THE CONFETTI PLOT.

BY WINSLOW 404

Hal Horner had never really cared about his life. His mother was a rampant drunk and his father wandered from casino to casino with no money in his pockets that was not stolen from church donation boxes or random strangers. There was only one pair of pantyhose in Hal’s house, and it was worn over his fathers face during robberies. Hal had a brother, Rick, and throughout most of his life they participated in perfect harmony, in vandalism and in crime, from meager beginnings of stealing candies from corner stores to ending up raiding Toyotas for CD players and radios. 

Hal had a rough time, scraping through high school with melancholy grades and no lasting friendships. His relationship with his brother fleeted when Hal exposed Rick’s plans for a prank towards the end of the year, after being pressured with expulsion threats. Rick was expelled from school, and the two never talked to each other again. 

Hal is now twenty-eight, and he works as a janitor for a warehouse in a powerful Nevada city. This warehouse in specific is the storage container for several floats for a coming parade. This city rarely went a week without a parade for some inexplicable cause; this was a major contributor for Hal’s bitterness towards his existence. His apartment was dingy and had no cable television or cooling for the scorching summers’ heat. He lived alone, or at least now he did. Hal’s girlfriend recently left him because he didn’t make enough money to support her jobless-lifestyle. Depression crept in around his existence. His cat had overheated while Hal was at work, and died. Skulking around his job, mopping his way back and forth, dodging barrels, tools, and wheels scattered around the floor.

The son of an alcoholic, Hal was very adept at turning a deaf ear to things that would hurt him; he was able to view the world through rose colored glasses, though it was becoming increasingly dark. It was two in the morning on Saturday, Hal was just finishing up in the women’s bathroom, his pocket full of paycheck and the remainder of cash that he had in his wallet. Nothing was planned to occur over the weekend, and this forced his further into his slump. Within an hour, Hal found himself in the Rattrap, a local bar for self-destructive run-downs. The smoke pierced his eyes and lungs, the televisions, radios and the incessant barking from one pool-player to another echoed in Hal’s ears. Drunk as a skunk, Hal shoveled more salty peanuts into his mouth as he watched the letters and numbers on his paper napkin dance around in hypnotizing circles. 

He reviewed his life. His childhood only drew blanks; his adolescence was characterized by his boyishness and vandalism. He remembered the assorted cases of theft and conning that he had partaken in, and it was the only thought that brought a smile to his face since last Thursday’s conversation with an incoherent drunk. The smile jogged memories of living the good life with his brother, and a part of him expressed a rare emotion of insatiable longing. He was lonely and cold. Glancing at his watch, he gathered what he could of himself and headed towards the exit. Hanging limply on the window was a poster for a parade, amongst hundred of other posters for parades. “How neurotic can this city be” he thought “That they have to have endless parades for pointless topics that solve no problems?” He didn’t bother to read the poster on his way out. Thoughts bounced around in his head, questioning the beliefs and morals of his city. 

Hal made it back to his futon and clicked on the television so that he would have something in his ear aside from the televisions from the bar. The voices were haunting him to sleep, he never really paid attention, zoning out the words to the sentences, and falling fast asleep by the buzz. This time, he couldn’t fall asleep. He was staring at this spinning ceiling fan, the twirling blades spun cool air into his eyes, only making him more tired. A certain fragment of a given sentence forced him up. An anchorwoman said the sentence. “Obese picket for equal rights.” His eyes still shut, he recognized the next voice as a woman, probably very obese talking rapidly to a cameraman about the plight of the fat in everyday life. When he opened his eyes, it stung, but he saw the woman on the television, and he knew his predictions were right. She had several chins and couldn’t move her arms very high. In the background, there were obese women, with a few effeminate men, slowing marching in a circle with a lazy chant in their gullets. There were a few beings, so large that they were restricted to moving in an electric wheelchair, they had signs duct taped to the back of their seats, they were angrily patrolling in perfect circles. 

Hal sighed a short breath of exasperated disbelief. “They’ve got to be kidding. There is no way.” The interview continued on. “We’ve been forced into discrimination” The woman said with a drawl. She seemed to realize that she had pronounced ‘discrimination’ incorrectly, but she moved on confidently. “We can’t have certain jobs as them skinny folk do. We sometimes haffa pay for two plane tickets” This scene was cut with a birds eye view of streets clogged with the obese, making their way with signs and posters. “This is like what the colored folks been through.” The woman said. Hal stood up, his blanket fumbled to the ground. “You’re out of your goddamned mind!” he shouted at the television, before kicking it off its stand to noisily crash against the floor. Hal breathed heavily for a moment, watching sparks shoot up from the cracked device. He retrieved his blanket and slept angrily on the futon for several hours. 

Hal’s door rattled from the landlords fist at nine in the morning. “HAL.” He shouted through the door, Hal’s eyes struggled to open from the crust that had formulated around them. “HAL OPEN THE GADDAMN DOOR, HAL” the voice pummeled his hung over ears. Hal rose, mussed hair, unshaven visage and wrinkled, dirty tank top and boxers. “Just come in. I didn’t lock it.” The landlord stepped inside. “Hey Petey. What’s the problem?” Hal attempted to make good conversation in his rasp. “I had complaint last night of some loud noises in your room, aight?” Petey, the landlord, was the stereotypical Italian, though he was mostly a noisy and mottled mix of Irish and Dutch. “Now I know you don’t mean to make noise” Petey gestured to Hal with his sandwich “But I have to keep you out of here for a day.” Hal yawned, “Where is that written down?” Hal turned slightly to begin putting on pants, as he grimly examined his face in disappointment and confusion. “It ain’t” Petey moved his gut out of the door so that Hal could leave easier. “My cousin Drew is comin’ in for a day and he needs place to crash. I know you’d be willing.” Hal left with a grunt. 


