Story of a War

The Story of a War Between Pastries and 

Scallops that Almost Happened, but that Ultimately Did Not Quite Happen


Lucky the Scallop was small for a scallop, but he smelled pretty good.  Walking home from his first day of class, which he attended in a one-room schoolhouse not far from where he lived with his mother, father, and 43 siblings, he gave further consideration to the lesson he learned that afternoon in Distinctions class.  Mr. Yabley, the Distinctions teacher, had explained what a distinction is, and this made Lucky feel funny inside.  A distinction, Mr. Yabley had said, is when one thing is different from another thing, or something like that.  Lucky stopped walking for a minute, took his notebook out from his bookbag, and looked at the page of notes he had just taken in class.  He looked at the definitions Mr. Yabley had given them.  “Distinguish--to separate or mark off by differences; to differentiate.”  His eyes wandered further down the page.  “Distinction--that which makes or keeps distinct; quality, mark, or feature that differentiates.”  He closed the notebook, put it back in his bag, and continued walking.  “Distinguish,” he said to himself, “to separate or mark off by differences; to differentiate.  That’s what it means to distinguish.”


The lecture had changed everything.  Before, he had sort of known that things were different from each other, but he hadn’t been entirely sure.  On the one hand, he knew that his mother was definitely different from his little brother Anky, but on the other hand, they were both scallops, and they both talked with a high pitched whine.  So maybe they weren’t different after all.  And he had been pretty sure that he himself, for example, was different from the green bean that he had to eat last night for dinner, but, then again, once he ate the green bean, maybe it became him, and if it became him, had it ever really been different from him after all?  These were all issues that had haunted him prior to the Distinctions class.  But now, thankfully, it all made sense.  Now that Mr. Yabley had taught him about what a distinction is, he was sure he could tell how one thing was definitely different from another thing, and vice versa.  This, he figured, was quite an important step in his mental development.


Another thing Mr. Yabley had emphasized in class suddenly struck him.  Once again, he stopped suddenly, opened up his bag, took out his notebook, and opened to the page with notes from the lecture on it.  Right there, about half way down the page, in red ink, with a double thick box around it that he had drawn to remind himself of the point’s importance, it said “Distinctions must be drawn with precision.  Characterizations are unreliable if not based on thoughtful distinctions.  And they mislead and misrepresent experience.”  Lucky smiled and nodded his head swiftly up and down.  “Yes,” he said out loud.  “Distinctions must be drawn with precision.  Of course!”


It was then that he first noted the giant squid hovering slightly above him in the azure sea.  The squid was silver and shimmering, with black rings around its torso and a blossom of purplish tentacles sprouting from its face.  The squid spied Lucky, and slowly slid down to where the frightened scallop stood, his notebook open in his little scallopy hands.


“Hello, scallop,” said the squid, in a deep, cephalopodic voice.


“Uhh, hi, Mr. Squid,” responded Lucky.


“You sure smell pretty good,” said the squid.


“Yeah,” answered Lucky.  “That’s what they tell me.”


“You smell sort of like cilantro.”


“Yeah.”


“So, what are you doing with that open notebook, little scallop?”


The scallop eyed the squid distrustfully.  His parents, after all, had repeatedly warned him not to talk to strangers on the way home from school.  Especially tentacled strangers.  And this guy certainly had lots of tentacles.  Scary tentacles.


“This is my notebook from school today,” the scallop volunteered reluctantly.


“I see the notebook is blue.”


“Yes.”


“I prefer green.”


“I prefer blue.”


“Well, good for blue.”


“Yeah.”


“So,” continued the squid, flipping his tentacle back to scratch a slight itch that had developed on his movable, tooth-bearing strap of chitinous material referred to by some marine biologists as his ‘radula’.  “What did you write in the notebook?”


“Well,” answered the scallop known as Lucky, “today I had distinctions class with Mr. Yabley . . .”


“Distinctions class?  What a joke!” yelped the squid.


Lucky was confused.  “What do you mean, a joke?”


The squid laughed mockingly.  “Distinctions are stupid, and I don’t believe in them.”


“What?  How could that be?” asked Lucky.  “How can you not believe in distinctions?”


“I’m a monist.  I see all things as one.  I have no use for distinctions.”


“A monist?” Lucky looked askance at the squid.  “But distinctions are very important.”


“No they’re not.  They’re for stupid-asses.  And I have no need for them.  For me, everything is the same.  There are no differences.”


Lucky looked back at his notebook to see if he could glean anything from Mr. Yabley’s lecture that could help him respond to the squid’s accusations.  He looked at the definitions and the point about precision.  These seemed important, but not directly on point with respect to the squid’s complaints.  He scanned the pages quickly for any mention of a ‘monist’ and what that might be and how one might refute the claims of such a being, but he found nothing.  Yet, he was sure the squid was full of shit.  Mr. Yabley wouldn’t have been able to make such a persuasive case about the power and importance of distinctions, if everything was one and there was no need for distinctions.  Suddenly, Lucky had an idea.  He would attempt to show the squid that in fact the squid did rely on distinctions, and did not see the world as one.


“If you have no use for distinctions, then how come you said you prefer green to blue back when we were talking about my notebook?  Your position appears to rest on the assumption that the two colors are different, or, in other words, that there is a distinction between the two.”


“I’m a monist.  I don’t see distinctions,” responded the confident squid.


“But, that’s not responsive,” Lucky countered.  “I’m saying that you do see distinctions, and that the proof is that you rely on them in your speech and actions.”  Lucky smiled to himself, sure that Mr. Yabley would be proud of him, and perhaps give him the first A that any scallop had ever received in the history of the class.


