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Junction City, TX—Local businesses will be locked down and shuttered this Friday by order of Mayor Clark Trail to allow citizens who escaped from the United Kingdom to watch the Royal Wedding festivities without fear of getting a pink slip from the boss. Numbers crunchers estimate the local holiday will cost the city as much as $50 billion at a time when the economy throughout the region is already in need of hospice care.
Trail, whose ancestors served carefully as Groom of the Stool to multiple English kings, proclaimed Friday as Kate and Willy Day in honor of the wedding experts say will save the monarchy from indifference.
Albino County Baseball Stadium will provide complimentary breakfast scones and luncheon haggis for wedding enthusiasts who want to "share the joy" with up to 50,000 other fans and the 160 by 72 foot Score-a-Tron high definition television screen.
Local dignitaries, including the Mayor, Chief of Police Kruller, Main Street Book Emporium owner Jim Exlibris, Investigative Reporter Jock Stewart, and the Reverend Cotton Mouth of the Church of the Painful Now will officiate at an on-the-field wedding ceremony for Mack Smith and Edna Jones. As winners of the Star-Gazer's William and Kate look-a-like contest, Smith and Jones will, through the magic of television, take their vows alongside the royal couple. The ceremony will begin at 5 a.m. local time.
"Even though we'll be standing on home plate here in our sweet little town," said Jones, "we will be at Westminster Abbey with William and Kate in spirit even though Kate shunned us by not replying to our e-mails about the joint wedding."
Earlier this week, stadium groundskeepers announced that their supply of red carpet only stretched as far as second base, a fact that "seemed damned appropriate" according to Smith's Facebook page. However, Anglophiles at Mega-Mart Carpet Outlet in Prairieview stepped up to the plate with enough carpet to cover all the bases.
Trail, now divorced, married his former wife Lucinda at the Albino County Baseball Stadium during the seventh inning stretch of the championship game between the Mud Hens and the Mooresville Tailgaters, said that he thinks the "royal spin" on Friday's stadium wedding will increase the odds for many years of wedded bliss for Smith and Jones.
Just prior to the ceremony, as screaming fans get their first glimpses of Kate's and Edna's dresses, the Junction City Wal-Mart will release the name of the designer along with sketches and photographs.
After the home plate ceremony, Mack and Edna will travel down the vacant and almost-bankrupt Main Street in Mark Trail's old hay wagon pulled by the champion horse Sea of Fire. Fans at the stadium will simultaneously view both the hay wagon and Kate and William's horse-drawn carriage via the split-screen feed on the Score-a-Tron.
During a breakfast, hosted for 650 guests at City Hall by Mayor Trail, Mack and Edna will step out on the loading dock at 7:25 a.m. local time to greet the crowd. According to former gossip columnist Monique Starnes, "yes, my sweets, there will be kisses both here and on the palace balcony."
"It will be a Disney-Style, fairytale day for all of us," Trail said, "even though Mack and Edna will not be allowed to honeymoon alongside William at Kate at the Great Barrier Reef due Mack's fear of fish and other complications."
While the British Monarchy has declined to comment on Junction City's home plate wedding, local officials are hopeful the Queen will give TV cameras a discreet wink and a nod during the exchange of vows as a sign of good sportsmanship.
Washington, D.C.—The U.S. Capitol building will be dismantled by the end of the day to clear the way for an Almighty Dollar Big Box Store, the Manifest Destiny Development Corporation (MDDC) announced this morning.
The Capitol Building will be reassembled later at another location, as needed, a city council news release said.
According to MDDC chairperson Sam Jones, the Supreme Court’s June 23rd reinterpretation of the Constitution’s Takings Clause in Kelo v. City of New London to mean that when real or imagined public use is involved eminent domain is appropriately lenient domain will “drastically change the landscape.” (See precedent at KGB v. Moscow Homeowners Collective, 473 USSR 97 1945.)
“All a municipal government must do to transfer the property from Nobody ABC to Somebody XYZ is to create a carefully considered development plan,” Jones said.
Sources close to the city council stated that the councilmen’s careful considerations were “thoroughly influenced” by the fact that the Capitol Building, though not visibly blighted, represents the “home office” of a government faced with debts of $7,858,590,491,824.05 and a current budget deficit of $333 billion.
City council news director Felicity Worth noted that the Federal Government is “crowing about the fact it’s $94 billion dollars less bankrupt than expected this fiscal year while Almighty Dollar shareholders will soon be rolling in a Court-approved profit glut.”
The new superstore will provide shoppers with 175,170 square feet of spending and sales tax generation opportunities with more to come when the House and Senate office buildings, Botanical Garden, Library of Congress and Supreme Court buildings are ultimately converted to profitable out parcels for the overall Double First Street Mall project.
“The current property owners are Hoovering up dollars like there’s no tomorrow while the mall will blow out profits like there’s no yesterday,” Worth said.
The Capitol Razing Ceremony drew no protesters this morning in spite of the fact that vandals have repeatedly defaced the large construction sign duct-taped across the dome. The sign normally reads:
IT’S TIME TO HONK AND HOLLAR
FOR ANOTHER ALMIGHTY DOLLAR
Police captain William Boyd said that for reasons unknown, “punks and libertines keep hopping along and changing that first line to ‘PUT ON YOUR GOVERNMENT COLLAR.’”
Lance Boyle, president and CEO of Almighty Dollar Holding Corporation agreed that the Supreme Court’s recent decision was a “manifest destiny mandate” to developers everywhere who have been “eyeing neighborhoods of nobodies standing in the way of progress.”
“It was so easy,” Boyle said. “All we had to do was state that in spite of the unimaginable profits we’ll make from all the bored tourists trooping up and down Constitution and Independence avenues, our development actually serves a ‘public purpose.’ Can you spell ‘municipal tax revenues’”?
When contacted by Ouija Board, an anonymous Founding Father (FF) reminded reporters that, “The natural progress of things is for government to gain ground and for liberty to yield.”
In response to heated follow-up questions, the FF stated that, “King George III, who would become known as the ‘king who lost America’ had a fraction of the power of today’s government but was nonetheless considered an oppressive and possibly insane tyrant. Providential food for thought, I might suggest.”
Jones said that once the Almighty Dollar Big Box Store, Olmstead Lawn and Garden Shop, Latrobe Handyman Depot, Thornton Cineplex, and L’Enfant Little People Shoppe were complete, several other properties would be surveyed under the new “lenient domain” standards for taking and commercial exploitation.
