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     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 page.
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     On Tuesday, 
November 3rd I broke 
democracy.  
     The mayoral election, 
in which Michael 
Bloomberg won his third 
term by a slim margin, 
also happened to be 
the election in which a 
plump, seemingly friendly 
middle-aged woman 
informed me that I broke 
the voting machine and 
in doing so may have 
forfeited the rights of 
hundreds of Brooklynites 
to vote, or at least that’s what I interpreted her behavior to mean.  In reality, 
I poked my head out from behind the curtain and asked for assistance.  She 
responded by walking over, taking a look at the voting machine, twisting a 
couple of knobs, slapping her hands against her cheeks and muttering with 
increasing intensity, “You broke it.  You broke it.  You broke it.”  What 
followed was a storm of senior citizens, teachers, and motherly types, yelling 
and milling, their orthopedic shoes squeaking against the glossy gym floor, 
their red, white, and blue sweaters a rainbow of confusion. 
     Okay, from the beginning, prior to the 2008 presidential election I had only 
voted in Minnesota, specifically, Mankato.  The ballots there are easy.  You 
fill them in with a pencil, submit them and that’s that.  In New York City and 
Brooklyn, due to voter volume I suppose, they have large machines that fill 
the entire length of the booth and are taller than I am at six-two.  There is one 
giant lever, reminiscent of something out of Chaplin’s Modern Times, which 
you pull to the right, if I remember correctly, that provides a new ballot.  After 
you’re done voting you pull it to the left.  On the face of the machine there 
are little black knobs that you turn to choose your candidate.  The majority of 
candidates are clumped at the far right of the machine, which can be dangerous 
because it’s easy to twist the knob of a candidate you don’t intend on voting 
for, while the Bloombergs and Thompsons of the world have their own 

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

This month…  Democracy



positions starting from the far left.  Of course, each has two of these coveted 
positions, because they are endorsed by more than one party.  In the case of 
Bloomberg, the Independence and Republican parties, and Thompson, the 
Democratic and Working Families parties.  
     Candidates are scattered all over the face of the machine and the button 
system is confusing enough that an observant college grad had to double-check 
to make sure everything lined-up.  Not to mention the fact that important ballot 
proposals regarding the sale of public land to electric companies and offering 
inmates the opportunity to volunteer at nonprofits were buried at about ankle 
level.   Even though I knew the proposals were on the ballot, I had to search 
to find them.  But, that’s not the worst of it.  I had a couple write-in candidates 
that I wanted to vote for, but had no idea how to write them in.  Bloomberg not 
only took the Republican endorsement (as an independent, go figure) but also 
the Independence party nomination, which might’ve otherwise gone to Tyrrell 
Eiland, a progressive candidate.  When it came time to write in my choices I 
was dumbfounded.  There were no writing utensils and no blank areas to write 
on.  I asked for help.  Little did I know that I had to press a button at the top 
left hand corner of the machine to unlock metal slides that you pull back to 
write in your candidate.  Not so fast, you also have to make sure the write-in 
slot corresponds with the correct position.  Fun.  I write in my choices and try 
to twist one final knob for city comptroller, only to the find the knob won’t 
budge.  This brings us to the beginning, which is the end.  After all of that 
trouble, all of the time and care I took to educate my self on the candidates and 
make responsible choices, to ask for help when it would’ve been far easier to 
have twisted a couple knobs and leave, I stuck it out and was rewarded with, 
“You broke it.  You broke it.  You broke it.”
     How fitting.  I try to vote my conscious and am rewarded with admonition.  
I didn’t break the machine.  Maybe, the machine was primed to break to 
begin with.  Maybe, breaking the machine and rebuilding it is the only way 
to fix the problems inherent in the machine.  If you don’t believe me, ask Mr. 
Bloomberg, who campaigned on the idea that he would help reconfigure an 
antiquated voting system, make it easier for third party candidates to get on 
the ballot, and move elections to the weekend making them more accessible 
to working folks.  Actually, he’s campaigned on these platforms the past three 
elections.  Haven’t seen the changes yet, but there’s always a fourth term…
now at least.
     I’m not going to lie.  I was initially embarrassed after realizing that I 
broke the machine.  Hell, I was embarrassed to have to ask for help period.  
Now, I’m angry.  Why should I have to apologize for exercising my rights?  
Why should I feel ashamed for having drawn attention to the absurdity of an 
antiquated and ineffective system?  Most importantly, where can I get one of 
those red, white, and blue sweaters?



