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1 As of the time of publication, Barney Blimp owed $438,658 to a collections agency employed by 
20th Century Fox Television after he repeatedly ignored warnings to cease his incessant and illegal re-
torrenting of the entire 11 seasons of the M*A*S*H* series in multiple digital video formats 
throughout a span of nearly 10 years, beginning with his first reliable internet connection in 1996. 
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2 Craig Footloaf, a 32-year-old man of fair Irishness with dense biceps attached in an unfortunate 
bottleneck to gangly, narrow shoulders and imbalanced legs, which made him top-heavy and terrible 
at most anything. He found himself obsessed with his own fitness, but failed to make any progress 
due to the rampant gullibility of his investments in local bullshit wellness schemes. He loved nothing 
more than watching curling on television, and talked about it constantly. To his distress, the only 
friends he has ever made have all universally turned out to be tennis enthusiasts. Such was the 
ludicrousness of the phenomena’s absoluteness that he was tirelessly suspicious of everyone he met 
in a social context. Since his adolescence – when both of his parents suddenly and inexplicably took 
up going to the court – the tennis menace had followed the poor fellow everywhere he went. Even 
after 18 months of cohabitation, he would still occasionally fret, unable to sleep over the possibility 
that Barney Blimp was actually watching matches in his room with headphones on through those 
late nights. His inability to comprehend aviation (which was, mind you, not at all unreasonable) was 
in large part to blame. His "tennis curse" had become the entire extent of his conversation when he 
was intoxicated, which amused his tyrannical tennis friends to no end. 
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3 It was nearing ten minutes and forty-two seconds ahead, despite the perceived superiority of the 
accuracy of digital timekeeping in contemporary culture. In reality, the circuit responsible for 
keeping time in the stove cost less than eighteen cents to produce, and would gain a second every 
ninety-two days – which, it should be said, would have been sinful for even a mid-range mechanical 
wristwatch in the last century – because at the time of Blimp and Footloaf’s stove’s manufacture, 
two General Electric Quality Assurance Specialists were of German ancestry, and well-aware of the 
decline in the general public’s knowledge of the grand tradition of timekeeping in the most bigoted, 
condescending, hateful, German sense. 
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4 Edgar Gout – 39, with a very un-Coloradolike beer gut and a single, hastily-penned Florida State 
fraternity tattoo on his right shoulder that had miraculously managed to erode into an illegible mess 
in less than two decades – cared about absolutely nothing in life except his home entertainment 
system, yet managed to know less than the average ten-year-old about TV and film. At any given 
time, he was the tackiest individual in all of downtown Denver – a hallmark unfortunately left 
officially unrecognized. 
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5 Neither the abstraction nor the term “existence” had maintained a place in Barney’s vocabulary 
since high school. 
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6 Specifically, a 1988 recording featuring an extremely passionate, quite nationalistic vocal performance 
by Edmund Barham, accompanied by the Leeds Festival Chorus & English String Orchestra that is 
overly-syndicated as the goto choice for historical dramas and documentaries needing to elicit that 
Old Bristol cliché, including the Estates of the Dying Aristocracy program which had played at 3:30AM on 
the Travel Channel, two night nights prior in the living room, where Craig had fallen asleep in front 
of the television. 
7 The sincere answer involves the camaraderie among the corporate, slaving millions and what 
science now agrees upon to be the reason why human beings complain and seek idle diversions – 
they’re an arguably harmless outlet for all the angst caused by fluorescent light (and many other 
working things, of course,) that actually works, somewhat. 
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8 Stolen from the Hohenberg family library in Northern Illinois in Theodore’s adolescence – a crime 
for which he had yet to be convicted. The fore and end pages were plentiful and had been used – as 
was tradition for many old German families – as a neue-Chronicles to maintain a record of 
genealogy through births, deaths, etc. Pith had found it particularly edgy and blasphemous to simply 
continue his own intermittent diary on the ancient pages following. It’d been a good while since he 
found this practice entertaining, however – his equivalent adulthood purpose for the volume was a 
surface for cutting drugs. 
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9 In a maniacal frenzy in late-2015, Pith had purchased eight struggling little newsrooms in various 
states of neglect: The Lupus Ledger, The Columbus (Alabama) Chronicle, The Cadence, Maryville, and Elk 
Mountain Times, The Kaycee Daily, The Lyman Register, and The Superior Sun. One of his favorite pastimes 
was drafting & mailing one or two of them an occasional brutally, obviously-plagiarius op-ed under 
an assumed (and utterly ridiculous) name, before separately demanding through the bureaucracy that 
they be published in order to launch the staff into an editorial, ethically-trying nightmare. If they 
gave in, he won the game – if not, they’d be (sometimes literally) backslapped and congratulated to 
no end. 
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10 Were Peter to act on this fantasy, Ingrid would have agreed to leave everything ninety-two minutes 
into his argument, but – ironically – the couple would’ve been pulled over ninety-two miles into 
their Northbound trip by a rare Wyoming State Trooper named Dennis Churd for doing ninety-two 
miles per hour, who would discover in running his license number that Peter was not legally allowed 
to drive in the State of Wyoming because of an accident with a Cheyenne school bus on a trip to see 
his college girlfriend before he thought he could afford auto insurance in 1992. He hadn’t shown up 
for his court date, but a rainstorm had crept into the far-Southern Wyoming sky in the wait, and 
booking the two would’ve meant missing The Big Game on his home television – scheduled in 
ninety-two minutes – for Dennis, so he would have briefly scolded them, making them well-aware 
of what he could do with Peter for driving twelve miles an hour over the speed limit on a suspended 
license (but certainly not of why he didn’t intend to) before doing nothing but suggest that they slow 
down. This would’ve further encouraged Peter’s faith in his stock of Driving Karma, which would 
nevertheless fail to provide any more confidence in his immunity for the rest of the trip, traveled 
firmly at or below the speed limit. 
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̶ ͜ ̷ ̀ ̴ ͜ ̴ ͠ ͡ ̀ ̡ ̧ ͢ ͝ ̀ ̢ ͘ ̛ ̴ ͏

