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Is this a sell-out?  Yes it is. Cash is a sell out.  Cash is a book, an attempt at being a sell out.  However, sometimes there is nothing wrong with being a sell out.  Give people what they want.  Which is a good product with a great price so economical.  Invent or Do or sell something useful.  People need.  Supply and demand.  That’s Economics. How difficult can it be? Even though I am the lousiest as the Sales person. Don’t buy it if you don’t like it that much.  They haggle.  They demand lower prices.  I tell them, I am asking for less than minimum wage for pain- stakingly working for these things overtime!  They ask again to lower the price.  I know I am the lousiest sales person.  More than once there occurred the lousiest sales pitch, It is a good product.  Not garbage, but garbage sells.  I told them again the same thing and I also added that I am so disappointed they don’t like to buy these things, not really. So I ended up saying, I am never speaking to you again!  As a sales person.  That’s such a pitiful sales pitch.  And this was an example of a woman getting emotion -al on the job.  That’s what I honestly say to people who seem reluctant to buy.  Even if it was a masterpiece.  They are reluctant to buy anything.  Even a great product some people have left behind.  I hope they have died and gone to heaven.  Not all of them.  I could tell some people have left some products behind that don’t work or are not good enough. Or their product information is weird.  Nothing but personal, from both men and women.  How promiscuous but rich they were.  They were rich enough to leave these things behind for people to buy their products with their own product  information that was personal and weird!  The things people left behind.  But people are reluc- tant to buy even great products.  Not even a masterpiece at somebody’s garage sale. They knew the great looking painting might be a masterpiece. Because anyone with eyes can see it really did look like the post impressionism or some great renaissance masterpiece, and how does it look so, so great?  This reminds me of a big garage sale.  A big apartment complex in Maryland back in the 1970’s.  A big rummage sale.  People had a sign in that big apartment complex, a little sign which said, “No Black People Allowed” hidden by the trees.  Somebody showed it to me when I moved there.  It was the cheapest apartment in Maryland.  A very big apartment complex. They really didn’t have a black person living there.  I told him this is so wrong.  They actually put up, I mean they hid it by the shrubs-like trees almost on the ground, a sign which said no black people allowed.  This isn’t right, I told them.  Getting very upset about it.  I told them, “I am surprised I could live here?”  They just said, You ain’t black. They made me feel so horrified.  They were worse than hostile.  But at the big apartment complex rummage sale they had tons of tables with people coming out of their apartments for their big yard sale.  And God knows nobody sees any- body again in their building.  A lifetime of living there in their apartments.  Nobody will see any- body ever again.  I just saw them once at the rummage, a big yard sale.  I mean garbage sale. Someone mentioned garbage sells.  At the big apartment complex yard sale.  Yeah, but not the broken dishes or burnt ash trays.  They weren’t going to sell anything that was in good condition.  They literally had garbage for sale.  They priced it at 50 cents or $1 or $2.  Some kid asked, “Why would anybody buy garbage?  Not even for 50 cents.”  Some old guy sitting there laughing said, “Somebody would.  You’d be surprised.  Because it’s only 50 cents or $1 0r $2.”  He said, People will buy it if it’s only a dollar. I know that’s true.  I knew garbage sells, but not literal -ly.  Some people got mad.  Looking at people’s garbage. But it sells if it’s a dollar.  I knew that.  Somebody already sold something.  But not if it’s literally garbage!  Somebody’s garbage.  There was no black person.  In that big apart- ment complex. They literally had a sign To Keep Out.  Jr. High School we went to was in a very good school district.  I moved so many times but I always lived in the best public school districts.  Everybody was an A & B student.  From all economic backgrounds.  They were kids who lived in acres of Ranch with swimming pools, millionaires in fact, and other rich people in Maryland, upper and middle class kids and the kids in low economic backgrounds who lived in inexpensive apartments. This makes a school, very good school.  With very high academic school performances from the kids.  There were several dozen black kids, a couple of dozen Hispanic students and several Asians were the minority students including myself. Some black kids were being bused to school.  Because they got kicked out of neighboring schools.  They had oppositional defiance disorder.  They kept ostracizing the other kids.  They got called to the principal’s office.  At our school we had the heritage day and also the career day.  Our Science teacher was a black woman.  Only one of 5 black teachers I ever had during my lifetime of earning 4 degrees.  For achievements in high- er education.  Yeah, some teachers confirmed it.  Their minds were a terrible thing to waste.  I remember heritage day. The rest of the kids, of course, were white.  Only several white kids had an American Indian in their family tree.  Also there were more than several Jewish kids or half Jewish. But lots of other kids didn’t know they were Jewish. Unless they told them. There was a kid who was half Jewish and Catholic. She wasn’t confused.  She read the old & the new testaments.  And there were white Americans who didn’t exactly know where their grand- parents or their great grandparents were from.  They knew they were white Americans.  But they didn’t think they were all English, or Irish, German or Dutch descendants exactly.  Most of them never heard of their own grandparents.  It was like that on Heritage Day.  Also at our Jr. High School, there was a Sports Competition day.  It was supposed to be a day of having the pleasures of having a real field day.  The competition of sports components.  Sports features. Who is going to kick the ball farthest, who is going to run the fastest.  In different distances.  Who is going to throw the ball far- thest.  There were also baseball, swimming, soccer and basketball features.  Like the practice of making a goal but by yourself.  For points.  For the top 3 scores.  Baseball, hitting the ball with the baseball bat for home runs or throwing the ball for strike outs and basketball.  Making the hoops by yourself.  I used to say making the points or basketball goals.  I forgot what the competition was for football by your- self.  It was making goals by yourself with a goalie by the soccer goal post.  I think.  So they needed a goalie.  There was swimming for who can swim fastest.  And diving.  It was a Gym Meet.  Our Annual Field Day.  Not the field trip.  The school made announcements of winners and gave out little paper certificates- like awards when all the winning scores were ranked.  1/2 of the boys in school won something because they had one of the same top 3 scores.  The best 3 scores won in each competition.  All of them.  It really was their field day.  But the same kids won more times than any other kids.  They really were very competitive and they were little Jr. High School athletes. The other 1/2 of the boys didn’t win anything.  And most of the girls didn’t win anything. The same girls won at every comp- etition. They were little girls who were athletes compared to other girls.  I won 3rd place for who kicked the ball farthest.  That was all.  1/2 of the school was so happy and the other 1/2 was so miserable.  All the girls just liked walking around on the Annual Field Day.  No classes.  They are not good in sports, in any sport act- ivity.  Only the same several girls were athletic and competitive compared to all other girls and these several girls won in all competitions. They scored the top 3 scores in every event. The rest of us were klutz.  I just won at kicking the ball farthest at 3rd place.  In so many meters.  How difficult must that be?  I know that’s true, but we just are not good at sports.  Not even bowl- ing.  I can’t even run.  It was just me and the other girl who won something.  We were just lucky.  I am not even competitive.  So miserable at that age but that was ridiculous.  I was so depressed and so miserable about winning 3rd place.  Because it was even very depressing to walk around on the Annual Field Day.  And I didn’t win at anything but who kicked the ball farthest in 3rd place.  Miserable all day.  And after.  The other girl who won something was so happy about it at least. 1/2 of the boys were so happy.  I almost know the misery of the other 1/2 of the boys who didn’t win anything.  They utterly knew the displeasures of losing and the misery of not winning anything at the Annual Field Day.  The sheer agony of the defeats.  The sheer agony of their feets.  

