Cranston, Rhode Island.


Sarai McDermott always made sure that the windows in her apartment were shut and the shades were down whenever she did her morning exercises.  She liked to exercise in her underwear, something that she could never do during her time in the Army, and she was weary of any perverted neighbors who might like to sneak a peek.


Doing a seemingly infinite number of push-ups, Sarai watched a news channel that broadcast twenty-four hours a day.  It was about 2:30 in the morning.  Sarai, a supervisor for the United Parcel Express, had to be at work for 3:30am, for what was known as the ‘preload’ shift.


She switched from push-ups to sit-ups as a news reporter told his audience about the eager anticipation that was coursing through the nearby town of Providence, the capitol city of Rhode Island.  The President of the United States was scheduled to visit the smallest state in the union to give a speech at the State House.  This news report put a smile on Sarai’s face because she was scheduled to meet the President this evening, along with her fellow members of the United States Military.


This was to be Sarai’s last day working as a supervisor at UPX, as she had been given a new assignment and was to return to the military base that had been her home a few months prior.  True to her dedicated team spirit, even though Sarai was scheduled to meet the President that evening, she was going to work her last day at UPX from 3am to 9:30am, instead of calling in sick or just not showing up.


Slipping on her UPX supervisor uniform, a Polo shirt that bore the UPX logo and some khakis, Sarai carried her newly-pressed military uniform into her car, so that she could change on the way to the State House to meet her old friends and the leader of her country.


Sarai knew that this would be a busy day.


But she had no idea.

preload.

The United Parcel Express Building.

Warwick, Rhode Island.

Sarai was doing some paperwork, scribbling on some forms that were attached to a clipboard as she overheard two of her workers talking.


She appreciated the fact that they always showed up for work early, but she didn’t like the fact that they were always ‘downers’, saying something negative about the work environment, the company or the managers.


The guy that was speaking right now was a twenty-seven year old male with the words ‘paid by the hour’ crudely written on the back of his T-shirt with magic marker.  He was a member of a UPX crew that unloaded enormous trailers full of packages to be delivered.  Sarai jokingly referred to him as a ‘slacker philosopher’, because he was always eager to explain his apparent laziness with some monologue about the sad state of the world.  His name was Clyde Berman.


“Throughout history, unions between religion and politics have produced nothing but nauseating double standards.  It’s just a fundamental paradox.  You can’t combine an idealistic group with a group that needs power to function.  History has shown that,” Clyde explained to a coworker named Jeff Wobble.  “That’s what Star Wars was all about.  The Jedi would have never gotten wiped out if they weren’t in tight with the politicians.  And that is why you can’t have managers in the ‘safety committee’.  Management is all about power.  Control.  Getting the job done.  Like a government.  Government needs power.  Firing people.  Throwing people in jail, what have you.  The safety committee is like a religion in the sense that they are shooting for an ideal.  No injuries.  Can’t do it perfectly, but its something to shoot for, like ‘love thy neighbor’, ‘turn the other cheek’, those are ideals.”


Finding Clyde’s philosophical rants rather interesting, Jeff Wobble adjusted his white-paint stained hat and sipped on his coffee as he chuckled at Clyde’s latest line of thinking.


“History has shown that whenever an idealistic group joins forces with a group that needs power to function, the power always corrupts the ideals,” Clyde continued.  “When a religious faction gets involved with politics, the country might go to war and the religion that normally preaches ‘turn the other cheek’ ends up supporting the bloodshed.  That’s what happens here.  Management preaches all of these safety rules, but when those safety rules get in the way of their production, all of the safety rules go out the window.”


“That is not true,” Sarai chimed in.  “The purpose of the safety committee is to achieve an equilibrium between being productive and being safe.  It doesn’t corrupt anything, you slacker doofus!”


“Please!” Clyde rolled his eyes.  “Eddie has asked me to unload boxes into an area that he knew had no sorter dozens of times.  The boxes pile up on the ground and create a tripping hazard and if I stop the conveyor belt to assist in creating a safe work environment, I get yelled at like some kind of a ‘slacker doofus’.”


Jeff nodded with agreement and said “He’s right!” before Clyde continued.


“I’m just saying that the safety committee would function much better if management took orders from them and were not allowed to be involved.  That way, Eddie could get in trouble for those kinds of orders instead of corrupting the entire group from in the inside, using the safety committee to gain greater power through his own personal ‘puppet regime’.  I mean, Christ, Stalin could learn from this guy.”


“Stalin or Emperor Palpantine,” Jeff responded.


“Why do you have to be such a downer all the time?” Sarai asked.  She seemed frustrated at Clyde’s attitude.  It was bringing down what was supposed to be a happy day for her, between meeting the President and getting away from UPX.


“I’m just stating a series of relevant facts,” Clyde added.  “I know a lot of people who started here with a gung-ho, ‘eager to work hard’ attitude and this place just corroded away at that positive work ethic like dumping acid on it.  You haven’t been working here long enough to remember when I was hard worker.”


“I find it hard to believe that you were ever a hard worker.”


“That’s because you have the same self-righteous, holier-than-thou, corporate ‘look down on your subordinates’ attitude as your bosses,” Clyde answered.  “And Eddie’s the worst one.  This place would be so much nicer if somebody would just fire him.  Preferably into the sun.”


“Eddie’s just doing his job,” Sarai said.


“Big surprise.  Sarai is sticking up for Eddie,” Clyde replied, turning to Jeff again.  “If you love Ed Roswell so much, why don’t you just sleep with him?”


Sarai gave Clyde a dirty look, lifting her right hand and extending her middle finger.


“Oh my God!” Clyde responded.  “You DID sleep with him!”


“Will you knock it off?” Sarai sounded annoyed.  “What I meant is that Eddie has to do his job by making sure that people do their job and don’t try to cut corners.”


“I worked for three managers before I even met ‘Special Ed’ and I never had any disciplinary problems,” Clyde said.  “Roswell comes along and he’s threatening to fire me because I didn’t finish my truck before I went to the bathroom.  Then he tries to fire me for the stupidest things and then when the Union steps in, he switches gears and tries to say I have poor attendance.”


“You should have finished your truck first.”


“It was an emergency, Sarai.  I came to work sick that day, because we had a lot of work to do.  I could get the Board of Health for State of Rhode Island to come down here and tell you that I didn’t have to finish that damned truck!”


Clyde turned to his left and saw people from the earlier UPX shift coming down the stairs.


“The guy’s a sleazy politician,” Clyde added.  “Working for sleazy politicians must make you feel right at home, since you fight for this country.  That explains why you’re always sticking up for him.”


“I stick up for him because he’s my boss and I am on a team,” Sarai replied.  “Maybe if you took your job here a little more seriously…”


“Trust me, I take my job seriously,” Clyde assured her.  “Certain people, on the other hand…”


“What?”


