�A Crazy in a Cloak�


	I am here to impart unto thee a most interesting tale concerning myself (though in this case it is my attire). This tale may shock (doubtful), enthrall, or even mystify. Do not read it lightly, for herein dwells my life.


�	On one dark spring night, while walking with my staff in a borrowed cape, along a personally well traveled road, I was accosted by the mentally destitute. I pulled my staff closer into the ready position lest they meant me violence, and waited as I walked.


	"Hey! R u sum kind of freak?" one with a profound grasp of the English language.


	"No, I don't think so. Why?" I replied into the gloom of night before me. The quiet deepened. Could they have misunderstood? Are they quite alright in the head? I hope they aren't aiming guns. Well, if they are then I die don't I...


	"Are you a Christian?" interrupted another one of the misguided flock of fools.


	"I'm a Methodist," I sort of lied (don't ask, long story). ... ... What's wrong with them? That was real easy to understand. Surely the know what a Methodist is...


�
	"What's your name?" asked yet another in a polite tone of voice.


	"Jason Long."


	"Iz that a reel must-ash?" asked the Rhodes Scholar of Upper Alabama.


	"Why yes, it is." Silence. Okay, so there are at least three of them. Hmmm, yes. And, that one sounded distant... So the ones that are talking are in the cab most likely. Hmmm... and I can see two in the back. That makes at least five. Humph. There's that number rearing it's head in my life again...


	"R u sum kind of freak?" again their dumbest member, who must live in a special room#, utters his mind. Must be ecstatic to talk at all.


	"Who knows? I might be." Boy, the questions just get tougher and tougher. I wonder if they'll ask me five times five...


	"Hey!"


	... time to continue Bowling for Brain Cells...


	"Yes?"


	"Where do you live?" Okay, its Name Guy.


	"Up ahead."


	"In the apartments?"


	"Of course."


	"Would you let us in?" he inquired accompanied by raucous affirmatives.


	"No," why the flaming hell should I? I wanted to say- �
but I didn't.


	"Why not?" asked one of the fellows in the rear of the vehicle.


	"Do any of you live there?" I probed.


	"Yes, I do," answered Name Guy a bit too quickly.


	"Then you have a gate card." Silence greeted my announcement. Ha! Ha! Ha! Got'em. Now if can just get inside the gate... Of course, they could swarm just before I get across the street. I don't exactly like the idea of being waylaid.


	"R u sum kind of freak?" asked the one whom I shall call Adus*.


	"Am I?" I mumbled. They kept quiet. Adus probably didn't have permission to speak. I hope not. If he did then Whoever save our Whatevers from a fate worse than Something^. At the time I felt that the universe was going to explode -or I would.


�	As I neared the cross street I kept a sedate pace; no need to upset the hard-of-thinking behind me. I reached an entrance gate and feigned unlocking it (it had been busted for quite some time).


	"Come on. Let us in."


	I ignored him as I put my key away. They revved the engine. I couldn't tell what they thought they where doing, for there �
were cars between us. I went in flinging the gate wide so that it would give me time before it lazily closed and rebounded. I was almost around the corner...


	Bang ang ng g, went the gate. I dashed quickly to the left. I turned to the right. I never looked back as I continued my confusing way home. I finally got there. I locked the door, killed the lights, armed myself with my edged bayonet, and waited.


�	They never showed up.


�	Ever since, I have not been so worried as to others opinions, for I think that was part of the reason why there lookouts spotted me earlier that night. I jumped when they honked. Life hasn't been as interesting since I have bumped into others like these, but I get away now. No longer will I wait around politely for something bad to happen. That's another thing I learned.
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# Allusion to a hospital for the mentally deficient.


* Adus is a fictional character portrayed in David Edding's Elenium. He was described once as a gorilla in chain mail and has trouble pronouncing words like, battlement.


^ Allusion to a higher power. It's a fill in the blank phrase for preservation. Example, "If he did then GOD save our SOULS from a fate worse than DEATH."








