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Hey Readers!
A special thanks to everyone who has followed Save The Crumbs 
over the past couple years and appreciates what we are trying to 

accomplish. We couldn’t have done it without all the selfless folks 
who dontate to our cause, through both submissions and financial 
help. It’s people like you keep the spirit of D.I.Y. and the art scene 

in Mankato alive.

With that being said, we are always looking for help. If you’re a 
writer and are looking to get “published” or know a friend who 

dabbles in art or photography, get in touch with us. We can always 
use talented people in the pages of our ‘zine. Also, Save the Crumbs 

is only financed by a handful of people. We pay for it ourselves in 
order to keep advertisements out and so we have the opportunity 

to print views and ideas without worrying about censorship. If you 
have any fundraising ideas or can help us out by sending a couple 

bucks our way, it would be a great help.

If you can’t help us out in any of the above ways, help with word of 
mouth is always appreciated, too. Tell your friends. Hang up fliers. 

Go to our Facebook page and use the little “suggest to friends” 
button to spread the word. Talk to your favorite local businesses and 

ask them to “stock” the ‘zine. Anything you can do to help us out 
will make it easier to keep the ‘zine afloat.

Lastly, if anyone out there is interested in receiving copies 
of Save the Crumbs in your mailbox, send us an email at 

savethecrumbs@gmail.com and we can set something up. For the 
low price of $12 (to cover the cost of shipping) we can send you a 
year’s supply of Save the Crumbs (six issues) right to your door. 

Thanks again everybody! Save the Crumbs is still going strong!

                                       Dustin Wilmes - Editor



     Save The Crumbs is an independent ‘zine written, designed, 
assembled and distributed by a handful of people in Mankato. We 

started this publication because we felt the spirit of “do it yourself” was 
lacking in Mankato and the surrounding areas.

     Save The Crumbs is a collection of writings, musings, opinions, 
reviews, observations, artwork, and basically anything we want to print. 

Save The Crumbs is 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, advice, or want to submit 

something… send e-mail to savethecrumbs@gmail.com.
     If you can’t secure your own copy of this issue, go to 

www.savethecrumbs.com for online versions of every issue. 
Also, don’t forget to join our Facebook and MySpace pages.
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     My nose smells.   Of 
course it smells.  What I 
mean is something inside 
my nose smells…bad.  
Basically, my boogers stink.   
At first, I thought the moldy 
acrid odor hung in the city 
air.  New York is known, 
especially in the summer, 
for its pungent aroma.  I 
also blamed the stench on 
sweaty guys and nervous 
girls.  I blamed dogs and 
cats and rats.  I blamed 
pigeons and fish markets.  Then, one fateful day, I sneezed on my 
shirtsleeve.  Later, I itched my nose with said sleeve and faced the 
awful truth: The smell originated from within not without.
     I consider my find a minor miracle.  The fact that something 
stinky can exist inside an olfactory appendage is one of the 
cruelest jokes of existence, a kick-me sign taped to the inside of 
ones nostril.   So, I started by rinsing all of those nasty boogers out 
of my sinus cavities with warm, salty water.   The smell returned 
in a couple hours.  I blew my nose constantly.  I avoided all my 
friends for fear they’d smell my snot and share the disgusting 
news with other friends.  If this mucus had its way, I would be 
alone for the rest of my life.
     Social implications gave way to medical ones.  Were these 
boogers a symptom of some greater disorder?  And more 
importantly, could these boogers kill me?  I can’t afford health 
insurance, but am not poor enough to receive aid, so I couldn’t go 
see a doctor, who would be able to take a whiff of my snot and 

Once again, Thoroughly Surly is here to answer all your 
questions and make sense of the mysteries of the universe.  