“The way that you stick up for him all the time.  You always jump down my throat when I point out what a dirt bag he is.”


“Because he’s your boss…show some respect!”


“You’re a Catholic, right?”


“Yeah,”  Sarai didn’t see what that had to do with anything, but she answered the question nonetheless.


“Well, you didn’t get that upset when Kirby was making fun of the Pope last week.  Remember, when we were upstairs?”


“Because Kirby’s a retard.”


“You think I’m a retard, don’t you?  How come you jump down my throat when I make fun of Eddie, but Kirby can make fun of the Pope without as much as a peep?” Clyde shrugged.  “No peep for the Pope?”


“If we were standing in the middle of the Vatican or even a Catholic church, I would have said something,” Sarai replied.  “Kirby’s religious opinions are not incredibly relevant in the middle of a UPX building.  Kind of like when you made fun of the Army just now, I don’t give a crap what you say, because I’m brave enough to get my head blown off for your right to say it.”


“First of all, God is the one who gave me free will and He defends that freedom just fine, independent of any nation,” Clyde said.  “Second of all, I never asked you to get your head blown off for anything.  I would rather you stay here and work with me so that I can enjoy your colorful personality.”


Sarai smiled and nodded.  “All I’m saying is that you should respect the people that you’re working for.”


“I do.” Clyde smiled at Sarai as he nodded with a certain cockiness.  “The Groupsters Local 486 has defended me against Eddie Roswell’s attempts to fire me plenty of times.  I respect them a lot.”


Walking into the office of her boss, Clyde’s best friend Ed Roswell, to file some paperwork, Sarai saw the latest issue of the Providence Journal on Eddie’s desk and noticed someone in the cover photograph.


Three men, members of the U.S. Military, were posing for the picture next to the State House as they prepared for the President’s arrival.  Sarai recognized only one of these three men, it was her old partner Martin Ford.


Her mind wandered back to the time that she and a number of U.S. soldiers had been sent on a mission to rescue “Sergeant Ford” from a terrorist stronghold.  She remembered the horrific humidity of the Afghanistan desert and the dreadful sandstorm that they had braved on that warm day.


The hostage was trapped in a bunker, tied to a chair.  Wounds on his body and his torn clothes told the tale of a day’s worth of brutal interrogation.


Most of the terrorists were outside, shooting at the American soldiers who had surrounded the bunker and were now taking refuge in the rocks that protruded from the desert sand.  A few tanks rolled into the area as Sarai was clinging to the rafters with wires and hooks.  She clung to the beams on the roof of this tattered warehouse, filled with jeeps and weaponry.


She could see the two armed guards that had been assigned to guard their captive.  They were wearing clothes that covered their entire faces, only letting their eyes be seen, and they spoke to each other only briefly in their native tongue.


Sarai let go of the wires and hooks, dropping to the ground below as she slid a small handgun out of her belt.  Shooting one guard in the leg with the gun, she kicked his machine gun away and used him as a shield, protecting herself from the second terrorist.


“Drop…gun!” were the only two words that Sarai had learned in Arabic.


She could not understand this terrorist’s reply, but it did not matter because Sarai shot first, blowing a smoking hole in his bearded face before she snapped the neck of the hostage that she had taken.


“Eat sand, Greedo!” Sarai remarked in English.


She walked over to Martin Ford, picking up the machine gun that her hostage had dropped.  She still had a machine gun of her own strapped to her back.


“Sarai!  Stand back!” Martin shouted before Sarai was knocked flat on her rear by something that she could not see, something invisible that she had just walked into.  Once this force had hit her, Sarai could see small ripples of electricity that formed a force field around Martin for about three feet on either side.


Sarai got up and shook the cobwebs out of her head before listening to Martin’s instructions to go towards a small box that had been bolted to the wall nearby.  The box contained a number of odd-looking symbols.  Martin instructed Sarai to turn the dial to the left.  When she did this, there was a weird popping sound and the force field illuminated yellow before slowly fading away.


It was gone.


Helicopters lowered into the area soon after the fighting had stopped.  Sarai helped Martin onto one of them as the terrorists that had survived the gun fight were arrested and taken away in other choppers.


Sarai did not know exactly what it was that these terrorists had used to create such a powerful force field.  Martin had told her that they had stumbled across some kind of technology that American scientists had confiscated and were trying to figure out.  Any more details than that were considered classified.


Martin Ford recovered nicely from his battle wounds.  As Sarai was working her last day at UPX, he was just waking up in his hotel room, five minutes from the State House.  It was about 5am and the proud soldier woke up with a few sore muscles, but paid them little mind on what would no doubt be a memorable day.


His muscles were sore because of a fight that he had been in four days prior.  He had been sent to protect a scientist that was working for the United States government on an incredible breakthrough.


Martin remembers the first time that he had been sent to meet Dr. Ferdinand Chalapa.  Dr. Chalapa was a scientist from India who had been given the strange technology that the Army had confiscated from the terrorist base.  This scientist was experimenting with this technology, the same peculiar kind of energy, that had imprisoned Martin in a force field a few months earlier.


Dr. Chalapa explained that he had never seen anything like this.  He was not allowed to show anyone this new energy, but he assured his superiors that no scientist on Earth had ever seen anything like it either.


It was a form of energy that could be programmed.  The energy could be programmed to do whatever you wanted this energy to do.  If you wanted the energy to freeze something, you could program it and then when it hit something, like a package of meat, that meat would freeze.  You could program this energy to cook the meat as well.  If you programmed this energy to blow up whatever it hit, it would do just that.  The military applications, as well as the practical domestic ones, were innumerable.


Martin remembers Dr. Chalapa’s demonstration.  Even though he had limited knowledge of exactly how to program this energy and understood very little of this binary language, he zapped a shapeless piece of metal with this strange new energy and it magically formed itself into a beautifully crafted samurai sword.  This energy could not only burn and freeze and explode solid objects, but it could intricately carve things as well.  It made this metal take shape within seconds, even carving a fiery dragon onto its handle.


Martin Ford had been assigned to keep an eye on the progress of this project and he was given a place to live that was less than a mile away from Dr. Chalapa’s log cabin in the most rural parts of New Hampshire.


It was only four days ago that Dr. Chalapa’s log cabin had been raided by five Middle Eastern men with guns, members of the same terrorist group that had imprisoned Sgt. Ford.  They demanded to know where their stolen project was.  The box that generated this remarkable energy had been stolen from their base when Martin Ford was freed.


They wanted it back.


Dr. Chalapa hit a silent alarm underneath his work bench that would alert his protector.  In the time that it took for Martin Ford to get to the log cabin, these men hung the bewildered scientist upside down from the rafters in the roof of his log cabin while they ransacked his simple home.  They ripped apart everything that this humble scientist owned, looking for the box with the unfamiliar symbols on it.


As four of the intruders did that, the fifth one pulled out a machete and started to cut this man’s torso and face with the sharp edge as he asked him where he had hid the box.