“While the Interior Department down on C Street has lost and/or mismanaged some $28 billion in Indian Trust Accounts,” said Jones, “their spokesperson actually claimed several days ago that their accounting system is ‘pretty darned accurate.’ You gotta love it. We can turn that property around from a place that sucks to a golden goose that honks and blows. And then, too, those stiffs at Arlington are hardly earning their keep, so rest assured we’ll design carefully considered development plans for those takings opportunities during the lunch hour.”
Sociologists hired by the United States Senate filed a report last week showing that 75% of the general public is “sheep like” in the face of the monumental changes to their city and the ultimate risks to their homes down the road. Most respondents said that while they never visit the current buildings in the 274-acre Capitol Complex, they will line up for the “Double First Street Mall’s” gala grand opening next year.
Legal groups evaluating the Supreme Court’s decision and the Senate’s reports agreed that “Kelo v. City of New London turned out to be a bigger no-brainer than expected.”
At a June 24 news conference, Supreme Court Public Affairs Director Frank Marks was asked how many justices exhibited signs of dementia while considering the case.
“Not enough to matter,” said Marks, “though one of them did say that when he was a child, the Constitution seemed like a much larger document than it is today.”
“Praise forgetful old men,” MDDC chairperson Jones told reporters as the wrecking ball was moved into place to carefully remove the Capitol dome.
When all was in readiness, the MDDC choir offered an upbeat salute to departing Congressmen and their constituents:
Freedom don’t ‘low no taking ‘round here,
Oh our Freedom don’t ‘low no taking ‘round here,
Well we don’t care what Freedom don’t ‘low, Gonna take your property anyhow,
Freedom don’t allow no taking ‘round here.
Washington, D. C.—A proposal to roll clocks ahead to 2012 failed Thursday as House and Senate Energy Policy Act negotiators agreed to begin daily saving time (DST) three weeks earlier and end it one week later.
Introduced by Tammany Hall (D-Texas), the Mega Saving Time proposal was designed to save a year’s worth of energy by rolling clocks forward on December 31, 2011 to January 1, 2012.
“While we will undoubtedly see increased energy savings by extending DST by four weeks,” said Hall, “I think it should be quite apparent that we would save a lot more by using zero energy for an entire year.”
Scientists, however, dispute Hall’s hypothesis that the United States could save energy or benefit in other ways by pretending to leap ahead in time.
According to Dr. Geek Watson, director of Ishtar Think Tank and Aquarium, Ltd., “we can’t advance into the future and begin reaping the benefits of Star Trek technology just by turning the hands of our clocks ahead no matter how much of a crush we have on Counselor Deanna Troi.”
Hall said that sleeping with Troi and enjoying the other wonders of the future was a matter of belief systems and multiple clocks being turned ahead simultaneously, a scenario that Congress’ “sissy approach to time will never provide.”
The Reverend Cotton Mouth of the Church of the Painful Now, who lives next door to Congressman Hall in Junction City, is “surprised that Tammany wants to play God.”
Mouth, who beams the popular “Reverend Yikes” radio program throughout the known world from 500,000,000-watt radio station somewhere in Mexico, called upon Congress to step back from its daylight saving time plans.
“If the Lord had wanted daylight saving time,” said Mouth, “he would have created the world an hour later.”
Washington, D. C.—Starting next month, pregnant women will be banned from the nation’s commercial airlines, the Transportation Security Administration (TSA) announced this morning.
While critics are lambasting TSA for slamming airplane doors in the faces of infants whose names contain letters similar to those in the names of prospective “No Fly List” terrorists, the nation’s security tsars are more concerned about babies as yet unborn.
Since TSA cannot obtain photo-ID cards, fingerprints, or FBI files on babies still in the womb (BSITW), officials contend that such individuals represent an inherent risk to the public.
“Those BSITW people could be anybody and we wouldn’t even know it,” said TSA sub-tsar Burton Jones. “Moms just aren’t what they used to be—Desperate Housewives is proof of that!”
The prohibition against pregnant women also includes apple pie, brownies, banana bread, and other materials, which might contain a variety of perils to flyers in addition to excessive calories and/or bad taste.
“Some people will claim these are just deserts, but we take the old joke about moms smuggling cakes with files in them into the nation’s slammers seriously,” Jones said.
Beginning September 1, all women between the ages of 10 and 100 will be required to present an Evidence of Non-Pregnancy (ENP) Form (TSA-4738243242342-2005) before being allowed to fly. The ENP form cannot be more than 24 hours old.
TSA passenger ombudsman Kevin Smith said that if a Non-Pregnant woman is ever thrown out on the tarmac, he will personally take steps to ensure she isn’t thrown out on the tarmac on her next flight.
“We’re being more than fair,” he said, “since TSA isn’t restricted by those annoying Fourth Amendment probable cause requirements when subjecting passengers to pat downs, shake downs, and put downs in the service of those remaining freedoms we continue to hold dear.”
TSA records indicate that while none of the babies stopped by airport screeners has been proven to be a terrorist, every one of them was happy to receive a free all-day sucker. BSITW records don’t exist, but if they did they would stop referring to expectant mothers as “sacred cows.”
New York, NYC—In a stunning announcement made in the middle of Times Square during rush hour this morning, Dumbing Down America Surveys (DDAS) announced that slightly more than 75% of Americans don't know that NATO, France, Britain and the U.S. are conducting military operations in Libya.
"I blame news editors for the dumbing down of America," said DDAS president Mary Worth. "Today, while the Libyan Civil war rages on, the two biggest stories are “UNEXPECTED PAIR SENT HOME ON DANCING WITH THE STARS and PIA TOSCANO SENT HOME FROM AMERICAN IDOL.'"
Interviews conducted during the last 20 days showed that more "every day Americans" recognized the important names such as Pia Toscano, Jennifer Lopez, Chelsea Kane, Kirstie Alley, Sugar Ray Leonard and Anna Trebunskaya than names "deemed unimportant" by print and online news editors, including Ban Ki-moon, Moussa Koussa, Moammar Gadhafi, William Hague and Alain Juppe."
"Most online news editors--and I use that term loosely--are using Trending Now algorithms to determine how much weight to assign to prospective news stories," said Worth. "Bloodbaths on 'American Idol' and 'Dancing With the Stars' have a higher interest level among news consumers than bloodbaths in Ajdabiya or Tripoli."
According to highly placed linguistic sources, the Libya, problem is as much a spelling issue as anything else. Experts say that most Americans think "Libya" ought to be spelled "Libia." Others are still confused over regulations pertaining to the spelling of the Libyan or Libian leader's name.
"Over half the American public does not realize that Gadhafi and Kadafi are the same person," said Spelling Bee champion Arnie Campbell. "When the UN, NATO, the OED, or the NY Times decreed some years ago that Kadafi's name would no longer be spelled with a 'K', folks assumed that Kadafi died and that some new guy took over."