“Oh, you silly little shit for brains scallop,” answered the squid.  The squid reached down with one of his tentacles and patted Lucky on the head.  “You just don’t understand what it means to be a monist.  Why don’t you run along and draw some more distinctions if that makes you happy, you goofy little ass.  And let Mr. Squid proceed with his superior distinctionless existence.  There, there, go ahead.  See you later then.”  And with this the squid guffawed a little more and propelled himself away from Lucky, who was left, notebook in hands, more confused then he ever had been before.


“I just don’t get it,” Lucky thought to himself, as he watched the crazy squid recede into the distance.  After all, he was pretty sure that he was right about his green/blue example, and he felt fairly certain that the squid’s response to that example was wrong at best and truly inappropriate at worst, but yet he couldn’t shake the feeling that maybe the squid knew something that he didn’t, that perhaps somehow distinctions were not important, or at least not as important as he had originally thought, some ten minutes ago.  Shaken, Lucky found a nearby sea potato and sat down.  Once again, he opened up the notebook and reread Mr. Yabley’s words: “Distinctions must be drawn with precision.  Characterizations are unreliable if not based on thoughtful distinctions.  And they mislead and misrepresent experience.”  He read the words over and over.  “Of course, Mr. Yabley is right,” Lucky thought.  “Distinctions are important.  And that squid is simply fucked in the head.”


As soon as Lucky made his peace with this idea, he spotted an odd oval creature up ahead, walking clumsily upon the sea floor, beyond the many sea anemonae and lungfish that populated this portion of the ocean.  He seemed to be mostly light brown, but with a dark brown oval splotch on the front of his oval body.  He had two big googly eyes, and a bit of white stuff coming out of the top of his head.  “What’s this?” wondered Lucky.


The figure came closer, and Lucky thought it looked sort of cakey, like a cupcake, or a small cake, or a birthday cake.  “But what kind of cakes are oval, have big googly eyes, and walk on the ocean floor?” Lucky wondered.

The cakey figure approached the sea potato upon which Lucky was perched.  He was a little wobbly, apparently unaccustomed to being underwater.  “Hello,” the cake said.  “Can you please tell me where I am.”


Lucky looked at the cake suspiciously.  “First, maybe you could tell me what you are.  You look like nothing I have ever seen.”


“Why, I am an eclair,” responded the cakey figure.


“Ahh, yes, an eclair,” said Lucky, who had no idea what the hell an eclair could possibly be.  “Now, could you remind me what exactly is an eclair.”


“An eclair,” began the eclair, “is an oval piece of vanilla cake, filled with cream, and iced with chocolate.”


“I eat plankton,” said Lucky.


“Well, that’s great,” responded the eclair.  “But, to get back to the question with which I began this exchange, could you please tell me where I am.”


“You are deep underneath the ocean.”


“Oh.  That’s not where I’m supposed to be.”


“Where are you supposed to be?” asked Lucky.


“I’m supposed to be in Pastry Land.”


“Right,” said Lucky.  “What’s Pastry Land?”


The eclair frowned.  “That’s where us cakey snacks live--you know, the things that are like cakes, but are not actually cakes.”


“You mean like pies?  I think I’ve read about pies.”


“No, not pies.  Pies are more like cakes than pastries.  Though it’s certainly true that there are some smaller-sized pies that probably count as pastries.  But they don’t live in pastry land, for some reason.  They live, I guess, among the pies.”


“Mmmmm,” responded Lucky, wondering when this odd little eclair would be on its way.


“Can you tell me how to get back to Pastry Land?” asked the eclair.


“How can I tell you how to get to Pastry Land if I don’t even know what Pastry Land is?” asked Lucky.


“Well, you must know how to accomplish interplane travel from this area,” proffered the eclair.


“I might know, but I might not,” Lucky said, reaching the limits of his tolerance for this cakey thing in front of him.


“Look, if you know, then you might as well tell me.  After all, it’s not nice to refuse to help an eclair.”


“Ehh, screw you,” whispered Lucky, under his breath.


The eclair, of course, heard this, since he was only two feet away.


“What?  You’re saying ‘screw you’ to me?” the eclair asked, the tone of his angered voice rising with every syllable.  “You?  A lowly scallop?  A stinky little bivalve?  I’ll tell you what, you can go to hell, you bottom of the food chain piece of shit.  You sit there on your little sea potato with your notebook in your hand and you deign to tell me to screw?  Well piss off you fuck.  I’m an eclair, goddamnit.  And an eclair is, according to the data table published in the 1983 World Almanac, 300 times smarter than any idiot bivalve.”


Silence.


“So put that in your pipe and smoke it,” added the eclair.


Lucky turned red as a strawberry.  The scallop was pissed.


The eclair flipped Lucky the bird and went on his way.  


The scallop was pissed.


A bivalve?


Through the adulations of the azure sea, the tiny scallop eyed the eclair receding in the distance.  The eclair with the big googly eyes.


What an ass!


Lucky could not believe what he had heard.  A bivalve?  Had that little eclair thing called him a bivalve?  Him, a scallop?  The eclair had called him one thing when he was another thing.  The eclair, whatever an eclair is, had made a distinction between two things, and then identified him with the thing that he wasn’t.  But distinctions are important.  Regardless of what that moron squid might say.  Mr. Yabley made the point that distinctions must be made correctly, and with a fine touch.  They must be drawn with precision.  Characterizations are unreliable if not based on thoughtful distinctions.  And they mislead and misrepresent experience.


Fuck the damned squid.


And that cakey figure.


What the hell is going on?


Lucky suddenly felt cold.  He picked himself up off the sea potato and propelled himself toward home.  He had to take action.  He would contact the leader with the handlebar mustache whom he saw speak at the political rally in support of the Emperor.  The leader with the handlebar mustache would know what to do about this eclair and his rotten distinction.  With this eclair and his mischaracterization of experience.  A bivalve?  But I am a scallop, Lucky thought, and then he said it aloud.  “I am a scallop, not a bivalve.  I am a scallop, not a bivalve.  I will not be called a bivalve.  I am one thing and one thing only and that is a scallop, not a bivalve.  How dare that eclair call me something I am not!”   The leader with the handlebar mustache would know what to do.  He would take action.  He would right this wrong.