However, I even knew for myself like most of the boys know, how sports make you very hap- py.  It was the happiest moment in anybody’s life.  Playing sports.  Playing badminton or pad- dle ball. Or playing soccer scoring 1 goal of your lifetime for all the eternity.  I know it was just 1 goal but I remember the utter happiness for an eternity.  And there was also Career Day.  I didn’t know I would be jinxed as an adult.  With employment.  Have absolutely no luck finding employment ever again.  I don’t know why?  I never got paid much.  Just like the way I want- ed.  Money doesn't matter.  Why can’t I work there?  Doing the complete work of God?  It’s in the Bible. Yeah, right, people shouldn’t live like that so ruthlessly living to make lots of money in the United States of America in the land of opportunity.  Yeah, right, you admired people who immigrated to America with just $5 in their pocket and made small fortunes for themselves so honestly.  I really do!  I didn’t know that on our Career Day we were supposed to think about how much money we would make.  When we grew up.  You have to make a lot of money if you are going to have kids.  What is your dream job?  To play football professionally making millions of dollars a year and get all the women. Be serious!  You must think about career choices seriously.  It’s very important. Someday. I will think about it and pursue it seriously.  I will live forever.  But all I did on our Career Day was make a list of careers I always will be interested in.  Even though some dreams will never come true. There is no fire- woman.  There are just firemen.  I don’t even know if I can wear the fireman’s hat or their gear, you know the fireman’s coat- like, what they wear that’s fireproof?  Not if it’s heavy.  I can’t be a policewoman either.  Because I have to take a cab.  I can’t even run after the crooks chasing them around the block.  I have to take a cab.  They don’t think I can be a police officer, Not if you have to take a cab.  That’s what the police officers told me.  I can’t even practice carpentry.  Because I can only make tiny wooden stuff glued together. I don’t even know how to cut straight edges evenly with the saw?  How do you do this?  Even with an electric saw.  I can’t even nail anything.  Why do the nails bend?  The only careers left on my list that I will actually pursue were music & the arts, teacher and radio DJ and author.  I thought it would be very much fun to just play music for a living.  And I was not going to med- ical school.  I couldn’t even finish nursing school this lifetime.  And being a writer was what I was going to do when I retired from the work- force.  I knew I’d write. I didn’t have many career choices.  Not at all. The only police work that I can do and always will be interested in doing is the lab work.  I will have to go to the scene of the crime and collect the evidence.  Where the dead body was found. Nobody wants to do.  It is too unhuman and too grotesque.  But I can’t ever worry about that.  That would be my job someday, the































