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BETCHA CAN’T EAT JUST ONE

Derek M. Getschow

I woke up this morning at the Happy Days Rehabilitation Clinic in Houston, Texas, brushed my teeth, threw on some sweat pants and an old blue t-shirt, and headed down towards the cafeteria for breakfast.  It’s a cutesy kind of place with painted walls and lots of bulletin boards with neon papers plastered all over them.  The papers have short encouraging messages like, “You Can Do It!” or “Hugs Not Drugs,” but none of these were written with an addiction like mine in mind.  In fact, I am the first THB addict ever admitted into Happy Days, or any rehab clinic in the world, as far as I know.  Sometimes I suffer from withdrawals that are so intense that the staff here has no idea how to handle me.  I become violent, irritable, and worst of all, I am constantly suffering from hunger.  


That’s not to say I don’t eat.  I eat all the time, hence my new found obesity issues, but no matter how much I eat, I’m plagued by a significant hunger deep within my gut.  It feels like an unquenchable desert is baking inside of me, from the top of my throat to the pit of my stomach.  The only thing I have found that appeases my constantly nagging insides is the source of my addiction, fried chicken.

Not just any fried chicken will do though; believe me I have tried them all.  The colonel’s, the cartoon sailor’s, even the church’s chicken will not satisfy my craving.  I have to have my WunderChik’s Fried Chicken.  I have to have the juicy on the inside, crunchy on the outside, deep fried, piping hot, fresh from the farm Wunderchik’s Gourmet Southern Fried Chicken.  

The first time I ever had a piece of WunderChik’s, the real WunderChik’s, was the day I bought a WunderChik franchise.  It melted in my mouth and enveloped my tongue in a whirlwind of perfection with its delicate mixture of herbs and spices, a mixture so secret that literally no one knew the recipe.  Today, instead of my delicious chicken, I am going to have a bowl of bran cereal with skim milk and a few apple slices.  My lawyer is coming in to talk about my case today over lunch, which will probably consist of a ham sandwich and a banana.  
I’ve never had a lawyer before, never really needed one, so I guess I am lucky that I have Mallory.  She called me up when she heard about my situation on the news, told me she had lots of experience with drug cases, and I hired her on the spot.  Her voice was confident, strong, and attractive.  It didn’t hurt that she had a little southern belle mixed into her accent either.  I hope she is a good looking as she sounds.

If I’m lucky, she might sneak some lunch in from the outside, maybe in her briefcase.  Of course, there is no way she could know that I would want her to smuggle in some food, as this is our first meeting, but I am sure she has heard some of the stories.  Security over food being brought in to Happy Days is really strict.  A few days ago someone got caught smuggling a cheeseburger in to his wife and all hell broke loose.  Because of all the new THB addicts enrolling at the center, our food intake is heavily regulated.  

Before I came to Happy Days I was a thin, young graduate.  It was only two months after I received my bachelor’s degree in entrepreneurship that I heard about WunderChik.  Just thinking about it makes my breakfast about as appealing as eating an old sponge.  A friend of mine sent me an e-mail about this guy, Roy McDurley, who was starting a new fried chicken franchise in the Houston area.  He was holding an interest meeting at the Omni Hotel that Friday, and, being the savvy entrepreneur that I am, I decided to check it out.  On my calendar I wrote, Omni Hotel 10:30 am Hot Chicks! 

After breakfast we have free time which I usually spend playing solitaire or watching The Price is Right, but today I had to go back to my room to prepare for my meeting with Mallory.  I had all sorts of papers detailing my physical symptoms, my psychological status, even my bowel movements, and all of this had to be organized before lunch.  I sat down on my bed and began to sort through all the paperwork.  Physical stuff on the left, mental stuff on the right, and indeterminable stuff in the middle.  
I met Roy McDurley early on that Friday morning in the lobby of the Omni Hotel.  As I walked through the parking lot towards the entrance of the hotel I saw an old blue truck with a picture on the doors of a chicken wearing cape and a license plate that read DOODLEDO.  