“I don’t know!” he shrieked with pain.  “That box is not here!”


The man with the machete didn’t believe him and just kept cutting.


He cut Dr. Chalapa slowly and he cut him deep.


When another assailant walked up to the machete man, the machete man asked him, “Did you find it?” in his native tongue.


“No, sir!” the man replied, handing him a slip of paper.  “But I found this.”


It was a confirmation slip for something that had been shipped with the United Parcel Express.


“Do you think he shipped it somewhere?”


“He could have.  There is nothing alien in this whole place.  According to this paper, the box is scheduled to be delivered four days from now.”


“He didn’t ship it Express?” the machete man scoffed.  “Cheap turds.”


“Perhaps to avoid suspicion!”


There was a knock at the door.  One of his colleagues told the machete-wielding attacker that there was a man at the door, holding some groceries.


“Who is that?” the machete man asked Dr. Chalapa in English, the only language that they had in common.


“My neighbor!  Does grocery shopping for me!  Nice man!  Very kind!” the scientist replied.


“He’s an American soldier,” the machete man was told by another.  “One that was freed from our capture.  I recognize him.”


One of the terrorists walked over to the door and fired 28 bullets into it with his machine gun, finally kicking it open.


Martin Ford was gone.


With one powerful swipe of that razor sharp machete, Dr. Chalapa was put to death as the terrorists ran out the back door and headed for the jeep that they had driven here.


Three of them were shot before they even got to the jeep by the American soldier standing on the roof with his sniper rifle.  Out of the three that were shot, one made it into the woodland despite his injury and just kept running.


The confirmation slip for the UPX package was dropped and danced in the breeze, finally landing on the ground as the remaining two made it to the jeep.


As soon as the key was turned, the jeep exploded in a ball of fire that illuminated this normally quiet New Hampshire woodland with walls of flame and horrible noise.  Martin would only realize later that one of the terrorists had escaped.


It was a horrible sight, seeing the most brilliant scientist on the face of the planet hanging upside down, dead, headless and bleeding like a piece of meat.  Martin picked the damp UPX confirmation slip off of the wet grass and gave it to his superiors.


“Whose to say the guy who escaped even knows where this package is going?” Martin reasoned with the General that he spoke to.  “Even if he does, I think the Naval Base in Newport, Rhode Island can handle themselves.”


It was during that same phone call that Martin Ford was given the offer to meet the President at the State House four days from then.


He was tired, but too excited to go back to sleep, so he dropped to the floor and did the push-ups that he did every morning, no matter what side of the globe he had woken up on.


Slacker doofus Clyde Berman found himself sitting in the office of Eddie Roswell’s boss, UPX manager Bubba Kardosi.


To his left was the Union Steward, Max Powers, a tall, muscular, tanned guy with spiky hair.  Ed Roswell was sitting across from him and Mr. Kardosi was there as well, pushing down the multitude of Twinkie wrappers in his wastepaper basket.


“I told you,” Clyde insisted.  “I called both offices and nobody picked up.  I mean, I have sick time that I can use.  I know I don’t get paid if I don’t call in.  Why would I just not show?”


“Well, you’re already on a warning letter for excessive absenteeism,” Ed replied.


“Can I see it?” Clyde asked.


“No, you can’t see it,” Eddie barked.


“Why the hell not?”


“Actually,” Max Powers chimed in.  “It’s his legal right to see what’s in his employee file, especially something that affects his ability to work.”


“Well, I didn’t have time to print one out,” Eddie said.


“Because he’s not on one,” Max added.  “The worst you can do is give him one now.  Of course, that’s not gonna happen, because there are other employees who have a far worse attendance record and given your history of picking on Clyde, I think it would be in your best interest to drop this matter altogether.”


Clyde did not have time to get back to his work area when Eddie brought up what had happened in the office to him privately.


“Your days working here are numbered,” he stated matter-of-factly.


“I’ve heard that one before,” Clyde remarked.  “You fire me without a Union Steward being involved, I file a grievance and get paid for the day.  Pretty sweet deal.  I think I’ll be working here for a long time!”

“You ever hear the parable of the ant and the grasshopper?” Eddie asked.  “The ant worked hard.  The grasshopper was lazy and ended up freezing his wings off when winter came.”


“Are you familiar with the parable of the coyote and the road runner?”


“The Chuck Jones cartoon?”


“The coyote keeps trying to trap the road runner and fails miserably every time.  And its not necessarily because he’s hungry.  No, the coyote could get food elsewhere.  Whose to say he doesn’t?  No, the coyote keeps trying after the same bird because of his own…foolish…pride.  And every time he fails, the road runner just looks at him, sticks out his tongue and says ‘meep meep’.  And then he speeds off, moving on with the rest of his life undeterred by a coyote who thinks he’s smarter than he is.”


Ed Roswell didn’t quite know how to respond to that, so Clyde concluded his comments with a smug smirk.


“I’m the road runner!” he stated.  “Meep meep!”


Clyde Berman works in an area of the UPX facility in which workers unload fifty to sixty foot long trailers filled with thousands of miscellaneous packages, going to any number of places and carrying any number of different items.  These packages are soon sorted and sent to the delivery trucks through an intricate system of conveyor belts.


As the packages are taken out of the trailers via conveyor belt, there is a person standing there with a small device that scans the barcode on each box.  This ‘scanner’ puts a label on each box as they are traveling along this conveyor belt.  This label tells the ‘sorter’ where to send the parcel and also which of the hundreds of delivery trucks that it belongs in.


Usually, during break time, Clyde likes to climb up the stairwell that takes him over these conveyor belts.  There are so many of them, going this way or that way, up or down.  The catwalk that he stands on reminds him of a cliché that he has seen in so many action movies, movies that contain battle scenes in a warehouse-type facility.  Many of them have people fighting on, falling off or shooting from catwalks.  Clyde remembers the scene in ‘Batman’ where the Joker fell into a vat of acid, falling off a catwalk just like this one.


Clyde returns to the trailer that he was supposed to unload and, to his surprise, he sees Sarai standing where the ‘scanner’ is supposed to stand, holding the scanning device.


“Another grand victory for the wrongfully accused!” he announces loud enough for other co-workers to hear.


“They didn’t fire you yet?” Sarai asked, sounding disappointed.


“Shoot, I’ve been fired from this place so many times that the Union gave me a gold watch!” Clyde laughed.  The scanner in the next station thought that was pretty funny.  “What the heck are you doing?”


“Patrick quit,” Sarai replied.  “I’ll be scanning for you.”


“That’s Groupster work,” Clyde told her.  “You’re a supervisor.  You’re not in the union.  You’re not supposed to touch packages or scan.”


“We’re hiring new people, Clyde,” Sarai said.  “We’re in a bind.  I have to pitch in.  There’s a lot of work.”


