the next of kin of 
the deceased since you have the same last name so that the proceeds 
of this account valued at $15 million dollars can be paid to you as the 
beneficiary (next of kin) and then both of us can share the money. 
50% to me and 40% to you and 10% will be mapped out for any 
expenses that may be inccured during this transaction.

I will secure all the necessary legal documents from the FEDERAL 
HIGH COURT LAGOS ,NIGERIA to back you up for the claim. All I 
require is your honest co-operation to enable us see this dealt 
through. I guarantee that this will be executed under a legitimate 
arrangement that will protect you from any breach of the law.Contact 
me urgently by sending your phone number or any other contact to 
indicate your interest so as to commence with the transaction.

Best regards, 
Barrister Samuel Akunuba(SAN)

Date: Tue, 18 May 2004 18:22:13 -0700 (PDT)
From: Glen Golightly
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Subject:Re: URGENT RESPONSE,PLEASE.
To:barristersamuel@z6.com
CC:morisonjoe@yahoo.fr, williamkojo2@netscape.net

Dear Barrister:
That certainly is an interesting name. Is it British?
By coincidence, my dear uncle Pitt Golightly also worked for 

Shell and expired in a tragic auto accident in your country.
A Mister Joe is helping me recover my inheritance from dear 

Uncle Pitt. Mark is a dear cousin of mine. How sad to lose two 
beloved relatives.

Perhaps you, I, and Mister Joe can work together to claim what is 
mine. I will certainly compensate both of you well. Mister William 
Kojo can also help.

I think Mister Joe is in Togo. Is that near you? Perhaps I can visit 
you after Mister Joe and I finish our business.

Is it safe to visit Nigeria? Should I bring a gun or a bodyguard?
This is almost too good to be true. You and Mister Joe aren’t 

scamming me, are you?
Sincerely,
Glen Golightly
(grieving nephew of Pitt and cousin of Mark)

Date: Mon, 17 May 2004 07:25:32 -0700 (PDT)
From: “hasstuu papa” <hasstuu2000@yahoo.com> 
Subject:CONTACT THE DIPLOMATIC CARRIER SERVICE DAKAR 
,SENEGAL WEST AFRICA.
To:Glen Golightly

Dear Glen Golightly,
Due to my careful search for an honest, reliable and sincere 

business partner and Still, it took me time to make up my mind to 
contact you and to offer you this proposal of mine of which my whole 
life. hasstu baba , a Sierra Leonean residing in Dakar Senegal thank 
you for your mail and your effort to help me righ now am live with a 
Rev. father in st. peter’s catholic church in darkar senegal so please 
call me with this house phone number 221-5661307 am always home 
or any time you call ask Rev. felix about me .

please i will like this diamond box to be shiped to you through 
diplomatic carrier service immediately but before any thing you have 
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to promise me and my Rev.father not to betray me at last and also i 
will like you to send to me the following,

1,your full name and address 
2,your international passport scan it and send in my e-mail box.
pls. i need this things from you urgently. this is the contact of the 

diplomatic carrier service here.After the transfer of the diamond to 
your position then i will arrange on how to meet you over there.am 
waiting to hear from you soonest 

N.B CONTACT OF THE DIPLOMATIC CARRIER SREVICE.
Name of contact person is ; HONOURABLE DIPLOMAT GARY 

SINCLAIR.
Direct phone number is ; +22-15996743
Email address is ; dcsds34@diplomats.com
Please tell him your name and address,then tell him that you are 

my foreign business partner that you would like him to help us for the 
smooth transfer of the trunk box to your positions.Whatever is your 
discussions with him try to tell me.

I am waiting to hear from you soonest
best regards,
Hasstuu Baba...

Date: Tue, 18 May 2004 18:30:50 -0700 (PDT)
From: Glen Golightly
Subject:Re: CONTACT THE DIPLOMATIC CARRIER SERVICE 
DAKAR, SENEGAL WEST AFRICA.
To:”hasstuu papa” <hasstuu2000@yahoo.com>
CC:dcsds34@diplomats.com,morisonjoe@yahoo.fr,williamkojo2@n
etscape.net,samuelchambers@voila.fr

Dear Papa:
May I call you that? You feel like kin to me.
Diamonds! Diamonds are Forever, as James Bond says! Do you 

like James Bond movies? I do. He’s always surrounded by women 
with big boobs. Do guys in Africa like women with big boobs? I like 
them really big!

It’s fortunate you wrote since I am involved in several African 
operations and am well versed in the ways of the Dark Continent. Is 
it called that because the sun doesn’t shine so much?

My associates Mr. Joe, Mister Kojo, and Mr. Barrister would be 
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most interested in hearing your proposal. You will find them 
affable, yet tough, negotiators.

Your commission will be in the five percent range. If that’s not 
good enough, then I suggest you take your business elsewhere.

We will be rolling in $$$$ once I receive my inheritance from my 
dear departed uncle and cousin.

Yours truly,
Glen Golightly

Date: Wed, 19 May 2004 12:48:17 -0700 (PDT)
From: “hasstuu papa” <hasstuu2000@yahoo.com> 
Subject:Re: CONTACT THE DIPLOMATIC CARRIER SERVICE DAKAR 
,SENEGAL WEST AFRICA.
To:Glen Golightly

Hello Dear Glen Golightly,
good day and also thanks for you mail sir i want to know if you are 

capable of helping me out in this transcation do as i told you contact 
the diplomatic carrier service here in dakar senagal mail them or you 
call the diplomat on phone tell him you are my business partnner 
that you want the consingnment to be shiped immidately to your 
conutry that you need the procedures.am wating to hear from you.

n.b please don’t tell them the content of the consignment they are 
not aware i only told them that it’s personal effects.percentage will 
never be the problem .

hasstuu

Date: Wed, 19 May 2004 17:41:08 -0700 (PDT)
From: “Glen Golightly” Subject: Re: CONTACT THE DIPLOMATIC 
CARRIER SERVICE DAKAR ,SENEGAL WEST AFRICA.
To:”hasstuu papa” hasstuu2000@yahoo.com

Dear Papa:
First things first. In America we make what is called small talk 

before getting down to business.
We were discussing women’s breasts. I like them huge, like Dolly 

Parton or porn star Candy Sample. What say you?
So, how’s your family? My ole’ lady (what we Americans call our 

wives) is going through menopause. It’s not pleasant, especially for 
me, let me tell you.
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Now, who am I supposed to contact for “our” diamonds? Wink, 
wink!

Yours,
Diamond Glen Golightly §
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I Fuckin’ Love Shapes, The Election Issue, October 2004
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Welcome To My Blog
by David Gianatasio

Hi! Welcome to my blog! Everybody’s blogging, so I figured I’d give 
it a try. I’m not sure what to blog about but keep watching this space: 
I know I’ll come up with something. Hey, maybe some fancy 
publishing house will read my blog and offer me a book deal! (LOL) 

*** 

Omigod! BlogZone, the Blog About Blogs, just reviewed MY blog, 
not fifteen minutes after it went live. Here’s what they had to say: 

“The mix of aw-shucks enthusiasm (‘Hi! Welcome to my blog!’), 
post-modern irony (‘Maybe some fancy publishing house will read 
my blog and offer me a book deal’) and razor-sharp social satire (the 
sly ‘LOL’ closing) is a heady brew.” 

WOW! Hope I can keep up the social commentary and post-
modern irony! (LOL) By the way, has anyone out there ever heard of 
an “emoticon?” 

*** 

And now, my first guest blogger, BlogZ, editor of BlogZone, the 
Blog About Blogs, joins us for a recurring feature, “Tell It Like It Is.” 
Without further ado, BlogZ: 

“I hate airline food. Long delays at the airport suck. And why all 
the extra security? It really slows things down.” 

Whoa, strong stuff, Z-meister! Responses are encouraged, but keep 
the profanities to a minimum, okay? This is a family blog! (LOL) 
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*** 

Sorry to report, I’m pulling the plug on my blog. I’ve learned you 
can gamble on the web, and frankly, that’s a lot more compelling. 
Thanks for your support these wacky three hours. Keep bloggin’! 
(LOL) 

*** 

Surprise, I’m back! BlogZone wrote about my blog’s demise, and I 
couldn’t resist posting their kind words. (I guess I should have done it 
as a hyperlink, but I’m not all that technically minded. Everything I 
tried ended up linking to the Department of Homeland Security.) At 
any rate, here it is: 

“The death of Dave’s blog leaves the web a colder, bleaker place. 
He was a pioneer in his humble way, if only for flouting tradition and 
blogging in strict chronological order. Still, his enterprise will 
doubtless inspire a whole new generation of cellphone 
bloggers—which we’ve dubbed Cloggers—to click it to the man and 
really text it like it is! (LOL)” §
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Detective Dog And The Case
 Of The Missing Shoe

by James Seidler

I have no idea how I got to where I am right now. 
Here are the facts. I am a dog. I’m standing in my back yard. And 

I’m picking up a scent that smells like…ooh, skunk. There’s a skunk 
smell over here! I’m going to run over to it and get a good noseful. Oh 
yeah, ha ha ha, oh yeah, this is great. I’m just going to dig at it a little 
bit, and—oh, what the hell, I’ll roll in it. Oh yeah, oh, whew, oh man, 
it doesn’t, ha ha ha ha, oh it doesn’t get any better than this, ha ha ha 
ha ha ha ha. Oh, skunk smell.

Whew.
I have no idea how I got to where I am right now.
Hey, there’s a noise. The person who gives me my food is opening 

the door. Uh oh, she looks pretty mad about something. I’d better 
whimper a bit. Oh, man, that just seemed to make things worse. Now 
she’s shaking her hand around. This isn’t good. Maybe…maybe if I 
run to the other side of the yard, that’ll take care of things. I’ll try it. 
She’s still yelling. How about the roll on the back? Still yelling? Well, 
there goes my bladder. But…hey, she’s quieting down. And now she’s 
gone.

What the hell was that all about? I should really try to think, 
remember if there was any reason for it.

Hey, a squirrel! Ha ha ha. I’m gonna get ya! Just…oh shit, up the 
tree. Well, I know how to get you down.

“Hey! Hey! Hey hey hey hey hey! Hey! Hey! Hey! Hey! Hey!”
Hey, that’s the door. Oh, it’s the person who feeds me. Huh? What 

are you yelling about? I’m just trying to—“Hey!” I’m just trying to put 
that thing in my mouth. “Hey!”

Honestly, I’m…where did it go? I lost it. Wait, what did I lose?
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***

Oh, the person who gives me food is out here! Maybe we can play! 
I’ll just grab my stick and…where did she go?

Hmm.
I don’t seem to have much of a sex drive anymore.

***

Wait, what’s going on here? And why does my mouth taste like 
leather? §
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Memoirs Of A Shiksa by Lori Sichtermann

Memoirs Of A Shiksa
by Lori Sichtermann

Sunday, January 1, 2006! 

Happy New Year!!
I feel bad for saying this, but I’m glad 2005 is over. As months go, 

there couldn’t have been twelve lousier ones in succession. 
In an effort not to be a Bitter Betty or Debbie Downer about all 

that didn’t go as planned in ‘05, I’m going to once again compose a 
list of resolutions for a fresh start—being more realistic this year, of 
course. 

TO DO: 2006 
1. Send birthday and holiday cards to friends and family on time. 
2. Drink less—this includes while in public and while at home 

             alone. 
3. Call mom, dad, and grammy more often.
4. Stop saying “Fuck” at work. 
5. Write a letter to someone each month, letting them know I’m 

            thinking of them.
6. Eat more healthfully.
7. Donate time to a charitable organization (i.e. soup kitchen, 

             food pantry, or after-school tutoring)
8. No more sleeping with men I don’t know (or men my friends 

            don’t know).
9. Plant a tree on Arbor Day.
10. Keep my current job throughout the duration of 2006. 

A simple list of ten resolutions should do it. Happy New Year!
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Monday, January 9, 2006 

Today turned out to be a nerve-racking one. For starters, I woke up 
in a panic because I had overslept…again. 

In my frantic slumber, I managed to hit the martini glass on the 
nightstand and sent it crashing to the floor. I then proceeded to step 
on a sliver of glass between my big and second toe, causing the limp I 
walked around with all day. 

I needed to be punctual today because the owners of Rise Media 
were supposed to be in the office mid-morning. They recently 
purchased our company, Health Universe Publications, and 
supposedly flew out to Los Angeles to take a closer look at their 
“investment.” 

Once I arrived, I could feel the tension in the office. However, I 
soon realized some awkward looks were being aimed at me from co-
workers. I had barely downloaded my e-mail when I got the call from 
Janis, my editor. It appears that the entire office now knew of our poor 
decision last Friday to celebrate Elvis’ birthday (as well as the absence 
of our office manager and his “spy,” Debbie). 

Because no one of disciplinary authority was in attendance, Janis 
and I slipped out of the office for an early lunch, with the intentions 
of having a cocktail during our meal. We made it to Santa Monica in 
ten minutes and found parking right behind the pub—a very good 
omen. Because of the unusually warm January air, we opted for a 
table outside, with a perfect view of the ocean. 

It was 3:30 before we thought to look at a clock. At that exact 
moment, the waiter returned with our third or fourth round, maybe 
our fifth, I can’t remember. Regardless, we panicked because it had 
gotten so late. We paid the bill and rushed to the car. Looking back on 
it now, it was immature of me to take our wine glasses from the table, 
but the waiter had brought them literally seconds before we realized 
we had stayed too long. To not take them would have been wasteful. 

By the time we arrived back in the office, I had only a few sips left 
in my glass. Janis had finished hers while driving back and had the 
good sense to leave the glass in the car. I should have followed her 
lead. 

I don’t remember many of the details because I left soon after we 
arrived. I do, however, remember someone challenging me (although 
now I’m not sure there actually was a verbal challenge) to perform a 
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cartwheel in the mailroom. I believe it was Chris W., but it could very 
well have been Chris P.—whichever one speaks Spanish. 

I put my wine glass down on the shelf next to the back-issues of 
Plastic Surgery Products and did a harmless cartwheel. Plain and 
simple. However, when I arrived back on my feet, two things came to 
my attention: I was wearing a skirt, and the office manager had 
returned and was now standing in the door of the mailroom. 

I proceeded to break one of my New Year’s resolutions. For the first 
time in 2006, I said “Fuck” at work. 

Assumingly sensing my embarrassment, my office manager let me 
go home for the day shortly thereafter. I was very thankful for this 
because it allowed me to get a jump on traffic. 

I had put all of Friday’s happenings out of my mind until I received 
Janis’ call this morning. Apparently word of the “incident” spread 
throughout the office. Getting the details from Janis, it appeared our 
goose was cooked from the get-go. 

Apparently, Kate, the woman who works in the mailroom, actually 
called our office manager—who returned shortly after Janis and I left 
for lunch around 10:30 or so—down to the mailroom while I was 
being challenged to do the cartwheel. 

I listened in amused shock as Janis explained to me that we were 
being accused, unbelievably, of leaving work early and coming back 
drunk. At first I assumed Kate was being malicious on purpose 
because I had used her pass-code for the postage machine to mail 
last year’s Christmas cards (on time, I might add). Janis then 
reminded me of my nearly finished glass of wine, which I had left on 
the shelf of back-issues. That was foolish of me—I admit that. 

However, today certainly did take a twist, didn’t it? After receiving 
an e-mail from our office manager requesting a meeting with Janis 
and me in his office at 11:30, we shortly thereafter received a 
company-wide e-mail from HR announcing the immediate 
termination of said office manager. 

Apparently, underneath each of our noses he was embezzling a 
significant amount of the company’s money—charging personal 
expenses to the company. Rise Media’s arrival in the office today 
wasn’t to take stock of its new employees but instead to do a bit of 
housecleaning. And to think I wore nylons today for nothing—the 
snag on my big toe has been pestering my cut all day!
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January 19, 2006 

This afternoon I received the photos I had ordered of my cousin 
Jeff’s wedding, which took place in early December. It was a beautiful 
ceremony and a very joyous reception. I’d had a couple cocktails with 
that delicious pasta buffet and was therefore easily coaxed into taking 
part in the tossing of the bouquet. And would you believe…I 
CAUGHT IT!! Now all I have to do is find a fiancé!

At 31, I’ve still got time!
(Smirk!)
Upon examining the photos, I noticed the one taken of the bride 

and myself shortly after I had snatched her bouquet out of the air. It 
appears that, in my reach, my left breast found its way out of my 
halter without my knowing. It’s quite prominent in the photo. I will 
have to write the bride and apologize for my not noticing sooner. 

First thing tomorrow. §



119

Advertisement, The Election Issue, October 2004.



FLYMF’s Greatest Hits

120

Mother Loves One Of These
by Nick Holle

Everybody knows a motherfucker. They’re all around us. Like your 
boss. You say, “My boss is a real motherfucker.” Or your backstabbing 
best friend: “My backstabbing best friend is a real motherfucker.” Or 
the brick that you drop on your foot: “Motherfucker!”

But have you noticed there are not a lot of fatherfuckers out there? 
Or even step-motherfuckers. I bet there’s nobody who likes a step-
fatherfucker. Think about what a terrible person a great-
grandmotherfucker is. I mean, God, she’s all wrinkly and old. And 
they fucked her.

Of course, some people are more disgusted by brotherfuckers and 
sisterfuckers. And when that happens, they always bring up their 
potentially retarded kids, even if they use three methods of birth 
control and are just fucking for love and sport.

It’s strange because motherfuckers are a divided people. A 
motherfucker can be so many things. For instance, he can actually 
fuck your mother. If he’s your father, then that’s cool, although you 
don’t really like to talk about it. If he is, however, not your father, you 
feel a bit uneasy and are suspect until the motherfucker proves that 
he is, in fact, worthy enough to fuck your mother.

Other motherfuckers, like your boss and your backstabbing best 
friend, are people you don’t like one bit. They are plain old sons-of-
bitches, which itself references their mothers. It doesn’t mean they 
fuck them, though.

Other times, a motherfucker is a person you adore, your non-
backstabbing best friend. This happens in urban areas. A guy goes to 
his buddy, “That’s dope, muthafucka!” And yes, by “urban” I mean 
minority cultures, where the use of “motherfucker” tends to be higher 
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than the uses of “buddy” and “pal” combined. As for the folks who’d 
rather say, “That’s neat, pal,” I apologize for stereotyping.

Of course, these days it’s just as common to hear a suburban white 
kid say, “That’s dope, muthafucka,” as it is for anyone else to say it. I 
pause here to smile and reflect on how cool that kid must be.

But in the end, there’s always the motherfucker who’s an 
inanimate object, like the brick you dropped on your foot. Now 
foregoing the fact that you should’ve been more careful—being as you 
had a brick in your hand—once you’ve dropped it, there’s probably no 
motherfucker you hate more. I mean, most bricks, you don’t have a 
problem with. They mind their own business. They’re great in walls. 
But if they start fucking with your foot, it’s like they’re fucking 
with—well, like they’re fucking with your mother. §
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The Worst Story Ever
by Bobby D. Lux

It was a dark and stormy night, and I was alone. Me, who only two 
months ago was a darling of the world. My last book had sold in the 
millions, and I was a literary superstar. The rain outside was heavy and 
fell as such. Each splash onto the window was a bullet into my 
creativity. I used to be able to love once. I was a young man at one time. 
But that time was over. So now I found myself in my own self-imposed, 
self-regulated, self-purposeful shell of a log cabin in the most remote 
wilderness, hoping that I could tap into the muse that afforded me such 
fame and riches. Writing is pain and thus, pain is my life. It’s a vicious 
circle. I write for fame to numb my pain, and yet it’s writing that causes 
the pain. Pain like fire. Fire like flames. Flames like burning. Burning 
like hot. Hot like fire. Fire like my soul. 

My only companions in this mountain refuge were the creaks in the 
wall and the four hours of electricity a day. That was more than enough. 
I needed to go primal if I was ever to regain my soul. And that’s when 
there was a knock at the door. 

“At this time and hour,” I said aloud, to no one in particular. There 
was no one in the cabin, and it wasn’t that I liked the sound of my voice, 
I loathed it, and it wasn’t that I was shocked into speaking; my nerves 
were too dull for such stimuli to affect me. No, it was just damn late out, 
and who could be coming to see me? Some broke-down hack writer in 
the wilderness looking to regain something that perhaps he never had. 

“Who’s there?” 
The knocker knocked another knock, this knock with more purpose 

than the first knock the same knocker knocked previous. Cautiously, I 
rose from my swivel chair and took fifteen steps and opened up the 
door. 

There she was, covered in sweet rain and smelling like a drowned 
rose. She had curves in all the right places and was a lady that knew 
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how to use them to her advantage. Or so I assumed, as she had on a 
long overcoat, and I couldn’t afford to be caught staring. 

“My name is Daffodil,” she said. “But you can call me Daphne. My 
car broke down, and there’s a crazy man chasing me. May I come in?” 

“Of course,” I nervously said. 
She entered like a ballerina with a fractured hip. She was graceful, 

but yet there was something about her that said she’d… 
“I’ve been around the block a few times,” she announced. 
“Excuse me?” 
“I know what you’re thinking.” 
“You do not.” 
“Yes I do.” 
“No you don’t.” 
“Uh-huh.” 
“Prove it.” 
“I already did.” 
“No you didn’t.” 
“Did too.” 
“When?” 
“Just now.” 
“Proved what?” 
“That I knew what you were thinking.” 
“No you didn’t.” 
“I did, though.” 
“Impossible.” 
“Hardly.” 
“I wasn’t thinking anything.” 
“Yes you were.” 
“No I wasn’t.” 
“Were too.” 
“Were not.” 
“Was not?” 
“Excuse me?” 
“You said, ‘were not.’ You meant ‘was not.’” 
“Was not!” 
“Were too!” 
She was good. Too smart to be wandering out here by herself. Then I 

remembered she’d said something about a crazy man. 
“Who’s this crazy man?” I said, not that I was scared. 
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“My ex-husband,” she said. “He escaped from prison and found me. 
Enough about him, what about you?” 

“What about me?” 
“Who are you?” 
I went into the whole sing-song about who I used to be and what a 

shell of a man I’d become. The booze, the lost family and friends, the 
gambling, the midnight trips to Tijuana that never solved anything, the 
attempt after attempt at suicide, the time I thought I was bound to 
leave this world, only to realize I contracted a mild case of mono. She 
was riveted; I guess I still had a knack for telling a story. 

“I love writers,” she said. “I think they are the greatest people ever to 
live in the entire course of human history. They are amazing. And then 
the male writers, wow! I’ve always wanted to find myself with a novelist 
in some far-away, out-in-the-middle-of-nowhere cabin, where we 
wouldn’t be bothered and could have our way with each other for days 
on end. I hear they’re the best. Care to prove me right?” 

Oh, I wanted to. But first, I had to find out about this husband of 
hers. Who was he? Why was he in prison? Why had he escaped prison? 
Was he coming here, and what would he do when he got here? So I 
asked her. Oh yeah, by now we were sitting on my couch, sipping wine 
and eating cheese, with only the candlelight to light our way. We sat 
close on the couch. I guess humans will do that in the rain. I could taste 
her breath, and it tasted like cheap wine and cheese. 

“He’s the jealous type,” she said. “He said he’d kill me if I was ever 
with another man.” 

“Were you?” 
“I am now.” 
She kissed me and had her way with me right there on that couch. 

Wine was spilled, the cheese went flying, my typewriter was tossed 
aside. She used the candle wax in ways I thought unimaginable. Then 
her husband broke in and saw us. We fought. The fight lasted two hits. I 
hit him. He hit the floor. She embraced me. I told her it would be all 
right. I finished my book that night with her at my side. Four hundred 
and twenty-two pages. Single-spaced. This would be my legacy. 

Unfortunately, no one got to read my work, nor will they ever. At 
approximately 6:30 that morning, an asteroid the size of Colorado hit 
the planet, killing off ninety percent of the Earth’s population. Daphne 
and I survived, though her husband went missing. We lived happily ever 
after. Damn, I’m good. §
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I’ll Have My Rapist With A Side
 Of Cranberry Sauce

by Angela Lovell

I ate a turkey sandwich for lunch. I blame the weight training for 
this craving that pulled me from my mostly vegan path. It could not 
be helped. My body spoke, and I listened. At a recent Los Angeles 
barbecue, my body demanded I eat pigs and cows, but I refused. 

If you’ve never had your face and hands licked by a cow, I can 
understand your ability to chew them up and digest their flesh, but I 
have had many cow friends. In junior high, my brother Adam raised a 
pig named Lulubelle, and we sobbed like preteens at an N’Sync 
concert when she was sent to the slaughterhouse. 

I do not advocate eating animals, but this turkey sandwich does 
not depress me, and this is why: I was raped by a turkey. 

It was a gloomy day in 1988. My best friend, Carey-dum, was 
feeding the cows as I played with the ducks and chickens on her 
family’s farm. I loved Carey’s home because I love animals. They had 
everything: Goats, pigs, horses, and even rabbits! They also had a 
turkey. 

It started raining. I was in the pasture shooing the chickens back 
to their coop when I saw Carey run and jump the fence. At first I 
thought she ran from the rain. Then I heard it. 

“Gobble, gobble!” 
Carey’s face signaled terror at me from over the fence. I began to 

run. 
“Gobble, gobble!” 
Carey climbed to the top of the fence, shouting, “Run, Angie, run!” 
Making an escape in cow manure is more difficult than running in 

soft sand. And this manure was getting wet. 
“Gobble, gobble!” 
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I never looked behind me—I just kept running. I had seen the 
turkey before. He was enormous. The size of a Saint Bernard, with 
beady eyes, a five-foot wingspan, and that disgusting, melted-wax 
skin hanging from his face. Carey’s dad had warned us with a 
backwoods Southern accent as he tipped his trucker hat, “You stupid 
girls stay away from that there turkey! He will cut yer eyes out and eat 
yer heart!” 

Usually the turkey remained hidden in shadows, but my 
pheromones mixed with August rain must have stirred something 
“animalistic” in him. So I ran. If you have ever seen a turkey clumsily 
attempt flight, you would laugh. You would laugh, unless that turkey’s 
flight is to jump on your back, knock you face down in cow shit, and 
then bone your twelve-year-old ass. 

Experts could call this date rape since I did know the turkey and 
we often hung out in the same circles. But the turkey did nothing to 
coerce or entice me. It simply attacked. Now I was suffocating in 
manure as my jeans were torn to shreds by a horny, clutching, 
feathered rapist. 

Though I never felt that turkey’s erection (who could afford such 
therapy?), I knew what was happening from the way it latched onto 
my ass and hips, repeatedly throwing its lice-ridden body against my 
backside. I was being humped. 

Just as I came to the conclusion the turkey would not be satisfied 
until I was dead or pregnant, Carey knocked it off my back with a 
baseball bat. The sound a turkey makes when interrupted by a 
baseball bat before it can ejaculate on a twelve-year-old girl is 
definitely one of the greatest sounds ever. Especially if you are that 
twelve-year-old girl. 

“Gobble, gobble, WHARP!” 
Carey hit my violator hard. Thelma to my Louise, she grabbed my 

arms and yanked me to my feet. We ran for the fence, but I looked 
back and saw him, lying in cow shit, rattled by sex and violence. That 
turkey was aroused. I think he wanted to be hit. 

Carey’s mom sympathized. She had grown up on farms. Who 
knows what horrors she had endured? But Carey’s father shook his 
head, picking his teeth and adding insult to injury with, “You stupid 
little sluts. I told you that turkey was dangerous.” 

Like Jodi Foster in The Accused, I was being called “slut.” It is a 
man’s world. It is a turkey’s world. 
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Weeks later, Carey’s family sold that turkey to a large family for 
Thanksgiving dinner. At the time, I felt ambivalence. It did not sadden 
me like the Indians who would buy and eat their sweet little goats or 
when Carey’s dad killed and roasted my favorite pig, causing me to 
vomit in their lavender bathroom. No, my attacker’s demise is only 
touched upon when I see movies like Kill Bill. Perhaps my crew of 
family and friends would like to watch Kill Bill II while we enjoy our 
Thanksgiving dinner? That would be delicious. §
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Ghosts Of Sitcoms Past
by James Seidler

It’s a strange fact that the things you hate most can end up being 
those that stick with you best.

Take Full House, for example. It’s been off the air for more than a 
decade now, having wrapped up its eight-year run in 1995. None of its 
cast members have been burdened with the type of celebrity that 
would keep them in my public consciousness; the most successful 
House alums are the Olsen twins, whose performance as young troll 
Michelle Tanner has been highly overshadowed by their “straight to 
coke addiction” home-video empire. All in all, it was a show that, at its 
best, was entirely forgettable and at its worst (which was most of the 
time) still makes me want to disable my sensory organs with 
chopsticks when I hear the beginning of its theme music.

And yet, I give you this: Danny, DJ, Stephanie and Michelle Tanner, 
Joey Gladstone, Jesse and Becky Katsopolis, Kimmy Gibbler, and of 
course, Steve the Goon. “How Rude,” “Have Mercy,” “You’re In Big 
Trouble, Mister,” Stephanie backing Joey’s red convertible through the 
kitchen wall, Jesse’s music video with his PKU babies, Kimmy Gibbler 
hitchhiking, Joey on Star Search, Christmas in the airport where Santa 
Claus really comes!, the Beach Boys and “Kokomo,” and even the 
aforementioned theme song itself, which begins something like this: 
“Whatever happened to predictability/The newsman, the paperboy, 
evening TV”—a fitting tribute for a show that celebrated 
predictability as its key virtue.

It doesn’t end with the on-air stuff either. Bob Saget apparently has 
a comedy routine whose foulness makes George Carlin look like, well, 
Danny Tanner. Dave Coulier (Joey Gladstone) inspired Alanis 
Morisette’s “You Oughta Know,” one of the most hateful breakup 
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songs of all time. John Stamos managed to marry superbabe Rebecca 
Romijn, who has since moved on to skinny-dipping with the fat kid 
from Stand By Me. Steve the Goon was the voice of Aladdin in the 
blockbuster Disney film. And Kimmy Gibbler, despite rumors to the 
contrary, is still alive.

This list isn’t meant to be comprehensive (if you want that, check 
out the definitive Full House guide, complete with fan fiction). 
Instead it’s meant to raise the question: why the hell do I know so 
much about Full House? I don’t remember watching the show very 
much when it was on the air. I certainly never liked it. And yet, some 
of its details have stuck with me with a firmness that eludes other, 
more relevant facts, such as the names of people I’ve just been 
introduced to or the combination to my lock at the gym.

The phenomenon isn’t confined to Full House either. More and 
more of my brain’s storage capacity appears to be taken up by long-
defunct sitcoms. Family Matters, with Carl the cop (he was in Die 
Hard) and Eddie the son and Laura the daughter, with her long-
suffering paramour Steve Urkel, who was once rescued from the ledge 
of a tall building by Aunt Rachel, who crossed a high wire to get to 
him after Steve got drunk off spiked punch at a bad kids’ party. 
Growing Pains had Dr. Seaver, and Mike, whose best friend was 
named “Boner” (he joined the Marines) and who ended up teaching 
grade-school science to inner-city kids as the show ground to its well-
deserved halt, and Carol, the anorexic, and Ben, who just needed 
some goddamned glue to finish that school project, plus the youngest 
kid they threw in there when the show started to get boring, which 
was when a young Leo DiCaprio made his appearance as well.

I’m not the only one who knows this stuff. Far from it. In fact, 
compared to most people my age, I’m a rank amateur. I’m sure there 
are thousands of people who read that last paragraph and were 
unable to contain themselves from shouting, “The youngest kid’s 
name was Chrissy, and she had a six-foot imaginary mouse friend 
named Ike, you idiot!” 

People take this stuff seriously. I can’t remember how many parties 
I’ve gone to where the half-remembered mechanics of some episode 
of Family Ties were sufficient to derail the proceedings, prompting 
some Good Samaritan to look up the detail on the internet just so 
everyone could continue on their merry way. I can tell you that 
situating yourself by the keg and asking strangers what country Balki 



133

Ghosts Of Sitcoms Past by James Seidler

was from on Perfect Strangers is a decent strategy for finding a life 
partner. I can also tell you that in some circles it is far more 
acceptable to say you don’t believe in evolution than to say you 
thought Gary Coleman played the title character on Webster.

Ultimately, a fair response to this essay would be for someone to 
say, “You didn’t have to watch this stuff.” To them I would reply, you 
don’t have to read this article, but yet here you are. And that must 
have been the real appeal of the shows at the time. They were there, 
and I watched them. Sure, Larry and Balki and I had some laughs, and 
I might have picked up a lesson here or there over the years about the 
consequences of cheating at school, or date rape, but for the most 
part this relationship has its roots in the fact that I was too lazy to get 
up to change the channel. How was I supposed to know the 
consequences? 

It seems mere proximity isn’t the thing that we want to be the 
foundation of our lasting memories. Especially when we’re talking 
about some fairly stupid stuff. The fact that men in their late twenties 
across the country are practically wetting themselves waiting for the 
next season of Knight Rider to come out on DVD doesn’t move us past 
the fact that the show’s about a talking car. Hell, The Transformers at 
least changed into robots and back.

But maybe it’s a bit hasty to badmouth the importance of just 
being around. After all, look at your family. Unless you’re a Hilton, 
you probably didn’t spend all of your time together flitting around the 
globe having wacky adventures. You probably spent it hanging it out 
together and fighting over whose turn it was to do the dishes. And yet, 
these are the most important people in your life. The same is true for 
friends. My best friends and I in high school spent most of our time 
complaining about how we didn’t have anything to do, but that 
quality whining fostered a bond that remains strong to this day.

So maybe that explains the lasting power of these shows. We just 
spent too much time together, and they stuck. Instead of being that 
guy at your summer job with whom you hang out and have a couple 
laughs, only to never think of again when school starts, they turned 
out to be more like your siblings. And incredibly lame ones at that.

Part of me wants to believe that. It makes sense. It’s a comforting 
theory. But there’s always one thing that gets in the way.

You see, Mike Seaver, the incredibly popular star of Growing Pains, 
was played by Kirk Cameron. At the same time, DJ Tanner, the star of 
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Full House, was played by his sister, Candace Cameron. This alone 
always made me uneasy. Throw in the fact that the pair once 
combined forces on Full House episode 1.19, “Just One of the Guys,” 
where Kirk made an appearance as DJ’s cousin “Steve,” and you have 
the nascent hints of a conspiracy. But the full extent of the plot didn’t 
become clear to me until I learned that Kirk Cameron became a 
fervent born-again Christian during the last seasons of Growing 
Pains, going as far as to accuse the producers of the show of being 
“pornographers” and having an actress fired for having once posed in 
Playboy. Suddenly it all became clear. 

All of these shows, with their sappy family situations, and corny 
jokes, and enduring insistence on avoiding any mature or realistic 
takes on the American family, were part of a Cameron-centered plot 
to brainwash American children into becoming evangelical 
Christians. It might have worked too, if not for the emergence of a 
new television network, Fox, whose bawdy, tasteless shows drew 
viewers in droves, defusing Cameron’s master plan and leaving him, 
in his frustration, to develop a new plan to convert the unwilling. 

So the next time you blame Fox for Who Wants to Marry a 
Millionaire, or When Animals Attack, or their biased political views, 
be sure to remember that it’s because of them that you’re not out on 
the streets harassing strangers for Jesus like Kirk Cameron. §
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The Poop Doctor’s
 “Enjoy Your Bliss”

by Dr. Aloysius “Billy” Nunama

Dear Poop Doctor,
I am a twenty-two-year-old male, and I never look at my poop after 

I’m done pooping. But the other day my friend was describing a recent 
poop, and I told him that I couldn’t believe he looked at his poop. I 
admitted to him that I NEVER look, and then he proceeded to ridicule 
me for it. And so did the rest of my friends. Who’s in the wrong here? 
Looking at your own poop is gross and disgusting and also gross. Tell 
my friends they’re fucking nuts.

Seeing Is Dumb and Stupid

Well, SIDS, I hate to break it to you, but you’re the one who’s 
fucking nuts. Everybody looks at their own poop, and if they don’t, 
they should. First and foremost, you should examine every poop for 
potential disease symptoms. I would bet that not even you, SIDS, 
would want to be pooping blood for months and not even know it. 
Besides bloody poop, you want to be looking for signs of diarrhea, 
abnormal coloration, mucousy poop, hardened poop, watery poop, 
and, of course, anorectal pain, which I suppose you wouldn’t have to 
look for. All of these could be signs that something is not right in your 
body, SIDS, with the potential of being something serious.

And if you’re not looking at your poop for signs of disease, perhaps 
you should look at it for fun. It’s always interesting to see if you can 
identify last night’s dinner or the gum that you swallowed seven years 
ago. Also, poop comes in all sorts of funny shapes and sizes. It’s a lot 
like clouds in that way—it can turn your imagination loose. And you 
can always salvage a bad day by treating yourself to a game of “Will It 
Float?”
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The possibilities are endless, SIDS; you just have to let go of the 
idea that poop is gross and disgusting and embrace it. And one final 
thing, please, please look at the poop that is on the toilet paper. You, 
at least, have to make sure your ass is clean.