The sea was cold.  But it was summer.  Lucky wondered why the sea was so cold in summer.  The inaccurate distinction, he figured, must have chilled the water.  That’s what can happen when words are used without care, with inaccuracy.


Distinctions matter.


The sea is cold.


The squid sucks.


Political action must be taken.  A remedy must be sought.  Vengeance must be had.


A bivalve?


The scallop was pissed.


That afternoon, Lucky returned home intent on convincing his mother that together they should report the incident to General Nothing, the handlebar-mustached political leader that he had seen speaking on television just the night before.  The general had spoken about the importance of promoting what he called “Scallopism,” which he defined as “a political philosophy that puts scallops first, other shellfish, including chambered nautiluses, second, and various other things like plankton and tuna fish and paperweights and everything else in the world, a distant third.”  Lucky figured that if General Nothing heard about what the eclair said to him, he might launch a war on Pastry Land to right the wrong that the eclair had inflicted upon him.  So, when Lucky’s mother Stella returned home from a long day working as a court reporter at Central District Scallop Court, Lucky could hardly wait to tell her his story.


“What could you possibly be talking about?” Stella asked after Lucky had finished regaling her with the whole tale about him and the squid and the eclair.  “And why do you smell so funny?”


Lucky was crestfallen to learn that his mother was not nearly as upset as he was, but he decided to forge onward in the hopes of convincing her of the issue’s importance.  “But, ma-a-ahhh, this is really important,” he whined.  “The eclair called me a bivalve but I’m a scallop, not a bivalve.  The eclair misdistinguished me.  He’s got to be punished.”


“Misdistinguished?  What the hell does that mean?  Is that even a word?”


“I don’t know.  We haven’t got that far in Mr. Yabley’s Distinctions class, so I made up a word.  But the point is the same.  He’s got to be punished, this eclair.”


“What is that smell, anyway?”


“Mom!  Stop worrying about my smell and pay attention to the problem at hand.”


“Is that cilantro?”


“The eclair was imprecise.”


“How did you get cilantro smell all over you?”


“He didn’t pay proper attention to my identity.”


Stella leaned over Lucky and sniffed him.  “Sweet Jesus,” she exclaimed.  “You smell like an Asian stirfry!  You go soap yourself up and take a shower right now young scallop.”


“Ma, you’re missing the issue again.  The point is not whether I smell like cilantro or not, or whether I smell like any other herb like fennel or fresh dill, or even whether I smell like a spice such as turmeric or cardamom.  The issue is what to do with the eclair who misdistinguished me.”


“I don’t want to hear one more word about this eclair, do you understand?  Now you march right upstairs and take a shower and if I have to hear another peep out of you about distinctions I’m gonna whoop your ass, do you understand?”

Lucky stomped his foot in disgust.  “This stinks,” he said, as he turned and left the kitchen to follow his mother’s order.


“You stink,” his mother called after him.


In the shower, which was a weird concept already since he lived underwater, Lucky considered his options.  As he saw it, he had three.  First, he could ignore the whole thing with the eclair.  Second, he could keep trying to convince his mother that she should help him contact General Nothing.  Third, he could contact General Nothing himself.  Rejecting the first idea as unacceptable and the second as involving too much risk of an ass-whooping, Lucky opted to make a go of it all by his lonesome.  He would go after school tomorrow to the Palace to discuss matters with the powers that be.



When Lucky arrived at the Palace, General Nothing was discussing important matters of state with the Scallop Emperor and all of the major players in the administration, including Mr. Fantastic, Director of Technological Development, and Roofus, who, though technically a chambered nautilus and not a scallop, had nevertheless obtained, at the ripe young age of 28, the coveted post of Director of Communications of the Scallop Empire.


“So, Mister Fantastic,” said General Nothing, twirling his handlebar mustache around and around, “how is our banana transport system working today?”


“Uhh, do we have a banana transport system?” responded Mister Fantastic.


“You’re asking me?” said the general.  “I thought you were in charge of our technological matters.”


“I am?  I mean, yes, I am.  Indeed, I am in charge of those things.”


“Well, then, how is our banana transport system doing?”


“I don’t know that we have a banana transport system,” Mister Fantastic responded.


“I thought we just went over this,” said General Nothing.


The Scallop Emperor interceded to solve the communication problem that was developing between his two underlings.  “I think the point that General Nothing is trying to make, Mr. Fantastic,” the Emperor said, “is that he was wondering whether the banana transport system was up to snuff today.”


“Yes, exactly, that was exactly my point, sir, thank you, sir, for clearing up my point,” said the general.  “Thank you.”


“Excellent, then, why don’t we move on,” said Mister Fantastic.


“But,” said the Emperor, “you haven’t responded to the inquiry regarding the kumquat transportation system.”


“The what?”


“Are you paying attention?” asked General Nothing.


“I think that our little technical advisor has been hitting the sauce, eh?” whispered Roofus into General Nothing’s ear.


“Oh, yes, I do believe he has,” responded the general.  “Ha, ha, ha,” he added, curling his hand into a cup and moving it repeatedly to his mouth in order to indicate his belief that perhaps Mister Fantastic had been having a little too much to drink on the weekends and also at night after work and also during working hours and at breakfast.


“Umm, excuse me?” Lucky squeaked from the corner of the room where he stood next to  the Emperor’s secretary Britania, who was sweating and panting.  “Do you guys have a minute?”


“Huh?” the three very powerful scallops (and one chambered nautilus) said, turning around to face Lucky in unison.  “What’s going on?”


“I’m really sorry, Mr. Emperor,” answered Britania, obviously quite embarrassed that this little scallop who trailed a faint scent of cilantro had gotten past her tight security measures.  “I tried to tell him he couldn’t come up here, but he just scooted on by.  He’s very flexible and slippery.”


