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Dedication


To those putrid air biscuits
Coaxing me
To an early grave
Heavenly God
Make it quick!






An Introduction of Sorts


The other day I went to the Genius Bar. You know, that one in every mall in North America. As I walked up to the counter, I glanced at the gentleman who would be helping me. He was in his early twenties, slightly shorter than I, and much thinner--dare I say there wasn’t much to him. He wore dark chocolate pants that could be mistaken for jeans, and a cream-colored shirt that looked like a woman’s blouse. Zachias, I think he said his name was. (Or perhaps it was Zorrero?) I’d left my glasses in the car, so I can’t confirm what was printed on that tiny, damn name tag of his. But what the fuck ever...


“Well?” I said.


“Well, Mr. Rump. I’m not sure what you did to it, but we’re still trying to recover the hard drive,” said Zach.


“Does it matter? It’s an Power Mac. They’re built like a damned tank! At least that’s what the last guy in your position told me when I purchased it.” I tried to remain calm and inch a smile up my face, however stilted.


“Right, well... Some of the electronics are fried.” The young man tried avoiding eye contact.


“Oh, really...?” I looked at the sign that read Genius Bar, and then looked at him again. “Are you sure that’s not a misprint and it’s supposed to say ‘Gay Bar'?”


“Huh?” He finally looked at me.


“Just fix my damn computer!”


“We could, if you’d tell us what you did to it.”


“Really? Well, it doesn’t take a genius to... Oh, what’s the point in explaining?” I considered the sign again. “Alright...” I tucked in my shirt so that my ass crack was no longer exposed. “You see, I’m a writer...”


“Ok...”


“And I write about farts...”


Instantly something lit up in his eyes, like he fully understood what I’d done to that poor, damned Mac.


“And the strange thing about writing is that what I write materializes.”


“You don’t say...” Zach looked around as if he were considering giving me a brand new computer just to get me the fuck out of there.


Such would have been a wise decision. I can erupt at any moment, especially in my old age. (These days, it’s a matter of when, not if.) Yet I stood there, schooling the college know-it-all about the real world and one of God’s most power creations.


“Farts.” I shrugged.


“What about farts?” Zach looked around, bad haircut and all.


“Well, you wanted to know what I did to it and why sparks flew out when you powered up the motherboard? The truth is, I farted on it. A lot!”


“Riiight...” I could tell from his eyes Zach was looking for a way out, and if he asked me, I would have directed him to a salon to cut that ridiculous mop of his. Still, he was curious. “Farts can’t do that sort of damage. Can they?”


Yep, it was time for the real genius to take over.


“Clearly you have much to learn about farts.” I thought I heard a little patter come from between his legs. (Or perhaps he’d shit his pants. They were chocolate-colored for a reason, I guess...)
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