Dear Poop Doctor,
I have a really hairy ass, so wiping is a complete nightmare for me. 

I’ve tried shaving, but it’s rather impossible for those hard-to-reach 
areas without risking serious injury. And toilet paper just rips up when 
I try to scrub really hard. Is there a brand of T.P. that would be better for 
this ailment than others? I’ve tried everything.

Hairy Ass Sucks Big Rank Onions

Jeez, HASBRO, that’s tough luck. If you’ve ruled out laser hair 
removal and butt waxing, and if you’ve already tried nearly all brands 
of T.P.—even the four-ply, heavy-duty, quilted stuff—the only thing I 
can tell you is to wipe with a warm, wet towel. This may complicate 
pooping in public, as you’d have to carry your towel around with you 
in a man purse or something, but if it means you won’t be walking 
around with a hairy, poopy ass, then maybe it’s your best option. Or 
better yet, always be aware of the nearest shower.

Dear Poop Doctor,
I recently read your column for the first time, and I can’t believe this 

shit. Is talking about poop really necessary?
Puke-Inducing Column

There are a lot of sex advice columns out there, PIC, and rightfully 
so. I consider sex to be the best physical feeling in the world. But I 
consider pooping to be the second best, and many people agree with 
me. And for something that is that high on the list, you’d think it 
deserves at least one advice column. Thus, “Enjoy Your Bliss.”

But to answer your question, “Is talking about poop really 
necessary?” Maybe not. Man has survived thousands, maybe millions, 
of years of evolution by keeping the discussion about poop to a 
minimum. But I should remind everyone that man could not have 
survived all those years without pooping. It’s something all of us do 
every day—twice if we’re lucky—and maybe even one in the pants if 
we die or win the lottery. But if we’re doing it every day, I think we 
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should give poop at least as much attention as, say, Christmas, which 
only happens once a year.

As for the puke-inducing, that’s a subject for a completely different 
column.

The Poop Doctor is a nationally syndicated advice column. Dr. 
Aloysius “Billy” Nunama is neither a licensed physician nor does he 
know anything about psychology or psychiatry. But his fifty-two years 
of pooping experience speaks for itself.

* Please Note: The Poop Doctor is not responsible for injuries or 
emergencies resulting from misconstrued advice or copycat 
poopings. §
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Rocky Balboa Launches
 Into Inspirational Speeches

 Too Frequently
by Ralph Gamelli

Yo, stay on the line there, fella. I ain’t interested in your long-
distance rates, but that don’t mean ya roll over and stop tryin’. A 
fighter don’t hang up his gloves, and a phone solicitator don’t hang up 
his phone, no matter how many shots they take on the chin, else 
they’re both bums. I said no eight or nine times, an’ ya rolled over an’ 
became a punchin’ bag, not a puncher. 

Let me tell ya somethin’. Telemarketeering is a rough, mean world, 
ya know? It punches hard, an’ ya gotta punch back, else maybe ya end 
up sendin’ unwanted brochures through the mail instead. 

Cowards do that, not men. And I know ya ain’t no coward. 
I believe in ya, but ya gotta believe in yourself or ya ain’t nuthin’, 

not even some piece of street trash who harasses decent people on 
their phones when they’re tryin’ to eat their dinner. Now you rest up 
and think hard ‘bout what I said and call back when you’re ready to 
mix it up again. 

*** 

Keep off the grass? 
Yo, call me punchy for talking back to a sign, but who are youse to 

stop me from doin’ what I gotta do, which is to walk over this here 
grass? Maybe you’re just doin’ your job—an bein’ a sign is good, 
honest work if you can get it—but ain’t nobody got the right to set 
limits on another person like that. 

A guy’s gotta do what his gut tells him to do, so I’m gonna train 
hard and work my way up from the bottom and pay my dues, and 
some day I’ll be back to walk over that grass youse protectin’. Maybe 
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I’ll go the distance and maybe I won’t, but if I don’t go for it, I’ll be just 
another bum who lets signs boss him around, which is the lowest 
kind of bum. 

*** 

I can’t win no big money on a scratch ticket. The odds are too high 
against me. But that don’t matter. I just wanna prove somethin’. 

The only thing I wanna do is win back the five bucks I spent on 
this here ticket. Nobody’s ever won back their five bucks. If I scratch 
this ticket an’ it’s still worth the five bucks I paid for it, I’m gonna 
know then I weren’t just another bum from the neighborhood. 

Scratch 
Yo! Twenty thousand bucks! §
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Homepage logo, The One Year In The Shit Issue, March 2005
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Bob
by Nick Holle

It’s true what they say, friend, Jesus does provide. Whew! You know 
I’ve been walking for going on three hours now? And it is too damn 
cold for that. Nobody picks up a hitchhiker these days because they’re 
scared he’ll kill ‘em. That is not the case here, friend, I can guarantee 
you that. I’m just lookin’ for a ride to Blue Bluff. 

So anyway, about twenty minutes back, it occurs to me to pray. 
Now I haven’t prayed since—I mean seriously prayed—since Sunday 
school. Then, voilà, you pull up like a regular fuckin’ burning bush. 

Can’t thank you enough. Name’s Bert, but they call me Wheel, on 
account I used to pitch in the minors. This was way back. I’m talkin’ 
late seventies here. You know how those things are, arm gets a little 
sore, doesn’t work out. Wouldn’t trade it for nothin’ in the world 
though. Met a girl, fell in love there. Found out the night she left, the 
only thing she ever wanted was to boink Nolan Ryan. She thought if 
she stuck with me, I’d be in a position to—well, I blew three saves that 
month, and Nolan got traded back to the National League, so she split 
for Cedar Rapids. I told her as she was getting into her car, if she 
wanted him that bad, she should just wait for him after a game. But 
she said she wasn’t a slut and then drove off. 

What’s your name again, friend? Bob. Yes. Okay. You ever had a girl, 
Bob? Yeah? And two kids? Well holy shit in a shoebox, Bob, you’re 
doing all right. I gotta tell you, if you don’t got family, you don’t got 
nothin’. 

You’re goddamn right, Bob. 
No, no kids. No wife either. Not anymore. Oh-for-two in that 

ballgame. First wife went out for some groceries one day, got eaten by 
a rabid puma. No shittin’ you here, Bob. Got her right there in the 
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parking lot. They say she didn’t even see it coming. Chewed up major 
portions of her torso before they wrestled it off. She died right there. 
Can’t say I was too sad. She was a real bitch, that Kitty. No, that was 
my wife’s name. I’m not talking about the puma anymore, Bob. 
Anyway, it was all for the best, and I got a major settlement from the 
zoo. 

Now my second wife, she was an emotional one. Up and down, up 
and down. Don’t know how I ever ended up with her. Well, it was the 
sex mainly. She did things to me I wouldn’t, well, you might imagine 
it, Bob, a real sparkplug. We had a couple dogs, and— 

Aw, Bob, no she didn’t—with the dogs? Get your head outta your 
ass! No, it wasn’t like that. She loved those dogs. These were black 
labs, and they were like her kids. Her own kids. 

So one day, I was in this major fuckin’ hurry. I don’t know, late for 
work or what-have-you, and I backed my Blazer out of the garage. 
Huge bump. What the shit, man? I think I’m still on whatever it is, so I 
just keep going, a bit too fast, and I run over it with the front tire. Fuck 
me! I get out, and sure as shit, Beeble, one of the dogs, is lying there, 
barely hanging onto his life. 

So then I panic, ‘cause the dog’s suffering on the driveway, and my 
wife is gonna go apeshit on me. I get back in the Blazer and run it over 
to make sure it’s dead. I mean, Bob, you understand. I can’t let the 
goddamn dog go through that pain. The stink of the shit is, instead of 
one bump on the front tire, I feel two. What the Christ? I think I’m 
hallucinating here, so I keep going. Two bumps on the back tire. I get 
out again, and both the dogs are lying there now. Beeble’s dead, of 
course. Flo was in the same shape Beeble was before. Ah, man. I had 
to, Bob. I had to get back in the Blazer, put it in reverse, and put Flo 
out of her misery. Two bumps back, two front. 

In the meantime, my wife, who’s seen the whole goddamn thing 
from the kitchen window, storms out of the garage with a fuckin’ 
shovel and is swinging at me like I’m the Jesus H. Anti-Christ. I’m 
backpedaling, trip over the dogs, and I land on Beeble, who’s just 
mush by that point. She falls to her knees, crying, “Why God! Why 
God! Why God!” They had to take her away, Bob...to the nuthouse. She 
completely lost it, and after her tirade, she went into eternal silence. 
Just sits there like a log on a log. Doesn’t say nothin’. Can’t figure it 
out. 

The docs couldn’t do shit. I talked with her. I pleaded with her. 
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Nothing. Her face barely changed expression from one word to the 
next. Well, you can imagine, Bob, that I couldn’t be married to a mute 
who lives in the nuthouse, almost killed me with a shovel. So that was 
that. I do go and visit her every couple of months though. 

But, Bob, something like that? Don’t seem like it can get much 
worse? Well, I’m a victim of circumstance, I guess. 

You a card-playing man, Bob? Well, those circumstances would 
have it that me and my second wife were. Her name was Jackie, by the 
way. So we played cards every Saturday night with our friends Hazel 
and Enos Follensbee and Meryl and Nate Pedretti. We called him 
“Sweaty” Nate Pedretti, though he didn’t really sweat that much. 

The game, Bob, was euchre. Familiar with it? Well, it’s sort of like 
team dirty clubs. The jack is high, but only if that suit’s trump. 
Otherwise it don’t mean jack, eh Bob? Okay, jack’s second highest, 
that’s different suit, same color. After that it’s ace, king, queen, ten, 
nine, you know, in descending, uh, what-have-you. The object is to 
get as many tricks—that’s a fancy name for a hand, not a literal hand, 
but hands of cards. You know, Bob, it’s a lot easier to explain if we play 
a practice hand. 

Jesus, Bob, I know, not now. You gotta keep you eyes on the 
goddamn road. I wouldn’t put your life in jeopardy and leave your 
kids fatherless just for a card game. No, siree, Bob. We’ll take a rain 
check on the practice hand. 

Yes, or trick. 
So the Follensbees and the Pedrettis were real supportive after 

Jackie went off the deep end. I tell you, Hazel makes these cream-
cheese-and-chocolate cupcakes that are to die for. I mean, Bob, for 
Christ’s sake, these cupcakes would floor you. They’re that goddamn 
good. 

About two weeks after I sent Jackie to the nuthouse, my good 
friends suggested that we put the whole thing behind us and resume 
our card playing. And they were right, Bob. I had to move on. I had to 
get on with my life. So that Saturday I went over to the Pedrettis’. 

Hazel and Enos were already there, and when I got inside I had an 
entirely different feeling than I ever had meeting for cards. I mean, 
granted, Jackie wasn’t there. So there’s that element. Plus, it had 
occurred to me only then that we couldn’t play euchre with five 
people. You may think, Bob, that we could find some way to swing it, 
but don’t forget you don’t know jack squat about euchre. It’s a partner 
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game, Bob, and even your—no offense—goddamn kids could figure 
out that five people are not easily divisible by two. 

So I says to Meryl, “Hey, Meryl. What’re we gonna do here? Is 
someone gonna sit out each game or what?” 

Enos steps in before Meryl can answer and says to me, “Actually, 
Wheel, we had something else in mind.” 

Now, Bob, you can well imagine that after I-don’t-know-how-
many-odd years of playing euchre every week, it could get a tad 
boring. But it is a little jarring when, after so long, someone finally 
makes a suggestion we try something different. Then Nate tells me to 
sit down, and the rest of ‘em sit down in the living room, lookin’ all 
serious and what not. 

Nate looks around and says, “Well, I guess I can begin...” 
He trails off, and I’m thinking, Bob, what in the blue fuck is going 

on here? The four of them are looking at each other, all nervous, like 
they’ve never talked to me before. And they have. Sure, Jackie wasn’t 
there, but I’m an easy enough guy to talk to, right Bob? Finally, I just 
say, “Guys, for Christ’s sakes, who do you want me to kill?” Cause, 
Jesus, Bob, they were gonna ask me something big, why not ask me to 
kill a guy? 

Well, that seemed to loosen them up a little, and it was Enos who 
finally mustered up enough balls to say what they were gonna say. He 
says, “Wheel, we, uh, I mean, all of us. We want to make love to you.” 

Jesus Christ, Bob, stay on the fuckin’ road, please! 
Whew! So I quick grabbed a Pabst, chugged it in about three 

seconds. That’ll getcha a blue ribbon, eh Bob? And then I was like, 
“Come again?” 

Enos says, “Well, Wheel, we want you and us, all of us, to have sex.”
Yes, Bob, he meant an orgy. What the hell else do you call it? And, 

Bob? I gotta tell you honestly, I was a bit stunned. These people were 
regular people, average Joes, Bob, not unlike yourself. Christ, Hazel 
and Enos had three kids. Sure they’d all split for college by then, but 
kids. It doesn’t seem like you’d be out participatin’ in orgies, Bob, your 
two kids holding your family nucleus together. 

I didn’t think so. But I looked right over at Hazel because she was 
real quiet about it, and she just nodded her head. 

Come on, Bob. What could I do? I cracked open another Pabst, or 
maybe it was two, put ‘em in my goddamn belly. But I know what 
you’re saying. You wanna know how I responded to this whole, uh, 
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this whole orgy ordeal. 
Well, Bob, I gotta tell ya. I can’t build it up like this and not tell ya. I 

said yes, Bob. Plain and simple. Jackie was in the nuthouse. I may 
have mentioned before, it was the sex that fueled our relationship. 
With that out of the picture and this opportunity at hand, no is not an 
option. Maybe for you, Bob, with your circumstances and what-have-
you, but mine, well, they begged for it. 

It’s funny, though, because I wondered, why’d they wait until 
Jackie was gone? I asked them that as we were all shedding our outer 
layers, and Meryl said, “To be honest, Wheel, we thought she’d flip 
out.” If that don’t beat the band. Well, then we all did it, Bob. 

And first times are like every first time, a little awkward. I mean, 
obviously the four of them had been at it for a little while, almost nine 
months. And they’d been wife swapping for the three months before 
that. It was hard for me to get into the flow, but in a situation like sex, 
Bob, we humans have a natural ability to adapt. You know what I’m 
saying? 

Of course you do, Bob. And let me tell ya, to be honest, I’m not 
much of a homo. I didn’t find Sweaty Pedretti all that attractive. I 
mean, Enos was all right, but Pedretti? Not really, Bob. Luckily the 
ladies had a pretty good handle on what to do with three of us, so the 
homo part wasn’t all that big of a factor. It wasn’t like euchre where 
you had to have an even number. 

So that was that, Bob, after our practice hand, we made it a weekly 
event. And it got crazy. Hazel was the quiet one, but she really got 
creative with the whole thing. I will spare you the details, Bob, but 
we’re talking about some of the kinkiest shit this side of the Mississip. 
We were having a blast, rotating houses, then flat out hitting the 
town, orchestratin’ this thing in restaurants, the state park, the YMCA, 
pretty much anywhere. It was nice, Bob. I was with good people. 
Jackie, euchre. They were all behind us. We were all happy. We were a 
family, Bob. Not like your family—that would be disgusting—but a 
family nonetheless. If you don’t got family, Bob—you know what I’m 
saying? 

I wish I woulda known it, but the tide flipped when Hazel started 
coming over in the middle of the week. Just her. Wednesdays, at first, 
then whenever she could get out. And me and her started our secret 
love affair. Sure, we were doing it with the rest of them on Saturdays, 
but during the week, it was our secret. Of course, Bob, I liked it. It was 
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an opportunity to devote my full attention again to one woman, and 
Hazel was a beautiful woman. I shoulda known, Bob. It never works 
out between me and one woman. You know that, and we just met, for 
Christ’s sakes. But I was blinded by love, Bob. Damn. 

So this thing continued on for a little while, and honestly, I don’t 
think that the other three suspected a thing. She came over, we found 
ways to pass the time, and then she left. Three or four months just 
like that. 

Little did me and Hazel know, though, that Enos was doing the 
same weekday thingamajig with Meryl Pedretti. Now this is all fine 
and dandy, and our torrid love affairs are hittin’ the spot. But if you 
put two and two together, Bob, you realize it’s not working out here. 
Sure, I suppose if Jackie was in the mix, her and Sweaty Pedretti 
could’ve had an affair themselves, but she was in the nuthouse stuck 
on mute as you well know. 

The next thing I knew, Bob, I walked in the front door of the 
Follensbees’ one Saturday night, and I see a nineteen-inch Magnavox 
shootin’ through the air toward the general vicinity of my head. I got 
out of the way just in time before the boob tube took out the screen 
door and crashed on the front stoop. Nate was a little drunk, and I 
didn’t really blame him. That afternoon he came home from a 
matinee—he’s a big movie guy—walked around back to check on his 
tomato plants, and found Enos Follensbee nailing Meryl, his wife, to 
the sliding glass door that leads to the patio. Sweaty Pedretti didn’t 
say a thing, and from what I could gather, headed straight to The 
Remedy to get plastered. He saved his rage for that night. 

Well, Bob, obviously I hadn’t put this all together with just the 
flying TV, but I had a hunch, with Nate being the fifth wheel and all, 
that that’s was what was going on. So I said, “I know what’s going on 
here, Nate, you being the fifth wheel and all.” 

Enos goes, “Fifth wheel, Wheel?” 
Hazel waved to me to shut up. 
Nate mumbled, “What the hell you talkin’ about?” 
I was like, “Uh...” 
Meryl was the one who figured it out, “You and Hazel?” 
Then Enos picked up the VCR, and pitched it at my face. Shit, Bob, 

I shoulda asked what was going on first. I managed to avoid the VCR, 
and then pretty much everybody started yelling and screaming and 
throwing things, though nothing bigger than the VCR, mostly records 
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and knickknacks and shit like that. When everything finally got quiet, 
Meryl told Nate she was sorry. Nate generally threatened all of our 
lives, then busted out the front door, tripping over the TV. He got up 
and stumbled away. 

The four of us looked at each other. Now, Bob, we were genuinely 
sorry about everything that had happened. It wasn’t our intention to 
break up marriages here. Enos admitted to Hazel that he loved Meryl. 
Hazel admitted to Enos that she loved me. I shrugged and realized we 
probably weren’t gonna do it that night. 

Hazel asked if I would leave so she and Enos could talk some 
more. Meryl was going to stick around, seeing that Nate probably 
wouldn’t welcome her home with open arms that night. They said 
they’d call me when they figured things out. I decided to walk home, 
Bob. I was a little riled up, having my affair exposed and considering 
all the home entertainment devices heaved at my head. It was really a 
big mess that I never should’ve got mixed up in. I should’ve went the 
normal route, Bob, the straight and narrow. No orgies. No adulterous 
affairs. I should’ve said no, Bob, and walked away. 

And I was gonna. Right there. I was gonna just keep on walking 
and start over—leave all the crap that’s happened to me behind—and 
start over, Bob. I left my car at the Follensbees’ and started walking. I 
got to the edge of town, to the highway, and kept walking. Well, it 
seems, Bob, that you might think that that’s about where this story 
should come up to speed. You pick me up. I tell you the story. I wish 
that were the case. 

The problem was I started thinking about Hazel. I had feelings for 
her, Bob. Plus, all my stuff was still at home. I should at least get a 
goddamn moving van. So I turned around and went back to my 
house. 

I got home, stepped inside, flipped the lights on, and you’ll never 
guess who was sitting on my sofa. 

Jesus, Bob, you’re good. Yeah, it was Sweaty Pedretti. I said to him, 
“Hey, Nate.” 

He was still drunk, sitting there with a goddamn Louisville Slugger 
on his lap. He took a big swig of something. Then he says, “You’ve got 
a message on your machine.” 

“All right,” I told him, and I went over and played my message. It 
was Enos. He said him and Meryl were leaving town, that night. He 
asked if I’d come over and be with Hazel. 
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As soon as it ended, Nate says, “I’m going to kill them.” 
And I says, “Nate, I don’t think that’s the best idea in the world. 

Can’t you just break their legs or something?” 
And he says, “This is bullshit, Wheel.” 
And I says, “It sure is, but that’s the breaks, man.”
And he says, “Fuck off, Wheel. You started this whole thing.” 
And I says, “What?” 
And he says, “Everything was fine until you came into this thing.” 
For Christ’s sakes, Bob, they asked me. I was just having sex here. 

Sweaty Pedretti got up. He says, “I’m gonna kill you. Then I’m gonna 
kill that son-of-a-bitch Enos and my wife.” He didn’t say anything 
about Hazel. He walked over, took a giant swing, and whacked my 
shoulder. I fell to the ground, Bob, because it fuckin’ hurt. Fortunately 
for me, Sweaty Pedretti was so drunk he thought a whack on the 
shoulder would kill me. He kicked me. He might’ve spit on me, I can’t 
remember every detail, Bob. Jesus. Then he left. 

I lay on my floor for a minute or two, throbbing. Of course, Bob, I 
realized then I had to get off my ass and stop Sweaty Pedretti from 
killing Meryl and Enos. I rolled onto my knees and crawled over to the 
phone. I dialed the Follensbees’, and Hazel answered. I told her to tell 
Meryl and Enos to get the hell out of there. Hazel said they wouldn’t 
leave her by herself. 

And I says, “Nate’s gonna kill them if they don’t.” 
And Hazel says, “Help, Wheel.” 
And I says, “Well shit, I’m on my way.” 
I busted out of my house and ran to my driveway. Fuck a duck, 

Bob! My car was still at the Follensbees’ place. I started double-timin’ 
it, and let’s not forget, Bob, that I’m still in a lot of fuckin’ pain. Sure, I 
got hit just on the shoulder, but it was still a hearty whack. The 
Follensbees’ was about a mile away. I felt like it took me about three 
or four minutes, but let’s be honest, Bob, it was probably more like 
ten. 

Sweaty Pedretti’s car was up on the lawn, door open and 
headlights still on. Sweaty Pedretti was in the middle of taking a full 
swing at Enos’ car’s rear window. Enos and Meryl were inside that car. 
Hazel was on the front stoop, next to the TV, dangling a set of keys in 
her right hand. 

Nate was screaming, fuck this and fuck that. He expanded his 
attack on the car to all the windows, well, pretty much the entire 
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exterior. 
Hazel says to me, “Wheel, do something. They forgot the keys!” 
I took a step toward the car and realized, Bob, that in my haste I 

had nothing to defend myself with. I says to Hazel, “Hazel, you got a 
gun in the house or anything I can use?” 

And she says, “Don’t you think if we had a gun, we would have 
used it by now?” 

Now, Bob, you understand that this was not the ideal time for 
sarcasm. I tell ya, women are difficult in times of distress. I says, “Just 
get me something!” 

She ran inside. Meanwhile, I had to get Nate away from the car, so 
I says, “Hey, Nate. Get away from the car.” 

He turned and saw me for the first time. He looked surprised I was 
there. That didn’t last very long, and he marched over to me, bat in 
hand, saying, “Goddammit, you’re supposed to be dead.” 

Hazel comes out of the house and hands me a chair. A goddamn 
chair, Bob. Jesus Christ in a crapshoot, what the hell was I supposed 
to do with a chair? I grabbed it out of her hands just in time to block 
Nate’s swing at my head. He almost fell over, he swung so hard. That 
gave me a chance to jab him in the back with the back of the chair. 
That did knock him over. 

I dropped the chair and dove onto him. He somehow got some 
leverage with the bat and hit me in the back. I punched him in the 
face, and, shit, Bob, that hurts way more than it looks on TV. Anyway, 
it was hard enough that he dropped the bat. Hazel got in there and 
picked it up. I tried to hit him again, but I missed. 

Then I rolled off him, right onto my sore shoulder. I remember 
screaming in pain. The next thing I saw was Hazel shoving the bat in 
my face and saying, “Hit him, Wheel.” 

I got up. Nate was still on the ground. He looked unconscious. 
Meryl and Enos were out of the car by now, watching along with 
Hazel. I says, “He’s out. Let’s just call the cops.” 

And Hazel says, “Wait a second. No. You’ve got to hit him.” 
And Meryl says, “Yeah. Wheel, he almost killed us. And don’t think 

he won’t.” 
I looked right over at Enos because he was real quiet about it, and 

he just nodded his head. 
I lifted up the bat, Bob. Now I said before that I used to pitch. And 

sure, I was in the American League with the DH and all, but I knew 
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how to swing a bat. Well, I hit him hard, Bob. In the head. Then I hit 
him again. And again. The other three didn’t say a thing. We all just 
stared at Sweaty Pedretti lying on the ground. Then I ran. Out to the 
highway. I took the same goddamn route I had walked when I left 
there the first time. I’m not sure I’ll go back this time, though. 

It was cold out there walking. Of course, I’m out there in the dark 
and cold, by myself, and I can think about just one thing: I just killed 
a guy. Ain’t that creepy, Bob? I mean, that’s John Q. Family’s worst 
nightmare, a killer walking along the dark and lonely highway. That’s 
when I started praying, and thank Christ you came along and picked 
me up. 

What, Bob? 
Yeah, I’m sure I killed him. I hit him three times. Hard. 
Of course I could’ve just broken his legs, but he was gonna kill us. 

You understand that, don’t you? Well, Jesus, Bob. It’s not my fault. It 
was self-defense, for Christ’s sake. 

Well, I ran because I just killed a guy. Bob, come on, buddy. You 
don’t think that—what are you thinking? 

Hell, Bob, you’re giving me a ride. That doesn’t warrant your 
murder, do you think? Hardly. No, Bob, you’re safe with me. And 
really, your aiding and abetting of a fugitive is, in a sense, incidental. I 
mean, when you picked me up, you didn’t know I killed a guy. I wasn’t 
wearing a sign that read, “BOB, I KILLED MY SON-OF-A-BITCH 
FRIEND SWEATY PEDRETTI.” It’s not your fault. 

Aw, come on, Bob. I just need a ride to Blue Bluff, just a few more 
miles. Jesus, I’m a nice guy, Bob. I mean, fuck, here’s some gas money. 
I thought that, man, I thought you were the answer to my prayers, a 
blessing in a Dodge Stratus. I don’t get it, Bob. I thought we were 
friends. 

Fine. Jesus, Bob. Well, thanks for nothin’. I hope your wife’ll teach 
your kids some compassion because I’m sure you won’t. 

Aw, man, I didn’t mean that, Bob. Thanks for getting me this far. 
Good luck to you and your family, Bob. If you don’t got family, you 
don’t got nothin’. Well, see ya around, Bob. §
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On The Family Circus 
by James Seidler

Look, I think it’s time to acknowledge what all of us have been 
thinking for a long time: PJ is obviously developmentally disabled. 
The warning signs the strip has been pumping out daily have just 
become too much to ignore. From the Mongoloidish slope of his 
forehead to his complete lack of communication skills, it’s clear that 
something isn’t right with the Keane family’s youngest. As loyal 
readers, we’ve been quiet about it for too long, hoping that one day PJ 
would begin to talk and interact normally. Unfortunately, we’ve been 
waiting for forty-three years now, and nothing’s changed. It pains me 
to say this, but I think it’s time for an intervention.

Now it is true, as some of you may point out, that we’re not exactly 
talking about a family of geniuses here. From Billy’s inadequate 
artistry to Dolly’s bumbling questions to Jeffy’s cringe-inducing 
malapropisms, this house about has the market cornered on cute 
idiocy. After all, I think everyone else has figured out that “Ida Know” 
isn’t really some invisible ghost bent on wreaking havoc in their 
house. My guess is it’s a malformed fifth Keane child that occasionally 
escapes from the attic where they keep it locked up.

And maybe this is why the family has been reluctant to confront 
PJ’s “issues.” After all, you don’t lock a kid in the attic until you’re sure 
there’s something wrong with him. But as a reader, I think PJ is rapidly 
reaching that point. Just the other day I read a Family Circus where PJ 
had an umbrella open in the house because it was raining outside.

Jesus.
Even Dolly was sharp enough to point out that you don’t need a 

frigging umbrella in the house when it’s raining out. But did PJ 
respond? Was there even the slightest glimmer of comprehension in 
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his small, dull eyes? Sadly, no.
Something needs to be done before it’s too late. Mr. Keane, I beg 

you, take PJ to see a doctor. Don’t let any feelings of guilt or 
embarrassment about his obvious incapacity get in your way. Modern 
medicine has developed numerous speech and behavioral therapies 
to help the mentally handicapped. Perhaps, with proper treatment, PJ 
can someday simply be a charming dimwit, like his brothers and 
sister.

You owe him that chance. §
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FLYMF Mad Libs For Modern Times—Wedding Toast

FLYMF Mad Libs For 
Modern Times—Wedding Toast

I’ve known _______ since both of us were ______ years old. We’ve been 
                  Male Name                                        Number
through a lot together, from the time (Male Name) crashed his dad’s 
__________ into a highway median after drinking a twelve back of 
    Vehicle
_______________ to that time in college when we road-tripped to
    Beverage
_____________ with _______ __________________, a _________________, 
       Fun City                Number   Sex Worker (Plural)             Farm Animal 
and five gallons of _____________.
                                    Sexual Lubricant

It’s because we’ve been through so much together that I can say with
total sincerity how __________ he is to be here today. From the moment 
                                            Feeling
that he and __________ started dating, he’s done nothing but talk 
                      Female Name
about how _________ she makes him. They first met at a ___________ 
                           Feeling                                                            Wild Social Gathering
organized by ___________, and from the beginning, he said he knew 
                Unsavory Social Group
this was something special. I knew it was serious when we went to 
______________ for spring break that year, and he refused to even 
Spring Break Location
_______________ with any of the girls in ___________ that kept wanting  
 Minor Sexual Act                                           Skimpy Clothing
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to ___________________________ him
                     Major Sexual Act

Of course, that was fine with me, as it just meant more girls for me, ha 
ha ha. But seriously, I am honored to be here today on the day of your 
wedding. I wish you a lifetime of __________ and can only hope that 
                                                                         Emotion
someday I’ll find a girl with half the _____________ (Female Name) has.
                                                                   Female Body Part
Cheers. §
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Trainers (And Big Horny Dogs)
by Marissa Kristal

I have something to say, and I'm only going to say it once, so listen 
up and listen good:

Girls do not join gyms for the purpose of getting hit on by the 
trainers.

Contrary to what you (my doting trainers) may believe, we do not 
find your excessive flirtation flattering. Quite the opposite, in 
fact—we find it annoying, obtrusive, frustrating, and rude 

Thanks to you, Trainers A and B, I no longer want to go to the gym. 
And while it’s true my sore and achy muscles are oozing with 
gratitude, the rest of me wants to hunt you down in your happy place 
and make you watch episodes of Gilmore Girls on endless repeat 
while scratching my nails up and down a chalkboard. 

And even then, your agitation and suffering would be nowhere 
near the torment you cause me.

You see, gym time is my time. Some people take yoga, others 
meditate. I work out. And for just one hour out of the day, I get to 
escape. It’s the one hour when I don’t have to make small talk, I don’t 
have to think about the millions of tasks on my to-do list (yes, there 
are millions. I’m a neurotic freak), and it’s just me and fabulous iRock 
(my iPod, of course). 

So when you interrupt me during my hour of tranquility to tell me 
that I’m so cute you want to put me in your pocket and carry me 
around the gym, or that I’m a nice person, and you’re a nice person, 
and it’s a crime for two nice people not to get to know one another 
better, I guarantee you I’m not going to like it. 

And when you find my number through the gym’s membership 
database and begin calling me every day you don’t see me at the gym 
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just to make sure I’m okay, I’m going to start referring to you as a 
stalker.

And when you secretly slip presents in my gym bag for me to find 
later, odds are I won’t open them with excitement and surprise. I will 
instead hand them over to the police as evidence. 

And when you introduce me to your other trainer friend and he 
tells me to leave next weekend open so we can get to know each other 
on a deeper, more intimate level, I’m going to lie and say “Next 
weekend just so happens to be when I’m moving to Africa. 
Permanently.”

The good news is that I have a plethora of other gyms to choose 
from, some even more conveniently located than the 
abovementioned. The bad news is that these delinquent trainers are 
still out there, preying on sweet, innocent, adorable, fun-to-be-with, 
intelligent, charming, amiable young girls (shameless self-plug, I 
know…sorry). 

So what do we do? I suggest we take Natalie Portman’s advice from 
Garden State and kick ‘em in the balls.

Yeah, I know, she was referring to big, horny dogs. Whatever. Same 
thing. §
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Scene From A Creative Writing Seminar Conducted... by Larry Gaffney

Scene From A Creative 
Writing Seminar Conducted 

By David Milch
by Larry Gaffney

DM
…okay, time to move on to Melissa’s story, “Tea with Auntie.” You all 
got your fuckin’ copies, so let’s have at it. 

JASON
Um, I think it’s a pretty good piece. A little quiet for my taste, but the 
characters are well developed, and I like the dialogue. 

DM
Well thank you very fucking much, Jason, for getting us started with 
such penetrating insights. Could you be any more fuckin’ vague if you 
tried, you mealy-mouthed cocksucker? 

BRITTNEY
I, uh, I admire the way she handles the dialogue with three 
characters. I mean, you know who the speaker is right away, from the 
first couple of words… 

DM
You don’t say. Funny, I couldn’t tell one cunt from another. Listen, 
people, you gotta give your characters something that makes ‘em 
unique. These two sisters visiting Auntie, maybe one of ‘em could be 
retarded. So fuckin’ retarded you can hardly understand what she’s 
saying. And the other one could be in the final stages of consumption. 
Have her cough up blood and loogies on Auntie’s precious fuckin’ 
silver tea tray. 
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DAWN
Ewww. 

DM
Have I offended your pristine fuckin’ ears, my darling? Understand 
this. If you want to be a writer, you have to confront life. Life, which 
ain’t tea and crumpets, but blood and shit and cocksucking, 
preferably all at once. 

TODD
Yeah, man, I get it. Like when that butler dude comes in with the 
“afternoon post”—what is that anyway, a fuckin’ newspaper? Anyway, 
he could’ve been attacked by zombies first, so when he gives this 
Auntie chick the paper, he’s stumbling forward ‘cause they ripped out 
part of his brain, and one of his eyeballs is hanging by the optic nerve, 
and he’s fuckin’ hemorrhaging on the carpet, but when the zombies 
messed with his brain they somehow activated the sex part, and he’s 
got this raging hard-on that tore right through his pants, and he’s 
shoving it down Auntie’s throat and this Felicity chick, that’s one of 
the sisters, right? She’s chopping at the back of his head with an ax, 
and… 

DM
Whoa, son. Curtail your ardency for one brief fuckin’ moment, if you 
don’t mind, so that we can properly dissect this farrago of gore you’ve 
spewed upon us with all the force of a putrescent, exploding sow. 
Don’t get me wrong. It’s fine and dandy. But there is one problem. 
What is it, people? 

Long silence 

KEISHA
Um, the zombies? 

DM
The zombies. Do you really want to lose the zombies? Fuck, people, 
the zombies are the only thing that can give this piece of shit any life. 
You can always explain the zombies. Auntie’s neighbor is a gris gris 
man who fucks around with voodoo. Or fuckin’ radiation. You can 
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always fall back on radiation. There’s a fuckin’ nuclear power plant 
down the road. Maybe these twats have gathered their sorry selves at 
this confabulation for the express purpose of discussing that very 
power plant and its potential to create zombies. No, people, it’s not 
the zombies. What is it? 

JASON
The ax! 

DM
Bull’s eye. What the fuck is an ax doing in this genteel sitting room 
with these dried-out old cunts? 

TODD
But they knew about the zombies. That’s why they had the ax. 

Long silence 

DM
See me after class, punk. 

TODD
Am I in trouble? 

DM
No. You got a contract to sign. §
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The Apology by Jean-Pierre Lacrampe

The Apology
by Jean-Pierre Lacrampe

Dear Mr. Juan Ramirez,
President and CEO of Ramirez Industries 
Buenos Aires, Argentina
Cc: To whom it may concern

This probably seems a little awkward: Receiving an apology letter 
from someone you’ve never met before (by the way, I’m going to 
operate under the assumption that you can understand English; let 
me know if this is otherwise, and I can send you a new copy in 
Spanish [my friend has a computer program that automatically 
translates stuff; in fact I could probably send you a copy of the 
program if you think that would be of use to you, let me know]).

I suppose the first thing you are wondering is: What in the world 
can this “gringo” (I’m actually half-Lebanese) be apologizing to me for 
if I’ve never even met him? That’s a fair question. The answer lies with 
a toucan—a fact that is probably heightening the awkwardness of this 
situation because now you are probably wondering how some 
American nut-job owes you an apology on behalf of some rare bird 
that, until four days ago, lived half a world away. But I can assure you, 
there is a somewhat reasonable explanation for most of this.

