James Patrick Kelly: Fruitcake Theory
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Bjorn is trying to tell nme that the rooster isn’t
as a spoon. (btuse, maybe. Naive, yes. Tedi ous,

a doubt .
The rooster is sitting across the aisle and up two
seats, paying no attention to us. W' re just

He's staring out the wi ndow of the van at the snow
"He’s Kuvat, Maggie," says Bjorn. "Aliens think
differently than we do."

"Cranial capacity." | tap the side of ny head. "Check
that skull. He's got roomup there for half a cup of
brains, tops."

"Maybe he’s got sonme kind of distributed nervous
system " Bjorn says. "How el se could they have built

st arshi p?"
"The scarecrows built the starship,” | say. "The
roosters came along for the ride. You follow | ong

and it’s obvious."

"Intell ectual bifurcation is just a theory."
Neverthel ess, Bjorn slides down in his seat, defeated
once again. "All we knowis that they' re Kuvat, both
roosters and scarecrows." He takes out his appetite
pacifier and starts sucking at it. | don’t nean to

hi m

The rooster starts eeking to hinself.

"Eek eek eeeek, eek eek eeeek! "

He | ooks like a cauliflower the size of a washing
machine -- with legs. They are bird legs, to be sure,
with scaly shanks and cl awed, three-toed feet. But

body is an enornous scoop of convoluted flesh. Al he
wears is the translator, a golden disk that hangs on

cord around his neck like the Noble Prize for
H's skin is as translucent as spilled nilk. Beneath

are coils of muscle nmarbled with gray fat. He has
spindly arms and his little head is nostly nouth. W
can’t see the upright ruddy flap, like a rooster’s

just behind his button eyes, because tonight he's
wearing a Santa's cap of red felt.

Bj orn pops the appetite pacifier out of his mouth. "I
think that’'s "Jingle Bells,” " he says excitedly.

eeking." He nakes a note of this. Bjorn is newto the
following team He's twenty-four and takes everything
too seriously, except hinmself. He's fat and bl ond and
sweet as a jelly donut. | really do like him he just
hasn't realized it yet. He brings out the nother in
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| yawmn. I'’mnot a night person and I'mriding in a

at two in the nmorning. It’s the rooster’s fault, of
course. It’'s Decenber 22 and the rooster has got a

case of holiday spirit, even though he doesn’t know
elf froman el ephant. He wants to do a little

It’s a security nightmare, but we acconmpdate him W
al ways do because we’re asking for the Kuvat
encycl opedia for Christnas. Not that we know what’s

it exactly, but these creatures cone froma planet a
hundred and thirty light years away. They' re bound to
have a grand unified theory, the secret of cool

and a cure for cellulite.
=Per sons?= The rooster turns toward us. =This one has
hunger . =

"Me too. | haven’t eaten since dinner.'

Bjornis
happy to interact with our charge. "Wait until you

the food court at this mall. It’'s totally grade. Mist
thirty different kinds of ethnic." He's starting to
bubble with enthusiasny | give hima needle stare.
"Well, maybe only twenty," he nutters.

=Thi s one has also thirst, persons.=

"This one is called Maggie." | touch nmy chest.
"Mag-gie." The rooster can't tell humans apart. This
continues to annoy ne; |’'ve been follow ng himfor
nonths and he still doesn’'t know who |I am

=Laughing all the way, person, ha, ha, ha.=

There is sone debate as to the accuracy of Kuvat
transl ati ons.

I"msick of this rooster. |I’'ve asked to follow any
Kuvat, preferably a scarecrow, but 1’'d even settle

anot her rooster. As far as we know, there are four
besi des this one. Roosters don’'t have nanes, don't

me why. At first we gave them ni cknanes -- Dodo,
Dunbo, Di ng-dong, and Dufus -- only when Bal f our
out, she pitched a fit. Qur job was to foll ow,

and protect the Kuvat, she said, not to make snide
remarks. She doesn’t even like us calling them

When she overheard Jasper |aughi ng about "Dopey" back

August, she pulled himfromthe foll owi ng team and
bani shed himto Waste Assessment, where he sifts

Kuvat garbage and sanpl es their sewage



Thi s rooster has been the npbst rambunctious touri st

of

the five. Since the Kuvat |anded in May, he's been to

the pyram ds and the Taj Mahal and the Eiffel Tower.