From the Angry Desk of Juston Cline...

Dear Everybody,

     If there is one thing I’ve 
learned so far in life, it’s 
that nothing works out as 
planned. I mean it can to a 
degree, or for a period, but 
even when it is working out 
it’s only a matter of time 
before something happens. 
I mean, even the happy, 
loving couples that met way 
back and lived to be 100 
together. One of them has to 
die at some point, leaving the other crushed. They luckily got the “working out” 
part for a much longer period than others. I myself am in a patch of running 
hard and fast on the rails of life, like a roller coaster. Twisting, turning, up and 
down in the dark hours of the night. I’ll get a piece of daylight here and there, 
only to find there is a tunnel waiting just past the bend. You know the one where 
they take your picture and display your hideousness for all to see?  I haven’t 
gotten off yet, but I think it’s slowing. What I mean to get across here is this: 
Don’t take anything for granted! Don’t take life lightly. No matter how good or 
bad you’ve had it, don’t look past what’s right in front of you. My father always 
told me, “Life is a precious thing. Be thankful for what you have. Be thankful 
for the sun and the grass and your eyes to see them with.” Now, I say to you: 
Don’t get yourself lost in society and television and Internet and advertising and 
money and status and looks and reputation… Try not to get lost in “America”. 
When you have something good, something pure, something that’s “working 
out”, don’t just let it pass unattended. Love it, live it, and milk it for all its 
worth. Don’t be afraid to give yourself fully to what feels right. After all, what’s 
the worst that could happen? You could miss a Facebook update or the latest 
episode of Nip Tuck. Or you could wake up one day and find you never gave 
your all, you never took the dive, and now you’re too old and out of shape and 
stressed out from living everyone else’s fictional, non-life at a distance through 
a screen, falsely feeling fulfilled. So do the world a favor. Get out there. Do 
something. Invent, create, express. Tell someone you love them. Tell someone 
you care. Feel and experience. It might work out for longer than expected. 

Your Friend,
Juston



Nightly Waltz
by Sarah Quick

It’s not yet quite seven, I’m ready for bed
I’m tired of the emptiness, tired of my head
Those waves of silence roar loud in my ears

Yet this sea is dry, for I find no tears
That dull ache strikes deep, from within my gut

My two arms are bandaged, last night’s deep red cuts - 
Still sore from my dance with those cold razor blades

I lie still in bed and I watch my life fade
away for the night, please drown me in black

I wait for the day when I will look back
On scars that have healed and a love that has grown

from these painful times to self-love of my own.



I Quit Everything
by Mike Leech
     Two years ago I started starting this essay.  An hour later 
I started quitting this essay.  Since then I have been starting 
and quitting this essay regularly, about once every four 
months.  A few minutes ago I started this essay for the last 
time.  Later today, with any luck, I will quit quitting it.
     At first I aimed to write about Mountain Dew.  On the list 
of the world’s most uncomplicated topics, Mountain Dew 
ranks somewhere between broom handles and chalk.  The 
only reason two years have now passed without literary 
incident is that I was born a leech: slow, squirmy, and 
lacking a spine.  I may have a knack for starting and quitting, 
but finishing gives me the willies.
     It seems to me that there are two kinds of writers.  I call 
the first group “actual writers.”  These are the writers who 
write.  Projects are started and finished, in that order.  Then 
there are “non writers.”  Non writers think they are actual 
writers, but instead of writing stuff, they sit around drinking 
Mountain Dew.  Honestly, can you blame them?  Mountain 
Dew tastes great.  I wish I could drink it all the time.
     Last November I gave up Mountain Dew, hoping to 
improve my writing.  At that point I started, and soon quit, 
writing about quitting Mountain Dew.  Two months later I 
moved away from Mankato.  The subject of my essay then 
swelled to “quitting Mountain Dew vs. quitting Mankato.”  
Soon I had gone quit crazy.  I quit drinking all pop, I quit 
stealing mp3s, and I quit not brushing my teeth before bed.  
     My once humble essay was now an introspective 
rumination on the mental, spiritual, and psychoneuroendoc
rinological benefits of quitting.  My thesis: it’s a good thing 