This month…  Smelly Boogers



tell me what was wrong, write me a prescription, and make me 
feel stupid for wasting his time all in about a half-an-hour (not 
including the two hours I’d have to wait for him to show up of 
course). Instead, I was left with the only other option available to 
the insuranceless: The Internet.
Believe it or not, there was no solid info on the Internet, a place 
known for reliable medical diagnoses and pornography.  Big sites, 
like Web MD, only had tangentially related postings about sinus 
infections.  Most sites simply posed the question, does your nose 
have a smell and if so, can you smell it?  Some sites examined 
phantom smells (olfactory hallucinations), a common symptom of 
brain tumors, but not stinky snot.  After hours of searching, I came 
across a message board with a topic titled Smelly Boogers.  Bingo!  
The fact that the message board was created to discuss the various 
subgenres of metal music seemed beside the point.  I was finally 
going to receive the diagnosis I needed.   
     Here are some of the more informative posts: 

     “That shit usualy [sic] happens to me what [sic] I inhale a lot 
of dust or dirt ‘n’ shit like that. All I can say is blow your nose and 
life goes on. “
      “PICK! PICK! PICK!  and be sure to wipe that shit somewhere 
nice!”
     “Does it smell kind of like...mildew or mold or something? I’ve 
had that happen before. Ususally [sic] I just wait it out.”

     Yes, my boogers do smell like mildew or mold or something!  
Unfortunately, these pioneers of the smelly booger disorder 
weren’t able to give me any solid solutions to the problem, only 
the comfort of knowing I’m not alone.  They probably don’t have 
insurance either and grope in the darkness of cyberspace for peace.   
So, as I continue to pick, blow and wash my worries away I have 
no choice but to ”just wait out” not only my boogers, but a gaggle 
of politicians who seem to inch further and further away from a 
solution to the health care problem in this country and, in turn, a 
solution to my smelly booger problem.



From the Angry Desk of Juston Cline...

Dear Everybody,

     So what’s the deal with medicine 
anyway? I mean it seems they have a 
pill or vaccine for anything that ails 
you; stuffy head, fever, cough, bad gas, 
diarrhea, headache, backache, itchy 
feet, itchy crotch, itchy head, sick in 
the head.  Feeling down? Take this. 
Feeling up? Take this.  Feeling like 
your head fell off and you can’t seem to fi nd it? No worries, we have 
a pill. You have low self-esteem and your wife is unsatisfi ed? We got 
ya covered, pal.  Anything! They have it.  It’s funny that they also have 
drugs that don’t actually heal anything. Like cancer or HIV and AIDS.  
Its like, “hey, I know you’re gonna die and all, but while you’re living, 
why don’t you take these pills for awhile so we can make some dough 
off ya? They might even make you live a little longer, just so we can 
milk ya to the last drop!”  I read some place that because of all this, we 
are actually more vulnerable to… well, everything.  And the things we 
learned how to kill with the drugs, like viruses, have also evolved into 
more complex versions as to not get killed by the drugs.  That says to 
me that someday, if you can’t get the stupid drug for a common head 
cold you will end up in a coma.  Sounds like an evil plot to get us all 
relying on over-the-counter meds for survival.  I know a girl who has 
never had a fl u shot and doesn’t plan on it. She doesn’t take regular 
meds either, like Aspirin, or Sudafedrin, and you know what?  I cant 
recall ever seeing her sick… not once! And another thing, she had 
what ended up being a fairly serious issue that was giving her extreme 
migraines and blurred vision.  I offered some Ibuprofen one day and she 
just smiled and said “no thanks, I don’t take that stuff.”  I was amazed.  
Most people turn into a bearcat while under a migraine attack.  All’s 
I’m saying is we should try to buck up a little bit before we end up with 
a absent minded paper cut that somehow turns into Alzheimer’s!  Now 
what the hell is Dustin’s e-mail again? …Frickin’ Cycle World.

Your Friend,
Juston



flocks of clouds billow
migrating to the mountains
gliding sifing dreams

Alaskan chickens - 
Rhode Island Reds - take their turns
laying then posing.



