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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 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.
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Seriously (A Play In One Minute) 
by Tim J Brennan

Counselor: And then?
Wife: And then we fell in love and got married. It was 

wonderful.
Counselor: The marriage?

Wife: No, silly…the ceremony.
Counselor: I see.

Wife: Soon after we began to fight. I couldn’t get Milton to 
take me seriously.

Counselor: Constant fighting?
Wife: No…usually just on weekends…Saturdays, mostly. We 
started throwing things at each other. By Sunday we were 

both so tired.
Counselor: What kinds of things did you throw at each 

other?
Wife: Dishes, mostly. Small pieces of furniture. (beat) I 

remember throwing a mirror once…I just know that would 
be bad luck. (beat beat) Oh, and one other time, he dared 

me to throw the dog at him.
Counselor: The dog?

Wife: Yes…Fluffy.
Counselor: (Stifling a smile) Was your husband hurt?

Wife: Not right away. It was only later because Milton just 
never took me seriously. That is his…WAS…his biggest 

problem.
Counselor: How much later?

Wife: After Fluffy passed away…after I brought Bruno home.
Counselor: Bruno?

Wife: The St. Bernard.
Counselor: (Pauses to think about this) Seriously?

Wife: Oh, yes. Dead serious.

Originally performed during the GI60 (Gone in 
Sixty Seconds) Festival in Brooklyn NY.



Who Would Win In A Fight?

Strength - 6
Intelligence - 5

Energy Projection - 5
Stamina - 9
Agility - 5

Durability - 5
Speed - 4

           Arthur                     Valentine
Strength - 8

Intelligence - 7
Energy Projection - 7

Stamina - 4
Agility - 3

Durability - 3
Speed - 4

Bea Arthur Attributes: 
Emmy Award-winning actress, roommate of Blanche Devereaux, 
former staff sergeant in the United States Marine Corps, known 
for her freakish strength, had a dog parked names after her by 

PETA, cousin of Edith Bunker, stands nearly 6’ tall, appeared in 
The Star Wars Holiday Special, rumored love interest of Boba Fett

Greg “The Hammer” Valentine Attributes: 
Professional wrestler, former NWA United States Heavyweight 
Champion, trained in Stu Hart’s Dungeon, member of the WWE 
Hall of Fame, son of Johnny Valentine, master of the figure-four 
leglock, defeated Junkyard Dog at the first Wrestlemania, known 

for his immense stamina, once broke Chief Wahoo McDaniel’s leg

vs.  



From The Holistic Desk Of Juston Cline...

     I had an 
interesting 
conversation 
recently. The topic 
was wellness 
and naturopathic 
medicine and holistic 
practices.  I have 
experienced being 
in a relationship 
with someone 
who practiced and 
provided all of these 
things for clients, as 
well as herself.  Since 
I was in the relationship, I of course reaped the benefits as well. I found 
myself recently opening up to someone about my experiences and how 
they made me a believer in the practice.  Now, I’m not saying that I have 
become anti standard-medical practices or feel everyone should stop going 
to the hospital and start calling a naturopath.  I am simply saying that in my 
experience there is a real value and benefit to the practice and experiencing 
it on a whole.  So in this conversation a peculiar thing happened.  As soon 
as I mentioned “muscle testing” or “talking to the body”, my conversation 
partner almost immediately discounted everything I had to say as hocus 
pocus.  “Only God can talk to your body!” was one of the statements I 
was greeted with and I must say, I was rather disappointed.  I understand 
people have their faith, but I guess I didn’t think it was still that close-
minded.  I mean, if you can believe in magical parting of seas and a being 
that single-handedly created all things on a whim and is now watching us 
from all angles like some giant 100 trillion picture-in-picture Trinitron, 
then I don’t see what’s so unholy about a naturopathic doctor and esoteric 
practices.  Why can’t it be looked at as a separate thing?  What time period 
are we living in anyway? All’s I’m saying is, the next time you find yourself 
not feeling well and you pray for your health and God maybe doesn’t pull 
through for you in a timely manner, why not just give a naturopath a call? I 
promise they won’t stick you with any needles or try to steal your Bible.  

Your friend,
Juston



Visit www.savethecrumbs.com Today!



