
Fini Noir Pizza

This wa s no ordinary pizza. A haif-price pizza lies glaring at me from its box. Temrptlng
disb. Especially if your stomach feels like the inside of an oie unwashed coffee mug that

-haon oo many cigarette butts in the bottom. And it's dark. My Stomach. So is the
pizza iWZtoo dark. Sbmehow, somnething tells me thtngS areWtt qulte what they shbuld'be
witb this pizza. 1 knew the minute 1 opened the lid, the mushrooms, the pepperoni, they
had a way ofmoving that kind of got your pul.se ging so thatyou wished you had
neyer heard of pizza before. The ight wasn't right. t revealed too much too soon. The
mystery was lots. This was no enigmatic pizza. Oh sure, it had once been mysterious
back when white picket fences were fun to swing on. But this pizza had seen too many
dark nights, too rnany vermin-filled. back alleys. It knew every angle of this armpit of a
city. 1 knew when 1 opened the box that 1 was looking a de4çJ pizza in the face. A
helpless victim o ci rcumstances;. I knew myseif that I would end a dead mick aiso -a 1
pursued this matter any further.

E 1 ate the Pizza anyways.
Sonmeone's following me.~~Sdayk
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