I don’t know much about Argentina, but I’m just guessing you 
haven’t heard of the term “house-sitting.” Well, every so often, to 
make a little extra money, I watch over someone’s house while they 
are away on business trips or vacations or legal entanglements. My 
duties usually include some light dusting, general straightening, and 
the feeding and exercising of pets. It’s a great way to make some good 
cash without working too hard (my real job is playing bass for the 
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Stardust Rangers [let me know if you want me to send you a CD or 
something since I already have your address, although I think this is 
your office address, and it might be better to send it directly to your 
house]). 

One of my clients is this guy, Martin Glestin. I think you know him 
because he definitely knows you. He’s the one who is making me write 
this letter. I mean, he’s not holding a gun to my head demanding that 
I write an apology letter to some foreign small-business 
owner—although he may as well be. He’s garnishing my wages until I 
send you this apology. 

Garnishing wages, by the way, has nothing to do with parsley or 
sage or whipped cream (in case you were using a dictionary to 
translate). Garnishing wages means some cheap, stingy jerk thinks 
he’s in a position of power and will not pay you for work that you 
already did because something happened to his precious 
toucan—despite the fact that it is not your fault in the least. 

First of all, toucans are not good pets. They can’t hold a 
conversation or even talk like the birds that look just like them. In 
fact, they don’t do much of anything. I take that back. They squawk. 
Really loud. I’m talking ear-piercing shrieks. About what, you may 
ask? Mostly they squawk because they’re in a three-foot metal cage 
instead of the Amazon rain forest—which, if you think about it, is a 
pretty damn good reason to squawk. Second of all, I need that money. 
Really bad. 

I guess we’ve gone a ways without me explaining how you fit into 
all of this and why I owe you an apology. See, it was your company 
that gave Mr. Glutton the toucan to begin with. Now I don’t know 
what kind of a corporation goes around presenting indigenous 
toucans to visiting businessman, and I guess that’s not really for me 
to say. My question is: Why Martin Glestin? This guy doesn’t even 
deserve to be employed (trust me, I’ve rummaged through his 
effects—he might be looking at some jail time in the near future), let 
alone be treated to exotic birds for the bang-up job he did. 

For one, he never looks people in the eye. You could be telling him 
the most fascinating thing ever, some strange fact about toucans, if 
you like, and he wouldn’t even look up from his desk. He’d say 
something like, “Oh, you don’t say” (boy, is that ever patronizing!). 
You may as well be squawking, you know what I mean? It makes 
absolutely no difference to him whether you’re talking about the 
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history of what’s been under your toenails or the history of toucans. 
And that’s what I don’t get about this whole situation: I bet he 

couldn’t tell you the first thing about the Stardust Rangers (I told him 
all about the upcoming tour and album when we first met [he agreed 
to purchase a copy {let me know if you’re still interested}]), but I’m 
supposed to remember that Peaches or Parsnip or whatever he calls 
that stupid bird is allergic to raspberries? He’s a toucan! They love 
fruit! They love it so much a cereal company here in the States 
decided to use a toucan as the animated frontman for a cereal called 
Fruit Loops!

But you expect me to believe that Persnickety the wonder-toucan 
is allergic to raspberries?!? Why even keep raspberries in the house 
then!?! I’m telling you, there were f—ing vats of this poisonous* berry 
stuffed into every single compartment of his fridge: the crisper, the 
side shelves, behind the milk. He even had some in the freezer! What 
kind of a pet owner is that? Tell me that! And for a bird that is 
supposedly deathly allergic to raspberries, Peaches sure loved them. I 
mean he absolutely adored them. He would squawk to high heaven 
whenever I walked away without giving him a raspberry. And I mean 
really squawk. 

If he died of anything it was probably a lack of raspberries, that’s 
how bad it was breaking Peaches’ heart not to have raspberries 
around to eat. So, out of a kindness Martin Glestin could never 
fathom, I left a bowl of frozen berries next to the cage for Peaches to 
enjoy so I could practice the bass for an hour in peace (we have an 
upcoming tour). An hour; that’s it. Big deal. I’m sooo sorry*. 

I still don’t (not even for a second) believe that Peaches died from 
a food allergy brought on by ingesting frozen raspberries. Sometimes 
things just die. That’s nature’s way; nothing brings it on but time. 
Maybe Peaches was tired of squawking around in a miniscule little 
prison instead of the enormous rain forest and decided to fly off to 
heaven. We’ll never know. But what we do know is that my check for 
$250 is sitting on Martin Glutton’s rolltop desk (I know what you’re 
thinking, but he already took back the house key and changed the 
security code on me) until you receive a written apology for my “lack 
of responsibility.”**

So here it is. That’s why I’m disturbing you in what is probably a 
very busy work-day (what is it you guys do, by the way? Something 
with birds?). That’s why I’m missing a very important band rehearsal. 
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Because a business associate of yours has a toucan-sized chip angrily 
perched atop his shoulder. And yes, I do mean to imply that Martin 
Glestin is a pirate. I mean, if you steal and pillage from people and 
collect strange birds, you’re pretty much a pirate, right? Do you really 
want to continue doing business with this sort of guy? Just a side note.

Listen: Am I sorry the toucan died? Of course (unless Peaches 
decided dying was for the best, then I’m okay with his decision). I’m 
not heartless (unlike some people I know). But, do I think that I’m 
responsible for Peaches’ death? Not in the least. First of all, the damn 
bird was begging for raspberries—and we’re not talking about a baby 
touchy with eggshell still on its beak. Peaches was 17, practically an 
adult in human terms, not to mention how it’s calculated in bird 
years. 

Bottom line: Peaches should have known better. Second of all, I 
bet I was hired by Mr. Glestin due to my advanced degree in 
veterinary medicine*. Hmmm, no. Oh, that’s right, I was hired 
because Mr. Glutton’s friends are as selfish as he is, and he couldn’t 
persuade one of them to occasionally pop over to dust and straighten 
and feed his goddamn toucan. 

Anyway, if Martin Glesbian was half as responsible as he’d have me 
believe, then he wouldn’t have accepted the fucking toucan in the 
first place if he knew that he’d be out of town all the time and unable 
to properly care for it! Talk about shirking responsibility!! If you’re not 
mature enough to handle a pet, don’t get a motherfucking pet! Christ 
Almighty!!

I apologize for the language, but this whole situation has really 
chapped my hide. Some people like to think that they are better than 
other people. I’m sure this happens in your country too (although 
probably not as often since you guys like socialism so much). Martin 
Glestin thinks that he’s better than me because he has a “real job”** 
and a house that he fills with weird furniture and bad-health-prone 
captured birds.

First off, I have a real job—playing music for the delight of fans 
(don’t forget about letting me know whether or not you want a CD 
[also my band is on the internet at www.myspace.com/ 
StardustRangers, check us out if you have the world wide web at your 
office or at one of those cafes]). Second of all, I don’t want a house 
and designer suits (he wears designer knock-offs from the Men’s 
Wearhouse anyway) and balsawood bookcases with fucking spires 
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attached to them. That’s ridiculous (although, to tell you the truth, I 
would like a toucan, but we can talk about that later).

Anyway, I didn’t intend for this letter to be so long, it’s just that I 
got started talking about what an utter douchebag Martin Glestin is 
and I sort of lost track of time. Unfortunately, it’s a very rich subject 
(Josh, the guy who referred me to Mr. Glestin, thinks Martin’s a 
douchebag as well [you can let me know if you agree or not {I won’t 
tell him}]). So, I’m sorry about Peaches the invalid-toucan passing 
away on my watch. I don’t know why I’m apologizing to you since it 
wasn’t really your bird. But Mr. Glestin thinks that since you gave it to 
him (you’ve probably long forgotten that there was ever such a 
douchebag named Martin Glestin who you gave a toucan to), I owe 
you an apology as well. 

If you could just call him at 555-815-1730 to let him know that you 
received a written apology from me, I would much appreciate it. Also, 
if you could call me at 555-766-1382 to let me know about the 
possibility of getting one of your company’s toucans (and about the 
CD of course), I would appreciate it as well (what sort of shipping and 
handling fee am I looking at? Ten to fifteen dollars or more? Just 
curious because I’m a little short on cash this month, thanks to you-
know-who). If the phone lines from Argentina are too crackly (I heard 
that somewhere), just e-mail me at bassistforStardustRangers 
@yahoo.com. Again, sorry about the bird.

Sincerely,

Wilbur Henley 

P.S. I’m sending along a box of Fruit Loops cereal so you can see what 
I mean about the allergy thing (it’s pretty good stuff anyway). 

P.P.S. Please don’t tell Martin that Josh and I think he’s a douchebag. 
He’d probably make me write an apology letter to his mother 
(although she’s probably the one to blame in the first place). 

*I mean this sarcastically.

**Mr. Glestin does not mean this sarcastically. §
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Muzak My Eyes Out
by Nick Holle

I know I’m not breaking down any barriers by complaining about 
Muzak, but they play it in my office. And if I hear “Killing Me Softly 
With His Song” one more time, I am going to throw my head through 
a brick wall.

I will hear it again, of course, because it plays twice a day, 
sometimes three times. And when I’m standing in front of that brick 
wall—my head preparing for its worst trauma since being squeezed 
out of my mom’s vag—I will have no choice but to contemplate how. 
How has it come to this?

“Killing Me Softly” bugs me the most out of all the crap that plays 
over my cubicle (and it’s a lot of crap) because I know the original 
quite well. I know what it’s about. I know the words. I know all the 
cues. I know it was number one on the charts for five weeks in 
February and March 1973. And I know it was written by Norman Fox 
and Charles Gimbel, inspired by a poem by Lori Lieberman and 
performed by Roberta Flack.

I now hate them all. Which is a shame because they are, at worst, 
very good musicians. And though they’re not directly responsible for 
this monstrosity of instrumentalization, they are still responsible. By 
virtue of creating “Killing Me Softly With His Song,” they must be 
blamed, because the song was good enough for the fucking asshole 
devils at Muzak to work that tune into a puke-tified, smooth jazz, 
horn-heavy headache of a song. If we can even call it a song. I’m 
shuddering.

And I know hate is a strong word. I should save it for murderers 
and presidents and black olives. But this tune just makes me feel so 
awful inside, repeatedly, it fills me up with so much animosity, I can’t 
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help but think about causing physical harm to myself and others. 
Including kittens.

Muzak is intended to blend into the background of the workplace 
and create healthy ambience for obedient corporate workers. They 
claim…they claim that Muzak has been proven to reduce errors and 
improve morale in business across the country.

What a bunch of fucking bullshit.
You want to know what really happens? When “Killing Me Softly 

With His Song” comes on, my attention goes straight to it. I start 
singing, “Strumming my pain with his fingers…” But the words don’t 
come on. Some flute or oboe or whatever the fuck it is comes on. I get 
dizzy. My heart beats faster, followed by at least three sequential hot 
flashes. I become filled with anger and, soon, rage toward every single 
thing in the world. Good or bad. And you know what? I stop working. I 
do. I stop and am forced to plug my ears and do breathing exercises 
just for some sense of mental salvation.

But I can’t ignore the bitter, reviling thoughts about the men who 
wrote this and the woman who sang an otherwise beautiful tribute to 
the music of Don McLean.

I hate them. And now that I’m thinking about it, I hate Don 
McLean.

Only Muzak could make me hate the dude who wrote and 
performed the greatest song in the history of rock and roll (“American 
Pie”). Woof. That’s not a statement taken too lightly.

And I wonder, if music hadn’t died on the Day The Music Died, 
would Muzak have ceased to exist?

The answer? Probably not. Muzak got its start in the 1930s, long 
before Buddy Holly and the Big Bopper. Yeah, it started by piping the 
crap into elevators. It had a calming effect on the nerve-wracked 
elevator riders. Then somehow—smack, bang, boom—it ended up 
playing in my office.

As my officemates happily go about their business, I begin to 
wonder, does anybody here care about this monster? I ask this 
question as a saxophone and a harp meander through a haunting 
rendition of “Stairway To Heaven.”

A SAXOPHONE!!!!
AND A FUCKING HARP!!!!
Does anybody care about how wrong this is? Isn’t this supposed to 

be the greatest rock and roll song ever, besides “American Pie”? 
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Anyone? We know John Bonham doesn’t care because he’s dead. We 
know Pete Townshend doesn’t care because he’s with The Who. Andy 
Garcia doesn’t care. Well, maybe he does, but I had to mention him 
because a woman in my office just said, “Now Andy Garcia, that’s a 
guy I’d like to get into the deep water with…or the shallow water.” 
(What does that even mean?)

I’ll tell you who should care. North Shore Bank. I cannot fathom 
how any institution that claims to truly care about their employees 
would force them to listen to this crap. Okay, granted, I’m a temp and 
not technically one of their employees. But please, please. What do I 
have to do to make this stop?

Well, they should at the very least care about the walls of their 
corporate offices, specifically the brick ones. I care about music and 
my sanity too much not to throw my head through them.

And let me tell you, North Shore Bank, you can play “It’s Too Late” 
as much as you want—you’re just promoting my temporary insanity 
and the destruction of your walls.

But first, let me tell you about how much I now hate Carole King. §
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Bush Family Christmas Letter 
by James Seidler

Merry Christmas everyone! 

I just want to start by pointing out that Jesus is the reason for the 
season. Think about it.

It’s been an absolute great year for the Bush family. Sure, we may 
not all be living on the ranch anymore (two more years!), but my girls 
(all three of them—Laura, you know you’re still my prom queen) and I 
are just as close as ever. 

The twins would probably be embarrassed to hear me say it, but I 
think what they’re doing right now should be an inspiration for young 
people everywhere. After a stint curing AIDS in South Africa, Barbara 
is working at the Cooper-Hewitt National Design Museum in New 
York City while Jenna has moved on from educating the youth of 
America to educating the youth of Paraguay, who I think we can all 
agree need the help more.

Laura had the honor of having Laura Welch Bush Elementary 
School in Austin named in her honor, which puts her one up on me 
(but I’m not jealous; I figure I still got plenty of opportunities for 
things to be named after me and anyway, her name is my name too). I 
was going to do a book reading to commemorate the school’s 
opening, but we all know what happened the last time I did that, so 
we decided to pass.

As for me, I can’t complain (except about gas prices this past 
summer—wow, I thought we were going to have to replace the 
motorcade with a bunch of Priuses [that’s a joke]).

All in all, it was a pretty good year for me. Sure, there were some 
setbacks—my Longhorns sent the Trojans packing back to latte-land 
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(Hook ‘em!), but Jeb’s Gators and Heat both won titles of their own, 
giving him the edge in the battle of the states. I had to wear a “If you 
think we can’t vote, wait until you see us drive” T-shirt the whole time 
we were in Kennebunkport, which mommy thought was hilarious. I 
already have a plan to get Jeb back, though—I got him a “Don’t Mess 
with Texas” bumper sticker for Christmas.

Karl and I are still neck-and-neck in our book-reading contest 
(little secret—Turdblossom has his secretary do his Christmas cards, 
so he’s probably pulling ahead with some Mitch Albom while I’m 
providing the personal touch. But I’m not too worried because I have 
a secret weapon in my favorite book, the Bible, which technically 
counts for sixty-six books. Look it up).

What else? The White House got a new fridge this fall. Laura says it 
keeps the vegetables crisper, but I’m not sure—they still taste the 
same to me (bad).

I gotta tell you, I got pretty worried when that whole “no liquid on 
planes” thing was announced. As you probably know, I have to do a 
whole lot of traveling, and I thought it was going to get pretty 
expensive buying new shampoo and toothpaste at every stop. Dick let 
me know, though, that Presidents and those traveling with them get 
special flying privileges, which is a nice perk. 

I did do a lot of traveling this year; I got to do some bike riding in 
Scotland (no, they don’t all wear kilts), then later I was able to see all 
the guys in Russia at the G8 conference, where I kept everything nice 
and loose with my patented atomic massages. If you’ve ever been on 
the receiving end of one, you’re probably still feeling the relaxation.

While I think it’s been a great year, all in all, I think it’s only proper 
to end this letter on a more somber note, in memoriam of those we’ve 
lost this year. As you know, Crocodile Hunter Steve Irwin died—too 
soon—at the hands of a monster stingray, and I would like to take this 
opportunity to ask all of us to take a moment to say a prayer for 
Steve’s soul (I don’t believe he ever accepted Jesus Christ as his 
personal savior) and his family. It heartens me to know, however, that 
as long as his re-runs are on the air, he will never truly be forgotten.

God bless you all,

George W. Bush §
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Political Thoughts From 
An Iraqi Insurgent

by Mustafa Hamir

Greetings from sunny Iraq!

When I first received word from my friend Morison Joe of the 
Union Togolais Bank of Togo that the American-imperialist magazine 
of laughter FLYMF was looking for material on the supposed 
democratic process, actually controlled by Jews, that the Americans 
use to choose their leader, my only thought was: it’s about time 
someone asked an Iraqi. 

While the proud citizens of Iraq are not officially American 
citizens yet, the fact that this election will be so impactful on our 
everyday lives makes it only intelligent that we be allowed to 
contribute our voices to the discussion that surrounds this “choice.” 
After all, the pronouncements of the next President will play a major 
part in determining whether Iraq falls under the iron heel of a 
tyrannical fundamentalist government or merely returns to the more 
familiar situation of resting in the steel grip of a tyrannical secularist 
government. 

Unfortunately, the candidates Bush and John Kerry do not match 
the seriousness of the situation. As the Zionist-allied media has made 
clear, each is the possessor of serious flaws. To be clear, Bush is said 
to be dumber than the incestuous offspring of Donny and Marie 
Osmond, of rock and roll fame, while Kerry appears to be damaged by 
his attachment to cheap plastic sandals.

Even worse, both candidates have made the decision that the big 
issues of this election will be protecting the shores of America from 
bin Laden attacks and ensuring that Americans possess jobs 
sufficient to fulfill their needs for Coca-Cola, Playstations, and silicon 
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breasts. While these positions may play well in Pennsylvania, they are 
not going to persuade undecided insurgents in the Sunni Triangle.

Where, I ask, is the candidate who speaks for the Iraqi people? 
Where is the candidate who adheres to a strict anti-airstrike platform? 
Where are the campaign promises to generate electricity, or to invade 
Israel, or to set up a Niketown in downtown Baghdad? Isn’t the right 
to stylish, but comfortable, footwear a right that is endowed upon all 
men by the Creator?

The sad truth is that there is no such candidate. Under the two-
party system of the United States, the moneyed interests work to 
protect the status quo while voters outside the mainstream often find 
their interests ignored. This concept can best be seen in the following 
graph:  
                                                                                                                                                 
                                                                                                                                                 
                                                          

With this in mind, who should the American people vote for? 
Some might suggest Rocky J Suhayda, the head of the American Nazi 
party. Suhayda, it seems reasonable to assume, is a man who could 
get to the bottom of what the joint CIA-Mossad taskforce hoped to 
achieve by framing Muslims for the terrible attacks on September 11, 
2001. This theory is flawed, however, by the fact that that everyone 
knows the American Nazi party is funded by the Jews to make people 
feel sorry for them so they can better hide their Zionist stratagems.

Instead, I say vote for Joel S. Kaplan, the head of the B’nai Birth 
Association. Wait, you may say, isn’t he a Zionist devil himself? Yes, he 
is, but a Kaplan presidency would force the Zionist-capitalist 
conspiracy out into the open, where it belongs, instead of enabling it 
to remain hidden in the shadows. Its strength lies in its secrecy; once 
it is driven into the light of day, it will wither in the intensity of our 
righteousness.

Besides, I hear that Jews are good with money.

Sincerely,

Mustafa Hamir, Fallujah, Iraq §
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Educational Board Games
by Dale Dobson

Oligopoly 
In this game inspired by Republican “trickle-down” economic theory, 
one player (the Oligarch) starts with ninety percent of the money 
while the destitute remaining players try to make it around the board 
as many times as possible before ending up in Debtor’s Prison. The 
charity Community Chest, decimated by funding cuts, is dependent 
on faith-based organizations that refuse to give any money to non-
believers. Players who cannot afford to pay the home or hotel rents 
contract “gutter cough” and must spend every other turn in the 
hospital at the expense of the other players (but not the Oligarch, who 
makes up any other rules he or she likes as the game progresses). The 
game ends when the Oligarch has all the money.

Quick! Hide the Salami!
Fun for two or more naked players, ages eighteen and up. More than 
four players tends to become impractical, emotionally complicated, 
or just plain silly.

Don’t Break the Baby’s Neck!
Players take turns drawing “Woe Cards” and pumping up their Anger 
Meters with drug problems, money issues, and relationship tensions. 
When a player’s meter is full, the battery-operated baby in the center 
of the board begins to cry and can only be stopped by beating it 
violently against the Baby Wall. When the baby stops crying, the 
player is out and the baby is reset. Game ends when only one player 
remains or when the Social Services Investigation card is finally 
drawn.
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BrandyLand
Two to four players stagger through a colorful land of alcoholic 
beverages, wandering by the Vodka Falls and the Cocktail Orchard in 
an eighty-proof haze. No reading or counting required—driving 
prohibited.

Clue Senior
Elderly couples who like to argue will enjoy this simplified version of 
the popular mystery game, which dispenses with the weapons and 
characters completely. “I did it in the bathroom!” “No, you did it in 
the kitchen!” “I never did it in the kitchen!” “Yes you did, you don’t 
know what you’re talking about!” “You must have done it in the 
kitchen because I remember I did it in the living room.” “No, I did it in 
the kitchen.” “You don’t know what you’re talking about!” “What did I 
do, anyway?” “Oh, I don’t remember. Figure it out yourself!” Every 
round provides interminable hours of entertainment.

Mystery Date?
Players wake up in a strange apartment with someone they don’t 
remember ever seeing before. Spin the dial and open the bathroom 
door to see what further mysteries await! “Did he bring flowers? Or 
condoms at least?” “Oh, my God, it’s Richard Nixon!” “Well, whaddya 
know? I’m gay!” “It’s a big bunch of hair, and it smells like curry!” “Oh, 
hi mom!” §
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eBay Feedback, 
My Lord And Savior

by Nick Holle

Last year, about this time, I really felt like it was all about to end. I 
had been unemployed for three months. My girlfriend had been 
cheating on me for four. I had twenty-five bucks in my checking 
account, thirty in the wallet that mugger stole. My roommate died of 
leukemia. And my Apple Jacks were stale. Rock bottom. 

I’d laid my options down in front of me: rope, aspirin, Swiss army 
knife, my grandfather’s Walther PPK, the oven range my Auntie Moley 
won on the The Price Is Right in the late 80s. It was a tough choice. 

I had decided to write a note. Seemed like a nice enough thing to 
do. I had a mother. She’d probably wonder, “Why, son? Why, God?” I 
sat down at the computer to type it. Figured it would be legible that 
way. 

First I checked my e-mail, though. Nothing. I hadn’t gotten an e-
mail in months. Not even junk mail. As my misery turned in my 
stomach, I closed my eyes. I wondered what Heaven was like. Or Hell. 
Either would be fine, really. 

Then my eyes opened. Framed on the wall was my eBay Turquoise 
Star Achievement Award. I had become an eBay seller years earlier 
and sold a bunch of my stuff when I was strapped for cash. I had hung 
the award up as a reminder of my hard work and dedication to the 
online auction site. It read: 

“Congratulations on achieving a Feedback Profile of 100. You have 
earned your Turquoise Star! eBay thanks you for your participation 
within the eBay community. Your business is sincerely appreciated, 
and we look forward to your continued success. You’re a star!” 

It had been months since I’d read that certificate, and briefly, my 
sadness and grief turned into pride. I had done it. Not only had I 
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reached 100 feedback comments, but my positive feedback rating was 
100 percent. 

A hundred percent! They loved me. 
I typed in the address for my feedback page and began to read the 

comments. 
“Item is great, RIDICUOUSLY FAST DELIVERY.”
“GREAT SELLER!!!! THANKS A BUNCH!”
“good job - keep up the good work sweetie ;-)”
“Smooth Transaction!”
“This transaction had the quickest reply and shipping 

ever—A++++++++++ Thank you!” 
Holy crap. That was ten plusses on that A. For the first time in I-

can’t-even-remember-when I started to feel good about myself. I 
wasn’t a worthless human being, doomed to a sad and depressive life. 
I made a difference in people’s lives. I shipped them quality goods 
purchased through an online auction in a timely manner. That was 
something. 

I decided not to kill myself. 
For the rest of that night I read my 109 feedback comments over 

and over again. By the next morning, I was walking through walls. 
When I found out later that week that my girlfriend had not only 

cheated on me but cheated on the guy she cheated on me with, I was 
okay with it. Even when I found out it was with a chocolate Labrador 
retriever. You know why I was okay with it? eBay feedback. I sat down, 
read a few comments like “Quick service. Product as described” and 
“You rule! A++.” It calmed my soul. 

It was there for me all along, but I finally found something I could 
turn to after each of life’s “challenges.” My dad beat the shit out of 
me? How about “Great transaction and fast shipping”? Find out I got 
the clap? Try “WOOOHOOO! Superfast payment and delivery!” Get 
pulled over for a DUI? Not so fast. You can’t get your license taken 
away for driving under the influence of positive feedback. 

Over the past year I’ve discovered that not only is eBay feedback 
all I really need in life, but there are no downsides either. You can 
access it from anywhere that has a working internet connection. And 
let’s be honest, these days that’s pretty much anywhere. You also know 
that once it’s there, it’s there for good. Nobody can take it away from 
you. And you can go to it freely, especially in times of need. 

Most importantly, I’ve found that the spiritual connection 
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between the buyers and sellers I’ve crossed paths with along the way 
is, to put it bluntly, overwhelming. And I think of them—I can feel 
them—sitting in their homes, reveling about the feedback that I left 
them and that others left them. And this feeling perpetuates itself to 
every buyer and seller on eBay, connecting us all, working toward the 
common good. There is happiness in the products that are bought 
and sold. There is love in the feedback expressed toward one another. 
It motivates you in the best of times and picks you up in the worst of 
times. I’m sure it’s no coincidence that this is a lot like the poem 
“Footprints.” 

I know it sounds crazy to think about, but it’s surprising how 
applicable positive feedback is in life. As I recently sat staring at CNN 
for hours upon hours, watching the devastation of Hurricane Katrina 
and saw all those people in Louisiana and Mississippi and Alabama 
crying and pleading and desperate, I thought to myself, they wouldn’t 
think this was so bad if they had the kind of eBay feedback that I had. 
The kind of feedback that gives you hope and strength in the toughest 
of circumstances. The kind of feedback that looks like “Wow! Great 
eBayer. Highly recommended. A++++” but really means “We will live to 
fight another day.” 

Later, when I began to feel selfish for thinking such a thing, I 
decided that I would donate my feedback to some of the less-
fortunate victims of the disaster. It was the least that I could do. I was 
the fortunate one, and now I could give back and save someone the 
way I had been saved. §
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Scraps From Ann Coulter’s 
Notebook
by James Seidler

Ann Coulter’s comment that 9/11 widows “enjoyed their husband’s 
deaths” is only the latest in a long stream of inflammatory comments 
from the divisive conservative commentator. Join us as FLYMF looks 
back into the past to imagine Coulter’s responses to some of the most 
notable tragedies of the past twenty years.

John Lennon assassinated, 1981

Imagine there’s a world where no drugged-out has-been with 
delusions of grandeur is convincing teenagers to hate America. 

That sounds all right to me. 
Lennon may have thought himself to be bigger than Jesus, but I 

think the difference between the two is pretty clear to him now that 
he’s burning in hell. It may take his dirtbag fans a little longer…oh, 
say three days…to realize they were worshipping a false idol, but 
given the yippie movement’s utter lack of a moral compass, I’m sure 
they’ll just move on to dosing children or fellating Mick Jagger to fill 
the void.

It goes without saying that Yoko enjoyed every minute of it.

Bhopal disaster kills thousands in India, 1984

This alleged accident (Union Carbide has not ruled out sabotage 
or negligence on the part of the illiterate local workforce) is 
undoubtedly unfortunate. Aside from Democrats, nobody likes to see 
people die needlessly, even if most of them would’ve probably just 
immolated themselves in the long run. 
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In looking at the incident, it’s important to keep in mind that Dow 
Chemicals has done more to make the world a better place than the 
Indian subcontinent ever has. We’re not talking about Ted Kennedy 
getting off on drowning some girl in his car here. This is the company 
that invented polystyrene, polyurethane, bisphenol A, and DDT, 
which would still be saving thousands of lives annually if not for the 
intellectual dishonesty of the so-called environmental movement. 
How do you compare that to the Taj Mahal and some dirty picture 
books?

Challenger explosion, 1986

Now more than ever it’s clear to see that the big-government, tax-
and-spend liberal space program is only good for investigating the 
black hole that all the money we throw into it disappears into. 

Wasn’t the whole point of the shuttle program supposed to be that 
they could come back to be used again, saving us money? Are you 
really telling me these billions of dollars wouldn’t have been better 
spent on ballistic missiles to nuke the Soviets?

And what’s with the liberal media publicizing the technical 
problems that caused the crash? Are they still so bitter about their 
failure to leave us open to the Russians by defeating Reagan’s missile 
defense system that they’ll publish anything that makes the United 
States look bad? These stories could be filed with a Moscow byline.

By the way, if I hear one more person bemoaning the loss of that 
teacher, I’ll have had it. As far as I’m concerned, that’s just one less 
unionized radical pushing kids to be part of the “Hate America First” 
crowd. For all we know, she could’ve caused the crash by trying to 
walk off the job during liftoff.

San Francisco earthquake, 1989

Sodom, meet Gomorrah. In perhaps the clearest proof of God’s 
existence since the assassination of John and Robert Kennedy, the 
Bay Area was struck with a 6.9 (coincidence?) magnitude earthquake. 
Left-coast liberals should see the collapse of the freeways as a 
reminder that actions have consequences. If you keep having 
omnisexual, heroin-binge orgies on red sheets superimposed with 
Mao Zedong’s image, God’s going to be angry with you.
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Ryan White dies of AIDS, 1990

The official line here is that the kid was a hemophiliac, but I think 
that taking the first part of the word and switching a letter around will 
give you the real story. No one suspected Rock Hudson either, and he 
wasn’t spending his time sharing pillow talk with Elton John.

Why the whitewash? Hollywood is just trying to gloss over its own 
perversions with a nice, little sob story. After all, movies aren’t the 
only thing that Los Angeles is packaging up and shipping across the 
country; California is also the number one distribution center for the 
HIV pipeline. For Hollywood’s elite, the disease is just the latest status 
symbol, like getting your tummy tucked or having your own table at 
Spago.

Reginald Denny assaulted during Los Angeles riots, 1992

While Reginald Denny may have been dragged from his truck by a 
bunch of Eazy-E wannabes, I think the real perpetrators of the 
incident are the PC Police. You know what I mean. The “You can’t say 
that” squad has gotten us so scared about offending anyone that 
you’d have to be David Duke’s even-more-offensive cousin to express 
reservations about driving through Compton during a race riot! 

And let’s not claim that this was fueled by any sort of legitimate 
grievance about an alcoholic parolee getting a couple of taps from a 
nightstick while resisting arrest after leading police on a 100-plus 
miles per hour chase. After all, if you or I acted that way, we’d receive 
the exact same treatment, which puts to rest the whole racial aspect. 

The left played their role as well. Here’s a newsflash—if you 
dedicate your political capital to coddling criminals and painting all 
policemen as thugs, people might eventually come to believe you. I 
just hope it’s your car they pull over next time. §
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A Sign From God
by Andrew Dombrowski

Being born and raised Catholic, ever since I can remember I’ve 
been going to church. And ever since I can remember, I find myself 
not paying attention at church. Instead, I just think about whatever 
comes to mind. Last fall, it was buying a kayak. I would sit in Mass 
and think, man, it would be so cool to have a kayak—I could paddle 
in and out all of the little coastal inlets and creeks around my house. 

Six months later, I still think about that kayak in church. That, and 
ninjas. 

See, back in second grade in Sister Lillian’s class, we’d go to church 
once a week with the school. It was a Gothic-style church, and I 
passed the time thinking of ninjas rappelling down from the rafters. 
I’d have to fight them off, of course, saving the day, after which I 
figured Jennifer Harris would like me. 

Not that she disliked me—it just seemed it would take me fighting 
off ninjas for her to even notice me. Unfortunately for my social life 
through high school, the ninjas never materialized. Luckily, I finally 
realized in college that you don’t have to fight ninjas to get a 
girlfriend; you just need to talk to them because once you talk to 
ninjas, women are all over you. 

In any case, Sister Lillian was a nun from the old school. She was a 
big old penguin of a lady who would tell us stories about the saints. 
The one story I remember is that of a mischievous boy who took the 
Eucharist out into the church cemetery. He’d been told that it was the 
actual body of Christ, so he wanted to see if it was true. Laying the 
Host on a tombstone, he took out his knife and cut into it, and the 
Host bled. A miracle, apparently, after which the boy turned his life 
toward God and eventually became a saint. 
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Well hell, I’d probably wind up a saint if I had some sort of sign like 
that. But I’ve never had the guts to do anything like stabbing the 
Eucharist—I prefer to just chew and swallow my Jesus. So I often find 
myself talking to God during Mass, asking for some sort of sign, like 
for the crucifix to start crying or maybe the Eucharist levitating and 
then shooting out a brilliant white light in all directions. 

I’ve had no such luck with those signs, but this past weekend, the 
second time I’ve been to church since I got married in December, I 
think maybe God gave me a sign. 

I was sitting stage left of the altar. In the pew in front of me, there 
were three altar servers; the youngest was a girl around nine or ten. 
Her father was sitting right next to me, whispering to her when she 
needed to go up and hold the Bible for the priest and so forth. 

Well, as usual, I wasn’t paying much attention. The gospel was the 
story of Jesus giving the blind man sight, and I’d heard that one 
before, so I was thinking about how easy it must have been to believe 
when Jesus was performing all those miracles. Once again, I thought 
back to Sister Lillian’s story of the boy cutting the Host. But then the 
homily moved on to how, even though Jesus was performing all these 
miracles, not everyone believed in him. I’d already moved on to 
thinking about ninjas. 

By the time we got to communion, I guess part of the gospel and 
homily had registered in my subconscious. I was asking God for some 
kind of sign, nothing huge, like the crucifix crying, but anything out of 
the ordinary, and I would believe. 

As I was asking for some sort of sign, the priest was giving the 
Eucharist and wine to the Eucharistic ministers and altar servers. 
Then, as he turned back to the altar, there came a very loud noise. I 
thought the sound was a really loud fart, the kind where you might 
want to check your drawers afterwards. Then the two older altar 
servers moved away from the youngest. Oh, that’s funny, I thought. 
Poor kid. But I realized it wasn’t a wet fart as she retched and vomited 
a second time. 

Looking mortified, she left the altar with tears running down her 
face, and her father followed her into the altar server’s room. But 
Mass continued as usual—the priest didn’t miss a beat, and no one on 
the other side of the church could have known anything had 
happened. 

People went up for communion. I went to the bathroom and got 



FLYMF’s Greatest Hits

196

some paper towels. Jesus might have cleaned the puke up, but I was 
just going to give the paper towels to her father when he came out of 
the server’s room. He eventually came out with his own paper towels 
and cleaned up. Then, as communion ended, the father and the girl 
came out. She had stopped crying, and at the end of Mass she carried 
one of the candles out in the procession. 

So was that my sign? Is a kid puking on the altar a sign from God? 
I hope so, because I’d like to think God has a warped sense of 

humor. Answering a prayer for something out of the ordinary with a 
puke joke would be just right. Also, I don’t think I’ll have to become a 
saint with a sign like that. §
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Death Of A Tooth
by Pamela Light

Two weeks ago, I found out that I needed a root canal, although it 
all really started on a cruise ship three months ago. My husband, Ron, 
and I were walking around the photo gallery with my parents, 
deciding what to buy, when my mom stopped me in shock to ask if I 
knew I had a black tooth. 

I was instantly mortified. A black tooth? Where? When did this 
happen? Ron and my father talked me down from my suicidal perch 
straddling the handrail on the deck of the ship with one leg flailing 
out over the turbulent water. They convinced me that it wasn’t really 
black, and maybe it was just bad lighting. That didn’t stop me from 
cutting the evening short, rushing back to the room to stare at the 
tooth for thirty minutes in the mirror, and then brushing my teeth 
until six bristles fell off the toothbrush. 

The tooth wasn’t black, but it was noticeably grayer than the 
others, which tended more toward the yellows. I spent the bulk of that 
week checking the tooth in the mirror at every opportunity and 
molding a piece of whitening gum around it whenever I had the 
chance. Over time, I forgot about it. 