͡ ͞ ̡ ҉ ̶ ̷ ̴ ̛ ̡ ͏ ҉ ̷ ̛ ͜ ͡ ́ ҉ ̢ ̧ ̵ ̢ ̕ ͢ ͟ ͘ ͝ ͞ ͠ ̴

̡ ͜ ̢ ͜ ͏ ̸ ̛ ͟ ̀ ̕ ͟ ͞ ͘ ̕ ͝ ̨ ͏ ̧ ́ ҉ ̴ ͜ ̷
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̸ ̛ ͏ ̸ ͟ ̴ ̶ ̷ ̷ ̸ ͢ ͜ ́ ͠ ̴ ͢ ́ ̴
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11 The disc contained the installation drivers for an Intel CS-630 “Pocket PC Camera,” which Blimp 
had mistakenly torrented instead of Seasons 4-6 of M*A*S*H*, eight months prior. As such, the 
label incorrectly read “Season 4.” 
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12 Part of Madge Teeth’s job – as the last remaining unofficial minder of the state of the office 
environment – was to maintain a small selection of bi- and triweekly business magazines for a long 
nonexistent visitorship to browse while waiting for an audience with management. Of course, due to 
the nonexistence of it all, the actual selection – once populated with the most current copies of 
Wired, Inc., Fast Company, The Harvard Business Review, etc. – had grown quite dated, and would have – 
were it not for the building’s stellar industrial HEPA-grade air-filtration system – surely acquired a 
healthy topping of dust. 
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13 The genealogy of Mr. Built is not particularly relevant, but for the sake of thoroughness, it could 
be summed as “overwhelmingly Liverpool.” 
14 The design of the Denver Fire Department logo is not particularly relevant, but for the sake of 
thoroughness, it could be summed as almost deliberately confusing. The acronym F-D-D clearly 
proved a difficult one to aggrandize and brand as the result looks more or less like someone large (a 
fireman, perhaps) had smashed a harp over the medieval initials “F||D” before wrapping and 
shucking its strings around the whole bit to make the vandalism as menacing as possible. 
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15 Were it a more reasonably celebrated trade – or the competition more tangibly quantifiable – 
Betty-Anne Blimp’s local title of Fastest Librarian Who Ever Lived would’ve brought her certain global 
infamy. 
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16 An ancient debate within academics of too many sorts which is still too often explored in proximal 
relevance to child-rearing and diluted ponderings on general crime amongst purposely easy-to-digest 
media. If the reader has so far escaped the discourse, they should henceforth feel advised to avoid it 
in the most reasonable self-interest, especially the conceivable temptation to wade in for the sake of 
understanding a small town in Eastern Colorado. 
17 Perhaps the most succinct assessment of said insistencies’ effects can allegedly (and ironically) be 
found in the general target demographic notes of an unnamed Big Tobacco Company: “less-
educated, with nothing to look forward to.” 