Clyde stopped arguing when his stomach started making noises.  Almost instantly, he started to feel nauseous.  The noises were so loud that Sarai could hear them as well.


“Geez, Clyde.  You okay?” she asked.


“Yeah, I’m okay,” he replied and entered the trailer to unload it.


It only took ten minutes of unloading for Clyde to apologetically run off to the bathroom, because he wasn’t feeling good.


On his way up the stairs to the bathrooms, Eddie saw Clyde and shouted, “Hey!  Where you going?”  Since the men’s room and the ladies room are the only things at the top of these particular stairs, Clyde just kept moving, because it was an emergency.


Clyde was sitting on the toilet with his pants around his ankles when he heard the bathroom door open.


“Hey!  Why didn’t you tell a supervisor where you were going?” Eddie asked as soon as he opened the door.


“What the hell is wrong with you?” Clyde shouted from behind the bathroom stall.


“You’re getting a warning letter!” Eddie replied.


“For what?  Taking a crap?”


“You’re supposed to be unloading!”


“I am unloading!” Clyde replied as more bathroom-oriented ‘sound effects’ could be heard from behind that stall.  “Get the hell out of here!”


PLOP PLOP PLOP!


Clyde heard the bathroom door close as he finished his business.


He told Max Powers (and pretty much everybody else in this facility) what Eddie had done.


“I know it wasn’t technically sexual harassment,” Clyde said to Max Powers.  “But he did impose his presence on me when I had my pants around my ankles!  I think it’s the same principle!”


Fortunately, Clyde felt a lot better after he did his business and unloaded his trailer in a prompt and orderly fashion.


Fifteen minutes later, all of the belts in the facility shut down, creating an eerie silence that usually indicates that it is time for the workers’ 10-minute break.  But it was too early for break-time.  Break-time was at 6:20.  It was barely 5:30 yet.


Clyde walked out of his trailer and tossed a few boxes that had broken open off to the side, so that they could be taped up later.  It was just then that he saw a man whose face was covered with knitted extensions from his turban climbing into the building from an open door.  This man was holding a machine gun and he held it in Clyde’s general direction.  Clyde froze with terror and when he turned to his right, he saw a few of the supervisors being bossed around by armed gunmen who were dressed similarly.


Clyde turned to his left and saw that Sarai was gone.


When Clyde was being herded together with his fellow UPX employees and ordered to file into a room, Clyde looked around and could not see Sarai anywhere.  This was because Sarai’s military training had served her well.  Her quick thinking had allowed her to hide from these fanatical Islamic terrorists by climbing up a nearby ladder.  She was now hiding by staying low to an overhead conveyor belt and watching the frightening scene from above.


She crawled to a different area of the facility.  When no terrorists were around, Sarai pulled out her cell phone and called Martin Ford.


Martin was getting dressed, putting on his uniform, when his cell phone rang.


“Hello?”


“Martin.”


“Sarai?”


“You’re not gonna believe this, but y’know the UPX building that I work at?”


“Yeah?”


“It’s been taken over by Arab terrorists.”


A pause of disbelief.


“What?”


“I think I recognized one of the voices,” Sarai told him.  “My Arabic is a little rusty, but I think it was Achmed Zera.  The leader of those guys that captured you.”


“You’re not kidding, are you?”


“Jesus, Marty!  Would I joke about something like this on the day that the frickin’ President is going to be in Rhode Island?  I mean, we have Arab terrorists prancing around Warwick!”

“Okay, just calm down, Sarai,” Martin told her.  “Do you remember that force field that the terrorists had built around me, when I was captured?”


Another pause.


“The one that knocked me on my rear?”


“Yeah!  Listen, after you guys busted up the party, that technology, the box that they had, was confiscated by the Army and given to this scientist who has been experimenting with the energy.  He had constructed some kind of a device out of it and last week, five members of the same crew hunted him down, tortured him and killed him, trying to get the technology back.”


“Oh my God!”


“I showed up too late.  I managed to kill four out of the five, but here’s the thing.  The guy that got away was Achmed Zera.  And the reason that they didn’t find this new weapon was because the scientist had already shipped the prototype to a Naval Base in Newport, Rhode Island so that it could be tested underwater.  They shipped it UPX!  I found the confirmation slip.”


“So Achmed Zera is trying to intercept it here?”


“Your UPX building is a lot less guarded than a naval base,” Martin remarked.  “Thing is, Achmed dropped the slip after I shot him.  My superiors kept it as evidence.  I don’t think they even know which box it’s in…or even where its going!”


“Than he’ll be trashing the entire building.” Sarai stated.  “That gives me time.”  It was just then that Sarai heard someone coming and slapped her flip phone shut.  This ended the call and after Martin realized that Sarai might be in trouble, he called his superiors and started assembling a team to apprehend these known terrorists.


Achmed received from one of his henchmen a list of the names and even photographs of the people who worked here, on this shift.  He was informed that there was one person that they could not find.


“She was not on the list of people who called in sick or who are on vacation,” said the henchmen.  “Perhaps she just did not show up.”


Achmed opened a file folder and saw a picture of Sarai McDermott.  Turning the paper over, there was a record of how long she had worked at UPX, but also the time that she had taken off for her assignments with the United States Military.


“Find her!” Achmed barked in Arabic.  He pointed to the overhead conveyor belts and the catwalks that ran parallel.  “Start scouring the high ground!”


Sarai dropped down from a metallic overhead ladder, into the area of UPX where boxes that get broken beyond repair come to be fixed.  This area was called the DMP.


There was no one here and Sarai started ransacking the place.  She took cleaning products out of a nearby cabinet, cleaning products whose chemicals could be mixed together to create poison gasses or even explosives.  She also scoured many miscellaneous items that had fallen out of boxes and found some thick metal wire, plus some sharp metallic items that would prove to be quite useful to someone as industrious as Sarai.


Sarai hid amongst the conveyor belts and started to mix those cleaning products into small caps that she found for the screws on the side of a toilet.  She tore up a piece of cloth and used that as a small wick for the smoke bomb that she was making.


Being a light smoker, Sarai already had a lighter.


Clyde found himself trapped inside of a room, the cafeteria, with twenty-five other UPX unloaders.


Clyde heard something that sounded like a ping-pong ball bouncing around on the ground.  He didn’t see what it was, but when this small white sphere detonated, it filled a large section of the cafeteria with a pink gas.


Clyde followed the example of others and covered his mouth and nose as a vent on the ceiling was moved to the side.  Clyde saw a thick metallic wire coming down from that vent.  This wire strangled the first of two terrorists that had been assigned to guard this room.  Through the cloud of gas, Clyde saw a shadowy figure drop down from this vent and there was a skirmish.


A window opened and the pink gas started flooding out of the room.  All were astonished to see Sarai standing there with two lead pipes in her hands and two unconscious gunmen at her feet.