The American News Entertainment Association claims that news and entertainment editors are not responsible for the purported dumbing down of America.
"We give our customers what they want," said Edward R. Murrowless. "They sure as hell don't want Gadhafi. Just look at the pictures of that guy. He looks like some hideous corpse off of 'Bones' or 'NCIS.' In our business, we gotta believe the customer is always right because if we don't believe they're right, we're going out of business and then we won't have any customers and nobody will know squat about Pia Toscano, Jennifer Lopez, Chelsea Kane, Kirstie Alley, Sugar Ray Leonard and Anna Trebunskaya."
Mary Worth said that, for "today's Americans," real news is celebrity-based, reality-show based, cleavage-based and dirty-secrets based.
"If you're living a down-in-the-dumps life in a dead-end job with a home the bank is going to foreclose on while your insurance company tells you health care costs are out of sight, you are not going to feel better reading about a civil war in some country where people don't know how to spell," explained Worth. "You want to feel better and that's what quality news does for you."
DDAS analysts told reporters that if people in politics, crime, war and other old-fashioned kinds of news events spent more time with personal trainers, hair stylists, make-up artists and personal managers, the civil war in Libya would be on the front page and the all-important "trending now" list on Yahoo.
"If Gadhafi looked really fabulous, the war in his country would be all the rage," said Murrowless.
Mayor: ‘Everything but Faith-Based Religion’
Junction City, TX—The baseball teams of congregations Ariel and Beth Israel playing at Junction City Park on this crisp autumn morning will have to find a new field next year if Councilman Calvin Knox has his way.
At the city council’s non-working session Friday night, Knox introduced a draft copy of his proposed Never on Sunday ordinance that would “prohibit Sunday sportsmanship” at the park between dawn and high noon.
Knox told the council that he got the idea from a similar ordinance currently under consideration by the aldermen of White House, Tennessee.
“The White House alderman proposing the edict believe that by permitting soccer and other leagues to use the park on Sundays, the city is ‘not sending the right message to the community.’ As I drove past our park last Sunday morning and heard the umpire yell ‘you’re outta here,’ my ideas for a similar Junction City decree jelled,” Knox said.”
Deacon Increase Mouth of the Church of the Painful Now across the street from the park said that “Knox really knocked one out of the park” with the Never on Sunday proposal.
Mayor Clark Trail argued that the government does not have the authority to order people into Christian churches on Sunday mornings.
“In these increasingly polarized times, we’re hearing calls for faith-based spending, faith-based judges, faith-based executions, faith-based houses of ill repute, and faith-based education,” he said. “We’re hearing calls for everything but faith-based religion.”
“For Christ’s sake, Trail,” screamed Knox, “I’m not requiring individuals from minor league religions to kneel down in a Class A church. I just think it’s a sign of disrespect for them to be throwing curve balls across the plate while I’m doing it.”
Rabbi David Bannerman of Congregation Ariel said that the teams of the Central Jewish Baseball League are already considering alternative locations in the enlightened city parks in the nearby Hillsdale and Prairie View communities.
Junction City, TX—Ohio author Baylor Graham was asked to leave Jeanette Hardy’s fifth grade class yesterday for an “unsuitable innuendo committed in front of students.”
Graham, widely known for Superb Misunderstandings – The Life of Warren G. Harding, was invited to PS93 as the keynote speaker in Hardy’s annual “Festival of Unknown Presidents” series.
“Graham held up a photograph of Harding and told my impressionable 10-year-old students that doctors initially thought ‘our 29th President died from a bad case of the crabs,’” said Hardy.
According to Hardy, the class broke out in “excitable laughter” during which time student Walter Britton asked Graham if they were king crabs. Reportedly, Graham responded, “Absolutely. King crabs for a man with an imperial appetite who died at the Palace Hotel.”
After conferring with Principal John Phillips who said he had just stepped into the classroom to hear the talk, Hardy asked Graham to discontinue his presentation.
“I expected Graham to speak about Harding’s newspaper days, Teapot Dome, the Bureau of the Budget, and his laizzez-faire isolationism approach to policy,” said Hardy.
Graham said that a well-prepared class would have known that he was referring to an early food poisoning diagnosis announced when Harding became ill while traveling by train from Alaska to California in 1923.
“He did eat crab meat before he became ill and he did die in the Palace Hotel in San Francisco,” Graham said.
Graham’s attorney Mort Gaston said that in the matter of the “strange eviction of Baylor Graham, Mrs. Hardy’s ends do not justify her means.”
Gaston told reporters at a press conference this morning that the principal was not really visiting the class to hear the speech, but to show Hardy an item in Monique Starnes Hands Under Society’s Dress column in Friday’s paper.
“Unsubstantiated gossip got Graham kicked out of class, pure and simple,” said Gaston. “Starnes wrote that while she was enjoying a Tom Collins with colleagues at the O Phoenix Culprit Bar on Augustine Road, Graham stumbled over to her table with a shot of Scotch in each hand.
“He told us he was in town to talk to school children about President Harding,” said Starnes. “Most of it was a Scotch-induced jumble of the usual Harding trivia. But then he said: ‘While researching my book, I had Ouija Board sex with one of Harding’s mistresses.’ Graham was such a hoot; I couldn’t keep a tidbit like that out of my column.”
Graham called Starnes’ column amusing, but potentially inaccurate.
“You won’t hear me apologizing for mentioning the crabs,” he added. “But goodness knows what would have happened if I’d said something really offbeat like Lord Voldemort is a ‘wimp’ or that Harry Potter is ‘not the only four-eyes in the village.’”
Junction City, TX—Frank N. Stein, owner and operator of the Ghost-of-a-Chance Cemetery at 666 Deadline Road plans a Death by Chocolate Hallowe’en for kids trick-or-treating at “death’s door.”
“This year, we’ll be handing out our usual death bells, death watches, and door-nails to everyone who knocks at the Death’s Door entrance to the cemetery,” said Stein. “We’re especially excited about this year’s ASK NOT FOR WHOM THE OPEN GRAVE CALLS gala. I think we’re going to top last year’s BABY, CAN YOU HEAR DEATH’S RATTLE sing-along.”
Chief gravedigger T. Stone, who laughingly claims he’s the only one on the premises who knows where all the bodies are buried, said he almost worked himself into an early grave getting all the holes dug in time.
“I’m death-warmed-over exhausted,” he said, “but I’ll be cheating the grim reaper again by Monday night.”
According to a dead letter posted at the cemetery door, every kid who successfully kicks a plastic bucket of dead men’s fingers into an open grave from six feet away will be presented with a “Dead Weight of Chocolate.”
