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- With abundant apologies to the fans and the estate of Edgar Allen Poe - 11/18/98 -
TRUE! --hungry --very, very dreadfully hungry I had been and am; but why will you say that I am inconsiderate? The pangs have made me sharpen my senses –not destroyed --not dulled them. Above all was the sense of smelling acute. I smelled all things in the fridge and on the hearth. I smelled many things in that Taco Hell in which I lived. How, then, am I inconsiderate? Was it not my duty? Hearken! and observe how healthily --how calmly I can tell you the whole story. 

It is impossible to say how first the smell entered my nostrils; but once inhaled, it haunted me day and night. Object there was one. Passion there was one. I did not hate my roommate. He had never wronged me. He had never failed to timely pay his dues. For his stereo I had no desire. I think it was his left over Mexican food! yes, it was this! He had Taco Bell --a super-sized taco meal, with cheese all over it. He ordered it every noontime and left the remains within the confines of our fridge, not to be touched by anyone but himself; in this routine he never faltered. Whenever the smell wafted over me, my hunger ran hot; and so by degrees --very gradually --I made up my mind to take the remains of the old taco, and thus rid myself of the hunger for a night. 
Now this is the point. You fancy me inconsiderate. Inconsiderate roommates take without asking; in front of the other, offering no apologies. But you should have seen me. You should have seen how wisely I proceeded --with what caution --with what foresight --with what dissimulation I went to work! 

I was never kinder to my roommate than during the whole week before I ate his taco. And every night, about midnight, I pulled the handle of the fridge and opened it --oh so gently! And then, holding down the automatic light switch with my finger, I made an opening sufficient for my head, I put in my other hand, clean, all clean, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly --very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb the crinkly outer wrapping. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the fridge so far that I could see the taco as it lay upon the plate. Ha! would a madman have been so wise as this? And then, when my head was well in the fridge, I let go of the automatic light button quickly-oh, so quickly –quickly (for I had but several seconds to gaze upon the glorious foil wrapper) -- I looked just quickly enough to confirm its taunting presence. I did it so quickly that a single dim light fell upon the partially consumed taco. And this I did for seven long nights --every night just at midnight snacking time --but I found the taco always wrapped; and so it was impossible to do the work; for it was not the wrapper that I desired to consume, but his Half-Eaten Super-Sized Taco Meal. And every morning, when the alarm clock sounded, I went boldly into our bedroom, and spoke courageously to him, calling him by fraternity nickname in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he had passed out the night before. So you see he would have been a very sober college junior, indeed, to suspect that every night, just at twelve, I looked in upon his taco while he slept. 
Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the fridge door. The haunting glow of the microwave’s minute timer blinked more quickly than I. Never before that night had I felt the extent of my hunger --of my drooling taco desire. I could scarcely contain my pangs of hunger. To think that there I was, opening the door, little by little, and he, passed out in his bed with not a suspicion of my secret deeds or desires. My stomach gurgled at the idea; and perhaps he heard the infernal organ; for I heard him move in the bedroom, as if startled. Now you may think that I closed the fridge door --but no. The kitchen was as black as tar with the thick darkness, (for the venetian blinds were fastened close through fear of being awakened before noon,) and so I knew that he could not see the opening of the fridge door, and I kept pulling it stealthily, stealthily. I had my head in, and was about to release the automatic light switch, when my foot slipped  upon the ceramic tiled floor, causing me to fall head-first into the fridge, causing a ruckus, my roommate sprang up in his bed, crying out --"Who's there?" After quickly regaining my hold on the automatic light I kept quite still and said nothing, my nose mere inches away from a bowl of putrid coleslaw. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I did not hear my roommate snore. He was still sitting up in the bed; --just as I have done, night after night, thinking, longing, yes, yearning for that forbidden taco. 

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal dismay. It was not a groan of pain or of grief --oh, no! --it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the soul when a college student has been awakened prior to the hour of noon. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight, when all the world partied or passed-out, it has welled up from my own stomach, grumbling, with its dreadful bubbles, the starved desire that distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew how my roommate felt, and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been tossing and turning in bed since the first slight noise. His fears of a prolonged insomnia had been ever since growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself --"It is nothing but the cat in the garbage,--it is only a drunken fraternity brother stumbling down the hall," or "It is merely a passing car back-firing in the street." Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these suppositions: and he had found all satisfactory; because Sleep, in approaching him, had stalked with his enchanting sand, and taken his victim. 

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, I heard him lie down, I resolved to move a little --a very, very little movement, within that foul fridge. So I opened the door slightly wider--you cannot imagine how stealthily, stealthily --until, at length a I released that automatic light switch, and, like the sudden flash of lightning birthed by a ferocious storm, out the bulb fell full upon the glorious meal. 

