September 21, 2003
Mike

My name's Mike.  I'm 17, and I work in a video store.  I'm

using this diary as a satirical journal of the life and 

times spent at the Manors Video.  For the first several 

entries, they won't be chronological, cause there are some 

I need to put down, but after they're out of the way, I'll 

do them in order.

I love my job.  I get $6 an hour to watch movies, and do 

the random stuff I have to, which is not difficult.  I 

work relatively hard (as hard as a video store clerk 

can).  I don't mess around with the customers, I'm always 

polite, and I always wish them a nice day.

An important thing to know is that I'm 17.  Keep that in 

mind when you read the stories about adults screaming at 

the teenager trying to do a good job.

Late Night Lotto

First few weeks of working at the Manors, Diane (the boss) 

told me that I should close up the lotto machine at about 

9:30, giving me plenty of time to take care of everything.

No problem.

So I close it up one Friday night at about 9:35, it's all 

good.

9:45 comes, some guy comes in and starts saying lotto 

numbers.  It went a little something like this:

Guy:  OK, I want 264 straight and boxed, and...

Me:  Sorry, the lotto's closed up.

(silence)

Guy:  What?!

Me:  I closed up the lotto at 9:30.

Guy:  The lotto's still open for another hour at least!

Me:  Well, I just started working here, and the manager 

said that...

Guy:  This is ridiculous.

Me:  I have to close up the machine half an hour before we 

close up, I'm just doing what my manager tells...

Guy:  Ridiculous

(At this point, I'm irritated)

Me:  There's nothing I can do, all the money is in the 

safe, the records are in the book, I cannot do this now.

Guy:  The lotto's supposed to be open until 11 o'clock.

Me:  Well there's a convenience store around the corner, 

you could try that.

Guy:  No, they're closed.

Me:  I'm sorry there's nothing I can do.

Guy:  (walking out of door) This is ridiculous.

I hate people sometimes.

You LEARN the System!!

At the Manor's video, there's a huge wall of DVD cases 

behind the counter.  Huge.  Blind people know it's there.  

Now, behind each EMPTY DVD-Movie case (the one that has 

the cover, the back of it) in the store, on the shelves, 

there is an empty cassette case, with a 4-digit number on 

the side.  

Now, on each of the DVDs behind the counter, there is a 4-

digit number on the side.  

I understood this process the first time I walked into the 

store.

You can imagine how funny I thought it was the first time 

someone brought the wrong case to the counter.

I thought it was fairly humorous the fifth time as well, 

that not so much.

Guess how I felt the hundredth time.

In one week.

With the same idiot people.

One time there was a lady in the store, and some random 

couple, as well as someone else in line.  The lady got in 

line after whoever the hell else was there.  Lady gets to 

the counter with the wrong cases.  I tell her to go get 

the right ones.  While she's doing that, the couple makes 

their way to the counter.  Right as they're about to give 

me their phone number, lady comes up, nudges in front of 

them, smiles, then gives me her phone number.

After she left, the man that was nudged out of the bitch's 

way said, "She was nice, wasn't she?"

I said "Oh, God, tell me about it"

Woman (not bitch, this was the couple woman): She just 

shoved us out of the way.

Me:  If I had it my way, I'd send every person who gave me 

the wrong case to the end of the line.

Woman:  You should; You don't know the system? You LEARN 

the system!  Back of the line!

People like that make me love my job.

Lizzie McGuire

One day, a mother walked in with her two children.  They 

were looking around, nothing out of the ordinary.  Then 

they came up to the counter, and the mother asked if we 

had the Lizzie McGuire movie.

I've got this thing about bad movies (whenever people ask 

about certain movies, I need to stifle a laugh, such as 

the Core, Daredevil, and Lizzie McGuire.  There are plenty 

others though), so I was already trying to not laugh.

Then this happened:

Me:  Yeah, we've got Lizzie McGuire

Little Kids:  (in unison) Yay, Lizzie McGuire!  (singing) 

Hey now, hey noooow, this is what dreams are made of!

Mother:  (In a very Hitler-esque manner) Be quiet, stop 

that.

Me:  OK, here you go.  (typing info into computer)

Little Kid:  (drums on counter a bit, no biggie)

Mother:  Stop that.

There is nothing funnier than Nazi parents trying to end 

the joy brought to children by small things.  I want to 

ask them about how great it's going to be when the kids 

grow up and either won't speak to them or become useless 

shells of human beings.

Late Fines

Friday nights are absurdly busy.  I'm not surprised at 

this, it's when people want to watch movies.  The point 

is, it's always crowded, and there's usually a line.  That 

being said, I always like it when it goes orderly, people 

bring up the right case and stuff.  

But one Friday, a man and his wife came in.  This, as of 

yet is the best story to come from the Manors.

Man:  OK, I'll take this.

Me:  OK (brings up file, etc.  Late fine for $23.50 comes 

up) You have a bit of a fine.

Man:  What? No, that was for Changing Lanes, we took care 

of that last time.

Me:  Well, I'll just take a look. (Bring up past 

invoices.  $12 fine for Changing Lanes 4 days late was 

forgiven.  God knows why.  So the balance is at $0 then.  

Scroll up.  Maverick and Daredevil were brought back a 

week late.  At this point, my friends Brian and Blaire 

come in to visit).

Me:  No, this is for Daredevil and Maverick.

Man:  What? That can't be right, how much of a fine is it?

Me:  $23.50

Man:  That's absurd, there's something wrong with your 

computer.

Me:  Well, it says here that you took out Daredevil and 

Maverick a week late, and that there's a fine for it.

Man:  No, there's something wrong with your machine, we 

got it worked out already, and it was for Changing Lanes.

(Brian and Blaire give each other looks that say, 'Maybe 

we should come back later')

Me:  Yes, that got worked out, but this is for Daredevil 

and Maverick.

Man:  But we got it worked out, didn't we?

Woman:  Yes, we did, I remember.

(I'm extremely pissed off at this point)

Me:  No, but after that you took these out, and you have a 

fine for those.

Man:  This is ridiculous, let's go somewhere else, there's 

no reason we should have to pay $23.50.

Me:  Well, actually, you should be paying $35, because I 

don't understand why you were forgiven for Changing Lanes.

(Brian and Blaire watch man and his wife leave the Manors 

Video for the last time)

Me:  Have a good night! 

(Next customer walks up, someone I know from school)

Me:  I hate people.

The Core

The Core is a horrible horrible movie.  In December, I'm 

having a "Worst Movies of the Year Marathon" and a 3 and a 

half hour movie starring Carrot Top about the greatest 

love story ever told taking place in a New Zealand bakery 

in the forties could come out, and the Core would still be 

headlining this event.