A few months later it was time for my twice-yearly cleaning. The 
scraping and polishing was going along like normal, and the hygienist 
asked if I had any concerns about my teeth. I said, “No, everything’s 
fine,” since that was what I was used to saying about my teeth. Then I 
remembered to casually mention that I thought my right-top canine 
was darker than the others. She called the doctor in to take a look. 

The doctor said that the tooth looked dead. How can that be? I 
hadn’t treated the tooth different than any of the others. It was fed 
and watered, brushed and flossed, along with the rest of them. Why 
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would it be dead? Had the tooth hated the way I ate cereal three times 
a day and decided to take its own life rather than crunch through 
another mouthful of Corn Pops? Had the tooth suffered? Did it die a 
slow, painful death while the teeth around it were forced to watch and 
cry little saliva tears as they lost a friend? 

The doctor said that teeth could die from trauma in early 
childhood or from a bacterial infection that randomly invades the 
tooth, at no fault of your own. I breathed a sigh of relief. I couldn’t 
remember any trauma, so I was happy to believe that the tooth just 
died, at no fault of my own. But the information scared me at the 
same time. If tooth infections like these were unpreventable, what if 
all of my teeth fell victim to the bacteria? What if they all turned gray 
and needed root canals? In ten years, would I be thirty-six years old 
and have a full set of dentures? 

In order to confirm that the tooth was dead, the dentist tested to 
see if it had any feeling. He dipped a Q-tip in a freezing solution and 
touched the cotton to one of my other teeth so I could see what it 
should feel like. As soon as the solution grazed my opposite canine, 
my pain-indicating hand flew up so fast I almost knocked out the 
dental hygienist, who was lingering over my shoulder and sadistically 
watching closely as pain was inflicted upon me. It was like pouring 
ice-cold water over an exposed nerve. He then placed the Q-tip on the 
black tooth. I didn’t feel anything. It was officially dead. 

Two thoughts popped into my mind. First, I wondered if the dead 
tooth needed to be mourned in any way. Like maybe I should bite 
directly into an ice cream bar to honor the way it could no longer feel 
the cold. 

Second, I realized that Mom hadn’t been trying to give me a 
complex by nitpicking the shades of my teeth: she had actually been 
right. I thought about apologizing to her for the three days of silent 
treatment but then remembered the way she licked her finger and 
rubbed my face raw trying to get off a “little something” that was 
stuck to my cheek. She didn’t stop until I started to bleed, and she 
realized it was a pimple that she had managed to pop in the cleaning 
process. She dabbed at it with a tissue as I stood there mortified and 
the crew member told us to smile for our commemorative Ahoy! 
Cruise ship photo. 

Then I started to get angry. Not at mom, at the tooth. Why the hell 
do teeth need nerves anyway? It’s not like they need to feel anything. 
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It doesn’t feel good to have your teeth rubbed after a long day of 
chewing. The flavor of food and enjoyment of eating isn’t enhanced 
by the nerves in your teeth. Basically, the nerves just cause trouble, if 
you ask me, like the pain you feel when someone sticks a freezing 
cold Q-tip on one. 

So the appointment was set for two weeks later. I was going to 
have a root canal. There was no getting around it. I had exactly 
fourteen days to get ready. To be more exact, I had 336 hours to 
become a hypochondriac with insomnia. 

I really don’t hate going to the dentist. I don’t harbor fears about 
drilling, and I generally trust in the person behind the goggles. But 
then again, I have never even had a filling. A root canal sounded twice 
as scary, and that morning I braced for the worst. 

What if they started drilling and the tooth just crumbled, leaving a 
gaping hole in the upper-right side of my mouth? What if the dentist 
over-drilled and made a hole in my jaw? Maybe I wouldn’t feel it 
because I would be numb, and I would go home, still numb, and then 
later the Novocain would wear off and I would be in a red-hot world 
of pain. 

Needless to say, as I lay in the chair with my fists clenched and my 
eyes tightly shut, these were the things that I was thinking about. An 
hour into the procedure, he said that the root canal was done; he just 
needed to take an X-ray to check everything out. I was sure he was 
lying. It seemed to take forever for them to return with the films. I was 
convinced all the dentists in the office were back there huddled 
around the photo of my tooth, horrified that it all went terribly wrong 
and trying to figure out how they were going to tell me. 

When they came back in, the dentist said that everything went 
perfectly and that we were ready to close it up. I didn’t believe him at 
first, but it was true. Even to this day, my super-sensitive tongue still 
can’t tell that there was once a gaping hole in that tooth. The color is 
lighter too. I might not have to get it crowned unless it starts to get 
brittle. 

Now there’s something new to worry about. Now that I have the 
root canal behind me and I managed to come out with my tooth 
intact, I can start worrying about biting into an M&M one day only to 
have my tooth crumble into my frozen yogurt. Of course, it would 
happen on a weekend and there would be no one to help me for days. 
I would have to walk around with bits of tooth and a gaping hole... §
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FLYMF Fantasy Work
by James Seidler

As fantasy versions of traditional sports become more and more 
popular, we here at FLYMF have decided to cash in on the trend…uh, 
serve our readers…by providing an opportunity for non-sports fans 
to waste time and alienate their loved ones. 

The rules: Use the magic of the internet to get a fantasy work 
league together with friends, coworkers, or complete strangers. Dock 
yourself a point for every hour that you spend commuting to work 
and/or in the office, and adjust your score by the bonus categories 
listed below. 

Feel free to modify the rules to better reflect your own working 
environment. For instance, if you work in a coal mine, you may want 
to include bonus points for personalizing your headlamp and 
negative points for dying in a cave-in.

In the Cubicle

Manage fantasy sports team: +1 

Conduct fantasy sports draft: +6 

Read FLYMF: +10 

Set new FreeCell record: +6 

Burn two hours “cleaning cubicle”: +2 

Busted for personal phone calls/e-mail/internet use: -5 
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Chair breaks—forced to spend remainder of the week sitting on a 
box: -8 

Forced to replace real plant with fake one: -8 

Your Doonesbury cut-outs are deemed “divisive”—your boss makes 
you take them down: -4 

Your PC is still running Windows 98: -2 

Provided with a high-speed internet connection, DVD burner, and no 
supervision of their use: +4 

Write a resume for a better job: +5 

Get caught by your supervisor while looking at job postings online: -7 

Work on your novel/screenplay/fan fiction/ bawdy poetry: +8 

College mascot bobblehead in your cube defaced after your team’s big 
loss: -7 

Come to the realization that your cubicle is better decorated than 
your apartment: -6 

Your cube develops an unexplainable funk: -8 

It’s not even lunch, but you have absolutely nothing to do: -6 

Around the Office

Get boss to join fantasy sports league: +8 

Win office pool: +4 

Attend a meeting: -1 per half hour 

Cookies in the break room: +2 
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Wander aimlessly for twenty minutes: +2 

Forced to donate to office collection: -4 

Coffee pot empty when you go to get a cup: -2 

Receptionist wears “that” shirt: +3 

Boss calls you into office for a talk: -6 

Coworker cuts off conversation by telling you they “really have to get 
back to work”: -2 

Take a long lunch: +5 

Come back from lunch drunk: -5 

Stink up the break room with your lunch: -4 

Leftovers even better than the night before: +6 

Need to go grocery shopping—come to work with some crackers and 
a can of peaches for lunch: -8 

Discover a huge stain on your shirt: -4 

Payday: +10

In the Washroom

Take two or fewer bathroom breaks: -2 

Take three–five bathroom breaks: +1 

Take more than five bathroom breaks: +3 

Bring in reading material: +5 

Splash water on your crotch while washing your hands: -4 
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No toilet paper: -8 

Forced to use the bathroom while the janitor is cleaning it: -4 

Sick Days

Get roped into working on the weekend: -10 

Invent a religious holiday: +10 

Take a sick day—actually sick: -2 

Take a sick day—watch tv all day: +8 

Take a sick day—go to Great America: +12 

Boss leaves early, and so do you: +4 

Boss out of town—spend the day screwing around: +5 

On vacation: +20 

Contacted by the office while on vacation: -8 

Outside the Office—Happy Hour 

You don’t make an ass of yourself: +4 

Your office enemy makes an ass of himself/herself: +6 

You spend the last half hour telling everyone how much you love 
them: -6 

You end up puking in the bathroom: -10 

Outside the Office—Softball Team

Drive in the winning run: +6 
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Drop a fly ball to lose the game: -6 

Start a fight with the other team: -10

Office Romance

Happily dating a co-worker: +20/week 

Make out with a co-worker at the office holiday party, in full view of 
everyone: -8 

Sexually harassed by boss: -15 

Have a fling with a co-worker: +10 

(When Fling Ends Badly) 

Work friends forced to choose sides: -5 

Your sexual prowess is belittled: -5 

You have to transfer departments: -10 §
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Salve The Savior
by Nick Holle

Prologue

We are all going to hell.

Here’s What Happened

Jesus was nailed to the cross, and a couple of Pilate’s boys were 
giving him the old tease, saying something along the lines of, “If you 
are the King of the Jews, then save yourself.” That was when the 
murmur in the crowd started, getting louder as someone approached. 
We all assumed it was Mary Magdalene or Mary, Mother of James, or 
Raspy Joe of Arimathea, the pipe-smoking local councilman. But a 
little man with a big heart and a rubber Pontius Pilate mask emerged 
at the front of the crowd. He genuflected and gave Jesus the peace 
sign, and the crowd started rabbling. Pilate’s boys were getting awfully 
suspicious.

He motioned for quiet, and when he got it, he shouted, “A 
crucifixion is no way to start a weekend!”

Then someone shouted, “Who are you, man?”
And the little fellow responded, “I have come to save He who 

saves!”
“You will be killed,” another shouted back.
“I will not,” the man said. “I am the Paragon of Pluck! The Gangster 

of Gallantry! The In-law of Intrepidness!”
“What the hell are you talking about?”
“I am Judas Ignatious Gargubus!”
“Ah, Gargubus,” we repeated in unison. We knew this man as our 
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overly confident, but faithful, veterinarian, a curer of animal ailments. 
We knew him as an avid twenty-mile-a-day jogger. And we knew him 
as a vexing opponent of capital punishment. But only through flyers 
and rhetoric. He had never acted so boldly as this. 

And with that, he ripped off his rubber Pilate mask with a salute 
and a wink, reached into the mask, pulled out the biggest hammer 
we’d ever seen, flipped it to the peen side, and uprooted the nail in 
Jesus’ feet.

Now, as you might imagine, this pleased Pilate’s boys none too 
much, and three of them charged Gargubus with their best swords 
and whistles. But Judas Ignatious Gargubus was ready. We had never 
known him to be such a shrewd martial artist, but he made quick 
work of the first two, breaking a clavicle and two femurs. And when 
the third approached in a blind spot, Gargubus reeled back the 
hammer and buried it into the side of the guard’s neck.

“Oooooh,” the crowd gasped. We loved it. We had come for three 
routine crucifixions—Jesus and the thieves: hammer, nails, and some 
thorns—but now we were getting free improvisational violence and 
death. Judas Ignatious Gargubus was now our hero, and in order to 
get more of Pilate’s boys to charge him and be brutally slain, we 
switched our earlier stance and began chanting, “Uncrucify him! 
Uncrucify him!”

Now a dozen of Pilate’s boys went at Gargubus, but what with the 
hammer in the neck, he was without a weapon. With momentum and 
adrenaline on his side, he grabbed the base of Jesus’ cross and yanked 
it out of the ground. We roared. Then, with Jesus still attached, feet 
dangling, Gargubus swung the cross at the approaching guards. They 
all stepped back, of course, as in those days it was considered bad 
luck to get knocked over the head with a life-sized crucifix.

On the second swing through, Jesus’ left hand ripped clean off. 
The women screamed in horror and delight as the hand remained 
nailed to the cross, the blood of Christ splattering the uniforms of 
Pilate’s boys. Jesus rolled off the cross, hanging by his one good hand.

Gargubus, hesitating, cried out, “Christ, Jesus, are you okay?”
Always the optimist, Jesus replied, “Don’t worry. I’m the Son of 

God. It’ll grow back.”
With Pilate’s boys growing in number, Judas Ignatious Gargubus 

continued swinging the cross, eventually ripping Christ’s second 
hand off. The Son Of God fell to the ground. While swinging the cross 
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with one hand, Gargubus threw Jesus on his back with the other and 
backed away from the crowd. “Hold on, Jesus,” he said.

“I cannot, my son. I have no hands.”
“Well, goddammit, wrap your stubs around my shoulders.”
Jesus answered, “You blaspheme, Judas Ignatious Gargubus. But I 

will die for your sins on a different day. Let us make like a tree.”
Then Gargubus, still backing away, flipped the cross around, 

pointing the bottom at the guards. Then he ran right at them. We 
went silent. We couldn’t figure out what in God’s name he was doing, 
running into them like that. They’d be killed, both Gargubus and 
Jesus. At the very least, they’d be killed. Knowing Pilate’s boys like we 
did, they’d be molested and cannibalized too.

Suddenly, we had changed our minds again and rooted for Pilate’s 
boys to get them and rape them and eat them. Just the thought of this 
tickled the very cores of our existences.

But Gargubus and the Lord were one step ahead, and Gargubus 
planted the end of the cross into the bent body of the guard with the 
hammer in his neck. And hanging onto the other end, he and Jesus 
catapulted clear over the guards, landing on the other side of them. 
Then Judas Ignatious Gargubus, with Jesus Christ of Nazareth riding 
piggyback, started running away. Pilate’s boys were stupefied and 
allowed the pair to get a healthy head start.

We chased them for several hundred yards, but it became clear 
that we wouldn’t even catch a cripple in the shape we were in. And 
neither would Pilate’s boys. Gargubus was an avid twenty-mile-a-day 
jogger, after all. And having the Son of God on your back never hurts 
in these situations either. In minutes, they were mere specks. Then 
they disappeared into the dusklight.

Epilogue

We championed Judas Ignatious Gargubus as a hometown hero, 
but we were a little peeved we had to replace his veterinarianship. We 
did not want to leave the lives of our sick ducks, gerbils, and 
salamanders in the hands of a quack. Talk of Gargubus and his future 
vigilantism came from the four corners of the earth as he wreaked 
havoc on capital punishers. Judas was the most popular boy’s name 
for newborns for several generations to come. Though we knew he 
wasn’t the Son of God, we all suspected he was at least a nephew.



211

Salve The Savior by Nick Holle

We also went on to have a newfound appreciation for the Son of 
God. His teachings spawned a popular religious persuasion in certain 
parts, but none of us really bought into it—old fashioned, you might 
say. We supposed where Gargubus was the action hero, we loved Jesus 
for his comic relief. Christ showed up here and there after that, 
though nothing like in the glory days. He would die of complications 
due to adult-onset diabetes, was granted reprieve for our sins, and 
rose from the dead a few days later in fulfillment of the Scriptures. 

We went on to crucify thousands of people, often in much more 
creative ways than just nailing them to a cross. Regardless of the 
method, we always had a blast. Some of them were bad, but mostly 
they were people who just weren’t like us, a tradition we were sure 
would stick around for at least a few thousand more years. §
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Next Up, On Terry
by K.M. Breay

I died last Sunday of pancreatic cancer while my third wife, 
Rachel, stood out of earshot from the nurse, whispering into her cell 
phone, making an appointment with her colorist. I was full of 
morphine, so I’m not exactly sure, but I believe the last words I ever 
heard her speak were, “I have a funeral to attend, Stefan. Now quit 
being a bitch and bump somebody.” Rachel always got what she 
wanted. 

Hell isn’t anything like I’d imagined. There is no devil or gates or 
flames, and in the commissary, where every morning I serve food 
alongside a telemarketer named Dave Buntz, they have candy and 
burgers. Almost everybody smokes and carries a cell phone. Even 
though I’ve seen no cars, I hear them honking all day and night from 
somewhere unseen. There are towering, windowless buildings made 
of concrete. In the lobby of my building, people gather around a 
vending machine that dispenses bricks of cheese to gossip and place 
bets on new arrivals. There’s the constant smell of smog and failure. 
Televisions are everywhere and always on. I’ve seen no animals or 
children. I arrived alone last week in the dark of night in what could 
only be described as a motor home with no driver and no bathroom. 

In two weeks Dave will have finished his ten years, so he just 
received his Next Life Assignment. He’ll be reincarnated as a 
fatherless baby girl somewhere in Kenya. Ironically, Dave was 
concerned about the heat and submitted his appeal to the board, 
telling them he’d prefer Born Poor in Norway or even Ward of the 
State in Kentucky. The board didn’t seem to be paying much 
attention, but afterwards, while sharing a cigarette in the stairwell 
with a hit man named Chuck Chan, Dave was told that lots of people 
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wanted Born Poor in Norway because of all the free health care and 
state-mandated vacation time. I’ll get my Next Life Assignment in 
fifty years because I was judged to be five times more evil than Dave 
and all the other Ten-Years. That’s how it works down here: ten years 
for guys like Dave, fifty for guys like me. But, as Dave likes to remind 
me, at least I’m not an Eternity, forced to wear a red vest and slacks, 
wandering around with nothing to look forward to other than another 
pointless day on the treadmill or an occasional Hitler sighting. 

Uday Hussein snores while he sleeps and sits in our room all day 
watching television, refusing to be seen in his red vest and slacks. He’s 
got that could-give-a-shit Eternity look about him and isn’t much for 
small talk. When I moved in, I reached to shake hands and introduce 
myself, but he just sat down with a scowl, pointed to the masking tape 
running down the middle of the room, and said: “Cross that line and I 
kill you.” I almost pointed out that I was already dead but decided not 
to make waves with Uday, especially on my first day.  

Tuesday morning Josef Stalin slammed his tray down in front of 
me and demanded an extra plate of chicken wings. While they claim 
to be strengthening it, the training program here still isn’t great, so I 
turned to my supervisor and, with a raised eyebrow and a shrug, 
asked for guidance. Troy leaned over, cupped his hand over his 
mouth, and whispered “give him a few more wings” before turning, 
tapping his watch, and giving a disappointed look to Pol Pot, who was 
tucking in his shirt, matting down his wet hair, and discreetly 
punching his timecard. I reached with my tongs to place more 
chicken wings on Josef’s tray, but he ignored me, answered a call, and, 
while cradling his cell phone between his ear and shoulder, wandered 
over to a table of arguing attorneys who, when they saw him 
approach, got quiet real quick and rose up with their trays and 
briefcases to leave. 

Every weekday at noon I grab lunch and walk downstairs with my 
Death Report and a pencil to meet my Truth Counselor for Lifewatch. 
We sit in front of a giant television in a windowless room that still 
smells like the mini-gym it used to be. Today, Fran stubs out her 
cigarette, pushes play, and on the screen I see a creative type in media 
glasses pitching his colleagues’ ideas for a credit card commercial. 
Then I see the creative type on the streets of what looks to be 
Manhattan, saying “fuck you” to a homeless man with outstretched 
hands sitting on a bed of newspapers. I tell Fran to stop the tape and 
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point out this isn’t my Lifewatch. She looks up from her chilidog with 
a “don’t tell me how to do my job” look on her face. I shrug agreeably 
but tell her again.

Fran asks to see my Death Report, locates my Hell Number, and 
then squints through her glasses at the spine of a tape case on her 
desk. She tells me she has to get through thirty Lifewatches today 
while pulling my tape off the shelf and cursing me for putting her 
behind schedule. She indifferently pops in my tape and walks with 
her ringing cell phone to the far corner of the room. Through a cloud 
of cigarette smoke I see myself with 70s sideburns kneeling down to 
tell my six-year-old son I’ll be gone for three nights on business. Then 
I see myself blow a grand playing Pai Gow, get drunk on Stoli, and 
bang a nameless call-girl in a comped suite at The Flamingo. I sell my 
sailboat for alimony. I slap my second wife and spit on a cab driver in 
Buffalo. I cut to the front of a line at a Dallas airport, flash hundreds 
of middle fingers, and urinate twice in my agent’s pool. I misbehave. 
Afterwards, my Truth Counselor turns off the monitor, hands me a 
workbook, and leaves me alone with my McNuggets to work out my 
problems under a flickering light bulb. 

Richard Nixon lets me call him Dick and occasionally spots me 
while I lift weights in the basement gym. He doesn’t use the machines 
and spends most of his time standing around in a sweat suit, bitching 
about his new roommate, a slave-trader from Georgia, who, 
according to Dick, sleepwalks and only showers on Thursdays. Dick is 
a Fifty-Year, but yesterday afternoon in the steam room he reminded 
me of his broad environmental program, teared up while talking 
about his daughters, and overall made a pretty persuasive case for 
being a Ten-Year. I placed my hand on his bare shoulder and told him 
I voted for him twice. He thanked me with a smile and disappeared 
through a wall of steam, wrapped in a towel, a cell phone pressed to 
his ear. 

Today at Lifewatch I’m shown tapes of Terry, the television show I 
hosted for two decades before I died and ended up here. I watch as a 
parade of transvestites and grotesques are booed and humiliated. I 
see heavy women confront angry men and sit through an entire show 
devoted to toddlers who eat too much. I interview the unloved and 
the unlucky. I see actors dressed as security guards pretending to 
break up a fight between three black women and a Nazi from Toledo. I 
prod, push, and preen in front of the camera. I see myself 
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dramatically revealing the results of a paternity test while we 
broadcast on a screen downstage the triumphant reaction of a 
tattooed man in the green room. I dangle a microphone beside a 
disfigured albino wearing ruby red slippers and a dwarf dressed as 
Toto while they exchange wedding vows in front of a robot. I produce 
fake tears and ask a woman with no limbs about her sex life. Then I 
page through my Death Report and find, under a section titled 
Contribution to Society, the number zero in large red font. 

I’m awoken by the sound of a cell phone in what feels like the 
middle of the night. With my bare foot I kick the top bunk in an effort 
to rouse a snoring Uday but realize the ringing is coming from my 
still-unused cell phone, lying on the nightstand next to a coffee mug 
full of Boone’s Farm. 

“Who is calling at this hour, please?” I ask, polite but firm. I hear 
coughing on the other end and, in the background, on television, a 
man explaining how he’s made a small fortune breeding gerbils. 

“Terry, tell me one thing.” I recognize the voice: it’s Dick Nixon. 
“Dick, it’s three o’clock in the morning,” I say, glancing over at 

Uday’s alarm clock, which sits atop our microwave, which only works 
with the lights off. 

“Tell me why Jack Kennedy’s privileged little can isn’t down here 
with us.” I hear him belch softly and the sound of ice cubes rattling in 
a glass. 

“Dick, I’m not sure how anything works down here,” I say, hedging 
but sounding supportive. “Maybe he’s in another section?” I add. “A 
section for Democratic presidents.” 

“Cocksucker,” he slurs. It’s followed by a long, uncomfortable 
silence. Then, after taking a couple more pulls of whatever he’s 
drinking, he hangs up. 

I can’t quite get back to sleep, so I walk down the street to the fifty-
story mall, take the escalator up to twenty, and in front of a 
Sunglasses Hut am approached by a shortish man with liberally gelled 
hair wearing a dark suit. 

“Josh Greenberg,” says the man, producing both a wide smile and 
his hand. “Huge fan of the show, Terry. You, my friend,” he says, gently 
placing his hand on my chest, “are a national treasure.” 

“Thank you, Josh,” I say, somewhat indifferently, still groggy from 
Dick’s call and noting the ironic presence of a Sunglasses Hut here in 
Hell, where there is no sun. 
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“Listen, I’m a talent agent at ICM. Well, was a talent agent,” he tells 
me. “Suicide,” he says, while making a gun with his hand and pointing 
to his temple. “I’ve been here nine years. I’m a Ten-Year. How about 
you?” 

“Fifty-Year,” I tell him with a shrug. “I just got here.” 
“First of all, you shouldn’t even be here, Terry,” he says, shaking his 

head in astonishment. “You know that, and I know that.” 
I’m flattered and am about to tell him so when one of his three cell 

phones rings. Josh surveys the caller identification.
“I have to take this, Terry. You understand,” he says while 

searching his pockets for a business card, presumably to hand over in 
a futile effort to generate some vague business between us, sometime 
in the distant future, after we’ve been reincarnated as children of long-
haul truckers in Alabama or Gypsies or geese. Josh comes up empty 
and instead tells me with his hand to “call him,” then turns and walks 
toward the food court while his other phones start ringing. 

On the street outside my building, twenty-four hours a day and 
since I arrived, a bunch of Eternities are doing construction. I have no 
idea what they’re constructing or repairing or tearing down, but there 
are dozens of men and women dressed in red operating 
jackhammers, earthmovers, and crawlers in between smoke breaks 
and the occasional fistfight. I navigate my way through the 
construction and across the street to check out the karaoke bar I’ve 
been hearing so much about. Inside, I see half of Milli Vanilli staring 
into an empty shot glass.

I walk past him and take a seat in the corner just as Joseph 
Goebbels is finishing “You Light Up My Life”—he’s taking a deep bow 
before an indifferent, largely Asian crowd. I crane my head to find a 
waitress but instead see a fat Japanese woman standing near the 
restrooms, pointing in my direction and shouting, “Terry.” In a matter 
of minutes, I’m staring into a semi-circle of shrieking Japanese 
women who are furiously snapping pictures and feeding me shots of 
sake. I’m pleased to be recognized. An hour later, I find myself on 
stage, slurring the words to “Suspicious Minds” while trading winks 
with a big-chested Eternity playing solitaire with a tableful of marked-
up Whopper boxes. 

This morning, they put a paper mache New Arrival hat on my head 
and lead me and hundreds of other New Arrivals through an unlit 
underground tunnel that smells like rain. We’re instructed not to 
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speak or remove our hats. A man with a British accent says he’s 
starving, and we’re told that later there will be bread and beans. We 
walk in silence for a couple hours, and I begin to fear the worst: that 
for the last week we’ve been on a kind of Damnation Probation and, 
having failed, are being processed into a more sinister section of Hell, 
with worse food, more phones, and no karaoke. 

And then, up ahead and above a sea of paper mache New Arrival 
hats, I see that the tunnel dead ends into a set of massive iron doors. 
Through a bullhorn, someone in charge commands us to stop, and 
the crowd slows, bunching up like traffic. People around me begin to 
sweat. After a few minutes, I hear the sound of something hydraulic 
decompressing, and the iron doors begin to part slowly, allowing a 
beam of light into the tunnel, which widens as the doors continue to 
open. Two very frightened men beside me grasp hands. 

At the front of the crowd, the man with the bullhorn shouts, 
“Fifteen minutes, people,” and motions with his arm for everyone to 
follow as he walks through the doors and disappears up some stairs. 
I’m one of the last ones through and walk up perhaps fifteen steps 
and join everyone else on an enclosed landing, all of us standing 
before a gigantic Plexiglass barrier. “This is Heaven, assholes,” the 
spherical man with the horn bellows. Then he lights up a cigarette. 

Behind a clique of pornographers talking on their cell phones I 
crane my neck to get a better view, and through the glass wall, I see 
Heaven laid out before me. I see laughing children chasing each other 
up and down vibrant green hills. I see what looks to be the sun rising 
in the distance. I see Labradors and Clydesdales and families of 
running deer. I see an ice-blue lake stretching into eternity and an old 
couple doing the backstroke. I see people of all shapes and colors and 
ages. I see untouched white snow and sand dunes and a sleeping 
volcano. I see a pair of donkeys that look to be in love. Then, through 
some towering Redwoods and a field of wheat, I see a thatch of 
blonde hair atop a young boy’s head. 

I push past the pornographers and press my face against the glass 
and there he is: my son Sam, looking lanky and carefree, tossing a 
football back and forth with an athletic man wearing sunglasses and a 
Padres cap. He’s fourteen all over again, but his body is untouched by 
cancer, strong and lean. I bang on the Plexiglass trying to get his 
attention, but he doesn’t hear me. The spherical man with the 
bullhorn stands, cocks his head, and looks in my direction.
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I look up to climb the Plexiglass wall, but there’s no traction and 
no end in sight. Sam is 100 feet away but might as well be with The 
Living. I want to bust through the wall, past the donkeys and dunes 
and over to Sam. I cup my hands and scream his name while 
delivering a kick to the glass just as two bearded men wearing official-
looking uniforms upend me, place me in the back of a golf cart, and 
drive me in silence through another entrance, into the tunnel, and 
back to my room, where I’m given three Ambien and fall asleep on the 
couch watching a Korean soap opera. 

In my dreams I’m back with The Living and given a second chance 
as a father. Instead of Sam telling me over the phone as I shush a 
naked chambermaid, this time I stand in the bleachers at Houseman 
Field and watch him drive his only childhood home run over the left 
field fence, then trot around the bases before jumping triumphantly 
and landing both cleats on home plate. I’m sober and present as Sam 
is onstage telling Willy Loman he’s “a dime a dozen.” I lie in the snow 
at Fender Park beside a seven-year-old Sam, watching as our cider-
scented breath disappears into the stars. 

And instead of spending the weekend in Saugatuck with the 
woman who will become my second wife, I’m trick-or-treating 
through East Grand Rapids with Sam, who is dressed as a pumpkin, 
his tiny hands outstretched, collecting Tootsie Rolls, eyes wide with 
wonder. I’m sitting on the edge of his bed, and instead of explaining, 
with bourbon on my breath and his mother crying in the basement, 
that I’ll be moving out for a while, I’m telling Sam the next morning 
we’ll drive west until we reach the shores of Lake Michigan, where 
we’ll climb aboard my sixteen-foot Sunfish and push off, just the two 
of us, the bottomless blue lake below, the sun hovering over 
Wisconsin, the distant Holland lighthouse our compass. 

I’m at the rudder while Sam is sitting cross-legged at the bow, 
wrapped in a red lifejacket, squinting into the distance. He calls to me 
over the thumping waves and points up into the sky, where I look up 
to find a single cloud, morphing into Uday Hussein, who is looming 
over me, unwrapping a Beef Jerky and saying we’ve run out of toilet 
paper. It’s eight o’clock in the morning, and I’m late for work. §
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Hell In A Bucket
by James Seidler

I am hellbound. At least that’s what I hear, with surprising 
regularity, often from the mouths of complete strangers. The opinions 
flow to me in the form of flame-embossed business cards, placards 
and signboards, and even the Mad Dog 20/20 tinged ravings of pee-
scented men on the buses and trains in my life. 

Now I don’t think I’m a bad person. I floss daily and change my 
underwear with roughly the same frequency, with the exception of 
those laundry days when my boxers are called up for double duty, 
which I’m sure even happened to Jimmy Stewart from time to time. 

I return stray shopping carts to their corral at the supermarket, 
hold open doors for the elderly, and am pretty sure that if I were 
stranded on a desert island with a stranger, I could resist the urge to 
eat them for a day or two. I do live with my girlfriend, and we’re not 
married, but unless her parents have somehow wrangled their way 
into being arbiters of my soul’s final resting place, I think I’m safe on 
that one, as no one else seems to care.

All this raises the question: what have I done to invite the threats 
of damnation? What decision in my life seems to have marked me 
with an invisible sign that announces: “Proselytizers and transients, 
here’s your man!” 

As far as I can tell, the decision that spurred my hell-talk into 
motion was, ironically, the choice to attend a Catholic college. While 
most of my friends went to public schools, where they had the 
opportunity to lose entire semesters to hallucinogens and try to make 
love to sorority girls, I chose to go to Notre Dame, where there was a 
2,000-year-old framework of belief and ritual in place to make sure 
nothing fun happened.
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In hell terms, it should have been fail-safe. To facilitate the 
resistance of temptation, all dormitories were single-sex, and an hour 
was assigned, midnight on weekdays and 2 a.m. on weekends, after 
which you could be kicked out if your room wasn’t clear of all 
members of the opposite gender. Also, there was a crucifix in every 
room on campus and clergy in every dormitory, selected specifically 
for their ability to materialize at the exact moment when a student 
found himself alone with a member of the opposite sex. 

The girl’s dorms were staffed with fierce old ladies who had the 
ability to hear male voices through five feet of reinforced concrete 
and could sense an erection like a bloodhound tracking down Cool 
Hand Luke. As a final, insidious line of defense, most of the girls at 
the Catholic school were, in actuality, Catholic. And not just “there’s a 
Mary in my name somewhere Catholic,” but rather “I can name the 
twelve apostles and, dead as they are, they still stand a better chance 
of getting laid than you” Catholic. 

As I grow older, I occasionally hear people repeat the laughable 
notion that Catholic girls are easy. In keeping with the topic of proper 
resting places for one’s soul, I think it would be appropriate for those 
who believe this to be reincarnated as a condom in a Notre Dame 
student’s wallet, so they could suffer, useless, for eternity, or at least 
four years.

Returning to the topic of hell and those that condemn me there, as 
I’ve said, Notre Dame would seem like a strange place for such 
treatment to start. But, holy rollers crave an audience like everyone 
else, and the football weekends provided a stage for all sorts of nuts 
and brimstone slingers. They would gather and march around the 
student entrance to the football stadium, carrying placards designed 
to make us consider the everlasting peril we were subjecting our souls 
to while still meeting the strict criteria of rhyming properly. “Live in 
sin, Hell is nigh, believe in Christ, or you’ll fry.” “Sex and drugs, rock 
and roll, don’t forfeit, your immortal soul.” 

As I passed through this ring of fire to enter the stadium, I always 
stared down the protestors as they chanted their sinner songs and 
Jesus cheers. We were enemies, and it wasn’t because I felt threatened 
by them, or resented their lack of respect for opposing viewpoints, or 
even objected to their terrible use of verse. 

No, what bothered me was that the very assumptions they made 
about the circumstances condemning my soul to damnation—the 
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reams of casual sex with multiple partners that they assumed made 
up the majority of each student’s college experience—were the very 
things I was striving for and coming nowhere near realizing. 

They were rubbing my face in it. I don’t know what sins they 
imagined were on the docket of my soul, but I’m sure if they’d known 
the truth of my meager transgressions, they would have set down 
their placards, put a caring arm around my shoulder, and told me I 
needed to get out more. 

Although I have since graduated from college, I still find myself 
subject to hell-talk. I find that the most imaginative accounts of my 
soul’s future suffering generally come from random people that yell at 
me on the street. 

For some reason, these sermons are always directed toward me, 
which makes me worry that either a) the people giving them have 
some kind of radar that tells them I’m a good person to talk to 
because I’m going to be homeless myself someday or b) my style of 
dress and preferred haircut makes them think I’m already homeless. 

Either way, these sermons are the most effective kind, because 
they’re scary. The effect of being yelled at by a man who’s missing 
most of his teeth and smells like he’s horribly confused the roles of 
toilet and washing machine is that you take him seriously, especially 
when he’s talking about how bad things can get. He knows. Also, what 
street corner sermons may lack in coherence is usually more than 
made up for in delivery. There’s nothing like peppering a sermon with 
expletives, threats, and pleas for money to keep the itinerant sinner 
on his toes. 

In a lifetime of hell talks, the most memorable I’ve ever been 
subject to was delivered by a deranged man on a Greyhound bus. I 
would like to point out that being considered the deranged man on a 
Greyhound bus is like being the mayor of crazytown. Our preacher, 
who began the trip by occupying the driver’s seat and threatening 
anyone who came near him, started the homily as we rolled out of the 
bus station. 

It began simply enough—to demonstrate his belief that it’s 
important to know the Bible forwards and backwards, he started with 
Amen and worked his way up for a while before making a graceful 
transition to how the bus driver was planning to kill us. This segued 
nicely into a conspiracy theory involving Virgin Records, Rite-Aid, 
and the Greyhound bus line, which he followed up with some threats 
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to random passengers before getting to the meat of the sermon. 
As we rolled through the hills of central Pennsylvania, he let us 

have it, he told it like it was, he shouted in a great, big, booming voice 
that judgment day was upon us, that we were sinners, doomed to an 
eternity of torment in the burning flames of Hell, and that this 
terrible fate was far nearer than any of us realized, because the bus 
driver was trying to kill us. 

Where the sermon went from there, I don’t know, although I’m 
sure the two police officers who came to take him away from the 
Prince of Prussia bus station marveled at hearing the ties that bound 
together Virgin Megastores, Rite-Aid, and our bus driver’s nefarious 
plot. §
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The Swab
by Patrick Alexander

Death and taxes may be the only two things in life that are 
inevitable, but as a young single man in his twenties (all right, LATE 
twenties, but it’s still the twenties, dammit), there is one more thing 
you can pretty much count on if you’re sexually active with more than 
one person and you are somewhat attractive. Take the “U” out of 
“stud” and you have your answer, my friends: STD. 

In the age of serious sexual diseases, like AIDS and Hepatitis C 
(has Pamela Anderson-Lee-Rock-Anderson taught us nothing?), one 
must always put one’s pig in a blanket, wrap the sausage, balloon the 
animal, sheath the sword, bag the trouser snake, plastic the furniture, 
or armor the vein-laden purple-headed warrior and his yogurt 
cannon before his climactic battle on the gooey fields of 
Onenightstandia. 