Cosmopolis
by A.J. Hakari
     David Cronenberg’s 
Cosmopolis will rub viewers 
in various wrong ways, not 
the least of which involves 
its protagonist being one 
of the silver screen’s 
most emotionally barren 
pricks. But it’s not out of 
the question to love a film 
centered around a despicable 
cast of characters — where 
would we be if Michael 
Corleone was a total saint, 
or if Tony Montana decided 
to clean up his act? So it 
goes that Cosmopolis trails a 
certified douchemobile for a 
couple of hours, and the self-
destructive choices he makes couldn’t be more weird or fascinating.
     Robert Pattinson fills the well-buffed shoes of Eric Packer, a 
young mogul who’s made a fortune in a trade that’s never fully 
explained to us. What’s important is that Eric has the dough to buy 
out God ten times over and the power to assemble a perpetual stream 
of yes men. From his stretch limo/base of operations, he thrives in a 
state of paranoid delusion, keeping obsessive tabs on his company’s 
security and not letting congested traffic prevent him from getting 
a haircut he doesn’t even really need. But on this day, the amount 
of sway Eric thinks he has over the market and those around him is 
put to the test. Forces are converging to knock Eric’s well-balanced 
world out of whack, and it’s how our increasingly unhinged Wall 
Street warrior reacts that will decide how much of an empire he has 
left come tomorrow.



     Cosmopolis will be as difficult for Pattinson’s swooning herds of 
Twilight groupies to absorb as it will be for those familiar with the 
offbeat webs Cronenberg regularly weaves. His world (based on Don 
DeLillo’s novel) is one in which nothing is straightforward, in which 
the dialogue consists of cryptic riddles and all characters embody 
some degree of stiff unreality. Will it drive you batty? Most likely. 
Does it serve a purpose? Yeah, but other pictures have been more 
subdued with or played up similar subject matter to greater effect. 
But what this style does accomplish is making Cosmopolis harder to 
pin down and, in turn, more interesting to watch. With everyone you 
see so deluded and self-assured in their own ways, who knows what 
will come to pass when the rug is slowly tugged away under them.
     Eric’s road trip of excess and emptiness turns up appearances by 
a number of familiar faces. Most last but a single fleeting scene, but 
impressions are left, especially by Juliette Binoche as Eric’s art guru 
(and one of many sexual trysts), Samantha Morton as a financial 
theoretician, and Mathieu Amalric as an “assassin” whose weapon 
of choice is a pie (just roll with it). Each of these pit stops nudges 
Eric closer to the edge, although our story make the compelling 
argument that he really is asking for it. Enter Pattinson, whom I’ve 
used and will likely employ as a punching bag in the future, but who 
does impressive work in burying what makes Eric tick beneath a 
vain veneer. On the outset, he’s a typical upper-class jackhole just 
daring for the fates to pay him back for his total lack of humanity…
until you realize that’s precisely what he wants. I won’t say much, 
except that what transpires is no regular power trip but the most 
spectacularly bizarre cry for help you’ve ever seen.
     Cosmopolis won’t be an easy watch, but the nice, long period of 
reflection you’ll need when it’s over will do you wonders. Beneath 
the loopy images on which Cronenberg can be depended to provide 
are loads of social subtext to chew on, like a surrealist adaptation of 
a Bret Easton Ellis work. Shallow sex, giant rats, and all, Cosmopolis 
has the content to support a production as unconventional as the one 
that Cronenberg proudly presents.

     Feel free to holler at A.J. via his 
Twitter feed: @madmovieman



Dreaming of Carpeted 
Floors Back on the Farm 
by Jack Kolars
     Growing up in the 1950s and 1960s in my parents 100 year 
old farm house south of Montgomery when the Junger’s kerosene 
stove on the main floor was the only source of heat, we dreamed of 
carpeted floors to keep our feet warm.  We dreamed of putting away 
Grandma’s knitted slippers which carried us across the slippery and 
cold linoleum floors.
     We had friends in the city who had warm carpets throughout their 
house.  Their mother worked at the local home furnishing store, 
and we figured that source of work probably helped that family get 
carpeting earlier than most in our hometown.  That family also had a 
color television before the rest of us too, but that’s a story for another 
time.
     Before the invention of cell phones capable of taking photos, my 
sister Colleen and I would take baths together at young ages and 
then run out of the bathroom with towels around us, slipping on 
mom’s linoleum floors to cozy up next to the Junger’s kerosene stove 
located in the dining room, in the middle of our house.
     Often, when we were cold, we would back up too closely to the 
stove and singe our backsides, which produced screams from our 
little mouths, along with puffs of frosty air.  Are you getting the idea 
that our farm house was chilly in our youth?
     So that’s why, as a young lad, I began to dream about carpeted 
floors instead of walking and slipping around on the linoleum.  
Carpeting, I reasoned at a young age, would allow us to walk 
barefoot during the winter months without seeing our toes turn blue.
     I think our Mom finally convinced Dad to put some carpet in 
too, along with a forced air furnace in the basement of the home, to 
replace the old Junger’s.  It was quite a project that Dad, along with 
the help of my brother, my sister, and I, completed in about 1963.
     The basement of the farm home was not much more than a hole 



in the ground with low five foot ceilings, which was fine for us kids, 
but difficult for Dad who stood 6’2”.
     So as the metal air vents were stretched from the basement to 
the main floor and to the second floor, Dad asked my brother and I, 
being of slight to skinny build, to push those vents up the holes in the 
basement floor to reach the main floor.
     We did it to help Dad.  And the project worked.  And then came 
the carpeting which kept our toes warm… even in the winter.
     And now, 50 years later, I find this fact very interesting:  People 
seem to like wood floors in their home.  Wood floors, which are as 
slippery as the old linoleum and just as cold.  Unless you have more 
than a Junger’s kerosene stove to heat your house. Which I hope you 
do.