“Hal.” Petey called down the hallway. He turns to him and caught a icy water bottle that Petey threw in his direction “It’s a jungle out there.” He turned back to his original direction and ran directly into his ex-girlfriend. She was toting a box of his old notebooks and CDs. “Uhm. Hey.” Hal said startled. “Here’s your stuff. I don’t know where to put it in my house. You still have a few more things but I’ll bring those by later.” Hal Examined the box before having it shoved to his chest. “Hm. Thanks.” She walked off with a prissy overtone, Hal shortly returned to his room. Sorting through his goods, he found an old notebook from his high school geometry class.  On this inside cover there was a tangle of phone numbers of friends and dealers, along with a special square stuffed with numbers in illegibly small handwriting. Those were numbers of girls that were tormented with calls from desperate and horny men, two most prominently were Hal and Rick. Hal suppressed a smile from his cracked face as he examined the notebook. He flipped through the pages and stopped at the stiffest page, tightly crammed with Penthouse cutouts. Opposite that was the number of an apartment complex Rick was thinking of moving into, written in only weeks before Hal ratted him out. A lump of guilt formed in his esophagus. Hal tore out the page, folded it up, pocketed it and left. 


Petey was right. The temperature was indeterminable, but broiling hot. Watching a television in a department store window, Hal blankly stared at the stock-market ticker move slowly across the screen, accompanied by a ticker for news. “OBESE PROTESTORS GROW TO RECORD NUMBERS” scrolled slowly, “HATE CRIME BILL PASSED TO ADD OBESE.” Removing and instantly discarding the cap to his water bottle, confidently knowing that he would consume the entire bottle contents before midday. He imagined his fist forcing the water into an angrily boiling stew of thought. It didn’t occur, but he wanted it to. “Dumb motherfuckers.” He thought “the obese don’t have a candle to hold to racism or religious persecution.” Walking away stiffly, his thoughts continued. “Fucking stupid. They just want to fit into a crowd that hates them. Whores of attention. Mental vampires.” As he walked his fists clenched, sweaty and white-knuckled. 


Hal crept into the shadow provided by an awning of a rummy diner and deafly examined the posters and flyers affixed to the inside of the window, with a few that were taped to the outside. One that was on the outside was the same that he had seen last night. The poster contained words and dates that he instantly recognized off the charts that dotted the walls at the warehouse he cleaned for a living. He stepped closer and squinted at the page. “OBESITY AWARENESS PARADE!” headed the page, followed by requirements for possible floats that were to be in the parade. The words following the description of need for a parade went as follows:


“The plight of the obese is nationally ignored and a parade is in order to bring awareness to this problem. We are people as well, and after all that America has learned from the civil rights movement, we still are forced to pay extra for seats in theaters and transportation. We are portrayed as dumb, greasy people without a heart or a soul. If you want to contribute to the extermination of this stereotype, please help in developing a float for our parade!” 


Following that was a list of phone numbers and email addresses that could be used to contact the individuals running the parade. Hal’s mind went reeling and raging. “There is no way… I don’t believe it.” Hal screamed silently. “There is no plight of the fat. You cannot cure blackness, so persecution of that is a hate crime, you can cure fatness and so there is no way it can be considered a hate crime.” Hal was nearly to tears. All points in his life had been functioning in clockwork against him. His girlfriend gone, his apartment out, his friends gone, and rage shredding his head. “If I had a dog” he noted “it would probably be dead.” A Mexican man stepped out of the door halfway. “Mira!” he shouted, pointing towards a large paper sign posted high above the posters. The top half had indecipherable Spanish and the bottom had “NO LOITERING.” Hal noticed that the Spanish sign was placed above the English, he was being yelled at in Spanish, and he was told that America is an English speaking country. 


The sun was acrid and the heat nearly whistling, Hal ducked into an alleyway marked thick with graffiti. A door swung open, nearly colliding with Hal, a gust of steam plumed from the opening followed by two Asian cooks with cigarettes sadly dangling from their lips. One barked conversation to another, but both ignored Hal. Continuing on down the way, there was a shoe limply hanging from a gaping dumpster. Looking over towards it, Hal found the drunken, beaten remnants of a man in what were very nice clothes. After sorting through the pockets, he had acquired enough change to pay for a few collect calls. There was a payphone circled in trash, standing like a wart surrounded in scars. Hal slowly did the math in his head. Phone number of Rick, plus change, plus phone, the numbers added up. He lifted the phone from the receiver and added the change. Soon the other line was in activity.


“Hello? Turner residence”


“Oh. Uhm. I’m looking for Rick Horner. My brother.”


“He hasn’t lived here for years. He left to Marlo Apartments.”


“Do you have their number?”


 The woman gave the number to Hal and the conversation ended quickly before another began.


“Marlo Apartments, Nancy speaking.”


“Hey, uh, Nancy, It’s Hal. I used to work there. I’m looking for a Rick Horner. My brother.”


“Oh, well, hey, he isn’t here anymore. Sorry.”

“Do you still have his file?”


“Yes, but we can’t distribute information to the public.”


“No problem.”


Hal hung up, but he realized his mistake when he was halfway to putting the receiver to the phone. He didn't react quickly enough, and then fell disappointed. He was utterly clueless on the location of Marlo apartments. He knew the cross street, so he walked several miles until he found that, then headed north for several more miles until he found himself staring across the bleak cityscape, he knew that he had gone too far, but he hadn't seen any suggestions of a residential district. He turned sharply and headed in the opposite direction for the same miles backwards. He soon found that he was only blocks away when he had originally started. As he walked, he continued to think. “I can’t believe what I’m living in. A world of perpetually dividing groups, fighting and complaining for the spotlight; reminding each other how they have the just cause of attention. The only thing that fights AIDS is breast cancer. The fat picket and expect me to believe that they are rooting for equal rights, citing the fact that they cannot fit into seats that were designed for humans of normal mass. They strike until the government is forced to spend billions of dollars adding obese sections to all transportation vehicles and airplanes. Then the fat will complain about the fact that the seats were put in the back, and if they are in the front of the vehicle or plane, they will whine about how the bumps are more severe in the front. Then, after the government spends billions more on changing all of the seats into obese seats, they will complain that the regular people are freeloading off of their efforts by seating in their ‘earned’ seats, telling them that they weren’t at the protests, so they should benefit from it.” Hal wiped his brow with his wrist. “This proves that they do not desire equal rights, because when their bounty is distributed equally, they revolt. They are protesting so that they will be pampered.” Marlo apartments loomed over him powerfully; his body was laced in sweat and the stink of anger. 