The Golden Girls And The Potty Patch
by Sarah Braidic

     It’s 11 p.m. and there seems to be a mini-marathon of the Golden 
Girls on the Hallmark Channel and the episode on now is the one 
where Dorothy’s lesbian friend comes to visit and she hits on Rose. 
So obviously I am not going to bed just yet.
     The remarkable thing about late-night television is the ability 
it has to seduce you with seemingly useless products ...until you 
realize that you desperately need these products. How have I lived 
my life without the InStyler? Or even attempted to cook without an 
onion blossomer? I consider myself an adequate hairstyler and cook, 
but clearly I have been mistaken. My life has apparently, according 
to these commercials, been comprised of frustrating moments lived 
in black and white while I fumbled with a seemingly easy can 
opener. According to these ads I most likely have slammed the can 
opener down onto the counter in discouragement and raised my head 
heavenward while mouthing the simple phrase “why?”
     I am a sucker for these products and fortunately do not have to 
suffer the indignity of contacting a company in Millsburg, Tenn. 
for my Magic Bullet. I leave this to my mother. Actually, she just 
waits until they appear on the shelves at Target and then abandons 
them after trying them once or twice. They get relegated to one of 
the industrial shelves she keeps in the kitchen and I play with them 
during fits of boredom while visiting. But I digress. Tonight, after 
Rose pretended to be asleep while a lesbian with a thing for cotton-
candy haired, bosomy blondes slept next to her, I saw the Potty 
Patch.
     The Potty Patch promises to be the answer to all of your pet 
feces and urinary problems. Tired of taking your Sheltie outside to 
defecate? Just lead him to the Astroturf next to the Culligan water 
dispenser. It is just that easy. When he is done, scoop up the poop, 
flush it and thank the heavens you never had to go outside. Peeing 
is another issue. Your small, medium or large dog can urinate on the 
faux grass and it drains to a tray underneath. When you are done 
collecting urine for the day you simply take the tray and flush the 
“liquid” down the toilet. Et voila! Once again, your dog (or you) 



does not need to suffer the indignity of walking in your own yard.
     The idea disgusts me for two reasons: first, the thought of 
collecting urine makes me want to retch, and secondly, this is 
fucking genius! There are people like my mother out there willing 
to buy this product and I didn’t invent it, therefore I am not making 
money off of it! Right now my mother lays paper pads out for 
her Chihuahua to poop and pee on and it is only a matter of time 
before she gets this. It is such a simple concept and thousands, if 
not millions, of overly indulgent pet owners will be clamoring to 
buy this. I am saddened that I never thought of this, and even more 
saddened that I have to invent something equally as simple yet 
marketable.
     I am waiting for the day an adult human version of the Potty 
Patch will be needed and then I will debut it on late-night TV. It 
is inevitable that Americans will soon become too lazy and self-
absorbed to take time out of their 4 o’clock “Court Block” to tend 
to their bowel needs, and this is where I step in. When the time is 
right, I will unveil my new product. It will be nothing more than an 
ultra-absorbent towel that one lays on the floor. However, I will call 
it a “microfiber blend” and assure my purchasers that it is made in 
Germany, and you know the greatest products come from Germany.
     
     ...Please send $19.95 now! Our operators are waiting!





FOUND:  
Music collection of approximately 50 CDs 

Found near Grace Lutheran Church
(Main St. and 4th St.) in Mankato.

To Claim:  
Contact Jackie at 345-8456 and specifically 

identify the contents.



House On The Rocks
by Harris Burkhalter

    Well, summer in Minnesota is just about over and for many in 
college towns the routine of class is beginning as well. Where 
did the heady days of summer go? Well, if you’re like me, 
one of the best parts of summer are road trips, and fortunately, 
there are a few places within driving distance of Mankato that 
you still might be able to make before winter. One of the most 
bizarre is the House on the Rock, located in Spring Green, 
Wisconsin, about a four-hour drive. 
     After reading American Gods, by local favorite Neil Gaiman, 
I had wanted to see this place for awhile, especially since I am 
an avid fan of roadside attractions. Now that I have been there, 
I can certainly see how it can be both wonderful and horrible 
to different people. It has the definite feel of a love it or hate it 
place, one that evokes a variety of feelings. For me its diversity 
of displays brought a sense of wonder but the cave-like tunnels 
twittering with odd music made me feel anxious, overwhelmed. 
It is probably the closest thing to a dream that I have seen in the 
real world, in feelings evoking both wonder and fear.
     I knew that it would be big, but I was shocked at just how 
HUGE the place is. Ramshackle warrens meander through the 
hilly Wisconsin woods, objects d’art scattered everywhere in the 
interior and exterior. The sheer creativity needed to construct 
the place was evident in the maze like paths and stairs going 
up to the House itself (pure kitschy glory) to the exhaustive 
collections of bizarre antiques, statues, weaponry, dolls, and just 
about anything else you could think of on display elsewhere in 
the complex. The marvelous, beautiful, bizarre, and downright 
creepy crowd for space in cramped corridors as madcap 
automatic music prances in the background, after families 
deposit tokens into these elaborate machines to bring them to 
life. The artifacts are displayed with little rhyme or reason, 