Thursday‛s Funeral
by Sarah Turbes
     
     We buried my grandmother on Thursday.  The January 
cold kept all 50 of us (and counting) from seeing her lowered 
into her final resting place.  As we drove away from the 
cemetery, a sudden wave of sadness washed over me.  I 
hadn’t cried at the funeral or even at her viewing.  It was all 
too proper of an event to produce tears (or at least this time).  
But to see her casket, resting next to a freshly dug hole, I felt 
like she was alone for the first time in her whole existence.  
She had been married for over 50 years, she had 9 children, 
23 grandchildren, and 20 great-grandchildren; she probably 
never had a moment of her own time to spare.  But in her 90 
years of life, she undoubtedly felt loneliness from time to 
time, especially when she lost my grandfather or her children 
grew up and moved away.
     As we ate the standard “Funeral Luncheon Fare” of 
sandwiches, weak coffee, salads and pie, in the Catholic 
school gymnasium, I felt a bit out of place.  As a non-
practicing Catholic, I had a bit of guilt that I hadn’t taken 
Communion, that I didn’t know the first thing about the 
Rosary, and I had respectfully walked past the Holy Water.  I 
felt that if I had followed everyone else’s cues, I would have 
been more disrespectful towards my grandmother and her 
faith than if I stayed put, quietly sitting in the pew admiring 
the practices, the solitude and the beautiful stained glass 
windows.  Besides, I knew that my grandmother would not 
be disappointed in me, as she wasn’t that way.  While we 
were never close, due to geographical distance and being 
one grandchild of many, we connected through letters and 
the like.  Each year, I’d send out a holiday letter and even 



through the years when I thought my life was “lackluster”, 
she would always respond with kindness and compliments.  
Through the eyes of my grandmother, I was able to see that 
my life had a little more to it than I often thought.
     As we waited in the less than flattering fluorescent lighting 
of the gymnasium to have our pictures taken, I noticed all the 
physical resemblances in our large family.  Looking at stacks 
of pictures over the years, it’s easy to take notice of the easy 
things like eye and hair color.  There are characteristics of 
my own that I’ve disliked over the years, but finally came to 
embrace (albeit temporarily) on the day of my grandmother’s 
funeral.  My short, thick fingers came from my grandfather 
and could be seen in my uncles’ handshakes and hugs.  My 
eyes that seem to disappear when I smile, were noticed while 
my aunts laughed.  As I watched my uncles line up, single 
file, for their sibling photo, I recognized the broad shoulders 
and slight bulgy waistlines of my own body.  
     At her funeral, words like “matronly” and “saintly” were 
used to describe my grandmother.  As a devout Catholic 
matriarch of a large family, she was so much more.  She was 
beautiful, funny, feisty, Irish, and a woman at her angriest 
moments would spell out D-A-M-N or H-E-L-L.  She took 
pictures, while vacationing, of the sky.  An avid weather fan, 
she’d excitedly point out clouds in a series of pictures laid out 
on her lap, before panoramic shots were easier to take.  She’d 
talk while my grandfather quietly interjected and smiled at 
her, the way I imagined him to be years earlier when they 
were younger.  
     On Thursday, as we left the church, we spent the next five 
hours telling stories, listening to the rhythmic bumps along 
the highway and watching the clouds disappear into dusk 
across the Midwest landscape my grandmother traveled many 
times in her 90 years.



One Hot Piano Player
by Dan Urlick
     The last weekend of October my neighbor Hank and I were invited 
to a very interesting party five miles east of Austin. Hank’s daughter 
lured us in with the promise there would be an actual piano burning 
taking place, an odd tradition started by the family hosting the party. 
That’s a short ride for such a spectacular show so we accepted readily, 
saddling up the mountain bikes and setting out toward the rising 
moon.
     It was a chilly night as one would expect in Minnesota this time 
of year but we made short work of the ride, arriving at the super-long 
country style driveway in 20 minutes.  From there we quietly crept on 
to the party scene as to not draw too much attention to ourselves. That 
didn’t last long though as the festive crowd embraced us warmly with 
hugs and loud chatter fueled perhaps by several bottles of the family’s 
homemade champagne being emptied around the fire. The hospitality 
was appreciated though and the party was fun and even included a live 
band in the garage.
     Around midnight folks started gathering near the piano and the 
excitement began brewing.
     “Do you just throw it in the fire?” Hank and I asked ignorantly.
     “No we light it up right there where it’s setting and someone plays 
the piano while it’s burning.”
     “Really?” our eyebrows rose with interest, “The whole time?”
     “Yep, until it can’t be played anymore,” they replied.
     Now we were really hooked.   All sorts of questions come to mind: 
How many songs will they get to play before it’s over? How long will 
it take? Has Elton John ever tried this?
     So we joined the fray gathering around the piano to witness its 
public execution by combustion.  An amplifier was plugged in with a 
microphone in front of the bench. The player finally appeared draped 
in a long black hood like the grim reaper to add to the drama. Once he 
was formally seated stage hands put flame to the front of the upright 
piano at the bottom as the player began to strike the keys. The first 
song of the night was a festive sing-along, an original and wonderful 