Hal changed his course, heading to the left, and into a German diner that was in smoky disarray. He ordered a big, hearty German dish, and as the lone cashier left to report the order to the chefs, he quickly darted out through the smoke. Before the cashier returned, Hal snatched a packet of matches that were free for the taking, and left into the alley that was strung like a vein between Marlo apartments and the German diner. There was a dumpster and a few buckets of cleaning detergents, empty and barren, sitting near it. On the side of the diner, there was a large grease pipe that fed its oily mess into a large, black drum. Hal filled a detergent bucket halfway with grease, and then dumped it into the Marlo apartments dumpster. A police cruiser slowly scorched by the alley, Hal pretended to be a vagrant, and so he was ignored by the officers. He quickly lit a match and threw it into the dumpster, instantly setting it ablaze. Seconds later, Hal was back in the German diner, enjoying his meal for a few seconds, then he acted like the fire was a surprise. The kitchen emptied. Hal left his food without payment, and walked into the foyer of the apartment building. Patiently, he watched several sebaceous cooks ran to the front desk, shouting frightened sentences in their pummeling tongue. Hal noticed the parallel between these men, and the cook earlier at the Mexican restaurant. As the crew ran towards the fire, Hal waltzed into the office, found the proper filing cabinet, and removed Ricks file, all while Nancy, the woman at the front desk, was hollering for help near the burning dumpster. 

A slick grin plastered across his face. Hal skimmed the file, unsurprised by the amount of times that Rick was reported to have caused disturbances and got noted for suspicious activity. Towards the end of the timeline that was bold and centered in the middle of the third page, he noticed that his rent was pay increasingly on time and more and more accurate. The very last page had a column of phone numbers, a work phone and a home phone were crossed out, but a cell phone number was circled with a question mark. Below the circle was ‘Keep this record for police use.’ Hal paused and thought. Turning in the opposite direction, Hal re-entered the apartments, they were still vacant, and removed a keycard of the desk. He found the room that it coincided with and let himself in. The room was tidy and minimalist; some furniture was cased in plastic to preserve its value. He sprawled across the alabaster cotton sheets of the bed, the phone adjacent. He dialed the number listed to be kept for police use and waited.
[Rick’s lines are emboldened.]


“Horner. Talk.”


“Uh. Rick?”


“Yeah. Who is this?”


“Oh, hey, it’s, uhm. Hal.”


“Hal who?”


“…”


“No fucking way. Hal. How long has it been?”


“Too long. Do you still hold a grudge against me?”


“What? No! I owe you. Big time. Where are you?”


“I’m near Marlo apartments. That’s where I got your number. They were going to give it to the cops.”


“Again. I owe you. I’m across town. You’re lucky you called when you did. I’m usually touring around. Anyways.”


“Yeah. I need your help, in an area I know you are skilled in.”


“Falconry?”


“You’ve got a falcon?”


“I do now.”


“Oh. And no. sabotage.”


“Where can I see you? We need to talk.”


“How about the steps of the high school? North side.”


“I’ll be there.”


Hal hung up slowly; cloud-nine feelings coursed his veins. Enlightened and happy, he was reuniting with his brother and his ideas could possibly bloom. He knew nothing of where his brother was, or what he was doing, but he did know that he would help him in the destruction of the parade. When he got up from the bed, he saw that he left a large human-shaped mark on the linen. As he left the building, he saw dozens of firefighters dousing the fire in the dumpster, only making it blaze larger and larger, for the firefighters did not know it was a grease fire. 

Dirty, coarse, waiting patiently, Hal was perched upon the same steps that were stained in the small spattered blood of his high school enemies during his ravenous fist fights. The stars deployed, with a crescent moon blotted in the sky. Goosebumps spawned across his arms, only to spread further when a gleaming black Bentley grumbled to the foot of the steps. The passenger door opens, Rick steps out. Hal looks up, startled by his brothers five star appearance. Rick mutters something to his driver with a twirling hand-gesture; he steps away and closes the door. The car rambles off. 

“Hal”


“Rick”


“How have you been?”


“My cat is dead. My girlfriend gone. My apartment suspended. Greasy.”


“I’m sorry.”


“I wouldn’t have it any different”




Rick sat down near Hal, they faced each other and talked, lit only by the wicked orange light shed by a flood-beacon atop the school. Rick was in expensive velvet, shined shoes and pearly teeth. His hair was put back with shellac; he appeared to be fresh from the nineteen-twenties. 

“How have you been?”


“Prosperous. Better than ever, really.”


“I’m glad, then.”


“Where do you work?”


“I’m a janitor for a warehouse near 22nd. It holds the floats for parades and coming attractions.”


“It must be pretty busy. This city can’t go a week without a parade. Fucking ridiculous.”


“I know. It is. That’s part of why I need your help. First. What do you do?”


“You might be surprised, Hal.”


“Why?”
“Hal. I’m responsible for seventy percent of the drug-based economy, pulsing the arteries of this city. At that, I’ve got global attention in the meth market and the heroin market.”


For a moment, there was silence.


“I would’ve never guessed. Honestly. You never would touch any sort of drug in highschool, and now this? Wow.”


“Well, yeah, I still don’t touch the stuff. It’s fucking gross.”


