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Dedication

T o my brother, Chris. When everyone is dreaming up vast uni-
verses, thank you for keeping us grounded by always thinking 

of the important things in life.



Author's Note

T his tale was inspired by a story written by my brother, Christo-
pher Oliver. His original story has sadly been ufshed away by 

the whooshing waters oc time. He wrote it in high sLhool within 
the span oc one night. ’etjs Ifst say that a writing assignment, paniL 
Lafsed by Chrisjs sofl mate, proLrastination, and Chrisjs wit Lreated 
a cfnny tale aboft the cftfre. …n wondercfl Christopher cashion, the 
Prst thing he thofght to write aboft wasET.k. qven more hysteriLal, 
fnbeWnownst to him, every stfdent that day wofld be re fired to 
openly read two pages oc their stories to the entire Llass. )hether oft 
oc Lfriosity cor his simple tale or to embarrass him, he was asWed to 
read his entire story. He did so with vigor and a nervofs smile. … have 
Lherished this memory sinLe he shared it with me many years ago. * * *





Courageous 
Justicnatio�

YEAR: 2099

            It was a day like any other. I woke suddenly from a blissful 
night’s sleep, rolling out of bed. And by rolling, I mean jettisoned 

by my mattress onto the voor. A reMerse Wurphy bed. Wore like a 
Wurphy’s law bed. Uith my bladder jostled and my mind rattled, 
it was time for my morning Misit to the bathroom. Spon arriMal, I 
assumed the position. ctanding at attention, I performed my duty by 
“rst Dommanding the smart toilet to sing me the song of my people, 
Q”anDing -ueen.B I know, it is Mery oldTfashioned. Oe impressed. I 
stood there until I triDkled dry. ?he tune masks the sound of me 
making water. NnDe empty, I politely waited for the song to “nish. 
?eDhnology has feelings, too, you knowL xo need to be rude. After 
giMing 'ou, my toilet, a standing oMation, I thanked it profusely. Oeing 
appreDiatiMe of those who take your Drap is Mital to a happy home. 
Oefore e!iting, 'ou kindly informed me that an item was out of stoDk.

It looks like itGs time to go shopping. UaitCL Ro outL I know what 
you may be thinking. Yan’t you just Dommand your robot butler to 
haMe a drone drop oV items at your front doorL Nr eMen better, the 
teleportation deMiDe Dan blink it to you in an instantC co why would 
you eMer think of going out into the real world when you Dould simply 
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order all the best things online without eMer leaMing your bedroomL 
Rreat zuestionC 

2ou see, what I’m buying today must be bought in personC xot 
only is this item rare, but highly DoMeted. xot to mention, federally 
regulated and sought after by those who admire the days of old. xo 
one these days is willing to take on the liability of transporting suDh an 
inMaluable Dommodity. 2ou see, at the beginning of the FPFP pandemT
iD, people beDame temporarily insane when e!posed to this produDt. 
Hlying oV shelMes at the slightest whisper of its disappearanDe turned 
eMen the sanest of folks frantiD. cDientists theori5ed that its surfaDe 
was laDed with a Dalming drug only seen in plaDes like the wild and 
forgotten Ama5onian rainforest. Able to soothe beings like Dartoon 
bears, babies, or rowdy Delebrities alike. 

3eople stoDkpiled it like food or mediDineC @oarding it like gold 
for a dragon. As if it would shield them from the OlaDk ”eath itselfC 
xot surprisingly, oMer time, we humans found ways of not needing 
this Dommodity. Oy today’s standards, it’s Donsidered an antizue. A 
historiDal artifaDt. Nthers would say, obsolete. Uasteful eMen. xot me. 
xo, sirs or madams. I am a preserMer of history. A hero eMen. A saMior 
of the past. 'ike those who protested the tearing down of libraries in 
FPAA. xot dissimilar to animal rights aDtiMists opposing Druel e!periT
ments. WakeTup on pigsL @ow terrible. Also, it’s a waste of potential 
baDon. If you want a pig to test on, just Misit any buVet and apply your 
DosmetiDs for free to one of those porkers using a funnel to Donsume 
fried shrimp. 

co, what is this item that is so highly DoMeted that I would risk life, 
limb, and Rod forbid soDial interaDtion with aDtual liMe humans forL 
Uell, I’ll giMe you a hint. It belongs in bathrooms, and it Domes on 
a Dardboard tube. Oefore you say anything with your harsh words or 
e!DessiMe dramatiD eye blinking, I feel the need to Dourageously justify 
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myself and this UNx”0ETproduDt. 2ou and the rest of the world 
may use fanDy toilets Dalled bidets, more like biTdon’ts, to do your 
rump Dleaning. I prefer the triedTandTtrue method. Yall me oldTfashT
ioned, but I belieMe one should take Dare of Dleansing the ol’ booty hole 
with the saDri“Ded bodies of hundredTyearTold trees ground down, 
softened, and rolled up into the MelMety Dleaning item known as toilet 
paper.