He' s crazy about zoos and disneys. He saw the third
gane

of the 108 Wrld Series and was a Speci al QGuest at
t he

Si xty-Sixth Wrld Science Fiction Convention. He
seens

to be partnered with Kasaan, the scarecrow who is the

| eader of the Kuvat expedition.

Bj orn has signed on to the theory that the roosters
are

scouting us and make detail ed reports back to the

scarecrows, who rarely | eave the conmpound we’ ve built

around their starship. This theory is conveniently

unverifiable, since we're not allowed to follow
roosters

onto the starship.

When we pull up to the entrance of the Live N ght
Mal I,

Bal f our herself gets onto the van. She nods at the
t wo

of us and then approaches the rooster

"You will have an hour. I'mafraid that’s as much as
we

can do, one hour. These two will acconpany you for
one

hour. Anything you want, these two will obtain for
you.

Do you understand everythi ng? These two? One hour?
"Even

t hough she won’t admit it, it’'s obvious that Balfour

too, thinks that the rooster hasn't got the brains
t hat

God gave to spi nach.

=Kuvat pay? That is the habit.=

"No," said Balfour. "These two will pay for
everything."

=Person, is there fruitcake? This one hears nuch of
t he

information of fruitcake.=

"Fruitcake?" Bal four glances back at us, as if we
have

some idea what the rooster is talking about. Bjorn

shrugs. "lI'msure there's fruitcake sonewhere at the

mal | ," Bal four says.

=The fruitcake sol ves rmuch hunger. =

As we get off the van, Balfour touches nmy arm | |et

Bj orn go on ahead with the rooster

"Any troubl e?" she says.

"Not so far."

"Well, there is now Kasaan is on her way here from
t he

UN"

"Here as in here? Wy?"

She gives ne an exasperated gl are. "Mybe she
realized

there are only two nore shoppi ng days unti
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Bal four is as nystified by Kuvat behavior as the rest

us, but she’'s Undersecretary for Alien Affairs. Wen
peopl e have questions, she’s expected to give

Sonetimes that vein in her left tenple pulses like a
bl ue worm

"You want to pull our guest out?" This would be the
first time a rooster and a scarecrow have net outside
the starship compound. It’s a chance to observe new
behaviors -- but the mall is so public.

"I don’t think so. No."

"Tel | hi mabout Kasaan?"

She rubs her eyes and | realize that she probably
dragged herself out of bed for this. "Muybe he

knows. Look, |’'ve seeded the mall with our people.

going to let this happen, okay? It’'s the good old
observe and protect. | just wanted to give you a

up." She turns away but catches herself. "How s Bjorn
wor ki ng out ?"

"He should do nore sit ups."

She sighs, but the vein subsides. "It's two-thirty in
t he norni ng, Maggie. Not even Hack Bunbl edomis funny
two-thirty in the norning."

"Want me to pick you up sone fruitcake? It's full of

i nformation."

"This could be big." She brushes snow of f ny

“I"lIl be in the security office."
Followers and their famlies are scattered

around the room Wen we take roosters on field

we try to mininize their access to the nmundane worl d.
we can, we clear a site conpletely; otherw se we drop
unannounced and late at night. W’ re in and out

the nedia and the Kuvat chasers and the oddjobs

There are a few civilians shopping at this ungodly
and of course the staff of all the stores are

but we’ ve got good coverage.
The Live Night Mall is "Y' shaped. Ri bbons of |ight

fromits vaulted glass ceiling; they shiver in the
breeze that blows fromthe ventilators. Each of the
is lined with the usual assortment of shops selling

ganes, infodunps, shoes, T-shirts, ties, hats,
ki tchenware, software, artware, candy, toys, candl es,
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per funes and pheronones. You can get a skin tint, a
style, or walk-in liposuction. At the end of each of
arms i s an anchor store, a Sears & Penny, a Food

and a Home Depot. The three arnms come together in a
vast, garish, and noisy cluster of fast food
storefronts. Bjorn mght be right about the nunber of
ethnics; | don’t think I’ve ever seen Icelandic in a
mal | before. At the hub of the mall there nust be a
coupl e of hundred round tables. The surfaces of each

screens tuned to thened cable stations. Even though

place is pretty much deserted, it's still filled with
the ghostly mutter of news and sitcons and cartoons.

expecting to spot the rooster here somewhere but al

can see is a handful of followers and a Santa noddi ng
over a latte. Kevin Darcy pushes his sleeping
four-year-old by ne in a stroller and nurnurs, "Sears
and Penny."

