Darryl was sitting in cooking class.  Why did he sign up for this class anyway?  Oh, ya, it was presumably to meet girls.  Now he was stuck here with mostly other men who were here to meet women too.
Today, the recipe was bread making.  Who makes bread anymore anyway?  You buy it cheap from the store, or you put all of the ingredients in a bread maker, press some buttons and it does it for you.

He put all of the dry ingredients together and was working at sifting them through to the bowl when he notices the guy at the next table looking over at him and copying each step he does.  What’s with that guy anyway?  He’s old enough to be my grandfather, what’s he doing here? He should know how to cook by now!

“Look Buddy, Don’t copy off me, because I was just about to copy you!”  Darryl said in a warning tone.

“I’m not copying you, I’m just following your actions and making bread in my own way!”  he said sarcastically!

Darryl, sighed and continued the bread making process, this was going to be a long night he thought.  They both finished their bread and sat down while they waited for the bread to rise.  The old guy pulled out a key chain of some sort.  It had a purple elephant attached to it and some old keys around the ring.  “Wow, those are some keys!”  Darryl exclaimed.  “You think?”   He replied.  “Ya, I’ve never seen old ones like that still in use before.”
Then he pulled out another key chain, this one had a Jack on it with a single key on it, old, like the other ones.  He tossed it over to Darryl, “Keep this, you might need it some time.”  “Cool, Thanks,” Darryl replied, although somewhat puzzled at the action.

When the bread was ready, it was evaluated and graded.  Darryl hurriedly left the room and waited for the elevator, he pressed the button many times, hoping the elevator would come faster.  It came soon enough and he got to the parking lot and drove home.
The next week when he got to the class, the teacher greeted the students with news that there had been a tragedy, the elevator had malfunctioned last week and that the elderly man in the class had fallen down the elevator shaft to his death.

“Wow” Darryl thought, the poor old guy.  He pulled out the keychain that he gave him and rubbed it a few times, like a moment of silence for him.  All of the sudden the jack on the end of the chain got hot and Darryl dropped it.  “That’s weird” he thought to himself.  He picked up the keychain and was about to just toss it into the garbage when for some reason he just put it back in his pocket.
That night in the cooking class, they were making pies.  Again, Darryl wondered what he was doing there.  Then at the end of the class, this other old guy approaches him and says  “I think you have something of Horace’s, that I would like”
Darryl replied that he didn’t know what he was talking about.  

“The keychain, I would like it back please” the old man spoke in a threatening way.  Then all of the sudden pulls a gun out and demands the keychain.

Darryl tosses it to him and says “There’s no need for violence”

The old man walks out and Darryl looks around the classroom.  The rest of the students are oblivious to what just happened.  “Oh, great” he thought to himself.

The pies were cooked and evaluated and Darryl left the classroom.  He passed another classroom and inside he saw the old guy sitting there with other old people all playing jacks.

The old guy looked up at him and said “Sorry about that earlier, we needed Horaces’ jack to complete our game.”
Darryl shook his head.  Some things are better left unknown.