Blue/Blimp’s Burden/61 
 



Blue/Blimp’s Burden/62 
 

 
18 Lazarus Leeds would go on to become a highly-decorated expert inspector for the Colorado 
Department of Labor and Employment’s Division of Oil and Public Safety’s Weights and Measures 
Division – as per the recommendation of rookie gas station Lorde Barry Blimp – but would lose his 
job and his position in more and more circumspect cycles throughout his life to an extremely nasty, 
unfortunately-incurable Tupperware-buying addiction. 
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19 Without great reasoning effort, one would surmise that Libel, himself, was probably the singular 
culprit in driving who was – I’m sure – a reasonable and professional educator to suddenly take up 
such a self-abusive practice. The precise side-effects of consuming petroleum orally are not 
particularly relevant, but for the sake of thoroughness: it generally causes one to vomit 
uncontrollably for several hours – not from the liquid, itself (for an even minimally functional 
human body will perform many beautifully intricate methods of expulsion,) but from the 
inescapable, overwhelming odor. 
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20 It should be noted that Liam Libel was wholly, thoroughly, obviously, unquestionably white. 
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21 Specifically, from the slightly-altered chorus of a 1976 cover by Mannfred Mann’s Earth Band of 
Bruce Springsteen’s 1972 original that found significantly more success – reaching number 1 on 
Billboard’s “Hot 100” in the U.S. 
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22 The old white mansion had been the first “investment” of Theodore’s fortune, five years before. 
The Folger House, as it was originally named, was built in the 1860s as the summer home of Fudley 
Folger – the esteemed Chicago surgeon – and sold to the State in 1959 to be lightly renovated into a 
historical monument and keystone of Lake Geneva tourism. Unofficially, it was Wisconsin’s second 
most haunted location: it was said that the ghost of old Fudley’s illegitimate son could be heard 
wailing from the attic rooms and occasionally seen from outside wandering around behind their 
half-circular floor windows in his demonically white nighty. According to Pith, he had not only 
acquired the house for its beautiful grounds and proximity to his favorite lake, but also for the 
company of the spirit, insisting that “a ghost is nothing but another potential customer.” How, 
exactly, he had wrangled the private purchase of such a property was known only to him and a 
Senator or two, but his decision to legally rechristen it The Nice, Big Estate brought substantial 
upheaval upon him from civically-active locals, to his unending amusement. 
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23 The first butler The Nice, Big Estate saw in the modern era as it was again repurposed to be a private 
residence after 50 years of public tours was a well-traveled and spirited veteran of the Royal British 
Army Special Forces and thus relatively equipped with the staunch resilience and discipline one 
needed to willingly endure the bizarre, often childish, and occasionally dangerous requirements of 
Theodore Pith’s employment for a number of years, until he discovered in early 2015 that he and 
two of the cooking staff under his management had been subjected to hypnosis as per their Master’s 
direction when he (unsuccessfully) challenged a visiting celebrity hypnotist out of the suggestion that 
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the entire practice was nothing but a complex farce. To the discomfort of all involved, it was not 
until several months after the fellow’s stay that Pith inadvertently induced a simultaneous standing 
sleep state in all three (apparently still bewitched) house employees after uttering the trigger phrase 
by-golly, what if flat-Earthers are actually right, chemtrails are real, and 9/11 truthers have been telling the real truth 
this whole time within earshot. Naturally – after most of an afternoon spent standing stiffly upright, 
unmoving as Theodore tracked down the offending figure – the very sore, embarrassed, offended, 
and terrified three quit on the spot, as did their replacements – including four new graduates of the 
highly-esteemed International Academy of Service straight from Copenhagen, who collectively resigned 
after just half a week spent under Pith and all abandoned entirely the profession to which they had 
just dedicated two entire years of their lives, according to rumor. 
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24 The specifics of Walworth County Health Codes are not particularly relevant, but it should be 
noted that the designated employee smoking area was over 10 times further from the closest 
customer entrance than was required (12.6 feet.) 
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25 The Four-Oaks Nature Observatory was – by any reasonable observation – nothing more than a 
large parking lot where a grand, fantastical forest had stood just a few years before, inevitably leading 
visitors or passers-by with any remaining cognitive function to reflect, briefly, on the true complexity 
of the definitions of “nature” and “observation,” respectively. 
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26 So metallic is the Academy’s campus that it was for a time jestingly referred to as “Aluminum U” 
by students and faculty of Annapolis and Westpoint. 
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27 Both had refrained from wearing their sunglasses in a mutually unconscious sense of how tacky it 
would be for tourists to wear aviators in the Cadet Area. 
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28 Lilith Tharp is the one human being ever to walk the Earth who can refer to Theodore Pith as 
“T,” “P,” or occasionally even “TP,” without incurring his terrible wrath in the form of some 
horrific public embarrassment. 
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29 The life experiences of the Yellowleaf Group employee who’s managerial assignment included the 
Baker St. building would not be regarded as particularly relevant by Lily Tharp, but for the sake of 
thoroughness, it should be noted that he had been receiving extremely ominous automated calls for 
two straight days from his physician’s office because their telecom engineer had mistakenly deleted 
most of its automated script template. When he’d answered the calls, instead of hearing “Hello. This 
is an appointment reminder notice from the office of Doctor Edward Ngà…,” the voice greeted 
him only with “hello” before waiting in silence until he disconnected. 
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iENDNOTES 