First off, it's scientifically impossible (as explained by 

my friend Josh, who took Earth Dynamics).  If the core of 

the Earth is pierced, even with a hole the size of a pin, 

our planet would burst like a balloon.

Secondly, the plot is ridiculously stupid, and DJ Qualls 

(nerdy guy from Road Trip) plays a hacker who has a line 

that marked a lowpoint of the movie.

DJ Qualls:  How many languages do you speak General?

General What's His Face:  Five.

DJ:  Well, I speak one.  One, zero, zero, one.  With that 

I can take your social security, your bank accounts, your 

sexual fantasies, your life.

It was so irrelevant to the plot, other than establishing 

that he was a hacker.  And why do they need a hacker?  To 

hack into the Earth?!  What the fuck were they thinking?!  

And he wasn't even in it until the army was gonna send in 

some other reinforcements that would kill the crew going 

down.  He was useless, except for resolving a pointless 

plot point.  

One day, a lady comes up with a movie, I can't tell what 

it is yet.  It goes like this.

Lady: (Hands me movie, I can't see which one it is yet) 

Have you heard anything about the Core?

Me:  Yeah, I saw that.

Lady:  How was it?

Me:  At best, it wasted two and a half hours of my life.  

The plot was terrible, the character development was 

horrible, and it was just...  (Open up case to see that 

she's renting the Core)

Me:  Oh.  You're renting the Core.  

(awkward silence ensues)

Me:  You know, Bulletproof Monk was pretty cool, if you're 

looking for an Action/Adventure type movie.

Lady:  (Looks at movie) Well, maybe I'll just rent it so 

that we concur.

Me:  OK, can't say I didn't warn you.  That's $3.95, have

a nice day, and good luck.

A Convert

OK, I love Sonic the Hedgehog.  So does the previously 

mentioned friend of mine, Brian.  One Friday evening, he 

stopped by to say hi.

Whatever I had been watching, I think it was Lord of the 

Rings for the thousandth time, was turned off so that we 

could watch Sonic the Hedgehog: the Movie.

The best way to describe it would be to paste the 

amazon.com review:

True to its Sega video-game roots, this futuristic 60-

minute movie includes a lot of yelling, crashing, and 

exploding on the way to saving the world. Sonic and his 

sidekicks are determined to thwart a plan that would turn 

their Land of the Sky into the equivalent of The Land of 

Darkness, which lurks beneath the surface (and is 

obviously the former planet Earth). So they plow through 

to the center of the planet and the ancient city of 

Robotropolis (the former New York City?) to do righteous 

battle. The big question of the day is whether the usually 

evil Dr. Robotnik is telling the truth for once or sending 

the good guys into a trap. The tape's producers suggest 

viewers be at least 7 years old because of its violence, 

but the rudimentary nature of the animation will probably 

make it appealing only to hard-core action fans among the 

older-kid crowd.

Yes, they made a movie like this.

Not only do I occasionally watch it at work, but I also 

own it.

I lead a sad life.

So Brian was there, and we were watching it, and this kid 

came up with a Pokemon tape.  Here's how it goes:

Kid:  I love Pokemon.  If they stopped making these movies 

for me to watch for the rest of my life, then I wouldn't 

be happy, because I love Pokemon.

Me:  (Gave my little kids smile) That's great. (To kid's 

mom) Is that it?

Kid's Mom:  No, hold on a little bit?

(Standing around, me and Brian start watching Sonic 

again.  We both start laughing at the movie, 

uncontrollably.  We are such losers)

Kid:  Is that Sonic?

Me:  Yes, it is.

Kid:  I never saw the movie, or played the video games, 

but I heard it once. (note that he doesn't say he heard of 

it, he just heard it)

Me:  Well, it's really good.

Kid:  Can I get it?!?!

Me:  Sure, hold on a second (I go over to get the tape out 

of the VCR)

Kid's Mom:  Are you sure it's alright that he takes that?  

You were watching it.

Me:  Oh, no, it's fine, I can watch it when I get home if 

I want to.

(Kids parents give a little laugh)

Brian:  He's serious.  He owns it.

(Kids parents give Brian a dirty look.  Kid puts Pokemon 

tape back, probably never to be picked up again)

Kid:  Yay! Sonic!

I converted a kid, I feel good.

Stupid Lady

OK, an important thing to know about my parents is that 

they're fairly cool and liberal and whatnot.  Until I was 

like 12, I wasn't allowed to watch R movies.  Then when I 

was, my parents would rather I watch movies with sex then 

movies with violence.  I understood the rational, movies 

dissensitize people, it will expose me to sex (something 

that, God willing, I'll participate in, and if not I'll 

die a lonely virgin, and be mocked by my peers), as 

opposed to violence (you know, so I can grow up as a nice 

adjusted serial killer).

Apparently, most kids' parents have dreams of their 

children following the footsteps of Jack the Ripper (who 

was probably a virgin, anyway).

So there's this group of punk kids who come in sometimes.  

Not the punk kids who'll rob the store and beat the crap 

out of me, the lovable punk kids who come in, get loud and 

rowdy, ask for a job while they smack each other, and 

distract me from my movie.

Whatever, they still piss me off.

So they came in one day, and rented Van Wilder.  An 

important thing to know about our computer system is that 

if a minor is not permitted to rent R-Rated movies, a 

message will come up that says so.  So no message equals 

no problem.  Kid gives me his phone number, no message.

Funny thing is, I felt like asking him for ID just to piss 

him off.  But I didn't, which is kinda funny.

So kids leave, tum-de-dum, watching Lord of the Rings, etc.

Hour or so later, I get a call.  It went sorta like this:

Ring.

Me:  Manors Video

Lady:  Yes, hello, I wanted to ask about your policy on 

renting R-Rated movies to minors?

Me:  If a message comes up on the computer that says they 

can't rent, then they can't.

Lady:  Well, yes, you see my son and his friends came in 

with a movie... Van Wilder... have you seen it?

Me:  No, I haven't.

Lady:  Well, I walked in at a certain ... inappropriate 

part, so I turned off the movie, is there anything I can 

do so Alex (Like I give a shit what his name is, or as 

though I know who the little bastard is) can't rent R-

Rated movies anymore?

Me:  Yes, just give me your phone number so I can put a 

message on the computer (I'm dancing around inside, 

because now I get to deny the little pissant the luxury of 

renting R-Rated movies.  Lady gives me the number, I check 

it on the computer, no sign of Van Wilder, something's 

wrong).

Me:  Is this the account that was used to rent the movie?  

Because it's not on here.

Lady:  Oh, it was probably Billy's (Again, like I care), 

well do you want his number?

Me:  Well I can't do anything with that, because I would 

need to hear from the parents who had the account in their 

name.