So | pick ny way through the maze of tables. As |

Santa, he shoots out of his chair.

"Where did you cone fron®"

"Home," | say and try to get by.

"No, you didn't." He pushes in front of me. "You' re a
stranger. Who are all these people?"

"This the mall, friend. We're all strangers here."
"Not at my mall, you’'re not," he said.

"Li sten, why don't you take the rest of the night

| flip open my wallet and give hima good | ook at the
ID. "I"ll bet you're tired. I'Il clear it with your
boss. "

He glances at it, but | don’t think he sees anything.
"It’s not him" he says uncertainly. "It’s all the
presents. | have to finish my list."” Now |’ mjust
guessing at his story, but I'mpretty sure |’ve got

right. He's old and broke and stuck in Social

shock -- just trying to earn a few extra bucks over
hol i days. Only he hasn’'t actually noved to a ni ght
schedul e, so he’s trying to tough this shift out with
chemicals. That’s why he's just south of coherent and

has cephadrine eyes. "If | go, they' Il replace me with

Santabot." He lowers his voice. "They don't take
bat hr oom br eaks. "

"Excuse nme." | sidestep him "I have to see a rooster
about a fruitcake."
"Wait! 1’1l put you on ny list." He clutches at ne.

"What do you want for Christnmas?"
"How about soneone else’'s |ife?" He considers this and
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"You can have mine!" he calls after ne. "Hey!"

As | enter the Sears & Penny, | notice an odd,
flowery snell, sonething |ike the scent of a rose,
with thorns. | followit to the nmen’s underwear

where it is so strong ny eyes water. A nmundane sal es
clerk is tapping, "Silent Night,"on the keypad of his
cashcard reader,

Bjorn and the rooster are sitting on the floor on a

and white checked plastic tablecloth, having a
The rooster’s Santa cap is cocked at a rakish angle.
has opened a plastic bag containing three white Fruit

the Loom undershirts.

He is eating them

Sonehow he has al so obtained a four pack of Mirray’s
Chocol ate M nt Wne, two of which are now enpti es.
=Hungry?= He holds a wi ne-stained rag out to ne.
"No," | say, "thank you." | try to catch Bjorn' s eye

he is staring between his legs as if counting the red
checks on the tabl ecl oth.

=One hundred percent cotton.= The rooster pulls a new
undershirt fromthe bag and turns it this way and

as if admiring it. =Tasty cellul ose.= He opens

can of Murray’s and pours sone on it. =Not starchy
french fries.= He takes a bite.

The snell is clearly comng fromthe rooster. This is

new behavior; | have to know what caused it. "Uh,

could I speak to you?"
He finally | ooks up, his eyes red and watery from

rooster smell. "You think I"'mfat." He shivers like a
barrel of Jell-O, then |l aughs out |oud.

"What ?"

"Everybody thinks I'mfat. | amfat!" He spreads his

fingers across his waist. Sure, Bjorn could do a
creditabl e Santa without paddi ng but what’s that got

do with following the Kuvat? And what’'s so funny?
| try to say, That’s not true, except the words swell

my throat |ike balloons. | cough and nanage to choke
out, "What's going on here?"

=He knows you bad or good, = The rooster says around a
nmout hf ul of undershirt. =so good good goodness sake. =
"He’s not stupid, Maggie." Bjorn giggles and reaches

the last can of wine. "He just doesn’t know what he
knows." He pops it open and dri nks.
"Bjorn!" I want to stop himbut the rooster snell is
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bl ooming in nmy head. "Wat have you told hinP" I'm

sure whether ny feet are touching the floor

=Kuvat not stupid.= The rooster chews with a sideways
notion, |like a horse. =This one sees. This one
remenbers. But only Kasaan knows. =

"Kasaan? What about Kasaan?"

"It’s the truth,” Bjorn says. "Want sone?" He offers

the Murray’s chocolate wine and | snatch it away from
hi m

=Cotton?= The rooster offers the bag of undershirts.
"No." | wave himoff absently. "Maybe later."

"He’'s enmitting sone kind of euphoriant,"” says Bjorn
"Can you snell it, Maggie?"

