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     Save The Crumbs is an independent ’zine written, designed, 
assembled and distributed by a handful of folks in Mankato who 
think they have something to say. We started this publication 
because we feel the spirit of “do it yourself” is lacking in Mankato 
and the surrounding areas.
     Save The Crumbs is a collection of writings, musings, opinions, 
reviews, observations, artwork and basically whatever we feel like 
printing. It’s the true spirit of D.I.Y.
     No advertisements. No corporate pressure. No creativity-stifling 
forces. No “The Man.”
     So, grab a copy of this thing and show it to your friends. Lend it 
to people. Make copies of it at your place of employment. Get the 
word out. Be inspired. Make your own ‘zine!
     If you have any questions, comments, criticism or want to do-
nate to the cause… send an e-mail to savethecrumbs@gmail.com.
     If you can’t seem to secure your own copy of this issue, be sure 
to go to www.myspace.com/savethecrumbs to check out the online 
version.
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Bothering Strangers...
   We asked five people the following question...

“Who Would Jesus Bomb?”

“Jesus was supposedly a pacifi st so he would not bomb anyone.
His father was the vengeful one. So, a better question would be...

‘Who would God bomb?’” - HoneySue A. Braam

“People who put that bumper sticker on their car: Free Tibet!” 
- Mitch Falk

“Jesus would bomb Rogers, Arkansas (where the fi rst Wal-Mart was 
open) for becoming a global conglomerate and making people in 

third world countries make items we don’t need but are offered to us 
for the intent to make a profi t”

- David Thomas

“Jesus would bomb the Jews, obviously.  ...Jesus loves basketball.” 
- Mike Abraham

“Santa Claus.” - Michael P. Carney



  A Totally Irrelevant and Embarrassingly Clichéd Top Ten List

         By Dustin Wilmes

                           Top 10 Mike Tyson Quotes
1.  “I normally don’t do interviews with women unless I fornicate with them. 

So you shouldn’t talk anymore. Unless you want to... you know.”

2.  “I’ll fight any man! Any animal! If Jesus were here, I’d fight him too!”

3.  “I may like to fornicate more than other people... it’s just who I am. I sac-
rifice so much of my life, can I at least get laid?  I mean, I been robbed of my 
most of my money. Can I at least get blowjob without the people wanting to 

harass me and wanting to throw me in jail?”

4.  “Lennox Lewis, I’m coming for you man! My style is impetuous! My de-
fense is impregnable and I’m just ferocious! I want your heart! I want to eat his 

children! Praise be to Allah!”

5.  “My power is discombobulatingly devastating. I could feel is muscle tissues 
collapse under my force. It’s ludicrous these mortals even attempt to enter my 

realm.”

6.  “[He] called me a ‘rapist’ and a ‘recluse.’ I’m not a recluse.”

7.  “How dare these boxers challenge me with their primitive skills. It makes 
me angry. They’re just as good as dead.”

8.  “There are nine million people who see me in the ring and hate my guts. 
Most of them are white. That’s okay. Just spell my name right.”

9.  “Everyone has a plan ‘til they get punched in the mouth.” 

10.  “I can sell out Madison Square Garden masturbating.”



  Thoroughly Surly Says:

     There is a conspiracy afoot.  Well, more than likely there’s more than one 
conspiracy afoot, but for the purpose of this fine article we will focus on a vast 
media conspiracy.  And no, I’m not talking about the whole liberal political 
thang.  I’m talking about the feminization of strawberries.  Yes, the fruit.  
     
     Brothers, how many times have you reached for a strawberry only to be 
chided by a woman or girl?  When dipping a strawberry in chocolate, have you 
felt the oppressive stare of your mother or one of her nosy yet strangely at-
tractive friends?  The media, through advertisements, has created a false truth. 
Namely, that strawberries are for ladies.
     