“That must be Roy’s,” I said to myself as I stepped through the revolving doors and into the hotel.  All around me were fountains draped with potted plants.  The lobby was shaped like a giant circle with white marble columns all around it that reached all the way to the ceiling three floors up, and the air tasted like chlorine and carpet shampoo.  In the middle of the lobby was a large, round man in a blue suit with his hands neatly nestled on top of his protruding stomach.  His hair was greased back like mine, and it may even have been black like mine too in his younger days, but now it was a solid, shiny gray.  He saw me come in the revolving doors, searching for a sign or anything else that might tell me where to go.

“WunderChik meeting right?” his breath smelled like cigarettes and maple syrup.  

“Uh, yeah.  How did you know?”


“It’s a gift.  I can spot a future financial success from a mile away.”  

He smiled and approached me with his hand out.  As I reached for it I said, “Well I hope that’s true.  I’m Harvey, by the way, Harvey Haffner.”

“Roy, but you can call me Mr. McDurley.  It’s a pleasure to meet you Harv.  The meeting will start in a few minutes in the first room on your left down that second hallway there.  I think you’re gonna like what I’m sellin’.”

“OK, thank you Mr. McDurley.  I guess I’ll see you in there.”

“Just call me Roy, I was only kidding about the Mr. McDurley stuff ok?”
“Sure thing, Roy.”

The papers were all neatly sorted into their assigned stacks when I found myself with nothing left to do until my meeting with Mallory.  I decided to spend it watching my favorite daytime talk show in the community room.  As I headed down the hallway, I could already hear some of the other adults yelling at the TV.  I could have watched TV in my room, but its more fun when you are sitting with a bunch of negative addicts with nothing to occupy their minds except what they are going to shout next.  Sometimes the things they say are funny; other times they are hilarious.  
“There is no way in hell that fatty boombah needs nine paternity tests to find the father of her baby! “

“I say they should test her brother; that’s usually the case with these people.”

“I hope he’s not the daddy just so I can see that big girl cry again.  Last time she ran backstage and started punching the wall!”

I found a seat in the middle of the small crowd just as the alleged father came out on stage.  The studio audience went into hysterics, as did the man walking onto the stage.  It was a far cry from the reception Roy McDurley got when he stepped onto the stage at the first WunderChik’s meeting, but then again, there were only a handful of us in his audience.  
“I look around the room today and I see a whole lotta potential, a whole lot, and I am just as happy as a pig in the mud that y’all are here.  Now, before we begin, let me introduce myself.  My name is Roy McDurley, I’m fifty-two years old, a retired high school teacher, and I can’t wait to finally be rich.” 

His voice was a little scratchy, a little deep, and it had that unmistakable good ol’ Texas southern boy twang.  “The question we have to ask ourselves, being the intelligent, adventurous lot that we are, is how do we go about becoming rich.  Well, I have the answer, and as you probably heard before you even decided to join me here this mornin’, that answer is chicken.”
He sauntered from one side of the small stage to the other, trying to make eye contact with everyone in his small crowd, but it proved a difficult task in the dimly lit room.  “Yes, chicken my friends, the original white meat.  The one meat that everyone in the world, regardless of their religious persuasion, can eat and enjoy on a regular basis.  In fact, think about it now, you try a new food and then describe the way it tastes to someone and nine times outta ten I bet you say it tastes like chicken.”  Roy paused for a second while a few of the people in the room gave a half-hearted chuckle.
“Well what if I told you that I had a recipe for fried chicken that was so good it would set a new standard for the way people talk about chicken?  Wouldn’t you be a little interested?  Wouldn’t you at least want to try it?  C’mon!  Who wants to try some of my very own WunderChik fried chicken strips?”  He looked over the small group of people sitting before him and pointed his finger right at “Harv! Ladies and gentlemen, this is my new friend Mr. Harvey…” There was a short pause wherein Roy’s eyebrows stretched up to his hairline as he strove to remember.
“Haffner,” I interjected.

“Yes sir, Mr. Harvey Haffner.  That’s right.  How about tryin’ one of my strips?”

“Of course I will, that’s why I came isn’t it?”

“Em!” shouted Roy to a woman standing at the back of the room.  She was wearing a dark pair of glasses and a large black hat, “Bring my friend Harvey here some of that secret recipe chicken if you will, darlin’.”