“I only ever did pot. And I drink. I had to quit pot because of the cost.”


“Pot is rank.”


“It’s sad that kids that go to school are better off financially than I am.”


“I’m sound. I should take you under my wing. I’d be easier. Besides, I owe you.”


“You keep saying that you owe me, but for what? What’d I do?”


“When you got me kicked out of school, I had to transfer to Ridgeway High. The market for drugs and illicit materials there was vastly, hugely larger than what was to be had here. That where I got my start. I remember back then, when I would get paid in anything but money, because that’s traceable. I remember I got a remote controlled car once. I was proud, but not really entertained.”


“I would love to be taken under your wing. At least until I grow my own.”


“Sounds great. But you said sabotage, and I’m eager. I live a protected life. My life is spent driving from safe house to safe house with bulletproof windows in a Bentley, with body guards. I don’t quite know how I got them to trust you.”


“Sabotage. Yes. I think you’ll understand what I’m talking about when I say this, but dumb people deserve to be punished like rats. Every day, stupid fucks take shits all over my life and I don’t have the resources to grab them by the neck and force them to smell their own rank creation.”


“Ex girlfriend?”


“No”


“Employer?”


“No. A lot more than that. Listen, I know you don’t like these parades, but if I may take the liberty in saying that you probably haven’t witnessed just how many we have had first hand. There have been three appointed, annual, government-funded parades to bring awareness towards teenage pregnancy, all by the same organization, they only change the titles. That’s tiny portion, there have been parades for heart, skin, rectal, breast, bladder, bone, eye, lung, ovarian, prostate, and vaginal cancer. Separate parades, all with clowns, bands, sky-writers, and confetti.”


“You’re kidding”


“No. I’m not. It’s out of fucking control.”


“Well, what is it that you want to do?”


“Have you seen the news…any point in time in the past two days?”


“Maybe”


“There is going to be an obesity awareness parade.”


 

For a moment, there was another silence. Rick gasped when Hal spoke the sentence. Rick looked hurt, damaged, like he was in the midst of a heart attack. He eventually gathered himself from shock. He spoke.


“No”


“Yes”


“How?”


“I don’t know. I know why. They say that they are in discrimination because they have to pay more for seats. They called it a ‘plight’ and they compared it to the early Nuremberg laws.”


“They’re monsters. I can’t believe this. There is no plight of their people. Bull-fucking-shit. I mean, I’ve seen some pretty fucking terrible things, bad people, with terrifyingly egomaniacal minds, but this takes the cake. There are too many groups that beg for attention in this society, when if everyone calms down, everything will sort itself out. We are all pieces to a sprawling mosaic, and until we stop rattling out of our mortar, we will never make a picture.”


“That’s what I remember about you. Metaphors and similes. Anyways, I’ve been seeing the charts and graphs put up around my work for the past months. I didn’t realize that it was going to be for what it was. I tune the floats out, because I get too angry and I don’t get any work done if I pay attention.”


“I can’t let this happen in my city.” 


“We need to stop it.”


“No. Even better. Let it go, destroy it while it’s in the midst of process.”


“What should we do?”


“It has to be spectacular.”


“Well, I can go to work tomorrow on some phony excuse and search around for some data on it. Where can you meet me?”


“Meet you? I’m coming with.”


“Sounds risky. I mean, I can do this part myself, but--”


“Don’t ruin my fun.”


“Alright. Yeah. Well, you mind if I crash with you tonight?” 


“Sure. I’ve got two guest rooms.”


Rick removed his cell phone from his pocket, and made a short call. Seconds later, out of seemingly nowhere, the Bentley pulled up. The brothers filed in shortly, and the car sped off. The ride was silent, partly because the car was so perfected, and partly because it was the first time that Hal had been in a vehicle classier than a city bus for years. Rick spoke up first.

“You said your cat died? Was that a metaphor for having a downward facing life, or did you mean it literally?”


“Literally. She overheated. It tore me up. I’m never really one to be attached, or lovey-dovey, but this one really got to me.”


“I’m really sorry. That’s terrible.”


The car hit the freeway and the sound of speeding pavement rushing under the tires filled the cab. Rick, again, started speaking first.


“I lost a friend recently as well.”


Hal turned to him, silently, but Rick saw him turn in the reflection of the window. Their eyes briefly met in the reflection, before Rick stared at the stars.


“He was a good guy. He knew what he was doing so well that he didn’t even need to think about. A genius, really. He was Cuban, but heavily Americanized. He sold tobacco to countries that couldn’t get it, or if it was banned. He would collect the UN food drop-boxes and fill them with cigarettes, cocaine, syringes, guns, bullets, bombs, wires, razors, everything. He made money to the point that he didn’t need to lift a finger, he just kept making more. It was amazing.”


“And he died?”


“Yeah. Rabies.”


“Rabies?”


“Rabies. He lived in a deserted part of Brazil for a long time, and I guess that is one of the setbacks. Probably why the real estate is so low there.”


“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t worry. You said your girlfriend left? What was that all about?”


“She said that I wasn’t making enough money, and I said that I was working fifty hours a week, nightshifts included, and that she hadn’t ha a job for almost eight months. She left after that, and took my TV with her. My landlord gave  his old television. It’s a piece of crap.”

“She wanted to freeload off of you? What a bitch.”


“She did. Just like the fat want to be pampered by us spending all our money so that they get nice, comfortable seats.”


Rick’s sad smeared face slowly turned back into a smoldering, angry grimace. He spoke.


“It’s like we’re in a global supermarket, and we have more babies in our cart than there is food on all the shelves to feed them, but they still cry and cry for attention and from what they interpret as ‘hunger.’ We can’t look bad by not feeding them, so we have to give up and try to fill their chops before we’re deemed unsuitable parents.”