“Who is he?” asked the Emperor.


“I’m Lucky the scallop,” Lucky said, facing General Nothing and his familiar mustache.  “I’ve come to tell you about the horrible insult I have suffered at the hands of an eclair.  I thought that maybe you would want to know about it and that maybe you would want to do something about it.  You know, take remedial measures or something.”


“What the hell’s he talking about?” asked the Emperor.  “And why, if he has such an important point to make, is he looking at General Nothing instead of looking at me, the leader of all scallops?”


General Nothing blushed a bit at the thought that this little scallop thought he was more important than the Emperor.  Maybe he did have a future in politics, after all.  If only the Emperor position could be changed to an elected one.


“Yes, little scallop,” said General Nothing.  “What the hell are you talking about, and why are you addressing me, when the Emperor here is the, well, uhh, the Emperor?”


“Oh,” Lucky said, realizing his mistake and turning to face Mister Fantastic.  “As I was trying to explain, there was this eclair . . .”


“No, no, look over there, you little thing,” said Mister Fantastic, pointing over to where the Emperor was sitting next to Roofus.


“Huh?  What?  Oh, I get it.  As I mentioned earlier,” he said to Roofus.

“But he’s not even a scallop.  How could you possibly think that he is the Emperor of all scallops?” asked the Emperor.  “He’s a chambered nautilus for Chrissakes!”


“Oh, I’m sorry,” Lucky said, worried that he had perhaps already blew his chance to convince these powerful figures of the importance of the previous day’s misdistinguishment.  “So, you’re the Emperor then,” he continued, turning to face the Emperor.


“Yes, of course,” bellowed the Emperor.  “I am, after all, the one wearing the jeweled crown that says ‘EMPEROR’ on it.”


“Right, yes,” said Lucky, wiping his brow with a washcloth.  “Well, anyways, I came to tell you that I was insulted bitterly by an eclair who called me a bivalve when quite obviously I am not a bivalve but a scallop.”

“Oh, goodness no!” exclaimed the General.


“Christ oh fucking mighty!” yelped Roofus.


“I’m gonna blow chunks!” screeched Mister Fantastic.


“An eclair, you say?” queried the Emperor.  “What’s that?”


“An eclair is an oval shaped piece of vanilla cake topped with chocolate icing and filled with cream,” answered Lucky.


“Yum,” said Mister Fantastic.  “Sounds delicious.”


“Quiet down,” chirped the Emperor.


“Yes, sir,” cowered the silly technical advisor.


“So, pull up a chair and tell us more about this eclair, then, little scallop,” the Emperor said.  “Britania, you can leave the little guy with us.  Thank you for your services, quite inept though they may have been.”


“You’re very welcome sir,” Britania said, wondering why she hadn’t quit her job months ago.  “I’ll be leaving.”


“Yes, good riddance to you,” answered the Emperor, waving his left hand wildly in the air as Britania spun and walked out the door.


Lucky sat down in a nearby chair and told the four alert listeners all the events of the preceding day, from his life-altering first day in Mr. Yabley’s distinctions class, to his discussion with the monist squid (which evoked some knowing laughter from General Nothing and Mister Fantastic, both of whom had recently had run-ins with the odd creature), to the encounter with the eclair, all the way up to his mother’s yelling at him and his taking a shower to remove the overwhelming scent of cilantro from his body, which latter fact was, in the Emperor’s view, a little bit more than he really wanted to know.


“This is quite alarming,” said the Emperor.  “Don’t you agree, General Nothing?”


“You mean about the shower and the cilantro?”


“No, you dope, about the eclair and the imprecise distinction chilling the water and all that.”


“Oh, yes, of course, that part is very alarming.  And disturbing.”


“And distressing,” added Roofus. 


“And refreshing,” threw in Mister Fantastic, inappropriately.


The other three looked sternly at Mister Fantastic.


“I mean, uhh, not refreshing,” Mister Fantastic corrected himself.


Silence.


“So, what do you think should be done?” Lucky piped up.


The Emperor took his toothbrush out of his back pocket, as he always did when he considered a serious issue, and began waving it in the air.  “I believe, my friends, that we have suffered an affront to our scallopocity.  Allowing this insult to go unpunished would run directly counter to the first principles of Scallopism.”  


“Yes, yes indeed,” said General Nothing.


“Oh yes indeedydooskies,” added Mister Fantastic.


“I’m sorry to interject,” interjected Roofus, who, in the brief moments since last he had said anything, had given a little more thought to exactly what was going on, “but, are we really sure that what the eclair said is entirely inaccurate?”


To which the chambered nautilus was met with a chorus of groans.


“How could you say such a thing?” asked General Nothing.  “Have you not taken Mr. Yabley’s Distinctions class?”


“Well, no, I haven’t.  I’m not a scallop, remember.  I’m not from around these parts.  I didn’t have the cash to attend your hoity toity schools.  I’m not as smart as all you guys.”


“Oh yeah, I forgot that you’re an idiot,” responded the general.  “Well, if you weren’t an idiot, and if you had taken Mr. Yabley’s class, you would know that distinctions must be made with precision. That characterizations are unreliable if not based on thoughtful distinctions.  And they mislead and misrepresent experience.”


“I guess so,” said Roofus.  “I just figured that maybe it was possible that when the eclair referred to Lucky as a bivalve, he was just classifying him at a higher level of generality than the term ‘scallop’ denotes.  In other words, that it might have been sort of a general/specific thing rather than a misclassification.”


The Emperor, the general, and Mister Fantastic looked at each other and shook their respective shells in pity at how godforsakenly dumb Roofus could be when it came to such subtle intellectual puzzles.


“Oh, you silly chambered nautilus,” said General Nothing.  


“I think you’d better stick to press releases and other such duties,” added Mister Fantastic.  “And leave the harder thinking to us.”