Lady:  Oh, well, I'll be having a talk with her about 

that, you can trust me (Sure I can trust you, you psycho 

who tries to enforce your rule on children that are not 

yours).  It's just... I don't see how you can rent these 

movies with sex in them to kids.

Me:  Well, I really can't use my judgement on that sort of 

thing, I only do what the computer tells me.

Lady:  Oh, yeah, I understand, but like, I have no problem 

with violent movies, but sex?  That's just unacceptable.  

Like, just yesterday, I took Alex and his friends to see 

Freddy vs. Jason, (this next sentence is what I heard in 

my mind, but it's the gist of it) there was so much blood 

and killing, and that's OK, but topless women?  That's 

appalling.

Me:  Oh...  Well... If I were you I'd talk to Billy's mom, 

and see what she says.  For right now, that's all I can do.

Next time I came in, Diane told me that we were going to 

start being stricter about renting out R-Rated movies, so 

now I refuse anyone who looks young and can't produce an 

ID, unless it's an attractive girl who's at least 15, in 

which case, this happens:

Me:  How old are you (Dual-purposed question)

Girl:  I'm 15

Me:  I'm not supposed to let you rent this... do your 

parents really care?

Girl:  No, not really

Me:  (Give charming smile) Well, OK, but just be careful, 

I could lose my job, so I'm trusting you on this (Give 

another smile)

Girl:  (giggles) You know you're really ridiculously good 

looking, how about you give me your phone number?

That last part never happens... But someday, God willing...

Zoolander

We're allowed to watch anything as long as it's not Rated-

R.  I am good with this policy, I have not once disobeyed 

it.  

So this past Sunday, some lady comes in with her kid.  

I've got Zoolander on, which is PG-13.  She comes up to 

pay for the movie, and then this is what happened:

Lady:  You should turn down the volume for Rated-R movies.

Me:  (Not seeing what that had to do with anything)  

Excuse me?

Lady:  This movie, it's up really loud, and I don't think 

your manager would like it if you were watching Rated-R 

movies.

Me:  This is PG-13.

Lady:  Really?  The language in it is so bad, I would 

think it was R.  (The worst thing in the movie since this 

obnoxious yuppie soccer mom came in was 'balls')

Me:  Well, I'm really good about what I watch and I try to 

keep down the volume when children are in the store.

Lady:  Well, you should be more careful in the future.

Yeah, whatever dumb bitch.  Go back to the fifties, and 

take your damn kid with you in your soccer mom minivan.

Porno Man

Apparently there's this 50-year old guy who comes in a 

lot.  He used to edit porn magazines, needless to say, 

he's creepy.  I met this upstanding citizen on my second 

night of work.

He comes up to the counter with a Mary-Kate and Ashley 

movie.  I already knew who he was and such, so I was a bit 

weirded out.  Then he makes some comment about how hot 

they are.  OK, now I'm freakin' out.

Then he tells me about the website.

Apparently there's a website with a countdown to when the 

twins turn 18.  I don't want to think about why he knows 

about it, or why it is was important enough to him that he 

would remember.

I was afraid to ask how long was left on the countdown in 

case he looked at his watch and told me the time left to 

the minute.

September 25, 2003

Returns

There are so many different ways people return things that 

always crack me up.  Let's look at some of them:

1.  The "Returns Bin then Come In"

For some reason people think if they put late returns in 

the bin, they can come in two seconds later, and I 

wouldn't figure out that them being the only people in a 5-

mile radius were the criminal masterminds who brought 

something back late.

2.  The "Commentary"

The long rants and raves about how the disc scratched up, 

and then theyre still not satisfied when I clean it right 

in front of them.  Do they want to see me order another 

copy of it because of the half inch scratch you can barely 

see?  Then they start talking about how bad the movie was 

anyway.  Well then you must not be too broken up about the 

scratch, make up your mind!

3.  The "Ashamed"

This is my favorite.  I rarely see it, but when I do, I 

can't help but laugh.  Some teenager runs in, slams a DVD 

face down on the counter, and without making eye contact, 

rushes back out.  After they're gone, I pick up the movie 

to find such hits as 'Lizzie McGuire' or 'What a Girl 

Wants.'  It strikes me as hilarious, because it's as 

though they think I'll assume they rented it for 

themselves, and I wouldn't grasp the concept they might 

have a younger sibling.

Start your own quirky category!  Return something to the 

Manors Video Sunday between 11 am and 4 pm!  But make sure 

it's one of our videos, otherwise I have to drive out to 

Lawrenceville.

What the hell do I have to do my job for?
OK, so I'm watching the Fellowship of the Ring.  Sunday 

afternoon, nobody's been in the store for over an hour, 

completely undisturbed.  The scene with the balrog in Moria 

comes on.  

Just sitting, eating my dinner (box of crackers) with my 

eyes glued to the screen.  The volume is all the way up.

Boromir:  What is this new devilry?

Gandalf:  It is a balrog.  It is a demon of an ancient 

world.  His foe is beyond all of you.  Run!

The awesome music with drums comes in, totally awesome, I'm 

on the edge of my seat, this is my favorite part.  

They get to the bridge, Gandalf turns to face the balrog...

Ding Ding 

Five people walk in, 2 of them want to play the lotto, 

one's lost and looking for directions, and another two are 

looking for some ridiculously bad movie.

I get the lost guy back on the road, with directions 

specific enough to a foot so he doesn't have to come back 

ever again while I'm watching my movie.  I enter the 

numbers into the lotto machine and say "Good Luck" which 

can be translated into "I hope you lose and fail at life, 

as should anyone who honestly thinks they've got a chance 

at winning this game."  I get the crap movie the losers are 

looking for, and "forget" to tell them they can rent 

another old release for free.

In Clerks, Randall has a line, "This job would be great if 

it weren't for the fucking customers."

I used to think it was funny because it was so cynical and 

apathetic.

Now I know it's funny because it's true...

IT'S SO GODDAM TRUE!!!!!!!  I HATE

PEOPLE WHO COME INTO THE 

STORE FOR IT'S INTENDED PURPOSE!!!!!

I swear, someday, I'm gonna go into one of the customer's 

homes while they're eating dinner and start going through 

the movies and leave them all in a mess.  Then I'm going to 

ask them how to get to some remote distant road in the 

middle of nowhere.

Stupid bastards.

Lord of the Rings

Just looking through the old entries, I realized that I've 

made mention of watching Lord of the Rings more than 

anything else.

It's true.  I watch one of those movies at least once every 

two shifts, usually more.

One thing that's a lot of fun is seeing the customer's face 

when the movie ends and instead of changing it, I just 

start it over.

I've gotten to the point where anyone who comes in while 

it's on and asks about it gets a 5 minute lecture on how 

true it is to the books and how the books were the greatest 

epic ever written in the English language.

I have watched Fellowship at least 6 or 7 times at work, 

and I've watched the Two Towers about 5.