John Latrine

                Departing quickly with the assistance of my super-nifty 
jetpack, I Tew across the city like zarAan swinging through the 

sprawling .frican junglesW bearing nothing dut a dathrode anS socks, 
my HunSay destW vappily Tashing the walkers delow, with Nine on 
SisplayW Yot on purpose, of courseW ’et another risk of leaNing one?s 
adoSeW zhe worlS is truly terrifyingW boulSn?t you agreeP Olease SoW 
I?m Sesperate for human NaliSationW

.nyway, I lanSeS with the grace of an xlympic gymnast arriNing 
at my local supermarketW zhis grocery store is memders only, con-
Neniently nestleS snugly in the clouSs, positioneS on leNitating plat-
formsW ImmeSiately, I hanSeS my jet pack to the tu6eSoeS gentlemanW 
bhere, in kinS, the Nalet whoosheS away like zony Htark, dut not 
defore hanSing me a numdereS ticket, 9FW GiggityW I waltAeS through 
the wiSe automatic Soors to de greeteS dy an .I Noice who welcomeS 
me dy name, anS dlasting warm air up my rode, doth sanitiAing anS 
titillating meW Yo time for those kinSs of thoughtsW Oressure was de-
ginning to mountW  

           Yow to the acquisition of the aforementioneS poo poo paperW 
Cirst, one must take a long walk into the dowels of the storeW Mlenching 
a dit, I waSSleS gracefully to the o“ce supply aisleW Jore speciLcally, 
the paper sectionW zoSSling carefully to the shelf, I leaneS up to the 
metal eSge anS whispereS, ”5ohn BatrineWR . silent moment passeS, 
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as SiS a dutt durp, followeS dy the sounS of an airlock releasingW zhe 
hiSSen Soor dehinS the shelf sliS open, anS defore I coulS release 
another aerosol turS plume, I was inW 

”belcome to the zeeOeasy,R greeteS another Selicate .I NoiceW
bith my lower intestinal intensity rising, I saiS, ”Direct me to theR 

I pauseSW Jy eyes shifteS wilSly, anS I saiS Siscretely, ”Ooop papyrusWR
”I So not unSerstanSW Olease try again,R saiS the automateS NoiceW
Hhifting like an awkwarS chilS Soing the potty Sance, I saiS, ”’ou 

knowP Mrap canNasWR
”I So not unSerstanSW Olease try againWR
”Vum foSSerWR
”zry againWR
”Boo paperWR
”zry againWR
”Vog rollsWR
”zry againWR
”zoot paperWR
”zry againWR
”!ump rollsWR
”zry againWR
”Hilky smooth shit sheetsWR
”zry againWR
”:6crement erasersWR
”zry againWR
”zooshie towelettesWR
”zry againWR
”Dung SeletersWR
”zry againWR
”Hquishy squashy wishy washy wiperooniesWR
”zry againWR



!’.Y JW xBI=:!9

”!ear-enS ruddish reSactorsWR
”zry againWR
”zhe potty paperworkWR
”zry againWR
”Vutt cleansing shrud sheets>R
”zry againWR
I e6haleS in frustration, ”I Son?t know what to sayW I?m running out 

of Siscrete ways to say toilet paperWR
zhen, with a click, an oNerheaS light illuminateS the shaSowy 

shelNeS room Sisplaying the Nery proSuct of my greatest SesiresW 
”OroceeS,R saiS the automateS NoiceW bhich, to de honest, sounSeS 

relieNeSW 5uSgy muchP
zhen, to aSS an e6tra layer of whippeS cream that was my emdar-

rassment sunSae, it seems that in my attempt to preserNe sneakiness, I 
haS accomplisheS the oppositeW .ttracting nosy attention from other 
e6clusiNe shoppers in the same secret roomW vow secret is this room, 
reallyP HheeshW