“Most of them aren’t real dead men’s fingers,” said Stein. “We chopped up a bunch of old mannequins and littered the pieces around the place to scare the life out of the younger kids. We had enough dead hands left over to pretty much give everyone the finger.”
“I practiced kicking the bucket all afternoon,” Stone said, “and it’s not as easy as you think. Those kids will have to use a little dead reckoning to get it in the grave.”
Plans to offer vodka labeled as embalming fluid were deep-sixed once the Deadline Road Homeowners Association got wind of it and raised a stink.
“We don’t mind the spirits so much as the thought of hearing the words of that hideous old song ‘National Embalming School’ blasting away all night loud enough to wake the dead,” said association president Darla Norris. “We’re not teetotalers out here. After all, we snapped up our share of the icy six-packs they gave away during the CRYING IN MY BIER festival three years ago.”
Ghost-of-a-Chance began inviting trick-or-treaters onto cemetery grounds 25 years ago when Stein’s father Charles announced that he could no longer afford to “buy enough deadlights and deadlocks to keep out the deadbeats who sneak in every year to knock over a tombstone or two after knocking up their girlfriends.”
Norris, who has lived on Deadline Road for 26 years, said that almost everyone in her neighborhood was conceived as a Hallowe’en trick in the years before “old Charlie Stein made vandalism a dead issue while making death and cemeteries a real treat again.”
The police department’s Dead-to-Rights Hallowe’en Task Force will work the graveyard shift again this year to provide security and to pick up anyone who is dead drunk. Doctors from Memorial Hospital will be on hand to assist anyone who gets one foot caught in the grave. Overflow parking will be available in Potter’s field.
“We’ll be dead to the world by the time the night’s over,” Stein said. “It’s worth it, though. We’re putting the boot back into boot hill to make life better for kids in the here and now while reminding their aging parents to consider us in their plans for the hereafter.”
Junction City, TX—Last night, I dreamt I'd fallen on hard times and had once again been forced to take a job as Britney Spears' cook.
I had just placed her morning bowl of cheese grits and jalapeno peppers on the breakfast nook table when she ran through the room trying to get her pink slippers away from my dog Duke and, as expected, knocked the grits off on the floor making the kind of mess no man wants to see at that hour of the day.
"Oops! I did it again," she said.
If only I had dreamt of Jeanie with the light brown hair.
Jeanie is the new receptionist at the Star-Gazer, hired two weeks ago when our former receptionist, Margaret, was deported for being a Canadian with no quickie marriage prospects.
When Jeanie moves through the newspaper office as though borne like a vapor on the sweet summer air, my hard-boiled, ass kicking colleagues resort to poetry--the kind of talk no man wants to hear in the city room on a busy news day.
While eating the last Krispy Kreme doughnut in the break room, sports editor Caspar Kent said, "Jock, I dreamt about Jeanie again last night."
"I'm sorry to hear that, Kent."
"Let me tell you one thing for sure," he said, wiping the glaze off his lips with a paper towel Jeanie left on the table," if Jeanie were a Canadian about to be picked up by the INS for having an expired Visa, I'd marry her in a New York minute."
"We don't have New York minutes in Texas," I reminded him.
"Whatever," he grumbled. "So, Stewart, you still having those genie nightmares."
"All the time, Kent."
He was, of course, referring to the genie I found drowning in a bottle of Slivovitz across from Jimmy Pew's old Gulf Station that day I played hooky from old lady Jones' algebra class. Needless to say, when he sobered up as much as humanly possible from way to much of the plum brandy, he offered me three wishes. As a red-blooded American boy, I asked for a cool date for the prom, a muscle car, and dreams about living in celebrities' houses.
The fool jumped back into the bottle after granting my last wish. Go figure.
I took Jane Smith to the prom in my new red Impala. We both threw up on the back seat and I never saw her again. After the prom, the dreams began. I was Doris Day's pool man, Faye Dunaway's roofer and Julie Andrews' social secretary before I graduated from high school.
In the years that followed, I wanted to dream of Barbara Eden in her sitcom costume, but instead I had nightmares about pressure washing Agnes Moorehead's driveway while Elizabeth Montgomery twitched her nose at me from her red Camaro SS.
A few days ago, reporter Tim Cooper's 1997 Saturn wouldn't start. Being the chronic Good Samaritan even though that's how I met "my genie," I drove him all the way out County Road 3724 to his home in Mooresville.
"I dreamt of Jeanie with the light brown hair again last night," he said as we passed the kudzu patch where I rescued my ill-humored genie from the plum brandy.
"Wonderful news, Tim"
"We were tripping where the bright streams play."
"Wonderful news, Tim."
I wasn't listening because (a) I was distracted by Britney's recent comment that I'd be making grits for her ‘til the world ends, and (b) the fact that I still had that half-full bottle of Slivovitz under the seat.
"I gotta tell you, Jock, I long for Jeanie with the daydawn smile, radiant in gladness, warm with winning guile."
I pulled over a few miles past State Pen 666 and said, with as little guile as possible, "let's drink to her daydawn smile."
Tim looked like I felt on prom night when Jane Smith told me in the back seat of my bright red car that we would always be together.
"I'd like that, Jock. You're a true friend. After I laughed at you when you told me Britney said, 'Baby One More Time' after you scrubbed grits and cheese off the front porch of her house, I thought you'd never again give me a ride home when my Saturn wouldn't start."
"No problem, Tim." I handed him the bottle. "Why don't you take the first swig."
As he removed the lid from the rare bottle of Troyanska slivova, I got out of the Jeep and walked over to the roadside view sign that explained the wonders of the architecture of the prison where those in solitary confinement claimed to hear spirits sighing like the wind and sobbing like the rain.
Yes, I know, handing Tim the bottle with all those wishes inside, was a terrible thing. But, truth be told, I never forgave him for laughing at my incarceration at Britney's house. Now, I would have the last laugh on the summer air.
Junction City, TX—The old road leading over the river and through the woods to Grandmother’s house was officially torn out this morning for the opening of a new transcontinental interstate highway, transportation brass announced here today after finishing the last of their Thanksgiving turkey.
“While we’re aware the horse knows the way to carry the sleigh through white and drifted snow,” said the DOT’s Sprawl Tsar Harvey Dent, “we cannot ignore statistics showing that 98.312% of today’s important traffic is fast-tracking it between Washington, D.C. and Hollywood.”
Dubbed the Shit to Shinola Highway, Interstate 666 rips through Junction City’s primeval forest where the wind stings the toes and bites the nose.
According to uninformed sources, “‘a full day of play’ just doesn’t cut it anymore.”