That translates into a good 30+ hours of Lord of the Rings 

at work alone.

I'm getting to the point where I can say the lines with the 

characters with eerily precise accuracy.  I usually do it 

under my breath though, because I'm not quite perfect at it 

yet.

When I am, I plan on saying them loud and clear, just to 

see how the customers react.

September 27, 2003
Yeah... We're Bad Boys

So it all started Thursday night at home when I realized 

we were out of Sprite.  If you know anything about me, 

this is THE scenario that has no backup plan.  It's not 

supposed to happen.  We usually have 72 cans at a time or 

so.  

So I'm freaking out.  

When I can't get a 12-oz can of Sprite, I can't have a 20-

oz bottle of it, I need a bottle of Coke (assuming cans of 

Coke are unavailable).  

So I picked up Brian and Josh from the Hopewell Elementary 

tonight, and with SEVERE soda-deprivation, we headed to no 

place other then the Manors video, where I can get cheap 

soda and stuff.  So we went in, I got a coke and a thing 

of popcorn, then discovered we have a microwave, which is 

AWESOME!!!  Everyone made fun of me for not knowing about

the microwave, which you better believe I'm having popcorn 

all the time now there.

Then I found something.

Something beautiful.

One thing you should know about me and Brian is our 

obsession with the Bad Boys' movies.  We love both the 

movies, we quote both the movies, we sing the song, 

chorus, all the verses, and the little things in between.  

Sometimes we do vocal solos.

To sum it up... we ride together, we die together...

Bad Boys for life.

Well I found something beautiful.

There's a movie.  It's from 1983.  It's called Bad Boys. 

It's about this kid, and his name is Mick O'Brien.

My middle name is O'Brien, so the kid basically has 75% of 

my name.  So this movie is awesome, Irish people, Bad 

Boys...

And then there was this line, someone said in the 

background, "Yeah, I'm the eggman!"

Also at the video store, there were some punk kids, the 

usual suspects.  Good hearted kids I decided tonight.  But 

I still give 'em a tough time.  

The best part though, was when one kid was telling us to 

kick his ass if he did something, I don't remember what it 

was, but it was stupid.  And then, all of a sudden, Josh 

slaps Brian right across the face.  Totally freaked out 

the kids, it was awesome.

And then I was counting up the lotto cash for Megan, and 

the kids were making a lot of noise, and I said, "Will ya 

stop it? I'm not even supposed to be here today!"

September 28, 2003

The Seven Hour Shift

Usually I do shifts in 5 hours.  Today, I opened up, and 

Megan needed me to stay a little bit longer, so I did a 7 

hour shift.

It was crazy.

It started with the lady next door working at the tanning 

salon asking me if I could kill a bee for her, because 

she's allergic.  I was down with that.  I brought the nice 

little fly swatter from under the counter, it was awesome.

So, I asked myself what I should do with a seven hour 

shift.  It was fairly obvious.

Watch Fellowship.

Then Two Towers.

Then start Two Towers again and watch till Megan comes.

Now, you're probably saying, 'Mike, there's no way

you're 

that much of a LOTR geek.'

It's funny because I am.

So I was just hanging out, watching Lord of the Rings, and 

I decided to call Amanda to see if she could visit.  She 

was still in her pajamas, so she said maybe later.

Then I called up Haley and we talked for a little while.  

Good stuff.  She told me to watch Memento, and I did.  

That was a REAL head trip.  It was amazing.  But I had to 

watch it at home after work cause it was rated R.  

And then my cell phone battery died before I could 

actually say goodbye.  Thusly, I was deprived of using my 

cell phone for the rest of the day.  What the hell?  So I 

have nothing to do except for my job?  That sucks.

Then I microwaved popcorn.  With the microwave.  The one 

we have at work.  It was awesome.

Some guy came in to rent something.  Nice guy, had good 

taste.  Brought up his file.  

Yeah.

$54 fine.  The highest I have seen so far.

He says he hasn't rented since like March, but the fine 

was for something in August.  And then I read off all the 

movies rented on that account, and he never saw any of 

them.  Some stupid bastards mustve been using his 

account.  I felt bad, because he was a nice guy, actually 

liked good movies and stuff.

And then some people came in, and I had to watch the Moria 

scene like four times.  Lousy fuckin' customers.

Amanda stopped by with her sister, interrupted some 

customers, it's all good.

Let's see, annoying lady came in and thanked me for every 

time I followed store policy.

Then there was this family who came in.  This was a 

hilarious testement to little brats who get whatever the 

hell they want.  Some kid was asking for a quarter to buy 

some gum.  His mom said no, absolutely not.  They left the 

store, and his whining and screaming was cut off by the 

closing door.  I thought to myself about how much that kid 

pissed me off.

Five seconds later, kid walks in with a quarter and buys 

some gum, then runs his whiny little ass out.

October 1, 2003
A little tip

Here's a little tip.

If your cell phone battery dies at work, just put it in 

your car.  DO NOT try using it as a hacky sack.  It almost 

ended in tears for me.

Learning the ropes

October 16th is approaching.

I have waited for that day for so long.

The Matrix Reloaded is coming to VHS and DVD.

If you thought my Lord of the Rings obsession was a bit 

peculiar...

That's nothing.  When Reloaded came out, I saw the 10 

o'clock showing dressed as Neo.

Problem is...

The Matrix is Rated R.

Well one of my co-workers is going to show me how I can 

switch from DVD to VHS with the push of a button, helpful 

for whenever a young child may enter the store.

God, I can't wait.

Marathon

I've come to a decision.  I think I'm going to have a 

marathon at work.  Not a one shot marathon, where I just 

watch it straight through as much as I can in one shift, oh 

no.

It's gonna overlap.

For the next few weeks, I'm only going to watch James Bond 

movies.

In order.

I'm working on Friday from 6 to 10, and I'll start with 

1962's Dr. No, then 1963's From Russia With Love.  Then 

over the next couple of shifts, I'll watch all of them, so 

there'll be 1964's Goldfinger, 65's Thunderball, etc.

until 

I get to 1997's Tomorrow Never Dies.

Now, for any of you who know Bond, you'd say, "But Mike, 

what about 99's The World is Not Enough, or 2002's Die 

Another Day?  Did you forget about those?"

No.  No I did not.  I remembered those.  And that's why the 

marathon ends with Tomorrow Never Dies.  The plot in The 

World is Not Enough, was basically some former renegade 

agent gets a bullet in the head and is indestructible, so 

he does whatever he wants.

That's bad, even for a Bond plot.  What happened to the 

Communist masterminds with doomsday devices?  That was 

implausible, but at least they were...

I mean, not like all those guys were normal...

Let me put it this way.  Jaws was a huge, 7 foot plus tall 

guy with metal teeth, but he was classic.  This other guy...

