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Happy Holidays From
 Save The Crumbs!!



     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 corporate 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 us on Facebook and Twitter.

What You’re Reading...

CONTRIBUTERS:  
Dustin Wilmes, John Maiers, Juston Cline, Sarah Turbes,

Ashley Birk, Theodore Crackle, Daniel Durdahl, Joel Hanson, 
Sarah Hinton, Jeremiah Langsjoen, Amanda Lust, Morgan Lust, 

Kyle Nordland, Brian Rosemeyer, Dylan Schultz



    Social etiquette is a dead language for 
those hallowed few of us who lock ourselves 
in our rooms only to emerge for food, water, 
and the occasional trip to the shower and/or 
toilet, but hermits as we are there comes a 
point in our lives when we have to strike out 
and see what the rest of the world is up to. 
In New York, there are millions of others 
bustling about, speaking, trading money for 
goods and services, even jogging for exercise 
or to evade the authorities. Sometimes people 
laugh, sometimes they cry, the entire range 
of human emotion is on display for your 
viewing pleasure right outside your bedroom window.
     As a shut-in, I felt it important to get an understanding of the rules of the game before 
venturing to play, so I rode the subway and listened for expert advice. See, I figure the real social 
experts are the ones in the trenches not some snooty academic in some lofty ivory tower. I rode 
the train for hours at a time with little success. Most of the riders read or listened to music, and 
the ones that did talk to each other spoke of the weather or politics or sports or specific people I 
didn’t know like Ron’s grandmother or Susan’s ex-boyfriend’s sister Clarice. People talked about 
their pets as well, namely, a Boston terrier named Johansson who shat on the kitchen table, and 
a Siamese named Loquacious that knocked over a perfectly tall vase, and although I found these 
tales a little interesting they didn’t give me the framework for my new social ethics so I had to 
move along.
     The two men in the next car seemed too loud to be intelligent. They sported polo shirts with 
khakis, slicked back hair, and wore sandals even though it was mid-October. They barked at each 
other about closing some sale. One would say, “Sealed the deal, son.” And the other would say, 
“Hell yeah, brother!” But after awhile they settled into a conversation about having sex with 
woman they find at bars. This was exactly the type of conversation I needed to hear.
     One of the men went to a bar and found a drunk girl who wanted to have sex with him, but he 
wasn’t drunk yet and didn’t know what to do. See, according to these experts having sex with a 
drunk girl when you’re drunk is completely expectable social behavior, while having sex with a 
drunk girl when you’re sober is rape. This is a serious distinction (I’d hate to rape someone!) so I 
made a point to write it down in my social behavior notebook.
     When the one asked the other what he did, the other said he ordered up ten shots and took them 
all as fast as he could, so he’d be able to take the girl home and sleep with her sans guilt, but the 
alcohol was too much and he passed out. He never saw the girl again, and vomited a half dozen 
times the next day. What a valiant ethical effort by our khaki clad expert!
     I developed this brilliant idea into the following maxim: You can do anything you want and are 
ethically absolved of any guilt as long as you’re drunk while doing it. You threatened the life of an 
effeminate parking attendant? Were you drunk? If so, no problem! You lit an inner-city preschool 
on fire? Were you drunk when you sparked the lighter fluid? Answer yes and you’re a-okay! When 
you’re drunk the world is your oyster to shuck at will. I can’t wait to leave my lonely room and 
get to work! Thanks guys in sandals on the train for giving me the framework I need to become an 
active, ethical participant in society! 

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

This month…  Courting



“Global Robo Depression” by Ashley Birk



From The Desk of Juston Cline...

Dear Everybody,

     Change, it’s the only 
constant in life. How 
you deal with it is a good 
measure of character in 
these fast-paced times.  I 
am a young man, but have 
dealt with a few things 
in my short years and I 
have found that sometimes 
change is really not too 
easy to embrace.  I know 
a few people that love it, that practically thrive on change. So 
many things change so quickly.  From the way we communicate 
and entertain, to how you order pizza and a movie.  I’m 
currently trying to find some balance to it all.  Anyone who 
knows me very well would agree that I’m a thinker.  I ponder 
things, sometimes to no end.  It has got me out of some difficult 
spots, and at the same time, has got me into to even more 
difficult situations.  And the one time I didn’t think about it, I 
wound up in something that felt like an episode of the Twilight 
Zone.  To be honest, I’m not sure what I’ve learned from all my 
experiences and mulling them over in my head.  What I do know 
is it’s definitely not over.  Things come and go every day.  It’s 
me keeping the memories about all the events positive that will 
get me through to the end in one piece.  In the immortal words 
of my childhood idol Rocky Balboa, “If I can change! And you 
can change! Everybody can change!”

