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Editor’s desk





Several weeks ago, a group of intrepid Key Clubbers were tasked with the job - no, not the job, the privilege, nay, the honor – of constructing the Key Club Christmas Parade Float™. After rejoicing in being dubbed worthy for such a task, we set work.


Visions of sugar plums and giant robotic moving dinosaurs where surely in our heads, but finding ideas for a Key Club float is much harder then one might imagine, and time was of the essence.


Seconds flew by, seemingly in mere seconds. The seconds turned to minutes, the minutes to hours. 


No one had any ideas. 


Bodies of passed-out Key Clubbers littered the floor. We were defiantly thunked out. 


Then, revelation struck, leaving a large bruise on the side of my head.


Someone had turned on the CD player, which happened to be holding the newest smash hit, “Alvin and the Chipmunks Sing Classic Bavarian Tavern Songs.” 


“Hey,” I asked, “Don’t they have a Christmas album too?” 


Suddenly, activity.


Minds raced as ideas began to pour in, like molasses at first, but increasingly more and more like melted Jell-O, or wet yogurt. The Alvin and the Chipmunks’ Christmas album was found, and we had our idea. 


It was perfect. Life size robotic manikins of all three Chipmunks would stand around a Christmas tree, seemingly singing as we played the CD from behind the scenes. We were happy in our decision, and we rejoiced. 


But moments later, disaster!


We remembered that robotic manikins would require skills that none of us had. Not even my battle rap skills would help here.


However, mere moments after that, jubilation!


Most people would be so cold during the parade, that objects at a distance would become blurry; possibly even non-seeable (that’s a technical term). This would allow us to make life size models of the furry, singing rodents out of an easier material, such as plywood. It would, as well, allow us to make them two dimensional. The plan was set, and only needed a week to be put into action. 


A week passed. 


The Key Clubbers met again. We had our plan, we had our plywood, and we had our overhead projector (as well as pencils and markers) and we were ready for anything. 


Pictures of the mutant singing animals were projected onto the plywood, brilliantly allowing us to simply trace the image. 


Splinters were rampant, but we pressed on. Nothing would stop us from completing our goal. Nothing, except for finishing. And finish we did. 


Sort of. 


The Chipmunks, as well as the catchy phrase, “We Go Nuts for Service,” was successfully traced, and taken to another household to be cut out. All that remains is the painting this Saturday.  


Painting, and then, more jubilation for we will be finished (or at least a lot closer).





The End? (Yes)








The Christmas Parade Key-Club Float





Well, it’s that 


time of year 


again. Windows 


sparkle with the 


voltage of a


thousand tiny bulbs, storefronts are adorned with cheap imitation Santa and reindeer, and holiday spirit runs amok in mall parking lots everywhere. Yes, it’s (insert holiday here), a time for joy and love and caring for all man, woman and children. (insert holiday here) is a time when we should forget our petty differences for at least the month, and enjoy what we are given. So, to everyone reading, have a merry (insert holiday here)! And that’s the truth.


		Evan Marks








KEY CLUB PLEDGE





I pledge on my honor, 


To uphold the objects of Key Club International;


To build my home, school, and community,


To serve my nation and God, 


And to combat all forces which tend	


To undermine these institutions!











