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  **~~**


  “Don’t stick it to the man. Become the man and laugh with morbid understanding as he becomes...you.”


  Dedication


  To Donna Jacques.


  I shall not forget 3:30 am, the cold, Nor the infinite amount of yogurt.


  It was truly the worst and the best.


  *****


  Operation Coffee Deprivation


   “After watching your performance this quarter and keeping a close eye on our profit margin, we have decided to let you go. You have served our blah to the fullest blah and blah blah.” Bob watched the bald spot pulse as Mr. Jefferson attempted to explain why he was firing him after twenty five years. In the business world, Bob was a little slow. He focused primarily on computer programming and didn’t care about profit margins.


  A small chuckle hiccupped out of his throat as he remembered the picture he had encrypted into the last email of his career. The bald head of Mr. Jefferson appeared with a nice black line through it. The line, perfectly drawn over the rough bald noggin portrayed his true feelings for the man. Every time the email gets forwarded, the recipient would be in for a surprise. Bob was certain the butt crack joke would be seen by all the big spenders before it was said and done. This thought alone was better than anything they could offer him for his time.


  Anger crept into his blood stream, turning his complexion a strawberry tint. The more words that spewed from the mouth of the traitor, the harder it became to concentrate. The blah blahs were replaced with a fictitious underlying meaning.


  “So... in short Bob, I am a jerk! I’m ugly and bald and make three times your salary. I will get a huge bonus if I fire you. I will then pay someone six dollars and hour less to do your job. I know it was you pooping in the plant holders in the lobby, (it was) so security will show you out. Oh, by the way Bob, My brand new red Porsche is not scratch proof, so feel free to use your sharpest car keys to teach me a lesson!”


  A large sigh squeezed its way out of his lungs. This, followed by the slow movement of his defeated body rising from the cold wooden chair was the only response he could manage. He knew Mr. Jefferson didn’t say anything remotely close to that but didn’t care. One black loafer in front of the other he walked. He walked slowly to the door feeling the dead glare of an over-rated man burrow into the back of his skull.


  Two sharply dressed security officers waited for him on the other side of the door. Slowly, the curvy golden handle of the office door turned. Slam. Slam. After the third hard smash, Bob managed to get escorted down the long corridor towards the lobby. The checkered marble seemed to taunt him as shame grew deep within. The colors seemed even more vivid than he remembered.


  Stomping past the water fountain, he spotted three corporate slackers telling the same jokes as always. He slowly turned towards them with a crooked smile upon his face. By now, he was sure that word had swept through the office at sub-atomic speeds. Not only that, but it managed to make it to Jupiter and back. Right now some poor schmuck of an alien is pointing his finger down to Earth and laughing at him. They all knew, he was sure of it.


  Silence fell upon the room. They were waiting on him to leave. Waiting on him to hold his head down in shame and march out of the office. He was going to have none of it... no way... not a chance. Bob did the opposite. Standing upon the shadows of three very important men, something very unexpected happened. He laughed. He not only laughed but gasped for air. Tears streamed down his cheeks and his foot thumped against the floor echoing through the entire room.


  About the time he started dipping his tie into the water fountain and sucking the water off, those same nicely dressed security guards walked him out of his office for good. The Last thing anyone remembers Bob saying that day was “Beware of the squirrels in diapers, they don’t understand Greek.” Bob slowly walked towards the yellow curb. Random thoughts plagued him as he sat down and wept. “Twenty five years of my life gone.” He thought glumly of the memories from his years of servitude and found it ironic how much time was spent wishing for a different job.


  *****


  Life went on at Q.J. Enterprises and after awhile everyone forgot about poor Bob. They went about their day like any good zombie would. As for Bob, he remembered every single one of them. He became consumed with hatred so deep that he spent every penny he had on revenge. He wasn’t crazy that day, oh no, he knew exactly what he was saying. He wasn’t crazy at all, just very well organized. His whole retirement fund was spent at a local pet store. Two hundred squirrels had found a new home that day; all of them recruited into Bob’s army.


  It took two months to do it, but Bob finished his computer program. He used images of acorns, walnuts, and others to brain-wash his miniature minions. Squirrel after squirrel ran his elaborate obstacle course, learning how to do specific tasks. Then there was the best of the best, the Green Beret of the squirrel world. This squad, led by Dribbles the squirrel, learned a multitude of tasks that needed to be carried out. One by one he worked with them all until they were ready to take on the world. He started small, experimenting on local citizens. His mission was simple: minor annoyance.


  *****


  The sun was shining brightly that morning when Bob loaded his mini-van of doom. A warm fuzzy feeling exploded deep within his stomach. For the first time in a very long time, Bob was in a great mood! The mini-van swept across the bi-pass at tremendous speeds. He turned the music up full blast, forcing the sound to penetrate his glass windows and keep the outside world company. His head slowly bobbed to the music while weaving in and out of traffic. Mrs. Smith did not know how to react to what just happened.


  She was in the middle of her morning commute, doing her usual talk on the cell phone and drive routine. All of a sudden, a mini-van with speeds exceeding seventy miles per hour weaved in front of her. This would have been normal, except the middle aged man behind the wheel was head banging to Mozart. She watched as the maniac did the same thing to the next two cars in line. His excess speeds then slowed to a crawl as he very carefully made a left into the Public Library. All she could do was shake her head. “It must have been something he ate,” she thought. The small red mini-van pulled into an isolated spot and parked.


  *****


  Students came in and out, never once bothering to give him the time of day. The cool wind and warm spring sun drew a large crowd into the outside world. “A perfect day for a test run,” he thought to himself. Bob opened the door to his van and stretched his legs. He felt the excitement build as he opened the back door and released the lock on the cage. The clink of freedom sent Dribbles flying out of his cage in a panic. He jumped, he scurried, he flicked his cute bushy tail then disappeared behind a large shrub.


  Jimmy had just finished his homework and was shuffling his books back and forth, jockeying for a good grip. A balancing act that was almost impossible to perform. Papers tried their best to fly away, but to no avail. Four hours in a library simply meant that Jimmy was more determined to keep the papers than the wind was to take them from him. “One more Saturday gone forever!” he thought to himself. A sigh of relief and a sense of accomplishment overwhelmed his senses. He thought he might never get to see another weekend as a free man, but this is the last assignment he has to turn in. “This is it,” he thought as he slowly made it down the sidewalk towards his freedom “I am done”


  At first Jimmy had no idea what had happened. A furry brown blur streaked across his line of sight momentarily confusing him. Books flew to the ground, papers scattered in the wind, and Jimmy stood there shocked, mouth open and eyes bugged. “Wow, that squirrel is a Jerk” he thought to himself. A quick flick and a brief jump, Dribbles lay his head down inside the cage.


  *****


  “It worked, my program actually worked!” the sinister smile felt comfortable on his face as visions of what lay ahead appeared in a thick fog before him. Clink. Clink. Bob locked the cage and headed home. The drive seemed to never end and impatience swelled deep inside. “One hour to prepare, one hour to exact my revenge!” The sweat retreated from his forehead as he led every single squirrel into their steal prison cells. Two hundred cages turned his living room into a perpetual petting zoo. The lack of space in his vehicle meant he would have to take one mission at a time. Bob rattled happy thoughts around his cranium, realizing it would be better this way. “I can make them suffer, over and over again!” He understood how sadistic it was to torture them over a long period of time but didn’t care.
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