.t last, I arriNeSW In front of me stooS my priAe, the Soudle-wiSe, 
si6-foot-tall shelf Sisplaying the Nery thing my fart factory SeserNeS? 
zWO> I felt like InSiana 5ones after successfully naNigating doody traps, 
poisoneS-tippeS arrows, anS most of all, snakesW I?m not saying I 
was his equal in courage, dut I?m SeLnitely a close seconSW xnce my 
eyes acclimateS to the appropriate spotlight shining on the glistening 
plastic wrap dathroom tissue, I went to workW Yow the moment haS 
arriNeSW . real choice haS to de maSeW xne that woulS mean the 
Si@erence detween a clean posterior or the detrayal of all that is gooS 
anS humane in this worlSW xne-ply or twoP    



I Choose You

            What I held in my hands at that very moment were two packages 
of the utmost importance. Not to mention urgency. The constraint 

on the old colon continued to grow ever combative. However, of this 
selection, one would be the solution to my salvation, while the other 
would be cast aside for another’s bottom to serve. But which would I 
choose? One ply or two? 

On one hand, one-ply is more cost eCective. Joming in under the 
median price. I have money that needs saving. jet pack maintenance 
don’t come cheap, ya hear? While on the other side of the coin, two-ply 
would caress my rumpus hole with the care of a loving mother and 
the kiss of angels. However, the cost Mumped well over the average fee, 
running up my bill higher than an overeager pole vaulter. 

I stewed in analysis paralysis for what felt like hours of indecision. 
!oreover, one-ply could tear due to its thinner build. While two-ply 
could clog the toilet if overusedR Oh, the pain of overthinkingR Not 
only did my brain hurt, but my gurgling bowel began to grow an 
opinion of its own. !ake the decision, or I’d regret it. Fegardless of 
where I was. 

I Egured that I would risk facing more Mudgment by bringing both 
packages to the checkout counter. Qace-to-face with the clerk, who 
would be egging me on to choose. There, I would make THx deci-
sion of the morning. Nay, my dayR Yuickly eAiting the secret room, I 
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waddled, butt cheeks clenched, perspiration dripping from my brow. 
Them poop sweats are no Moke. 

Vrriving at the counter, I had to wait. Third in line. With the 
nagging sensation growing stronger within me, I perused the digital 
magaKines on the rack. Vnything to get my mind oC of impending 
doom. Headlines like, 23ardashians on ”Srd plastic surgery,9 and 
2Feality show, 4urvivor, now shooting “‘Pth season,9 distracted me 
as ol’ faithful grew closer and closer to eruption. !aybe more like 
3rakatoa? éJrap’atoa, perhaps? Things were getting dire, and I still 
needed to make a decision.    

           The clerk greeted me. I blinked. 4he looked at the two packages 
in my hand. I blinked some more. 2Vre you buying both of these, sir?9 
she asked.

           Jontorting my face like someone about to have an epileptic 
seiKure, I focused all my mental energy on this decision. 8ike a super-
computer, I imputed all the data I had about one and two-ply toilet 
paper, then I waited for the answer to pop into my head. Jhoosing 
between these two wildly similar bathroom tissues proved to be more 
challenging than choosing between the three starter GokAmon in the 
original gamesR Vt last, the answer appeared to me as if in a vision.

           2NoR9 I said way too loudly, startling the clerk, 2I choose 
two-plyR9. I choose you, indeed. Jomfort over cost. With a task so 
paramount, you needed a product with the durability and sensitivity 
of a good nurse to carry out a Mob as shitty as this. 4hitty, but vital to 
one’s survival. Vt last, I paid for my product, then shuBed, butt still 
clenched, picked up my Metpack, and Cew home. Vll along the way, 
worrying about unloading on those poor Metpackless folks below. Vs 
funny as it would be, I did not want to earn the reputation of someone 
who poo pooed the little people, like seagulls on a newly cleaned car. 
I wanted to preserve their innocence, and I’ll be honest, my pride. 
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Dratefully landing at home, I sprinted in the house like an eager 
emperor penguin, doing my best not to spread my legs too widely. 
One wrong move and I would be using the newly purchased toilet 
paper as paper towels. Fipping open the package with my Engers like 
a starving mountain lion, I pulled out the silky-smooth white round 
roll of salvation and darted into the bathroom. Watch out, world, and 
8ou, my toilet. Here I come. Now, if you’ll eAcuse me, I’m about to 
take this T.G. for a spin.  