old Santa promotional items found side by side with antique 
guns, 19th century scrimshaw, or Asian statues (authentic or 
reproductions? In this collection, it does not matter).
     One thing that I particularly noted was the darkness of the 
majority of the rooms, even those in the House itself. Little 
of the sun penetrates into the interior, which both increases 
it illusory, dreamlike vibe but also makes it feel like it could 
be deep underground, some kind of underworld as it were. In 
such an environment, dust and mildew prosper, making the 
air occasionally unpleasant to breath especially for those with 
allergies. Photography can prove particularly difficult.
     After wandering the winding maze of rooms, filled with 
more and more things (I won’t call it junk, because each item 
among the hundreds of thousands surely has its own history, 
even the 20th century kitsch statues) my feet began to hurt and I 
started to lose track of time. How long had I been in there? Was 
it still even light outside? What WAS that thing on the carousel? 
Where was the exit? Would I ever escape? Whoa, that’s a lot 
of dolls. Finally, I made it out and found the sun shining, the 
tourists thronging around the parking lot like any other day in 
reality. Inside, though, time stays still, only the bewildered and 
interested people moving through changing. Of course, new 
things are planned for the House on the Rock in the next couple 
of years, so in a way things are always changing and each visit 
would bring new things.
     I have to say that this is a contradictory, strange place. I 
enjoyed it, though I think I would want some time to pass 
before I venture inside House on the Rock again (certainly not 
helped by the exorbitant price to tour it, $28 with no student 
discount). Despite everything, the main thing that I took out 
the experience was the power of creativity and wonder; the 
builder wanted to create something, his dream and he did, and 
it became a dream world as well as a nightmare for many other 
people as well.



Kids These Days, They Wouldn’t 
Understand
by Sarah Turbes

     I drive a car that has tape player, which has become a novelty 
of sorts because now I have reason to purchase cassettes at thrift 
stores or play my old collection from high school.  I was one of 
the last people I knew to receive a CD player and even then, I 
owned one CD.  Needless to say, my tape collection started in one 
shoe box and expanded to several.
     Cassettes hold the same sort of sentimental nostalgia that vinyl 
does... sort of.  Vinyl transports people to a different stage of 
life, generations before, or dare I even say some sort of spiritual 
awakening?  The sound quality is forever consistent if the album is 
cared for.  I still recall watching my dad dust off his records with 
the red brush that resembled a velvet harmonica; every motion 
careful, slow and quiet.  A bad tape player or a hot day can deem a 
tape worthless, especially if you have to fish crinkled yards of tape 
out of your car’s deck.
     I found an unmarked tape, from one of my best friends in high 
school, with a tri-fold collage of inside jokes, people we loved and 
hated, and code words.  The song titles, hidden beneath the folds, 
were a collection of all-ages shows and songs we wouldn’t admit 
to anyone else that we liked.  When I put the tape in the deck, 
I wasn’t expecting much.  Just because it was in the elaborate 
tape case, doesn’t mean it was the accompanying tape.  I hadn’t 
listened to the cassettes in over 10 years and after several moves, 
things inevitably get misplaced.  The tape played, the sound was 
surprisingly good.  While the songs didn’t match the song list, 
it was still part of the “mixed tape exchange”.  I realized I had 
forgotten about half of the songs, yet didn’t feel the need to press 
fast forward once.  I was transported to 13, 14, 15 years ago: high 
school.
     I have often thought of high school and while I wouldn’t want 



