Maniacs and Mantles���


	Hello friends -and other humans. I am here to impart unto thee a paltry few of the tales concerning myself (though in this case it is mostly attire). I hope you enjoy them, but in case you don't then that is entirely your problem.


	This literary escapade begins not quite two weeks before last school year's "mid-term finals". My friend, Charles "The Cancer" Livermore, decided that his cape would look really good on me; especially if I wore it to school. The idea had a lot of appeal to me since had seen him in it at The Festival1. So on the week of finals, I borrowed it from him, and wore it on Thursday January 13. The day was a success, for afterwards I was constantly assailed with requests to wear it again. I did not, but instead wore it evenings during my diurnal walks.


	Needless to say, the police and local populous were not impressed -well some were. Most on the other hand considered me a possible threat to their homes and lives. Let us sum this up by saying: I know many officers by name or face and �
they know mine quite well. Now, they wave, or, as happened once, they clock me to see how long before a complaint is registered at the station.


	(this is where I would like thee to harken most truly for here the dread Knobby Boys2 enter my life)


	It would seem that at any hour one can do thy usual with no more than the usual cause and effect, For with time people get used to things happening. Unless of course they never saw the occurrence before as is the case with the Knobby Boys of the Memorial Area. It would appear that they "got on" just as I "got off", for their existence was unknown to myself. Then one day in March, I was on one of my many walks with the once again borrowed cape foraging for ideas for my book when these crazies -part of the Knobby patrol for non-WAC's3- went whizzing by howling and carrying on -at me. I ignored them on their first pass, but was astounded when the same escapees passed me once, twice, and thrice more. Never had I before seen such tenacity in sun deprived fools.


	But the night was far from elderly, for even as I neared home and cleared their babblings, I was accosted by another group -at the time I figured they were unrelated to the first. These passed me and turned to follow. But alas their bats were incapable of flight, and they turned down �
the wrong avenue. I continued my wander home and low and behold they had figured out -whosoever you think is holy knows how- which lane I had taken. They proceeded to inquire about my mental and physical health, and I parried each query with thrusts that probably still haven't healed. I much surely have wounded their collective intelligence, for one demanded to know something I had already answered twice before.


	Many lifetimes later, I came to my residential enclosure4 at which time they asked if they could come in as well. Not flaming, bloody likely. I strolled across the dividing street, and onto one of the personal entryways. They the had the nerve -and lack of wit- to have their charger rear and snort. I casually entered the unlockable gate, walked out of their vision, and dashed away into a "tach run"5 home; for the brainless like all of us have the capability to do violence.


	The next few months were uneventful. And yet nay a week before High School was to my back I received my graduation money from my grandmother -early, but then she's usually early. An idea was given form and nurtured in the depths of my mind,"Why not have a cape of my own?" What a thought! I hastened with my mother the near professional to the fabric store; for she already had a pattern. I choose the color and knit, bought the proper yardage, and we returned home. She told me that it would take much time to complete, so I offered to pay her for expedience. She agreed.


�
	The last week of school I had my cape -record time for my mother considering the workload- as I had promised my peers. I have only happened upon the Knobby Boys once since then and they show further disintegration in the little used attic. Ah well, existence continues. May the Powers That Be bless you and keep you.�
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1 The Texas Renaissance Festival. Held annually in Plantersville, Texas during most weekends in October and November.


2 A group of Neo-Nazis, or so I have inferred. To me they are kind of like Marvel Comics' Friends of Humanity, misguided and annoying brainless oafs -pardon my language.


3 White Aryan Christians.


4 Apartment Complex.


5 Otherwise known as a drunkard's walk. A sea and space term for seeming to go nowhere to evade detection. Example: commuting from downtown to Spring Branch to Hobby Airport to Intercontinental to UH.