  
In fact – from the perspective of a reader in possession of any sanity whatsoever – what Lather had 
written had nothing even remotely to do with what he could have observed, possibly due to the 
amount of cocaine, Adderall, and Laudanum he had consumed over his past fifty hours with Pith. It 
was, in its entirety, as follows: 
 

first thing; 
 
first go 

 
Sealed over the windows 

 
(I'd prefer a lamp to the sun) 
 
[There was a crude doodle of an old door with a brass, vaguely big cat-looking knocker, here.] 
 
The family gave me a property from the onset, cleared it as best they could, and were always 
keen to lend a hand in the construction of my house. Kind of them, I'm sure. But there were a 
few mishappers within the idea. 
 
They bolted a Victrola to the Southeast corner of the foundation, for my comfort. They are very 
common in this part of the world, and most are equipped with some volume of a spoken text. 
Before everything arrived, of course, I slept out there in the open. But it was in a superb locale, 
and what rain fell did not perturb me. 
 
For the sake of the gift, I listened, but the words were not of the Earth, and they were not 
comforting. Cast away your borders, the Victrola said. Do not dwell on what you see, for it is not your 
concern. 
 
Do not lock your door, for it should remain open, lest you suffocate. 
 
And it continued on like this. I could not bring myself to destroy it, for it felt ungrateful of the 
whole property. But its words chafed me, and their design, I knew, was not suitable for my 
house. 
The air, unfiltered, deposited all manner of pollen in me and I sneezed. If I don't shut the door, I 
really will suffocate! 
 
I became familiar with locks. 
 