Condoms are essential to stopping the spread of these diseases 
when intercourse, be it gay or straight, is to occur. But what about the 
sexual gray area, the elusive but whimsical world of oral sex? Does 
anyone in his or her right mind really want to lick a rubber tip?

Let me present an interesting personal case study for your horror 
and enjoyment. It’s a cautionary tale of dumb decisions, sex, urine, 
and Q-Tips. But I’m getting ahead of myself.

In my salad days as a young, hip, starry-eyed newbie gay boy, I was 
well aware of how serious some STDs were. I’ll admit that, like most 
men, when getting a drunken blowjob from a virtual stranger (a rite of 
passage in the gaying process), I knew that chapstick alone did not 
equal STD Kryptonite. As an ignorant young brave, though, I 
neglected to listen to the advice of my homo forefathers whispering 
on the fragrant summer wind. 
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Our noble savage felt very pleased with his adventure and 
conquest, but as he traveled along his brave path a fortnight later, he 
noticed he felt the sting of the wasp whenever he drained his 
anaconda. Tecumseh! Quite simply, peeing felt like emitting molten 
steel. Realizing this was not only abnormal but also quite 
excruciating, since one never realizes how much one pees until it 
burns like magma, our courageous tenderfoot decided to take a 
vision quest to the local shaman for some herbal remedies. 

Okay, native allegory aside, I actually went to a friend’s house, 
smoked a lot of dope, and hoped everything would just work out. 
When that didn’t work, I drove Halle Berry-style to the free clinic to 
get an (insert scary organ music here) STD test.

After putting on my very best “celebrity incognito” ball hat and 
glasses, I entered the waiting room, nervous and a bit sweaty. I 
approached the nurse sitting behind what appeared to be bulletproof 
glass (apparently they have a lot of shootings in the free clinic? “Burn 
off these herpes or it’s a cap in your ass!”) and gave her my Health 
Card number. She waved me towards a waiting room filled with 
people from all walks of life, people who were young, old, men, 
women, and even teenagers. We all sat in silence, sharing a common 
bond of being in the wrong face at the wrong time.

I sat down with those other lost souls, all bearing one of two looks 
on their face—either the “How did this happen to me?” or the more 
exciting “Fuck that asshole! Not cheating my ass!” I blankly flipped 
through a semi-mangled Highlights for Children. I was nervous. The 
comic foibles of “Goofus and Gallant” did nothing to calm my fears. 
As a twin, I was always the Goofus to my brother’s semi-Gallant, but I 
digress. All I could think of was, “What if I had something serious?” 
What if it were life threatening, or worse, penis threatening?

If I may digress again to a more serious note, STDs allow anyone 
who thinks they may have them a chance to reconnect with a 
spiritual side they never knew they still had. From the time I thought I 
was seriously ill (so melodramatic) to the time I was diagnosed, I was 
saying “Our Father’s” and “Hail Mary’s” and “Whoa Jesus’!” and “Sup 
St. Peter’s!” even though I had long abandoned the idea of an 
omnipotent, Gandalf-like paternal deity who tossed thunderbolts and 
somehow had a son with no wife. As the Marquis de Sade once said: 
“Virgin mother? A whole religion based on an oxymoron.”

After finding all the differences between the back and front covers 
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of my Highlights magazine (Hey, that lawnmower wasn’t in the tree 
before!) and silently praying for the one trillionth time to Jesus-Allah-
Buddha-Krishna-Mohammed and Madonna (not the Virgin, the 
singer; I figured she would understand), I was shrilly called up by a 
nurse that looked like Chris Farley in a smock. 

She took me into a little viewing room that was blandly colored in 
a sickly, genital-warts pink and peppered with posters of human 
cross-sections and stirrups. After I described my condition to her, she 
coldly and almost gleefully handed me the one thing no one ever 
wants to get at the doctor’s office. The cup.

Not the Grey Cup or a coffee cup or even a protective cup. No, I 
mean the pee cup. The “You must pee at least this much to be 
healthy” cup. She directed me to a private washroom that faced the 
very crowded waiting room and told me to “Fill’er up!” like I was her 
gas attendant. Where was my squeegee?

I’m not sure who measured or created this cup, but NO ONE could 
possibly fill it on one try. It looked like a beer stein with a plastic lid. 
Only horses could successfully urinate to capacity in this thing; it was 
like trying to fill a swimming pool with your own spit. I panicked. 
Thinking fast, I hastily downed a shitty pharmacy coffee, jumped up 
and down, and then proceeded to the washroom. This forced me to 
parade my pee-pee shame cup in front of twenty complete strangers. 
They knew what it was for—they might have even been next. But the 
best was yet to come.

The one and only bathroom—the one directly in front of a waiting 
room full of people who had already decided due to my cup that I was 
either homeless, a male prostitute, or a male prostitute who slept 
with the homeless—had a door with a broken lock. (Insert random 
stock footage of volcanos exploding, baboons attacking a village, and 
me throwing myself through a plate glass window.) What that meant is 
anyone could now fling open this door and reveal my Quest to Fill the 
Pissy Grail. I only had one option, and yes, it required yoga.

Thinking fast, and with a painful stream of urine already 
descending to its final destination, I lifted my right leg backwards to 
securely hold the door shut and then balanced myself on one leg 
while unzipping my pants and subsequently holding the Grail in front 
of me. I was in a complete T-stance, with a plastic cup in one hand 
and my poor sick penis in the other. I caught a glimpse of myself in 
the mirror, and I looked like a cherub on a really vulgar lawn fountain. 
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“The Angel of Herpes” or “Gonorrhea Seraphim and the Golden 
Shower.”

By some urinary miracle, I filled the cup up to the line. A sense of 
accomplishment washed over me. Maybe things were looking up. 
Maybe I could get through this without being totally humiliated! 

I marched through that waiting room with my brown paper bag in 
confidence, mentally giggling at the thought of replacing it with 
somebody’s bag lunch. I triumphantly handed it to the bitch nurse, 
who waved me back into the private room to wait for the doctor. She 
looked like she was going to slap me when I said, “To the line, and 
then some!” just to spite her. She rolled her eyes behind her 
windshield-sized bifocals and slammed the door. (Insert footage of 
army flame throwers, Godzilla attacking Japan, and me drinking from 
the nurse’s skull, her face still contorted in a shocked scream.)

After thoroughly analyzing the diagram of the lower intestine and 
learning in graphic detail what Lyme Disease can do to a person (we 
should send deer ticks to Iraq), I finally had the doctor walk in. After 
some brief small talk, I described my symptoms (“It’s like my urine is 
lemon juice and it’s escaping out of a paper cut!”) and the doctor, who 
resembled my friend’s dad (!), asked me to take down my pants. 

I gave him the standard “Aren’t you gonna buy me dinner first?” 
gag, and he gave me the same look the nurse did ten minutes ago. (I 
was mentally tapping the microphone: “Is this thing on?”). 

Now, let me remind you, I had never HAD an STD test, and my 
expectations so far were hideously accurate (the cup, the line, the 
bitch nurse, the “seen it all” doctor, the shame, the filth). But nothing 
prepared me for the final stage of the STD test. It involved one word, a 
word that will have men everywhere crossing their legs tightly and 
whispering, “Aw, dude!” 

That one word (drum roll) is “SWAB.” 
The doctor said in his best “This won’t hurt a bit!” non-threatening 

tone, “Okay Patrick, we’re going to have to SWAB you now.”
Sounds like fun, doesn’t it? Like a massage, or a spa treatment, or a 

reward of some kind? Wrong, my friends. The “swab” is where the 
doctor takes your already scared and hurting wang and then produces 
this really long and really thick Q-Tip, dipped in what I’m convinced 
is paint thinner, and RAMS it into the tip of the penis. And then 
“swabs” it around. 

It’s the equivalent of a woman getting a pap smear, right when 
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they use that duck-billed thingy that looks like a prop from Hostel. 
Having said this, please, ladies, don’t write to me and say, “Pap smears 
are SO MUCH WORSE! You men are FUCKING BABIES!” because my 
response will be to put a cotton ball on a fire hydrant and then sit on 
it. Quickly. That’s what it’s like.

After the stars stopped exploding behind my eyes and I was 
breathing at a normal rate, I turned to see the doctor putting my 
“swab” into a test tube. My whole body relaxed. It was over. I had 
survived. He had taken his sample, and this roller coaster of 
degradation was finally over. Our young noble savage had faced the 
dark terrors of the Freeclinic Caverns as a boy and was emerging a 
man! Champagne corks popping! Crowds cheering!

The doctor turned to me.
“You’re doing so well! I know it hurts, son, but we need to check 

everything. Are you feeling better now?” he asked.
I shook my head and smiled, reaching to pull my pants back up.
“Now, one more swab and you’re all done!”
(Insert that scene at the end of Psycho where Vera Miles turns the 

chair around to discover Mrs. Bates is a corpse and launches into that 
really long and petrified scream. If you haven’t seen it, rent it. That’s the 
sound of the swab.)

As Dr. Killdick approached me with another swab, I was praying it 
would turn into something less horrible, like a hot poker or a boa 
constrictor. No such luck. He jiggled another medicated pain stick in 
me, wiggling it like it was a key in a stuck lock. It was in that moment 
that I vowed to be celibate. 

Or at least use condoms. Yeah, that’s it.
I received my test results two weeks later, and it was nothing more 

than a common, run-of-the-mill, cured-with-antibiotics urinary tract 
infection. I was relieved, and I realized a few things in the process: 

• Sex is fun, but just like playing “tag” with firecrackers, you have 
to be careful.

• The free clinic is free because no one in his or her right mind 
would want to have to pay after being tortured and humiliated for 
two hours. 

• You want to win the war on terror? Fuck nuclear arms, give them 
a good swabbing and watch how fast they surrender.

Oh, and yes, I have renewed my long-abandoned subscription to 
Highlights magazine. And purchased a big box of condoms. §
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A Fortnight’s Lament
by Elizabeth Saas

July sixth. Spent day quietly despising self. Simultaneously wished 
for and did not want a call from X while simultaneously fighting urge 
to call that guy who spent our entire relationship trying to kill 
himself. Burrito for dinner.

Saw a man fly out of wheelchair right outside my apartment 
building. Was compelled to flee scene until I realized it wasn’t my 
fault. Was no help. Stood there anyway.

No one is right for me.
I am wrong for everyone.

***

July seventh. I can trace everything back to my mother, my father, 
and the boy I lost my virginity to. To whom I lost my virginity. But I 
wasn’t thinking about grammar then, so why start now? Everything, 
everything. Every thing. What am I supposed to think about that? It’s 
bad, I guess. It’s not the worst thing, though.

Isolation, A Poem
Why?

Why bother?

What will I do tomorrow? Who cares?

***
                                                                                                                                     

July eighth. Two months ago I was writing my novel. Now I sit 
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around giving myself shitty manicures. Isn’t it funny the way life goes 
in cycles?

Once I read, “We pack the stuff that makes up our lives into 
cardboard cartons, neatly labeled and then stacked in the basement, 
only to find the next time we must go back to that inner place all 
order has been replaced with chaos because the labels are off the 
boxes.” Or was it the lids? It could have been the lids. At any rate, I 
was happy I didn’t write it, and now I keep it around to remind myself 
there’s always someone worse than I am. Well, usually there is. I think.

***

July ninth. My roommate is on the phone now, and her end of the 
conversation is a cadenced chorus of uh-huh, uh-huh, right, right. 
Either she’s administering an oral test or she’s had this conversation 
before. Maybe both.

***

July tenth. I’m glad the world is my oyster because the other night 
I ate a scallop and my lip swelled to three times its natural size. If the 
world were my scallop, I’d need a wheelbarrow for my upper lip. If I 
ate the world, I guess. But then there’d only be me. But I’m a part of 
the world. It’s too complicated to comprehend.

Lately, I’ve been thinking that I’m an intellectual snob. And I’ve 
been thinking that maybe I should start telling people who I think 
might not know. But they probably wouldn’t get it anyway.

***

July eleventh. Left the house today because I was in a lousy mood. 
Still in a lousy mood when I got outside—so it wasn’t my house’s fault. 
Still, I had already locked up, so I continued on. And when I got 
outside, I divined quickly that there was an unofficial, unannounced 
celebration of Every-Stranger-Talk-To-Me Day going on. I would say 
that I tried not to talk to them, but what does that really mean? I 
mean, I must not have been trying very hard.

Went to the post office to buy some stamps to mail bad checks to 
creditors. Some kids were crying. This is the most effective form of 
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birth control invented. Fear of a mewling child puts me right off the 
idea of sex. Having a kid is like signing a contract to tolerate whining 
for at least 18 years. Or 40, if you’re my parents.

***

July twelfth. Mother told me that when I was a child I spoke to her 
only in commercials. Commercialese, she called it. She stopped 
taking me to the grocery store because people were looking. Also, I 
was driving her crazy. But I refuse to take full responsibility for that. 
First, I wasn’t allowed to touch the TV. Second, Dad.

***

July thirteenth. My roommate keeps asking me what I’m doing. I 
keep telling her: Nothing. Is it memory lapses? Or is she trying to tell 
me something? Should I do something?

Activity, A Poem
Why?

Why Bother?

***

July fourteenth. Before I had a handle on colloquial English, when 
people used to say “the other day,” I used to wait for them to 
remember which one. Or I would try to remember for them, and then 
I would miss the story. Who cares? Those kind of people are always 
boring. If you keep a journal, you remember what happens when. 
Then again, keep too much of a journal, what happens is journal 
keeping.

***

July fifteenth. Sometimes when I go out for a walk I call it The 
March For Sanity. Usually I’m just out of cigarettes, though.

***
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July sixteenth. Last summer, I worked in a restaurant with no 
customers. This summer I’m working for a temp agency with no work. 
I’m beginning to take this economy thing personally.

***

July seventeenth
WHAT’S GROSS

Do
you know what’s

gross?
I do.

When you are friends
with a person you really like and all—it’s not that.

What is it, then?
You ask.
You! Ask!

What’s gross:
When that Person Refers

To SEX or THE BATHROOM and
And then,You must picture them

With genitalia.

I’m trying to get that one down to a haiku. Or something. Initially I 
thought maybe a sonnet, for the shock value, but the imagery here 
does not lend itself to a classic pentameter. Perhaps I’ll workshop it 
next week.

***

July eighteenth. One time, my friend Dawn from group and I went 
shopping. It was really great. Even though I had to go to the bathroom 
for most of it because we were drinking so much iced coffee. I always 
have to go to the bathroom. Dawn says it’s the iced coffee. That’s it. 
That’s what she says. I’ve been trying to remember that for days now.

Oh! The worst thing about the temp agency is this chick named 
Judy. She wears this shiny, pleated, polyester-white-and-navy-blue 
houndstooth check skirt. She thinks she’s so great. Maybe she used to 
be a lot worse. Maybe this is great as far as she’s concerned. If I were a 
different kind of person, I’d feel bad now. Instead, I’ll just go get a Diet 
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Coke. But I’ll finish laughing at Judy first.

***

July nineteenth. Today, I went into this convenience store I usually 
don’t go into because usually it is inconvenient. But I was in a 
different part of town. As it turned out, this one was still pretty 
inconvenient because they didn’t have any Camel Lights. Well, 
actually, they might have. I don’t know. I didn’t see any out, and I 
thought, hey, I’ll buy this other kind so he won’t have to go searching 
with those beautiful sea green eyes for my stupid old cigarettes. He 
can just go on ahead and keep them pointed right at me. Me. The girl 
with the yellow-stained fingers and the rat’s nest of hair that hasn’t 
been washed in a fortnight. Hey, no temp work, no shower, no big 
deal, right? Except for right now. 

My improvised plan was to make this guy’s job easier so that he 
would fall in love with me. Maybe not right then, but, you know, 
sometime. Mental note to shower, return, and be even more 
accommodating. Mother would slay me for dating within the service 
industry. This man is perfect for me! He gave me two books of 
matches. I think it’s mutual.

***

July twentieth. In general, I’m feeling a lot better, though. I was 
feeling a little bit burdened, a little bit overwhelmed. Felt a little like 
I’d like to reach out to someone, right after I found out about the 
worst thing. But the burden is so great. Too great to share? Besides, I 
keep getting everyone’s answering machine.

I was wondering about my poems today. I fear that I’m becoming 
derivative. If it’s possible to become derivative of one’s self, then 
maybe I am. But it’s better to have a legitimate fear if you’re going to 
have a fear in the first place. That’s something a grandmother would 
tell you. I’m sure mine will if she ever sobers up.

Fear, A Poem
Why?

Why bother? §
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The Poop Doctor’s 
“Enjoy Your Bliss”

by Dr. Aloysius “Billy” Nunama

Dear Poop Doctor,
I’m curious. Why do you call it poop? Why not shit or crap or dung 

or turd cake?
What About DooDoo 

That’s a great question, WAD. Poop is a vast enterprise. There 
could never be a definitive discussion about it, nor is there an ideal 
word that embodies it. 

But I call it poop. 
I don’t know exactly why, probably because my parents did, as, I 

am sure, their parents did. I had a pair of great-grandparents who 
didn’t call it poop at all, but that’s through no fault of their own. They 
were both born deaf and mute. When I was a boy, poop was known as 
poopy. But like little boys who had been known as Billy until they 
were old enough to be called Bill, once I was old enough, poopy 
became poop. 

Poop just seems like the right word. Maybe I like the 
onomatopoeia of it all. It’s got a nice sound, very non-threatening, 
just poop, plop, right into the toilet. Don’t get me wrong. I’ve tried 
other words. B.M.’s a popular one, but when I was on my B.M. kick in 
middle school, a turd guru beat the living B.M. out of me. 
Sophisticates favor excrement, but that sounds a bit too proper for 
something that comes out of your butt. Ca-ca, for some reason, 
makes me think of a bird, and I keep picturing a pile of poop with 
feathers flying around, wreaking havoc on the neighborhood and 
screeching, “Ca! Ca!” For some reason this disturbs a lot of people 
when I tell them it, especially girlfriends, grandmothers, and clergy. 
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Other words I’ve used, like dung and doo-doo, have had their 
moments, sure, and asscake was a joyous synonym until its 
involvement in my friend Herman’s fatal birthday party disaster of 
‘96. I miss you, Herman. 

I like poop because it is both a noun and a verb. I think that’s 
important. And sure, that makes crap and shit qualify, but—well 
actually, crap and shit can be used as pronouns and adjectives too, as 
in, “I can’t believe you packed this much crap for a shitty little 
weekend trip to Rosarito.” Or in a prepositional phrase, such as, “At 
that point, my grandma was shitfaced and four craps to the wind.” 
Hell, you can even tick off an old grammarian with a dangling 
participle: “While crapping on the sidewalk, Bob’s shit began to stink.” 
You know, the shit itself is not doing the crapping. It’s a common 
grammatical error. 

The thing is, crap and shit mean so much more than just poop. 
Like hermaphrodites, they’re extremely versatile. They can be used in 
an expression of surprise, like, “Holy crap! Look at that 
hermaphrodite!” Or, “Holy shit! Look at that hermaphrodite...running 
down the street, naked, chasing a dozen free-range chickens 
wearing—are those sombreros?” 

And speaking of farm animals, crap and shit are great descriptive 
words too. Say I’m eating a bowl of my mother’s carrot stew. I’d say, 
“Mom, this carrot stew tastes like horsecrap.” Or if it’s really bad, I’d 
say, “This tastes like horseshit.” 

Not that I’ve ever eaten horseshit or horsecrap, for that matter. 
Horseshit doesn’t look that appealing. It’s heavily loaded in 
nutritional value only if good nutrition requires lots of bacteria, 
viruses, and parasites. 

So people rarely eat horseshit, but we seem to know exactly what 
we’re talking about when we say something tastes like it. I suppose we 
only needed one guy to eat it, and he spread the word around. 

The fact of the matter is that if you examine our language a bit 
closer, you’ll find we use combinations of various farm animals and 
the word shit in all sorts of similes: tastes like horseshit, smells like 
pigshit, looks like cowshit, sounds like bullshit. That’s four of the five 
senses right there. And these words are used in such a negative 
manner. Besides being slaughtered and eaten, it’s not as if these farm 
animals have a lot to look forward to. But they hear this stuff, and it 
really has a lousy impact on their self-esteem. They’d never do 
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anything about it, of course. Most farm animals are a bunch of 
chickenshits, but it’s sad to think about anyway. 

Another common use of crap and shit is to describe ourselves. 
“How are you doing, Otis?” 
“Ah, man, I feel like crap.” 
Ah yes, feeling like crap. We’ve all felt like it before. Of course, only 

people who’ve changed diapers, swallowed a condom full of blow and 
fished it out, or wiped and missed the toilet paper ever really know 
what crap feels like. Well technically, as it’s coming out, we feel it, 
maybe getting a sense of its texture and density, but it’s not as if we 
play around with it like Play-Doh or something. 

“How are you doing, Otis?” 
“Ah, man, my life is shit.” 
Very interesting. In this case, an intangible concept, life, is 

compared to our faithful bodily waste. Isn’t poop grand? 
So my little brother, Davey, whose personality we blame on bad 

techno music, video games, and his leap-year birthday, seems to use 
the word shit more often than the sun shines. He prefers to use it, 
though, as a transitional phrase, such as, “She had hold of him by the 
freakin’ agates for about forty-five minutes before he passed out, but 
shit, that reminds me of the time dad dropped the egg salad at my 
first communion, and mom blew her top.” 

He’s also been known to use shit in place of an “um” to bide time. 
When playing Trivial Pursuit, I’ll ask him a question, “What three 
European countries begin with the letter A?” 

And he’ll say, “Ah, shit, shit, Albania, shit, shit, shit, shit, Austria, 
and, shit, shit, what is it, shit, shit, shit, I know it, shit shit, oh, is it 
Andorra?” 

So shit and crap have a wonderful versatility, but it’s because 
they’re so versatile that they cannot match the word poop when 
describing actual poop. There’s no mistaking poop for any of the 
things I mentioned before. Sure, you could get by with using poop in 
a transitional phrase, but people aren’t going to take you seriously. 
Besides, you can have a whole lot of something and call it shit, but it 
can be anything in the world, whatever one deems shitworthy. But if 
you have a whole lot of poop, you know exactly what you’re talking 
about. And crap. You can put up with a whole lot of crap in your life, 
but if you put up with a whole lot of poop, you’re gonna sink, and it 
will cave in around you. Poop, I guess, is more visceral. 
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A wiser man than myself once said it best, “If poop sticks to me, 
I’m gonna stick with it.” And that makes complete sense to me. 

Dear Poop Doctor, 
I am an eighteen-year-old female, and my boyfriend insists that 

girls don’t poop. I can’t convince him otherwise without actually 
pooping on him, and I don’t want to open up that window. Can you tell 
him we poop? 

Girls Poop And Love It 

Chicks poop, man. Come on. Don’t be a dick. 

The Poop Doctor is a nationally syndicated advice column. Dr. 
Aloysius “Billy” Nunama is neither a licensed physician nor does he 
know anything about psychology or psychiatry. But his fifty-two years 
of pooping experience speaks for itself. 

* Please Note: The Poop Doctor is not responsible for injuries or 
emergencies resulting from misconstrued advice or copycat 
poopings. §

The Poop Doctor’s “Enjoy Your Bliss” by Dr. Aloysius “Billy” Nunama
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I’m Sure Thankful I’m Not A Pedophile by Nick Holle

I’m Sure Thankful I’m 
Not A Pedophile

by Nick Holle

I got to thinking the other day, and, boy, I’m sure thankful I’m not 
a pedophile. Of all the lowdown, bad-luck things to wind up with in 
life, pedophilia is not something I’d wish upon anyone. But 
specifically, it’s not something I’d wish upon myself.

I am an ambitious young man. I have hopes and dreams and goals 
that I want to accomplish in life, and these things would be hard to 
see through if I were preoccupied with persistent sexual desires for 
children.

If I were a pedophile, how could I go into Toys “R” Us without 
getting all hot and bothered? Or go to Children’s Hospital on 
Christmas and hand out presents? Or promote my children’s sing-
along album, Songs I Grew Up Singing-Along To? Or goof around in 
McDonald’s Playland? Or how could I, in good conscience, become a 
teacher and teach social issues in cinema class? That’s something I 
have always wanted to do. But it would be hard to stay on track doing 
any of these things if I were a pedophile.

And how about my family? My brother and sister both have young 
children. They probably wouldn’t want to have anything to do with 
me. And if they did, they’d probably live in constant fear that I’d take 
my nieces and nephew out back behind the shed and fondle the heck 
out of them. I’d feel so terrible if they had to worry like that. Call me 
weird, but things like this are important to me.

And yes, some day I’d like to settle down and have my own 
children. I’d want to nurture them and protect them and teach them 
all they things they need to know to have a happy life. And none of 
this would include lusting after them or their friends in any way.

Over the years, I’ve come to realize that since I’m not a pedophile, 
I don’t have to worry about any of these things at all. And that is a 
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huge relief. It’s just hard to imagine how I’d be able to function in 
everyday society if I couldn’t help but want to have wild, uninhibited 
man-on-child sex with every semi-attractive kid I saw.

I love children. I just don’t love them in the same way that I love 
Paris Hilton, which is a rough-and-tumbling sort of way. And I thank 
my lucky stars and the good Lord and all the people who could have 
molested me but didn’t.

Normally I strive to be a very open-minded person. I encourage 
other people to be themselves and to embrace the different things 
that make them individuals. I do not, however, encourage other 
people’s pedophilia.

When I hear about some new pedophile popping up in the 
neighborhood, I always say aloud, “Not kosher, Zeus. Not kosher.”

In fact, I did some thinking about it and couldn’t think of many 
things that were worse than pedophilia. Then I thought about when 
those pedophiles realize that there isn’t anything worse than 
pedophilia. And you almost have to applaud them for not committing 
suicide when they come to this realization.

But you really have to try to empathize with a pedophile’s plight. 
Those guys got it rough. It’s not like you can just will your pedophilia 
away. Pedophilia is also way more of a nuisance than, say, a rash, for 
example. At least with a rash there are lotions and ointments and 
things to help get rid of it. There is no recipe like that for pedophilia, 
and using lotions and ointments is only going to encourage it.

And, man, how do you prepare yourself for a life of pedophilia? 
Certainly there are ways of getting around victimizing children. I 
suppose it takes the focus and self-discipline one learns in abstinence 
training at school. We, of course, know how well abstinence training 
works. And wait a minute, it’s not like they teach you how to cope 
with pedophilia in school. In fact, spending all day, every day, in a 
classroom with a slew of young, ripe children isn’t going to help the 
problem at all. These people are doomed from the start.

And then what? What does a young person destined to be a 
pedophile have to look forward to? Prison? Do you know what 
happens to pedophiles in prison? They don’t get the best steaks at 
chow time. That I can tell you.

And when they get out of prison, what happens? That’s right. They 
go on the Sex Offenders List. Do you think when your neighborhood 
pedophiles were kids planning their futures that they thought they’d 
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end up on the Sex Offenders List? I’m sure they dreamt of being on 
the list of the world’s richest people or People’s “50 Most Beautiful” 
list. I mean, even if they’re just on the list of the $100 contributors to 
the new YMCA indoor track, that would still be better than being on 
the Sex Offender’s List.

And do you have to put that on your resume? Where do you hide it 
if you do? Under Skills & Activities or under Awards & 
Commendations?

Then, after the list, when they move to a new neighborhood, they 
have to go door to door to tell everyone they’re a sex offender. That’s 
got to be rough. Wouldn’t it be just their luck to get a wiseass who 
answers the door?

“Hello, sir, my name is Larry. I just moved to the neighborhood. 
Wanted to let you know that I’m a sex offender.”

“A sex offender? What kind?”
“Sir?”
“What kind of sex offender. What’d they pin you for? Rape, 

sodomy, molestation?”
“Well, pedophilia, sir.”
“Pedophilia? Children? Boy, what were you thinking?”
“I don’t know, sir. I wasn’t thinking.”
“Man, don’t you know kids are sacred? There isn’t a parent out 

there that wants you running around, dripping saliva at the thought 
of their naked children running around.”

“Yes, sir.”
“Boy, I outta slap you upside the head.” (Slaps him upside the 

head.)
“Thank you, sir.”
“Now git on outta this here neighborhood. And keep yer hands off 

the Lewis boys.”
I’m sure the slap upside the head is better than the slap inside the 

rectum the pedophile gets in prison. But I can’t help but dread the 
kind of life that your average Johnny Pedophiles must lead. I’m not 
sure how the thought of this affects most folks, but for me, it seems to 
instill gratefulness for the lesser problems of the world, like credit 
card bills, severe acne, and space shuttle disasters. Because at the end 
of the day, when all is said and done and a line is drawn in the sands 
of time, I’m sure thankful I’m not a pedophile. §
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When The Camera Stopped Rolling by Bobby D. Lux

When The Camera 
Stopped Rolling

by Bobby D. Lux

Television has become a window into our own culture. It shows us 
things our ears will never be privy to. Case in point, the 1960 
Presidential Debates. These were the first of their kind to be 
broadcast visually to millions of Americans, people who, up until 
then, had received their debates only sonically. 

Much has been made about what happened when the little red 
light turned on. Some say these debates cemented Kennedy’s victory. 
JFK was charismatic. He was the golden boy of politics: young, good-
looking, a war hero, the hot wife. Senator Kennedy had everything 
going for him heading into the debates. His opponent, Richard Nixon, 
wasn’t going to go down without a fight, though. He was cagey. He 
was gamy. He was serious. Kennedy knew this and decided to pull out 
his secret weapon when no one was watching…literally. 

Ladies and gentlemen, thanks to advances in scientific technology, 
we have, for the first time, the official transcripts of what happened 
when those debates went to commercial.

NIXON
...And that is why America can never have a President who is weak on 
Communism. I will open the door to China.

DIRECTOR
Ok, we’re at commercial. We’re back in five.

NIXON
How are you, John?
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JFK
You don’t really think they’ll actually let you go to China?

NIXON
Well, that’s my plan. You’ve known that.

JFK
Oh yeah, right. You’re going to China. Hey, guess what? I’m going to 
the moon. What do you think of that?

NIXON
I was going to look into sending a ship to the moon.

JFK 
No. You don’t get it. I’m going to the moon.

NIXON
You?

JFK
Yeah, so you can suck me with this China stuff. Just wait till I tell 
everyone I’m gonna set up a casino on the moon. Frank and Dean are 
gonna be my openers…

NIXON
John, I’ll never get you.

JFK
Yeah, if you say so, Richie.

NIXON
Look, I don’t call you Johnny; I’d appreciate the same respect, Senator.

JFK
What do you think the Chinese’ll call you, huh?

NIXON
Senator, let’s just keep this civil, why don’t we?



249

When The Camera Stopped Rolling by Bobby D. Lux

JFK
You threatening me?

NIXON
No. I wouldn’t—

JFK
You gonna beat me up if I don’t follow your rules?

NIXON
John—

JFK
Someone get Giancana on the phone, will ya? I got a problem here.

NIXON
There’s no problem.

JFK
You sure?

NIXON
Of course. The only thing I ask is for a little professional courtesy. 
That’s all. Call me— 

JFK
I’ll call you a bitch if I want to. No one tells JFK what to do…Richard.

NIXON
This is quite an attitude you’ve developed.

JFK
Developed? Developed? You think this is something new?

NIXON
It’s a side I’ve never seen before now.

JFK
Get used to it. I’ve had it going on forty years now. Look, you want to 
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be let in on a little secret, Richard?

NIXON
Sure. Though any secrets that are damaging might be— 

JFK
Shut up. Here’s a question...what’s my middle name?

NIXON
What are you getting at?

JFK
Quick hint: it starts with the letter F.

NIXON
Ah, I know that one. Fitzgerald.

JFK
Wrong.

NIXON
No. I’m correct on that.

JFK
Common misconception.

NIXON
Well, what is it?

JFK
Fuckin’.

NIXON
Excuse me.

JFK
Fuckin’. I’m John Fuckin’ Kennedy. What do you think about that?
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NIXON
I don’t believe you.

JFK
Doesn’t matter what you believe. Check this out...read it.

NIXON
Uhh...it says, uh....State of Massachusetts...birth record. Name: John, 
no, this can’t be... 

JFK
Say it.

NIXON
I can’t. 

JFK
You answer as if I asked you nicely. Now read the goddamn name on 
the parchment.

NIXON
John...uh, Fucking...

JFK
No “G.”

NIXON
What?

JFK
Do you see a “G” at the end of my name?

NIXON
Oh, I assumed…uh, John Fuckin’ Kennedy. Doesn’t matter.

JFK
Doesn’t matter, huh? You like movies?
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NIXON
Sure. Who doesn’t?

JFK
The movie about me is gonna be way better that the one about you.

NIXON
You don’t know that.

JFK
Yeah I do. Two reasons. First, the main character in mine is far 
superior to the one in yours, way more charismatic, better looking, 
went to a better law school. 

NIXON
I object to—

JFK 
You can’t object. This isn’t a trial. Guess I was right about the law 
school. Anyways, the second—and most important reason I’m 
better—oops, I mean that my futuristic movie will be better than 
yours is that…come on Richard, you know it…

NIXON
I. Don’t. Know.

JFK
My name is Fuckin’.

NIXON
A movie about me would be pretty good, in my opinion.

JFK
Are you kidding?! I bet they won’t even find an American to play you. 
Besides, mine’s gonna be about how great I am, and yours will be 
about what an asshole you are. Mark my words.

NIXON
This is beside the point.
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JFK
You know what else I like?

NIXON
I have no idea.

JFK
I like movie stars.

NIXON
Me too.

JFK
I doubt we’re talking about the same thing. No offense, pal.

NIXON
I’m a big fan of John Wayne.

JFK
Westerns, huh? I guess I prefer movie stars that have, I don’t know, 
what are those things called? You’d think being around them as much 
as I am, I’d know what they called them, all the nicknames and all...

NIXON
John, I’m through with this— 

JFK
Oh yeah, they’re called vaginas. I like movie stars with those.

NIXON
This is highly inappropriate, John.

JFK
You want to know inappropriate? Next time you’re talking about taxes, 
you think of me and my brother tag-teaming Marilyn.

DIRECTOR
Ok guys, we’re back in five...four...three...two and...
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JFK
I believe my distinguished opponent was finishing his point—

NIXON
Thank you John. I was saying—

JFK
Wasn’t it about taxes?

NIXON
Why, uh...yeah. I, uh, want to...

The rest of the transcript can be found at various locations across 
the World Wide Web, but I challenge you to find any piece of recorded 
transcript that gives this insight. To those listening to the debate over 
the radio, Nixon was the clear winner. But to those watching at home, 
well, they saw a different story. Nixon looked pale and was recovering 
from the flu and had some five o’clock shadow. However, what they 
didn’t see was just as important. 

The above record might be one of the most telling moments in 
modern history. One of the most important moments in television 
history. A moment that changed American history forever. Would we 
be where we are now if John Kennedy’s middle name was Ferdinand? 
It’s certainly a point to consider, isn’t it? §
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Wyld Stallyns On Thorazine 
by James Seidler

It’s a common gripe that all Hollywood puts out anymore are 
retreads, rehashes, and remakes of old, tired ideas. But why complain 
when you can profit from it? Get ready to rake in the big bucks as we 
at FLYMF show you how to rip off old movies for some easy pitches 
for next summer’s big blockbuster.

Seduce and Destroy Hot Lips

Summed up as: Magnolia meets M.A.S.H.

The pitch: Hawkeye, Trapper John, and all the other screwballs from 
the 4077th care for L.A. millionaires as they die in agonizing pain. 
Dark secrets are revealed in the midst of crazy hijinks, and the movie 
comes to its stunning climax as the boys’ big ploy to expose Hot Lips 
in the shower is interrupted by Jimmy Gator’s deathbed confession 
that he molested a young Major Burns.

Tod Ausweichen 

Summed up as: Schindler’s List meets Dodgeball 

The pitch: In a bid to avoid certain death, a ragtag group of misfits 
challenges the SS to a game of kickball, winner-take-all. After a rough 
beginning, with the Gestapo eliminating half of the squad for wearing 
non-regulation footwear, the team rallies under the leadership of 
Yakov, who was the 1896 English Premier League Most Valuable 
Player. The team wins its warm-up match against the Hitler Youth, 
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but tragedy strikes again as Yakov is shot in response and the team’s 
best player, Isaac, is bought off with a beet. Without their best player 
and weakened by hunger, the team loses its match against the SS 
73–3, but a happy ending comes anyway when the guards’ ensuing 
over-celebration allows the team and their campmates to sneak away 
to freedom.