Your Friend,
Juston



This Plight
by Sarah Hinton

This plight.
AHHH.

But to leave this vast wasteland, 
To enjoy clear skies.

My life’s dreams will come alive. 
To never see swirls in the sky.

To feel the great blanket weep. 
The moisture beading on my poor

cracked skin, 
I can go but only so
far and I collapse.

There are stars 
in the sky,

And the sun oh so high.
There are waves in the Heavens, 
Perhaps caused by my loud cries,
Mayhap by the god from above.
Oh, how I long to be in his arms,
His protecting, nurturing limbs. 

How I miss him.
You can’t tell the difference between the roads or the scapes. 

It’s all one, 
So dry and broken.

So like my heart and soul.
My journey is endless,

It knows no boundaries.
No saving light.

Death is welcome on this plight,
But no more near then the rains on high.



How To Be A Young Writer 
(Overheard by Theodore Crackle)
     First. Write something flashy by accident in your 100 college 
level comp class. Let it go to your head. Start reading the basics. 
Catcher in the Rye. Hunter S Thompson. Chuck Palahniuk, Sylvia 
Plath, blah blah blah. Watch Dead Poets Society. Then watch it 
again.
     Pick your image: Never wear the current trend, go to a thrift 
store. Pick out the rustic wear, things that have been out of major 
style for 10 years, things that were hip 15 years ago. Flannels 
always work, but make sure to roll up the sleeves. Never fold your 
clothes, you must look beaten down. Shave approximately every 
two weeks to get that scruffy I don’t care look. 
     Read Bukowski: start drinking. A lot. Drink before class and 
act like it’s not a big deal. Make sure it’s cheap scotch. Project the 
image of a downtrodden beat. Pretend to be an alcoholic. This will 
give you plenty to write about. All good writers are alcoholics. It 
will make you appear dangerous and is a perfect accessory to your 
scruffy look.
     Browse the poetry section, so people will spot you there. You 
don’t necessarily need to buy anything. When people ask, “Hey, 
didn’t I see you in the poetry section?” merely give them a sly 
smile. Act like you don’t want anyone to know you read verse. 
Also, only write love poems to girls who don’t read poetry. This 
will ensure success.
     Play a musical instrument. Or pretend to and just tell people 
you do. Ask everyone if they want to jam sometime, maybe drink 
some wine.
     Smoke. A lot. Make sure everyone knows you smoke. Blow 
smoke like you are James Dean.
     Listen to Indie music. Doesn’t matter what. If they haven’t 
heard of it, it means they don’t know it’s bad. Display contempt 
for the radio. Display contempt for your generation. Say: “I wish 
I was born in the ‘60s so I could have grown up in the ‘70s. When 



rock was real.”
Own a record player. Ask people if they want to come over and 
listen to old records and smoke pot.
     Be heard talking about why your favorite side of a Beatles 
album is “so and so” and why. It doesn’t have to be a real reason.
     You don’t need to write more than the quantitative amount you 
turn in for writer’s workshop. It doesn’t need to be good, you can 
always say you’ve been too drunk and all your real shit is way too 
weird for class. Give a smug look and light a cigarette.
     Wear a black coat. Wear a black hat. Wear black cut-off gloves.
     Never submit stories to magazines. They are too smug to 
publish you anyway.
     Pretend to be suicidal, or say you’ve attempted it. Even if you 
have, make up a different story.
     When someone asks you what you are currently reading and 
you can’t come up with anything say: “Finnegan’s Wake”. This 
is a fool proof answer that will always work. Just talk about how 
weird it is. The will not be able to call you on it.
     Make sure when drinking at a bar you are seen drinking Irish 
whiskey on the rocks. Or Guinness. Anything Irish. Don’t forget, 
James Joyce was Irish.
     Leave a copy of As I Lay Dying in the back window of your 
car, title up, so people can see it when walking by.
     Find your double. Date her. If personalities are too similar then 
there will be nothing to talk about. Be seen with her anyway. 
     Never turn down a drug. Hunter S Thompson didn’t 
recommend drugs, but he was being ironic. If at all possible get 
into heroin. All the best artists get into the junk eventually, and 
you are no different.
     Buy cheap paperbacks from used book stores. Get the Russian 
novelists: Dostoyevsky, Tolstoy. Bring them to the hipster coffee 
shop. Order a dark coffee, no cream. When you tire of the dense 
paragraphs and yellowed pages--lay it on the table--don’t put it 
back in your bag. Pull out your tattered notebook.
     Write this and type it later on your laptop. 