=Tidal of confort and joy, confort and joy.=

"Yes." | sit down next to him If | don’t, sonmebody

have to pull ne off the ceiling. "How did it start?"
"He was tal king about Kasaan. He says she’s going to
enpty him or something. I'mpretty sure he's getting
ready to turn in his report." He beans, pleased that
he’s finally won our argunment. "I have a theory. He

to tell the truth, right? The smell makes himdo it
feel great about it. And it’s working on us too. Tel

alie, Mggie."

=Li es stink.= The rooster spits out the undershirt’s
pol yester size tag.

"Ch god," | say. "Ch nmy god." | take a swi g of

and pass it back to Bjorn. "Kasaan is on her way over
here." The chocol ate weight in my gut hel ps nme forget
that 1’ m breaking every rule of followng there is.

this time tonmorrow, 1’11 be hel pi ng Jasper centrifuge
Kuvat sewage.
=Per son, = says the rooster. =You snell unhappy

"I am unhappy,” | say. "l’ve got a right to be

"Why is that?" Bjorn asks.
"Because we have to follow this stupid rooster

Bjorn! | don't know about you, but that nmakes ne fee
stupid. It should make everybody in the whol e dam

feel stupid.”

"Well, at least you're not fat." Bjorn |aughs and

me the Murray’s. Just to be sociable, | take a drink
=Person is fat,= says the rooster. =Person feels
stupid. =

| hear running footsteps. Qur backup is conming fast.
When | think of howthis is going to look to the rest

the following team | start to giggle. "W're

| say.
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"Very." Bjorn thinks it’s funny too.
Bal four herself is |eading the charge. "Maggie!" Wen
she spots us she pulls up. She stares as if she has

caught Santa shoplifting.
| struggle to ny knees and hol d both hands out to

them "Get out of here, now It’s an airborne

intoxicant." | realize |'’mwaving a can of Miurray’s
Chocol ate M nt Wne at the Undersecretary for Alien
Affairs. | set it discreetly on the plastic

"Gas masks in the van," Balfour says to the team as

covers her mouth and nose with her hand. "Cd ear the
store. No, clear the mall. Seal everything." A

of them peel off, running. The other foll owers goggle
us, then back away uncertainly. "Kasaan is | ooking

him" she says. "Are you okay?"

"Sure," says Bjorn. "Tidal of confort and joy."

"I think we're all right," | say. "But we’'re not
observing anynmore. We're part of it, Balfour. Now

before it’s too late."
They | eave, dragging the giggling menswear clerk

them The rooster stands and brushes a few white

off. =Person, is there fruitcake?=
We find fruitcake at the North Pol e, a seasonal kiosk
hal f way down the Honme Depot arm of the mall. The

Pole also sells ten different flavors of candy canes,
boxes of assorted chocol ates and Christmas cookies in
green foil wap, marshmall ow el ves, and fudge

t annenbauns. CGene Autrey sings "Rudol ph the Red-Nosed
Rei ndeer" from hi dden speakers as an ani nated Santa

his full complenent of reindeer cavort around the
circular base of the kiosk. | knowit’'s the rooster
snell which continues to float up ny nose, but I find
nysel f hummi ng al ong with CGene.

The fruitcake is stacked five high in round red tins
decorated with scenes of cherry-faced kids building
snownen and wrapped in cell ophane. Bjorn takes one

the top and gives it to the rooster.
"This is fruitcake," he says.
The rooster takes it, turns it over several tines,

it uptothe light and then taps a finger against the
lid of the tin. =Is hard. =
"It’s inside." | shake ny head, |aughing. "You have

open it first."
The rooster glances up and down the deserted mall.
=There i s no pay person. =
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Bjorn is unwapping a white chocol ate snowran. "Don’t
worry. We'll take care of it."

=Thi s one pays. That is the habit.= He sets the
fruitcake, unopened, back on the counter. =Christnas

The Kuvat pay. =
"No, really...,

says Bjorn, but | nudge himin the

just as the rooster begins to eek

"Eeeeeek, eek, eek, eek. Eeeek! " Beneath his

transl ucent skin, the flesh appears to seethe. W can
hear a sloshing, like a nop in a bucket of water. The
rooster claps a hand to his chest and | see a viscous
ooze between stubby fingers. He brings the hand to

mout h and bl ows on it, once, twi ce, then opens it and
shows us.

=Pay. = he says. Bjorn drops his chocol ate snowmran.
Cicking softly on his smooth pal mare four green
pearl s.