I decided I would build enough to obscure the sight of the thing from the road, and then 

 
Lenny was in his third month of an assigned year shadowing Pith, by his request – if only to 
determine “how the fuck” (a quote from the Wretched Economist’s Editor-in-Chief) his behavior didn’t 
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immediately bankrupt every enterprise with his name on it. After a huge, controversial blunder in 
Lather’s profile of Facebook’s founder, Mark Zuckerberg, nine months before, he’d pitched this 
assignment to his editors – sans-expense account – because all involved parties assumed that any 
possible story he could obtain would be 1) impossible to screw up and 2) amusing to an extent that 
it would be hard to make it appropriate for such a dry, respected business journal, which – it turns 
out – was exactly what the new leadership from their publisher suggested was needed to draw in a 
younger audience for the coming decade. Unfortunately, he hadn’t been much of a reporter since 
9/11, and his mind was being rapidly fried by his tastes for Victorian-era recreational substances – as 
evidenced by his nonsensical, steno-bound prose. 
 
 

iiENDNOTES 
 
Included in the soaked mass of paperwork was a copy of a misogynistic memo Built had tried 
repeatedly to circulate with little acknowledgement or response since the previous Fall entitled 
“MapQuest’s Ideological Echo Chamber.” Included here is a brief snippet from the 11-page 
document: 
 
Reply to public response and misrepresentation 

I value diversity and inclusion, am not denying that sexism exists, and don’t endorse using 
stereotypes. When addressing the gap in representation in the population, we need to look at 
population level differences in distributions. If we can't have an honest discussion about this, then 
we can never truly solve the problem. 
Psychological safety is built on mutual respect and acceptance, but unfortunately our culture of 
shaming and misrepresentation is disrespectful and unaccepting of anyone outside its echo chamber. 
Despite what the public response seems to have been, I've gotten many personal messages from 
fellow MapQuesters expressing their gratitude for bringing up these very important issues which 
they agree with but would never have the courage to say or defend because of our shaming culture 
and the possibility of being fired. This needs to change. 
 
Background 

People generally have good intentions, but we all have biases which are invisible to us. Thankfully, 
open and honest discussion with those who disagree can highlight our blind spots and help us grow, 
which is why I wrote this document. MapQuest has several biases and honest discussion about these 
biases is being silenced by the dominant ideology. What follows is by no means the complete story, 
but it’s a perspective that desperately needs to be told at MapQuest… 

 
 

iiiENDNOTES 
 
One of such clippings from the October 13th, 2015 edition of The Superior Sun is reprinted below in 
its entirety. 
 

“Percy Hole, Editor at The Sun, Dies Pursuing Rock Springs Story” 

By Percy Hole 

 
ROCK SPRINGS, WY - Percy Hole, who in his seven years at The Sun contributed in no small part 
to its resolute commitment to the Superior community throughout a key period of change and 
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transition, died nobly on Wednesday in Rock Springs while pursuing a story fraught with sensitive 
historical currents to which he had committed himself for the better part of the past year. He was 
29. 
 
Stuart Stud, the Editor-in-Chief of The Sun, announced the death to the staff Thursday morning. 
Mr. Hole, who had moved to Superior after being scouted by the paper upon receiving his 
bachelor's degree in fly fishing from New York University, succumbed to a catastrophic failure of 
his liver after allegedly "consuming a far greater-than-recreational quantity" of alcohol during an 
informal interview with an auxiliary source, according to someone familiar with the matter within 
the Sweetwater County Coroner's Office. 
In title, Mr. Hole climbed quickly from Sports Editor to Executive Daily Editor, but colleagues cited 
several integral, unpaid roles beyond his official functions in the newsroom. 
 
"He was a real winner," said Hilary Hutch, who Hole had groomed personally to replace him as 
Sports Editor, "by far the sexist human being to grace this pokey office. An impossible talent. We 
were so lucky to be work alongside him for so long. There was no better wordsmith in the whole 
industry. He definitely deserved a huge raise. A true legend." 

