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“Yeah, Miss Ratched,” McMurphy would say. “Why?”


And God came down from the heavens and found some dog shit and from it he made Ms. Shingle.

“I am,” Ms. Shingle, the Enforcer of Almighty God, thought to herself as she threw a few imaginary punches and pinched at the far-away heads of her students through her fingers, “the Master of Disaster! The Colossus of Class, the Queen of Kick-Your-Ass, the Princess of Abscess, the Glitch in the Matrix and--”

“I do not believe in that desk!!!” she shouted.  The desk burst into flame and vanished.  

“Oh Ms. Shingle you are way too cool for me,” a nondescript girl in the class sucked up.

“Aha, ha, haa,” Ms. Shingle gurgled appreciatively.

Her eyes flicked backwards into her skull—as they were disturbingly often wont to do—and swiveled across the room.

“I do not believe in Artist’s Smudge!!!”

Philo twitched unconsciously.  “You what?”

Her wormlike-tongue respelled things for him: “Artist’s Easel won’t work unless you paint something!  Why haven’t you painted anything?”

“I can’t think of anything to paint.”


“I told you I don’t believe in any such thing!” Shingle snapped.  Desks started blasting off all across the room.  Suns collided in the distance.  Little dragons of electricity crackled out along telephone lines and screamed tinnily, bursting transformers like melons.  Puppies blipped out of existence; Flowers dropped dead.

“I’m good,” Shingle thought.  “Damn good.”

“Now go out there and paint something!  And I never,” she shivered, sending little rolls of fat blubbering like dominoes down her chins, “Ever, want to hear of you on the Internet again.”

“I wasn’t on the Internet.”

“Oh, yes you were young man! I know you were.”

“I wasn’t.”

“Now Philo, Artist’s Easel isn’t going to work unless you paint anything.  It doesn’t take much to get an A in this class—” she stopped here to read nonexistent expressions of studious worries about grades— “oh no, you don’t—but you do have to try.  And you’re not trying, Philo.  Not nearly hard enough.”


Philo felt like knocking the sap out of his ears, but instead looked at Ms. Shingle thoughtfully.

“You just changed the subject,” Philo observed.

“No.  Don’t give me that.  Artist’s Easel isn’t going to work unless you paint anything.”

“Nothing you say has any relation to what I’m saying.  You’re just saying the same thing over and over after waiting for me to speak,” Philo shouted angrily.

“All I ask is that you try, but you’re not trying hard enough.  I just want you to try.”

“Why do you keep doing that??”  Philo screamed.

He sat down and started to paint.


At the end of the day Ms. Shingle collected her things and locked the door to her little Narnia.  “My little Narnia,” she said softly and happily to herself, and thought of cute animals that she could squelch and poach and bludgeon.


Shingle walked down the halls.  She passed the door in the middle of the hall, and hastily flipped up the collar to her jacket.  A cold wind shivered down the hallway, and Shingle doggedly bent forward into it.


Slowly, at the other end of the hall—the one she was walking towards—the lights began to dim.  Ms. Shingle stopped, her eyebrows twitching expectantly.  She huddled into herself and suddenly looked very small.


The wind was moving faster now.  It hissed broodingly and curled up off of the tiles, spearing out towards the doors.  Ms. Shingle watched with mounting terror as doorknobs squealed in turning and wrenched the doors shut.


The lights—Click.  Bulging eyes darted to the end of the hall, to the open door at the end of the hall, to the insanely flickering, spitting fluorescent light above it.  The light was detached from the ceiling, hanging on gory, glowing purple electric veins.  Tufts of insulation, ripped from gaping man-made ceiling bowels, flipped in, out in the gale.


Shrieking—the light was shrieking—“God, stop the shrieking!” Ms. Shingle’s voice leaping out of writhing chattering teeth and hacked into fragments that swirled in gaunt fragments around her—“the shrieking, GOD the SHRIEKING!”


The lights—Click—were out.


Buzzing skittered out along the floor like a swarm of insects and spread out to the walls.  Ms. Shingle heard gleaming legs clacking, slimy yawning mandibles, twitching—the cracks in the walls!


Humming.  It was humming.  Her ears rang; over that, humming.  Ms. Shingle walked.  The wind, the billion insects—of sound!—wrapped themselves around her and dragged her legs to the one open, waiting door.


Humming.  Ms. Shingle gazed upon a computer screen, and upon that computer screen was—Ms. Shingle screamed and turned and ran—It was the Internet.

“What is the Internet, mommy?” a little girl asked as she passed a poster along the street.

“Hush, hush, dear,” the mother said and scooted her child away.

“Hi everybody, I’m Bill,” Bill said as he timidly stood in front of his Horror-Stories-Of-The-Web Anonymous group.

“Hiiiii Billllll.”

“Ha,” Bill said, happy to be recognized at last.  “Yep, I’m Bill and I just wanted to share that the Internet ate my dog.”

“Aww no!”

“That’s awful Bill.”

“So sad.  Sorry, Bill.”

“Gosh.”

“Oh gee.”

“Elmo, no!!!” Snuffle-u-fugus shouted, but it was too late: the Internet had got him.

“…Goodbye kids!  And remember, today’s Letter of the Day is ‘D’ for ‘Don’t go near the Internet, or Really Awful Things will happen to you!”


What sort of Really Awful, Horrible, Transmogrifying, Catastrophic, Oh-just-really-bad things, Ms. Shingle apparently didn’t know, but she knew that brat Philo had been on the Internet.  “I know I know, I know he knows, I know he knows I know, and I know I know better than to let him know that I know he knows,” she thought viciously, and cackled very loudly.

“Oh! Hello Mr. Appleseed!  I was just locking up!” she said sweetly.

Mr. Appleseed threw up in his mouth.

“Have you brought anything for me today, Philo?” Ms. Shingle purred.

“Why yes, Miz Shingle.”  Philo stepped aside to show the frame to her.

“Oh good, well I hope that I can impose my spurious professional critique on it sufficiently for you, Mr. Philo.”

“Like lard on a peanut butter and jelly sandwich, Miz Shingle.”

Ms. Shingle’s eyes popped out of her head.  “Philo, what have you done???”
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“What is this???”

“It’s the Internet, Ms. Shingle!  Look!   Look at it!”

Ms. Shingle screamed.  Her screamed died away into the shocked silence of the rest of the class.  Then Ms. Shingle began to think.  Little rusted gears groaned and squealed and muttered quite audibly as Ms. Shingle’s brain slapped itself awake.  Meanwhile, Ms. Shingle’s face had other plans and had assumed a look of complete and utter stupefaction.

“Then this means that you were on the Internet!” she shouted triumphantly.

“No, Ms. Shingle.”

“You were!  No petty denials can change what I know!  And I know you know!”

“Ms. Shingle, the Internet is symbolic of your meanness and willingness to assume that I went on the Internet.  Also, the painting is symbolic of your, along with the county’s, love of bludgeoning a powerful resource.  And, just to show you how powerful the Internet is, Ms. Shingle, take notice of this fact: I searched for only two words, and got back  241,000results.”

Ms. Shingle was silent for a moment.

“And what is this writer’s block?”

“Oh,” Philo said wickedly, “Just something I made up.”
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