Slowly, the car crept into the large garage, the lights flickered on, and the two brothers stepped out. The garage was large and white, there were tool benches and raw materials scattered across the scuffed concrete floor. Near one table, there was a wide variety of saws and surgical instruments, and three very large refrigerators and a deep freezer. The table was smeared with blood and other fluids too mixed to mention. Rick defended the table before too many suspicious thoughts entered Hal’s head.


“I love anatomy. Animals, really. If I wasn’t a monster I would be a biologist. I dissect pigs in my spare time, and then try to reassemble them.”


“I remember you took apart lots of gadgets and devices as a kid. You could always assemble them back together and make it work again.”


“That’s what I hope I can do with animals. I try again and again with my projects. They fail, but it’s great fun for me. I love the scent and the sound of sawing at bones. It’s bizarre, I know, but take into consideration the fact that I am on constant retirement. I don’t do anything all day but think and act. You’d do some pretty strange things with your free time if you had as much as I do.”


“That’s probably true. I would like to see what it’s like to sleep or party at night on a Friday. I never have been able to for years. I’ve always been working. ”


“That’ll change. I’ll show you to your room.”


Rick opened the door in the garage into the house. The carpeting matched the drapes, all the colors were a thick, romantic saturated red or burgundy, like someone spilled red wine, and instead of cleaning it out, they just put red wine everywhere until the entire house was drunk with it. While being overbearing and stark, the house maintained a smooth classiness to it, like it would accompany a good Vodka and cigar. While Rick lead Hal through the house, they passed room after room where Hal was expecting to see women in gowns, hair unfurled and exotic, halfway through their martinis. It never occurred, but it seemed to fit the visual for the place. They stopped at two large, padded doors.

“This is the master bedroom.”


Rick opened the door to reveal the room; center was a large, comfortable bed that overlooked a daunting aquarium stocked with jellyfish, lit buy a silent purple haze. 


“Amazing.”


“Thanks. I designed most of this house myself. It’s a little achievement for me.”

“I would think so.”


The two kept going down the hallway, and they stopped at the end. A door again, was their destination. The wall was padded and velvety. 


“This is your room.”


Rick opened the door to present a room decorated with staircases that lead nowhere. Hal was startled, to say the least. He spoke up. 


“Escher.”


“Right.”


“Amazing.”


“Thanks. I’ve heard it’s one of the most marvelous places to trip out in, in my whole house. I planning on adding some strobe lights or something, but those that did get high in here told me that it felt like the sun was racing back and forth and your skin was melting off when the strobe lights were on.”


“Also, it’d be hard to sleep in.”


“This is true. On that note, I should go to sleep. Breakfast will be ready for you tomorrow. It’s our big day, eh?”


“I guess it is. Thanks again man, your hospitality is what’s keeping me alive right now.”


“It’s my pleasure.”


Rick left Hal to get to sleep, as he did the same. As Hal stared off into the dizzying array of stairs, he couldn’t help but feel a twittering sense of place. He felt at home for the first time in a very long time. He slept many more hours than he had the previous night, and when he awoke, breakfast was on the table, flanked by a newspaper and walkie-talkie. Hal ate a piece of bacon with his hands and stared at the walkie-talkie. Rick came around the bend in a cheesy satin nightgown, completed with a matching mug of orange juice in hand. Rick was a playboy that wasn’t afraid to live like one. Hal spoke into Ricks smile.

“So. What’s with the walkie-talkie?”


Rick smiled “We need to stay in touch if we are going to get some documents.”

“Right. Anyways, what is your plan?”


“Alright, so, Hal, as a janitor you have got all the keys to the rooms, right? Does that include any storage rooms?”


“Storage for what? I’m assuming files and whatnot?”


“Yeah, where blueprints and things could be held?”


“Yeah, but I could only get to those between seven in the morning and three in the afternoon, after that, I would need to have the manager put in the code to get me in.”


“They don’t just let you in there, you don’t clean in there?”


“Well, no, they don’t. I don’t really have any business in there, technically. You just want me to get some blueprints so we can analyze them here?”


Rick put down his mug and spoke.


“Find at least one synopsis file, and take some of the papers off a display board.”


Hal began gnawing on another piece of bacon.


“Alright. Good bacon.”


“Thanks.”


“So, alright, the blueprints are going to be in the vault behind the managers desk, and that is behind the front desk.”

Rick curled his lower lip in satisfaction “I never thought it was going to be so protected.” He said.

Hal gestured with his hands and spoke with a mouth full of bacon.
“Well, you see, it’s basically like, it holds all the files for all the warehouses in the district. It keeps extensive records on all it’s uses too, because for a while, it was uses as a storage center for public use, and the police like to stick their noses in it.”

“Well, that is going to make it difficult to find the files we need quickly.”

“Not as hard as you think. The parade’s floats are taking up most of the room, that and two planes. The most current documents are kept in a container separate from the rest.”

“Planes?” Rick questioned, halfway in his mug.

“Maybe they are there for personal use, but I’m doubtful. Maybe banner-planes, it could really be anything. I’ll keep my eyes open.”

“Good.”

Rick took his cell phone from the table and attached a bulky object to it, and lengthened the antenna. He smiled like he was unveiling a doomsday device to the UN.


“This” Rick spoke theatrically “is one of my favorite gadgets.”

Hal didn’t understand. “It’s a phone?”
“Don’t stop just there! Not only is it a phone, but it can disguise its trace to be any number, it taps into wireless broadcasts, and it isn’t locatable through GPS. I made it.”

“I like that. I’m going to think that it is critical to our plan?”

“It is. You’re going to go in, and look around, act busy, or just hide. I’m going to call in, make a bomb threat, and say that I want everyone out as quickly as possible. You’ll have to go in unnoticed.”

“When do we get started?”