to quit doing bad things.  I was amazed that such a thought 
had never occurred to any previous human.  I vowed to rope 
this F5 tornado of wisdom and bind it in print at once, or 
whenever I found some spare time, maybe over the weekend.  
But just when my half-finished opus was about to fix the 
world, I quit quitting.
     Do you ever get sleepy?  Sure you do.  And when you’re 
sleepy, what’s the harm in postponing your oral care until 
the morning, when your head is in the game?  Why, no harm 
at all.  And when, in an absent-minded fog, you buy an 
edited Kanye West album, are you really hurting anyone by 
downloading the naughty version?  I mean, you already paid 
for the music, right?  Of course you did.  And when you’re 
on vacation, are you truly on vacation if certain harmless 
pleasures, like icy mugs of Mountain Dew, are stubbornly 
forbidden?  Only a psychopath could believe that.
     Over the 17,520 hours it has taken me to type this brief 
essay, my views on Mountain Dew have greatly evolved.  
And that evolution will not end when I lay the final period.  I 
have every reason to dread the act of finishing.  Tomorrow I 
might see Mountain Dew from a whole new angle, but it will 
be too late.  The essay will be finished, and then what am I 
going to do, delete it and start over?  Get real.  If I always 
waited to make up my mind before speaking it, my mouth 
would never open.  And then how would I eat, Einstein?
     When I finally quit quitting this essay, just moments 
from now, I intend to quit quitting altogether.  This will 
not happen.  I will continue starting and quitting countless 
projects until the day I quit being alive.  Hopefully I will 
start more than I quit, but I doubt it.  What matters is that I 
have assembled this essay about Mountain Dew or quitting 
or Kanye West or something, and despite its crippling 
incoherence, it is finished.



Thanksgiving: The Underdog
by Sarah Turbes

     As we finish off our bags of hard earned Halloween candy 
and guiltily open the clearance candy we promised to save for 
next year, we’re suddenly (if not urgently) reminded how many 
shopping days are left before Christmas.  Thanksgiving has 
become the underdog holiday.  As a kid, with extended family 
living far away, our Thanksgivings were usually small and spent 
with family friends.  When my family unit shifted due to re-
marriages, Thanksgivings became more “traditional” as there 
was family within a drivable distance.  
     My favorite Thanksgivings were spent at my step-dad’s 
grandmother’s tiny home in Worthington, MN.  A feisty, yet 
sweet woman of 80-ish, she refused to let the meal come to 
her.  By the time we arrived, pies were cooling, potatoes were 
boiling, and the house quickly filling with people.  When asked 
if she needed help, my great-grandmother would peer from 
behind her rhinestone cat-eye bifocals, covered in steam, and 
tell us to get out of the kitchen.   Tables were lined up in the 
narrow living room, the good silver was used, and some of 
us resorted to eating on the sofa. Thanksgiving was always 
a slow holiday, in the literal sense.  The adults ate slowly, 
pausing to tell the same stories we heard in the previous 
years.  I was fascinated by my great-grandmother’s memory, 
the way her eyes lit up when she told stories of being on the 
first girl basketball team at her school.  The collective laughter 
seemed to boom throughout the house when my step-dad’s 
uncle told stories of his late brother’s rebellious streak.  I was 
most fascinated to learn that someone was friends with Frank 
and Jesse James at some point.  I don’t recall the details, but it 
seemed almost too good to be true, a tall tale of sorts.
     When my great-grandmother passed away, it was hard to 
imagine that we would never have a Thanksgiving with her 



or in her small home.  We would no longer have the choice 
of her homemade pecan or pumpkin, or a bit of both, nor 
would we carry our leftovers home in various containers with 
mismatching lids.  My brothers and I would no longer have the 
chance to visit the playground across the street, which looked as 
though it was last updated in the early ‘70s.  Our family started 
hosting Thanksgiving and while the atmosphere was different, 
the culinary aromas and conversation remained the same.
     Without sounding ungrateful, I always yearned for a 
stereotypical Thanksgiving, the kind with table settings seen 
on the cover of Martha Stewart Living or Real Simple.  I 
wanted to wake up in an old home, preferably on the East Coast 
somewhere, with creaky wood floors, muffled laughter floating 
from the kitchen, and a fresh, thin layer of snow on the lawn.  
While I dream of, at times still, of this idyllic setting, I have 
also imagined sitting at a table with a dysfunctional family 
(think Home for the Holidays.)
     Nevertheless, the wonderful thing about my family is that 
our holiday traditions are ever changing.  While I hope that 
someday, I host a Thanksgiving meal for family and/or friends, 
I will never be get caught up in the Christmas countdown or 
hit up the big sales the day after Thanksgiving.  I will let the 
holiday continue to slowly roll in and roll out, while sharing 
stories and 
being truly 
thankful to 
the family 
that I’ve 
got, picture 
perfect or not.



