
 

                        My Dear Charles, I cannot believe that, i, crapper BATTENBURG  

                         having made consummate attempt toward dazzling livelihood am in 

                          carcerated in this pedestrian hole. I had taken every precaution to 

                           PLAN a perfect crime pastichio. I had walked calmly to A police 

 THE TRANSstation and dropped a rather large bag of cocaine on the countoRMATION  
OF A PEDESer, informing the desk sargent of its substandard cut and askingRIAN MASTER 

CRIMINAL INthat my dealer be arrested immediately to establish A VALIDO AN AVANT 
 GARDE VISIpolice confidence in my honesty. This having been accomplished,NARY GATE 

I then entered a 7-11, placed my wallet on the counter to CLEVERLY  

establish confidence, gave an easy smile, took out my revolver 

and demanded all moneys on hand. I left empathetically taking 

only half the money. I entered the Federal bank, saw a cleverly 

placed surveillance camera, smiled easily into its lens and 
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my head. I cut eye holes in the bag. I left with half the money 

again. I am not a greedy pig. I then proceeded to Tiffany’s and 

broke the windows expertly. I patiently collected and bagged 

all of the diamonds in exactly the 48 seconds I master planned 

for this action. You, my trusted and usually dependable fence, 

were one minute late. I therefore, being of sane mind and body, 

drove to the Hudson River at Fifty Ninth Street and threw the 

diamonds into the river to avoid the law. One must be resolute. 

I then strolled into the Second national bank, placed a twenty 

dollar bill in the tray and asked for change. Then I demanded 

all the money in the bank. The clerk handed me 5 dollars. He 

gave an ironic look I took to mean that he had backup. I fled 

quickly, proud of myself for perfect alertness. It is difficult 

for me to understand how I was caught by the police. Maybe it 
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engineered and maintained Bureau of engraving elevator at 4 

AM. I trust you Charles. I know you will hold on to my share of 

my uneasy scavenge until I am released from jail. (PS. If anyone 

finds this dear note i have painstakingly written on toilet 

paper rolled up in the miniature Japanese spy revolver barrel I 

have painstakingly stored in saran wrap in my upper colon for  

14 years and  have just expulsed from my Prison window into the 
 East river, please take it to Charles Murtherer’s five year statute 
 of limitation warehouse at 52 Easy Street for a splendid reward.) 
    sTARS SHINE BRIGHT ON SHATTER LIGHT. steel bars aLL DAY. ALL NIGHT. tHEE. the. 
      tHAT’S YOU SEEM TO have had NEED of A FEW MORE STARS IN YOUR tuchas, Crapper. 