And then in Die Another Day, he was kidnapped by North 

Korea or something, which firstly, brings current politics 

into the mix, which is a Bond no-no.  I mean, communism was 

big in the early movies, but that was acceptable.  The cold 

war will never be taboo.  But North Korea?  I don't think 

it's reached a point yet where we can put them in our 

movies like that.  And then he got back to England, and was 

deemed a threat, so they couldn't help him, but they did 

anyway...

And then 'R' (Q's Replacement), gave him the car.

Bond movies have had awesome cars.  I love the older ones 

with the Aston Martins that have all the rockets and 

lasers, and built-in hovercrafts.  And then recently, 

they've had the BMWs with all those crazy things, like the 

remote control in the cell phone.  That was cool.  Those 

sorts of things are impossible, but a reasonable level of 

impossible.

Die Another Day...

The car was invisible.

I mean, Moonraker had laser fights in space, and Live and 

Let Die had voodoo rituals and crap, and in Goldfinger, the 

bomb stopped at 0:07...

But an invisible car?!

Ian Fleming is rolling over in his grave.

Feedback from a friend

This conversation I had with my friend Josh made me 

question some things about myself...

MDoyl44 (7:03:01 PM): someone left me a message on my 

journal

MDoyl44 (7:03:08 PM): after the one about the cell phone

MDoyl44 (7:03:18 PM): it said, "cells phones cause cancer"

googoobox20 (7:03:39 PM): that wasa bizarre entry

googoobox20 (7:03:45 PM): why were ou kicking your cell 

phon

googoobox20 (7:03:49 PM): and they do cause cancer

MDoyl44 (7:03:51 PM): i dont know

MDoyl44 (7:03:58 PM): its really weird

MDoyl44 (7:04:06 PM): it just seemed like the right thing 

to do

googoobox20 (7:04:08 PM): you were kicking it around?!?!

MDoyl44 (7:04:14 PM): not hard

googoobox20 (7:04:19 PM): you really baffle me sometimes

MDoyl44 (7:04:27 PM): i love that word

googoobox20 (7:04:32 PM): that is really "dumb"

googoobox20 (7:04:34 PM): sorry

MDoyl44 (7:04:46 PM): i know, sometimes i do "dumb" things

googoobox20 (7:04:51 PM): ok

googoobox20 (7:04:53 PM): fine

MDoyl44 (7:04:57 PM): its ok

MDoyl44 (7:05:26 PM): the phone is fine, the battery got 

knocked off, and then it struck me how stupid it was that 

i was doing that

googoobox20 (7:05:43 PM): were u doing it by yourself?

MDoyl44 (7:05:49 PM): yeah

googoobox20 (7:05:54 PM): ?

googoobox20 (7:06:02 PM): um..ok...yeah...about that

MDoyl44 (7:06:14 PM): i know

MDoyl44 (7:06:27 PM): sometimes, theres an aura in the 

video store...

MDoyl44 (7:06:36 PM): and its like, i have this feeling

googoobox20 (7:06:39 PM): um...palease

MDoyl44 (7:06:42 PM): that i just have to do something

MDoyl44 (7:06:51 PM): and then when the dust has settled...

MDoyl44 (7:07:25 PM): i realize im standing over the dead 

bodies of little children who cant stop whining

MDoyl44 (7:07:29 PM): and i ask myself...

MDoyl44 (7:07:32 PM): why?

googoobox20 (7:07:59 PM): i don't know what you are 

talking about

October 5, 2003
Guster, guitar, and the good ole days

Yeah Fridays...

Day One of James Bond...

Started with Dr. No, the plot was amusing to follow.  I 

couldn't even tell if there was one.

From Russia With Love rocked a good amount.

Half of Goldfinger done too.

Nick Carter stopped by, we hung out, looked through CDs, I 

was playing my guitar.

It was awesome.

I didn't even bother to put it away when customers came 

in, I felt like Randall.

One guy came in while we were looking through CDs, and he 

saw DMB, and he started talking about his good ole days of 

college.  Apparently, ten years ago, if you wanted to get 

with any girl, all you had to do was say you liked the 

Indigo Girls.

This guy wasn't too old, and he also didn't seem too 

creepy, so I didn't mind so much.  I saw him as a mentor I 

guess.  He was talking about college bands, and how good 

the music was, and the effects of drugs on musicians, 

namely Dave Matthews and the Red Hot Chili Peppers.

Go to guster.com, and check out the road journal.  Under 

9/27, Penn's Landing, they make reference to a Nick Carter 

wearing a cowboy's suit on stage.

Yeah, that was Nick.  He got to go back stage.  I had a 

chance to go with him...

So I charged him full price for soda instead of my 

usual 'Mike's Friends' Discount,' just because I

could.

I'm a firm believer in a ruling class, especially since I 

rule.

October 8, 2003
Pulp Fiction

So yeah, Sunday.

This lady comes in, she's about eh 40, we were talking 

about movies, she gets on the subject of Quentin 

Tarantino.  

She decides to tell me that she puts out personal ads, and 

in the personal ad, she writes 'Must like Pulp Fiction.'

I mean, does she think that me, a 17-year old guy, wants to 

hear about this, because I work in a video store, and I get 

paid to listen to people and their personal ads?  I dont' 

care!

And then she starts talking about how Resevoir Dogs had 

fuck in it over 300 times.

That is just not appropriate for my fucking virgin ears.

October 14, 2003
The Lotto-nator

OK, on the lotto machine, aka bane of my existence, if you 

have one of those scratch off tickets you want to check to 

see if it's a winner, you bring it up, and it gets 

scanned.  Then the clerk has to type in the 4-digit number 

at the bottom of it to validate the ticket and see if it's 

worth anything.

It's not that difficult, it's actually easy.  A lot less 

stressful than the Pick 3's and 4's.

But one lone man made my question my belief of that today.

This man came in with AT LEAST 15 tickets to get checked.

FIFTEEN.

Something like 3 is no problem, but 15 is a new thing to 

me.  It wasn't even exciting.  You know how much money he 

got from those tickets?....

ZERO DOLLARS.

So that's spending $45 to get $0.

But was he done? Oh no...

He bought another 4.  Then he left.

Five minutes later.  Comes in, get's them checked.  One of 

them gave him $3.  He used the $3 to buy another ticket, 

and bought another 2.  Leaves.

2 minutes later.  Guess who comes in.  He doesn't even 

bother playing the game anymore, he just scratches at the 

little number, and hands it back.  He won $3 again.  Buys 

4 tickets, leaves.

Comes back in half a minute later.  Hands them back, no 

winners.  AGAIN.

This part is legendary.

He says...

"One more."

He scratches it off right in front of me.

$25.

So crazy, I could die.