One of them had a ‘box cutter’ in his leg.


“Follow me,” she ordered, picking up the machine guns that those men had dropped.


Soon, the entire room of hostages had made their way outside and climbed through a hole in the fence.  This fence led them to the woodland that surrounded the UPX building on all sides.


“Find the police and tell them what happened,” Sarai instructed.


“What about you?” Clyde asked.


“I’m going back to help the rest of the employees.  Reinforcements should be coming soon and they would benefit greatly from having a person inside,” Sarai told them, lifting a machine gun to both shoulders.  “I’m going to free some more hostages.”


Max Powers, union steward, was one of the people that had been freed.  He was the first one who started to laugh.


“Ha!  Good luck with that!” he scoffed, climbing through the fence.  “Crazy chick!”


“I’m going with you,” Clyde said.


“Are you gonzo?” Max asked.


“She’s going to need help,” Clyde replied.


“Hey, man!  I’m all for helping out the company, but fighting off frickin’ Al Queda is not part of the contract!” Max said, laughing some more.


“Show me how to make those smoke bombs,” Clyde told Sarai as they walked back into the building together to the absolute disbelief of the other twenty-five freed captives.


Achmed went to the DMP area with two of his goons and was quite surprised when he found that the cleaning products in the cabinet were gone.  This cabinet was clearly marked ‘cleaning products’ and there were warning labels on the door that told you what to do if you got different products in your eye, or swallowed them.  But now, this cupboard was bare.


“Why are there no cleaning products in this place?” Achmed asked in Arabic.  “Cleaning products whose chemicals can be used to make explosives of various kinds.”


It was just then that a third armed intruder ran up to Achmed and told him that the hostages in the cafeteria had been freed and that the two gunmen were dead.


“There was a pink smoke that smelled like ammonia,” Achmed was told.  “And Yazim had a box cutter in his leg.”


Achmed looked around the DMP area and noticed that all he saw were broken boxes, ripped boxes.  None of these boxes had any actual items that had fallen out of them.


He stroked his beard with bewilderment.


This was odd.


Clyde and Sarai had found a hiding place among one of the higher conveyor belts.  Sarai had shown him to how to make smoke bombs out of common household products.


“We have machine guns now,” Clyde stated, putting a cap full of one chemical into a cap full of another.  “What do we need this many smoke bombs for?”


“So that they won’t see where the shots are coming from,” Sarai replied.  “We practice the art of invisibility.”


“Dude!  This is some ninja turtle stuff, man!” Clyde remarked with a chuckle.


“You’re doing very well,” Sarai told Clyde.  “You caught on pretty quick.  Never seen you so serious about your work.”


Clyde chuckled again.  “Hey, I choose to be a lazy turd because my boss is a butt-hole and thanks to the forty-two bucks a month I pay in Union dues, I can get away with screwing with him.”


“Actually, I think that forty-two bucks is for your medical and dental coverage, but I see your point,” Sarai replied.


“Plus, I think its safe to say that we are dealing with some much bigger butt-holes than Ed Roswell.”


“Yes, that’s true,” Sarai nodded.  “And these men know nothing of the conflict between our management and the union.  All they see is a building full of hated Americans.  Bunch of Jawas.”


“Jawas?”


“Sand people.”


“Actually, in ‘Star Wars’, the Jawas were those little midgets with the hoods who sold robots to people.  The ‘Sand People’ were the hostile ones with the gas masks.  They were called ‘Tusken Raiders’.”


“Oh yeah,” Sarai replied.  “These guys are Tusken Raiders.”


Clyde grabbed a box that had been resting at his feet for quite some time and started to rip it open.


“What’s in here?” he asked.  “I’m hungry.”


“What are you doing?”


Clyde pulled some beef jerky out of this box.


“Awesome!  Beef jerky!  Want some?”


“You can’t just take that!”


“Oh, what are they gonna do, fire me for ripping open a box and eating of its contents?”


“Actually, that’s one of the few things that UPX actually can fire union guys for!” Sarai replied.  “Somebody paid us to deliver that!”


“Sarai!” Clyde tore open the wrapper.  “We’re in the middle of a hostage situation with Arab terrorists!  I think I can have some beef jerky!”


Sarai heard a noise and ordered Clyde to “shh!”  She peered off the edge of the belt and saw an Arab terrorist who was looking for them.


Sarai had rigged up the metallic beams that held these conveyor belts with a metallic cord that the terrorist tripped on just then.  Hugging his head to the belt that he was lying on, Clyde heard a loud twang and what sounded like a painful outburst from this bad man.  Clyde poked his head back over the belt to see that the trap Sarai had set had resulted in this man being run through the chest by a pitchfork that had fallen out of a poorly sealed box (and sent to the DMP) hours earlier.


“There will be more of them!” Sarai whispered, collecting some of the items that they were working with.  “Find another hiding spot!”


Tanks and Army jeeps surrounded the UPX building.  The district managers of UPX had arrived on the scene and were offering their services, any way that they could help, to the soldiers as they requested maps of the building that might be useful once they went in.


“An Arab terrorist group in the smallest state in the union on the same day as the President,” Martin Ford muttered to himself.  “That’s the last thing we need!”


Max Powers and the other men who had fled the building also spoke with the Army men about what had happened on this frightening day.


“I’m not going to call Sarai,” Martin Ford told one of his men.  “She’s in there trying to hide from these creeps and the last thing I wanna do is make her cell phone go off.  She’ll call me if she can.  I just pray to God that she is alright.”


Sarai and Clyde snuck up a flight of stairs and entered an office that was very lavishly decorated, with the padded leather chair, the beautiful desk, fine art on the walls and the fancy rug on the floor.


“This is the district manager’s office,” Sarai told Clyde.  “It’s usually empty because he’s not here much.  He travels around.”


“I know.  They redid the carpeting since the last time I was here.  The guys who unload the trucks can’t even get new fans.  Cheap turds.”


Sarai looked at the screen on her cell phone.  “Why hasn’t Martin called me?” she wondered out loud as she stuck the phone back into her pocket.  “I have this thing set on vibrate so no one will hear us.”


Clyde and Sarai resumed making weapons out of miscellaneous items that they had found.


“So…” Clyde broke an uncomfortable silence by starting to speak.  “How come you’re going back to the Army?”


“Well, I’ve been in it for seven years and I just got a new assignment.”


“Lucky you.  Off to do something exciting.”


“I’m surprised to hear you say that,” Sarai said.  “You’re always saying about how all politicians are scumbags.  My bosses in the Army answer to the President himself.”


“Well, one of the reasons that I goof on management is to relieve the boredom inherent to this job.  Not much time for boredom when you’re shooting down bad guys.”


“Yeah, well, it’s kind of scary too,” Sarai added.  “The fact that I never know if I’ll be coming back.”


“When you do come back, you’re still working here, right?” Clyde asked.  “I mean, UPX just gives you extended military leave.”