The woman dashed through the door and reappeared almost instantaneously with a large silver platter covered with fried chicken strips on a bed of lettuce leaves.  Around the edges of the tray were little cups filled with an assortment of sauces.  

“There’s barbeque, honey mustard, and spicy buffalo sauce if you think you need it, but I prefer to eat mine just plain so I can taste all of the wonderful, juicy flavor.”  Roy was now standing on the floor among his audience members encouraging everyone to get up and try a strip or two.  The chicken strips smelled incredible.  I could detect hints of cayenne pepper and lemon seasoning, maybe even some peanut.  A mere whiff and I was already salivating.  The scent penetrated right through my nostrils and warmed my whole body with a tingly excitement.
Eventually Em made her way over to me and I grabbed two strips and some barbeque sauce.  Seeing her wear those sunglasses made wonder what she was hiding behind them, and what was her relationship to Roy?  Before I could think about it much longer, Roy slapped me on the back and hollered, “Well, dig in!”  I decided that, for my first taste, I would humor Roy and refrain from dipping.  
As I bit into my first chicken strip I could feel the warm juices sneak past my teeth and slither down through the inside of my lips, over my tongue, and down into my throat.  I had never tasted anything like it.  With eyes closed I stood in that room and slowly chewed the tender meat, savoring every delicious second.  
As I lay in my bed that night, I couldn’t help but think back to my amazing lunch.  This was the opportunity I had been waiting for.  In fact, I signed with Roy that very afternoon, promising to open my very own WunderChik restaurant as soon as I could.  I, and many of the other people in that meeting, ended up writing Roy a big check to cover the down payment of the franchising rights.  Just thinking about it made my mouth water.

Mallory didn’t bring me any lunch from the outside, but she sat with me and drank a bottle of Coke as I ate my ham sandwich in the cafeteria.  Her long blonde hair flowed over her blouse and right on down to her hands.

“Why are you wearing those gloves?” I asked her, as I bit into my sandwich.  I could feel the cold mustard sticking to my lips.
“I asked one of the doctors for them because I have a thing about germs and hospitals.  Napkin?”

I took it from her and wiped my mouth.  “This isn’t a hospital, it’s a rehab clinic.  It’s not like they perform surgery here or anything.” 
“Just leave me alone about it, ok?  I never claimed to be perfect.  How’ve you been holding up in here?” she asked.  “At least they feed you real food.”

“You call this food?” 

“You should see what they are feeding the THB folks down at Shady Acres.  That sandwich would be even less appetizing if you had to drink it through a straw.”

“That’s not making it seem any better.  You want the rest?”  I turned the half-eaten side of the sandwich towards her as she shook her head.

“No, thank you.  I already ate.  You can finish off my coke if you want to.”

“Really?  Thanks, this is great.”  I took the Coke from her and took a big gulp.  “So what’s the latest word on my case?”

“Well, with your mental anxiety and documented withdrawal symptoms, I think at the very least we can get you a nice settlement, but until we can prove Roy was knowingly responsible for the THB, I can’t guarantee anything.”

“I wanna see that guy go down.”

“Yeah, you and all the other people that came to your restaurant.  Unfortunately, yours was the only one that created these kinds of effects in its customers.  Roy is claiming that you are the one that added the THB to the chicken in an effort to boost sales.”

“Boost sales?  Are you kidding me? If anything we were too busy!  How do you think I can afford to pay you?”

“Good point, anyways that’s what he is saying to the police.  We have to find a way to link Roy to the THB before it ever went through your hands.”
“Like I’ve told people before, Roy would bring in a tub every week full of Ziploc bags that had the seasoning premixed inside.  The tubs would go to all eight stores in the Houston area.  He said that way we would use the right amount of seasonings for each batch that we made, and no one but Roy would know the appropriate mixture.  He would make it all at his restaurant and then deliver it to all the chain stores.”
“Well do you have any of the bags left at your store?  Anything we could test for fingerprints or THB?”

“The police have a couple of the bags in evidence.  I would only take them out of the tub when I needed them so if they are full they should be clean of my fingerprints.  Can we get those checked out?”
“They already came back negative for THB.  And, like you just said, only Roy’s fingerprints are on the bag.  If you want, I can go to your store and see if there’s anything they might have left behind, anything that may have somehow gone unnoticed?”