ode to the family Champagne recipe.  After that the pianist moved on 
to a full set of pre-arranged “fire” themed songs.  
     First up was the Bruce Springsteen classic “Fire,’ you know the 
saucy 80’s hit that goes “...and when we kissed… fire!”  Then the 
Boss goes silent for an almost uncomfortable rest before loudly 
belting out the next line “R0-meo and Juliet! Samson and Delilah…”
     By the end of that song the piano was really torching up and the 
sheet music he’d brought along was difficult for the player to read 
through the billowing smoke now pouring from the upper panel of the 
suffocating instrument.
     Next was the Johnny Cash epic “Ring of Fire,” which is familiar 
enough to whip any party into frenzy, let alone playing it on a burning 
piano. Everyone sang along enthusiastically as the fire began to lap 
aggressively over the top of the piano.
     The last song of the night was “Great Balls of Fire,” but before 
he got through the first verse the heat penetrated the keys as they 
started sinking into the board with only a few high notes still playable. 
The player banged hard on the remaining keys until they became 
impossible to touch and finally stepped away. Within seconds the 
piano was fully engulfed.
     Soon the entire grand instrument was reduced to smoldering ruble 
and we left the party the same way we entered, quietly down the big 
driveway toward the highway. With the moon now high in the sky we 
rode slowly toward home, warmed by the memories of an epic night.
     Want to see video of the burning piano? Go to dansbikerides.com 
and click on the “Columns” tab and you’ll find the link.
     Traffic Tip:  Answers: four songs, 13 minutes and no; Elton John 
has never played a burning piano.

See Bike Rides at www.dansbikerides.com
Email Bike Rides to bikerides.dan@gmail.com

Find Bike Rides on Facebook.
Hear Bike Rides from your radio Fridays, 1p.m. on KMSU 
89.7 FM, The Maverick or click here to listen anytime for 

FREE:  
www.dansbikerides.com

Take Bike Rides whenever you get the chance.



Snow Shovel Gangs Of Mankato
by Allen Tesch

     Unseasonably warm weather has been a problem for the Mankato 
snow shovel gangs, with some saying it has led them to resort to 
intimidation tactics and outright war for survival. 
     The gangs, who can typically be seen roaming the neighborhoods 
of the city looking for sidewalks or driveways to shovel, have 
become increasingly desperate for sources of income. And some say 
increasingly brazen in their methods. 
     “It was unreal,” said Cindy Bakerstaff of Thompson Ravine Road. 
“They all came to my door, seven or eight of them, dressed in t-shirts 
and sneakers. They asked if I needed my driveway shoveled for 
twenty bucks.
     “I said “That’s nuts! There’s not even any snow!’ but they didn’t 
say anything. They just went and scrapped their shovels along my 
driveway like they were really shoveling snow. They wouldn’t leave 
until I paid them.”
     Shovel gang members are typically males with ages ranging from 
teens to middle age. Most picture them as broken, desperate men 
who have lost everything but their shovel or wandering youth lured 
by the romantic gang scene. But the members themselves, like Big 
Scoop of the Lower North gang says that in these tough economic 
times, they are just guys trying to survive. 
     “We didn’t make this weather, but if we have to hustle to survive 
it, so be it. I don’t see the mayor or governor sending us any snow, 
so I guess we just do what we have to do.” said Big Scoop from the 
Lower North’s clubhouse. 
     Others have said they have witnessed sights much more horrifying 
than mere intimidation. An anonymous source on Blue Earth Street 
says he was witness to two gangs who had wandered into each others 
path. 
     “It was horrifying. They were going at each other with shovels 
and thermoses. They were even riding on slow blowers like horses 
and charging into each other...the sound of those teeth locking 
together...it’s something that will haunt me the rest of my days.” 





Photos: 
Above: “Scandanavian” by Bryan Boyce

Below: “You Got The Torah, I Got This” by Michelle Premack
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Above: “Awaken” by Ashley Birk

Below: “Time For Change” by Krissy Rausch
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