“Now.” Rick said bluntly “to the garage!”
Winding through the maze of corridors, paintings, fireplaces and jars of animal parts, Hal soon found himself at the garage once more. Past the gleaming Bentley, there was a tepid looking Plymouth Horizon. Rick began to explain the car as he removed his satin nightgown, revealing his white-trash costume underneath.
“I figured I would need a low-grade car sometime in my life, and it doesn’t get any lower than the Plymouth Horizon.”

The two filed into the car, and Rick began heading towards the warehouse. Hal began to talk.

“Do you vote?”

“No. I don’t think I’ve ever voted in my entire life, except for some dude in student council. The girl that gave me the ballot was pretty fine, and I didn’t want to look like I was anything but an active thinker in front of her. I don’t remember her name, but I do know that her brother paid me for coke with the tricycle that the kid rode on in ‘The Shining’” Rick finished satisfied.

“Wow. That’s pretty amazing.” Hal’s eyes perched up.

“I sold it to a kid that was really into occult, told him it was really a popular thing, and then I stole it back. I keep it in my room of artifacts.” 

“Back-stabbing with vigor, eh?”

“It’s funny that I do that so much to people I don’t even know, so really I don’t know if that can be called back-stabbing. I don’t like politics because they do many of the things I do. Change subjects when they get uncomfortable, spin facts into reversal, lie, cheat, and steal their way to the top…” Rick trailed off in a shortness of breath.
“It’s a violent whirlpool, really. I don’t vote because I don’t think my ideas or my ballot matters. All the candidates are combating to satisfy the rich and convince the poor that they’ll get to eat the scraps when the wealthy are done sucking the planet dry.” Hal sighed.

Rick flashed a perky smile. “I guess the most political thing I’ve ever done was when I hit that environmentalist when I had a truck.” He laughed. “I mean, I didn’t go out of my way or anything, but he was in the middle of the street with a sign that said ‘USA: RAPING MOTHER NATURE’ He had it coming.”
Hal didn’t say anything, but the silence was not a tense one. The car slowed to a halt.

“We’re about two blocks from the warehouse right here.” Rick informed Hal. “I checked it out last night. I’m going to let you out right now, and then you go and wait. I’ll page you with my walkie-talkie, shortly before I call in the threat. Be ready to find a good hiding spot, and just be generally undetected beforehand, alright? Use any excuses you can.”

 Hal exited the car and watched it coast down the street, emitting a painful whine and a cloud of terrifying black smoke. He soon met the warehouse; he entered through the side door and headed straight towards the locker rooms, and from there, he left to the handicapped stall of the restroom. Before minutes could turn to hours, Hal’s walkie-talkie lit up. He responded before Rick could.
“Transmission confirmed.” Hal spoke softly, but officially.

“T minus five seconds. Be invisible. Over and out.”

Hal clenched his fist tightly around the handles of the toilet. Five seconds past, and already his arms were tingling with sweat. Ten seconds, his brow curled. Twenty seconds went by, and before he could muster another thought, Hal was interrupted by the intercom.
“May I have your attention please, May I have your attention please” the clearly distraught and frightened voice boomed through the building. “All employees must leave the building immediately for their safety. All employees must leave the building for their safety.” Hal clenched his eyes tight. He focused as hard as he could. He pondered if what he was doing is too risky. He wondered if what he was doing was going out of his way for a cause that wasn’t worth it. He wondered if his plans were insignificant. The warning broadcast repeated itself over the intercom, but this time in Spanish. Hal’s eyes opened, both physically and metaphorically. He stood up and unlatched the door. Slyly, silently, he moved from shadow to shadow until he was in the managers’ office. After confidently unlocking the door, Hal went to the first filing cabinet and opened the first drawer. Conveniently enough, all the files he needed were listed in alphabetical order in front of him. He took as many as he could fit into the recycling bin near him, and shut the drawer promptly. Hal left through the break rooms exit, the least used door in the structure, and dumped the bin into the back of the Plymouth. He entered the passenger side to share a laugh with his brother, marveling at how easy their heist was.
Rick drove the car back home like he was transporting a pitcher full of water, and he couldn’t spill a drop. Hal thought briefly on the topic of the thoughts he had when he was in the bathroom, but he decided it would be best to not bring those up. He stared back at the papers and documents, spilled out across the seat and laughed again.

Back in the house, Rick unlocked the gate and door while Hal gathered the papers. Hal placed the bin between two large seats and both brothers began sorting through them. Rick started first. About ten pages into it, all they had found were coversheets and pages that were out of order, sometimes they were just receipts and codes for other orders. “Here we are” Rick said softly “This looks old. Like an outline of events.” Hal had his eyes on the papers. “Read it.” Hal never lifted his head, but he listened intensely to Rick reading the paper. “Dear Mr. Sear…” Rick slowed his pace to let Hal speak up. “That’s the owner of the warehouse.” Rick continued. “Dear Mr. Sear, I have been given enough petitions, and as a forewarning, your main warehouse will be used for the Obesity Awareness Parade. Since they have generated a potent accumulation of national attention, so please give them all the room they need. We don’t want to look any more biased than we already do…” Rick paused shortly and then continued reading. “ Below is a list of the confirmed features to this parade. They have been given a significant government grant, so each of these is ready to be started. Shipments should be arriving soon.” Rick stopped reading and skimmed the list.

“Well, they’re going to have Jenny Craig and some people from Atkins. Only the fat ones, it says. Rosie O’Donnell…uh, Roseanne Bar. Christ, this is going to be all fat, neurotic women. It even says that they skimmed through previous lists and weeded out the men. That’s fucking crazy.” 
Hal stopped looking at papers. “That is fucking crazy. This isn’t a parade for equal rights for the fat; it’s for women to be pampered by government splurging.”

Rick looked back to the paper. “It’s cut off. We should find the other one.”

