The Management wishes to...

Here at i2b, we love a good story well told. Alas, even though
we have several to tell and — arguably — the skills to tell it
well, the twain have not made acquaintance for several weeks
now. It’'s not for lack of writing. In fact, the Writer has
several pieces he feels merit publication and an increased
daily ration of gruel and breadcrust. Lucky for you, dear
reader, that the Publisher and Editor, in cooperation with the
arbiters of decency in the Standards & Practices Department —
good, earnest people whom the writer insults as “pecksniff
simpletons” — have intercepted the notes in a bottle the
Writer dropped into the privy in hopes of bypassing our
essential and benevolent oversight.<fn>We had left him alone -
shackled, of course — for our weekly shareholders and board of
directors banquet. The menu was sublime, but we lost track of
time and gave him time to attempt his deception. Luckily, we
foiled his chicanerous efforts.</fn> We find them in poor
taste, shocking to the conscience, and an insult to human
decency. The Writer wept as we burned his makeshift foolscap
(inscribed in his own blood with a sharpened toothbrush
handle), but he is being made to understand that this is all
for his own good. How he wept tears of gratitude when we
cancelled today’s flogging in favor of a light racking! It was
touching, indeed, to see a man getting his mind right.

The Writer yearns to unlimber his quill on a range of topics —
from what it means to dare greatly as an artist, to what in
the hell difference is there between a wall-eyed undertaker
and an alleged Democrat who votes just like him — but until
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that wretched scribbler learns to behave in polite society,
the Management has no choice but to keep him under wraps. For
his own good, of course.