Roofus turned red.  He was pretty sure that he knew what he was talking about, but he just wasn’t confident enough around all of these savvy and world-wise scallops to pursue his point any farther.  He decided to just shut up, leave the policy making to others, and concentrate on the public speaking skills that had gotten him to his position in the first place.  “Yeah, I guess you’re right,” he said apologetically.  “I’m guess I’m just too damned dumb to understand what’s going on.  I just don’t understand all this complicated distinctions stuff.  If you all want to mete out some punishment upon this eclair, then that’s fine with me.  I’ll just take care of whatever public communications duties are attendant upon your policy decision.”


“Well, it’s sure good to hear you talking sense again, Roofus,” said the general.  


“Yes, yes,” Roofus said.  “I’m going to try to do a lot more of that around here.”


“Excellent,” the general said.


“Splendid,” Mister Fantastic added.


“Aardvark,” said Roofus.


“What?” asked Mister Fantastic.


“Oh, nothing.”

The Emperor waved the toothbrush in the direction of his underlings to signal his distaste for the current conversation and to indicate that he was about to take the discourse in a different direction.


“Now, tell me, little scallop, what did you say your name was again?”


“Lucky,” said Lucky.



“O.K., then, Swen, let’s go over what you said about the eclair.”


“Ummm, my name is Lucky, not Swen,” Lucky said, in a very respectful and obsequious manner.


“What?  Huh?  Oh, right.  Of course.  Swen?  What a silly idea.  Your name is Lucky,” the Emperor emphasized.


“Yes, my name is Lucky,” said Lucky, smiling.


“His name is Lucky!” barked the Emperor.


“Lucky!” the other three retorted.


“Okay, Swen,” the Emperor said, “let’s get down to business.”


Lucky frowned, but he refrained from correcting the Emperor once again, lest he lose his earhold on the seat of ultimate power in scallopland.


“Tell me again where this eclair came from,” the Emperor demanded.


“I’m not exactly sure,” Lucky responded.  “But he said he came from Pastry Land.”


“Oh shmegma!” the Emperor yelped.


“What’s wrong?” asked Mister Fantastic.


“Are you O.K.?” asked Lucky.


“Why are you suddenly so nauseated?” inquired General Nothing.


“Are you gonna blow chunks?” queried Mister Fantastic.


The Emperor put the toothbrush back in his pocket, assumed a pensive and somewhat pained look, and wandered by himself away from the group toward the corner of the room.


“What the hell is the matter with him do you think?” Roofus whispered to General Nothing.


“Could be hemorrhoids,” said the General.


“Do you scallops have hemorrhoidal tissue?” asked Roofus, curiously, since he, and his fellow chambered nautiluses, did not have such tissue.


“No, I guess not,” answered the general.


“That would seem to undermine your theory then,” said Roofus.


“Yeah, I suppose it would do some damage to my theory,” the general responded.


“Those damned pastries!” wailed the Emperor, suddenly, from the corner of the room.   


“What’d he say?” asked Mister Fantastic. 


“I don’t know,” answered the general.  “I can’t hear him.  He’s so far away.”


“What, Emperor?” asked Mister Fantastic.  “We can’t hear you from all the way over in the corner of the room.”


“Maybe you could turn around so you’re not facing directly into the corner,” said the general.


“Yeah, look at us and maybe we could hear you,” added Mister Fantastic.


The Emperor lifted his head off the cold brick wall in the corner of the room and turned to face his cadre.  “Those damned pastries!” he wailed.


“Oh,” said General Nothing.  “That’s much better.”


“Excellent acoustics when you speak in this direction,” added Roofus.


“I quite agree,” said Mister Fantastic.  “You’re coming in loud and clear.  Ten-four good buddy.”


The Emperor walked back to the group, the pensive and somewhat pained look remaining upon his face.  “Dimwits,” he muttered.


General Nothing hoped that he wasn’t in trouble for anything.  “Why are you suddenly so angry at the pastries?” he asked, trying to direct attention away from his dimwittedness.


To no avail, since his question evidenced quite a bit of dimwittedness.


“What do you mean, why am I suddenly angry at the pastries?  Are you a dimwit or something?”


“Damn,” muttered the general.


“Our little friend Lucky just got through explaining that a visitor from Pastry Land came to our world and delivered an insult to one of our very own scallop inhabitants.  And then we just discussed how that was a very bad thing.  You yourself called the developments both disturbing and alarming.  And now you ask me why I am suddenly angry at the pastries?  When I’ve clearly been angry at them for at least five minutes?  What the hell is wrong with you?”


“Uhh,” the general yammered, “I’m stupid?”


“Yeah, you’re stupid.  Not as stupid as Roofus maybe, but stupid nonetheless.  Now stop fucking around and let’s all out our heads together to figure out how to retaliate against these damned pastries.”


“Right,” said the general.


“No time for delay,” added Mister Fantastic.


“Let’s kill ‘em,” yelled Roofus.


“Umm, do you guys smell anything funny?” asked Lucky, sniffing himself.


Greg, the jelly donut that ruled Pastry Land, was soaking in a hot tub with his two top advisors, Harry the cruller and Marty the twinkie, when he received a very angry letter from the Scallop Emperor.  


“Dear Greg,” Greg said, reading the letter aloud.  “I am writing you to complain bitterly and also to announce that we will soon be launching an all out war against you and your compatriots in Pastry Land as a result of an insult suffered by a young scallop named Lucky at the hands of something called an eclair, which, I am told, is a oval-shaped piece of vanilla cake topped with chocolate icing and filled with cream.”


“He’s got that right,” nodded Marty, repositioning himself so that one of the ultrajets in the hot tub would shoot directly at his cakey rump.