Dr. StapleLove: Or How I Accidentally 
Attempted Suicide and Managed to Survive
by Lee Olson
    It was my last day before my well deserved vacation. Six days. Just long enough 
to decompress, de-stress myself. I was so happy. I was counting the minutes, literally 
of course. At about three, I had been waiting for someone to get back from a break, 
and they decided to take an extra 15 minutes for whatever reason. My mind was all 
over the place. I was happy and excited; almost childlike in it all. He came back and I 
gave a little sprint to the door. It was nothing record breaking, but just in the way that 
I would go to lunch before I got called back for any reason. I hit the door; I must have 
given a little hop. Not much. I’m a fairly tall individual. The doorframe is only a few 
inches above my head. If I stood on my toes I would probably be eye level with it. In 
the past I’ve probably hit it a bunch of times, with the only thought being, “ouch, that 
kinda hurt.”
     That was not the case this time. Apparently, I had just enough velocity in my 
childlike exuberance, that the piece of my skull just above my hairline (my scalp 
is probably more accurate) took the brunt of the damage. I flew up, legs in the air, 
akimbo, I’d have to assume, and I landed on my back. Kapow, you know. I didn’t 
really swear or yell. I didn’t want to make a scene. I had already made an ass of 
myself. Last thing I needed was for people to know about it, right? It was such a silly 
little move, just a tiny hop, a skip if you will? I got up, quickly, thinking it kind of 
hurt, but whatever. Time for lunch. I felt the back of my head first, and then the front. I 
felt an indent, and kept moving along. I don’t know why I thought that was normal.
     Then I saw my hand. It was solid red. I thought to myself, “I don’t remember it 
being that color a moment ago. Shit. SHIT!” I pulled open the door, grabbed some 
paper towels. Shut the doors, stuck ‘em to my head, and held them there. I looked at 
the phone, “I should call 911. No, I can’t call. I need to hold this in place. I don’t have 
time to discuss location and whatnot.” I ripped open the door, and yelled for ‘Craig’, 
the guy who came back from his break. He’s an actual professional meat cutter. I 
yelled for him and got no response. I yelled a little louder, nothing. I shut the door. 
“What the hell? Wait, ‘Loni’ is here, too. She’ll be able to at least find someone to 
help me.” So I yelled for her, I heard her give me a ‘what?’ before she started helping 
a customer. At that point I just figured, “that’s pretty much it for me, I’m dunzo. I just 
died at the employee owned store with more. What I’ve always wanted.” I looked at 
the phone, was about to pick up the receiver, when behind me I see ‘Beatrice’ and 
‘Dylan’, the other a shift supervisor, or something along those lines. I yelled to them 
as they were talking amongst themselves by the backdoor. I yelled their names and 
they kind of brushed me off, ‘til I repeated myself, with the words “help, help me for a 
second.”
     “Oh my god,” were some of the words uttered, possibly “holy shit” or a 
combination of the two formers. Beatrice had me lay down, probably a pretty good 
idea. She laid down a coat, a simple blue, cotton coat that we meat departmenters 
wear. Dylan called 911, as I suggested I would probably need some kind of 
ambulance. I figured I had possibly cracked my skull. That indent/gash, it felt pretty 
damn deep, and pretty damn big, and I was bleeding a whole hell of a lot. She put 



