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YOU WILL NEVER 

FIND HER!!!
by The Haunter of  
Your Dreams

There once was an usher  
named Milton
Who would give anything to 
stay at a Hilton
But he suddenly got  
famished
Because his Liz-lady vanished
And this thing will ryhme if I 
say it does

Like that one, Miltie? I 
wrote it extra special for you, 
which believe me wasn’t easy 
with Liz-lady squealing in the 
background through the tape 
over her mouth.

My face really hurts. The 
tube of Johnson & Johnson 
first aid cream I used today 
just isn’t cutting it, and I hope 
I don’t get an infection from 
all these burns because I hear 
those can make you a little 
crazy.

Really now? You thought 
you could abandon me and go 
of to live a happy life with the 
girl who broke my heart? The 
girl I was destined to marry?

I suppose if you cared 
enough about her, if you really 
tried to do something useful 
with your life and find her, I 
might even have a chance to 
do away with both of you to-
gether. I would certainly enjoy 
that, after everything you’ve 
put me through.

Well, if you must know 

where I’ve 
taken her, the 
answer is in 
front of your 
insipid face. 
If you’re at 
Endangered 
Seals Stadium 
tomorrow, 
think of the 
battery you 
can see out 

there, and Spencer, and that 
old lefty who served, and 
showed me the way. Think 
about Liz who will never be 
Dumas to me, screaming a bit 
more each night, and though 
Giant wins will make her 
scream even more, I have a 
new revenge in mind. 

Your unsnappy, lethal pitch 
kept me from ever having a 
normal life, Milton. Or even 
a wife. Now I’m afraid you’ll 
have to lose yours. Good luck 
with your bad luck.  —R.T. 

NICE TRY, MILTON