Greg continued reading the letter.  “Apparently, according to Lucky, who is the aforementioned insult-suffering young scallop, this heretofore identified eclair approached said Lucky to ask for instructions to get back to Pastry Land.  Now, we wish to stress that the upcoming all out war that we are about to launch against you is not a response to this mere request for instructions.  No, no, no.  Indeed, no sir.  We scallops are not the type of sea creature that would launch a war over such a little thing as a request for instructions.  I think you would agree that would be not only silly, but also not altogether unsilly.  Am I right?”


“What the hell is this guy talking about?” inquired Harry.


“I don’t know,” Greg answered.


“Pass me a beer, will you?” asked Marty.


Greg passed Marty a tall frosty peach raspberry wine cooler and then returned to the letter.  “Instead, to understand the reason for our unbridled anger, we must continue on to examine the subsequent events that transpired between the eclair and Lucky.  What happened next is critical.  In response to the eclair’s altogether reasonable (we stress again) demand for instructions, Lucky quite appropriately said ‘ehh, screw you.’  In response to this altogether reasonable response to the eclair’s quite reasonable request for instructions, the eclair then committed what we in scallop land consider to be an entirely unforgivable sin, which is to say that he called Lucky a ‘stinky little bivalve’ and then also an ‘idiot bivalve.’  Now again we need to make clear exactly what we find objectionable and what we do not find quite as objectionable.  The eclair’s references to Lucky as ‘stinky’ and ‘little’ and ‘idiot’ are irritating, for sure, and pretty much not warranted we think given Lucky’s reasonable ‘screw you’ in response to the eclair’s reasonable request for instructions, but we are, I am afraid, not a little bit unhappy about this reference to Lucky as a ‘bivalve’ when in fact Lucky, like all of us, is not a bivalve but a scallop.  Despite the protestations of the monist squid, Mister Yabley teaches us that distinctions are very important and that they must be drawn with precision.  Characterizations, according to Yabley, are unreliable if not based on thoughtful distinctions. And, moreover, they mislead and misrepresent experience.  The eclair, in our view, maliciously violated these key principles.  Consequently, we have little choice but to declare war upon you pastries, you scoundrels, you thoughtless bastards.  Prepare for the worst.  You are in real big trouble.  Sincerely, the Scallop Emperor.”  


Greg lowered the letter out of his line of sight and looked quizzically at his top aides.  “Mister Yabley?” he asked.  “The monist squid?”


Marty and Harry threw their arms into the air to signal that they had no idea who Mr. Yabley was.  Then, for no real reason at all, Harry started wiggling his fingers real fast.  And, then, also for no reason, Marty made his hands into puppets and acted out a small piece of dialogue from an early Tennessee Tuxedo episode involving Chumley and Mister Livingston..


When that was all done, the three top ranking pastries agreed that the next morning, refreshed by a nice long sleep and maybe on the heels of a bloody mary or two, they would seriously consider how they should respond to this very serious threat.


Several weeks later, the Scallop Emperor met with his senior staff in the Hall of Wonder to discuss the upcoming campaign against the pastries.  All the important figures were present, assembled around the long wooden table upon which were set plans and maps and reports and Ring Dings hanged in effigy, and other things necessary for launching war.  


“Well, let’s start with a report from the military about our readiness for battle,” began the Emperor, waving a toothbrush willy-nilly in the air above his head.


General Nothing cleared his throat.  “Thank you, sir.  I’m happy to report that military preparedness is at an all time high.  Not since our moderately successful campaign against the pubic lice have we been so outrageously ready to crush our enemy.”


“Tell us, General Nothing,” said the Emperor, “what are our major strengths and weaknesses when matched up against these pastries?”


“That is an interesting question,” replied the general, twirling his handlebar mustache around and around with his pinkie.  “Our greatest strength is definitely in our numbers.  We have two scallops for every one pastry.  Or, to put it another way, we have one scallop for every half-a-pastry.  In other words, we have 42 scallops for every 21 pastries.  One fourth of a scallop for every one-eighth of a . .  .”


“Yes, yes, we understand, General Nothing,”  said the Emperor, scratching his waxy ear with the toothbrush.  “And our greatest weakness?  What would that be?”


General Nothing looked down at the floor.  “I’m afraid that our greatest weakness lies in the unfortunate fact that we have no weapons.  None to speak of.  Unlike the pastries, who have most likely developed many howitzers, bazookas, cannons, muskets, and other instruments of war, we have found it impossible to develop even a single weapon.”


“Yeah, what’s up with that shit?” Roofus asked Mr. Fantastic.


“Well,” answered Mr. Fantastic.  “The problem lies in the unfortunate fact that we scallops are just too fucking dumb to figure out how to make a weapon.  We sit in our laboratories all day long, scribbling notes with pencils on looseleaf paper and tossing around idiotic idea after idiotic idea, but we just can’t seem to come up with anything.  We’re so goddamned stupid!  If our brains were just bigger than microscopic specks of dust, I’m sure we could develop some excellent weaponry.”


The Emperor frowned.  “Isn’t there something?  Have you really invented absolutely nothing?”


“I’m afraid not,” said Mr. Fantastic.  “Well, except for this rough slingshot type contraption that we made out of a rubber band, a stick, and a small piece of uncooked rigatoni.”  He pulled out a small slingshot type contraption, loaded a piece of uncooked rigatoni into the rubber band, and shot it at Roofus.  The rigatoni bounced off of Roofus’ soft face.


“Hey!” yelped Roofus.


“Sorry,” said Mr. Fantastic.


The Emperor sighed.  “We’re just going to have to keep working on this, Mr. Fantastic.  See if you can cut a deal with the fish or something.  We’re going to need some firepower if we’re going to win this thing.”


“Yes, sir,” replied Mr. Fantastic.


“And what about public opinion, Roofus?  Have you been able to convince the masses of the importance of our mission?”