“If I hear any more pre-Christmas bells going ting-a-ling-ling, I’ll scream,” yelled Dent during this morning’s news conference at the barnyard gate.
Attending the ceremony were the students from Jeanette Hardy’s class. The fifth graders arrived at the crime scene in a sleigh pulled by a dappled gray.
“We never believed they’d close our road over the river and through the woods,” said Mikey Arnold. “But they have.”
“No pumpkin pie this year,” said Theresa Dawson.
“Our teacher told us the people who built this road don’t know the difference between Shit and Shinola,” said Billy Jones. “Then the class decided nobody even knows what Shinola is anymore except the janitor old Mr. Walker. But we all know what Shit is so we came out to see it.”
Hardy, whose mother’s mother taught Grandmother how to make Christmas pudding and knit a proper Christmas cap, has taken her 5th grade class over the river and through the woods for 25 years.
“I expect we’ll see a lot of politicians, lobbyists, stars and starlets traveling this road from Shit to Shinola and back to Shit,” said Hardy. “It will be funnier than Jay Leno, David Letterman and Conan O’Brien all jabbering at once. But it won’t be the same. It won’t be Grandmother. It surely won’t.”
As the limousines and secret service vehicles blasted through the blue ribbon at mile marker #1400, Mayor Clark Trail told on-lookers that he was proud of the city council’s strong stand.
“We didn’t allow an exit ramp,” Trail said. “The folks traveling between Shit and Shinola aren’t our kind of folks. We’re over the river and through the woods kind of folks even though we enjoy a good laugh once in a while.”
Theresa Dawson’s classmate Becky Satterfield didn’t see the humor in watching “a bunch of fools embarrassing themselves” on I-666.
“A couple of years ago,” she said, “Grandmother got run over by a reindeer. Now this.”
Revelers Celebrate New Saint, New Hope
Junction City, TX—Revelers at the O Phoenix Culprit Bar at 1132 St. Augustine Road rang in the New Year last night with a new saint who will purportedly bring new life to millions. News of the Church’s 11th-hour canonization ceremony for St. Viagra reached proprietor Howard E. Clark moments ago as he was preparing the coffin for the bar’s annual wake for the old year.
“While the Church’s action was long in coming,” said Clark, “it provides a certified means through which all men can rise from the dead.”
St. Viagra, born Sildenafil Citrate in a humble dwelling on Pfizer Street, pfaired well with Vegas sainthood odds makers who, in recent years, have complained that popes “are shooting blanks in the canonization room 75% of the time.”
O Phoenix Culprit regulars Harold, Edward and Casper were selected by lot as this year’s trinity of pallbearers to ceremonially cast out the ashes of the old year at the first stroke of midnight.
“Playing the role of the Holy Ghost is a great honor any year,” said Casper. “But this year, when we chanted ‘out with the old, out with the old, out with the old,’ I knew our ceremony was no longer metaphorical.”
Edward, who admitted that he experienced new life prematurely before the Church sanctified the Blessings of St. Viagra, said that dust and ashes are now truly a means rather than an end.
“I had a rather fruitless summer,” said Edward, “but that was followed by a very happy fall.”
Following a 32-year tradition, Harold—the bar’s Head Pallbearer and Water of Life Celebrant—shouted “out with the louse, drinks are on the house” at 12:01 a.m. and began dipping Glenlivet out of a coffin inscribed with “2006 – man not a mouse.”
“We will drink until we fall,” he said, “for we understand the old truism that if one does not fall, he cannot be picked up nor can his life be redeemed.”
“Harold’s right,” said Casper, “except in the old days we lay around until Valentine’s Day moaning and groaning that we had fallen and couldn’t get up.”
“Saints preserve us,” said bartender Clark, “now we’re no longer dead to the world. Bravely, we live in 2006 to sin again and win again.”
Our Readers Respond
Dear Editor—You must be a first class twit. Why the hell would any normal newspaper care about a bunch of stiffs who are trying to get lucky again? After fifty years of marriage, I’m ready for a rest, so God help you (not to mention, me) if my ancient husband hears about this so-called miracle cure. It’s not a disease. There’s nothing here that needs curing. It’s nature’s way of letting senior citizens use their beds for a good night’s sleep without hearing “Oh, Honey?” at 3 a.m. in the damn morning.
Yours truly,
Mrs. Slim Limpkin
Washington, D. C.—Patriarchy Works! has slammed the 11th-hour budget deal as a "horrendous insult" to real men everywhere and "yet another example" of a government that's out of sync with the cries and whispers of the loudest of the special interest groups.
According to Earl Grey, president of the widely heard political action committee (PAC) Patriarchy Works!, "we are very happy that lawmakers cut $38 billion from this year's Federal budget. Unfortunately, it's the wrong $38 billion."
Bill Smith, Primary Right Reverend of the Brotherhood of Unlimited Growth (BUG) agrees, maintaining that while Administration and Congressional leaders are congratulating themselves on their victory, they lost an opportunity to establish unplanned parenthood as public policy, fiscal policy and the "moral imperative" of the United States.
Smith, who is best known for his book The Leviticus Model of Family Values, told reporters on the parapet of BUG's castle-styled church perched on a pinnacle overlooking the Anacostia River, that "inasmuch as birth and parenthood are gifts from God, let man not intervene through such desperate and unholy measures as family planning and the arrogant lunacy of individual decision making about sex, pregnancy, and the woman's place in the scheme of things."
Grey acknowledged that Patriarchy Now! has channeled over $38 billion into the collection plates of BUG and other organizations that brew the best tea in the country.
"While we are prepared to suffer fools gladly," said Grey, "everyday people need to understand that the Unplanned Parenthood Initiative is central to proper government. We will never have peace in the home, much less the world, until we de-Sangerize our policies and perspectives."
When a reporter said, "Isn't it true that Planned Parenthood, the catalyst for much of this budget debate, actually spends 90% of it's money on prevention," Grey said, "only fools believe it's wise to prevent God's will."
Smith said that his wife, Fanny, "believes living the barefoot and pregnant lifestyle is an honor and cannot understand why so many women these days no longer believe that father knows best."
According to informed sources, Patriarchy Now! and BUG will hold a "million baby stroller march" on Pennsylvania Avenue early next month to protest women's rights, family planning, goddess religions, heroine's journeys, Jungian analysts and others who are not in favor of women being as "fruitful as nature allows."
Junction City, TX—Morning greeted me with a cold crisp bite and the celestial vista of sun-splashed, new-fallen snow just deep enough to conceal where the bodies and the lies are buried.