     Brothers, I am sick of feeling like a woman when I desire strawberries.  I 
am a man and I yearn for the sweet tangy zing of the red seed-speckled fruit of 
queens…kings.  Let it be known that there is no shame in a man dipping this 
jewel of the food pyramid into, not only chocolate, but whip cream and, dare I 
say, cream cheese.
     
     But what is it to be called man, or woman for that matter?  What is a 
woman if not a person who subconsciously conforms to a series of socially 
constructed behavioral traits.  Nature vs. nurture aside, this is all the more 
alarming.  If something isn’t done, strawberries may become part of the social 
construct we’ve come to know as the female gender. Then, anyone who eats a 
strawberry will be a woman, not just like one.
     
     I for one would hate to be a woman just because I eat strawberries.  Sure, if 
I found myself buying candles, eating non-fat ice cream, or pregnant, I’d have 
no problem being a woman.  But over a fruit?  I think not.  Men and boys, 
raise your strawberries in revolution.  Remember, what doesn’t kill us makes 
us stronger…and…you are what you eat.  I am a real strawberry.         

     
Once again, Thoroughly Surly is here to answer all your ques-
tions and make sense of the many mysteries of the universe.  

This month…                     

    STRAWBERRIES



         Crank (2006)                 Review by A.J. Hakari 
                (aka Mad Movieman)

“Does it look like I got ‘cunt’ 
written on my forehead?” 

     Crank, a high-energy and high-con-
cept actioner starring rising tough guy 
Jason Statham, gets right to the point, 
sending viewers on a maniacal little jour-
ney from frame one and fl at-out refusing 
to stop for breaks.
     I bring you, dear readers, the case of 
one Chev Chelios (Statham), a freelance 
hitman working for a California-based 
mob. But the day after his latest hit, Chev 
wakes up to fi nd himself a little groggy 
and pretty damn weary -- which he soon 
fi nds out are the effects of a poison 
coursing through his system, giving him 
only an hour or so before his heart shuts 
down. Wasting no time whatsoever, Chev 
takes to the streets in a manic quest to 
track down the business rival (Jose Pablo 

Cantillo) responsible for poisoning him. As he struggles to keep on living a bit longer, 
Chev learns that the only thing he can do to prolong the effects of the poison is to keep 
his adrenaline pumping at a constant rate (as his doctor warns, “If you stop, you die!”). 
Thus, Chev promptly begins wreaking havoc throughout Los Angeles, driving through 
crowded malls, stealing police motorcycles, and gulping down can upon can of Red 
Bull to keep himself going, fi lling himself with energy long enough to spend a little 
more time with his girlfriend (Amy Smart) and exact his revenge as quickly as he can.
     Curious as to what the title Crank meant in regards to the fi lm’s plot, a visit to the 
dictionary turned up a number of results, the most appropriate defi nition being “an 
unbalanced person who is overzealous in the advocacy of a private cause.” Well, I’d 
say Chev Chelios is an unbalanced dude, alright, but hey, you’d be a smidge overzeal-
ous, too, if you were injected a synthetic poison that would make you drop dead unless 
you went on a citywide rampage.
     Crank is pure, unadulterated cinemayhem. A nonstop parade of death, destruction, 
and dark, dark humor. I know it sounds like all concept and no payoff, the sort of mov-
ie that’s interesting for a while, but once it gets past the fi rst reel, boredom quickly sets 
in. Not so with Crank, as it skillfully and miraculously fi nds ways to keep itself going, 
evolving into a Chev Chelios by itself in how it does virtually everything possible to 
keep the pacing intense and involve the audience with the action. Co-writer/directors 
Mark Neveldine and Brian Taylor seem to be graduates of the Tony Scott School of 
Filmmaking, liberally applying lighting-fast editing, gritty cinematography and other 
weird tricks of the trade (including characters appearing on walls and subtitles that pop 
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Crank cont’d...