Rick and Hal both looked at each other briefly. Exasperated, they release a short breath of anger and energy, and both began to search through the papers even faster than before. Hal spoke first, excitedly.  
“I knew it was unacceptable, but this is out of hand. I don’t understand how humans let these things slide. First we elect cocksucker after cocksucker into office, then we ban all sorts of marriages, then we’re putting up parade after parade for no reason whatsoever.” “Misstep after misstep” Rick agreed, then continuing. “We tie our shoes with ignorance, and from day one we are told we are told ‘DON’T BELIEVE THE TRUTH.’”
“I honestly can’t see where we originally went wrong…humanity has had a history thoughtlessness. Our only successes are good compared towards our failures; thusly they are no successes left.” Hal added on to the gripe. “Our only feasible successes are in the light that we are cleaning up after ourselves, we make more problems than successes, but we love to ignore the unsolved problems. They are called trivial. I can understand that we do make preparations against natural causes and problems that we would have to face if we hadn’t scarred our existence already, but in the end, the hurricanes, fires, tornados, earthquakes, acid rain, and radiation poisoning are all far worse because of the shortsightedness of humans.”

“Maybe we should be exterminated, but I’m not going to die until someone kills me.” Rick muttered. Hal stopped searching through the pages. “Alright, here is the second half of the previous sheet.”  Rick paused and looked up. “Go on.”

Hal took a deep breath before he began reading. “Well, alright. The list continues the characters list. Most of them are, as earlier, medicated, overweight, neurotic women that come from B-class films. It lists the actors that were ‘paid for attendance’…” Hal expelled a short laugh. “They put that instead of ‘bribed.’ Skeezers.” Hal preferred to read to himself and share only the highlights, instead of reading everything. “Well, those planes are for banners. And confetti. Wait.” Hal bent into the paper and began to read it explicitly. His eyes dialed and his palms began to sweat. “The confetti. Oh, dude. This is the most…”

Rick stared up sternly. “What? The confetti?” Hal looked up at him, red in the face. “Rick, the confetti will be fucking edible. They are making a special order to Nestle, and the confetti will be entirely edible.” Seconds past without words. “This is…this is fucking ridiculous…What are they trying to say with this? Edible confetti? It’s brainwashing. They want to reel in the people that believe their cause and then they want to keep them fat and believing until they are perpetual tools for this insane parade. ” Hal added on. “Also, they were given a two-hundred thousand dollar grant from the government, and they’ve only spent about three quarters of it. That’s not even counting the donations that they gathered for months before this.”

“Every layer we remove” Rick slung his input “Is removing layers and layers of filth. There is nothing that we can do but fuck with this people. I mean, they’re asking for it.”

Hal followed up shortly. “We’ve got to.”

“So what do we do?” Rick questioned.

“Well, it says here that the confetti will arrive, well, tomorrow, and that most of the parade aside from that is locked into position. We can’t destroy the floats, because they’ll just build them back.”
Rick interrupted “like crushing a cockroach.”

“Yeah, basically. We can’t kill anyone because it would be more interesting to watch them spin themselves into the ground.”

Rick perked up. “Why can’t we do both?”
“Hm?”
“Well, we make a situation where they would have no answer. It’s going up to someone you don’t know at all, and saying ‘Do you regret burning my house down?’ Either yes or no, you can convict them and play them as the bag guys. It says right here…” Rick points to his paper “That all the functions of this parade will be under control of a Susan Mauldin.  She’s running this whole thing.”
“Well, if we want to be clever, we have to know her.” Hal said. Once more, the brothers began sorting through the papers to find a page on Susan. 

“Here we go” Hal laid back in his seat. He began to skim the page for information. “Well, she’s apparently been picketing for the overweight for a while. She was married but her husband left her. Hm. Interesting that her husband left her. I couldn’t imagine why.” Rick laughed at Hal’s sarcasm. Hal continued. “She was, as it says, ‘despite many rumors of Susan’s dabbling in hallucinogens’ always against drugs. She describes her self a Christ-Warrior and a soldier in the War against Drugs.”

“Well, I can think of nothing more humorous than watching a fat old woman seizure from an overdose.”


Both men slid back into their chairs and thought. Staring in opposite directions, they folded their hands. Rick spoke up airily. “Well. I could make some calls and we could rush the parade with laughing gas.” Hal cringed lightly.


“No, no, because then everyone would be confident that it wasn’t Susan. I mean, we should plan it so that everyone has a strange, twittering feeling of suspicion. I want to lead her into a lot of paperwork, and a lot of tough questions. I’ve already got a strong, verbalized reputation at work for not associating myself with the parade. They know me to be a recluse from this stuff, and I can keep this charade up for a bit more and we can do whatever we want.”


A minute passed in its entirety. “How about…” Rick gestured with his hands “We color a bunch of tissue paper and put LSD on it, and use that instead of the confetti they have coming.” Hal stared at a fly that landed on the lip of Rick’s mug. He spoke up loudly. “Dude, that’s fucking brilliant. How soon could you get it?” Rick began to stare at the fly that Hal was, both of them astounded by its intricate workings. Rick spoke “If I pay in full, I can have it here by, say, tonight.” Rick stopped and thought. “Well, maybe not tonight, but soon. The whole colored thing might be harder than I think. Then again, all the hallucinogens usually come in fun colors.”

Hal continued staring “You’d know. Who are you going to call?”


Rick smiled as he rose from his chair. “My people. You just sit tight, maybe look through some more papers and fill me in if you find anything.” Hal nodded and Rick left to the phone. 


Rick picked up his phone, hit his speed dial, and waited. “Listen” he muttered “I’m going to need a few hundred thousand hits of acid, on pieces of red tissue paper, like confetti, as soon as possible. I’ll pay it forward…” Rick paused  “No party. Well, at least not for us.” “You’ve got that? Alright. Well, how soon?” “Alright. I’ll be there. Bring the trucks here , and we’ll work from there.” Another pause. “Actually, can you get your guys to drop it off at the warehouse on 22nd? Dress to look official, and there will be a janitor there to help you.” Another pause. “Alright. Good. Tell everyone you know to be at the fat-peoples parade. See you soon.” 

