Thomas Edison squatted on stage like an Australian, psyching himself up to announce the invention of the incandescent light bulb to a crowd of 10,000 civilians who were eagerly looking forward to brightly lit evenings of reading bibles and sewing doilies.  Releasing himself from the meditative squat, he addressed the crowd, “Ladies and Gentleman,” he began and then paused for effect, as speakers often do, and that was the cue for his ghoulish assistant to wheel out an object draped with just such a doily that would prove to be so common and intricately structured in years to come.  Edison continued, “Today I will introduce to you an invention that will change the very fabrique…”
He was immediately and most boorishly interrupted.  “Hey, got anything to eat,” someone screamed from the middle of the otherwise attentive crowd.

Edison stuttered slightly but recovered with characteristic poise.  He was a large man, and had enjoyed a delicious roast duck prior to his address. “…yes, yes, the fabrique of our already industrious society.  For several years, my laboratory has searched for a device to introduce a steady supply of light into your homes using the wonders of electrical current.  My friends, today we have successfully…”

Again he was most rudely interrupted by the scratchy and unpleasant voice.  “Hey, c’mon, you got some food on ya?  Anything at all’d be fine.”

Edison blinked furiously and squinted at the crowd, trying to figure out what clown was heckling him at this most historic moment.  He unconsciously swallowed some flatulence with his colon muscles, and plodded on with his speech.  “We have turned night into day, as soon you shall see, shadows will be alit with the glow of an electrically-powered sphere that will, in due time…”

“I’m not starving, I mean I can do without, but if you’ve got any scraps or anything I’ll take ‘em off your hands,” the voice interjected once again.  “There seems to be some sort of food behind you…yes, you on stage there, what’s that by your left haunch?”
Edison impulsively turned to look at the table that held the mystery object draped with a satin sheet.  It did resemble a cake, covered in such a way to be cooled or concealed by some matriarchal temptress.  The voice persisted loudly in the crowd, which was beginning to mutter in amazement at the rudeness of the intruder.  A woman fainted, as they sometimes do, and fell limply into the arms of the gentleman at her side, who kissed her gently on the lips and dragged her off behind the bandstand.
“I’m not too particular here.  I can eat leather, shoes, you know, did yesterday; or if there’s some garbage receptacle I can just raid that and be on my way.  I’m not begging here, just asking, I don’t even have to eat it.  I just want to know what you’ve got.
Edison collected his thoughts and motioned furiously to the burly bodyguard, who was seated atop a rather majestic looking tricycle. The bodyguard drew his pistol, calmly packed it with powder, loaded the shot, and fired haphazardly into the crowd.  He did this without dismounting the majestic tricycle.  
Screams, shrieks, and yelps drowned out the hungry troublemaker.  But no one in the crowd had been shot.  Instead, Paul McCartney, who had been standing at the side of the stage disguised as a fervent young journalist, slumped down the stairs with a remarkably audible thud, followed by another thump, and another similar sound, and an extremely unpleasant screech on the last stair as his boots dragged along, and finally a plop as he came to rest at the foot of the stairs.  Frederick Douglass roared with disapproval and charged the stage with his entourage.  They intended to disarm the burly and reckless tricyclist and possibly save Paul McCartney, but they did not make it past the edge of the bandstand.  A volley of flaming arrows rained down upon them, as the entire Iroquois nation descended into the pandemonium.  Edison bellowed his approval of his native allies from center stage and pumped his fist excitedly.
The crowd that had gathered on this otherwise serene afternoon to fondle this event of technological history erupted into pockets of swordfighting and intense hand to hand combat.  Henry Ford’s posse of sub-Saharan bodyguards scuffled with Robert Louis Stevenson’s band of gypsy warriors, who sat astride red stallions of a breed only recently introduced to America; a sight which drew murmurs of approval from the swelling mob. 

Edison darted from the stage in the wake of his Indian counterparts, dragging the cake-like object behind him.  As he ducked under a large sign proclaiming the glory of his most recent invention, he was startled by a weakling. Edison deftly dealt a deadly blow to a harmless and generous Florence Nightingale, who crumpled from the blow to her neck and began weeping, drawing sniggers and jeers from the savage Iroquois warriors.  The object in tow clunked down the stairs as Thomas Edison stepped over Nightingale and weaved his way through the battle to the back of the bandstand where his carriage was parked.  His footman waved stupidly when he spotted his fat employer, and Edison hurriedly waddled toward the idiot.  

Before the Wizard of his Menlo Park could reach his getaway vehicle, a familiar voice appealed from the shadows.
“Say, I’d like to munch on a little something,” the voice said.  “I don't care if it's too hard to chew. I'll just swallow it whole. Just swallow it down. What if it’s not edible? Who cares? I don't.”
Edison turned toward the man who had ruined his ceremony and caused the gratuitous slaughter of thousands of well-endowed men, women, and children, not to mention the excess of important historical figures.  He was astonished to find not a starving vagrant, but a rather obedient-looking goat, chewing on what appeared to be some sort of crud.
“It’s cud,” said the goat, realizing that Edison was staring inquisitively at his oscillating jowels. “It’s not really food, doesn’t count at all, I just chew on it cause I’m hungry you see.  I'm telling you, I could use a little something to chomp on. I could wait, but what have you got there?”

Edison glanced around uneasily as the handsome beast took a step closer.  The idiot footman was masturbating furiously in the carriage and the crowd had retreated from the stage.  He was alone with the goat, and his pleas for help would surely be drowned out by the barrage of cannon fire that echoed from the deck of the USS Louisiana that had entered the harbor.

“Come on, don’t be greedy.  What you got under that sheet?  Nothing at all? I can eat a sheet, you wouldn’t think so, but I can.  Just let me taste it.  Now.  Seriously, you fucker. Aww shit I mean, it’s not like that, but just a sandwich or some fruit’ll do me.  Don’t run you fat shit.”
Edison had disobeyed the advancing goat and turned to run.  Foolishly, he attempted to rescue the mystery object as well, and the sluggish wizard was tripped up by a skinny leg of the ravenous beast.  

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, just some food, share, share with me,” the goat screamed and screamed and trampled the whimpering inventor under his muscular hoofs.  Edison lay dead in the sweaty street.  The goat was covered in the victim’s blood.

Like a beautiful saint, he turned to the secret on the cart, devoured the satin sheet professionally and beamed with gratitude as he gazed upon the article resting on a holy glistening platter.  It was a cheese danish.

“Fuck yes!” the goat bawled.