up out of nowhere) to create a highly charged atmosphere of desperation. It’s a task the 
guys accomplish in spades, successfully using it as a backdrop for a series of darkly 
comedic and incredibly violent set pieces (Chev’s back-alley confrontation with a thug 
takes a particularly gruesome turn,) from the very beginning until the rolling of the 
fi nal credits.
     Statham brings all of the right traits to his “man on a mission” role, perfectly con-
veying the attitude of a contract killer who knows there’s no time to waste when his 
life’s on the line and when number one on his “Things to Do Before I Die” list is hunt-
ing down the scumbags responsible. He has the tough guy demeanor down pat, but 
Statham also helps bring out the more humorous side of certain scenes. Especially in a 
sequence where he tries convincing his girlfriend to have sex in the middle of crowded 
Chinatown. But despite the surprisingle mileage Crank gets out of its premise action-
wise and the engaging elements Statham brings to the table, Crank still has its share of 
deterrences. Some of the supporting players end up more like distractions (including 
Efren Ramirez, best known as Pedro from Napoleon Dynamite, as Chev’s cross-dress-
ing sidekick), some performances wear a bit thin (Smart can’t seem to decide if her 
character should be a complete ditz or not), and even what little story there was turned 
out to be hard to understand. I love gunfi ghts and car chases as much as the next guy 
(especially considering what this fl ick ends up adding to the equation,) but a couple of 
times during Crank, I did wonder when someone would put down the gun and explain 
what in the world was going on.
     But all in all, Crank turns out to be just what the movies needed lately, an action 
fl ick that’s not afraid to use a bit of the old ultraviolence to give moviegoers a good 

jolt in the cerebellum. I hate to 
resort to corny puns, but Crank 
is the sort of fi lm that really 
does keep your heart racing.

MY RATING: *** 1/2 
(out of ****)

Recommended If You 
Like:  
Tears of the Black Tiger, 
The Transporter, 
Unleashed
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Corvus, The Raven
By Sitha Im

     Giant spherical masses of luminescent gases roam 
the evening skies and we humans are helplessly en-
tranced by this exposure of universe beyond us. Clear 
weather permits us to stare vastly over the horizon at 
these tiny illuminated dots that scatter and perforate 
the black canvas. For thousands of years, people have 
been connecting images and stories to these dots.
     One fascinating (but not so famous) Greek 
constellation you will find this season lies very low on the southern horizon of 
the Northern Hemisphere. It’s very small and faint to see, but it holds a funny 
ancient tale. 
     Corvus the crow (or the raven) was a bird associated with the Greek-god 
Apollo. He served  as a messenger and performed other random duties.  One 
day he was assigned to bring back water in a cup (Crater) for one of Apollo’s 
libations. He went about his task and reached the water source where he spot-
ted a ripe fig tree. Too tempted by the delicious fruits, he began to unhurriedly 
feast upon them while keeping Apollo in wait. Before returning, he snatched 
a water-snake (Hydra) in his claws and grabbed the empty cup with his beak. 
Using the snake as an excuse for his delay, Apollo, seeing through the Corvus’ 
ploy, grabbed all three (cup, snake and crow) and cast them into the skies for 
eternity. Since then, Corvus lies cawing for thirst as the cup (Crater) is forever 
out of his reach, guarded by Hydra the water-snake.

If you want a closer 
look at the stars, check 
out the Stanford 
Observatory on the 
MSU campus, near 
Gage Towers. It’s free 
and open to the public. 
Check the campus 
website, www.mnsu.
edu, for details.  



