dan and i pulled into the burger king drive-through backwards for no particular reason.  we were "advised" by the lone employee, a middle aged black woman, to turn around.  we were then "advised" - this time somewhat more heatedly - to not come back through "her" drive through.

ever.

here comes that pride.

so, dan and i apologize, as any two naive kids in unfamiliar territory would, and then do exactly what we were told not to - come back through the drive through - backwards.  she informs us that she will not serve us, and we inform her that we will not be moving until she does.

a stalemate ensues.

during the proceeding half hour, i read the entire burger king menu to her, and give her a historical synopsis of the siege of stalingrad.  when i am finished, she comes on the mike and says...

"i had my headphones off the whole time, asshole."

i wonder how she knew when i was done talking?

anyway, she says the cops are on their way.  dan and i - thinking we are in the right - elect to wait it out.  

another 20 minutes pass - several patrons drive up, find themselves blocked by our car, and leave in frustration - but no cops.

instead, without warning, the offending employee bursts from a side entrance to the restaraunt brandishing a long pole with some kind of scraper attached to the end of it and says...

"y'all mothafuckas best get the hell outta my drive through before i pistol whip ya."

we smile.

"i ain't playin'.  my niggas be comin up with they deuce.  you'd best to get the FUCK outta my drive through."

we smile.

"you just wait till 11:30, i got somethin for ya.  you just wait."

we smile, and offer a little mexican boy who has just emerged from the open door five dollars to get us our food.  i don't think he understood what we wanted.

"y'all mothafuckas best get the FUCK outta my drive through."

we smile.

she goes back inside, and we sit for another ten minutes.  at that point we realize that we either have to hedge our bets and come back tomorrow when we can talk to her manager, or wait for 'her niggas' to come by.

i've never been pistol whipped before.

so, we decide to leave.  we elect, however, to return on the morrow to lodge a formal complaint with the manager.

we also gave her one last chance to make us our food.  

then, she said the word "fuck," so we left.