It was unwrapped –utterly, utterly unwrapped --and I grew ravenous as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect distinctness --all a dull yellow, with a wonderful covering of cheese over it that warmed the very pit of my stomach;  I could think no more of my roommates movements: for I had directed the light of the fridge as if by instinct, precisely upon the brilliant taco. 

And now have I not told you that what you mistake for inconsideration is but over-acuteness of my hunger? --now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, drawn-out growl, such as a wolf makes when threatened by another. I knew that sound well, too. It was the grumbling of my own gut. It increased my appetite, as the yawn of a classmate stimulates an intense desire to nap.

But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the cold plastic fork motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain that fork above the meal. Meantime the furious craving of my stomach increased. It grew larger and larger, and louder and louder every instant. My famine must have been rabid! The grumbling and rumbling grew louder, I say, louder every moment! --do you mark me well I have told you that I am famished: so I am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the slight stench of week-old pizza within that old refrigerator, so delightful a smell drifted as this excited me to uncontrollable hunger. Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the aroma grew stronger, stronger! I thought my mouth must burst open and the saliva flow freely. And now a new anxiety seized me --the sound of my consumption would be heard by my roommate! The Super-Sized Taco Meal’s time had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the door and thrust my hands into the fridge. It crackled once –only once. In an instant I thrust it into my mouth, and ravenously bit into the remains of my roommate’s meal. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But, for many minutes, the taco crumbled with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it would not be heard through the wall. The taco was consumed. I removed crumbs and examined the empty wrapper. Yes it was utterly, utterly consumed. I placed my hand upon the wrapper and held it there many minutes. There was nothing left. It was no more. His taco would tempt me no more. 

If still you think me inconsiderate, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise precautions I took for the concealment of the wrapper so he may think that he, himself, had eaten the taco. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silent satisfaction.

First of all I collected the damned crumbs. I ripped the foil wrapper to shreds. I then took up three napkins from the hollows of the cabinets, and deposited all the remains within. I then discarded the napkin so cleverly, so  cunningly, that no human nose --not even his --could have detected the residue. There was no salsa to wash out --no stain of any kind --no grease-spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. My plate had caught all --ha! ha! 

When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o'clock --still dark as midnight. As the microwave blinked the hour, there came a noise from the other room. I went in to investigate it with a light heart, --for what had I now to fear? There stood my roommate, who greeted me with a low mumble of a student not at all comfortable with the idea of being conscious the early hour of four. A noise had been heard during the night; an inability to sleep had ensued; tossing and turning insomnia soon set in; and he (my roommate) had thought that a late night snack might usher in his desired rest.

I smiled, --for what had I to fear? Even if he did discover his missing taco I could easily convince him that he had eaten it in his sleep. I bade him a pleasant late night and early morning. The noise, I said, was my own in the bathroom. I followed my roommate all over the kitchen. I talked to him about philosophy and mathematics –non-linear mathematics. I bored him, at length, to yawn and return to the bedroom before he even had a chance to investigate the fridge. I showed him his welcoming bed, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I sat upon my own bed, and desired him here to attempt rest, while I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, licked my lips and tasted once more the spicy triumph of my secret dealings.

My roommate was sufficiently sedated. My monotonous ramblings had tranquilized him. I was singularly at ease. He lay, and while I talked monotonously, he mumbled of my tiresome temperament. But, ere long, I felt myself getting red and wished him asleep. My stomach ached and I fancied a rumbling in my intestines: but still he sat, awake. The rumbling became more distinct: --It continued and became more distinct: I talked more freely about complex trigonometry to get rid of the feeling: but it continued and gained definiteness --until, at length, I found that the noise was within my gut. 

No doubt I now grew very red; --but I talked ever more fluently of any boring subjects I could contrive, and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased --and what could I do? It was a low, dull, drawn-out growl, such as a wolf makes when threatened by another. I clenched my stomach --and yet my roommate saw it not. I talked more quickly --more monotonously; but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about triangles, in a high key and with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would he not pass out? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the inability of my roommate to sleep --but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what could I do? I foamed --I raved --I swore! I pounded the bed upon which I had been sitting, and grated my teeth against each other, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It grew louder --louder --louder! And still my roommate sat in bed, awake, and began to smile. Was it possible he heard not? Almighty God! --no, no! He heard! --he suspected! --he knew! --he was making a mockery of my horror!-this I thought, and this I think. But anything was better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than these gas pains! I could bear that hypocritical smile no longer! I felt that I must discharge or die! and now --again! --hark! louder! louder! louder!--
"Villain!" I shrieked, "dissemble no more! I admit the deed! –pull open the trash bag! here, here! --It is the rumbling of this hideous fart!"