Wyld Stallyns on Thorazine 

Summed up as: One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest meets Bill and Ted’s 
Bogus Journey 

The pitch: It’s a bogus journey indeed as Bill and Ted are melvined by 
their evil robot duplicates into committing themselves into a mental 
institution. Inside, the duo helps the other dudes see how wicked life 
can be but soon find their heads banging against the dickweed Nurse 
Ratched. After an unauthorized journey to the fifteenth century to 
pick up babes, Bill is lobotomized at Ratched’s orders, leaving Ted 
with the decidedly un-awesome obligation to smother his friend to 
set him free. 

Droogs in Drag 

Summed up as: A Clockwork Orange meets Tootsie 

The pitch: Alex and the droogs are trying to get a little look-see in the 
cutthroat world of ultraviolence, but it seems that only the most 
horrorshow malchicks can get a callback. So the boys savvy to the 
idea of going round all devotchka-like, and they hit it big with a bit of 
tolchocking on an old veck in an alley. Things go baddiwad when a 
baboochka gets all dead-like in a visit to the country, however, and in 
the end Alex finds himself conditioned against the old blouse and 
pantyhouse but unwilling to give up his new sense of style.

Harriet and Mr. Henderson 

Summed up as: Chinatown meets Harry and the Hendersons 

The pitch: Private eye Jake Gittes gets a visit from a mysterious female 



FLYMF’s Greatest Hits

258

stranger asking him to follow her husband around town, as she 
suspects he’s having an affair. Gittes agrees and seems to confirm her 
fears when he pulls several long, blonde hairs from the back of the 
husband’s car. A trip to the crime lab shows that the hairs aren’t 
human, though, leading Gittes into a series of shocking discoveries 
about the nature of Mr. Henderson’s companion and the love child 
the two might have produced.

E.T.: The Return 

Summed up as: E.T. meets Aliens 

The pitch: A young boy is visited by an adorable alien, and the two 
quickly become best friends. Unfortunately, the alien reproduces by 
inserting its eggs into the nearest host’s body, where the larvae hatch 
by exploding out through the stomach. Soon young Eliot and the rest 
of his family have been turned into breeding pods for an alien 
invasion. When the hatched offspring from their bodies wipe out the 
nearest subdivision, the space marines are called in to put things 
back into order. §
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Whispering Sweet Buzzwords
by Glen Golightly

I was synched up with the holistic environment as Trixi and I 
walked into world headquarters. We were there to allow the associates 
a touchstone to validate an ethical closure to their vision.

“We’re definitely proactive change agents,” Trixi told me as we 
prepared to interface with those about to be downsized. “Too bad this 
group got siloed after all that team building.”

I nodded my agreement with the paradigm she outlined. “We’re 
empowering them to visualize,” I said. “It’s actually rightsizing the 
knowledge workers to take a granular view.”

“Oooh, Trey, I like the sizzle, and I think we’re bonding,” Trixi 
cooed. “We’re early, so why don’t we utilize this closet, and you can 
drill down and give me a good customer experience?”

“I think the two of us is a smart size, Trixi, but I hope you have 
trouble conceptualizing. It wouldn’t be a win-win if you upset my 
bachelor mindset.”

“That all depends on your deliverables,” she pitched. “Multi-task 
me, baby!”

She grabbed my hand, and the synergy flowed. We efforted to 
remove the roadblocks in our search for excellence in passion. We 
stripped away the layers of our corporate casual attire. Her pink slip 
followed a downward trend.

And with that, I ramped up to stroke her centers of excellence and 
begin forward-looking market penetration. 

I felt the robustness of her bottom line and was about to 
warehouse my product line when she retreated. 

“Slow down, and until I, like, you know, initiate the IPO, I think 
you’d better think outside the box!” Trixi sternly commanded.
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I surveyed my human resources and hoped for another 
inflationary period when her conditions were ripe. Till then, I worked 
on her low-hanging fruit. §
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A Correspondence by Larry Gaffney

A Correspondence
by Larry Gaffney

Dear Slater Manning,
Please be advised that you and your feculent magazine can rot in 

hell. Subscribe? Even if I were given a free copy, I would tear the pages 
out and use them to housebreak my puppy. What a fitting 
employment for writing that truly and royally stinks!

Re. your claim that Overbite will be remembered as the greatest 
literary magazine of the age...maybe it’s time to start ignoring those 
telepathic messages from Alpha Centauri or seek therapy to discover 
their true provenance. Listen carefully. The only thing your rag will be 
remembered for is its failure to publish the greatest writer of the 
age—me.

By all means, continue wasting your postage on these pathetic 
appeals for money. My friends and I—real writers—are tickled to 
imagine you on all fours, licking the boots of your sponsors. And what 
a pleasure it is to send you this letter of loathing in your own postage-
paid envelope!

I fart on your masthead, 
Jerry Fiebleman

Dear Mr. Fiebleman,
Now that’s funny! What a way to respond to a letter congratulating 

you on your first acceptance at Overbite! But why didn’t you send the 
entire manuscript? It’s been a while since we’ve published a good 
epistolary satire, and even though we usually don’t run the work of an 
author in back-to-back issues, how can we resist this one? You’re such 
a tease!

Anyway, send us the new manuscript, and please return a signed 
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copy of the contract we included with the acceptance letter for your 
previous submission. If you want to be paid, that is. It’s not New 
Yorker money, but it’s better than a poke in the eye with a stick, as 
they say.

One more thing: it occurs to us that perhaps the ending of your 
story is too abrupt. Maybe the protagonist could muse for a sentence 
or two on the ramifications of all that has happened. Also, might 
there be one adverb too many in the first three paragraphs? It’s your 
call, but we think these small changes will improve the story. In any 
case, there’s quite a buzz here over your work. We enjoy showcasing 
new talent.

Send the contract!
Warm regards, 
Slater Manning 

Dear Mr. Manning,
I’m very pleased that you enjoyed a taste of the epistolary satire I 

am currently devising. I’ll send it off to you as soon as I can.
Say, are you quite sure that the contract was sent with the letter of 

acceptance? I may have misplaced it, but I don’t think so. Perhaps 
your factotum neglected to put it in the envelope. How about another 
copy? Better yet, maybe you could send it as an attachment to an e-
mail. That would be a lot quicker, and frankly, I’m eager to see how 
much you intend to pay me. It’s been rather a lean year, heh heh.

I think your suggested changes have merit, and I will definitely 
consider implementing them. However—and this is a little 
embarrassing—I seem to have unintentionally deleted my original 
copy of the story. Would you be kind enough to send that to me in an 
attachment as well? It would certainly expedite matters. 

Well, back to the satire. Send me the attachments, and I shall 
respond forthwith!

All the best, 
JF

Dear Jerry,
I’m awfully sorry to tell you this, but we’re a bunch of Luddites 

here at Overbite, so attachments are out. Yes, we have computers, but 
we lack the expertise to convert hard copies into Word documents. I 
understand there’s something called a “scanner” that might be able to 
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perform this operation, but frankly we grow faint at the thought of 
thrashing through the instruction manual that inevitably 
accompanies such a gizmo. Are you quite certain that you don’t have 
a carbon copy of the original lying around somewhere? If you will re-
read our writer’s guidelines, you will see that we strongly advise 
against sending the only copy of a manuscript, which it seems you 
may have done. I hope that’s not the case.

About the contract. I’m afraid that our legal advisor forbids us to 
send out additional copies of a contract that has supposedly been 
lost. I’m not sure why, but you know how lawyers are. They have their 
persnickety reasons, and all we can do is shake our heads and sigh. 
But here’s the good news! My “factotum,” as you refer to him (and to 
be honest, Jerry, he was not altogether pleased by that designation), is 
practically OCD in regard to procedures and has assured me that he 
never puts a letter of acceptance into an envelope without also 
inserting the contract. He even uses a checklist and just now showed 
me the one he filled out for you and your story. Indeed, the 
checkmarks are there, in bold, fluid strokes executed with vigor and 
confidence. So all is well! The contract is certainly among your 
papers, mingled, perhaps, with the junk mail and dunning letters 
obscured beneath the latest issue of Barely Legal. Find it, send it 
along, and we’re in business.

Have you thought about the changes? We’ll be putting the next 
issue to bed within a fortnight and would like to include your 
excellent story in a folio with a new piece by Anthea Bumpers, since 
both works are antithetical renderings of the same post-post- 
modernist perspective. As a reader of Overbite, you are no doubt well 
acquainted with Anthea’s work and know exactly what I mean.

How’s the satire coming?
Best, 
Slater

Dear Slater,
Carbon copy? Is carbon paper still available? I suppose if one were 

to nose around in the basements of old schoolhouses…but never 
mind. 

I'm afraid I no longer have a copy of the story. Might you send 
your factotum—sorry, assistant—down to Kinko’s, where they can 
make a Xerox copy of the thing? Better yet, send him to Staples or 
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Office Max, where, while a copy is being made, a cheerful salesperson 
will explain to him the wondrous and easily learned functions of the 
“scanner” you mentioned in your previous letter. With a scanner on 
the premises, you can ascend from your medieval darkness and will 
no longer have to placate contributors with mewling confessions of 
ineptitude. Meanwhile, send me the Xerox copy, and I will make the 
changes, if so warranted. 

Okay, I understand about the contract, and the damn lawyer, but 
I'm afraid I can't find the original copy. Rather than ruffle any more 
feathers, I will simply take responsibility for its strange 
disappearance. Perhaps my dog ate it. Oh, wait. I don’t have a dog. 

Do we really need a contract for this transaction? Why not just 
send a check? You’ve indicated that my payment will not be a princely 
sum (I remain curious to know how much it is, exactly, but no 
matter), so I don’t understand the need for such formality.

I will watch for the check and a copy of the story. The satire is 
coming along nicely, thanks.

Yours, 
JF

Dear Jerry,
How peculiar that you should say you don’t have a dog. What 

about the puppy mentioned in your first letter? Or was that merely 
part of the satire? 

To be candid, I must tell you that we are starting to wonder about 
certain inconsistencies in your letters…but let’s move on.

We are unable to pay you without a contract. Please find it and 
send it to us. 

We are still waiting for your decision about the changes. Um, you 
do know which story you sent us, right? But of course you do. You’ve 
read our writer’s guidelines, in which we admonish would-be 
contributors not to bombard us with multiple submissions, the mark 
of a rank amateur. You didn’t send us multiple submissions, did you? 
If that were the case, you wouldn’t know which story we took if you 
trashed the letter of acceptance—and the contact—before 
investigating it more carefully. But what a preposterous notion! 
Forgive us, Jerry. Sometimes we’re as fanciful as the writers we 
publish.

To business, then. Please send the contract along with the 
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changes. Otherwise, I'm afraid we will have to consign your story to 
limbo, which means say goodbye to your name up there in lights next 
to Anthea Bumpers.

What’s up with the satire?
SM

Slater:
Look, I can’t find the contract, okay? What are you, the Conde Nast 

Empire? You’re a litmag. Nobody cares about your pissant monetary 
maneuvers. Just send the check.

Without a copy of the story, there’s not much I can do except say 
go ahead and make the changes. The piece is strong enough to 
withstand editorial fumblings. Do your worst.

The lights illuminating a folio devoted to the vapid yowls of 
Anthea Bumpers must be very bright indeed. I imagine they could 
even bring the furnishings of a mousehole into vivid relief. 

I look forward to receiving the check and my six contributor’s 
copies of Overbite.

JF

Dear Jerry, you wretched little man,
You cannot imagine the delight that your groveling and mendacity 

have brought to all of us here at Overbite! We often receive—and 
ignore—hate mail from bitter wannabes, but your letter was so ripe 
for play that we rescued it from the shredder, where it was queued 
behind a diatribe from a lady librarian in Toledo who doesn’t like 
profanity. We just had to string you along, and what fun it has been!

Dopes like you are the reason we strive to stay afloat—so we can 
rub your noses in the splendid literature we publish, works of art you 
and your ilk must weep to see in fine literary magazines, even as you 
gnash your teeth over the steady stream of rejection slips that set your 
postmen sneering and your hopes spiraling into the void. 

Send us more of your work, Jerry. We don’t have a puppy to train, 
but we’ll happily take your manuscripts to a local pet shop where not 
only puppies, but also kittens, ferrets, gerbils, and parrots can make 
editorial comments.

Through tears of laughter, 
Slater and the gang at Overbite
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Slater dude,
I knew you’d take the bait! Was working on the epistolary satire 

and couldn’t think how to proceed, and then I got your hilarious cry 
for money and everything fell into place. What better fish then some 
hapless minnow buried under heaps of unreadable submissions? 
With no life, you were certain to marshal your energies for a lame 
attempt to put one over on a disgruntled rejectee. Thanks, amigo, for 
keeping me in stitches with your all-thumbs attempt to weave a web 
of deceit—a web in which only you, of course, became ensnared, 
buzzing and quivering like the pitiful insect you are.

You’ve given me plenty of rich material, and I have tweaked it into 
a finished manuscript, sans your name or the ridiculous name of your 
litmag. Nothing would please me more than to expose your idiocy to 
the world of letters, but I wouldn’t want to arouse your slumbering 
“legal advisor.” My agent has assured me that Harper’s, Esquire, and 
The Atlantic Monthly (you know, magazines that people actually read) 
will be fighting over the piece, and the financial remuneration should 
be most gratifying.

Having said this, I find myself weakening. I know it was cruel of 
me to make sport of you. Hell, if I were mired in drudgery, I too might 
have lashed out at so harsh a critic, even while secretly admiring the 
accuracy of his gibes. 

Consequently—and against the furious objections of my agent—I 
have decided to be a nice guy about all this. Tell you what. You can 
have the first look at the MS you helped inspire. I am enclosing it here 
and will wait one week—not a moment longer—before sending it off 
to the slicks. 

Awaiting your check, 
Jerry §
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An American In Europe
by James Seidler

Jerry was dying to get laid.
It had been three weeks now on the tour, and despite all the stories 

he’d heard about loosened loins in Europe and the eroticizing effect 
of twenty people on one bus for four weeks, he’d gotten absolutely 
nothing. It wasn’t that there weren’t women—oh God, there were 
women, women of all shapes and sizes (the latter of which he held in 
more liberal regard every day). There were Australian women on 
extended holidays with accents thick enough to make you bite 
through the Spanish-leather watch band you’d gotten for a great 
fucking price in Madrid. There were fellow Americans whose 
boyfriends faded a little more from memory every day, and French 
beauties whose aired nipples, tight like sun-dried tomatoes, had 
inspired a slightly altered stroke in the warm salt of the 
Mediterranean. There were women; there were WOMEN. The only 
thing was, none of them wanted to talk to him.

Now that he was in a city famous for giving concord to young 
people that didn’t know each other very well having sex, he had a plan. 
There was one day in Verona, and he was going to have sex. 

That actually isn’t a plan at all. Still, here’s his running diary.

***

June 17, 8:12 a.m.: Rise early. Have to take full advantage of time 
available. Have decided that best place to start is close to home. Of 
eleven women on trip, am now only repulsed sufficiently by two as to 
prevent sex.
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Woman/Possibility

Tricia: Bad—still hasn’t cheated on boyfriend.

Sandra: Moderate; breasts now outweigh gut.

Michelle: None. Stubble.

Janice: Good. Freak danced in Paris. Downside: slightly repugnant.

Wendy: Slight. Pretty.

Priya: Moderate. Light drinker.

Cindy: Slight. Gut still outweighs breasts.

Laura: Good. Other girls don’t talk to her.

Michelle 2: None. Odor.

Tammy: Moderate. Don’t remember who this is.

Emily: Good. Just got dumped.

Preliminary triage: Emily, Laura, Janice.

Action to take: Get up and head down to breakfast. Ask one of above 
to go to museum. Just close eyes for a few more minutes.

12:18 p.m.: God dammit.

1 p.m.: Just had lunch. Unlike most Americans, can be comfortable 
without going to McDonalds. What’s the point of coming all the way 
over to Europe if you’re not going to try new things? Decided on small 
restaurant in main plaza. Spaghetti and meatballs excellent.

1:40 p.m.: Settled at main plaza to examine guidebook. Highlights of 
area include the famed Piazza Bra amphitheater, the marvelous 
Castelvecchio, and of course, the Tomba de Giulietta. Nice to be in a 
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place of real culture for once instead of the parade of tourist traps 
we’ve been through so far. I mean, God, how many people have gone 
to see the Eiffel Tower? The smaller towns are the ones that reflect the 
real culture of the area; that’s where the real people live. It’s sad how 
many people are drawn instead to these big, empty symbols. When I 
move to New York City after graduation, I’m sure not going to spend 
all my time at the Empire State Building.

List of coolest things I’ve seen so far, according to guidebook.
1. Musée du non qualifié—Paris
2. Squatter’s Row, Northwest London
3. Gaudi Cathedral, Barcelona
4. Nothing, Rome

2:20 p.m.: Ran into Sandra and Priya while walking through Old Town. 
They love it too! They’d just finished a walking tour through the city 
and told me all about the architecture around us. Evidently Verona 
was built in three successive waves, each highlighting its own 
distinctive style, between which armies came in and burned 
everything. Priya has absolutely fantastic tits. I’m not sure if they’re 
only big because she’s skinny or whether they really are big, but either 
way, they look big.

Girls invited me to head over to cathedral, but decided instead to 
look for internet café to check on fantasy baseball team.

2:50 p.m.: Spent past half-hour looking for internet café; no luck. Not 
sure what this place has against technology. If Prior threw a shutout 
and I wasn’t able to start him because we weren’t able to get this 
country into the twentieth century following the Big One, am going to 
punch some Guido in the face. Mark my words.

After giving up on search, have decided to duck into local place to 
avoid midday heat. Have just ordered glass of house red to help wind 
down.

3:30 p.m.: Women here are gorgeous. It’s amazing to think of the 
connection all people have at that most basic level, even if they’re 
unable to understand each other. Why do we need to speak? Why can’t 
we just listen to the things our bodies tell us? I feel like I could walk 
up to any woman in here and strike up a conversation without 
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knowing a word. We’d find a way to understand each other. We’d speak 
beyond words.

4:10 p.m.: Women here just like women everywhere. Was hoping 
refinement and culture here would indicate more sophistication in 
other areas, but sadly, not the case. Every girl I went up to just kept 
talking with her friends until I went back to my table. Is that any way 
to treat a guest? I even tried saying “bonjourno,” but evidently efforts 
to cross cultures are looked down upon here. 

All I can do is make the effort. You think they’d do the same.

4:15 p.m.: One more plan. Going to “accidentally” bump into girl at 
bar, strike up conversation in apology.

6:20 p.m.: Offerings at Italian clothing stores better than anything 
you’d find in U.S. New pants cut into Amsterdam fund, but worth it to 
be part of the style that seems to be everywhere here. Just shows how 
they really live to dress instead of dressing to live.

Stomach a little uneasy after afternoon, so decided to stick with 
something I know for dinner. Not sure if it’s the water here or what, 
but have been feeling run down for the past week. Buy bottled water 
here, but who knows if it’s just refilled from the tap?

Also, what’s with the toilet seats?
Still struggling to master conversion rate. Forty euros seems steep 

for dry cleaning.

7:20 p.m.: Back in hostel. Have decided to nap after long day. 

9:20 p.m.: Showered and changed clothes to head back to hostel bar. 
Most of crew already there when I got there, along with several others. 
Diversity amazing: Canada, U.K., U.S., New Zealand, Australia, South 
Africa, etc.

11 p.m.: Bar starting to heat up—DJ really good, playing all kinds of 
stuff I haven’t heard in years. Have maneuvered toward Emily but 
keeping Laura in sight, just in case. Dancing as group now, hope that 
will change soon.

Body shots! Gotta go.
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12:15 a.m.: Complete miscalculation on my part. Standards falling 
faster than anticipated; missed initial plunge while in bathroom. 
Group whittled down past Sandra, who is currently grinding in corner 
between Pete and Toby. Emily and Laura off to bed twenty minutes 
ago. Attractive women off with New South Wales rugby team. Janice 
hooking up with accountant from Chicago in far corner. Hoping to 
move in if he goes to bathroom.

12:35 a.m.: Debating whether to talk to Cindy. Stomach, breasts? 
Stomach, breasts?

12:43 a.m.: Breasts.

1:30 a.m.: Everything well. Cindy dancefloor. Ok machine bathroom. 
Waiting everyone leaves. Keep quiet. Shhh.

2 a.m.: Hi, this is Cindy. Paul asked me to write something, so I’ll say 
he’s a great mate. Can’t wait to visit in the States!

7 a.m.: Ugh…..ughhhhhhhhhh………

8 a.m.: Barely made bus for trip to Venice. Awoke second time to Percy 
retching. Still not certain of own timing in that matter. Age-old 
question: is it better to have hooked up with a fatty or to have never 
hooked up at all?

Cindy still not speaking to me. Have told her through Michelle-2 
will wash blouse at next campground.

Bus making some stops today, but planning on just crashing. Need 
to rest up for Venice tomorrow, one more day on trip of a lifetime. §



275

Homepage logo, The Peace Among Men Issue, December 2006



FLYMF’s Greatest Hits

276

My Letter To Me, 
A Real Gay Cowboy

by Tex

Dear Tex,

I haven’t seen Brokeback Mountain yet, but I feel comfortable 
saying it’s full of shit, because I know what the real Old West was like, 
and it wasn’t full of a bunch of sissies who went around scared all the 
time that someone would catch them in an act of man-love.

Everyone in the Old West was gay! Why, I remember being at the 
Stiff Cactus Saloon in Tombstone one time and seeing a veritable role 
call of cowpokes—outlaws and lawmen alike—all shirtless and having 
a good time. 

Billy the Kid, Pat Garrett, Doc Holliday, and an entire Pony Express 
crew were giving each other body shots, and Frank and Jesse James 
were tickling Wyatt Earp’s whiskers in one of the back booths. Wild 
Bill Hickok was dealing a mean game of strip poker too, getting 
everyone down to their skivvies in a matter of minutes. If you got a 
Dead Man’s hand, you couldn’t walk right for a week—and you loved 
it!

The good times weren’t just in Tombstone either. In Butte, 
Montana there was a place we’d go—Curly’s—where you had to come 
in wearing chaps…and nothing else. Wichita had their infamous 
dingus march every May. And don’t even get me started on the prairie: 
cold nights, a warm fire, and a little whiskey gave us plenty of reasons 
to snuggle up. Why do you think we never packed tents?

Still don’t believe me? Just look at the way we all dressed. Matching 
hats, bandanas, shirts, pants, belts with big buckles, chaps, and 
boots, all of it polished to a shine. We were all lean and strong from 
moving cattle and fighting Injuns in the open air. And when I close 
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my eyes, I can still see all the pink and paisley we used to wear. We 
were some pretty sons of bitches, I tell you that.

Hell, the only reason Calamity Jane started dressing like a man was 
because that was the only way she could get some drunk cowpoke to 
sleep with her. Oh, we’d make fun of the fella after that happened. 
Mistook the mountains for the prairie, we used to say.

So the next time anyone feels like making a movie about man-love 
in the Old West, how about taking the time to get it right? We weren’t 
no self-hating fellas; we were out, and loud, and proud.

Sincerely,

Tex §
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Sign Language ABC
by Paul Hogseth

When I was in grade school, I always thought one of the coolest 
things was when a new kid would join our class. It was good to see a 
fresh face, and I always wondered what they were bringing to the 
table. Maybe he was faster than Jack Kemper or a better basketball 
player than Jimmy Rose. Maybe she was from Minnesota and used to 
live next door to Michael Damien. Or maybe she was going to be my 
first girlfriend. This last thought is what came to mind when Laura 
Cawlins joined our Korger-Chestnut family in the fifth grade.

I remember seeing her for the first time when we were lining up to 
come in from recess one morning. She had long black hair, freckles, a 
neat smile, and was threatening to steal the “Tallest Girl in Fifth 
Grade” title from Mandy Phepheles. Laura also turned out to be very 
nice. I became hooked from the onset. I knew that I had to find an in 
with this girl quick, before everyone else figured out how cool she was.

And by everyone else, I mean Jacob Johnson. Jacob Johnson was a 
good-looking, smooth-talking friend of mine with a sexual IQ that far 
surpassed even most high schoolers. He knew Who, What, Where, 
When, and Why to “stick it.” Notice, I did not say How. He had never 
done it before. He just had a perverted father. I was no match for him. 
Did I mention I was sick during our sex education day? (I’ll tell you 
about that later.) Anyway, Jacob had a way with the ladies, and if he 
knew that you were interested in one of them, it was his duty to get 
her before you did.

My first plan of action was to get into the head of my opponent. I 
knew his game all too well. Jacob was going to come at Laura with an 
onslaught of jokes, a few shoves on the playground, and several well-
calculated insults that would charm rather than offend. I was no 
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match for him in these areas. I needed to dig deeper and hit her with 
something that would transcend Jacob’s childish flirtations.

I needed help. Most kids are used to asking their parents for help 
when they have a problem at school or need to know how to do 
something. I wasn’t comfortable with this approach. I felt like it 
would be very embarrassing for my parents to know I had a crush on 
someone. I felt like they would tease me (they wouldn’t have) or ask 
about her all the time (they probably wouldn’t have). I didn’t think I 
could deal with that, so I went elsewhere for love counseling: 
Moonlighting.

I don’t remember the whole storyline of Moonlighting, but I do 
remember that at the end of the night, Cybill Shepherd was putty in 
Bruce Willis’ hands. I needed to operate like a Bruce Willis. I decided 
that the thing that made Bruce so irresistible to Cybill was the way he 
paid attention to the little things she did and capitalized on them. 
Some call that sensitivity. I needed to be sensitive and pay attention 
to Laura. But first I needed to be observant and learn about Laura.

Time passed, and I became friendly with Laura, as I was with all of 
my classmates, and therefore learned several interesting things about 
her. She lived with her mom and grandma. She was a big Paula Abdul 
fan and liked to dance. She had a sister named Char who was deaf 
and, as a result, she was proficient with sign language. I also learned 
that she lived less than a block away from Jacob Johnson and often 
times walked to and from school with him.

Goddammitalltohell.
This was not good. With Double-J getting all of this non-stop face 

time, I didn’t stand a chance at becoming her boyfriend. I lived nine 
miles out of town, so I had to come up with a plan to get my foot in 
the door that could be efficiently executed on Monday–Friday 
between the hours of 7:30 and 2:30 without disrupting my classroom 
performance.

Since time was of the essence in this matter, I devised a plan that 
included a “quick win” piece of propaganda and an idea that was 
supposed to wow her and bring my desirability to a level that Jacob 
couldn’t compete with and Laura couldn’t resist. 

The first thing I did was go to the 25-cent toy machines at our local 
supermarket, Gordy’s IGA (downtown, not the one on the lake), where 
I purchased a button that said I “heart shape” NY. I got home and put 
a strip of masking tape over the NY and with a black marker and my 
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alphabet stencil ruler wrote “LAURA.” From that day forward I would 
wear this button on my jacket from the moment I boarded the school 
bus in the morning to the moment before I got off at the end of the 
day (so my parents wouldn’t see). Brilliant. 

Now that I was blatantly advertising my feelings on a custom-
made button, it was time to follow it up with the Bruce Willis 
Sensitivity Phase. Specifically, it was time to learn sign language. In 
my mind, there was no way Laura couldn’t fall for someone who was 
willing to become bilingual on account of her step-sister’s affliction. I 
could communicate with her on this whole other level.

Having committed myself to the language of love, I had to begin 
studying up. I started by going to the Korger-Chestnut library’s card 
catalog and doing a search by subject. I turned up one result: Sesame 
Street Sign Language ABC with Linda Bove. The ABCs seemed like a 
good place to start, so I checked it out.

That night I went to my room and got to work. Each page of this 
book gave a picture of how to do the sign for each letter of the 
alphabet along with the sign for an object that started with that letter 
of the alphabet. After a day or two, I became comfortable with the 
letters and was eager to move on to full words. I, however, quickly 
became frustrated with the uselessness of the words that Sesame 
Street was trying to start me off with. How could I possibly make 
practical use of the sign for octopus (which is simply fist on top of 
open downward facing palm)? I needed better reference material.

This was going to require a trip to the public library, a trip that I 
didn’t see happening in the foreseeable future. At that point, I decided 
that I was sunk and would have to live with the fact that I wasn’t 
meant to have Laura Cawlins. I told myself that the whole sign 
language idea probably wouldn’t have worked anyway. Peeling the 
tape off my button, I went back to loving NY. 

Being a broken-hearted fifth grader really wasn’t much of a 
traumatic event. After I conceded defeat, I moped around for an hour 
or two and quickly refocused on other things, like prepping for my 
upcoming one-for-one Wade Boggs for Nolan Ryan card-trading 
session with Brian Lower. I had lots of other interests and lots of great 
friends at school, including Jacob and Laura. After a while it was 
actually pretty cool seeing them together, and, in fact, Jacob became a 
hero to us all when he became the first of our group to French kiss a 
girl.
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Months later, my fifth-grade year was coming to an end. At this 
point I had completely erased from my mind any notion of me and 
Laura being together but was served one last cruel and embarrassing 
reminder of my past pursuits. One day, Mrs. Rallond, the school 
librarian, came to our class, as she did every two to three months, to 
follow up on overdue library books. I’d never had an overdue library 
book and didn’t think a thing of it as my teacher, Mr. Person, started 
reading through Mrs. Rallond’s list:

“Craig Knorn: Sharks and Hardy Boys: The Mystery of the Iron 
Skillet.”

“Tara Wogahn: Babysitter’s Club...”
Then Mr. Person paused and let out a little chuckle. I thought he 

was a hilarious guy, so when he laughed, I knew it had to be 
something good. But when I looked up, I found that Mr. Person was 
looking directly at me. Then he said it…

“Paul Hogseth: Sesame Street Sign Language ABC.”
At this age, whatever phrase I had in my vocabulary that equated 

to “Holy Shit” was the exact phrase that went through my head. I felt 
my face burning up as my classmates broke out in laughter. I was 
mortified. I quickly glanced at Laura, who was not looking at me but 
was instead exchanging glances with her girlfriends that seemed to be 
confirming that I was indeed a dork who had checked out a Sesame 
Street book. Looking back, I would say their assessment was dead on.

We all have embarrassing events in our lives, and for the most 
part, we all get over them. I got over it, and over the next year I 
realized that there were girls in my hometown that were even nicer, 
cuter, funnier, and taller than Laura. Sixth grade at the Chippewa Falls 
Middle School brought together eight area grade schools and 
introduced an environment where you can’t maintain friendships 
with all of your grade-school pals like you used to.

You start gravitating toward the people that are most like you or, in 
some cases, the people you most want to be like. Cliques form, and in 
some ways people start showing signs of the paths they are choosing 
to take for their futures. Over that year, Jacob and I stayed tight and 
were actually sitting next to each other the day that Laura Cawlins got 
her ass whooped and an earring ripped out in a lunchroom brawl. We 
didn’t really say anything about it, but I’m sure we were both 
wondering how this could be the same sweet girl from Korger-
Chestnut Elementary. §
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Anatomy Of A Submission
by Nick Holle and John Jones

Here at FLYMF we get thousands, sometimes millions, of 
submissions every day. It is our mission to go through each one and 
pick only the best ones, the funniest ones, and the ones that maintain 
our long-standing relationship with dignity and our genuine 
commitment to the craft of the written word. So, you’ll understand, we 
have to reject a shitload of them. 

As you can imagine, this results in a lot of disappointed folks who 
stake their careers on getting published by us. And if that doesn’t make 
us sound like self-righteous assmunchers, why don’t I say something 
like this: It’s not a fun job, but somebody’s got to do it. 

Alas, there are occasional rejected submissions, such as this one, 
“The Birthday”, written by frequent contributor John Jones, that find 
their way onto our pages anyway. It didn’t quite make the cut due to, as 
you’ll see, a subtle charge of political incorrectness. Yet, through the 
course of our correspondence and the heightening of insensitive 
remarks, we decided to turn the turd around for this month’s 
(announced in a deep, echoey voice) “Anatomy of a Submission.” 

*** 

“The Birthday” 

As a kid, there was nothing I enjoyed more than the Planet of the 
Apes movies. It seemed as though a new one came out every year, and 
my Dad and I would always go together to see them. 

Years later, I heard that they were producing a new, updated Apes 
movie. I was very excited by this news because I would now have the 
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opportunity to share one of my childhood pastimes with my own son. 
We watched the film and then, as we left the theater, I could tell by 

the look on his face that he was just as excited by the film as I had 
been as a youngster. A month later, when asked what he wanted for 
his birthday, it came as no surprise when he shouted, “Planet of the 
Apes action figures!!!” 

With his birthday being Saturday, I drove to the [Huge Corporate 
Toy Store] on Friday to purchase his presents. You can imagine my 
dismay when I arrived at the action-figure section to find the Apes 
figures sold out. They had the clothing and accessories but no figures. 

I guess my disappointment was apparent, for a sales clerk 
approached me and inquired, “Can I help you?” 

I told him that I wanted to purchase the Apes action figures for my 
son’s birthday and even explained the whole childhood story to him. 
He listened very intently to my entire sad tale and then smiled and 
said, “You know, I think I have a solution to your problem.” 

He told me to choose the very best assortment of clothes and 
accessories on the shelf. I asked him, “What good will that do without 
the figures?” He assured me that he had a plan and to just follow 
along. After I made my choices, he took me to another section and 
told me, “Now just mix your accessories with these figures, and I’m 
sure that your son will never know the difference.” True to his advice, 
the party was a success. I had never seen my boy so happy. 

Funny, I didn’t even know that the Williams sisters had their own 
action figures..... 

*** 

Hello John. 
Thanks again for submitting to us, but we’re going to pass on this 

one. We thought it was funny and well set up, and personally I’m all 
for crossing the line whenever possible. But with the long and sorry 
history of comparing black people to apes—in the gloriously 
degrading and reprehensible way that all the best racists are akin to 
expressing—we feel it’s better to steer clear of this one.

As always, please feel free to send us more stuff. We dig what you 
do and are always looking for funny crap to fill these pages. 

Thanks, 
Nick Holle 
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*** 

Hey Nick,
I totally understand your feelings regarding the “Birthday” piece. I 

would, on a personal level, like to point out that the comparison of 
the Williams sisters to the ape characters was based on their 
bodybuilding physiques and not on their race. I truly feel that if the 
Williams sisters were Mexicans that the piece would still have the 
same effect. I’ll work on another story.

Thanks for the reply,
John

*** 

Hi John. 
I think I can speak for Venus, Serena, and myself in that we weren’t 

personally offended by your “Birthday” piece. We knew what you were 
aiming for, thought it was pretty funny, but, of course, decided we 
should probably steer clear of that one. And I laughed so hard at your 
Mexican line that I am now considering putting this entire 
correspondence as a piece for FLYMF. I’ll get back you on that one 
after I figure out what to do with these Jews I’ve got locked in the 
basement. 

Thanks, 
Nick “Buchenwald” Holle 

***

As you can see, things were beginning to get out of hand. What 
started as concern over racist overtones suddenly turned into 
unadulterated, overtly racist remarks. And suddenly, I started wishing I 
were Jewish so that my joke about the Jews—who were not in my 
basement at all—would be okay. Because that’s how it works. 

But after quickly surveying my genealogy, I discovered I wasn’t a 
Jew. I am German! Fuck me! 

Not only was I completely embarrassing myself, my family, FLYMF, 
and years of open-minded acceptedness of all peoples, but I was also 
busy making smart-ass remarks on FLYMF’s Message Board about 
finger-fucking infants! 
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My life was on a downward spiral. 
If you consult our message board by clicking here, and going to 

“Discuss FLYMF” and then onward to the “Communist infiltration of 
FLYMF” thread, you’ll find that I made a comment about how I finger-
fucked former Communist headhunter Joe McCarthy’s great-
granddaughter. Presumably, this would give me immunity from any 
un-American activities that FLYMF has committed. Crude? Lame? 
Perhaps. I was just trying to be a smart aleck. But then it was pointed 
out that Joe McCarthy’s great-granddaughter is probably just an 
infant! 

As you’ll see, I did my best to soothe the situation, but with all this 
happening at once, I was disappointed with myself. 

But there’s nothing like pouring fuel on a flesh wound, and that’s 
what happened when John resubmitted his “Birthday” piece for 
reconsideration. 

***

As a kid, there was nothing I enjoyed more than the Planet of the 
Apes movies. It seemed as though a new one came out every year, and 
my Dad and I would always go together to see them. 

Years later, I heard that they were producing a new, updated Apes 
movie. I was very excited by this news because I would now have the 
opportunity to share one of my childhood pastimes with my own son. 

We watched the film and then, as we left the theater, I could tell by 
the look on his face that he was just as excited by the film as I had 
been as a youngster. A month later, when asked what he wanted for 
his birthday, it came as no surprise when he shouted, “Planet of the 
Apes action figures!!!” 