"VWhat are they?" says Bjorn

=The end of fat,= says the rooster. He offers themto
Bj orn. =Person eats?=

O course, | aminmredi ately suspicious of the green
pearls. Wat is the end of fat anyway? What will

things do to the human di gestive systen?
"How many?" Bjorn’s face is as soft as cooki e dough

"Wait a minute!" I'mstunned, but | can’t bring
to stop it.
=The one. =

"What was it you said, Maggie?" He smiles at ne.

not observing anynore. W' re part of things now" He
accepts a pearl fromthe rooster. "Thank you. Do
chew?"

=Swal | ow hurry. =

"Bjorn!"

He pops it into his mouth and it’s over. | wait for

to keel over and withe or throw up or maybe even
expl ode, but he just watches nme with that goofy

whi ch | absol utely understand. Watever happens is
right, is true, is good. W’ Il both accept it because
the world snells so sweet tonight.

Bj orn raises his hands over his head |ike a Sugar

Fairy and does a pirouette.

When the rooster offers me the green pearls, |’ m not
all tenmpted. "Thanks." | sweep themonto ny hand and
pocket them "But | think I'll save these for

br eakf ast. "

The rooster’s eyes glitter for a noment and go dim
=One, = he says. =Share.= He turns to the North Pol e

retrieves his fruitcake.
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The rooster wants to eat the cell ophane w appi ng but
talk himout of it. When we pry the top off the tin,
eeks and drops it. =Not Christmas!= The cake is stil
the bottomhalf of the tin; it rolls toward the

store.
=Frui t cake stinks!= He starts hoppi ng up and down on

foot. =Stinks like a lie.=
"I"'msorry," says Bjorn. "Maybe that one was bad.

get you anot her."

=Take it away!= the rooster says. =Bury it!l=

"His hour is alnpst up." | say, "Let’'s get himout of
here. "

But we don’'t get the chance because striding toward

fromthe food court is Kasaan. A dozen gas-masked
followers trot behind.

The Kuvat scarecrows have no nore in conmon with our
scarecrows than the roosters have with gallus
donmesticus. W call them scarecrows because they're

gangly and because they wear |oud, |oose clothes that
cover nost of their bodies. But nobody who neets a
scarecrow ever renenbers her wardrobe. Wat you

is the inpossible head. It | ooks sonmething like a
punpkin, only punpkins aren’t rust red or as winkl ed
wal nuts. The eyes are |ike bl oodshot eggs and the

is full of nightmare teeth, long and curved and

If the scarecrows weren't so shy, so polite, so
intelligent -- everything that the roosters are not

they woul d’ ve frightened the bejesus out of us.
At the sight of Kasaan, the rooster forgets all about
the fruitcake and begins to eek furiously.

Bjorn and | step back. The scarecrow i s swoopi hg down

the rooster; |’ve never seen one nove so fast. The
followers are |l eft scrambling behind. The rooster
tenses. He looks as if he wants to run in five
directions at once, but can’'t decide which one.
"Eek, eeek, eeeek, eeeeek, eeeeeek! "

Just before it happens, | realize what |’ m seeing.

isn't any neeting. It's an attack: a lion charging a
wi | debeest, a wol f taking a hare.
"Uh-oh," | say, but it’s good. It’s true. The snell

changed everyt hi ng.
Kasaan sl ams into the rooster, knocking himdown. The
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rooster bounces, rolls and lies, shivering, on his

H s | egs punp weakly as Kasaan | oonms over him The
scarecrow bends to nuzzle the rooster’s shoul der. He
closes his eyes. His eeking is |ow and wet. The
breathl ess foll owers catch up

"What is this?" | recognize Balfour. "Ch ny god,

she doi ng?"
Kasaan’s nubbly pink tongue |icks between bared teeth

the rooster’s shoulder. It makes a sound |i ke someone
washi ng hands.

"Cbserve," | say. "But don't protect. Not this tine."
The Iicking goes on for several nmoments. Suddenly the
teeth pierce the skin and sink deep. The rooster
stiffens, but nakes no sound. Wth a quick jerk to

side, Kasaan tears an appl e-sized chunk of the
fl esh away. Her jaws close on the meat -- once,

three times -- and then she tilts her head back and
swal  ows. The wound brinms with purple blood; Kasaan
licks it clean. Wen the bl eeding stops, the

steps away and stretches luxuriantly.
"What tasty information!" She offers a hand to the
rooster, who struggles to his feet. "You have seen

deliciously."

