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“Man, this morning I was in line at the
ATM, and there was this asshole in front
of me talking on his cellphone . . .”

the end

“and the fucker was talk-
ing all loud and shit
about some bullshit deal
or something . . .”

“. . . it was so obvious he was doing it
for our benefit, to sound all important. 
Then it's his turn, and it takes the
dumb bastard five minutes to notice
because he's too busy being a bigshot.”

“. . . I was all,
‘Excuse me, the machine's
free,’ but he just pre-
tended not to hear me.”

“And then he takes 10
fucking minutes just to
take out some goddamn cash
because he's yapping to
his asshole friend.”

“So then I was like,
‘He'll have to call you
back,’ and I shot him with
my missile-gun.”

“Really? You really shot
him with your missile-gun?”

“OK, no. I made that shit
up. But I really wanted
to.”

“I hate fucking cellphones”
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