
 

The elevator doors parted and Chapin headed straight for the doors of WXXX radio.  She 

swung open the door and walked in with a purpose.  The receptionist smiled at her.  

“Welcome to WXXX.  Can I help you?”  Even her voice sounded ‘pop’ to Chapin and it 

only served to irritate her more.  She also appeared to be the typical dumb blonde with big 

boobs that Jack would hire for a receptionist. 

“Jack Paulman!” she stated emphatically.  “I’m looking for Jack Paulman” 

“Is Mr. Paulman expecting you, maam?” 

“If he doesn’t, then the bastard is a bigger nut job than I thought he was.”  The 

receptionist cocked her head sideways and just stared at Chapin with a look of total confusion.  

Standing in a doorway, stood a bald man in a Black Sabbath t-shirt who almost shot Pepsi out 

his nose at the comment. 

“Oh Jeez!  You DO know the flaky bastard, don’t you?” the man chortled.  “Oh wait, 

wait.   Let me guess.  You wouldn’t be that Chaplin chick?  The girlfriend he’s always talking 

about?  I figured it was only a matter of time before you showed up here.  Of course I always 

pictured you carrying a deer rifle, but to each his own.”  The man paused and took in the 

confused, yet still irritated look on Chapin’s face. “Shawn Thorpe…aka Shawno Gordo…you 

know….Shawno and the Gang?”  He extended his hand.   

She glanced at his hand and crossed her arms.  “OK…let’s see…where should I start 

correcting you Mr. Thorpe?”  Chapin’s normal laid back attitude gave way to her mother’s 

perfect diction, pronounced clearly in staccato tones.  “First, the name is CHAPIN.  Not 

CHAPLIN.  Chaplin was a comic and I am not he.  Second, I am in fact NOT Paulman’s girlfriend 

and have not even seen him socially for 8 months.  Third, I don’t own a deer rifle although I am 

beginning to like the idea and fourth, you mean ‘Kool and the Gang”.  She began to glance back 

and forth between Shawn and the receptionist.  “Now could one of you please point me in the 

direction of Paulman?” 

“I’m sorry, maam.  If you don’t have an appointment, I’m afraid Mr. Paulman won’t…”  

Shawn interrupted her. 

“I got this one, Tiffany.  You just sit there and think about how lucky you are to have 

been able to move here from the Canadia’s.  Right this way, Ms. CHAPIN.” 

“How many times do I have to tell you Shawn?  It’s pronounced CANADA,” she said in a 

tone that had turned quite irritating. 



 

Shawn opened the door he had been standing next to and motioned to Chapin.  As they 

passed through the door he glanced back at Tiffany.  “If you are Canadian, you are from 

Canadia.  End of story!” he said and scurried through the door, closing it before she could 

respond.  Chapin was waiting for him in the hall. 

“This way” he said and motioned down the hall.  “By the way.  ‘Shawno and the Gang’ is 

my show.  I’m the morning man around here.” 

“Sorry.  I write for Jazz Journal magazine so I don’t listen to much pop music.” Her tone 

of voice gave away her disdain for the genre. 

“Yea, me either.” Shawn said as if a wave of depression had washed over him.  “But they 

won’t let us play good music around here.” 

“Wrong demographic?” She had know idea why she asked because she really didn’t 

care, but hell, the guy was guiding her where she needed to go. 

“That’s what your boyfriend…”He caught himself mid sentence. “I mean…that’s what 

that ‘guy who claims to be your boyfriend but obviously isn’t which tickles me to death because 

now Jen owes me five bucks’ thinks.  Hey maybe while you’re beatin’ him for whatever reason 

you are going to beat him, you could beat him into letting me change the format?” 

“I’ll see what I can do.” 

They arrived at a closed door.  A placard saying ‘Jack Paulman - Station Manager’ hung 

in the center. 

“Here it is.  Now, before you go in, I gotta warn ya.  The rooms not soundproof and the 

carpet stains real easy so no screaming and I’d recommend blunt trauma.  You know, less blood 

to clean up.”  Shawn grinned at her, grabbed the knob and opened the door.  

“Hey Jack.  You got a visitor.” Shawn said with a huge grin. 

“Chapin?  What are you doing here?” Jack asked with an obvious note of concern in his 

voice. 

“What do you think I’m doing here, Jack ass?” 

“Well, I can see you two wanna be alone, make out or something so I’ll just step out.” 

Chapin shot Shawn a dirty look.  He held his hand up to his mouth as trying to not let Jack here 

what he was saying.  “Remember.  Blunt trauma. Call me when you’re done and I’ll help you 

hide the body.” 



 

“Thorpe.  I told you not to wear that type of t-shirt around here.  ‘Black Sabbath’ is not 

the image we here at WXXX are trying to convey.  You need to go change it now and don’t make 

me tell you again.”  It was obvious in Paul’s voice that he was trying to show off. 

“Uhh…yea…I’ll get right on that, big guy.”  With that, Shawn closed the door. 

 


