I drove down my favorite street in town.  It was filled with houses I could only dream of owning one day.  The luxury, the prestige, I wanted it.  I drove slowly and wondered if that day would ever come. The stormy weather made the Victorian houses appear more ominous then usual.  I drove slowly when I saw a figure silhouetted in a window.  I brought my car almost to a halt to get a better view.  My instincts cried that something seemed wrong.


To my horror I saw the figure raise his slender arm above his head. One could barely notice an outline of a knife in his hand.  He suddenly brought it down several times, stabbing someone.  I heard the horrible sound of muscle being slowly separated by cold steel.  I panicked, I grabbed the gun I kept in my car and ran out of my car.  The pouring rain made it difficult to make it to the front door quickly.  I stepped inside into the room I could see through the window.  The killer remained paused, his knife buried in some poor soul.  He turned to me with the knife ready.

“Die you murderous bastard!”  I yelled firing three shots into his chest.  The killer fell limply to the floor with an unsettling thud.

My rampage was interrupted by the screaming of two young girls.

I wondered to his body to turn on the lights only to find a man with an apron lying on the floor.  I looked to the table that was in front of him, he was not killing anyone, he was carving a thanksgiving turkey.  And his two daughters were too stricken with emotion to even budge.

Yeah, that’s the day I lost my job as a cop.


The man telling the story slammed his mug on to the hardwood bar. And signaled to the bartender he would like another.  There were only six men in the place all seated on stools exchanging stories.  For many, that is all they had left, old stories.  Every Friday they would gather and tell tales of their glory days.  Save one man, he was younger then the rest.  

He picked his head up, “I got one for ya.”  Ignoring the criticism that he was too young for a decent story, he took a sip of from his mug and began:

In college my favorite class was Literature 101.  Usually I hated English but this class was different.  Our professor was a mean guy, stern as they come.  And every Monday he gave us time to read some of the writing we had worked on, hoping the class would criticize it.

One day, one courageous girl stood up and read a poem she had written.  It was everything a poem was expected to be: thought-provoking, deep, meaningful, articulate… and boring.  My mind wondered not fully comprehending what this young lady was reading. 

 When my friend perked up and said “I just saw a giant milk carton!”
I laughed, he was obviously hallucinating.

“Your crazy man, go back to bed.”  A few minutes later he shot up again.

“Look there it is!”

Sure enough there was a milk carton outside with a picture of a local politician with the caption: “Have you seen me?”

Well, this had to be known to the world!  I stood up and yelled “Everybody look outside a giant milk carton will pass by!”  Of course with my luck, the street remained empty.  And the whole class believed I was insane.
Yeah that’s the day I was committed.

