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“So, you’re the one who found the drugs, then?”
Jones narrowed his eyes and cleared his throat, letting out three tinny 

laughs.
“Who… who are you?”
“Daniel Plank-McVittie. That’s the name you’ll hear all over the country 

when I make my break.”
Jones didn’t say anything more. He just nodded.
“So, the drugs, where’d ya find ‘em, Jones?”
Jones walked away.
“You can’t stifle the truth, Jonesy! You can’t do it!”
Mike Jones was the man I had been tipped off about. As a reporter, I 

come across a lot of tips, and this one was rather gargantuan. That’s a good 
word, isn’t it? Yes. It is.

I wrote down “gargantuan” on my list of good words. I only write my 
articles with the most interesting words–-like “superfluous”, “oligarchy” or 
“extrapolate.”

The gargantuan tip mentioned was attached to the Vendozza crime 
family, a gigantic mafia web of drug smuggling and assassination… and I had 
been the first reporter to find out about it. A large wooden crate of drugs had 
accidentally been shipped to a home in East Haverfield, Ohio. The man’s name 
had been Mike Jones and he had lived on the north end of town. That was the 
main thing that my source told me.

However, Mike’s silence told me something different. He would not be 
able to keep his secrets from me for long. Not from Daniel Plank-McVittie.

Mike climbed in a taxi. I hopped on a paint-chipped bike and pedaled. 
Perhaps I would be able to afford a nicer bike after this story broke.

I parked the bike outside the zoo, and walked inside calmly, trying to look 
like I belonged. There was Jones, dressed in a zoo uniform now, standing in the 
lemur section. There were two young women leaning forward, one with long 
blonde hair and one with a red ponytail, each talking to Jones. Jones didn’t 
seem entirely interested in whatever they were saying. I kept my distance.

They were discussing the drugs. I couldn’t hear them, but I knew. I knew 
by the way they laughed–-it was the vacant laugh of the drugged. These doped-
up girls were going to be my ticket to this story.

Eventually, Jones handed them each a small piece of paper and they 
giggled.

I wrote in my notebook, “Definitely stoned. Possibly drunk as well.”
They walked away, whispering to each other about the encounter. They 

never even noticed the soon-to-be-big-name reporter standing in the crowd as 
they passed.
 “Excuse me, ladies,” I called out.



They turned around, looking at me like I was a madman. Now that I got a 
closer look, I realized that neither one was very attractive. I made a mental note 
to add “possibly disguised men” in my notebook later.

“I’m with the Alderstown Times, and I’ve been investigating Mr. Jones 
here,” I explained, “I need to know what he just gave you.”

“His number.”
According to my source, “number” was drug lord slang. This just got big.
“If you don’t give me his… number, ladies, I’ll tell everyone what you’ve 

been doing.”
The girls exchanged a fearful look.
“Do you think he knows?” the redhead whispered.
“Maybe…” the blonde replied.
The blonde sighed, and pulled out the piece of paper, handing it over. I 

smiled.
“You’ve done the right thing, girls.”
They nodded, and scurried away, never making eye contact.

 412-509-0909, Ext. 3.
I dialled the number, and listened to the rings. One. Two. Then breathing.
“Bert’s Pizza,” a nasally voice greeted, “Can I take your order?”

 Ah, a front organization. How cinematic. I wrote “cinematic” on my list.
 “So, you claim you’re a pizza place? With no connections to Michael 
Jones of the north side of town?”
 “Uh, yeah.”

“Do you know Luigi Vendozza of the Vendozza crime family?”
“I’ve heard of him.” 

 Aha.
“How often?”
“He’s been on the news a lot.”

 I paused, wondering what “the news” was slang for. Then I remembered 
the extension, and pressed the button. Beeeeeep.

“Man, what was that?”
 “…a three.”

“Do you want a number three?”
 “Is it… is it drugs?”
 “Wait, what?”
 “Nothing.”

 I sat at my table in my hotel room, staring at the pizza. I had paid the 
delivery boy a fifty and warned him to go get his life in order. Now, I was 
examining the product… the drugs were probably hidden in the sauce, or 
ground into the pepperoni.

“Pepperoni… the meat of the damned,” I hissed, picking up a piece of 
meat.

I closed one eye and held it up to the light. I held up another. They looked 
exactly the same. Counterfeit. I threw the pepperoni down, scribbled 



“Pepperoni, the meat of the damned” on a nearby scrap of paper and ran for the 
door, the pizza box under one arm, and my notebook under the other.

I stood outside the entrance sign to East Haverfield. This conspiracy was 
too dangerous for me to stay in the town for any longer. So I wrote my article 
right there, outside the sign, word for word describing the chaotic wrongdoings 
that plagued this small tourist town.

“Gargantuan Gambit In Miniscule Municipality” was the title, preceding a 
bombshell of information that would shock the world the second they laid eyes 
on the words “Counterfeit pepperoni.” Who ever thought that Mike Jones, the 
man to “accidentally” receive the drugs was the intended recipient in the first 
place? Who ever thought that the East Haverfield Zoo and Bert’s Pizza were 
drug-smuggling fronts? 
 I’ll tell you who – Daniel Plank McVittie.

My cell phone went off, and I checked the display. Alderstown Times HQ.
“Daniel Plank McVittie,” I answered.
“Dan, where are you?”
“Ah, Mr. Burwell, I’ve figured out the whole case. It seems that the zoo 

and the town pizzeria are in cahoots, and -”
“What zoo? There’s no zoo there.”
“Of course there is, Mr. Burwell – the East Haverfield Zoo.”
“The drugs were found in East Havertown, Dan.”
“Ah.”