Roofus flung the piece of rigatoni back at Mister Fantastic.  “It’s been a tough road, sir.  Trying to persuade a million scallops that they should go to war over an insult that turns on a distinction that is very sophisticated and somewhat abstract is going to be tough going.”


“I understand your challenge, Roofus, but I hired you precisely for your ability to persuade a million scallops that they should go to war over an insult that turns on a distinction that’s very sophisticated and somewhat abstract.  So get cracking.”


“I know sir.  I’ll keep trying.  But you are aware, I’m sure, that the brain of a chambered nautilus is only the fraction of the size of a scallop’s brain, which, as Mr. Fantastic has already pointed out, is pretty damned small.”


“Yes, yes, Roofus.  Shut up now.”


“Right, O.K., sir.”


The Emperor took a seat and buried his head in his heads for several seconds.  He raised up his head.  “Have we gotten any response to that forceful letter we sent those pastry scoundrels yet?” he queried.


The three officers looked at each other and shrugged.  Nobody seemed to want to be the first to break the bad news.


“Roofus wets the bed!” exclaimed General Nothing.


“We haven’t received a reply yet!” responded Roofus immediately in an effort to direct attention away from the embarrassing fact inexplicably blurted out by the General.


“Well, then, sweet mother of God,” said the Emperor.  “Somebody send a follow up.”


“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Fantastic.


Greg, Marty, and Harry were enjoying a sauna when Greg’s assistant Ellen brought him a small yellow envelope.  Greg took the envelope and eyed it suspiciously.  The envelope was covered with several pink embroidered scallops and smelled of Chanel No. 5.  “Oh shitbag, not this again!” Greg exclaimed.


He ripped open the envelope and took out the neatly folded letter inside.  He began reading.  “Dear Greg, I was wondering if you have had a chance to look over my note of March 16.  In that note I expressed our disgust over an eclair’s treatment of a small scallop named Lucky.  In the note I also indicated our intention to decimate you and your friends and family and fellow citizens and also everything dear to you in a war that we will be carrying out shortly.  We were all just sitting around the other day discussing various strategies to kill you all when we suddenly realized that we had not received a response to our missive.  How did you feel about that missive?  Were you scared?  Did you wet yourself?  Anyway, we would hate to attack you without having heard your side of the story regarding the encounter between the eclair and Lucky the Scallop, so that we can dismiss it without even really thinking much about it, which would not be very hard, since we are all pretty dumb.  The pleasure of a reply is requested.  Yours truly, the Scallop Emperor.”


Greg shook his head in disbelief and then looked up from the letter.  “Will you two stop tickling each other like schoolgirls for one second please?” he barked.


Marty and Harry stopped their tickling.  “Sorry, sir,” said Harry.


“Oops,” added Marty.


“Look, this Scallop Emperor guy seems like a complete mental case,” Greg noted.  “Perhaps we should just force him to surrender this silly war so that we no longer have to be interrupted during our leisure-taking by any more bewilderingly inane letters.  Do you agree?”


“I wholeheartedly concur,” said Marty.


“I’ll ready the howitzer,” answered Harry.


The war was averted by only the narrowest of margins.  The final events of the near-skirmish occurred two days after Greg’s receipt of the perfumed follow up letter.  The Scallop Emperor was sitting inside the Palace discussing important non-war-related matters of state with Mister Fantastic, General Nothing, and Roofus.  Britania, the Emperor’s secretary, was sitting by the Emperor’s side, taking notes on a light blue steno pad.  


“You got all that, Britania?” the Emperor asked, after he and Mister Fantastic had finished discussing a critical issue involving technology.


“Yeah, yeah, I got it right here,” Britania answered in a lackadaisical tone which reflected the fact that she despised the Scallop Emperor and wished that instead of being a secretary she could instead get a job as a musical icon for the new millennium.  “You said: ‘Mister Fantastic, please give us a report on the progress our scientists have been making on solving the red tide epidemic that is sweeping our population.’  And then Mister Fantastic said . . . uhh, mmmm, well, then Mister Fantastic said . . .”


“Yes, you nincompoop, I mean Britania, what did Mister Fantastic say?” pushed the Emperor.


Britania struggled to decipher her handwriting.  “Uhh, well, he said, uhh . . . oh, I don’t know, he said some fucking thing, I don’t know.”


“Jesus, Britania, do you have to be incompetent every single minute of the day?  Can’t you at least be somewhat less than incompetent some of the time?” yelled the Emperor.  


“No, I can’t, sir,” answered Britania, dreaming of a life on stage.


“Mister Fantastic, maybe you could give us the privilege of hearing your update once again, so that this time Britania, who got this job I don’t know how, can try writing it down again.”


“Uhh, yes, of course, your Emperorness,” said Mister Fantastic.  “What I said was that our scientists have made no progress on solving the red tide epidemic.  The reason for this lack of progress is that scallops are too stupid to make medical or technological advances.  Scallops, like you and me, have brains that are so small that they cannot pursue either deductive or inductive forms of reasoning.  Moreover, they cannot add or subtract very well, and they cannot solve problems or reach conclusions.  In sum, scallops are not smart.”


“Thank you, Mister Fantastic, for once again regaling us with that utterly depressing report,” said the Emperor.  “Hopefully this time our little assistant was able to get at least some of it down.”


“What?  Huh?” Britania asked, lifting her head off of the steno pad.


“Oh, fuck me with a pepperoni,” squealed the Emperor.  “Will somebody please do a small dance to amuse me and take my mind of my incompetent assbag, I mean secretary.”


Roofus, Mister Fantastic, and General Nothing looked at each other quizzically, rolling their eyes, shaking their heads, shrugging their shoulders.  Each thought one of the others should dance, and nobody volunteered to put on a show for the Emperor.


“I’m losing patience,” barked the Emperor.  “Somebody put on a small dance.  Right now!”