some other coats or aprons on my skull. I then had everyone slowly surround me. 
     I felt so weird. A cop showed up. All the managers were there; I was on the floor, 
bleeding pretty good, on my back, on the concrete floor. Discussing how I got the 
injury, whether or not I could see or hear or had a headache. Of course the store 
director, ‘David’ was there, trying to help, and there were so many others. I felt so 
weak, and awkward. It was just such a strange feeling. I was all together. My jaw 
actually hurt, I think I racked my teeth a bit. I didn’t tell anyone that, but it wasn’t that 
big of a deal. There was other mass head trauma to deal with. That would only mean 
unnecessary x-rays and more costs. I was trying not to cost myself money. Hopefully, 
maybe not for the store, but for me, workers comp or some sort of business insurance 
would cover it. I didn’t have any insurance so I couldn’t exactly afford it.
     So, it took a while, but they finally got there. The replaced the coats with actual 
gauze, explained how I would need some stitches, and so on. I had to explain my 
situation a million goddamn times. I was getting kind of tired of it. It was such an 
embarrassing situation. They sat me up, to get my blood pressure I think, and I slowly 
started to pass out. My vision went slowly. I was powering down, if you will. It all got 
blurry. Everything kind of started to spin, and then my biggest fear, my hearing started 
to go. That went quick. I went from hearing everything, to a weird droning mumbling, 
and almost out when I laid back down. My ears, I don’t want to lose them. If I couldn’t 
hear I’d kill myself, easy as that. I love music, and radio, and all of these need me to 
hear. If I can’t listen to music, I don’t want to live. Bottom line.
     They kept asking me questions. I kept lying there. After about five more minutes 
they took off my work-related attire. They asked, “Is this stuff yours or is this…” I 
grabbed my name tag, stuck it into my pocket, “I’ll take that. I don’t want to lose that. 
If I do, I get charged a buck.” I said while looking at the store director, joking, and he 
kind of smiled. The paramedic fellow said, “Trust me, this store is definitely coming 
out on the losing end of this whole thing.” 
     They sat me up again, like, you’re fine, but you do need the stitches. Just go to the 
ER, in case they want any of the x-rays or CAT scans or god knows whatever wacky 
medical tests or procedures they wanted to put me through. I’ve never had a problem 
with being a guinea pig, but we had to decide who would take me. David offered, but 
then asked Barry if he wanted to. They kind of argued, but Barry offered himself and 
went to go get his car. I sat up, and nearly passed out again. I couldn’t sit up straight, 
much less stand upright or walk. It was too much. I lost too much blood. It was a 
vasculature something, something. I don’t remember. I was a little too light headed to 
have a good memory of that. So they got the gurney, no, the stretcher, whatever you 
want to call it. I moved over, slowly, and they strapped me in. That was so weird; to 
watch the ceiling as they wheeled me out. I felt fine, just not when I sat up.
     I could’ve driven myself to the damn ER, but I would’ve needed a couple of 
mirrors, all in a complicated scheme. So I was wheeled out like I had my neck broken 
at a high school championship football game. Or a wrestling match. Only I’m not 
athletic enough for the former or gay enough for the latter. God damn was that sun 
bright. I felt like I was blind. Then I went into the back of the ambulance for a very 
bumpy ride. It was strange. 
     You would expect good shocks on the thing, the ‘ecnalubmA’ if you will. I was 
flying all over the place. I about fell off the damn stretcher. I had my feet resting on an 
oxygen tank and was staring at the lights on the ceiling. I looked at the sterility of the 



Dr. Staplelove Cont’d...