“Second Coming” by Chadd



Hometown Legend: 
An Interview With Norman Kietzer
By Dustin Wilmes

     Most long-time fans of professional 
wrestling are aware of the impact Minnesota 
had on the sport.  In the ‘60s, ‘70s and ‘80s, 
Verne Gagne’s Minnesota-based American 
Wrestling Association (AWA) was a major 
player in pro wrestling and the breeding 
ground for many of wrestling’s biggest 
names.  Guys like Shawn Michaels, Jesse 
Ventura, Ric Flair, Hulk Hogan and many 
other wrestlers of importance came through 
the AWA at one time.
    What people may not know is that the 
man responsible for bringing wrestling fans 
around the country all the news and updates 
on their favorite stars of the squared-circle 
is from Minnesota as well.  In fact, he lives 
right here in town.  His name is Norman 
Kietzer and he runs the karaoke shop on 
Front Street in Mankato. 
    In the ‘60s and ‘70s, Kietzer was probably the most prolifi c wrestling 
journalist and publisher in the United States.  For 40-plus years, Kietzer’s 
publications were used as offi cial programs for many of wrestling’s most 
famous promotions.  His programs not only promoted wrestling events for 
the AWA, but also several other promotions including the World Wrestling 
Federation (WWF) and the National Wrestling Alliance (NWA.)  Kietzer was 
also the founder, editor and publisher of the legendary wrestling publication 
The Wrestling News.
    Kietzer got into the business at age 16.  Like many people who got their 
start in wrestling, he just happened to be in the right place at the right time.  
“I was a big fan of wrestling growing up,” Kietzer said.  “I remember back 
in ‘59, a show was being set up at the armory in town by a promoter named 
Harry Kamatchus.  He would promote shows in the armory about once or 
twice a month.  I went down there to get some tickets and he came up to me 
and asked if I wanted to help set the ring up.  After that, I just sort of started 
working for him, off and on.”
    It was here that Kietzer’s career in wrestling would take off.  “One day, 
Kamatchus asked me if I wanted to set up a table and try to sell these photos of 
the wrestlers he had at the time.  The same outfi t that supplied wrestlers here 



also ran wrestling in the Twin Cities.  They would have programs for 
their matches and when they had some left over, they’d send them down to me 
to see if I could sell them.  I’d put a little sheet of paper in them that had the 
matches for our line-ups and sell them at our matches.  After awhile, I started 
making my own.
    “Some of the wrestlers that came here at the time wrestled in other parts 
of the Midwest.  When they left town, they’d take one of my programs with 
them and pretty soon, promoters in other territories were asking me to make 
programs for them.  I just kept adding towns and it blossomed.” 
    Eventually, Kietzer sent articles to different wrestling magazines as a 
freelance writer.  He soon got a call from Vince McMahon Sr. (then owner 
of the World Wide Wrestling Federation.)  “McMahon Sr. ran the promotion 
in New York,” Kietzer said.  He asked me if I wanted to do programs for 
him.  He offered me about twice as much as I was making in Minnesota, so I 
took him up on it and moved to New York for six or seven years.  I set up my 
program business up there.  It was a lot of work because I was still doing all 
the programs for the promoters in the Midwest, too.” 
    In 1972, Kietzer created a tabloid-type publication called The Wrestling 
News.  It was used to inform fans about the news and gossip from all the major 
promotions in the United States.  Before the invention of the Internet and cable 
TV, The Wrestling News was the only way to learn about new wrestlers coming 
to your town or to get news from promotions across the country.  It also gave 
fans the chance to sell merchandise and post pen-pal messages, which many 
notable people used as a networking tool to get their start in the business. 
    The list of people who got their start in the pages of Kietzer’s publications 
reads like a Who’s Who in wrestling.  Jim Cornette, who later went on to 

become a manager, promoter and 
booking agent in many of the major 
promotions, sent photos to Kietzer 
regularly.  “He was an amazing 
photographer,” Kietzer said.  “He 
was still in high school when he 
started sending me stuff.” 
    Paul Heyman (pictured left) 
also got his start sending photos 
to Kietzer.  Heyman was a well 
known manager and commentator 
in AWA and WCW.  He later 
went on to create Extreme 
Championship Wrestling (ECW) 
and revolutionized professional 
wrestling. 
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Hometown Legend Cont’d...