“Marianne, I’m about to write my autobiography,” I told the local librarian as soon as she answered the phone. “My theme comes straight from Byron who said that a lie is ‘the truth in masquerade.’”
“Oh Jock,” she gushed, “Are you telling me that it will be pre-embellished?”
“You have crystallized my thoughts exactly,” I replied sagely. “In fact, my first chapter will contain eighteen pages of footnoted embellishments.”
“You are wise to do that. Otherwise, when the truth comes out later, the book may appear somewhat frayed.”
“What I don’t want to do is tarnish the tale so darkly that its underlying message of redemption no longer resonates with book club tsars.”
“Tell me true, Jock, how will you begin?”
“With a list of the stacked librarians I know.”
She laughed enough to convince me she was blushing. “Seriously?”
“Seriously stacked, then,” I added. “In reality, I’ll begin with a blanket introduction, stating quite candidly that I was Kate Winslet’s spit coach on Titanic, that I warned Jennifer Lopez she’d get a Razzie for Gigli, that I served as Sarah Brightman’s harem advisor, that I taught Beyoncé Knowles how to whistle Dixie during her birthday party a few years ago, and that I once rotated Pamela Anderson’s tires and pressure washed Nicolette Sheridan’s veranda.”
“If you can pull this off, you’ve got a bestseller on your hands with a minimal amount of blood. You might even knock Dan Brown off the list.”
“Could be. But the pièce de résistance will be my hidden lie,” I said as I wondered whether I would laugh all the way to the bank.
“A hidden lie? Oh, tell, tell.”
“Well, madam librarian, by the time the buzz is cooling off and all the PR flaks are looking for other stories to sleep with, my devoted readers will have waded through a hundred thousand words of seriously documented redemption and atonement material to discover that I’m the one who tied the red string around Madonna’s wrist.”
“My goodness, where?”
“At the Cracker Barrel Restaurant in Commerce, Georgia,” I said without the slightest trace of guile. “We had finished our biscuits and sawmill gravy and were sitting out front in rocking chairs watching people watching us.”
“And that’s when you did it?”
“Indeed,” I said, “and the fact that I did it late in the book will create a nice boost in sales in time for Christmas.”
“When Larry King calls, tell the world that—as James Frey once said—‘There’s truth, and that’s all that matters.’”
“How would you like to say that in a hundred cities during my World Wide Redemption Invention Tour?” I asked.
“Tempting, but somebody’s got to stay behind to fine the little SOBs who bring library books back late with one lie or another.”
FEDs Propose Moving Government to Hell in a Hand Basket
Hell, Michigan—Thirteen top government officials slamming down devil’s tails at the Dam Site Inn last night babbled out the executive summary of a previously covert Hand Basket Proposal to move the federal government to Hell.
According to several of Hells belles at the scene, Republicans and Democrats are blaming each other for creating a devil-may-care atmosphere by drinking “enough booze to poison a serpent.”
“The tall guy dressed in red shouted, ‘load up the hand baskets, mates, we’re hauling our asses across the River Styx in time for the Buzzard Fest in May while finally giving the devil his due,’” Eve Apple told reporters who were sorting through bar napkins for clues.
In a terse statement, the White House said, “While the devil’s dozen drunks were accidentally possessed, they will still have Hell to pay.”
While commenting off-the-record for deep background, a man claiming to be “Mister Charon” acknowledged that an environmental impact statement (EIS) found that moving Congress to Hell might introduce enough new hot air into the neighborhood to damage or even destroy Hell.
“If that happened, we’d have to start sending the bad people back to Washington, D.C.,” he said.
In a wordy statement, the Democratic National Committee (DNC) claimed that while liberals have long been known to consort with spirits, no self-respecting Democrat would ever mix apricot brandy, light rum, grenadine and vodka into a champagne flute because the resulting talk would always end up on a sour note.
“Obviously, the administration had advance notice from NSA wiretaps that those guys were going to tell the discordant truth and shame the devil by suggesting he would sink so low as to consort with politicians,” said DNC spokesperson Lucy Lake. “Truth be told, in this case, the acronym ‘EIS’ actually stands for ‘Evil Inferno Spirits.’”
The sources with the most Dam Site Inn bar napkins stated that the Hand Basket Proposal purportedly included the following: (1) Some things are worth doing for the hell of it; (2) Government pork would be reduced by requiring all cabinet members to participate in the city’s annual “Run Thru Hell” race; (3) While most lawmakers would probably be mistaken for buzzards and vice versa, those destined to rot in hell would already be there, reducing travel expenses; (4) Newly elected senators and representatives would be required to spend their first year at Purgatory, Utah where they would do less damage to the country; and (5) the government’s underworld connections have slowly become more obvious anyway ever since Harry Truman said, “I never give them hell. I just tell the truth and they think it is hell.”
Angel Ward, president of Regular People, Ltd., a Washington, D. C. charity formed in support of normal citizens forced by fate to live in close proximity to government, told reporters that she has always known that “it would be a cold day in hell before the federal white elephant was off people’s backs.”
The officials who allegedly spoke out of turn after pulling the devil’s tails were unavailable for comment. Local souvenir vendors had presented each of them with a fine wood bat before running them out of town at great speed.
Literary Investigators Discover Jane Austen Actually Wrote
Pinnacle, MT—Forensic literary sleuths digging through the long lost ashes of a Jane Austen notebook have discovered that a publisher’s typography error forever changed the title of the witty satire incorrectly known as Pride and Prejudice.
Dr. Horace Wickam, chairman of the department of forensic literature at Slippery Slope College, told reporters that correcting Austen’s body of work will most likely be the pinnacle of his career.
“The novel we have known and loved as Pride and Prejudice was initially called First Impressions,” Wickam said. “But according to Jane’s reassembled ashes, a typographer inadvertently changed the word in the new title from ‘prude’ to ‘pride.’”
Graduate assistant Judy Netherfield said that while foul play was not yet suspected it was not yet ruled out.
According to Wickam, the error in the title was compounded, and therefore obscured, by the fact that a crucial line of dialogue was omitted from a conversation in chapter four between protagonist Elizabeth Bennet and her sister Jane.
Elizabeth’s reassembled comment reads as, “Dear Jane, you see, don’t you, that prudes are the most prejudiced creatures in the world because they are so afraid the next person they see will say the very thing they’re most afraid of hearing.”
Mainstream literary sources said Wickam and Netherfield’s preposterous speculations were “highly prejudicial.”
Professor Darcy, chairman of the Slippery Slope department of psychic psychology, told reporters that two students working with a digital Ouija board contacted Ms. Austen who confirmed the veracity of the discovery.