Lycanthropy In Sports
by Dus�n Wilmes
     I’m not the stereotypical male when it comes to sports. 
Some people might suggest I have an unhealthy fondness for 
professional wrestling, but I’m not sure that really counts. 
Perhaps if it was 1985 and Hulkamania was s�ll running wild, 
or it was that weird period between 1997 and 1999 when 
everyone wore “Stone Cold” Steve Aus�n T-shirts and wasn’t 
afraid to profess their love for Goldberg, I could pretend 
to be one of the guys. But alas, I’m afraid I will forever be 
“meh” when it comes to sports.
     Even playing football for eight years (forced on me by a 
jerky, overbearing step-dad) and having a job that revolves 
around sports doesn’t sway me to whoop it up with the 
boys on game day. Sure, I own a Starter jacket, rule at Tecmo 
Super Bowl, and love Rocky I through VI, but that’s about it. It 
just doesn’t interest me all that much.
     However, one small change could not only turn my frown 
upside-down, but turn the world of sports in general to a 
place we could all love. That one small change? Werewolves. 
That’s right. It’s as simple as that.
     You’ve seen Teen Wolf. The blueprint is already laid 
out. Tell me you wouldn’t keep be�er track of the NBA if 
there were a few werewolves in the mix. How much more 
devasta�ng would the “Shaq A�ack” be if Shaquille O’Neal 
turned into a wolf a�er hal�ime? I bet he would make a lot 
more free-throws. The Minnesota Twins wouldn’t choke 
in the playoffs every year if they signed a few werewolves 
off the waiver-wire. Do you think the NFL would be more 
exci�ng if a pissed-off werewolf was flagged for roughing the 
kicker? You’d tune in to the Superbowl to see more than just 



the commercials.
     If you add the stunningly inferior Teen Wolf Too to the 
mix (which most try not to) you might even be able to save 
professional boxing. In addi�on to wrestling, I actually used 
to be a casual fan of boxing. Of course, those days (for me 
and the majority of America) are long gone. Boxing is now a 
faceless wasteland of boring fighters with no pizzazz. If you 
added a few werewolves to spice things up, you’d be on your 
way to Atlan�c City this weekend. Imagine if Mike Tyson 
could transform into a wolf. I guarantee Evander Holyfield 
would’ve thought twice before head-bu�ng him. He could 
have le� the ring with his dignity, and both ears, intact.
     In closing, sports are boring and werewolves are not. 
Sports are everywhere and werewolves are lost in the 
shadows. It’s a win-win situa�on for both en��es. I hope 
these billionaire sports-team owners realize this soon. Un�l 
this merger takes place, I will be wai�ng pa�ently for the 
day when I can look forward to reading the sports page and 
display my extensive werewolf rookie-card collec�on with 
pride.



21 Things
by Sarah Turbes

1. I use the words “apparently” and “irritating” as much as a kid 
would use “LOL” or “OMG”. 

2. I substitute “der” for “duh” even though it doesn’t make me 
sound like an intellectual. 

3. Every time I see a red balloon I sing, “You’ve got to follow 
your balloon” from a Mr. Show sketch. 

4. I can’t stand it if there is remaining time on a microwave. 
Whether I’m at home or at someone else’s house, the microwave 
must be cleared. 

5. When dogs lick their paws and you can hear people eating in a 
movie, I get very irritated. 

6. I will let a pair of socks sit in the middle of my floor for days 
and simply walk over them, but I don’t let my dishes pile up in the 
sink. 

7. Think you can stop over unexpectedly? You can’t, because I 
like to clean the bathroom first. 

8. I avoided drive-through car washes for quite some time because 
I was afraid of getting stuck. Now I go through, but can’t help but 
worry what would happen if the car wash malfunctioned. 