     Even hall-of-famer Jerry “The 
King” Lawler (pictured right) started 
out as a staff artist for Kietzer.  Lawler 
is best known for his legendary feud 
in the ‘80s with actor/comedian 
Andy Kaufman.  He now works as a 
commentator for Vince McMahon’s 
World Wrestling Entertainment 
(WWE.)
    By the mid-1980s, promotions were 
shutting down all over the country 
because of the success of the WWF.  
Instead of dozens of promotions, 
there were only a few big ones.  There 
was no longer a need for a national 
wrestling news magazine, so Kietzer’s 
program network shut down as 
well.  Soon after, Vince McMahon 
Jr. asked Kietzer to be the exclusive 
supplier of programs for the WWF, but he declined.  “I never saw eye to eye 
with him,” Kietzer said.  “I probably wouldn’t have lasted too long with him.  
I think it would’ve been nerve wracking.  He’s the kind of guy who liked to 
run everything, but then blame someone else when something went wrong.  I 
pitied some of the people that went to work for him.” 
    Kietzer continued to publish nostalgia articles over the next decade.  In 
2002, he sold the rights to all his publications and archives (collectively 
known as Pro Wrestling Enterprises) to Arena Publishing Inc. in Michigan.  
By that time, Kietzer’s archives included the largest wrestling photo collection 
in the world. 
    Kietzer now lives in Mankato with his wife Patty and is semi-retired.  They 
run Kietzer’s Karaoke Supplies in downtown Mankato.  He occasionally 
writes nostalgia pieces for wrestling magazines, but other than that, he’s 
done with the wrestling business.  “I don’t have the energy to do it anymore,” 
Kietzer said.  “It was fun, but I just don’t have the same ambition now.” 
    Kietzer was a major part in wrestling history.  He helped turn many 
wrestlers into legends, and many consider him a legend in his own right.  Still, 
Kietzer is modest when you mention the word “legend” to him.  “I doubt it,” 
Kietzer said.  “I was around when a lot of stuff happened, but I just wrote 
about it.  I wasn’t the one doing it.  But, if somebody wants to pay me a 
million dollars for being a legend, I’ll be there.”



in.tel.li.gence: n. a. The capacity to 
aquire and apply knowledge.  

b. The faculty of thought and reason.  
c. Superior powers of mind.

bi.cy.cle rack: n. A rack for parking 
bicycles.

con.ver.sion: n. Something that is 
changed from one use, function, or purpose 

to another.

by John Maiers





Martyrs: Heroes vs. Idiots
by Sitha Im

     The term martyr is often used to describe the act of suffering or 
putting one life’s in danger (usually resulting in death) for the sake of 
demonstrating one’s devote faith or belief in a cause. Jesus Christ, the 
most famous martyr, holds high religious symbolism that is dominant 
in Western society.  His act of passively complying to physical torture 
(and thereby death) by the Romans, holds high religious value because 
it symbolizes God’s will, as he was dying for the sins of humanity.  Mil-
lions of people are indoctrinated by that belief and ritually praise this 
figure to maintain peace in their lives. Believing that Jesus, the son of 
God, died for their sins spawns a connection to the other-worldly, om-
nipotent being. 
     Nowadays, the term martyr has twisted itself, coining newer terms 
defining the act of putting oneself to death in order to prove a state-
ment about his/her faith or belief.  Phrases such as “warrior-martyrs” 
and “predatory-martyrdom” refer not of the victims of persecution, but 
of those seeking to basically use their death to eradicate several others 
in the name of honoring thy country or religion (i.e. suicide bombers, 
Kamikaze pilots, etc.)
     A thin line exists between being a hero who is actually making a 
great statement about social reform in order to better society and the idi-
ocy behind suicide for the sake of promoting your religion, state, coun-
try, etc. The difference is determined by the rationality of using suicide 
as a function of belief. The belief that the act of sacrificing yourself in 
the name of God to give you a higher place in heaven makes you the 
idiot. Subjecting your body to the tortures of those with the majority 
opinion to express your strong moral character and conviction makes 
you a hero.
     Today’s martyrs haven’t evolved much from the earliest ones thou-
sands of years ago. We just have the technology to glamorize it on a 
global scale. Martyrdom shouldn’t be about proving how loyal you are 
to your religion, country, or whatever high society you come from.  If 
you’re dumb enough to risk your life for the sake of the salvation of hu-
manity, you can bet that your efforts will be futile. You can’t convert the 
world, but you can live peacefully as long as you tolerate one another 
and stop perpetuating cycles of destruction and hate. 