“Ms. Austen, who always thought prudes to be disagreeable, remains perturbed to this day about the errors in Prude and Prejudice,” said Darcy. “Austen admitted, via the Ouija board, ‘I to not want people to be very agreeable, as it saves me from liking them a great deal.’”
London scholar Edward Bingley, who has been working for 20 years on his epic What Jane Really Meant, said that since he continues to be denied access to the digital Ouija board at Slippery Slope, he doesn’t yet know what Jane really meant.
Wickam said, “as the novel illustrates in matters of love, when you have an empty-headed mother trying to expediently marry off her five daughters, prude goeth before the fall.”
Future projects on the department of forensic literature department’s 2006 schedule include investigations of The Clown of the Baskervilles, The Adventures of Blackberry Finn and The Ruby Yacht of Omar Khayyam.
Our Readers Respond
Dear Editor—You must be a first class twit. Who cares if some typographer back in 1813 was more interested in playing endless Free Cell games than running Ms. Austen’s novel through the Microsoft spellchecker? You ought to investigate why publishers release old romance novels with new covers to trick us into buying stuff we read twenty years ago. I went for years being highly impressed with Mary Stewart’s productivity when it turned out she was really dead under a whole lot of different covers.
Yours truly,
Bodice Grant
Pigeonholes, Categories and Other Book-Dicing Notions
Junction City, TX—I called my publisher this morning and told him my novel in progress features a guy who grows up on a sheep ranch, wants to work on the railroad, but ends up teaching Shakespeare.
“Ah,” said the publisher, “you need to talk to our Literary Farming and Engineering Editor.”
“Why?”
“He knows your genre.”
“I didn’t know I was writing in a genre,” I said.
“Everybody’s got a genre,” he said, “and if they don’t, they soon will.”
“I forgot to tell you my book is has a few supernatural twists in it.”
“Hmm, if they’re exceptionally real, then you need to talk to our Religion Editor,” he said. “If your twists are really exceptional, you need to talk to our Fantasy Editor. What are you calling this thing?”
“The Twist Ties That Bind,” I said. “Why the hell can’t I just call ‘this thing’ a novel?”
“The bean counters don’t like novel novels. They can’t quite wrap their brains around them, do you see what I’m saying?”
“You’re saying you’re gonna dice my book every which way but loose and pin a label on it.”
“If it comes out loose, it goes to our Sex Editor.”
“Are you telling me that if folks have sex in a sheep ranching novel that I’m being kicked out of the Farm genre?”
“Certainly, unless people are—there’s no way to put this nicely—screwing the sheep and that would put you in the Strange Tails genre”
“Absolutely not, though that reminds me of that old joke about the three cowpokes who’d been out riding the range for a couple of weeks when they came upon a shapely ewe stuck in the fence. The first cowboy says, “My my, I wish that were Mary Lou.” The second guy says, “Naah, I wish it were Betty.” And then the third man says, “Shucks, boys, I just wish it were dark.”
“Jock, I’ve managed to go my entire life without hearing that sorry joke. I don’t know why I talk to you. Last time we talked, you were complaining that most of the shopping scenes were being edited out of your S&F books. The time before that, you were ticked off because we put your last book into our exceptionally popular and well intentioned Fantasy/NativeAmerican/Kabbalah/NewAge/YA/Crime genre instead of the Slasher/Horror genre. Now you’re joking about sex and sheep and I don’t think we want to get into that genre on a Sunday morning.”
“You’ve pigeonholed just about everything else,” I said.
“I don’t want to hear the one about the shapely pigeon stuck in the fence,” he said.
“I don’t know that one either,” I said. “You’re chopping our titles up into so many genres that you’re reducing our readership?”
“How so?”
“How many people do you know out there in the real world who are actually aware of, much less avid purchasers of, books in the Fantasy/NativeAmerican/Kabbalah/NewAge/YA/Crime genre?”
“Looking at your sales figures, not many.”
“You’ve crystallized my thoughts exactly,” I said.
“Look, let’s cut this short, I’ve got Dan Brown on the other line waiting to tell me about his novel ‘The Declaration of Independence Code,’ so pick a genre, any genre, and I’ll hook you up with the marketing boys to talk about the pitch.”
“The Baseball genre.”
“Good one, Jock, I guess I deserved that.”
“What genre are you tossing the new Brown book into?”
“Probably-Gets-His-Ass-Sued,” he said.
“Sounds profitable,” I said.
Two Egg, FL—Edward Walters arrived home from work at 10:22 p.m. on a starry night and found his wife Edna having sex with a somewhat familiar man on the 54” by 23” western red cedar porch swing.
Somebody had knocked over a sack of Pedigree Crunchy Bites dry dog food next to the swing.
Edna was facing the moths circling the 75-watt bug light. The man was facing the dog food. Edward had witnessed this scene, minus the dog food, many times and was used to Edna’s “ways.”
When his key didn’t fit the lock in the front door, he turned toward Edna who was screaming “oh wow oh wow oh wow” to inquire.
“Oh wow,” she said, “you must be Edward’s purported twin brother Morton. Edward and I are enjoying crunchy bites.”
His concentration broken, the man stared at Edward. Even in the yellow glare of the bug light he was a perfect mirror image.
“Woof woof, Morton,” he said, “we both thought you were dead.”
According to neighbors, Edna Walters has always liked her reality scrambled, Edward Walters has liked his sunny side up, and Morton Walters has liked his hard fried.
A police investigation is in progress.
Religion Editor’s Guest Column
Dead Bunnies Don’t Tell Tales Out of Bed
Junction City, TX—When I woke up this morning, the cheap hussy in bed next to me was dead to the world, dead enough to send me to the garage to find a shovel and an alibi.
I knew when I met her last night in the power tools section at Wal-Mart she was going to be trouble, waiving a couple of hydraulic vise grips over her head while doing a little dance that reminded me of the cancan. From the look of her, she definitely could.
We ate sandwiches together at the Wal-Mart deli; white bread, American cheese, Blue Plate® mayonnaise, hold the ambiance, washed down with tap water. She talked with her mouth full and mayonnaise on her lips, not the most attractive sight for these old eyes. I think she was trying to proposition me.
“I’ve got a preposition for you,” she mumbled, allowing the eight corners from two slices of bread to fall into an unsavory jumble closer to my plate than fine etiquette allowed.
“What are you thinking of?” I asked.
“I’m thinking of $400 for the evening,” she replied.
“It’s almost midnight,” I said.
“Aw honey, $395 then. It won’t take long before you and/or me is and/or are dead to the world.”
She was right about that.
I wandered outside in my dungarees and her bunny slippers and deduced quickly that I was not looking at my garage. All I could do was exclaim “what the hell” before turning around whereupon it became mandatory for me to deduce I wasn’t looking at my house.