"I have a theory," whispers Bjorn, "about how these
reports are made..." But he doesn’'t get to el aborate
because Kasaan comes up to him

"What that one gave you," the scarecrow says, "is the
egg of a vuot, a wormthat will grow over the years

your intestines."

Bjorn turns the col or of eggnog.

"How do you know about that?" | say.

"I ate those menories," says Kasaan. "Now the vuot is

beneficial parasite that all Kuvat share. It wll

toxi ns and regul ate your netabolism and prol ong your
life. You need not worry about side effects. Indeed,

believe you will be nost happy with your relationship
with the vuot over the coming centuries.”

| pat ny pocket to nake sure the pearls -- vuot eggs
are still there. Kasaan notices this and bows

apol ogetically. "What has happened, is and is for the
good. But there is sonething that has not yet

which | nust unfortunately prevent from happening."
| can guess what’s com ng. "W bought themfromhim™

say. "W paid."
"Maggie, a fruitcake is not the price of
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says Kasaan gently.
=Frui t cake stinks.= says the rooster. =Person lies.=

wound has al ready heal ed.
"I"'mafraid I rmust insist.'

The scarecrow | ays a hand

nmy shoul der.
=Better not cry. Tell me why.=
| know she neans ne no harm So does the rooster

Bal four, and all the followers. I’mgoing to give her
the eggs. Maybe later we'll find out what the right
price for themis. As far as |’ m concerned, the
situation is under control. But it’'s not ny nmall.

"CGet your hands off her!™

It happens so fast. Santa comes from somewhere behind
the followers. No one sees himuntil he goes

He's spry for an old nman, clipping Kasaan at the

and spi nning himaround. The eggs go flying out of ny
hand and splatter on the floor. Santa and the

fall in a heap.
"Monster!" screams Santa. "Get out of ny mall!" He's

his hands around the scarecrow s neck. W swarm over

pul | them apart but we're a mllisecond too |ate.
Kasaan bites down hard on Santa’ s bicep. She tears off

mout hful of ruscle and sonme red felt rags. Perhaps

instinct that makes her swal | ow.
"Ahhh!" Bl ood spurts. Santa faints.

The scarecrow picks herself up slowy, licking the
of f her 1ips.

"Kasaan, | amso sorry," says Bal four, her voice

by the gas mask. "I thought we had secured the area."

Kasaan stares thoughtfully at her. "He is a senior."
"dd, yes," she says. "Poor thing probably doesn't

what he’s doing."

"This is how you treat your el ders?"

"What do you nean?"

"W have made a terrible mstake," says Kasaan. "I

to return to the ship i mediately."
=And a happy New Year, = says the rooster, as he

t he scarecrow out

Three days later, the Kuvat starship takes off. They
have yet to return.

Bar bara Bal four, Undersecretary of Alien Affairs,
resigns in February, after taking a merciless

in the nedia and both houses of Congress. In March



she

are

be

Kuvat

he

live

m streating

chasers

sapi ens

t heory.

signs a contract to wite Wio Lost the Kuvat?, which
presents her side of what happened. Al though sales

di sappointing, the vein in her tenple stops throbbing.
Bj orn Li pponen | oses one hundred and fifty pounds in

mont hs. Two years after The Incident, as it comes to

called, he is named one of the twenty-first century’s
Hundred Most Sexy Men. Later, he becones a noted
futurist. H s book, The Road to Eternity, is inits
ei ghteenth printing.

Nobody knows quite what to do with Lester Rand, the
denented Santa. There is considerable sentinment for
charging himin the Wrld Court with crimes against
humanity. But who can say what will happen if the

cone back and find out that we punished the nessenger
i nstead of accepting the nmessage? In his |later years,

wites a children’s book, Reindeer in the Mall, which
optioned by Fox and nade into a full |ength computer
ani mat ed cartoon.

| am never going to wite a book. I’mnot going to
forever

There are a lot of theories about what caused The
Incident. Some want to blame nme for insulting the
rooster, even though what | said was only the truth.
O hers say that it is humanity's fault for

the Lester Rands of the world. Many forner Kuvat

mai ntai n that when Kasaan di gested the information he
bit off Rand, he saw into the dark soul of Hono

sapi ens and was repelled. | guess everyone has a

Here's m ne
It was the fruitcake.



