I am boycotting my German class today because we are supposed to watch an hour-long film on Berlin. Look, damnit, I've been there. I've been arrested there. With Bill, for carrying assorted knives, and, okay, I had some shuriken too. Amazingly - they let me keep these! Imagine, a thrown projectile, lethal in my hands, being allowed in my possession in a government building! We were forced to drink that crappy seltzer water and then we could leave, they said, while the officials assured us that our weapons ("ES IST VERBOTEN!" they screamed (This is forbidden!), holding up my balisong) would be incinerated. Of course, the agent telling us this was holding a pair on nunchakus he fished from the closet, so we figured all this was bullshit. 

Besides, I didn't even see the metal detectors before I went into the building, and I couldn't even leave the premises without going through them. So x-rays do their work, and these mad agents run up on me and Kev. Kev's a proud brother, and they said, "Ihm, richtig?" (Him, right?") Kev looked at me and said, "Damn, they even trying to stick the brothers in Germany!" 

So we were stuck in the agency's basement for a couple hours, and we even saw our group leave without us. Bill and I concocted an escape route that consisted of Bill dropping the seltzer water on the agent's suit to distract while I new jacked the nunchakus and col' flip it on the agent Bruce Lee style, get our stuff, grab the paperwork to burn, get our ID's (we didn't even have passports with us, ya'll) and book it. We decided that he might retain his memory, so I would sap him at the base of the neck and prop him up on the chair, but then we figured these places have surveillance cameras and we'd have to erase the tapes and logs while keeping a low profile. This was heading into some A-Team/MacGuyver/Metal Gear direction.

Whatever. We said we had diplomatic immunity. Crazy assholes.