Quickly, Roofus suggested that the three lackeys play rock, paper, scissors to decide who would do the small dance.  They agreed to first play a double elimination tournament, the winner gaining a much-coveted exemption from the small dance requirement.  Then the remaining two would play a best two out of three contest, and the loser would have to perform.  The results of the two contests were as follows:

Double Elimination Tournament

	Game Number
	Player #1
	Player #2
	Player #1’s Throw
	Player #2’s Throw
	Winner



	1
	Mister Fantastic
	Roofus
	Rock
	Paper
	Roofus



	2
	Roofus
	General Nothing
	Paper
	Scissors
	General Nothing



	3
	General Nothing
	Mister Fantastic
	Scissors
	Paper
	General Nothing1


	4
	General Nothing
	Roofus
	Scissors
	Rock
	Roofus



	5
	Roofus 
	General Nothing
	Rock
	Scissors
	Roofus2




1 Mister Fantastic eliminated

2 General Nothing eliminated, Roofus victorious, exempt from small dance requirement

Final Competition
	Game Number
	Player #1
	Player #2
	Player #1’s Throw
	Player #2’s Throw
	Winner



	1
	Mister Fantastic
	General Nothing
	Scissors
	Paper
	Mister Fantastic



	2
	Mister Fantastic
	General Nothing
	Rock
	Rock
	Tie



	3
	Mister Fantastic
	General Nothing
	Scissors
	Scissors
	Tie



	4
	Mister Fantastic
	General Nothing
	Rock
	Paper
	General Nothing



	5
	General Nothing
	Mister Fantastic
	Paper
	Paper
	Tie



	6
	General Nothing
	Mister Fantastic
	Scissors
	Got confused as to the count and did not throw either a rock, paper, or scissors; instead just sort of stuck his hand out all crooked-like
	After much argument and quibbling, and after Roofus claimed he didn’t actually see what happened because he was daydreaming about “getting to third with some hot oyster,” declared a tie



	7
	General Nothing
	Mister Fantastic
	Rock
	Puked out of nervousness
	General disgust and agreement to “do over”



	8
	General Nothing
	Mister Fantastic
	Rock
	Scissors
	General Nothing3


3Mister Fantastic loses, must do small dance, after change of shirt


“I’m counting to three,” said the Emperor.  “And when I get to the end--in other words, when I get to the number three--somebody’s ass better be doing a small dance.  One . . . two . . .”


Mister Fantastic, who by this time had donned a bronze tank top sprinkled with silver glitter, was preparing to do his small dance--he had even begun moving his hips a little--when General Nothing noticed a howitzer-wielding donut staring through the front main window of the Palace.


“Umm, excuse me,” the suddenly quite frightened General said to the Emperor.


“Not now, Nothing.  We’re preparing to watch Mister Fantastic do a small dance.”


“But I think there’s something you should know,” the General insisted, shuddering at the sight of a very angry and powdery hand slapping against the front window.


“Shut the fuck up, Nothing.  Twirl, Mister Fantastic, twirl.”


Mister Fantastic did a little twirl.


“I’m twirling,” he said.  “I’m twirling.”


“Nice twirl,” added the Emperor.


“There’s a donut with a big gun at our window!” bellowed the General.


The Emperor spun around and looked at the window and screamed.  Roofus gave out a blood-curdling screech.  Mister Fantastic did another twirl and put his finger in the air like a disco star.


“Oh shit!” said the Emperor.  “Oh shit oh shit oh shit.”


Mister Fantastic swung his rump around.


“What are we going to do?” asked the General.


“We’re dead,” said Roofus.


Greg knocked on the door to the Palace.  


“You get it,” the General ordered Roofus.


“Me?  Why me?” Roofus answered.  “I’m not even a scallop.”


“Hello, scallops?  Are you in there?” asked Greg, in the loudest voice that the inhabitants of the palace had ever heard.


“See, he only wants to talk to the scallops,” Roofus reiterated.


“Look at my funny dance,” Mister Fantastic said.  “I’m funny.”


“Shut, up, Fantastic,” yelled the Emperor.  “There’s an angry donut outside who’s come to kill us.”


“Kill you, you mean,” Roofus insisted.


“I’m a twirlybird,” squealed Mister Fantastic.


“Look at that gun,” the General said.  “We better surrender.  We’re certainly not going to drive him off with Mister Fantastic’s ludicrous rotini slingshot device.”


“That’s rigatoni, actually,” corrected Mister Fantastic, taking a bow.


“None of that is important right now, in light of our impending death,” observed the Emperor.


Just at that moment, Greg blew the door down with the howitzer, and he strode confidently into the Scallop Palace with Marty and Harry at his side.  The scallops (and one chambered nautilus) all cowered in the back of the room, trying to hide behind Britania.  This did not work, however, because Britania was very small.


“Look, we can see you all over there trying to hide behind that nice little lady and her unwritten-upon steno pad, so you can forget about getting out of here alive,” Greg bellowed.


“Yeeks!” yelped the Emperor.


“Unless . . .,” Greg continued, “you will admit that there is no distinction between a bivalve and a scallop, and thus surrender victory in this war.”


“Well, I don’t know about that,” muttered General Nothing.


“That seems a little rash,” added Mr. Fantastic, a bit under his breath.


“O.K., then, prepare to die!” Greg barked, brandishing the howitzer.


“No, alright, alright, you win,” the Emperor chirped, taking off his jeweled crown in a display of submission.  “You win the war, there is no distinction between a scallop and a bivalve.  There’s no distinction between a scallop and a bivalve.  You win, you win, just please don’t kill us.”


Greg smiled and put down the howitzer.


Marty and Harry threw their fists into the air in delight.


Mister Fantastic and General Nothing looked at each other with great relief.


The monist squid, who had happened by the entrance to the Palace as the surrendering took place, smiled knowingly and happily at the Emperor’s admission, and then went on conducting his daily business.


Roofus suddenly felt chilly.  And he did not know why.
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