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Dedicated to Nicolas
Once upon a time, there was a very tall boy named Sam who was a strawberry pirate. Sam had a habit of talking very quickly and slurring his words without enunciating, so he described himself as “a strawb part. Aarrr.”
“Aarrr” was the only word he enunciated properly.
Sam became a strawberry pirate because he loved strawberries, or “strawbs.” One day, he decided to hijack as many of them as he could. First, he made an eye-patch, even though he did not need one, and armed himself with a plastic cutlass. He put on a fluffy white shirt, a vest, and a belt over one shoulder and tied a bandana around his head.
For transportation, he decided on a bicycle. The trouble was, Sam was very hard on bicycles. He kept breaking them.
He looked in his garage: the bicycle that was in the best shape had two flat tires and only three working gears. Fortunately, they were the three fastest gears. He took one good tire from another bicycle (whose frame had snapped in two when he had ridden it down a bumpy, rocky, tree-strewn slope the previous summer), another tire from a child’s bicycle whose front forks and handlebars were twisted and unusable, and put them onto the best frame. He found the remains of a bicycle carrier-rack that wasn’t in horrible shape and managed to unbend it. Then he reinforced the weakest parts of the frame with coat hangers and wound duct tape wherever the resulting contraption looked weak—which was everywhere.
Finally, he duct-taped a bamboo beanpole to the carrier rack and used it to fly a skull-and-crossbones flag. He looked over his creation with pride. “I’m going to call you The Duct-Tape Pearl,” he said. “Aarrr.” Now, he was ready.
All that summer, he would hide outside grocery stores, waiting until he saw a housewife leave with a big load of fresh, juicy red strawberries. Just as she would be ready to leave, while her hatch-back was still open, he would swoop down with his rickety bicycle, clattering to a shaking halt in front of her minivan. He would lift his plastic cutlass menacingly and shout “D’sup!”
“Oh, dear!” the housewife would say, looking confused as she would take in Sam’s fluffy white shirt, vest, belt slanting across his chest, eye-patch and bits of bandana that stuck out from under his bicycle helmet.
“Yer strawbs er y’loife,” he would demand. “Aarrr.”
“My—my what?” the housewife would invariably stammer. “What are ‘strawbs’?”
“Don’t test me patience!” Sam would bark. “Strawbs! All of them! Now!” He would brandish the cutlass and say “Aarrr” again.
“Who are you?” the housewives would always ask.
“Oim th’Strawb Part!” Sam would growl. “Aarrr.”
At this point, something happened to every housewife that Sam strawberry-jacked: her maternal instincts swelled until the only thing she could think of was how thin the pirate looked. Any mother who looked at Sam would see not a pirate who was robbing her of produce intended for her family, but a thin young boy who obviously needed food more than she did. Sam the Strawberry Pirate did not provoke fear: he provoked confusion and an overwhelming desire to feed him.
Every housewife would place the baskets of strawberries on Sam’s bicycle rack and watch in confusion and pity as he clattered into the sunset, pirate flag flapping in the breeze. Occasionally they would call after him, “Would you like some whipped cream with them?”
In a long, low and remarkably ugly brick building in the heart of Montreal’s food district, the Directors of the East Canada Fruit Company gathered to discuss the problem of the Strawberry Pirate of Ottawa.
“Three grocery stores have cancelled their orders this month. They’re buying their strawberries and other fruit from local suppliers. It’s affecting our plans to take over the entire world supply of fruit,” said the Junior Director, a thin young man who already looked old, with thinning hair stretched over a high forehead and worried looking eyes. He wore a dark blue suit and the rose he had pinned to his lapel had died already, its once red petals now a horrible grey. His voice sounded like a flute at the bottom of a wet sewer: distant, thin and disgusting. “Not only that, he’s making our company look foolish. The newspapers love him and are calling us the ‘East Canada Fool Company.’”
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