whole thing, kind of answering a couple of questions. And they were talking to each 
other. 
     At some point I made my own mention of 911.
     The day before I was the one calling 911 when a lady flipped into a seizure in front 
of one of our cases and I had to run to make the call. I decided that my ER trip was 
God’s retribution for me. I had said later, hours after the call, “You know, every good 
businessman knows how to spin something, right? Well, how about this. Our prices are 
so low you’ll have a seizure. No, no, better yet, seize the saving. Seize the day at your 
employee owned store with more.” I felt evil after saying that.
     Anyways, back to my story. So I finally cracked my skull, all I need now is to break 
my neck and shoot my eye out and I’ll have the maternal warning hat trick. Though I 
kind of lost my sight, and they did keep feeling up my neck.
     At the hospital, I did remark to the drivers that I felt like a jerk being hauled around 
despite the fact that I felt, all in all, pretty good. He said, “We’ll let you know when 
you’re being a jerk.” To which I replied, “Slow down, don’t jerk around so much, I’m 
dizzy, I need a drink.”
     I was put into a little room. Almost a small doctor’s office. The kind you normally 
just sit in for an hour. I was tended to right away, introduced to my doctor, and like 
three different nurses. One of which was really cute, wearing a hideous floral outfit, 
but for a nurse’s outfit, I guess it was all right. Anyway, they unwrapped me and one 
of the nurses was like, “What’s up with the single glove look? Trying to make him into 
Michael Jackson?” You see, I was wearing a purple latex glove. I had to put it on to 
sign a computer signature and my hands were covered in blood. She got me a soapy 
rag in order to cleanse myself. 
     Then the doctor got his trusty office stapler, after some antiseptic, squeezed myself 
together and put three staples in. I could have used four, as I am still kind of bleeding 
out of one corner, but he’s the doctor. No Doctor Robert, I would have preferred the 
magic cup. Oh well. (Beatles Reference! Yeah!) I was told I’d be OK to do just about 
anything. No swimming, obviously. I didn’t even have to shave my head, as it was 
already quite closed as it was. He then had the cute nurse clean up my blood, poor girl. 
I pretty much was coated in it, all over my forehead, and down my nose. I had pretty 
eyes to look at as the doctor explained something that I wasn’t really listening to. I’m 
happy to see hot nurses are making a comeback. For a while it was looking pretty 
damn grim.
     Then everyone let me be, I sort of sat up, seeing whether or not I would pass out, 
un-tucked my shirt, undid my belt to try to comfort myself up. I threw away my rag, 
washed my hands, and threw away a bunch of gauze that was on my head. A lady 
came in with a computer and asked me more damn questions. At that point, I was done 
with questions. I was told what to do. all that stuff. I then left, met my dad who picked 
me up. And I went home. Three little staples. Sounds like a Bob Marley song.
     That’s pretty much it. That’s how I cracked my skull in one day and can still walk 
in three… or something. I’m starting to lose focus.
     I love you all. This is more for record than anything. I have important things to do, 
like try to save myself from an infection or another malady.
     This is massive head wound Lee, and yes, she is a Bitch-Goddess



Alphie II: Electric Suckaloo
By Dustin Wilmes

     Do you remember the Nintendo 
Entertainment System? If you 
grew up in the ‘80s, you probably 
ran across one of these glorious 
machines. It might be hard for 
kids nowadays to realize the 
jaw-dropping, 8-bit kick-ass that 
was packed into the NES, but 
when you compare it to the other 
gaming systems that were around 
at the time, like the Atari 2600 or 
that dumb memory game, Simon, 
it really made a kid nutzoid. 
     You had angry plumbers shooting fireballs and stomping on walking 
cupcakes, a prize fight with Mike Tyson for the WVBA title, a guy in 
elf shoes assembling Triforces in Hyrule, and a vampire hunter layin’ 
the smackdown on Dracula with a bullwhip. It even came with a gun! 
Needless to say, five-year-old version of me needed one, post haste, and I 
let everyone know.
     With that being said, you can imagine the excitement at the Wilmes 
homestead when 1987 rolled around and I got ready to open my birthday 
presents. As I destroyed the wrapping paper on the rectangle-shaped box 
my mother gave me, the excitement quickly turned to heartache. It was like 
a punch in the face. A big, shitty, robot punch. But not just any robot, it was 
Playskool’s Alphie II who shattered my 8-bit dreams.
     That’s right, Alphie II, the educational robot who bleeped and blooped, 
taught you basic math skills, helped with shape and color recognition, 
and dished up ache-inducing renditions of “Claire De Lune” and “London 
Bridge is Falling Down”. There were no lasers, no missile launching, and 
no gun compartment in his leg like Robocop. You could play musical 
chairs with it, but as a child living in the country with no siblings and no 
chairs, the fun was lost on me. I quickly lost all the activity cards needed to 
play the games, all the instructions, and all respect for my mother.
     I think I finally received a Nintendo the following year or two, but the 
damage had already been done. What’s the moral of this story? Never send 
a robot to do a Nintendo’s job. More than 20 years have passed and I’m 
still bitter. I’m not good at math either. Way to go Alphie. …Ya butthole!



I Be the Test Tube
by Dan Durdahl

I be slow death 
set tripping‛ 

I be kids sellin‛
dey dope  

to Old Crazy Eyes 

I be checkin‛
every ounce
for freedom

I be sidewalk cool
standin‛ & smokin‛

I be sunburn
in a Coupe Deville

I be the suicide note 
unfinished

I be jumping off point 

I be heart flailin‛
to the rhythm

I be wailin‛ for days

I be chaos in sound

I be break beats 
in the rhyme 

I be sayin‛ “Now what 
you know about it?”
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