9. I will never wear sweatpants and it bothers me that people 
make no effort to look decent when they are at the laundromat. 
“Laundry Day” is no excuse to look stupid. 

10. I don’t trust really nice people. 



11. If I wake up in the middle of a nice sleep by someone, I start 
to whine in a very shrill voice and yell at things that were funny to 
me when I was awake. 

12. As much as I loath the commercial with Alan Thicke and 
Tanya Roberts, I can’t help but watch it every single time. 

13. I will watch irritating children’s shows (i.e. Barney and 
Friends) and openly criticizing it (sort of like interactive 
television) before I’m willing to change the channel. 

14. I wrote a letter to Shirley Temple in third grade and still hold a 
grudge that she never wrote back. 

15. It makes me really uncomfortable when people watch me do 
math, fold laundry, make drinks, or play an instrument. 

16. If I am calling for take-out, I have to be in the room by myself 
otherwise I’ll laugh hysterically and eventually have to call the 
restaurant back. 

17. I say “ouch” whether or not I’ve hurt myself after stumbling 
into something. 

18. I avoid samples, the people who present samples, and sample 
day in the grocery store. 

19. I take the long way to get to many destinations in town. 

20. With a few exceptions, I honestly believe that I will never 
meet an attractive man at the laundromat. It’s a mean ol’ myth 
glamorized by Hollywood. 

21. I won’t listen to my voice if it’s recorded on an answering 
machine



Don’t forget to check 
us out Online at 

www.savethecrumbs.com. 
All the D.I.Y. kids 

are doin’ it!



Hard Water
by Brian Rosemeyer
     She walked up the stairs slowly to where his body had been. The 
house was as cold as outside, where piles of winter sat stubborn and 
laughing at sunlight. She opened the door as she had the night she 
found him; slowly, knowing she would see him lifeless. His shell lay 
blue, his position unchanged. She kept the house cold in efforts to 
preserve the bundle of frowning meat. The winter had slowed his 
decomposition. This bought her time. As the ground idled frozen, it 
took especially long for a one-armed woman to dig a grave.
     “Stanley,” she spoke at him, “Stanley brother, death has come only 
a week ago to your frail bones.” She sat on his bed. “But, with the 
passing of each of the last seven days, I have watched you grow more 
beautiful in this death than in that life,” she stroked his hair carefully, 
“mom and dad had the misfortune of dying in the summer months, 
I’m afraid their flesh turned against their aesthetics quite early on. 
But you, brother, have had the benefit of dying in a season which 
supports the skin of a young man.”
     She rose from his bed and drifted out of the room to begin her 
work She went outside and dug as she learned to do from the two 
plots settled next to a fresh hole. She thrust the head of the shovel 
into the icy ground and used her knee as leverage to displace the soil. 
By evening the job was complete. She returned to her brothers room 
and stood in the doorway.
     “Evening light always flattered you Stanley.” She enjoyed the sight 
moments more before speaking again. “The earth will have you in the 
morning. Goodnight brother.”
     That night she slept by the fireplace in the house her father built. 
She slept beneath the roof beams that buckled from the weight of 
her parents, and lit the fire with the can of kerosene half-drank by 
her brother. She slumbered on her right side. Her left, with her 
remaining arm, was difficult to sleep on, the limb always got in the 
way.



The Night She Left Me On The Sidewalk
by Daniel Durdahl

Missing Marquee
or
The Night She Left Me on the Sidewalk

Pulsing throat of disaster, I detest
you & your spider-legged ways.  Clung

to wanting & wishbone & what have you –
a monkey peaking under covers.  

Split open in the rain & city lights, 
your lips (excuse me while I kiss

the sky) soaked.  Come with me!

Let us gasp at the folly of the moon.

Let us death dance to violin sobs.

 You, are my craving.  I, am a stitched wound 
 & frantic as a boy without fingers.



Artwork by Amanda Lust



Photos: 
Above: “Can You Tell The Bicycle Is Dormant?” by Joel Hanson 

Below: “Goodbye Nation, Hugo, & Phillip Just” by Jeremiah Langsjoen



Photos: 
Above: “Honey” by Kyle Nordland

Below: “The Third Guest” by Morgan Lust
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