With his birthday being Saturday, I drove to the [Huge Corporate 
Toy Store] on Friday to purchase his presents. You can imagine my 
dismay when I arrived at the action figure section to find the Apes 
figures sold out. They had the clothing and accessories but no figures. 

I guess my disappointment was apparent, for a sales clerk 
approached me and inquired, “Can I help you?” 

I told him that I wanted to purchase the Apes action figures for my 
son’s birthday and even explained the whole childhood story to him. 
He listened very intently to my entire sad tale and then smiled and 
said, “You know, I think I have a solution to your problem.” 
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He told me to choose the very best assortment of clothes and 
accessories on the shelf. I asked him, “What good will that do without 
the figures?” He assured me that he had a plan and to just follow 
along. After I made my choices, he took me to another section and 
told me, “Now just mix your accessories with these figures, and I’m 
sure that your son will never know the difference.” True to his advice, 
the party was a success. I had never seen my boy so happy. 

Funny, I didn’t even know that Joe McCarthy’s great-
granddaughter had her own action figure..... 

JJones 

Figure that it has a chance now since Joey Mac ain’t black.

***

Was he implying that I finger-banged an ape? He was. Crap. I finger-
banged an ape. 

Perhaps even an infant ape. 
In a way, I feel sad. Embarrassed. I would like to claim 

drunkenness, seeing that there is some unwritten code that doing so 
absolves heinous, unfathomable acts performed under the influence. At 
best, I should apologize to the goddamned ape. 

I’m sorry, little lady. 
I would like to point out, though, that my willingness to engage in 

such an activity does indicate a broad acceptance of beings of different 
races (in this case, apehood), ages (in this case, infancy), and creeds (in 
this case, un-Americanism). So maybe things are looking up. 

At any rate, this has been a shameful month. 
As for John Jones, clearly he’s the hero in all of this. He was just 

writing about a connection with his son, how he problem-solved his 
way into not disappointing the ape-loving lad on his birthday. And 
here, I’ve made a mockery of an honest man’s words—a touching 
moment in his life—by making fun of the Holocaust and finger-
banging apes. 

If only I could repay him by agreeing to publish his piece…and then 
twisting it to make it all about me. That’s selfish! And reprehensible! 
But at least he’ll be published by the wildly successful staple of hilarity 
that is FLYMF. §
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Dhaka Ltd.
by James Seidler

My own job was outsourced back to me yesterday. 
I was as surprised by it as anyone. I was clicking through on 

Craigslist, looking for some freelance marketing gigs, when I saw the 
project I’d been working on right before Lackey and Dwyer Inc. had 
let us know we were all getting canned. Nothing personal, they’d told 
us. Production was just cheaper overseas.

“Where overseas?” I’d wondered.
“Bangladesh, mostly,” they answered.
I asked what the hell they knew about writing ad copy in 

Bangladesh. They told me they knew enough about it to do it for a 
quarter of what they paid me and to have my desk cleared out by the 
afternoon. I was sure there’d be a public outcry about the rash of 
poorly written ads by non-native English speakers with no cultural 
connection to the United States—getting us all our jobs back—but it 
turned out nobody noticed. Go figure.

The freelance job was for Premium Mail, which was just like 
regular mail, except you pay for it. The company offering it, Savõr, 
had supposedly come up with a dynamic profiling matrix to specially 
tailor the contents of your mailbox to your personality, but all they 
really did was throw out all of the credit card offers and toss in an 
extra pizza coupon every week. We projected it to top the billion 
dollar mark within five years.

I’d decided not to mention my previous work on the project when 
applying, figuring it was better to go in without any baggage. The 
headhunter from Dhaka Ltd. liked my ideas, and we ended up with an 
agreement that paid me an eighth of what I’d previously made.

Now I just had to do the work. There was one problem, though. A 
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quick calculation of the amount of money I was receiving for the 
project versus my desired hourly wage meant that I had to wrap the 
whole thing up in 40 minutes to get my money’s worth.

I considered deliberately bombing the project to make my 
overseas replacement look bad, striking a blow for the American 
worker, but my rent was coming up, and I really needed the cash. Still, 
my dignity wouldn’t let me start work on the project when I was 
getting paid peanuts. So, I compromised by contacting the local 
community college about their student intern program.

It took me about five minutes to get my posting ready, then 
another five to throw out all of the male resumes and sift through the 
female ones looking for the one with the hottest name. By the time I 
called Cassandra Villanueva to let her know she had the job, I was 
down to 30 minutes.

Luckily, it only took Cassie a couple minutes to grasp the project. I 
told her that I was looking for something iPod-meets-cable-on-
demand-meets-mail and stressed the fact that successful 
businesspeople need to be able to work without supervision. Then I 
disconnected my phone and spent the rest of the week playing video 
games. Brilliant, huh? I still had 20 minutes to proofread the thing 
before I sent it in.

The only problem? When I got the final product on Friday, instead 
of a marketing campaign, I seemed to have an essay on the history of 
mail. And a badly written one at that. To quote:

“Since the beginning of time, man has been looking for ways to 
communicate with each other. The first modern mail system was 
made in England in 1837 when the stamp was invented. Back then it 
only cost a penny to mail a letter, and it could take months for it to be 
delivered. We’ve come a long way since then. Or have we?”

I skimmed the rest. There were eight more pages of the same, 
including sections on the Pony Express and carrier pigeons. There 
was also a URL for best_term_papers.com embedded at the bottom of 
the page, along with a notice saying, “BE SURE TO DELETE THIS 
NOTICE.”

I called Cassie.
“Hello?” she answered.
“I don’t even know what to say to you,” I told her.
“What do you mean?” she asked. It was obvious she knew what I 

meant.
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“It’s not that you bought the paper that bothers me. It’s that you 
had so little respect for my ability to figure it out.”

She started to cry.
“Don’t think that’s going to win me over, honey. You just cost me a 

lot of cash!”
“I’m sorry,” she blubbered.
“Sorry or not, Cassie, I don’t see how I’m going to be able to give 

you a passing grade here.”
She started to cry harder. I could hear snot sounds coming over 

the phone, and then those little gasps someone makes when they 
start to hyperventilate. “Now…I’ll…never…get into…the accounting 
program.”

Well, thank God, I thought. Who’d want a nitwit like her doing 
their taxes? But then I started to feel a little sorry for her.

“Cassie.”
“Oh, God,” she sobbed.
“Cassie, listen to me. I can’t just let this go—you screwed up. But 

it’s my fault too—I probably threw you in over your head. So I’ll tell 
you what I’m going to do. If you give me $300, I’ll pretend the whole 
thing never happened.”

She sniffled at the other end of the line. “You’re asking me for a 
bribe?”

“Just look at it as the cost of doing business.”
She agreed, and that was that. I had the money to pay my rent, and 

since I’d already gone over the time I’d budgeted for the project, I just 
blocked the e-mail address for Dhaka Ltd. from my inbox.

American worker, one. Bangladesh, zero. §
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My Washington Romance
by Laura Callier

Weddings traditionally, or at least in most 80s movies, put people 
in the mood. The mood for love, the mood for sex, the mood for some 
human connection. Is it because they symbolize the ideals of love? 
The culmination, the peak of romance? 

In any case, killing time on the streets of D.C. before the wedding 
of Jennifer, my best friend from junior high, it seemed as if fate had a 
touch of romance in store for me. Entering the National Gallery of Art, 
I expected to wander the halls in solitude. Never did I imagine that 
my life and my heart would be forever changed.

For some reason, all galleries and museums I perused during my 
stay in D.C. first required a bag search. I wasn’t really clear what the 
guards were searching for. Guns? Had there been a rash of sculpture 
shooting recently? Liquor? Usually they search one’s bags for liquor at 
concerts. Were they worried it would be harder to appreciate the 
ironies of Dadaism completely trashed? Well, why didn’t they offer 
sobriety tests at the door? 

Anyhow, the purse searches I was subjected to were so cursory and 
half-hearted that I could have had a small bird in there. Livestock? 
Were they looking for wildlife? SARS? Ebola in our bags? Were those 
diseases even of concern anymore? It was hard to keep up with 
whatever pandemic was in vogue at the moment. I learned that day, 
though, what one man was looking for. In purses, and in life.

I plopped my bag on the counter, parted its lips, and the 80-year-
old security guard prodded its insides with what appeared to be a 
drumstick. Not like a piece of fried chicken, like a long, 
wooden…nevermind. As he poked around my bag, he noted my wad 
of dollar bills.   
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“A woman with money? I been lookin’ for a woman with some 
money,” the elderly man said seductively.   

“Well then, I guess I’m your lady,” I quipped back, gazing into his 
wet, blue eyes, cloudy with cataracts behind his thick, wire frames.   

“You got enough for the both of us?” He smiled dashingly at me as 
he scratched one of the liver spots on his arm. I smiled back, keeping 
my outer calm, while inside I began to panic. Did I? Did I have 
enough for the both of us? Oh my god, what were his standards of 
living? I didn’t even know, and here I had just committed myself to a 
life with this octogenarian security guard. 

And what about my man back home? I had carelessly thrown our 
three months together aside when a confident senior citizen had 
asked me to. This was all happening so fast. My mind was racing. The 
guard turned around, and I walked away, afraid. Exhilarated.   

Suddenly, I found myself in the sprawling museum gift shop. 
There was jewelry, posters, art books, magnets, and postcards 
emblazoned with the paintings and images of the bevy of artists 
featured in the National Gallery. My mind turned to my artist friends 
back home and what they would be feeling here in this gift shop. 

“Selling out,” I could hear them murmur of the Warhol magnet set 
as they extolled the virtues of not selling out as an artist. In fact, just 
the night before, at the wedding rehearsal dinner, I had sat next to a 
woman who was complaining about her job as a photo editor for 
Town and Country magazine. I said that sounded like a pretty cool job 
as she talked about being flown all over the country and the life in 
Brooklyn it afforded her. She groaned and said she couldn’t wait to 
quit and go back to school for a master’s in art history, as she felt like 
such a sell-out at her job.   

I nodded with understanding, as did the economist to her left. I 
gave thanks for my job back home as a pizza cashier. I smirked as I 
thought about all the free pizza I ate on a daily basis, my $8 an hour, 
and the pride I felt at never selling out and letting “the man” fly me to 
Uruguay on his dime to supervise the photo shoot of a cave. Poor girl. 
There in the gift shop, I chuckled to myself again, until his words ran 
through my mind once more.

“I been lookin’ for a woman with some money.” I gazed around the 
gift shop. Should I start buying my new lover gifts here? How 
carelessly was I supposed to throw my dough around as his “woman 
with some money?”   
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I started to feel panicky again. Why was I even here in the gift 
shop? It was so huge, and I couldn’t figure out how to get out of there. 
BUY! BUY THESE ART DECO EARRINGS! BUY! BUY THIS BOOK 
ABOUT THE DECORATIVE ARTS OF THE 1700S! BUY! YOU HAVE 
MONEY! WE’VE SEEN THE INNER WORKINGS OF YOUR PURSE! 
BUY! BUY!!! I almost knocked over a tower of Marcel Duchamp coffee 
mugs as I reeled from the pressure. I stumbled out of the gift shop 
without making a purchase. As I began to sigh with relief, I realized I 
was now in the Gallery Café.   

“I been lookin’ for a woman with some money.” Oh my god, I 
should start making us reservations. My 80-year-old security guard 
boyfriend was probably going to want to eat at all of the finest 
restaurants. Did he eat red meat? Did he like Greek? Thai? God, I had 
rushed into our whirlwind courtship so fast, I didn’t even know where 
to begin. 

Come to think of it, I hadn’t even caught his name. Hmm. He 
looked like a George, and for the time being, I figured I would 
mentally just call him that. Why the hell was I still in this café? Was 
there actually any art here in the West Building of the National 
Gallery? I ran haphazardly between the tables while a strangely erotic 
young girl stared.   

Jesus Christ, she couldn’t have been more than nine years old! Why 
was she wearing eyeliner and standing all seductively with her lips 
slightly pursed? I considered punching her on the way out to calm my 
discomfort but exited with a sprint instead.  

Still feeling mildly traumatized, I wandered through a room of 
large tapestries into a hall of clouded mirrors and shiny turquoise dog 
heads. It was set up like a sitting room in a fancy castle, and I began 
to feel claustrophobic.   

“I been lookin for a woman with some money.” Oh God, we were 
going to have to get a new place! There was no way my dirty one-
bedroom apartment was going to suit my elderly gigolo George. Sure, 
it had hardwood floors, but someone had seen fit to paint the floors 
an odd burnt sienna that was now furiously chipping away. The vinyl 
on the kitchen floor was stained to look permanently filthy, the 
shower walls were falling off…these were only some of the cosmetic 
pitfalls of my home. Surely, George would want to live in the sort of 
splendor of a man who’d been “lookin for a woman with some 
money.”   
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I hated the National Gallery and the pressures of this new 
relationship. I ran past a gilded collection of religious iconography. 
There was a nun, looking wild eyed and terrified. I paused as I envied 
the small, scared woman in the comfortable-looking sandals. Her 
vows of poverty and chastity would keep her safe from ever being 
romantically ensnared by a man-beast such as George. Poverty and 
chastity…nuns take that vow, right? Or was it monks? I had no time to 
ask her.  

I stumbled down a small flight of stairs and burst into the sunlight. 
I put on my sunglasses as I wandered down Constitution Avenue, 
feeling disillusioned and dirty. Hot dog stands, T-shirt stands, street 
musicians, and tourists consumed the sidewalks. 

I knew what I needed to do. I needed to eat a hot dog. 
I reached into my purse and found the wad of dollar bills that had 

so easily seduced my elderly lover. In slow motion, I handed the 
dollar bills to the vendor, and as I received the hot dog, I watched my 
future with George slip away with the cash transaction.  

I took off my sunglasses. Everything looked so different now. I 
didn’t have any money anymore and had thus lost my old man, 
possibly the only man I’d ever truly loved. I had been a vegetarian 
(give or take some pepperoni pizza and some mini cheeseburgers) for 
almost six months, and with every bite of the hot dog, that was 
slipping away too. 

And yet, I felt so free. I had the blue sky! I had my hot dog! And I 
had the Museum of Natural History in front of me. I decided to enter. 
It was a woman who searched my purse this time. She smiled and 
wished me a good day. I was gonna have one, baby. I was gonna have 
a fucking awesome day. We didn’t need George. We had each other. 
This was going to be something special. §
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A Jacket’s Sentimental Ties
by Jean-Pierre Lacrampe

Whenever a dinner or party conversation begins to spin and sputter 
its wheels on the subject of what a character this person is or what a 
rogue Charlie So-and-So is, I’m forced to narrate, in thorough detail, 
the altogether true happenings of my run-in one autumn weekend 
with quite veritably the world’s most shameless scoundrel: 

Greebald Duffy was soaking up a considerable amount of my 
liquor with a considerable amount of my food when my wife 
introduced me. If you are the type who puts any sort of stock in first 
impressions, I recall immediately thinking: “Dear me.” 

I tried hard not to pull a face.
At a glance, Mr. Duffy looked to be on the less fortunate side of 

forty, with a tremendous paunch and matching posture. He might 
have been a middle manager at Sears. He might have even been a 
traveling salesman of some kind. He was most certainly not a tailor.

Politeness being a point of pride with me, I strained to cork these 
harmless prejudices—I smiled brightly, tossed Greebald my hand, 
and earnestly inquired as to his well-being.

Shaking off my pleasantries, however, Mr. Duffy boisterously and 
quite aberrantly informed me that the best way to save money at “one 
of these parties” was simply to put cheap liquor into fancy bottles.

A bit dazed, I withdrew my hand as a blithe Mr. Duffy siphoned off 
his drink and deftly funneled my most expensive bottle of brandy into 
a pocket flask.

I stood stunned.
In place of my retort, Duffy barreled forth in the vein of 

conversation he had so brazenly started, confidentially assuring me 
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that, “No one can tell the difference.” At this point, to punctuate his 
sentiments, Greebald offered me a jarring nudge to the ribs and 
waited, as though for the forthcoming display of my appreciation.

The unnerving aplomb of Mr. Duffy—modesty forces me to 
admit—served to silence my wide-held voluble nature until I was 
finally able, after a few brief moments, to stutter out that it was, after 
all, only money between friends.

To this he immediately snorted, “Mind cutting me a check then?”
I scoffed. Openly.
This was clearly not a conversation worth continuing, and 

noticing that our exchange was soliciting attention from nearby 
guests, I decided it wise to exit, however unceremoniously.

Danger, as I always say, trumps dignity.
“It’s in the mail, Mr. Duffy.” I craned backward, steering myself to 

friendlier and more familiar circles.
Through casual conversations with casual acquaintances, I 

ascertained that Greebald Duffy was the nephew of one of my wife’s 
friends—although I’m puzzled why anyone would admit that fact. I 
also discovered that he had lost a considerable amount of money, 
derived solely from inheritance, on a pyramid scheme in which he 
was distinctly the obtuse angle.

Mr. Duffy was not well-esteemed, even by self-ascribed friends. It 
appears he had a nasty habit of popping over unannounced and 
shrilly weeping until a comfortable sum of money was 
borrowed—although, the enunciation of “borrowed” led me to 
believe that Duffy rarely, if ever, returned the favor.

If you’ll allow me to editorialize, I found Greebald Duffy to be an 
odious whelp of a man, a conclusion in concord with the rest of the 
party. He was—most likely still is—inexcusably short, incorrigibly 
heavyset, and undeniably balding in an undistinguished 
way—prompting the well-suited nickname, Greebaldy. Rather than 
wear spectacles, he squinted profusely. Those in proximity were 
blessed if his torrential sneezes were blocked by his shirtsleeves. 
Unless discussing money, he was extraordinarily hard of 
hearing—inducing me to label him, much to the party’s delight, 
Greebald Deafy. He smelled entirely worse than he looked. 

Not all of this is opinion, you understand. Fact: Greebald Duffy at 
once stirred up feelings of pity and feelings of hatred for pitying such 
an awful man. Beyond matters of appearance, one could say that his 
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decorum’s fabric—if you will allow me some figurative 
flourishes—was unfit for his own shabby suit. 

Perhaps you think I’m being unduly hard on Mr. Duffy? This I’ll 
admit: Greebald could be considered fairly…intriguing—perhaps 
even to the point of captivating. At times I felt inclined to forgive the 
faults that he so brashly displayed. 

A fault acknowledged, as I always say, is a fault redeemed. 
And while Mr. Duffy did not technically or verbally acknowledge 

his personality’s foibles, he so keenly and punctually demonstrated 
them that one got the impression that, at least subconsciously, he was 
ceaselessly admitting his failure, ad nauseam.

Yet, just when this strand of pity began creeping up, I would catch 
Mr. Duffy in the act of atrocity. Just when I was poised to disregard his 
abominable manners or his unsightly appearance, Greebald Duffy 
would astound me by conspicuously, and all-too-frequently, blinking 
at my wife’s chest—done, of course, while matting his greased fingers 
on the nearest and always most expensive piece of upholstery. 

In short: With regard to a man like Greebald Duffy, there is 
absolutely nothing to do with him except have absolutely nothing to 
do with him. 

I’m afraid I’ve gotten off track. Back to the party.
Overall—despite my tiff with Duffy—the evening was a smashing 

success. And that’s not a term I wing around lightly, either. Oliver 
Hensley personally congratulated me and my wife on throwing the 
“party of the season.” I heard, secondhand, that Mary Burnam 
thought it “first-rate fun.” Modesty prohibits me from publishing the 
remaining compliments—but, suffice it to say, there were others. 

All in all, it wasn’t until around midnight that my soiree spilled out 
into the chilly November night. I, as my hosting duties dictated, was 
working the door and, on occasion, jokingly bragging about my short 
commute home. I can be quite a riot when I’ve had a few in me.

I’d be lying if I told you I hadn’t spent some of my time keeping an 
eye out for our dear friend Duffy, but he failed to show. I was forced to 
conclude he had made a boorish exit earlier in the night, unnoticed. 
Feelings of both relief and regret swarmed inside me—I had been 
looking forward to heckling him from my house with a patented, 
“Have a nice life, Deafy.” Trying, however, to focus on the successes of 
the night, I climbed my stairs for bed a weary, but contented, man.

I awoke to both my wife’s gentle prodding and a prodigious 



FLYMF’s Greatest Hits

302

headache. I’ve never been accustomed to drinking large amounts and 
was therefore left with the gathering clouds of a hangover. 

My wife, seemingly disinterested in my condition, continued to 
bully me awake with the news that I had a telephone call. Without the 
headache, my suspicions would have arisen sooner: It was ten o’clock 
on Sunday. Anyone with a shred of manners doesn’t choose such a 
time for telephone calls. Grabbing the receiver and softly coughing up 
a hello, I heard the absolute most-chilling words in the world: “I 
believe I have something that belongs to you.”

It was, all too naturally, Greebald Duffy, who rather vaguely 
explained that he had “mistakenly” grabbed my jacket last night and 
was “eager” to deliver it back to me. Of course, Duffy’s understanding 
of "deliver" was sizably different from my own, as he wondered aloud 
if I would be able to meet him downtown for the exchange. 

Point of interest: The word “exchange” was aspirated in the 
selfsame way that guests had highlighted the word “borrowed” when 
discussing Greebald’s house calls. 

Despite my pleas for a meeting sometime Monday, Duffy insisted 
upon a lunchtime handoff. He proceeded to jubilantly describe my 
jacket in intimate detail, as though to entice its speedy recovery. 
Example: “It has three interior silk-lined pockets, correct?” Suits are, 
may I say, something I pay remarkably little attention to. But people 
describing suits? That would test the patience of a wristwatch.

To further persuade, Mr. Duffy, in an altogether waggish tone, 
made recurring references to an “interesting photograph” that he 
had—once again “mistakenly”—uncovered. With a wince, I 
comprehended precisely which jacket and photograph our friend 
Duffy was so enthusiastically referring to. An accidental goddammit 
may have escaped my lips. Either way, I quickly acquiesced to Duffy’s 
offer of a noon-time meeting. One does not, after all, haggle over a 
jacket with such sentimental ties. 

After begrudgingly asking for directions, I inquired quite sincerely 
as to what his jacket looked like, in order to bring the correct one to 
the exchange. 

“My jacket?” Greebald asked, thoroughly annoyed. “What on earth 
are you talking about?” 

In a flash, I got a strikingly clear picture of Greebald Duffy. 
Perhaps I should take a moment to clarify why, exactly, Mr. Duffy 

was so excited to be in possession of my jacket—or, perhaps, 
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moreover, the content of the photograph in question. I am not, by any 
account, an immoral man. On the contrary, most people find me 
refreshingly righteous. I never cheat in business, at cards, or on my 
wife. 

However, as I said before, I’m not in the habit of drinking in large 
amounts—a fact that testifies to the temperance of my 
character—and therefore there are rare times when my behavior 
becomes…questionable. Yes, questionable is indeed the word: 
Nothing more, maybe less. As such, Greebald Duffy was not sitting on 
any concrete proof of poor conduct or infidelity, merely something 
that might raise a significant number of questions concerning my 
intentions, if not my actions. Questions I didn’t feel like answering. 

Would my wife believe such a woman was merely sitting on my 
lap? Perhaps, perhaps not. Women can be, let’s face it plainly, rather 
imaginative—something even a bookie wouldn’t wager against. And I 
never gamble. Clearly, you can see my dilemma and why, at eleven 
o’clock on a Sunday morning, with an orchestral headache, I ventured 
downtown to meet Mr. Duffy. 

Allow me to say, purely as a matter of public record, that an aged 
groundhog could have given more precise directions than Mr. 
Greebald Daffy—who knotted and weaved me through a series of 
garbled shortcuts that left me impatiently asking recurring 
pedestrians just where in the hell the Drink and Dive Tavern was!

This from a man who never swears. 
It took roughly two hours to find the place Duffy had specified, 

and I got the distinct impression he was at the moment laughingly 
describing this machinated ordeal to anyone who would listen—an 
impression that was firmly cemented when I caught him chumming it 
up with the bar hand.

A few quick words about the Drink and Dive Tavern: The place 
smelled like a dilapidated dairy farm—a peculiar mixture of mold and 
manure. The only discernible source of light came from regulars 
setting their volleys of cigarettes aflame. One had to pole-jump over 
heaps of downed drunkards. 

Striking a match, I located Mr. Duffy and bushwhacked my way to 
the dining area, scattering change as a diversionary tactic. 

As I walked over, I overheard Greebald recounting the time a lady 
had informed him of his “terrible view of women.” Anticipating the 
punch line, I gripped the bar as Greebald unabashedly sang out, “So, I 
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asked her to send another one in, and I’ll take a look at her!” 
This had been a popular joke from last night’s party. One deftly 

told—and lived—by my good friend and co-worker, Les Markmen. 
Duffy’s impudence was astounding—somebody, I thought, should 
really do something about it. I did not, however, have the time or 
inclination to oust Mr. Duffy as a plagiarizer to some nondescript 
soda jerk. So after the laughter subsided, I simply nodded, ordered a 
double shot of bourbon, and took my rather sticky seat. 

The table, let me say, was covered with several half-eaten plates of 
food and empty pint glasses—as though Duffy had been marooned 
there for weeks, after first enduring a formidable hunger strike. 

“Did you find the place all right?” Duffy asked, quite smugly.
To this I immediately snorted, “I most certainly did not. Your 

directions couldn’t have been worse if they were to China.” 
Realizing my mistake in tone, however, I quickly redirected the 

conversation to my jacket. “I’m very pleased to have my jacket 
returned to me, though.” 

“I bet,” scoffed Greebald.
“That jacket, you see, has sentimental ties. It’s very important to 

me.”
“Oh, I bet.”
“How is it, exactly, that you mistook it for your own?”
“Oh, you know—just grabbed the wrong one.”
I most certainly did not know. I have been alive for forty-three-and-

one-half years, been to more dinner parties than modesty permits me 
to say, and have never, ever grabbed the wrong jacket. Still, tact 
caught the rougher side of my tongue:

“And, Mr. Duffy,” I began evenly, “what became of your jacket?”
“Guess I forgot to bring mine after all. How silly, huh?”
This was perhaps the sole point upon which Greebald and I 

agreed. 
“It’s a very nice jacket,” Duffy mused absently. “Did I mention the 

photograph?”
“You said something.”
“Very risqué.” 
To punch up his point, Greebald took the photograph out and 

glanced at it admiringly. 
“Did your wife take this?” 
“No. She was absent. In California at the time.”
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“Oh, well…perhaps she’d like to see what she missed.”
“That’s quite enough of that, Mr. Duffy. Would you please give me 

my jacket and photograph back?”
“Oh, I didn’t realize the photograph also had…what was it? Oh, 

yes…sentimental attachment.”
“Sentimental ties, Mr. Duffy. And I don’t see how that is any of your 

business.”
“Business! What an apropos time to bring up business!?!”
I was certainly beginning to see what Greebald had in mind when 

he said the word “exchange” over the phone. 
“Mr. Duffy,” I sighed brusquely, “I’m afraid I don’t seem to see what 

you have in mind.”
“Well, I don’t know about you, but when someone recovers 

something of mine with sentimental ties, there’s usually a reward 
involved.” 

“May I remind you, Mr. Duffy, that you did not recover my jacket, 
so much as lose it on my behalf? This is, for all intents and purposes, 
extortion.”

“No, this is, after all,” Duffy burbled—in rather a mocking tone, if 
you will allow me to editorialize—“just a little money between 
friends.” 

There was plainly no need to delve further in discussion.
“Very well. How much, Mr. Duffy?”
“Two hundred.”
“Done.”
“And fifty.”
“Done, Mr. Duffy.”
Deciding that I was getting out of this cheaply, I quickly cut him a 

check for $250, and we exchanged our respectively desired items. I 
recall Duffy immediately groused over receiving a personal check, 
and he may have at one point, under his breath, asked to see my 
driver’s license.

As for my jacket: Despite my quite mitigated inquiries, Mr. Duffy 
remained vigilantly unresponsive about a peculiar stain mottling the 
right sleeve. Instead, swilling down the remainder of his beer—and 
extolling the possibility that we might yet be friends!—Greebald, in 
obvious high spirits, informed me that he had to use the “little boy’s 
room” before settling the restaurant bill. My objection to this order of 
events went wholly unnoticed and, abjectly, I slumped in my chair 
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and ordered another bourbon.
After an excruciatingly long wait of thirty minutes or so—during 

which I found ample time to correctly explain the origin of “Mr. 
Duffy’s” story to the barkeep—I got the not-too-sneaking suspicion 
that Duffy had no plans of returning. That he had, in actuality, 
skipped out on his tab, leaving me responsible for his feast.

Exhausted and resigned to defeat, I dropped fifty dollars—on four 
different entrees—cursed my miserable luck, and intent on getting 
my money’s worth, toddled off to use the gentlemen’s facilities before 
my long drive home. 

Upon entering the bathroom, I was immediately struck by the 
sight of Greebald Duffy’s wedged, gabardine-clothed body lodged a 
little less than halfway through the absurdly small window of the 
Drink and Dive Tavern’s men’s room.

Duffy must have sensed the presence of someone other than 
himself. But, contrary to what I might have imagined, he didn’t begin 
screaming for help, offering up some poorly contrived excuse of 
rescuing a wounded bird. Instead, his body sort of tensed up, as 
though poised for a spanking—or as if to become less conspicuous, 
despite the overall physical impossibility of such a feat. It is, after all, 
quite difficult for a 240-pound man barreled in a bathroom window 
to seem at all inconspicuous—much more difficult than, say, for a 
240-pound man to pass himself through a bathroom window in the 
first place. 

A serene feeling of joy pounded inside me; the words were out of 
my mouth before I knew it.

“Justice, Mr. Duffy,” I excitedly pointed out, “seems to have a tiny 
bladder.”

With that—and a jarring swat on his caboose—I pried my freshly 
minted check from Duffy’s trouser pocket, wondering aloud if 
Greebald and I might yet be friends indeed.

At that moment, if I’m to be honest, I certainly thought so.
In a flash, I stormed out of the lavatory, removed my fifty dollars 

from the barroom table, politely asked the bartender for another shot 
of bourbon, and—siphoning off my drink—told him the outstanding 
news. 

“The gentleman lodged in your bathroom window will be footing 
today’s bill,” I said, in obvious high spirits, and walked ceremoniously 
out the door. §
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Scenes From Behind The 
Counter At 7-Eleven

by James Seidler

It’s a cliché, but working in a convenience store, you get to know 
the people who come in. They generally think themselves invisible, 
secure in the flood of comings and goings, all of the different people 
that make up a shift. And sure, there are a lot of people, but it doesn’t 
take more than two late-night runs to be known as the condom guy, 
or mister macaroni, or someone who, based on the regularity with 
which they buy the big bottle of Ex-Lax ($8.99), should really consider 
adding more fiber to their diet.

With the regulars, it reaches the point where I could ring them up 
before they even reach the register, but doing that would rob them of 
the anonymity people come to convenience stores to find, sending 
them, slightly spooked, to the Walgreens down the block where they 
can find a cashier with the decorum to properly ignore them.

It’s another truth about working in the convenience industry that 
learning a little about the people who come into your place inevitably 
leads you to assume you know a great deal more about them. Before 
long you’re sure not only about the fact that wine-lady will come in 
every Thursday around 8:30 for a bottle of seven-dollar Merlot, but 
you know the glass she drinks it in, the meal that accompanies it, and 
the man who shares it, whom you visualize right down to the rimless 
frames of his glasses. It reaches the point that when you spot some 
small verification, such as a muffled man-form slumped patiently in 
his seat in the parking lot, you begin to trust that all of your other 
assumptions are right as well, leaving your lotto junkies and Slurpie 
enthusiasts to proceed through the clockwork lives you’ve established 
for them.

All of this I say by way of explaining how I came to fall in love with 
someone I didn’t know at all.
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Those who work in the convenience industry won’t be surprised to 
hear about my predicament. After all, in the five months I’ve worked 
at the 7-Eleven at the intersection of Waveland and Broadway, I’ve 
engaged in no less than seven marriages of fancy, some complete 
with children and tearful deathbed farewells, as well as 400 significant 
long-term relationships and 3,700 hasty trysts in the employees’ 
restroom, for which I hold, Excalibur-like, the single key.

Still, this particular romance was complicated somewhat by the 
thing she came in for: the newspaper. This was notable for several 
reasons. First, it meant she came in every day, enabling the regular 
contact necessary for chance infatuation to deepen into true love. 
Second, it allowed her to remain a complete mystery. Every day she 
paid for her newspaper with exact change, two round quarters, which 
she plopped on the counter as she picked up the paper and left, 
placing her in the store for three seconds per visit, far short of the 
time necessary to lure her in with my counterman’s charms.

Every day she’d come in right at the same time, five after eight. 
Shortly before she was due to arrive I would scan the skies outside the 
store to be as up-to-the-minute on my weather talk as would be 
necessary to win a woman of this caliber. But even as she continued 
to reel me in with her brisk pace and business-casual wear, which, 
like a blue-wool cocoon, promised even-greater future beauty, her 
gruesome efficiency served to keep us apart.

Day by day I waited, hoping this would be the day she happened 
to chance upon the true love that pined for her behind the counter, 
helpfully nametagged “Ken.” Day by day, she left me disappointed.

Eventually, waiting was no longer enough, and I became driven to 
take the action that would make her mine. My first thought was to 
move the newspaper rack from its typical position by the door to a 
spot right in front of the counter, reasoning that might give us enough 
face-to-face time for Cupid to work his magic. The shortcomings in 
this plan were immediately apparent the next morning when, failing 
to find the newsstand in its regular place, she dashed back out again 
without a moment’s pause. For twenty-four hours I trembled, sure I’d 
lost her to Walgreens forever; it was only when she came back the 
next morning and completed her transaction in her typical brusque 
manner that I could breathe easy again.

My initial attempt foiled, I moved on to something more thorough. 
The panic that had followed her initial disappearance had led me to 
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take a critical look at my surroundings, and I wasn’t impressed with 
what I saw. No woman with class wants to be wooed in a place that 
lacks it, but here I’d been, chasing after a woman accustomed to the 
finer things in life in a place where the floor sat shadowed beneath a 
thick layer of grime and the grease on the hot-dog machine streaked 
three-fourths of the way up the glass.

I began to clean, not with the willful negligence of my enforced 
duties, but with the enthusiasm of a man driven. Digging out the 
franchise handbook, I pored through it for tips, learning that adding 
soap to the water in the mop bucket worked better than water alone, 
and that the whole process works best if the old water is dumped out 
each time instead of merely being topped off. Another surprise was 
that what I’d always taken to be a desiccating agent in the popcorn 
machine was actually a spider’s nest, which I took care of by running 
the machine at its highest setting for three hours straight.

Within a week the place gleamed. Empowered by the new 
cleanliness, as well as the fresh flowers I put out every morning at 
7:45, I was sure I was in. But she still didn’t talk to me.

Finally, I hit upon my best idea yet. Instead of moving the 
newspaper rack over to me in one fell swoop, which had been 
disastrous, I resolved to move it bit-by-bit, day-by-day, until it finally 
arrived at the desired position.

It worked perfectly. Every day she was drawn in a little further 
until finally, one day, with the rack in its final position, she picked up 
her newspaper, then looked up to speak.

Time froze. Her face shone before me like a fine pearl, its 
smoothness only intensified by the emerald cut of her eyes. Waving 
her paper in my direction, and hopefully taking note of the fresh 
peonies I’d picked up that morning, she pinched the supple expanses 
of her lips together before saying her first words to me.

“You know,” she said, “this newspaper rack didn’t used to be so far 
from the door.”

“I love you,” I replied.
A disgusted look crossed her face, and she tossed her fifty cents 

onto the counter and left, never to be seen again.
That’s how it goes sometimes in the convenience industry. 

Relationships turn bad. Instead of getting bitter about it, I just like to 
count my blessings: a flexible work schedule, all the hot dogs I can 
eat, and, of course, the steamy sex in the employee restroom. §
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I Fly Delta
by Nick Holle

It’s funny. Last time I flew Delta, saw a stew haul off and cold cock 
a passenger. I kid you not. Guy was giving her a hard time about this 
and that. He pinches her rear end. Next thing you know she snaps her 
fingers with her right hand, diverting attention, then follows through 
with her left hand—BAM!—right in the kisser. Poked a hole in his 
cheek with her diamond, started spewing blood all over the nice little 
old lady beside him.

How do you do, ma’am? Name’s Bert. Used to be a sales rep for a 
little company called Proctor & Gamble.

So the stew gets a standing ovation, and while the guy’s clutching 
his face on the ground, a couple of the passengers get up and give 
him a few swift kicks to the torso. Not out of control, just to give him 
the message not to pull that crap again, as if the hole in the cheek 
hadn’t. Guy in G6 is a Chippendale. He happily gives the angry stew a 
back rub, and the rest of her crew tries to settle the melee. They give 
everybody a free drink to take the edge off. I went with a Long Island 
Iced Tea.