Hal laughed. “What are you laughing at?” “Oh, I was just reading over another page with the features and guests to this parade, and one part they listed was the fact that they would have midgets. The parade for tolerance of little people was probably a week before this was written.” Rick laughed as he picked at something in his teeth. He spoke as he walked away. “Everything you say is only proving our cause further.” Hal read through more papers as Rick wandered around the house. The parade was going to happen soon, and with that, the dismantlement of all Hal’s problematic systems. Everyone in the city would be affected because of the sudden spike. Hal turned around. He couldn’t see a television in the room, and come to think of it, he hadn’t seen one in the entire house. There was a radio though, it was only for show. Hal didn’t touch it because he feared he would damage it. Hal imagined the broadcasts. He pictured every network going haywire while the hours until the parade counted down. He then imagined the police and media frenzy that would descend onto the city when the drug was deployed. Rick interrupted his train of thought. “So, did you gather what is going on?” Rick asked, mouth full of bagel to Hal’s shaking head. “Alright, well, they already put LSD on tissue paper, but it’s multicolored. Just go to work tomorrow and be regular. When the confetti arrives, load it into the planes without anyone peeling in for a hit of it. Be sly, and when you get back, everything will be fine.” Hal stared up and asked Rick a short question. “You think I’ll be in trouble for not being there today?” Rick shook his head and swallowed a lump of bagel. “No. There was a bomb threat, tell them you were late, and then when you heard about the threat, you left in fear. That’ll help the whole game perfectly. As for now, get some sleep. I’ll take you to work tomorrow in the Bentley, to minimize the connection.”

Rick walked off and only appeared once in a loud pink nightgown, green facial foundation caked on his face. He poured a short glass of some juice fluid shot it down quickly, and went to sleep without speaking to Hal. Hal never left to his room, but he stayed up reading the documents. He read the history behind the concepts; he learned, in brief, how to properly build a float or a decorated car. He was unsure when he fell asleep; the only clock in the entire house was either on Ricks wrist or on the oven, but when he woke up a breakfast of eggs and sausage was hot and ready for him on the table. When Rick caught his eyes looking at the feast of meat and dairy, he greeted him. “I honestly don’t know how I’ve maintained a likeness for girls. I cook like gay man, I clean like a gay man, I dress like a gay man.” Hal smiled and ate his breakfast alone. Rick returned later in formal wear. “While you are so hard at work, I’ll probably get some breakfast with a couple crooked real estate agents.” Rick disappeared around a corner, but reappeared shortly. “Don’t worry. They’re both pretty smokin’ hot.” Hal laughed. 

Hal, by now, was coated in a film of dirt and odor. He thought to himself about the same subject, but he dismissed it with the fact that he is in a jumpsuit all day, and surrounded by very powerfully scented chemicals. Rick came by again with car keys in hand. “Let’s go.” He said. “Alright.” Hal finished off the last of his juice and put his plates in the sink. Soon they were in the Bentley, rolling down the highway. Rick liked to change lanes for no reason. Maybe to aggravate the drivers behind him, no one knew. Hal was dropped off at the gate.

He only saw the other janitor in the building, other than that; the entire structure was suspiciously bare of humans. “Where is everyone?” He asked the Mexican janitor, in slow speech. “They are all scared from Monday’s bomb threat.” The second Janitor replied. Hal stared off into section of the warehouse that contained the planes. “Right. Yeah. Well, hey, I’ll finish up here, but if you could take care of all that spray-paint on the north side, that’d be great.” The janitor nodded and handed Hal the mop. For several following hours, Hal mopped tensely. He noticed something. The only worker that was required to come in was the underpaid Mexican one. As he stood and pondered that idea, on if he should be offended or humored, there was a loud rapping on the door, followed by several angry seconds of doorbell. He answered the door. Three very sketchy characters were standing in thick sunglasses in front of a large, unpainted truck. “I was waiting.” Hal tried to seem powerful. “Where do you want it? We shouldn’t here for very long.” The tallest man of the group questioned. “I got it. Bring the confetti to the very back. I’ll need a little more help from there to, but it’ll be quick.” Hal opened up the garage gate and the truck filed in. The men disengaged all the bricks of confetti and toted them over to the planes. Hal tore into the bricks with a box cutter and loaded armful after armful into the docks of the planes. After the transmission was completed, the men left promptly, Hal was picked up by his brother, who was disheveled but smug. The car smelled like sex, but Hal figured that it went without saying, so he didn’t need to mention it. “Now” Rick said with a slow grin “We wait.” 

Hal moved from his apartment and lived in the guest room. Many nights were spent raising hell, dry ice bombing, breaking down mail-boxes, things of that sense. They tore into a bottle of wine on the night before the parade. Rick purchased a camera and a tripod and pointed it over the main street that the parade would course. On the day of the parade they watched keenly from a balcony in a large hotel, laughing every minute along the way. Their wineglasses rattled with the pummeling weight of the parade. Hal leaned over “I’m sure the midgets didn’t make this much of an earthquake” he spoke, cut with laughter. The planes began to sound; Hal and Rick exchanged gleeful glances of satisfaction. The multicolored confetti rained down, the crowd below surged to taste the confetti. Rick and Hal stood up and stared across the mass, and he watched as the people begin to drift apart and fists began to start flying. “Watch this” Rick said with a sadistic grin as he revealed a megaphone from behind the Balcony’s curtain. He aimed it towards the crowd and released a sharp, demonic shriek. The crowd only grew more violent. Hal opened a tin of thumb tacks and began to pepper the moshing crowd with them. Once he was out, he and Rick leaned over the edge of the balcony to watch the bloody, riotous chaos. For hours, the anger burnt below them. Hal and Rick were consistently amused. Together they flexed their humor, in the spirits of the toll of punishment.