to return, there wasn’t much that I would change.  Fortunately, 
I was not traumatized, criticized or ostracized for who I was, 
but I would like to remember it as just a stage in life (not the 
last and not the best.)  The best thing about high school were 
my friends.  We were a sentimental lot.  We hung out with the 
boys in the bands, unkempt yet sweet, who traveled to school 
on foot, skateboard or in a rusted out truck.  They were good 
friends, but spent their time lusting after the girls in debate 
or theater and yet we continued to lust after them or boys just 
like them.  Looking back, we were too loyal, too forgiving, 
too in love with the idea of being in love with young men who 
couldn’t see beyond themselves.  We were creative and moody, 
potential poster children for “Prozac Nation”, had we been born 
10 years earlier.  Our ideal boyfriends looked and acted like 
Jordan Catalano from My So Called Life, yet did less drugs and 
weren’t so “philosophical” or “deep”.  Our dreams for our early 
twenties were to “live out” movies like Singles and Reality Bites.  
We claimed our independence when we ditched our junior high 
wardrobes and started dressing like “grandpas” with a feminine 
flair: cardigans, flannel shirts, jeans and hooded sweatshirts from 
farm supply stores, homemade jewelry, and most importantly, 
always Converse sneakers or a chunky heeled shoe.
     We listened to our tapes as we drove around town at night after 
dinner and homework, talking about future plans of moving to 
Ireland and falling for men (10 years older) wearing itchy white 
wool sweaters with names like Seamus or Sean or Gabriel. By our 
mid to late-twenties, we would have careers that showcased our 
creative sides.  We’d be living in old houses with hardwood floors, 
cobblestone paths and vintage collectibles.
     Our dreams weren’t over the top.  I just didn’t live them out.  
When I was in my mid-twenties, I watched Singles and realized 
I was older than every character in the film.  I remember, in high 
school, thinking how old that seemed and now I had surpassed 
that.  I haven’t traveled to Ireland, I don’t own a house, and have 
four animal companions rather than children.  But for now, at least 
I still have the Converse sneakers and a stack of unmarked tapes.



The Penis Doesn‛t Age Like the Vagina
by Jennifer Miller

In the nursing home I washed old flesh
carefully--so it wouldn’t tear.

“Don’t worry.” Don would 
sigh.  I could hear the whistling whine

in his lungs.  “It doesn’t work anymore.”  He
assured me as though he used to be 

Dangerous--thousands of women scarred--
running, screaming in terror at the sheer size of

his cock.  It used to be a cock.  Now 
it is just a penis.  For lack of a 

smaller word.
It has shrunk

down to a 
nub, a 
pencil

sharpened
too many

times
and when he stands to

piss his scrotum hangs down to his
knees.  His wrinkles distinguished, his body

portly, he has matured--But his penis is
old.  Wrinkled.  Unattractive.  He

gazes at it, laugh lines dimming and
I watch him mourn for it.

Irene weighs 72
pounds.  Her one breast hangs down to her 

soft belly.  “I have a 38 long.”  She 
laughs.  Sometimes when she is on the toilet her

bladder falls half out of her.  It is smooth and 
pinkish purple like a plum and I cup it with a gloved 

hand, waiting for the nurse to come put it back.  “It’s all



those babies.”  We chat as I support her insides on the 
outside.  “We used to have so many.”  She has ten children who 

never visit.  Her bones are transparent because of 
menopause.  She has had varicose veins since

her 30’s.  Her skin is wrinkled.  The lack of estrogen
has given her a prominent moustache.  However.

Her Vagina--ageless.  
Masterpiece Pussy.  A Georgia O’ Keefe in repose.  Their 

organs are dying and systems are shutting down.  But there is a 
piece of Irene who still looks like Irene.  

And when my flesh is old and begins to tear and
my organs begin to die and my systems are shutting down and I 

am growing my moustache and my insides began 
to fall to the outside and my breasts slip down to my 

belly.  When I am old. Wrinkled.  Unattractive.  
There will be that piece of me.  

A piece of me who still looks like me. 
And I am wildly grateful to be a woman.

  “Cpt. Squid Takes A Wife” by Andrew M. McLean
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