 
His responsibilities as Executive Daily Editor included arranging the entirety of The Sun's print 
edition singlehandedly every morning, answering every staffer question with heroic brevity, 
captaining the paper's infallible ethical prestige, editing all copy with an eye matched by not a one of 
his contemporaries, lifting and carrying all materials and equipment over 150 lbs. along with the 
entirety of the office's championship-winning, regionally competitive basketball team as point guard. 
 
"I've never seen anyone move like that," said Ms. Hutch of her experiences playing on the team, "it 
was like he was some kind of super-evolved proto-human. We were really just baggage, mostly - 
decoration - but he was generous and humble about it. He never hogged the glory even though he 
almost always had every right to." 

 
Mr. Hole's colleagues also described his stellar performance and natural talent as generally 
unappreciated in bolstering The Sun's late entrance into digital publishing and web 2.0. 
 
"Pivot to video," said Mr. Stud. 
 
 

ivENDNOTES 
 

“MapQuest is changing guard, launching The Quest. Meet the new Owner and acting 
CEO.” 

By Theodore Pith 

 
March 12th, 2018 

08:30 AM PST 

 
Hello MapQuesters! 
 
On behalf of AOL, myself, Peter Built, friend and our new COO Lily Tharp, as well as those two 
good-for-nothing leaders who deserted this company and stole all off its leftover cash over the 
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weekend, I'd like to express my sincere gratitude for your continued reliance on MapQuest to help 
you get where you're going. I may only be beginning my second week on this side of the screen, but 
I've been using MapQuest directions my entire adult life! We have quite a bit in common already, 
then, and I can tell you that it's only thanks to invested users like yourselves that our jobs are made 
possible! 
 
As well as our thanks, you also have our undivided attention as MapQuest users, so I've launched 
this blog to 1) provide a better interface between us to make sure our intercommunication with you 
is as smooth as available resources allow and 2) build a better context on where and when we travel, 
and why we love the how of getting there! Before continuing, I am now remind you that The Quest is 
intended for mature readers only and note that you'll need to 1) create an account with us and 
surrender your date of birth or 2) pledged thrice that you are over the age of 21 each and every visit 
before you'll be allowed past the Stop Page when it goes live next week, after which you can be sure 
our team will be holding questionnaires, streaming video, and writing about the future of this new 
property and of MapQuest as a whole. 
 
Now, though, I'd just like to conclude this short update by telling you a bit more about myself. I 
grew up in Cincinnati with my father who races balloons professionally and never failed to 
encourage me to shoot for the clouds as a tot... except when the ceiling exceeded 14,000 feet, of course. 
I developed an obsession with civil infrastructure growing up - public transport, public works, urban 
development, etc. I spent my allowance for a whole year to become a lifetime member of the Ohio 
State Civic Historical, which was an amazing deal considering the Roundabouts of Ohio calendar I 
receive, free of charge, every year. Each one contains photographs of the same roundabouts taken 
from the same angle, corresponding with the same months, but - even after hanging them in my 
room through 20 editions, now, those roundabouts somehow manage to never disappoint.  
 
I was obsessed with trade journals on electronics hardware as a young man to such an extent that I 
dropped out of college (having done little to nothing academically for 5 semesters anyway, if I'm 
honest,) and formed the origins of the research company you know know as Ditto in the basement 
of my friend's grandparents' old house. And yes, the rumors are true... I did actually pay taxes for a 
few years under the registered business name Pither, LLC. We saw some very compelling stuff go 
through that place, and I will no doubt be proud of what we were able to accomplish in my nearly 
10 years there for the rest of my life, but a time eventually came when I needed to let my baby bird 
out of the nest. 
 
The decision to invest in MapQuest was a deeply sentimental one - I knew that no other buyer 
would be willing or able to take this name where it needs to be, and I am inexpressibly thrilled by the 
opportunity to take it there, especially with the help of such an ace team! Do subscribe to our feed 
because you'll be hearing from them right here, twice a week. 
 
Until next time! 
Theodore Pith 

Chief Executive Officer 
 