Don't get me started on how much of the Matrix Reloaded he 

made me miss.

October 21, 2003
COMPLETE AND UTTER VIOLATION OF STORE POLICY

Manors Video.

Employees Rule #1

Don't have friends come in all the time, and under no 

circumstances allow them behind the counter.

Haley came to visit for the weekend, and since we rarely 

see each other, I brought her to work with me.  She sat in 

the chair so that she was pseudo-behind the counter for 

the 5 hours she was there with me.  She got to see a good 

day of Manor's Video.  No assholes... just a few awesome 

people, and a whole lot of morons...

First person of consequence was this large woman with 

three screaming children.  Before I can offer my 

assistance in getting whatever she needs, she looks at me 

and says (I'll try my best to recreate the 

dialect) "Whatsamatta, ya nevah see triplets bofo'e?"  And 

as I'm trying not to laugh at this bizarre lady, I'm also 

trying to decide what an appropriate response to this 

would be.  I settle for silence, and give her my "Fuck 

you, get something and get out, but I'm gonna be polite 

about you being here" smile.

Some young women came in later on, blatantly stoned to 

bejezus.  One of them, Lily, came up, and said, "Do you 

have the one, with the roller coasters?  It's like... 

roller coaster something?"  I look it up, there's no such 

movie.  I ask for an actor, a year, a genre, 

anything.  "All I know is that it's got roller coasters in 

it."

They sit around loafing on the floor, looking through 

movies, me and Haley making coke snorting gestures.  Then 

when they came to pay, they didn't have any money.  It was 

sorta like this:

Lily: Can you give the guy $3.95?

Other person: No, I didn't bring my bag, Lily, you pay him.

Lily: OK (roots through purse) I don't have any money, can 

you pay him?

OP: Ohhhh, Li-LLEE!, I told you to bring money, I told you 

I wouldn't have my purse...

This went on for a while.  I finally ended the stoned 

dialogue by telling them they can put it on their account 

and pay for it later.

They acted like it was the craziest thing ever.

After they left Haley and I couldn't stop laughing.

While we were watching the Two Towers, I would quote from 

the movie along with the characters.  I rang up this one 

lady, and she was leaving when it just slipped out.  I was 

quoting King Theoden, and she heard me.  She looked at me, 

and I looked at her, and she said, "How many times have 

you seen this movie?"

"Far, far too many..."

Then the best part.  This little girl came in with her 

mother, and let me tell you, she's going to grow up to be 

the SASSIEST black lady ever.

Her mother was talking to someone in the store, and I 

asked the little girl if she knew her phone number, and 

she gave it to me.  And she started jumping and screaming 

at her mother, "Mommy mommy, I gave him the phone number, 

I gave him the phone number!!"  I couldn't help but 

smile.  Then as they were leaving, she went up to Haley, 

patted her on the knee and said, "Oh, and by the way, I 

REALLY like your pants."  As she was leaving with her 

mother, we could hear her saying, "Mom, mom, did you hear 

me?!  I said, 'By the way, I REALLY like your pants.' 

Did 

you hear me, mom?!"

Someday, she's going to be my daughter.

October 23, 2003
Halloween is coming...

Yes, Halloween is coming.  There will be parties.  Friends 

will be together, children trick-or-treating, candy and 

pumpkins will be EVERYWHERE.

Mike will be at Manors.

And let me tell you...

I.  Can't.  Wait.

Haley is visiting that weekend, so I requested off on 

Sunday, meaning if I don't work on Halloween, I'd have no 

hours that week.  And hours equals money.

I'm really excited anyway.  I've got so many options.

Firstly, should I dress up?  Most likely, I'll be rockin' 

the Neo, as I've done the previous two years.  If I do 

that, I'm watching the Matrix.  Then I'm watching 

Reloaded.  Then with some spare time, I'll just watch the 

kung fu and gun scenes from the first one over and over and 

over. 

That's one option.  Another is to go in, and watch Muppet 

Christmas Carol three times.  Or my usual Lord of the Rings 

thing, and say ALL the lines, no matter if I'm alone or 

not.  

No matter what, I'm gonna have fun.  It'll be Friday, and 

parties, so a lot of people will be wanting movies.  And 

it's Halloween, the time for acting tricksy.

The best of times to play with customers...

October 27, 2003
...Oops

So Friday night.  It's about 9:40 or so, and some people 

come in.  We start up a conversation, it's me, some girl, 

and this other guy who was there with 2 other people.  So 

we just start talking about Lord of the Rings and stuff.  

It starts getting later and later.  10 o'clock comes and 

goes, but I don't care all that much.  

These are people who are intelligent, they've read the 

books and know about Lord of the Rings, I turn off 

the 'OPEN' sign, but continue talking.  It's late,

I'm 

really involved in this conversation.  

The girl already left, the guy is still there with his 

friends.  He gives me a new twenty dollar bill.  But first 

he puts it on the counter, and him and his friends are 

talking about it for a little bit.  I'm tired.  He hands me 

the $20, I do all the stuff with the DVD, he goes.

Lock up the store so I can count the money and close up.  

I'm adding up the money, the computer says something like 

$555, but I'm counting $571.  I count again.  It's the same.

I realize that the guy just paid $20 for a $3.95 rental, 

and I gave him no change.  Neither of us noticed.  So I put 

it in the safe with the rest of the money.

This is something that's really bothering me, and I haven't 

told anyone yet... just you, dear diary...

But seriously, I couldn't remember what he rented, so I 

couldn't look up with that, and I had no idea what his name 

or number were.  There was no way I could figure out what 

happened.  I'm going to carry $16.05 everytime I go to work 

so I can pay him back.

The reason I feel bad is simple.  This guy made me 

appreciate my job.  If it was the porno guy, or the stupid 

Van Wilder lady, or anyone who makes fun of Lord of the 

Rings (yes, people make fun of it, even after I tell them 

how much I like it... I don't go to your place of work and 

make fun of what little pleasure you take from it, you dumb 

bastard), or pretty much anyone who rents the Core or 

Daredevil, I wouldn't care.  If it was one of the dozens of 

boring people who rent just any old thing, I'd feel bad for 

like 10 minutes, and then forget about it as soon as I see 

something shiny.

But there are less than 10 people who come in that I don't 

already know that I would feel bad for.  I feel bad for 

this kid.

Lilly and her stoner friend on the other hand, that would 

crack me up.

November 11, 2003
Haven't Been Around

Yeah, haven't been around lately.  That's because of some 

crazy scheduling, so in the month of November, I'll only 

have worked four shifts.  That's disgusting.  I'm sorry to 

everyone out there, but I'll make up for it.  Mark my 

words.  