“Yeah,” Sarai replied.  “Pretty much.  I should be gone for 6-8 months this time.”


“Well, I’m going to miss your colorful personality,” Clyde said with a smile.


It was just about that time that the terrorists found out how to turn on the conveyor belts, so that they could probe the boxes that were on them for the one that they wanted.


They found the dead body of a terrorist, impaled by a pitchfork, tumbling down one conveyor belt as a second conveyor belt revealed the bottles of cleaning fluid that Sarai had stolen from the DMP.


Outside, there was a gunfight between five terrorists that were standing on the roof of the UPX building and the Army men on the ground.  Car windows were shattered and everyone in the area ducked for cover as the bullets rained down from above.


“Get these civilians out of here!” Martin Ford shouted to his men as the Army returned fire.


Sarai had completed work on a flamethrower that she had built from scrap pieces.


“Are you serious?” Clyde could not believe that Sarai had just constructed a flame thrower.


The fuel was a combination of cleaning products, the trigger was a metal cord attached to a can of hairspray and her lighter and the rest of it was made from plumbing pipe and rubber sealant.


“I gotta test this thing out first,” Sarai told Clyde.  She poked her head out of the office window to make sure there were no terrorists nearby.


When Sarai pulled the trigger, a blast of flame popped out of a small hole in the side of the weapon, instead of the front of the barrel like it was supposed to.  Her sleeve caught fire and Clyde was the first to throw the bewildered part-time supervisor to the ground so that he could put the flames out.  He used a blanket that he plucked off of the leather chair to do the job.


There was something about the intensity of the day’s events that made Sarai look at Clyde differently than she normally did.  He normally came across as a lazy smart-alek, but now, Sarai could see a side of Clyde that was far more dedicated and passionate.  Now, here he was, lying over her after selflessly assisting her.


Running her fingers through Clyde’s hair and gently grabbing the back of his head, Sarai pressed her lips up against Clyde’s and started kissing him.


This was the first time since this whole ordeal started that either of them had let their guard down.  This passionate session of self-expression could not have come at a worse time, for as it was occurring, a lone terrorist had been assigned to check the upstairs offices for upper rooms and windows that they could use to shoot at the Army.


The terrorist saw a crudely constructed flame thrower on the floor and then heard a bit of scuffling coming from an empty closet.  He saw Clyde’s ‘paid by the hour’ shirt, his sweatpants and two pairs of shoes on the floor right next to this closet door.  With his machine gun at the ready, the terrorist swung open the door.


There he saw Clyde in his Spider-Man boxer shorts, holding a singed UPX Polo shirt in one hand and his new girlfriend in the other.


The fervent kissing and enthusiastic petting stopped when the terrorist started to scream at them to get out of the closet and put their clothes back on.  Sarai refastened the hooks on the back of her bra and complied with the demands of this armed militant.


They were taken to another room and there, a few terrorists were holding members of the UPX management team at gunpoint, including Ed Roswell.


For some reason, Eddie was the only manager in this room who was not handcuffed and did not have his mouth taped up.


“Clyde!  Sarai!” Eddie exclaimed.  “Thank goodness that you are alright!”


With that, both Clyde and Sarai were hit in the back of the head by the butts of these machine guns and they fell to the ground, finally going unconscious.


Before he blacked out, Clyde thought that he heard Eddie clearing his throat.  He made some strange noises with his mouth that sounded like he was coughing up phlegm.


But Sarai recognized those sounds.  She did not know exactly what Eddie had said, but before she went unconscious, she was puzzled to find out that Ed Roswell was speaking with those terrorists in Arabic.


Clyde and Sarai both woke up in an area of the building where the brown UPX delivery trucks are loaded.  They were lying on a conveyor belt that brought boxes in between two rows of trucks that were to be loaded for delivery.


Clyde lifted his head and saw that Sarai had awoken earlier than he had.  He watched Eddie speak to the masked assailants in Arabic.


“Derka, derka!” he shouted to one such man.  “Derka, derka, Muhammad!”


These men bowed respectfully and obeyed Eddie Roswell’s every wish and command.


“Derka, derka!” one man replied.  “Derka, derka jihad!”


“You son of a…” Sarai started to say.


“You’re behind all this?” Clyde interrupted.  He could see the bottom of this particular conveyor belt, which was covered with piles and piles of explosives, dynamite.


“I told you that your days of working here were numbered!” Ed replied with a sadistic smirk.  “Union puke!”


“But these guys are Arab terrorists.  They hate Americans!  They hate capitalism.  Why would they be taking orders from a corporate tool like you?”


Eddie continued to smirk and he stroked his chin in thought.


“Let’s just say that I’m not from around here!”


At that point, one of the terrorists placed a box in front of Ed Roswell and Eddie opened it.  Sarai watched her boss pull out a small robot that was not even two feet tall.


“This robot was supposed to go to the Naval Base in Newport, to test the capacity of the alien energy underwater,” Eddie said, reaching into his pocket and pulling out an oddly-shaped green key that glowed when the light hit it from above.  When it glowed, Sarai could see beams of light that looked like the beams of the force field that had once imprisoned her friend Martin.


“This technology, this intricate energy, was going to be used for the ends of these capitalist pigs…this puny human slime!” Eddie continued.  “I will not allow it!”


Geez, Clyde thought to himself. Typical action movie villain mistake.  Telling the heroes the details of his plan.  Just DO IT already!

Ed Roswell placed this key into a vertical slot on the robot’s head that looked kind of like a coin slot.  When he did, the eyes of this robot opened and the metal limbs of this droid started to grow.  First the arms grew, but then, the robot looked down at its fingers as they began to match the rest of the growth and become proportionate.


“Not when I have this energy…powerful energy that can carry…information!”


When the robot stood fully erect, it was about twenty-five feet tall.  The top of this robot’s legs were a few inches higher than the UPX trucks in this hub and its head grazed the rafters on the ceiling.


Clyde looked up at the giant screen that was built into the chest of this giant robot and he could see the State House.  Soon, this screen went blank and was covered up by a sliding panel.


“I am using this technology to give my toy robot a new set of orders!” Eddie stated.


He’s gonna kill the President! Clyde thought.


Gunshots were heard and both Clyde and Sarai hit the deck as their captors lurched backwards violently.  Martin Ford and three of his fellow soldiers had snuck into the UPX facility and killed the two men who were holding Clyde and Sarai.  They were standing on top of UPX trucks before climbing down speedily.


These soldiers were certainly surprised to see a 25-foot tall robot standing in the middle of a UPX building.  The robot just stood there with its arms by its side.


Sarai picked up the machine gun that was closest to her and started shooting at armed terrorists who were standing on the rooftops of various brown package cars.  Martin and his team assisted her.


Clyde grabbed the other machine gun as Eddie ran towards the giant robot.  Clyde lifted the gun to eye level and aimed it.  He held the gun tight.


