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Greed is responsible for my success. In fact, I owe a debt of gratitude to the collapsing financial services industry; and if anyone in that industry could figure a way to collect it, I‘m sure they would.  But for now at least, they are dealing with larger concerns, and my gratitude will enjoy a temporarily interest-free existence.
I got laid off last year, and decided it was the perfect time for me, maybe the last in a long history of opportunities, to rekindle a stalled career in the Arts. I had a new show and a unique impersonation of Mark Twain. So I began a new tour, starting with engagements all over Florida. While there, I discovered proof of Twain’s statement: “Truth is stranger than fiction. Fiction is required to stick to the possibilities. Truth is not.”
I had just finished a matinee and had to remain in costume for an early evening show. But I had to make a bank deposit, so I went incognito. 

I was pleased to find no line at the bank because I was certain the costume would draw some attention in this rural Florida town. I wanted to finish and leave as quickly as possible. Still, I was forced to wait fifteen less-than-comfortable minutes in that room filled with averted eyes before a teller finally called me to the window. 
I had left my reading glasses in the car, so I pulled a card from my wallet that contained my account number and asked the teller to please copy the number to the deposit slip. The account was registered to The Mark Twain Agency, which is what comes up on the teller screen. The transaction was completed and I left.

And here is what happened on the other side of the teller window.

Before calling me to the window, the teller had disappeared for a minute to the bank offices, located behind the teller stations. She was one of those people who strive for anonymity, and can be described by a single word: brown. Everything about her was brown. 
There was at least one other woman in those offices. She possessed a singular feature that commanded immediate attention. I was relieved, in my costumed state, to see her, and welcomed the visual competition. 
The hair at the back of her head had been cropped to about an inch in length. The top and front were the same length as the back and short bangs accentuated her already round features, calling attention to a roundness that continued all the way to her ankles. She was not obese, but it would not be out of line to describe her as in training for obesity. The sides of her head were adorned with a long, flat band of hair, about four inches wide, that hung at least fifteen inches down the sides of her head, creating the appearance of a basset or some other type of hound dog. 
Both women had disappeared behind the wall enclosing the back offices. No one else emerged and no other employees were visible to customers. While I waited for someone to return, I attempted to place a cellular call. There was no signal in the bank. There had been none anywhere in the town, so I gave up. The brown teller finally reappeared, took my deposit, and I left. 

Much later that day, I retrieved an urgent phone message from my Banker, that I would have received while still at the bank had a cell tower been in range. The message provided no clue as to the reason for the urgency, but he assured me that it had nothing to do with my accounts. I called and left several messages, but it was not until I returned to New Jersey that I learned what was going on behind the bank wall.

The teller had disappeared to inform her superiors that she thought a bank robbery was in progress, and that I was the perpetrator. They called the Sheriff’s office and the FBI to apprehend the culprit, which apparently was me.. Then they called my Banker to report that someone was robbing the bank and it had something to do with my account. 
They informed him that the would-be thief was dressed in a white suit and a mask. He said it was more likely that it was make-up because his client impersonates Mark Twain for a living. But they insisted it was a mask. After all, bank robbers always wear masks – don’t they - although they are usually masked as presidents. 

Then my banker asked them what the thief was attempting to do. They replied that he was attempting to make a deposit. 
“Isn’t that unusual behavior for a bank robber” he asked.
“It must be some kind of a scam.” They replied. “It is no doubt some type of money laundering scheme.” 

“What does he look like?” asked the banker.

“Like a bank robber in a mask,” they replied. “Haven’t you ever been robbed?”

“Not personally, but the Bank has.”

“Well weren’t they dressed in President masks? They always dress in President masks.”

At this point, my Banker called in his branch manager, thinking, no doubt, that no one would believe his story unless he had a witness to it.

Then he asked the nearly hysterical bank employee in the Florida branch what the man looked like. They said they didn’t know, but repeated that “he looks like a bank robber in a mask.” 

“Well, what is the name of the depositor” he inquired.

“Alan Kitty.”

“A customer of mine, of that same name” he continued slowly and deliberately, “is a Mark Twain Impersonator, and is at this moment touring the State of Florida. I am looking at his website, and there is a schedule on it. According to that schedule he played Altoona earlier today. Is that town anywhere near you?”

“You people up north sure think different from us,” was the breathless reply. “It is the next town over; but there are several branches closer to that town. So it must be a robbery.”

This brand of logic did not derail my Yankee Banker. 

“There is a website containing the schedule that is also covered with pictures of this person,” said my Banker. “There are pictures of Mr. Kitty in and out of make-up.”
“No, we haven’t gone to the website. But we think it is Mr. Kitty in the car and he has sent this other guy in to rob the bank. We called the Sheriff and the FBI has been notified.”
That is when he picked up the phone and attempted to call me; but as I said before, cellular technology had not yet reached Deland, Florida.

Then he asked, “Can I please speak with the Sheriff?”

The sheriff came on the line.
“This is the sheriff.”

“Sheriff, I think this can be resolved pretty quickly. I’ve called my client, who I know to be in Florida. Please go to this web site (he gave the site name). You will see pictures of Mr. Kitty and the man he impersonates, Mark Twain. Your surveillance photos will no doubt show that these are the same person. The site schedule will also suggest that Mr. Kitty is in Florida. The fact that someone claiming to be him just deposited a check cut by a facility on that schedule on this date in that branch and the facility is in the town next to yours should help prove my point further. I might also add that he made absolutely no attempt to do anything other than deposit that check. Can you agree that these facts should clear him of suspicion of bank robbery or the attempt to do so.”
The sheriff agreed and the incident ended. But this was proof that Twain was absolutely correct when he said “Truth is stranger than fiction. Fiction is required to stick to possibilities. Truth is not.”

If there is a moral to the story, it is ‘always insist on cash.’ 