Working at a Video Store: $6 an hour

Money saved per Rental: $3.95

Knowing you can buy Bad Boys 2 December 4th while everyone 

else has to wait until the 9th: Priceless

November 14, 2003
Some work

For the first time in a strangely long while, I'll be 

working tomorrow night.  Gonna watch some Cable Guy, Ace 

Ventura, and Major League.

I'll tell you how it goes.  After tomorrow, not working 

until Sunday the 23rd.  

Oh yeah.  Go see the Curious Savage at HVCHS Saturday, 

September 22nd.  Tickets are $5 for HVCHS students, $8 for 

everyone else.

November 15, 2003
Street musician my ASS!! I'm in a video store...
It's Friday, and it was pretty typical, nice return to the 

video store.  Instead of my planned night of Jim Carrey, I 

watched something else.

No, it wasn't Fellowship...

It was Two Towers.

After a while, I decided... Matrix.

Then at 7, Brian showed up.

He had his mandolin, and by some quirk of fate, I had my 

guitar in the car.  We jammed, it was awesome.  We 

actually came up with something awesome were going to work 

with, that was inspired by me playing to the words of a 

poem by Tolkien, but I couldn't remember the words so I 

just improvised them.  Pretty awesome.  

Blaire came in right when we took out the mandolin, so it 

was really funny.  Then we rocked out some more, she left.

Later on some guy came in and we told him to rent 28 Days 

Later and under no circumstances to rent the Core.

This group of four girls came in and saw us playing, and 

they started talking about street musicians and how 

pathetic they are, always asking for money.  At that 

point, I took my guitar case and put it up on the counter.

Josh, Laura, Sarah, and Dave came by, they were just 

hanging out havin' fun.  

Earlier on in the night, some guy came in to rent Rose Red 

and Dreamcatcher, it went like this.

Guy:  Have you seen either of these movies?

Me:  No, I'm not really into horror movies.

Guy:  Oh, so you're more of an action guy, or you like 

cheesy chick flicks (I'm not kidding, some random stranger 

said this to me)

Me:  No, but most other things.

Guy:  (I'm not quite sure exactly what it was he said, but 

it was basically this) Well something not all together 

great, huh?

Me:  (Stunned silence, contemplating whether or not I 

should start renting on his account if I know I won't 

return them for several weeks.  Especially new releases)

Guy:  (Into the phone) What? Oh no, the kid here says he 

doesn't like horror...  I know, that's what I said.

I hope he goes home and finds his wife cheating on him, 

and his life turns into the plot of some crap sappy 

movie.  And I'll go film it.  Then, to make him happy, 

I'll kill him and make it a horror movie.  Dumb fuck.

November 19, 2003
I Need your Help

Dearest Journal browsers,

I have a problem (Other then the problems I'm already 

fully aware of).  I have no freaking idea what to watch at 

work anymore.

Now, I noticed there was a problem when I watched Lord of 

the Rings EVERY SINGLE time I went into the video store.  

But I just couldn't think of anything.  

Now I've thought of new things, but I find myself just 

going to get Lord of the Rings anyway.  It's starting to 

lose meaning.  And I can never let Lord of the Rings lose 

meaning.

Now I need your help.

Whenever you think of a good movie that you think I'd 

like, please reply and tell me about it.  Remember it 

can't be Rated R, and it has to be good or so ridiculously 

bad that it's funny to watch.  Just give me a title and a 

brief description, just 4 or 5 sentences.  

Love,

Mike

PS.  If you suggest something and it sucks, I WILL mock 

you on this journal (not by name, but you'll know who you 

are).  

BUT if it's a good movie, you get free candy the next time 

you come, and if it's really amazing, you get a free 

rental.  

Thank you, and keep renting movies; I'll keep complaining 

about the guy who came in before you.

December 1, 2003
Complete Disregard for Store Policy

So Friday night, I was planning on having Peter come to 

work with me so we could watch Monty Python for a schoole 

project.  Then I felt like Josh should come too.  And 

Val.  And Brian.  And Jordan.

So yeah.

I could justify Haley being there that one time cause it 

was one person, not causing any disturbance...

It was fun.  Sometimes tiring, trying to keep people under 

control, but very fun.  I don't think I'll have that many 

people over again anytime soon though.

Two awesome things happened.

First thing was this guy came in and looked at the M&M 

stand, with the lady M&M, you know the one thats got legs 

and a face?

And he said, "Wow.  They look so realistic, so life like.  

I feel bad eating them... It's like taking a human life."  

And I never heard from him ever again.

Later, we had Fiddler on the Roof on.  Peter said one of 

the lines along with the movie in front of a customer.

Customer: Wow

Peter: Yeah...

Customer: How many times have you seen this?

Peter: Far too many

Customer: Yeah... (Walks out)

Me: Peter, that's EXACTLY what I said when I did that with 

Lord of the Rings once!

Peter: Yeah, but...

Me: But what?

Peter: I've only seen this once.

Peter Rocks

December 11, 2003
Mission Accomplished

I did it.

I finally did it.

Friday night I went to the video store to get some movies, 

and Diane thought I was supposed to work.  So I'm like, 

OK, I don't want to risk this most awesome job, or get on 

anyone's bad side, so I'll do it.

Diane went to the bank, I was on the phone with Val 

telling her I couldn't do anything because I was working, 

explaining the whole thing.  Customer comes up, I hang up.

Customer says, "Rough night?"

And I say, "I'm not even supposed to be here today!"

I love my life.

December 13, 2003
Some recent messages...

I've gotten a few messages from readers lately, I thought 

it would be amusing to myself to post the messages I 

received and the responses I sent:

First, from sephiroth313@aol.com:

Mike Doyle, you suck....real bad.  You are a terrible 

guitarist, and whine way to much.  Please, do us a all a 

favor, and stop playing.  The other guitarist is much 

better, and has cooler hair.  Thanks for taking the time 

to read this :)

And then I said:

Finally, someone reaches out to me!  You saw past all the 

witty comments and complaints to see me as I really am... 

a horrible human being!  I've kept it secret for so long, 

it feels really good to let it all out!  I don't know if I 

should thank you, offer my hand in marriage, or challenge 

you in a contest to the death.  All three options have 

their benefits.  Well, I'll keep writing, you keep trying 

to change people's lives, you sly dog, you!

Next comment, from xpac989@aol.com:

Mike Doyle, you suck! Why don't you try having your own 

life instead of emulating characters from the greatest 

comedy of all time. And you suck at guitar!

To which I replied:

I had my own life, then I realized nobody liked me.

My only regret is that the third and decidely most off-

topic message I got was sent without an email address:

BAP sucks and so do you.

And to that I reply now:

You're just jealous because I get paid to watch movies 

every Friday night while you go out and have friends.

Now, I hope that my responses to these well-written 

messages answer some of your questions.  And I have no 

doubt that the Harvard-bound authors of said messages will 

appreciate the time I took to respond.  