“Meep meep!” he shouted as he pulled the trigger.


To Sarai’s surprise, most of the bullets actually hit where Clyde was aiming.  Clyde was knocked back by the force of the firing machine gun, but he managed to keep his footing.  A few bullets damaged the trucks, but most of them pummeled the body of Ed Roswell and he stumbled to the floor quickly.


Not bad for a first timer, Sarai thought to herself.


Clyde jumped over the conveyor belt and stood over his fallen boss with his foot on his chest and the machine gun pointed at his head.


“Who’s a grasshopper now?” Clyde asked.


Clyde was certainly surprised to see that Eddie appeared to be lying in a puddle of motor oil that stained his shirt and was flowing out from somewhere.  When he shot Eddie, Clyde saw no blood, only black spots.  It was almost as though this man was bleeding oil.  He was even more puzzled when the eyes of this UPX manager started to roll back in his head.  They rolled in 360 degree circles, spinning around like the cherries, bars and sevens on a casino slot machine.


Clyde froze with confusion when Eddie’s ears also started to spin in 360 degree circles like a screw or the top of a jar.  These ears pulled small extensions out of Eddie’s head and suddenly, a gust of steam hissed out from the side of his face.  The front of his head opened up like a refrigerator door as Sarai ran over to see what had happened.  She let out a gasp at what she saw what was inside.


Inside of Eddie’s head, there was a lot of high tech circuitry that controlled one of the most advanced robots that had ever been constructed, one that had successfully impersonated a human being for decades.  There was a small extraterrestrial, one that was about four inches tall, inside of Ed Roswell’s head, piloting this robot by tugging on the buttons and switches.


“Holy crap!” Sarai exclaimed.  “Ed Roswell is an alien!”


When I said that Eddie didn’t have a brain in his head, Clyde thought as he stared down with astonishment.  I couldn’t have imagined this!


On his planet, this particular alien being was called Krupp.  He, like the rest of his race, was a green-skinned creature with sharp teeth and an oversized, disproportionate head.


Now, Krupp was desperately yanking away at the controls, as this unit had been damaged and desperately needed repair.


“Human whores!” barked the green-skinned creature in a frightening, gravelly voice as he shook his tiny fists.  “You have not beaten me!”


With that, Krupp leaped out of the human robot head and started running across the conveyor belt, towards the giant robot.  He was too small for Sarai to hit with bullets as he climbed that robot with cheetah speed, leaping from one part to the next and entering through a small access panel.


Grabbing the controls, Krupp shouted one thing before the giant robot started to move.


“BIGGER FISH TO FRY!”


With that, the robot turned its head and leapt through a solid wall on the side of the UPX building that led him outside.  The robot started to run away from that hole in the side of the building and leapt over the barricade of U.S. Army tanks in a single bound.


Certainly, this robot, leaping over these tanks and running for Route 95 South with footsteps that made the earth quake, would be the top story on that evening’s news.  Five different news stations had gathered outside of the UPX building to cover this alarming story.


“Oh my God!” Sarai exclaimed.  “That giant robot is going to kill the President!  What are we gonna do?”


“This is UPX!” Clyde responded with a certain confidence.  “We’re going to do what we always do!”


Clyde directed Sarai’s attention towards the bombs and dynamite that the terrorists had piled up nearby.


“We’re going to preload!”

The giant robot ran down Route 95 with steps that left small craters behind in the pavement.  Cars that swerved to avoid the gigantic feet of this towering robot ended up hitting other cars.  Then, the robot hopped off of a bridge and started to scan the area with an extremely high tech form of radar.  He wanted to make sure that he was going in the right direction.


Meanwhile, Clyde and Sarai were loading a UPX delivery truck with the dynamite sticks and the bombs.  They were packing it tight from the front to the back until the entire truck was full.


“Y’know, this is Groupster work,” Sarai jokingly said to Clyde.  “I’m a supervisor.  I shouldn’t be doing this.”


“Shut up!” Clyde remarked with a playful smirk as Sarai kissed him once again.


Clyde hopped into the driver’s seat and started the engine.


“Don’t fasten your safety belt,” he instructed.


“Why not?” Sarai asked.  “UPX trucks don’t exactly have airbags.”


“Because we’re going to have to jump out of this thing pretty quick,” Clyde said, starting the truck and taking off as fast as he could.


We are?


Clyde swerved in between all of the wrecked cars on the highway and all of the damage that the feet of that giant robot had caused.  He drove in the breakdown lane whenever it was necessary, realizing that this was one of the biggest emergencies that this planet has ever faced.


Of course, seeing a UPX truck swerving around and driving like a maniac was not the best advertisement for a delivery company that is otherwise an extremely reliable service provider.


But there were circumstances.


At this point, the helicopter that carried the President had docked on a landing strip on the far side of the lawn in the back of the State House.  President George W. Bush and three of his Secret Service agents were walking across the lawn, towards the building.


A thunderous impact could be heard when the robot’s feet landed in the middle of the State House’s back field, after a tremendous leap of a few hundred feet.  A small hole could be seen in the palm of this giant robot as Krupp extended its left hand.  The hole was a giant cannon.  Alien energy that had been programmed to disintegrate anything that it touched zapped the helicopter first.  The helicopter turned to dust and dropped to the ground in clumps as the President and his men ran for their lives into the State House.


Suddenly, a speeding UPX truck, going well over 85 miles per hour burst onto the grounds of the State House, knocking over a fence and catching some air as it drove off of a wall and suffered a rough landing onto this otherwise beautiful lawn.


“Yeeeeeeeeee-HAW!” Clyde shrieked, doing his best ‘Dukes of Hazzard’ impression when he was airborne as a terrified Sarai held on for dear life.


When the wheels of this truck hit the ground, Clyde floored it and then suddenly slammed on the brakes.  Sarai let out a scream as the front of the truck was severely dented upon impact with the giant robot’s left leg.  Both Clyde and Sarai were jerked around by the impact.


The robot lost his balance.  He teetered backwards and flailed his arms about.  As Krupp tried desperately to maintain the balance of this enormous droid by adjusting the controls, it was to no avail.


Clyde and Sarai were running away from the brown delivery truck when the gigantic alien robot came crashing down onto a UPX truck that was filled to the brim with explosives.


Fortunately, Mr. President was safely inside the State House when the UPX truck and the robot exploded, sending a solemn wall of flame into the air and the force of the explosion sent both Clyde and Sarai flying into the air.  They came crashing down painfully in an extremely thorny, but colorful patch of wild flowers as the three State Troopers that had been chasing Clyde because of his reckless driving arrived on the scene.


Clyde and Sarai both watched in horror as the four-inch tall alien named Krupp landed in front of them in a trail of smoke after being violently thrown from the exploding robot.  He was engulfed in flames and he looked to be in a lot of pain as he lifted his enormous dome to look at his two employees.  Krupp lifted up a green finger to point at them accusingly.