Surveying the Sounds of the Underground
by Dave Perro

     

     Independent record labels of 
decades past were commonly 
started up to document the 
happenings of particular regional 
music scenes (i.e. Dischord, 
Sub Pop, K.) Given the rise in 
online activity, scenes have given 
way to message boards, blogs, 
and e-zines, creating a global 
network for anyone interested in 
discovering or creating new and/or strange music. 
An increasing number of smaller independent labels have begun to 
document these global inter-connections through limited edition 
CD-R and cassette releases to legitimate CD and vinyl pressings. One of 
the most interesting of these labels to emerge in recent years is Rhode 
Island-based, Last Visible Dog records.
     
     As their website indicates, Last Visible Dog is “primarily focused on 
documenting 1) The New Zealand underground, 2) American outsider 
free-folk, 3) Japanese Psych-rock, 4) The on-going European ‘freak-
out’.” While this may all sound completely foreign, both literally and 
figuratively speaking, this is perhaps some of the most intriguing new 
music coming out. The Last Visible Dog discography covers all manner 
of rock, folk, jazz, instrumental, ambient, noise, and even a dose of 
pop music. However, the prominence of improvisation, lo-fi recording 
techniques and a complete outsider quality distinguishes much of their 
catalog from others. Also, Last Visible Dog has focused on releasing 
comprehensive collections of their artists, including the Invisible 
Pyramid: Elegy Box, in which they collected 10 to 20 minute selections 
from each of their artists and assembled a 6-CD collection with more 
than seven hours of music. 
 
While the Invisible Pyramid: Elegy Box offers an excellent overview 
of Last Visible Dog’s artists, here are a few other highlights from this 
amazing label:



Last Visible Dog Cont’d...

*Circle “Tower” featuring Verde  
 One of the latest releases on LVD from this Finnish band who 
are known to change things up from album-to-album. Tower is a laid 
back affair, guided by percolating jazzy organ textures and a subtle 
groove that keeps its six track in forward motion. A jazz fusion album, 
so to speak, without all the chops.

*Pumice “Raft”
 New Zealand artist Stephan Neville (a.k.a. Pumice), is a 
veritable one-man band. Live, he plays both snare and bass drum parts 
with foot pedals, while creating some of the strangest buzz and crackle 
from a modified acoustic kids guitar. Beneath the lo-fi recording quality 
of Raft lie some truly uplifting and melodic pop wanderings, unlike 
anything you’ve heard before.

*Eastern Fox Squirrels “s/t”
 Eastern Fox Squirrels is a collaboration among several highly 
active recording artists in the avant-folk underground (see Robert 
Horton, The North Sea, Charalambides, etc.) Incorporating a slew of 
instruments and sound makers, both exotic and homemade, EFS jams 
push the folk form into completely uncharted territory. No, this is not a 
New Age album.

*Swagger Jack “The Feral Blood of Swagger Jack”
 This is the folk side of Antony Milton, another New Zealand 
artist, who also has released albums on LVD under his own name and 
the Nether Dawn. The Feral Blood offers up a batch of campfire folk 
songs, which sound like they may actually have been record around a 
fire, where Milton is howling in that distinctive Kiwi accent.

*Tivol “Interstellar Overbike”
 Finnish stoner metal that rocks incredibly hard. Enough said!