Well, reluctantly, you know, they gotta patch up the guy’s cheek, or 
the next thing you know there’ll be a coupla pints of blood on the 
floor, they’ll be reading the guy his last rites. So the hole is gonna 
need stitches. They need a doctor to do it. Liability reasons, Delta 
being a major airline and all.

So the stews are going seat to seat looking for a doctor. Some guy 
in first class hears about what happened, brings the blood-drenched 
nice little old lady that was sitting next to that creep with the hole in 
the cheek up to have his seat, gives her two grand to get herself a new 
outfit when we land. And this guy, who tells us he made a half billion 
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selling travel-sized hatchets online, comes back to coach, says drinks 
are on him. Second standing ovation of the flight.

So the search for the doctor ends when this lady informs one of 
the stews that the man sitting next to her is a doctor, or at least he did 
two-and-a-half years of med school, then got bored, went to study 
philosophy at The Sorbonne. The doc’s seat is empty. She says she 
thinks he went to the bathroom, probably number two, been gone for 
a half-hour.

They give the doc ten more minutes. He’s still inside. They knock. 
Nothing. They bring back the Chippendale. He busts down the door. 
What do ya know? The doc’s sprawled out on the toilet, all junked up 
on medicinal heroin.

So with the OD and the hole in the cheek, the captain is thinking 
we need to make an unscheduled stop in Houston. This does not 
make the marketing fellas in 17D through F too happy. They got a 1 
p.m. Eastern Daylight make-or-break-the-company meeting in 
downtown Atlanta. So these guys, who’ve already knocked back four 
rounds courtesy the travel hatchet guy from first class, try and make 
their way up to the cockpit to start some shit with the captain.

The stews are trying to stop them, but they’re just nice gals, no 
match for drunken buffoons. Then they actually run over the six-year-
old who just got done touring the cockpit, don’t even help the kid 
back up. Well, this ticks off the Chippendale, who was one heckuva 
nice guy by the way, and who, interestingly enough, was no longer a 
Chippendale because the travel hatchet guy saw him kick that door 
down and hired him on as a bodyguard.

So the former Chippendale yells, “Halt!” Runs up, stops them 
before they get to the cockpit. He tells them the captain is responsible 
for the lives of the passengers, needs to think about them first and 
foremost. If this means landing the plane so the needy can get 
medical attention, then that’s what it means. Then the marketing 
fellas tell him that they’re responsible for their wives and seven 
collective children, and they need to think about them first and 
foremost. If this means threatening the captain to keep the plane in 
the air, then that’s what it means. The former Chippendale says 
hijacking’s a federal offense. The three marketing fellas say they don’t 
give a hoot.

So these guys are gonna brawl. All the passengers are on the edges 
of their seats, first-class edges being more comfortable, and for all the 
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captain knows, everything is a-okay, except for, you know, the hole in 
the cheek and the OD. So right at the moment when all heck is gonna 
break loose, up pops the half-billionaire travel hatchet guy to save the 
day again. Says if the marketing fellas can’t make it to the meeting 
and the company goes belly up, he’ll buy the company.

Well, everybody gasps, on the verge of another standing o., but the 
marketing fellas shake their heads. They say no way. Said there’s no 
guarantee they’ll keep their jobs, keep food on the table, through a 
merger or buy-out. This stumps everybody, even Mr. I-Can-Buy-My-
Way-Outta-Trouble-Any-Time-I-Want travel hatchet guy.

So with all hope lost, one of the marketing fellas turns around, 
kicks down the cockpit door. The navigator screams, “What in the 
blue kittens is going on here?” The captain takes his hand off the 
wheel, turns around, and the plane dips a couple hundred feet. Co-
captain says, “Jesus, watch the air.”

Anyway, so the three marketing fellas and the former Chippendale 
all start talking at once. It takes a good five minutes to get the whole 
story out to the captain. And we’re all back here thinking we overshot 
Houston, which would’ve been fine, seeing as we weren’t supposed to 
stop there anyway, though not an ideal situation for the creep with 
the hole in the cheek and the OD’d pseudo-doctor.

So the captain is listening to this whole thing, knowing how 
irrational the marketing fellas were but being a real sarcastic son of a 
gun at the same time. He says, “Sure, we’ll just leave those two guys 
back there to die and get you fellas to your business meeting.” And 
the marketing fellas are pretty ticked. They’re college-educated. They 
know when they’re being patronized.

This whole time, the travel hatchet guy is trying to get a word in 
edgewise. He was wanting to lay another offer on the table. You see, 
he saw the marketing fella kick down the cockpit door, and he’s 
thinking if they lose their company, he might as well hire them on as 
bodyguards too. You never can have too many bodyguards, kicking 
down doors, I guess, being the only qualification you need to be one. 
Travel hatchet guy says if the other two can kick down doors, he’ll hire 
all three, match their current salaries.

The marketing fellas say, “Why not?” So the travel-hatchet guy, the 
marketing fellas, the former Chippendale, and three of the stews all 
go back to the bathrooms. One of the marketing fellas fires a right 
kick at the other bathroom door, comes down no problemo. So it’s 
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time for the third one to kick down a door, but there are no doors left. 
The two of them are already down—the one the marketing fella just 
did in and the one the former Chippendale got looking for the doctor. 
Only two bathrooms in coach on a 737.

So there’s not much time before we do or don’t land in Houston, 
and the travel hatchet guy is ready to forget the test and hire them all 
anyway. But the third marketing fella, who, mind you, is pretty drunk 
at this point, says, “I’ll just kick down this one.” 

One of the stews cries out, “No!” Too late. Guy kicks down the 
emergency exit.

So all of the sudden, we’re losing some serious cabin pressure, 
everybody grabs a hold of something sturdy, except for the hole-in-
the-cheek guy and the OD’d half-doctor/half-philosopher, who get 
sucked right out of the plane. No real loss there, probably woulda 
died anyway.

Now there’s a lot of screaming and hollering and holding on for 
our dear lives. And then, for God knows why, the nice little old lady 
with the blood-drenched clothes wanders back into coach to see what 
happened. She loses her footing, gets sucked out the exit, though she 
catches herself on the edge of the door with her fingertips.

The situation is total mayhem, everyone’s frantic. Then the nice 
little old lady loses her grip on one hand, that close to flying with the 
birds. She starts dictating her last will and testament to the 
passengers in the nearby seats who, not to take anything away from 
the nice little old lady, were probably thinking about themselves at 
that point.

So right about the moment the nice little old lady was hanging on 
by her last finger and all hope was lost, up steps the epitome of 
bravery, the former Chippendale himself, and he snatches her wrist, 
yanks her inside the plane. I guarantee on the gonads of God if we all 
hadn’t been hanging on for our dear lives, we would’ve given him our 
third standing ovation of the morning right there.

Now with everyone pretty safe, as far as the open emergency exit 
goes, our lives were then in the hands of the smart-ass captain, who 
at this point thinks it’s a good idea to crank some Lynyrd Skynyrd over 
the PA system. I look up to see one of the stews trying to instruct us 
once again on the various crash positions, but over the screaming, the 
plane engines, the wind, the “Hail Mary’s,” and “Free Bird,” I can’t 
hear a single word she’s saying.
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So it’s pretty rough up there, we’re sure death is waiting for us 
behind the next cloud. The plane is shaking like it’s having a grand 
mal seizure, and we’re practically on a nose dive toward Earth. I just 
closed my eyes. It’s all I could do. I just closed them and thought of 
green grass and blue skies and all the other beautiful things of this 
world. Women. I just tucked all those things into the old memory box 
and was going to take them with me into the tunnel of light. Funny 
thing, knowing when you’re gonna die.

Well, then the smartass pilot straightened the plane out, spotted a 
field to land in. Thing is, he flies into a flock of seagulls—not the 
band, but the birds. Actually, they were Canadian geese, down south 
for the winter, though now they were smacking into the plane, 
splattering the windows with blood. They’re coming through the open 
emergency exit, shitting themselves with fear, which then meant 
shitting on us.

All this, and the pilot still lands the plane in an open 
quarry—happened so quick, we barely felt a thing. All these sighs of 
relief, and we get up, picking geese guts off our faces. We’re jumping 
out the open emergency exit into the big rubber raft thingy. We’re all 
walking around dazed and confused and covered in bird dung, and 
next thing I know there’s a bunch of suits hauling us into vans.

We drive five minutes to this abandoned hanger. We get out, and 
they shuffle us in. All of us, the travel hatchet guy, the three marketing 
fellas, the former Chippendale, the smartass pilot, his crew, all the 
stews, the nice little old lady with the blood-drenched clothes, the six-
year-old that got knocked down by the marketing fellas, me, and the 
rest of the passengers. And we can’t figure it out, thinking this is 
probably standard procedure for a near-fatal plane crash. Near-fatal 
for us, fatal for the hole-in-the-cheek creep and the OD’d Nietzsche.

Finally, all these suits gather up front. The leader steps forward, 
says he’s a bigwig for Delta. He says he assumes, like him, we’d just 
rather assume this whole thing never happened. Well, this stirs up the 
crowd pretty easily. One of the marketing fellas yells, “No way, man. 
I’m gonna sue your ass!” The other passengers rally around the guy, 
start chanting, “Sue! Sue! Sue! Sue!”

But the Delta bigwig holds up his hands, tries to calm us down. 
Says he’ll take care of it. Says if we promise not to talk to lawyers, the 
press, anybody about this, he’ll give us each three million dollars, 
untaxed, no questions asked. Travel hatchet guy goes, “What about 
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the IRS? They’re always on my butt.” 
The Delta bigwig says no problem. They just gotta pay them off 

too. “It’s surefire,” he says. “We do it all the time.”
Well, that got us. They started writing checks right there. It was 

seventy-nine people winning the lottery all at once, except for the 
travel hatchet guy, three mil being small change to him. He signs his 
check over to the Little League that the kid who got floored by the 
marketing fellas coming out of the cockpit plays in.

Everyone gets done signing, and we all give the Delta bigwig a 
standing ovation. He blushes, says if it were up to him, he’d rather we 
crashed, saved all this money. That gets a big laugh, and then we 
made arrangements to get on another plane to Atlanta.

Now I can judge by the look on your face, you wanna know what 
happened next. What’d I do with the money? Well, I got to Atlanta, 
forgot why I was going there, turned around and went to Vegas. 
Dumb. Dropped two million two in fourteen days on the craps tables. 
Finally, I just cut my losses, bought some plane tickets, started flying 
around, no place in particular. No airline in particular, for that 
matter, but the major ones. I figure if I just keep on flying, something 
like that Delta flight is bound to happen sooner or later. Seems like if I 
can fly around the country, make three mil every time something like 
that happens, I could get by with a pretty honest living. And I’ll be 
damn sure to steer clear of Vegas from there on out, that I can tell ya. 
Yes, ma’am. §
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Uncle Donny And The Bear 
by Michael Zimmer

About the looniest thing I ever saw was my Uncle Donny trying to 
punch that bear. I concede that bear baiting has a history of 
occurrence in a variety of different, albeit emotionally stunted, 
cultures. But usually the baited bears are in cages. The bear that 
Uncle Donny tried to KO was in the Obadeechee Campground 
parking lot. It was standing on top of a car door.

Said car door had, as recently as several minutes before, been 
attached to Uncle Donny’s Pontiac. 

Conceivably, the bear had no legal claim to the door. Though the 
bear could have argued, had he enjoyed a proclivity for rhetoric, 
something like, “I took this door with my bear hands, and I’m keeping 
it.” We might have grimaced at the pun, but the point would have 
been made. Of course, he didn’t have to make any points. He was a 
bear. My Uncle Donny, meanwhile, was a Methodist. He was also a 
notary public, but neither of those stations had provided Uncle 
Donny with the slightest idea of how to conduct himself in the 
outdoors.

Only an hour before, my father had said, “Donny, they have the 
steel bear boxes for a reason. That’s where we should put the food.”

Uncle Donny, my mother’s brother, and a firm believer in 
American automotive technology, had scoffed.

“George, would you quit flapping that tongue of yours? What kind 
of a bear is going to be able to smell food through the car?” He talked 
as though my dad had entertained the most foolish idea since the 
square wheel.

“Even if he could smell it, he won’t be able to get to it. The doors’ll 
be locked!” He slapped the Pontiac’s roof.
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“C’mon. This is the Don’s Dream Machine!”
“I’m just saying,” my father said quietly. “The ranger was very clear 

that we should put all our food and toiletries in the bear box.”
“What, do they breed some kind of super bears up here?” Uncle 

Donny nudged me with his elbow. He laughed long and hard at that 
idea. “Super Bears! Ha ha!” He had kept saying it all through dinner. 
“Will he have a cape? Ha ha!” 

The bear that stood on Donny’s ex-door was brown. He didn’t have 
a cape. But he did have our Styrofoam cooler from the front seat and 
was nosing around inside. After tossing aside a jar of bread-and-
butter pickles, my favorite, the bear found the steaks we had been 
saving for our final night of the trip. 

Throughout our ill-conceived journey, whenever my cousins or I 
had whined about hiking in the rain, being bitten by mosquitoes, or 
having to endure the truly odious outhouse, Uncle Donny had 
replied, “Just wait til we fire up them steaks!” For Uncle Donny, this 
was the ultimate, incontrovertible trump card. After the third day, I 
told my Uncle I thought I had scurvy. He replied, “Ain’t nothing a 
thick, juicy celebration steak can’t fix.” 

Seeing our celebration steaks in the jaws of this ursine intruder 
was, I think, the final straw for Uncle Donny. Which is not to say it 
was easy for Donny to see my father’s reaction. Trying to hold in his 
guffaws, Dad had only made the sound more explosive, to the point 
where he emitted blasts every three to five seconds that recalled 
otters making love over a public address system. 

Still, the mockery was not what broke Donny. Neither was it the 
obvious computations he was making in his mind about the expense 
of replacing an entire car door. Even though he was a man who 
would, on principle, only buy cans of food if they were dented and on 
clearance, I knew that the impending cost of vehicle repair was not 
what threw Donny over the edge. 

In fact, he had been standing in relatively quiet contemplation, 
watching the scene as if he were in the midst of a peaceful daydream. 
He looked more tranquil and thoughtful than I had ever seen him. 
That all changed when he saw the bear with our steak.

Then he yelled, “Get your filthy mouth off of our steak, you dumb 
bear,” and charged.

Most people would think only a madman or a fool would attack a 
bear without the benefit of a weapon. By and large, they are correct. 
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But to pass off my uncle’s reaction to madness would be to sell him 
short. The man really likes steak. Plus, lest we forget, the bear had 
seriously screwed with the Don’s Dream Machine. 

The bear, for his part, didn’t seem to notice the incensed notary 
public careening toward him, screaming obscenities and unrealistic 
threats. 

But my father, mirthful tears still streaming, quickly fell out of his 
convulsive reverie and yelled, “Donny, what the hell are you doing?!”

He tried to stop him, but Donny had too much of a head start. 
With a full head of steam, Donny threw a colossal right hook. He 
missed. The lack of contact flipped Donny over the bear. Hitting the 
concrete, Donny bounced and then landed for a second time. The 
bear, unfazed, continued to work the steak over in his maw. 

“Donny, you get over here right now,” my father stage-whispered 
hoarsely. He stood about fifteen feet back, ten feet closer to the scene 
than my cousins and I. 

Donny did not reply. He picked himself off the ground. 
“I’m not going to tell you again, bear,” he said. “You drop that 

steak, and this’ll all be over.”
Apparently the bear did not want it all to be over. He didn’t move. 

He just kept chewing. 
My father began to speak in slow and measured tones. “This is a 

serious situation, Don. This is no time to get hysterical. Your kids are 
here. They want you to do the right thing, to be safe.”

Looking at my cousins, Gerald and Donny Jr., it was not entirely 
clear that this was the case. They put their position beyond question 
when Gerald yelled, “Kick that bear’s ass, Dad!” and Donny Jr. chimed 
in with, “Yeah, Dad! Kick its ass!” 

“Quiet, boys,” my father hissed sharply. This silenced them 
abruptly; they’d never heard my father speak so harshly. I had, but 
only once, at eight, when I’d somewhat accidentally set my mother’s 
hair on fire. 

Donny stood by the bear, watching it masticate his steaks. A sort of 
silly grin spread on his face. My father interpreted this as a good sign. 
He said soothingly, “See, nothing to worry about, Don. Come on back 
over here, and we’ll just go out to get our steak dinners, okay? My 
treat.”

“Steak,” said Uncle Donny whimsically, pointing his finger into the 
air, as if to say, “Capital idea!” Shrugging his shoulders in an almost 
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carefree way, he started to walk back toward us. As he passed the bear, 
though, his features suddenly hardened and, without warning, he 
delivered a resounding right cross to the bear’s head. 

We waited in stunned silence. Uncle Donny had the flushed look 
of a child caught defacing his mother’s white chairs with permanent 
marker. My father tensed visibly, his knees bent, ready, if not entirely 
willing, to spring to Donny’s aid. 

What ensued is somewhat difficult to describe because it involves 
on my part some speculation as to the psychology of this particular 
member of the family Ursidae. I couldn’t, in good conscience, report 
that the bear was angry about the events at hand, but neither would it 
be accurate to say the creature was pleased. 

What the bear did was rise up on its hind legs and give my Uncle 
Donny a hug. 

My cousins and I looked at each other, our eyes like dinner plates. 
We heard a loud, sharp inhalation from Uncle Donny. Bears, as per 
their reputation, are large and heavy mammals. After several seconds 
of baring the weight, so to speak, Uncle Donny’s knees buckled. He 
and the bear tumbled to the cement. The bear, however, had 
apparently not quenched its thirst for physical intimacy; it placed a 
large paw in the center of Uncle Donny’s chest, pinning him in place 
like a note on a cork board.

“Stay here, boys,” my dad said sharply. Then he started slowly 
backpedaling away from us.

“Where are you going, Uncle George?” asked Donny Jr., a tinge of 
hysteria in his voice.

“I’ll be right back,” said my father evenly. “Don’t worry. I’m going 
to get something at the campsite to help your dad.” 

Then he cupped his hand to his mouth. Firmly, but not loudly, he 
said, “Don, I’m coming right back. Don’t move.”

If Uncle Donny had any plans for motion, he seemed content to 
conceal them for the moment. The bear commenced to growl directly 
in his face.

“Holy crap,” whispered Cousin Gerald. “It’s drooling all over him.”
Donny Jr. shuddered and turned to me. “What’s your dad doing?” 

he cried. 
I could hear my father rustling around in our campsite, which was 

not far away.
“Don’t worry,” I said. “He’s getting help.” I certainly hoped that was 
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true.
Meanwhile, the bear leaned in close to Uncle Donny’s face and 

roared. We three boys all yelped, and Donny Jr.’s arms locked around 
my neck.

As I struggled to regain the flow of oxygen to my brain, I saw my 
father approaching the bear. In his right hand, he carried a black 
spray can. Moving methodically, he stepped into close range of the 
beast and extended the black can within three feet of its face. Then he 
fired, launching a fierce spray of chemicals. Unfortunately, the spray 
sailed directly into his own eyes. My father was never good with tools.

As the chemicals burned his eyes and sinuses, he let out a horrible 
wail, a heart-shattering blast of sound that somehow brought to mind 
a mortally wounded Ethel Merman. The man had a preternatural gift 
for making noise.

At this, the bear, no doubt used to more peaceful environs, lifted 
its paw from my Uncle Donny’s chest.

Looking at my father, the bear seemed to be calculating as to 
when, or if, he could count on this creature to cease its terrible 
bleating. 

“AGGGGH,” my father bellowed. “SWEET SUFFERING JESUS!”
Abruptly, the bear reached his decision. He turned and fled into 

the forest.
When the coast seemed clear, we ran to our fathers. A breathless 

Uncle Donny sat up. Rubbing his chest, he crawled over to my father, 
who was rolling around on the ground, still yelling. Through my dad’s 
clenched fingers, you could see his face had a band of irritation, 
bright red around the eyes. Uncle Donny put his hand on my dad’s 
shoulder and steadied him. They stayed there for several minutes, 
with the three of us standing in a ring around them. Finally, my 
father’s pain seemed to subside a bit, and he sat up, still covering his 
face, with Uncle Donny’s hand resting on his shoulder. 

The situation seemingly having stabilized, Uncle Donny turned to 
us.

“How about that bear, huh?” he said, shaking his head. “He’ll think 
twice next time.”

I could already sense Uncle Donny’s cogs in motion, shaping the 
tale with which he would regale the massed family at Thanksgivings 
and Christmases to come. An adventure story, a man-versus-nature 
epic that, while factually dubious, would no doubt be presented as a 
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compelling morality play, with the moral being something like, “Bears 
shouldn’t steal human food.”

As my dad moaned quietly, I looked over to the black can lying on 
the ground a few feet away. The white block letters on it read “Bear 
Mace.” I picked it up for closer inspection. A wave of awe flashed over 
me at my father’s prescience, at the anxieties he must have endured 
planning and executing this foray into the jaws of nature, as it were, 
with such a blithe and unsuspecting band. 

Sitting there, covering his bleary, red eyes and letting loose the 
occasional whimper, my father seemed very manly. I felt lucky. I only 
briefly considered spraying him again. §
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FLYMF Farewell Letter
by Andrew Dombrowski

Dear FLYMF, 

When I first heard that you were being put out to stud, I was sad, 
knowing that my checks for $6.73 with their accompanying letter 
instructing me to tell the IRS about the $6.73 would no longer be 
coming in the mail. 

And then I got angry, really angry. I swear to God, if this is one of 
those retirements where one year from now you come out of retirement 
to play for the team in your hometown, man, that would piss me off. I 
hate it when humor magazines do that. Saying they are looking forward 
to spending more time with their kids and pursuing other types of 
creative work, and then not even two years down the line, they’re back 
writing funny stuff like nothing happened. 

Don’t pull that tired act, FLYMF; you’re too good for that. Your kids 
deserve a dad that can stay true to his word. Unlike that fat Yankee. 

I think now, though, I’ve come to grips with the fast-approaching 
end of FLYMF. You’re leaving at the top of your game. Well, maybe not 
the top, but you’re not too far removed from it. Actually, I don’t know if 
you ever had a top of your game, but you definitely had your moments. 
Like that one hilarious piece written about church-going ninjas or that 
one cartoon with the guy washing his balls in a sink. Man, that was 
great. I didn’t even know I could draw someone washing his balls in a 
sink. 

FLYMF, you never sold out. Never bowed down before the almighty 
dollar. Never answered to some suit for money. That takes balls in 
today’s world. 

Now I know that if you’d had the chance to sell out, you would have 
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done so faster than it takes to draw Furt and Sampter. And I respect that. 
You never sold out, but you would have if given the chance. That’s how I 
run my life; I’ll sell out as soon as someone gives me a chance. 

So FLYMF, I wish you the best in all of your future endeavors. I hope 
that albino romance novel you’re working on is a big success. I really 
think that’s an overlooked market just oozing with red-eyed potential. 
And who knows, maybe in five or ten years someone will offer you 
millions of dollars for the rights to all of the content on this site. At 
which point, you will be hearing from my lawyer. 

All the best, 

Andrew Dombrowski §
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Apologies For Everything That Preceded

A book like this could not have been possible without utter regret 
and remorse for all of our wrongdoings and without sincere apologies 
to practically all souls—black, white, dead, and unborn (Ed. note: 
existence of soul here debatable). But a few specific ones are worth 
mentioning:

We’re sorry to Michael Zimmer, who helped co-create the 
magazine and then followed a different path to greater (but only 
slightly greater) enlightenment. Good luck with that, Z.

We’re sorry to our parents. Society clearly foiled your best efforts.
We’re sorry to Lori, Shayna, Bobby, Zach, Tammy, Joe, Stefan, 

Craig, Maggie, Elizabeth, Pamela, Ron, Janalynn, Jonathan, the Wut 
Wuts, Sparky, The Babe, Irony, Leo, Kobe Bear, Armando, Ernie, Bert, 
Mr. Pitt, Venician Carl, Put, The, Lotion, In, The, Basket, Or, It, Gets, 
The, Hose, Again, Petey, Leandrinho, brothers, sisters, and Chevy 
Chase. We didn’t start the fire. It was always burning since the world’s 
been turning.

We are sorry to the millions of people who are and were funnier 
than us, starting with the late, great George Carlin and ending with 
Calvin, the guy who high-fived Nick 15,000 times one summer 
without noticing it wasn’t cool. You’re hilarious, Cal. Keep it up.

We apologize to Dr. Jack Kevorkian, Dr. Jack Ramsay, Dr. James 
Naismith, Dr. James Ragan, Dr. James Dobson, and Dr. Julius Erving. 
You worked hard to earn your degrees, and that deserved a little more 
respect.

We apologize to all abbreviations: S.T.I.s, I.U.D.s, M.V.P.s, W.T.F.s 
and L.O.L.s. And acronyms: S.I.D.S., S.A.R.S., A.I.D.S., N.I.M.B.Y., and 
C.H.E.N.E.Y. F.R.E.E.L.Y. S.U.B.V.E.R.T.S. T.H.E. C.O.N.S.T.I.T.U.T.I.O.N. 
You’re brief in appearance but long in our hearts.

We do not apologize to the George W. Bush Administration. You 
fuckin’ deserved all of it and more.

We apologize to monkeys, fat guys, pirates, midgets, poop, and 
cancer. We relied on the fact that you are ALWAYS funny, no matter 
what, and we are sorry for using you in that way. So sorry, in fact, that 
we dedicated this book to you (in case you hadn’t noticed).

We’d like to apologize to God. Lord knows we’ve used Your name in 
vain, Your likeness as the butt of a joke, Your Son as a pawn, and Your 
words to justify our political positions (or is that the other side?). If it 



turns out You exist, we hope You take into consideration Your 
wonderful sense of self-deprecating humor and appreciation of our 
doctrinal duty to serve You as Your proxy when You are deciding our 
eternal fates.

We’d just like to be spared the fires of damnation. You know, if Hell 
even exists.

And lastly, thank you for reading our book (or skipping ahead to 
the apologies). We’re sorry if it wasn’t worth what you paid for it. §
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Contributor Bios

James Seidler is a writer living in Chicago. He enjoys biting off more 
than he can chew, fetishizing outdated music formats, and getting 
upset about politics. He is very happily married. You can read his 
musings on humor, music, books, politics, and more at his blog, Ape 
Mind Transcripts, which can be found at flymf.com/blog. 

Nick Holle was a co-creator and main contributor to FLYMF. Besides 
magazine cover modeling, he has produced, written, and starred in 
the feature film Illegal Use of Joe Zopp. He spends a plurality of his 
free time going through the same shit, but on different days, and lives 
with his aunt and fourteen dogs in Lummox, Mississippi.

Patrick Alexander is an English literature major turned English 
teacher who freelances comedy writing for fun and beer money. He 
stumbled across FLYMF one fateful day in between Googling his own 
name and avoiding marking papers. He is currently single, now on the 
brink of turning 30, and lives in Niagara Falls, Ontario, Canada. You 
can read more of his darkly humorous musings on life at his 
Wordpress blog, Poisonclover’s Patch, at poisonclover.wordpress.com.

K.M. Breay is a businessman of the old stripe. He came up selling 
man products, like steel coils, whiskey, and lumber. He learned his 
trade alongside future captains of industry. Men like Chuck Black. 
Men who could size a fellow up before the martinis were ordered. 
Men who knew broads in every corner of their territory. Men who 
were Men. K.M. Breay didn’t learn business from some faggot-ass 
professor in some wimpy-dick business school. K.M. Breay didn’t 
learn it playing ping-pong with a bunch of soft-in-the-pants Internet 
dinks. And K.M. Breay certainly didn’t learn it from some fucking 
broad. K.M. Breay learned it the old-fashioned way, from the 
goddamn ground up. He learned it from guys like Chuck Black. Chuck 
Black taught K.M. Breay a few things about business. Chuck Black 
taught K.M. Breay that even if you’ve been up all night bangin’ some 
broad, you get up the next day, put on a suit and tie, and move some 
fucking product. Chuck Black taught K.M. Breay to be good to his 
suppliers, unless they’re blacks, then treat ‘em that way, like blacks. 
Chuck Black taught K.M. Breay that a man’s handshake means 
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something, even though Chuck Black lost both fucking arms in Korea. 
This is why K.M. Breay has been the number one manufacturer’s rep 
in his region for the last four years in a row (except last year when 
some broad dicked him out of his commission). 

Laura Callier lives in Chicago with one algae eater and several feral 
centipedes. She is currently finishing her English degree at 
Northwestern and is the author and illustrator of the mini-comic Lulu 
and Burdbird, available through cutegirldemographics.com. To check 
out her paintings and the world’s most poorly designed website, visit 
both at lauracallier.com.

Dale Dobson continues to write, draw, and perform in the metro 
Detroit area. His satirical work has recently been published by The 
Wittenburg Door, Yankee Pot Roast, Cracked, and National Lampoon. 
Look out! www.daledobson.com!

Andrew Dombrowski: Have you ever been the fourth or fifth person 
to sign a sympathy card for someone you sort of know at work? Being 
fourth is tricky, as by that time all of the good sympathy messages 
have already been taken. 

   “I’m sorry for your loss. Deborah”
   “We’ll keep you in our thoughts. Julie”
   “I will remember you during your time of sadness. Mark” 
   “We’ll keep you in our thoughts and prayers. Simon”

Really Simon? You had to take both thoughts and prayers? Thanks 
for leaving something for the rest of us.  

Writing a brief autobiography, you face the same issues: all the 
good bios have already been taken. So I’ll do what I normally do on 
the sympathy cards, choose the best notes and rework them into 
something usable. Hence, my autobiography contains a little bit of 
the best that is currently out there.

After growing up poor and black, I went to the Naval Academy and 
became the first African American editor of the Harvard Law Review. 
After the Naval Academy, I spent some time in a P.O.W. camp in 
Chicago. After my release, I decided it was time to make a foray into 
politics. I am currently running for president against myself. Or, by 



the time this is published, will be senator or president.
Thanks, FLYMF, for all the fun, and while it’s sad to see you go, I 

will remember you in my thoughts and prayers.

Lonely and bitter, Larry Gaffney skulks about in the mudflats and 
dying townships of central Pennsylvania. His many literary honors 
include the Stump Merrill Award for Baseball Tanka and the Grace 
Foster Prize for Poetry about Menstrual Unease, which he snagged by 
submitting a manuscript under a fake name and a photo of Jessica 
Alba. Fearing legal action, however, he did not cash the $50 check. His 
memoir, Garage Sales of the Northeast, will be published in 2009 by 
Adenoid Press.

Ralph Gamelli doesn’t enjoy being the focus of attention, so he would 
very much prefer it if you read this bio quickly and then continued on 
with your day as if nothing had happened. Thanks.

David Gianatasio’s first book, Swift Kicks, was published this year by 
So New Publishing.

Glen Golightly worked as a journalist for the Dallas Business Journal, 
Houston Chronicle, and space.com. He’s currently a corporate 
publicist writing nonsensical news releases and translating terms 
such as “initiate tandem structured bi-monthly agenda” into English. 
Glen recently had a screenplay optioned by a production company 
and is currently writing a sitcom. He graduated from the University of 
Southern California with a Master’s of Professional Writing degree in 
2006. His latest adventures include performing with an 
improvisational comedy troupe and studying film directing at UCLA. 
Glen will write anything for cash or malt liquor.

Mustafa Hamir is currently receiving big cash from the U.S. Army to 
settle old scores in the name of national security. He still thinks Joel S. 
Kaplan was the top choice in the 2004 Presidential election.

Anna Hirsh is a full-time freelance writer living in Portland, Oregon 
(where she got frostbite simply minding her own business, walking 
around town). Her first novel is waiting for final edits on the desk of a 
fancy agent, but in the meantime she is writing a pulpy murder 
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mystery with her father and an indie wedding planner with a friend. 
Because she is a masochist, she also works part-time as the managing 
director of the Portland Women’s Film Festival.

Paul Hogseth was sired, birthed, and raised in Wisconsin. He earned 
a BBA in Marketing from the University of Wisconsin–Madison in 
2001. He is a founding member of the independent film company Wut 
Wut Alma Moving Pictures LLC and may be the only person we know 
who has actually slipped and fallen stepping on a banana peel. Paul 
resides with his wife in Mount Horeb, Wisconsin.

John Jones is a 67-year-old former child actor…(remember the show 
about the kid and his friend and his other friend?)...who lives in Port 
St Lucie, Florida with his 19-year-old wife, “Kiki.” “Kiki loves me for 
who I am and not for my money—that’s what makes her special,” says 
John. John hopes to one day be a radio talk show host, but not a gay 
one, or Latino.

Marissa Kristal is a New York City-based writer who originally hails 
from St. Paul, Minnesota. She has written for various print and online 
publications, such as Psychology Today, Time Out New York, Chicken 
Soup for the Soul Magazine, and Collegeclub.com, to name a few. She 
also served as the NY Correspondent of Boheme Verite, an online arts 
and culture magazine, as well as the advice columnist at Fazed.com, 
an ezine geared towards teens and 20-somethings. You can read more 
of Marissa’s work at marissakristal.com.

Jean-Pierre Lacrampe lives in San Francisco and attends Saint Mary’s 
M.F.A. in Creative Writing program. His work has appeared in 
McSweeney’s, Instant City, and Howl, a collection of contemporary 
dog wit. He is the managing editor of Mary Magazine.

Pamela Light brushes twice a day and flosses once. In between, she 
manages to teach aerobics, watch bad television, nap, and baby-
wrangle her newborn son, Cooper. Oh, and sometimes she thinks of 
something worth writing down.

Zachary Locklin is a dead-serious author with a noticeably lacking 
sense of humor who only convinced us to publish his work by offering 



us various sexual favors. On which he later escaped delivery by 
claiming to have “a headache” and “an early morning tomorrow.” His 
main interests are zombies, pirates, vikings, zombie pirates, zombie 
babies, viking-vs.-zombie battles, and Japanese torture films. His 
favorite alcoholic beverage is the original Trader Vic’s Mai Tai. His 
favorite non-alcholic beverage is Banana Snapple. Oh, and he also 
teaches English at California State University, Long Beach, and has 
been published in Freefall, Re)verb, Pearl, Poetic Diversity, and the 
Chiron Review, which he co-edits.

Angela Lovell is an award-winning playwright, director, screenwriter, 
sex columnist, Whorescoper, performing monkey, and soon-to-be 
novelist. She lives in Brooklyn, where you can find her avoiding dairy 
and petting strangers’ dogs. See her best side at TickingBoxes.com.

Chad Lowry is originally from Akron, Ohio but now lives in Illinois 
with his wife, three cats, and a beagle named Opus. He enjoys holding 
yard sales, being told not to wear yellow, and shouting at cars while 
riding his bike.

Bobby D. Lux spent his formative years in the Himalayas, raised by 
the Quixihackamang, a race of people expelled from Tibet for 
“constant gas in meditation class.” Since then, he’s earned himself a 
ban from working at Disneyland and spent his twenties telling ghost 
stories at a third-rate entertainment venue. This book marks his 
return to comedy writing after a year-long suspension administered 
by the California State Comedic Commission after he tested positive 
for comedy-enhancing supplements. He has also created 
tontoandfriends.com, a daily (mostly) humor website.

Dr. Aloysius “Billy” Nunama is neither a licensed physician nor does 
he know anything about psychology or psychiatry. But his fifty-two 
years of pooping experience speaks for itself. The Poop Doctor is a 
nationally syndicated advice column. 

Elizabeth Saas is a writer and stand-up comic from Wallingford, 
Connecticut. Recently, she co-wrote Comic Book Geeks, a finalist in Fox’s 
2008 Comedy Pilot Contest. Currently, she can’t decide whether her next 
idea is a novel or a screenplay. If you know, e-mail her at 
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pronounced_sass@hotmail.com.

Lori Sichtermann works as a writer/editor in real life. She’s written 
for several nationwide trade magazines—each with a distinctive, yet 
mind-numbing, focus. “Memoirs of a Shiksa” is the second story of 
Lori’s to be published in a foremost publication such as FLYMF’s 
Greatest Hits. She plans to buy a pony with the royalties. Lori lives in 
Chicago with her husband, James, and several dead houseplants.

Tex finally saw Brokeback Mountain. He thought it was full of shit.

Michael Zimmer writes and lives in Los Angeles. His interests include 
cold noodles with sesame sauce, politics, and staying out of jail. He is 
currently writing a screenplay for Laurence Mark Productions 
(Dreamgirls, Jerry Maguire) and co-directing a documentary about the 
World Championship of Old-Time Piano. He’s a Taurus and has never 
punched anyone in the face. But that doesn’t mean he won’t, so watch 
your step, Olsen Twins! §









 