“Warning…letter!” he scowled painfully a split second before his enormous head exploded in a gut-wrenching display of chunky purple slime.


Clyde picked himself out of the bed of flowers and, always the gentleman, offered Sarai a helping hand as well.  He rubbed his forehead, realizing that he had gotten quite the nasty bump during the time when the truck had been catching some air.


“No airbags!” Clyde muttered.  “I gotta talk to my steward about that.”


Four Rhode Island State Troopers surrounded Clyde and Sarai with their weapons drawn, arresting them for their involvement in this situation, although not being sure why.


Secret Service agents who had seen the entire situation and were grateful to Clyde for saving the life of the President ran out onto the lawn and told those officers to “Stand down!”  They offered Clyde and Sarai protection in the State House, telling them that the President wanted to meet them.


Sarai wanted to be a bit more presentable when she met the President, instead of the dirty, burned UPX shirt that she was wearing with the leaves in her hair.  And she certainly didn’t want to be standing next to Clyde, who was even more dirty and who was wearing a T-shirt that announced his inferior work ethic to the world.


As soon as the President greeted them, Sarai stood up straight and saluted him like a good soldier.


“Private Sarai McDermott,” she said.  “United States Army.  46th Infantry.”


Clyde imitated her, standing erect and saluting the President.


“Clyde Berman.  Groupster Local 486.”


Sarai was a bit embarrassed.


The President was very cordial.  He thanked both UPX employees from the bottom of his heart for saving his life.  As he spoke, the President was fiddling around with a round yellow ball that he had in his left hand.  When he held it up to show Clyde what it was, Clyde could see that it was a rubber toy of Pikachu, the popular character from the Japanese cartoon ‘Pokemon’.


“You like Pokemon?” Mr. Bush asked Clyde.


Not knowing quite how to respond to that, Clyde shrugged.  “Yeah, sure!  Pokemon’s cool.”


The President turned to his closest Secret Service agent and started to chuckle.  “You hear that?” he asked.  “Pokemon is cool.”


“Yes, Mr. President,” said the Secret Service agent as he put his hands on the President’s shoulders and led him into another room.  “Pokemon is cool.”


Just before closing the door behind him, Mr. Bush tossed that yellow ball into that room, shouting “Pikachu!  Go!”


Sarai was stunned.


“I can’t believe it!” Sarai stated, rubbing her head with disbelief.  “I am so disillusioned.  I’ve waited my whole life to meet the President and…this is the leader of the country that I’m fighting for?  The guy’s an infant!  Does he have an alien in his head too?”


One of Mr. Bush’s secretaries invited both UPX employees to come back to hear his speech, because he wanted to thank them for their bravery in front of the entire nation.  They would be sitting right on the stage (next to the Vice President) as the President of the United States would be giving a skillfully worded speech that would avert people’s attention away from the fact that his country and all of its endeavors were spiraling down the toilet a few steps ahead of his approval rating.


As Clyde and Sarai walked towards the Presidential limo that would take them back to their cars, Clyde was very excited.


“This is awesome!” he said, jumping up and down a bit.  “I can’t believe what just happened!  I drove like a maniac and blew up this big-ass robot and now…we’re gonna be on national TV!  I can’t believe it!  Kinda makes me wish I had voted!  I gotta call my mom!”


“Listen, Clyde.  Before we go, I just wanna say that I was wrong to call you a ‘slacker doofus’ just because you like being in the union,” Sarai apologized.  “Being a little disillusioned about an authority figure that I once respected, I understand now that you really are a hard worker, you just waved the union flag because your boss was a butt-hole.”


“Yeah, but…I mean, I was going on and on about how much I hate the managers because they are all politicians.  Fact of the matter is that the big shots in the union walk around our building in suits trying to make money, just like the managers do.  These days I’m seeing less and less of a difference between the two.”


“You just side with the union because you can get away with mouthing off.”


“Yeah, but as fun as that is…I don’t think I wanna pay somebody forty-two bucks a month just to mouth off,” Clyde said.  “I mean, one of the biggest reasons that the managers around here are as tough as they are is because sometimes the union guys take advantage of the protection that the union offers.  And the managers don’t wanna look like they’re being discriminatory, so they’re mean to everybody.  And that makes people wanna work less and then run to the union for protection.  It’s a vicious circle.  This whole experience with the Arab terrorists has shown me that I am ready to take more responsibility for myself instead of pointing out the flaws in people whose jobs I’ve never actually done myself.  I’m ready to be rewarded for my hard work instead of the skillful way that I get away with avoiding it.” Clyde shrugged.  “Maybe I should become a supervisor.”


“You?”


“Yeah.  I’ve done pretty much every job on the preload shift.  I know what goes on.  Ed Roswell was the only guy at the company that I didn’t get along with and now that he’s been burned to a crisp and reduced to a lump of purple goo, I think this is as good a time as any.”


Sarai and Clyde got into the limo that the President had arranged for them.  They closed the door and sat close to each other and Clyde put his arm around Sarai.


“Do think we’ll get a Congressional Medal of Honor?” Sarai asked Clyde.


“Nuts to that,” Clyde scoffed.  “This is George ‘Oil Whore’ Bush we’re dealing with here.  I drive 30 minutes to work every day.  I want a gas card!”


As the state police and the FBI investigated the events of this frightening day and as construction workers repaired the hole in the side of the UPX building, Clyde, Sarai, Martin and a few American soldiers (as honored guests of the President) received the Congressional Medal of Honor…


…and a $7 million gas card.  (Cha-ching!)


Per Clyde’s request, the President’s orchestra played the music from the last scene in the original ‘Star Wars’ when they were receiving their awards, causing the President to remark that “Star Wars is cool” with a big smile and a beefy thumbs up.


Holding Sarai’s hand and bowing to the applauding audience, Clyde let out his best Chewbacca howl as the band concluded the song and started playing ‘Hail to the Chief’, like they were supposed to.


“Hail to the Chief,” Clyde sang along, even though he didn’t know the words.  “He’s the Chief and he needs hailing!”

Yes, it was because of the fine example of innovation and teamwork set by part-time supervisor Sarai McDermott that the integrity of the United Parcel Express and all of the parcels that it had committed to deliver was met on this unusually difficult preload shift.  UPX’s usual standard of excellence was not compromised, even though the threat was great.  With the exception of disguised extraterrestrial Eddie Roswell and the terrorists who were shot and maimed by military personnel, there were…zero injuries!

And it was because of Sarai’s shining example that a ‘slacker doofus’ named Clyde Berman became one of the hardest working supervisors that UPX ever had.  After Sarai finished her tour of duty, she returned to her old job with the same vigor that she had before, even though the job hazards had been greatly lessened with no Arab terrorists ‘prancing’ around the building.


She and Clyde were married last spring.