Check out the Last Visible Dog website (www.lastvisibledog.com) 
for more information and audio samples of each of their releases.



A Heart-stopping Affair 
by Lee Olson

     I was out for a drive Wednesday night. I needed to blow off some steam. 
I had gotten into a fight with my wife. Something about the cable bill, you 
know. It was some stupid fight about something. I knew after about ten min-
utes that no one was gonna be a winner at the end, but especially not me.
     Gas was considerably cheaper. Only $2.89, which was down from last 
Tuesday’s high of $3.47. No one knew why it was so much cheaper, but at this 
point we didn’t ask too many questions. If it’s cheap, shut up and buy. Though 
no one really seems able to understand the concept of supply and demand and 
why it always spikes when it gets cheap. Come to think if it, that’s probably 
another fight we’ve had in the last year or so.
     Economics aside, since it was late (at least for me, a little past my bedtime, 
around 10:20 p.m.) I was downtown, driving between the fog-scrapers. It was 
a beautiful night, the moon shined off of the glass facades. Over the quiet hum 
of the orchestra of my “Bach at Night” CD, I heard a scream. Blood curdling 
was a way to describe it. Though, it understates the fear that ripped through 
me. I turned down the stereo and looked around. I slowed down to just under 
twenty. I saw some particles in the air and it shined in the glow of the moon-
light.
     Then the body.
     It fell about ten feet in front of my car. I swerved to the side, as sharp as I 
could. I slammed my brakes and slid onto the sidewalk. I plowed through the 
doors of local coffee shop and my car fell out of gear. I slowly got out of my 
vehicle, pushing my door against a stand of take-home beans.
     I looked around. It seemed I did a pretty good amount of damage, but it was 
nothing compared to the wreckage outside. I ran out. A little bloodied myself, 
I wiped some dripping down my nose and ran right to the female body lying in 
the street. She was dead. I couldn’t do a thing to save her. Her poor body was a 
mess, bloodied, bruised, mutilated. That poor girl.
     I looked up, hoping to see where she came from. It looked as though it was 
the fifteenth floor. A hell of a long drop, that’s a mild statement. That’s where 
I saw the lack of a glass window, the moon not shining in the gap. I didn’t see 
anyone inside. Not that I could have, but no less figured they must be long 
gone by now. No one sticks around at a murder scene. Not unless they are 
completely out of their minds. I don’t know what I’m dealing with though.
     I pulled out my cell phone and called the police. 911 is hard to remember 
when you’re nervous. You just look at the phone like it’s in brail. But before 
I could get on the line, even so much as hear a voice on the other end and tell 
the operator the whole situation, I caught something. 



It was in the corner of my eye. Barely visible peripherally, but it made me stop 
what I was doing.
     The street was empty. There wasn’t another car on the road for miles. I 
didn’t even see headlights. All quiet of this particular front, except me and this 
dead girl. However, I could see this very small dot. A red dot, bright red. Out 
of the corner of my mind, I knew what that meant. I had the instincts kick in 
and I knew that I had to run. I dropped the phone.
     Bang!
     The shot blew the phone across the road as it was falling and into as many 
pieces as you could care to count. My heart wanted to stop. My lungs were on 
fire, but I ran to my car. I sat inside, trying to breathe and get my heart to pump 
blood to the rest of my cold body. I looked out quietly through the rearview. I 
didn’t know where the shot came from, but I knew I didn’t want to be in the 
path of those bullets. Not even one little itsy, bitsy bit. I tried to start my car 
and the situation turned into a late-‘70s horror movie. The damned thing just 
would not turn over. I put gas on it. I turned it hard. I yelled at the piece of shit 
like my life depended on it, because it did. Nothing would move it. I figured I 
was screwed.
     Until I saw the exit hidden in the back. It was obviously leading to the 
backroom. Anywhere is safer than where I am right now. Or at least, so I 
thought...
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