“I guess that’s all I can do, huh?”  I went over to my dresser and pulled my keys out of the top drawer as I finished off the drink.  “Here, catch,” I said as I tossed the keys towards her.  “The gold one with the rectangular top opens the store.”
“Great.  Trust me, if the police left anything behind, Mrs. Mallory Hall will find it.  You’d better let me pitch that bottle for you, I can’t have you getting caught with any contraband around here.”

“Did you say Mrs. Hall?  That’s too bad,” I said as I handed her the empty container.
“For you it is, for me, not so much.”

“Oh, really?  What is he, loaded or something?”

“He’s a chemist, and yes, we live quite comfortably.  Please don’t ask about my personal life.  You hired me as a lawyer, not a hooker.  I’ll call you tomorrow if I find anything.”

As I tried to find sleep that night, I couldn’t escape the thought that Roy might actually find a way out of this.  I knew that he was the only one that could have introduced the THB to the rest of the ingredients, but why did all the bags from my store come back negative?  I prayed that Mallory would find something, anything that might incriminate Roy when she searched through my store.
When I first opened WunderChik, things got out of hand quickly.  Within the first two weeks Roy asked us to stay open twenty-four hours a day, and as a result, business boomed.  All sorts of strange characters would make their way into my store at all hours of the night with their eyes bloodshot and their clothes reeking of smoke or sometimes just plain reeking.  Word of our delicious chicken spread fast, and by the end of the third week, there would be a line at my counter at all times full of people demanding food.  When the night crowd took over the lines, I would often see people take their orders and get right back in line so that they could order more by the time they had finished with their first, or sometimes second, order.  

After a month of great business I looked and felt like one of my nighttime customers.  The constant lines and the endless nagging of my own stomach for more WunderChik strips kept me at work all the time.  Sometimes I would have to catch a nap in the employee restroom just to be able to function.  I knew that something was terribly wrong but the cash flow, coupled with the free chicken, proved to be too much for me to overcome.  Eventually people began to become suspicious, or maybe it was just that they became angry.  They would complain that the chicken strips tasted different, not as good as they remembered them, but I would just get them some new ones and that usually solved the problem.  
I experienced it too, the dissatisfaction with certain batches of strips and the sheer delight of consuming others.  That idiot Roy probably messed up the spice bags every now and again; after all he was an old man.  It wasn’t until I hit rock bottom that someone finally called the police.  We had run out of chicken and had to close the store.  I had to stay and protect it because of the ferocious crowd growing outside.  I was attempting to clean the store up a little bit by washing the tables, but it was difficult to concentrate on anything because of the dozens of people watching me through the windows.  
Suddenly, I felt a great rush of heat rise slowly from my feet up to my head.  I began to sweat and the room started to sway softly before me.  I soon lost all control over my body and the entire room went white and hazy.  I remember falling to the ground and feeling the cold tiles press against my cheek before I finally passed out.

I woke up in the hospital.  Somebody in the crowd had called the police to come check on me.  I told the doctors exactly what had happened and about how much stress I had been under as of late, and they eventually took a few blood tests.  The results were devastating.
My blood contained very high levels of a new street drug, THB, and I was severely addicted.  My body had gone so long without sleep or THB that it just collapsed under me at the store. It didn’t take long for the news to spread that my WunderChik restaurant had become nothing more than a crack house in disguise and soon after, the lawsuits began to be filed.  I had to hide out at my parents’ house on the other side of town for a few days after I got out of the hospital to let things cool down before I decided to check myself into rehab.  I would be the first of many new patients.
Mallory called me the next day just as she said she would.  It was during my day time talk show, but the dysfunctional families on screen would just have to wait.  
“Hey Harvey, I’m down here at your restaurant, but the place seems pretty well picked over.  The cops did a thorough job of getting everything out of here.”

“Well, it was worth a shot.  I didn’t think you would find anything.”

“Has anyone been over here since the police left?  Anyone at all?”

“Not that I know of. No,” I replied as I tried to think of any reason that Roy may have gone over there.
“Well then maybe the police left something here that can help us.  Think Harvey, do you know anywhere they may have overlooked?  Somewhere that would be out of sight?”