	To hide it.

	It’s a frozen dinner.

	He wants cold hard cash.



	To make a clean get away wearing clean clothes.

	To have Laundered Money.



	To have clean cash, good money and some old money to get their wrinkles out.



	Because he would rob her blind.

	Because she had an honest face.

	No bluffing?

	He would be so confused! Because she had an honest face.









	My credit cards.  Why don’t you call the police about stolen credit cards?  Because the thief is spending less money than me.

	My designer dresses and Louis Vuitton bag were stolen.  Why don’t you report to the police someone stole them out of your apartment in the south Bronx?  Because they painstakingly took pictures and painstakingly took hours to put them online on Ebay for sale.  Finally I saw my own bag on Ebay! And they got lots of money for it.  

	They even took frozen meat out of the freezer and stole it.  Why don’t you report thefts in the building?  Because they didn’t take pork.  And they don’t eat pork.  They will not be investing in pork.

	Why can’t you report petty thefts to the police?  Because I already told them I am always home.  How could this happen?  When I am gone for a few minutes.  How much does my clean bill of health is going to cost me?  0 dollars?  I guess. And your bill of health? He had to file for bankrupt -cy. That’s a lot of doctor’s bills.  Also, there are lots of payments rendered for fitness regiments.  For a healthier you.  To live longer. Never mind the stress. Stress is #1 Silent killer regiments.  His expenses exceed his monthly wages he earns. His expenses include rent, car pay- ments, health insurance, and the doctor’s bills, food & drinks and credit card pay- ments. Vs. His income.  He successfully filed for bankruptcy for doctors’ bills.  Because his expenses with the bills from his doctor are more than what his income is monthly.  My clean bill of health costs me $75 for a cab!  Because that’s how much the doctor charged me from a medical center for primary care service for a cab home!  They told me to take a hike.

	Why can’t you report petty theft with the police for your little stolen personal items?  Because the police will get mad!  Some girl is calling with a petty theft.  There were no locks broken or removed or breaking an entry, or the door or a window broken.  She reports that her things, stuff like a scoop for the soup is gone so the witches can use it for their witches brew.  And aspirins.  Because they are not expired and they have migraine headaches.  They tried to give to somebody else.
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	Unknown natives

	Unknown tourists

	Amsterdam

	City neighborhood

	City trees

	Unknown people

	Dutch & Dutchess

	The answer Whiplash











	Who was a cheap skate?

	Who turned off his own lights?

	Who pushed his own car?

	He’d sit there and have Chinese food by himself for his birthday.  He would not share any of it with his wife or his children.  They were starving to death.

	He skipped a meal everyday.  He was always out to lunch.

	Who never spent a dime?  He saved every penny.
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