
 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO OF CAPRICORN 

 

IN WHICH 

 

Capricorn makes a speech, 

Pisces interrupts, 

and Taurus sips  

 

*** 
 

Bricks are missing.  

Taurus has just informed me that 

there are now one thousand nine 

hundred and eighty-four bricks circling 

the Pond.  

This is a problem for three reasons:  

1. The Bride and I were not alive in 

1984 

2. The Bride and I have no 

connection to 1984, and 

3. Outside of AP English classes, the 

number 1984 is worthless.  

Tell me, what are the witnesses to the 

Brick Bequeathal Ceremony (BBC) 

supposed to think when I bequeath one 

thousand nine hundred and eighty-four 

bricks to the Bride, with whom I have a 

deep connection, but for whom I can only 

bequeath senseless irrelevancies? Tell 

me, what does that say about my 

worthiness for being the Runner Up 

Bridesmaid (RUB)? 

Taking these recent thefts into due 

consideration, I have now decided to 

update my list of RUB requirements.  

So, in addition to,  

1. Exactitude,  

2. Perseverance, and,   

3. Poetry, the RUB must also now 

exhibit   

4. A forthrightness that borders on 

witchery to defend herself and her 

cause. 

For this latest requirement, I step 

onto the ledge circling the Pond.  

“Excuse me!” I say to the witnesses, 

“May I have everyone’s attention 

please?” 

The witnesses turn from their group 

chatter and fall silent.  

“I know all of you were as shocked as 

I to hear that a so called 'mega-storm' has 

suddenly changed course and seems to be 

barreling straight toward us at an 

alarming speed. However, if there's 

anything else I know, it's my best friend, 

the Bride, and how she would never let 

anything distract her from what's 



important. So, if I could just draw 

everyone's attention to the bricks that are 

currently—” 

“YOU WILL DRAW NOTHING YOU 

DISGUSTING PERSON!” 

The insult screeches out of nowhere. 

I look to Taurus for an explanation but 

she shrugs and sips.  

“Ok,” I continue, “As I was saying, it's 

times like these when poetry—” 

“POETRY MY ASS, YOU 

DEPRESSING BAR-BITCH-UATE!” 

“Depressing bar-bitch-uate?” I 

repeat, “What a minute now. Who said 

that?”  

No one responds. Everyone remains 

silent and waits to see if I’ll be bested by 

a pun—absolutely not.  

“I’m a depressing bar-bitch-uate?” I 

say, “Me?”  

“YAH!” 

“Well, I’m not the one interrupting a 

speech, am I?”  

“I INTERRUPT FOR THE GOOD OF 

MY PEOPLE! TO SAVE THEM FROM 

YOU! DISGUSTING!” 

“Why am I disgusting?” 

“QUIET! I’VE GOT THE FLOOR 

NOW!” 

“You’ve got the floor?”  

The fronds to my left rustle—this 

rude voice is coming from the palm 

fronds. 

“You’ve got the floor?” I repeat. 

“THAT’S RIGHT! I’VE GOT THE 

FLOOR!” 

“Do you know who donated this 

floor?”  

“A DISGUSTING PERSON! THAT’S 

WHO!” 

“I did!” 

“I KNEW IT! IT IS YOU! TAKE A 

GOOD LOOK EVERYONE: HERE IS 

THE MONSTER WHO DONATES 

BRICK FLOORS TO GARDENS BUT 

LEAVES DIRT FLOORS FOR 

EVERYONE ELSE!” 

The witnesses start to nod their 

heads in agreement. An older gentleman 

spits on a brick and exits.  

I'm confused.  

“Wait a second. Wait a second. No, 

no, no, no, no,” I assure the group at the 

front, “Donating bricks to a garden is 

actually a poetically viable choice.”  

“I’D SAY THE SAME TO YOU, 

STONER!” 

“Stoner? I’m not a stoner! I’m 

Capricorn!” 

I look to Taurus for help, but she 

shrugs and sips.  



“CAPRICORN! YOU DONATED 

BRICKS TO THIS GARDEN TO USE 

THEM AGAINST THE PEOPLE! 

THERE'S A DISGUSTING BRICK-

THROWER AT THIS WEDDING AND 

IT'S YOU!” 

“Who’s throwing bricks? Let me be 

very clear here: I’m the only person who 

touches these bricks!” 

“AN ADMISSION! LADIES AND 

GENTLEMEN, YOU JUST HEARD IT! 

SHE’S THE BRICK THROWER! IT’S 

CAPRICORN!” 

The entire crowd raises their 

eyebrows.  

“No! No! No! I’m the Runner Up 

Bridesmaid, ok! Not the brick thrower, 

alright! That's not me.” 

I’m hit with an olive.  A glass.  

Someone tries to throw a napkin but fails.  

The witnesses start to boo. 

“But I am the RUB! Just wait until 

I’ve performed the BBC, ok! I’ll prove it!”  

Then, someone wraps their napkin 

around an olive and successfully pelts me 

with it, and I’m suddenly afraid. I look to 

Taurus but the crowd has blocked her 

out. 

“But I’m Capricorn, OK! I embody an 

admirable set of attributes, alright! I can 

enumerate them for you!” 

Out of nowhere, a brick flies and hits 

a grandma. The crowd breaks and floods 

toward me.  

I have no choice. So, in addition to  

1. Exactitude, 

2. Perseverance,  

3. Poetry, and   

4. A forthrightness that borders on 

witchery, I must also now   

5. Jump into the palm fronds for 

cover.   

 

 