One of our city’s finest, cops that is, pulled up, put on his or her hat, it was hard to tell in the early morning light, and said—and one day I hope I will have forgotten this—“why in the dadblastedsamhill are you walking around in my Bunny’s bunny slippers?”
“Cold feet,” I said.
“Shucks, that’s normal, even for an honest man coming upon law enforcement at a time like this?”
“A time like what?”
“5:30 a.m.,” he said. “I stopped by to see whether Bunny picked up something for me at Wal-Mart last night other than you.”
“I have good news and bad news,” I said. “The good news has to do with a set of J38-D Hydraulic Vise Grips. The bad news has to do with your wife being dead.”
“Oh my God, Bunny got me twin J38-Ds! Where are they?”
“Somewhere in that pile of clothes in the mud room.”
“I’ve got one thing to say about my wife, she can’t get her clothes off fast enough. She’s always on the bunny trail in search of a fresh carrot.”
“You gotta love that in a woman,” I said.
“Let’s take a look at those babies,” he said, hurrying up the walk, hardly noticing his hat falling off and rolling up against the morning newspaper with a blazing headline you could read without the benefit of light: POLICE CLAIM OFFICER JOHNSON DID NOT KILL WIFE WITH BEDSIDE CREDIT CARD MACHINE WHILE UNKNOWN MAN SLEPT NEXT TO HER WITH AMERICAN CHEESE ON HIS BREATH.
“I’ll stop by later after I’ve bought you a new Wal-Mart shovel,” I said.
“You do that.”
“Aren’t you going to check on your wife?”
“Son, every night of Bunny’s life used to be a twice-told tale,” he said. “Not any more, not any more. If you read the story beneath that blazing headline down there next to my hat, you’ll get down to the part where it says the body’s probably not going to be found.”
I appreciated the near-divine justice in that because, in the big city—where an evening’s white bread dreams often wind up as burnt toast in the morning—we understand that when it comes to the unexpected, silence is golden.
‘Significant Acres’ Opens McMausoleums for Perpetual Upscale Care
Daytona Beach, FL—“The latest racket in the death business is the sale of skyscraper crypts for those who want to advertise how high they climbed before they died.”
So says Bernie Potter, owner and operator of Potter’s Acres Graveyard.
Every day, he stares across the boulevard at Significant Acres from his Pine Box Shoppe and watches the trucks rolling in with deliveries of marble, granite and bronze for upscale, above ground, neo-classical McMausoleums.
“Just look at this quote I downloaded off the Internet moments ago,” said Potter. “Robert Fells of the International Cemetery and Funeral Association believes ‘Nobody wants a cookie cutter burial anymore.’ Not only does money talk, it talks perpetually.”
Edward Charles Shockbridge-Hare, owner and chief executive of Significant Acres says he’s meeting the needs of “people who are somebody and want to keep being somebody after they have passed away.”
Stockbridge-Hare selects a best-fit McMausoleum based on an individual’s clout, assets, importance and general vanity.
“We offer single family and community crypts, all with prayer rooms, meditation chambers, viewing windows, music, incense, flowers, coats of arms, diplomas, accomplishment plaques and Crypt Care Attendants,” said Stockbridge-Hare. “Everything we do is pegged to the significance of the customer. Height matters; the higher you are, the higher above ground you go.”
Head Significance Keeper Vincent St. Ives Marchant is “especially pleased” with the “Corpse-O-Matic” lifts that rotate the coffins of family members, significant others, best friends and other stakeholders past the cafeteria plan viewing windows.
“Here at Significant Acres,” said Marchant, “we don’t even know what a shovel looks like, much less a backhoe.”
According to sources at the Frequent Mourners and Keening Association, cutting-edge cemetery digs are “radically changing the look and feel of the dead.”
Potter claims to be stoic about the up and coming high class final resting places. “Six feet under just doesn’t attract folks like it used to,” he said.
Fates Claim They Haven’t Bothered Anyone For Years
Washington, D. C.—As fate would have it, the White House press corps found themselves enjoying the twelve napkin roast beef po-boy with several pitchers of bourbon frizz at the Acadiana Restaurant here last night when the Moirai (AKA, The Fates) walked in and granted their first known interview in thousands of years.
After mother Themis calmed the panicky crowd, she ordered a round of blues with a cruel twist of orange for the house.
“We’ve heard,” said Themis, “that fate is a lonely hunter. Quite the contrary, my daughters never hunt, for they always know where you are.”
“But we don’t care,” said Clotho, adjusting the thread on her spindle. “We’re blamed for everything, though, isn’t that right, Lachesis?”
Lachesis measured out several lengths of thread and ordered another drink.
“We’re here to tell you, we didn’t do it,” Lachesis said.
“Didn’t do what?” asked a timid reporter at an adjoining table.
“Anything,” said Atropos, spinning her small knife around on the table. “Oops, I just cut the thread.”
The reporter collapsed and was taken away by the Moirai’s PR officer, Mr. Zeus.
According to Mr. Zeus, everything that’s happened—except for the collapsing reporter—in this sector of the cosmos since the days of Homer has been “carefully planned” by somebody or other, but not by his girls.
“The girls here aren’t selecting your life’s threads, measuring them out and cutting them off,” he said.
“What Daddy said,” said Clotho. “When something unexpected and awful happens, you’re all quick to say fate had a hand in it or it was fated to happen. We notice you don’t say that when something wonderful happens out of the blue. If you’re gonna blame us, blame us for your joys as well as your sorrows.”
“She’s right,” said Lachesis, “Look to yourselves when you ask why things are as they are. You hold all the cards. Let me explain where the aces are hidden…”
As fate would have it again, her words were cut off in mid-sentence when the police SWAT team arrived and roughly took the girls into custody.
“You little ladies have quite a rap sheet,” said detective sergeant Don Chance. “War, murder, earthquakes, doomed love affairs while the husband’s supposed to be out of town—the list is endless.”
Informed sources from the New York Avenue precinct said they “considered themselves fortunate” to have caught the alleged Fates red handed.
“When that unlucky stiff got carted out of the restaurant, the SWAT team was coincidentally eating doughnuts in the parking lot wondering how the other half lives sitting at those fine tables inside the restaurant,” Chance said.
Subsequently, when detective sergeant Chance himself dropped dead of unnatural causes during a late afternoon press conference, paramedics at the scene determined “it was simply a case bad luck.”
“Flukes happen every day,” Themis told reporters outside the city jail, “even when my girls are asleep. Your beloved SWAT team is profiling, that’s the long and short of it. But let me tell you, their case hangs by a frail thread.”