In addition, I'd like to point out that people who reply 

to online journals with nothing but wayward insults and E-

Mail addresses that imply they like wrestling (XPac is the 

name of a professional wrestler) are similar to people who 

come in and rent the Core.  You've got so much available 

at your fingertips... but you'd like to waste time and 

money on something that kills your brain cells and leaves 

you sterile.  Now am I supposed to think that these fine 

young people of tomorrow are right?  Should I change my 

life to conform with their short-sighted ignorance, 

equipped with all 60 points of IQ?

To answer that, I'd like to say:

Hey, you're not allowed to rent here anymore.

Strange Things are Afoot in the Manors

The Manors video has changed some policies regarding 

prices and length of rentals.  For your convinience, I'll 

post them here:

New Releases:

Formerly priced at $3.95, new releases are now $4.25.  And 

instead of being available for 1, 2, or 4 evenings, they 

are available for 1, 2, or 7 evenings.  If the sticker 

says 4, that just means we haven't gotten the 7 night 

stickers in yet.  You can still get one free children's 

movie (from the old releases section) with the rental of 

any new releae.

Old Releases:

Instead of being $3.95, old releases are now $3.70.  And 

instead of our previous deal of rent one, get one free, 

you can rent two old releases for $5 (With taxes, this 

comes out to $5.30).

Instead of the rarely used deal of rent 5 movies for $6, 

its is rent 5 movies for $10.

If you find any of this inconvenient, shut up.  I have to 

spend the next few weeks unlearning the habits I've 

developed and do it all acting naturally.

And if anyone comes in and complains to me about prices 

going up as though I instituted this, I'll slap you.

December 15, 2003
No Small Talk for Stupid People

So I think I need to enforce a strict 'No Small Talk' Rule 

in the video store.  This obnoxious lady came in, and the 

conversation went like this.

Lady: (Brings up the wrong case)

Me: You need to bring up the case behind it

Lady: What? Oh, I'm so sorry, I haven't rented here in so 

long.

Me: It's alright (Like hell it is, YOU LEARN THE SYSTEM!)

Lady: (Picks up the empty video case behind the DVD) Umm, 

if it's empty, then you don't have it in?

Me: (Standing in front of the obscenely large rack of DVDs 

just sitting behind the counter for 'decorative' purposes) 

No, we have them all back here.

Lady: Oh, well, it's been so long since I've rented, I 

don't know how the system works.

Me: Oh, it's alright (Great story, lady, tell it at 

parties)

Lady: How much is that?

Me: $4.25

Lady: That much?

Me: Yeah, we just changed the prices.

Lady: Just my luck, huh?

Me: (Nervous laughter)

From now on, I will not be accepting small talk from 

stupid people.  The noticeable difference is that I won't 

try to find you interesting.  Any pauses in said 

conversation will be filled by me going back to my game of 

spider solitaire.  If there is no improvement in my 

morale, I will respond by instituting a state of martial 

law.

That might be a little bit interesting...

It'll make late fines more amusing, and I won't have to 

deal with the wrong friggin' case anymore.

January 3, 2004
New Policy

This is my new policy to fight against the taking the 

wrong case up thing.

Here's what I do:

People return stuff, and I'll keep aside three or four of 

the returns after I put them in the computer.  When I see 

someone walk up with the wrong case, I take the returns 

and put them back on the shelf, taking my sweet, beloved 

time.  I act like I can't find stuff, and just stay at the 

same spot looking around till I 'find' it.  Then I mosey 

on back.  I walk veeeerry slowly around the counter, hit a 

few things on the keyboard, look up, and tell them it's 

the wrong case.  Then while they're putting them back, I 

help everyone else, and if there are enough returns set 

aside, I'll make another trip to putting them on the shelf 

again.  Then when I get to actually helping them, I'll 

make them repeat their phone number at LEAST twice, and if 

they have a balance, I won't tell them about it until they 

ask why it's so much money.  Then I'll tell them, and have 

to exit out of their account, making me have to ask their 

phone number once or twice again. 

In conclusion, bring up the clear plastic empty video 

cases behind the DVD box if you want the DVD.  If that's 

too complex for ya, you're not smart enough to watch 

movies.  Thank you, and good night.

January 5, 2004
Psycho, Paranoid Bitch

OK, so some lady comes in with her daughter today, and 

asked for an membership application.  I give it to her.  

She's filling it out.  There's some other lady in the 

store.  Then this happens.

Psycho Bitch: Wait a second, you expect me to fill out my 

credit card information?

Me: Uh, yeah, it's so that people don't accumulate late 

fines.

PB: But you could just give this out to anyone.

Daughter: Mom, they do this at all the other video stores 

too.

Me: Yeah, we've had some serious problems, people rack up 

fines like $60 or $70 worth and never pay them (That's 

exaggerating, but like hell am I gonna back down to this 

psycho)

PB: But, no, because you could just take this and steal my 

identity.

Me: (Really confused at the void in this woman's head) 

Well, it's a level of trust, we won't just give out our 

videos without some assurance that they won't just take 

them.

Daughter: Yeah, mom, they'll ask for this at every store 

you go to, pretty much every company asks you for that.

PB: Well, I can't just do this so that anyone can get on 

that computer and get my card number.

Me: Well, we have passwords

PB: But I can't write this out on paper for anyone to see.

Me: I don't even know where the paper goes, and I work 

here.

Daughter: Mom, trust me -

PB: No, I'm sorry, but I just can't give out my 

information like that (As she says this, she rips up the 

paper in half no less than 6 times)

Me: OK...

PB: Thank you (she says that with a look of disgust as 

though if she had given me the information, I'd call up 

all my friends and offer to sell her card info to the 

highest bidder)

PB: (Walking out the door, she gives her daughter this 

advice) Don't EVER give out your credit card information.

Me: (Waiting until the door is closed) Have a nice day.

Other Lady: (Starts laughing.  She looks around a while 

for her video and stuff)

OL: That lady sure was a bit off, huh?

Me: Don't get me started.  I mean, I gave them my social 

security number when I got this job, should I just quit?

OL: (Laughs again)

Me: Can I have your phone number? Oh wait, is that too 

personal?

OL: (Gives me number, etc.)

Me: (Notices a fine) You've got a balance on here for 

$3.75.

OL: For what?

Me: American Wedding

OL: That's my son, I have the message on the computer, but 

they still rent to him.

Me: Well, I always pay attention to those messages, so I 

don't know why.

OL: Well, OK, here you go. (She pays the money and leaves)

Me: Have a nice day.

OL: You too.

After she left, I realized I did rent that movie out to 

her kid.  When the message came up, I told him just to get 

the movie back on time so I wouldn't get in trouble.  He 

promised he would, the bastard.