“There are all sorts of cabinets and drawers in the kitchen area, did you check those?”

“Yeah, they were all empty.  Think Harvey, anywhere else?”  I could hear her voice echo in the empty store.
“What about behind the refrigerator or the fryers?”

“I don’t know if I can move those.”

“It’s ok, the fridge is on wheels, just unlock them and roll it away.”

“OK, hold on.”

I could hear her high heels clicking away from the phone as she headed towards the refrigerator, then silence, then a great thunderous rumble.  “Ah! Harvey!” she screamed from across the kitchen, “there’s something here!”  I heard her run back towards the phone.
“There’s a plastic container filled with some sort of cloudy liquid stashed back here.  This may be our big break!”

“Well don’t touch it; we gotta get that baby checked for prints.”

“Right, don’t worry, I am gonna call one of the detectives at the police department to come down here and collect this.  It almost seems too good to be true.”

“OK, great.  Call me back as soon as you know anything.”

“Will do, talk to you later.”

I turned back to the family on TV and all of their problems.  Seems like mine were just about to be over.  All I had to do was wait for Mallory to call me back.  

That night at dinner Mallory ran into the cafeteria pale and dripping with sweat.  She rushed up to me and said, “Harvey, we need to talk privately.  I have some bad news.”

I quickly got up and together we walked out of the cafeteria towards my room.  “The tests came back on that liquid.”

“What, already? You just found it today!  How did that happen?”

“The police rushed it through because of how popular this case is becoming in the media.  The sample came back as pure liquid THB!”

“Oh my God.  What does that mean?” I asked as we walked through the door and into my room.

“It means that whoever hid it there after the police left is the person that has been infecting all the chicken strips!  Now I need you to sit down and relax.”

“What? Why? What’s going on?”

“The police are going to be here soon.  The best thing you can do right now is just breathe.”

I sat on the edge of my bed.  “Why are the police coming here?”

“Harvey, the bottle with the THB in it had your fingerprints all over it.  This directly links you with the substance.  You are going to get creamed in court because of this.  The best thing I can tell you to do is just confess.”

“But I didn’t do it!  Roy did, you know that!”

“I thought I did, until this happened.”

“I won’t confess to a crime I didn’t commit.”

“Listen Harvey,” she said, “there is no way out of this now.  You can either confess that you went to the restaurant after the police search and hid the THB behind the fridge before you checked into the rehab clinic and hope for a lesser sentence, or you can get humiliated in court and suffer a harsher penalty.  Those are really your only two options here.”

“But Roy must have done that, there is no way I could have done it.  I was staying with my parents on the other side of town during the time you say I did this.”

“Right Harvey, and who is the court going to believe, your elderly parents or physical evidence?  The police are already on their way; your best bet is to write out your confession right now with me here to help you and then pray the court has mercy on you.”

“So that’s it then?  You are advising me as my lawyer to confess to a crime I didn’t commit?

“Justice is blind, Harvey.  Sometimes the bad guy gets away, sometimes the good guy gets nailed.  I am trying to help you make the best of a bad situation here.”

“All right, get a pen.”

That night Mallory left me at the entrance to the holding facility.  I was going to have to wait there until my trial date arrived.  Mallory’s fees, combined with the money I owed Happy Days, left me unable to post bail.  She said she would be back the next day to check on me and maybe sneak in a Coke or something, but this was as far as she could go with me today.  I was doing my best to hold back tears as two officers came out and handcuffed me.  They said it was standard procedure before booking a suspect.  

“You’re doing the right thing, Harv,” Mallory reassured me.  “I know this is hard right now, but it’s the easiest way out of this whole mess.”  

“I know.  It’s ok.  I’ll see you tomorrow, right?”  The officers turned me towards the station and began leading me to the door.  

“Sure thing.  See you tomorrow,” she replied.  Before I was in the door I turned my head back and saw Mallory heading towards a shiny, black Mercedes. 

“Let’s go, Em!  I’m starving!” said a voice from inside the car.  

I stopped walking.  The voice seemed familiar, but where had I heard it before?  I saw Mallory get in the car and buckle her seat belt.  The car roared to a start and sped out of the parking lot, heading south.  

The license plate read DOODLEDO.
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