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Foreword

ALook on my works, ye Mighty,
Ozymandias

Who is Henry E. Panky®hat does hevant? And why shouldyou interest
yourself in thdumpy bouillabaissef lurid nonsense ladled up so enthusiastically
in the following pagesThe publisher insists that, like it or lump it, as editor,
have to come up with sonceedibleanswers.

Well, as to identity, perhaps the process of elimination wdlphus.
Except for a handful of lickspittle toadies who can barely stand up on their hind
legsand cockledoodledog, the clear critical consensus thatMr. Panky isno
David Sedaris oAl Franken.Or Thomas Pynchoior that matter(That last jab
hurt his feelings a littleas e'd long hopedob e t he my st BEawicanu s
they be so sure®Well, how aboutJaneane Garofalor Fatty Arbuckl® 6 h e
whi mpered. thBnE@&n Flbr diev e me , but i n
distasteful chimp-like tantrum, Iheartily assured him he could.

Then, not long ago, the author suggested, if | understood him correctly (he
was communicating via charadegh nylon pantyhose pulledver his heay that
he was...the Kwisatz Haderach of Planet Duv#ich if true hassignficant
ramifications.You may recall the Kwisatz Haderach as the messianic Deliverer in
thefuturist bestseller, "Dune”, who drank the hallucinogenic saodn juice and
then, in a sequel, became a giant worm himself. (Though that never rang true t
melmean, come on! Whobébs going to trad
on the stormy mountain top witdl the attendant power, glory and chicks, to be a
humongous eyelessworm? That's the problem with sequels: the inspiration is
spent but themoneg she is good It may ring some bells if | mention that Kyle
MacLachlan played the Kwisatz in tiavid Lynchfilm which also starred Mr.
Sting More recentlyMr. MacLachlanperformed, with exquisite delicacgs a
seri al mast ur bat ¢warrior messiab ® golei&l ortahiteow C i t
t her eds @anecaaengathize with.t h

Oddly enough, | once had substantial, and | believe somewhat legitimate,
hopes of being the Kwisatz Haderach myself
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In any case, born into a previous alyr, Panky would almost certainly
have been abandoned on thkage dunghillfor the rooting pigs to processr
sold into slavery for a few copper rupees, or, if the family was pious, donated to
the local, babyeating deity in exchange for a good cropadt vegetales In the
unlikely event of his living to maturity, one might reasonably expect a public
impalement, stoning, flayingquartering and/or defenestration to entertain the
shrieking, slaveringiff raff we lovingly call the moral majority

In fact, Henry just barely avoided such a fate under the Bush
administration.(And, OK, | half-heartedly tied to defenestrate himmyself over
the holidays.

This modest book of "t en MePankgnkad c i
the betweermmedications epiphany that evéing in his lifei the drug abuse and
religious quackery, the sexual obsession and dysfunction, the brittle mania an
sweaty paranoid had all been for areason He wasnot, afte
moodswinging, moral munchkin sliding, squealing withrggr down the dark,
offal chute of life. No, something hadoldedhim, like JelO saladto deliver a
messageThat dubiouscommunicatiomow lies, like a slouching beast awaiting
only your hesitant poke to awaken, withingbeverypages.

In a few momets, dear reader, for the negligible price otwen-egg
omelet,onesidemeat either toast or hash browasd a small espresso beverage
of your choice, Mr. Panky shall unstintingly heap the empty plate of your
credulity with the bulging breakfast burritd his own inexplicable wit.

And so, without further ado, | present to you the stories and parables, the
letters, lectures and lunatic magniloquencélenry E. PankyKwisatz Haderach
of Dune(candidatel)

Bonappétit And welcome to the granfalloon!

Patrick M. Carlisle
Editor
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Important Disclaimers

Disclaimer #1

The views expressed herein, including, but not limited to, those of a political,
social, religious, racial, psychologi¢akexualor substanceabusing nature, should
not be construed to reflect, in any way whatsoever,ahieions sentiments
perversions and peccadilloed the Sony Corporationor its employeeslf a
scapegoat is required, let us look to dahly pestilential era itself, of which Mr.
Panky is only thevide openall-too-willing pie-hole

Disclaimer # 2

Virtually no research has gone into the work at hand. Once started down that hell
bound highway, itdéds virtually i mposs
There are, however, a few egregious exceptions. The author did look up the
s p el | iLipizzanenf orfaipiece he subsequently shitcanned. Fortuitously, a
gratuitous reference to this magnificent beast was subsequently squeezed into
later work.

Anyothersec al | ed fAerrorso or fAmisrepreser
the deliberate display ofvriterly craft by a master unchained by slavish
convention. EXCEPT in those situations where legal liability is involved, in
which cases the author offers heartfelt apologies for any inadvertent mistake:
(almost certainly made by assistariisrrowed from Pulitzer Prize winning
historiang which may have slandered, libeled or otherwise given actionable
offense. It wagertainlynothis intent to be held responsible for his writings.
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Disclaimer # 3

All characters, placessituationsand references are alsely fictional, even
those that are patently authenti€or example,the i We aBiokd Cheney
referred to invariouspiecesis not the smart, funny,srnuggable, formeNVP, but
simply an imaginargolemsprung full grown froma fragile psycheoveragitated
by current politicsWhich isnot to say thathe authomwouldh éehjoy stripping,
strapping, hoodng, belly-pinking and bastinadeing the genuine Weasel Dick.
Then fire-hosing the sick smirk off his facewhile screaming An$wer the
questionMohammed &ike a celebrity roasMr. Panky has always wanted to do
one of those.

Disclaimer # 4

Unfair and Unbalanceds like asecretSanta giftbox packed withhomemade,
treacleoozing truffles Or a bamboo steamer epicytakeout dim sum redolent
of their stuffings of unidentifiablemeatlike pasts and lumpsNo matter how
goodtheylook, smell andaste,no more tharone or two should be ingested at
any one sitting.

All Henry E. Panky productareprocessed at a facility exposed to wheat, lactose,
cat dander, dust mites, mold, peanuts, tree nuts, corn nuts and donuts.

Disclaimer # 5
" Some were born to sweet delight. Some were born to endless'hight
Agreement

If you accept thge disclaimersgo to your desk, pick ufhe computer mouse and
whi s p e o Mr. Hahkgdlehsed ta meetchaunderstand andgree toyour
terms of usage, 0 to where the mdaoes ed
have an ear, youodve picked up the wr
keep your desk free of fdodetritus.) Otherwise, wesuggestyou return
immediately to the "Fox News Channel" for more bleatiggorant, hatefilled
spew Thank you. We hope you make the right decision.

9
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Introduction to the Revised Edition

fiLook Mama, | &6m dancind for

| can think of no better way to begmur new journey togethehan with thefervid
howl of Samuel Jackson as a sweaty, spgsgdd cr ack addi ct [
Jungle FeverAs hetried to bamboozlehis motherout of a little extra cash
Scuffling frantcally and pumping his arméke Uncle JedClampetthoofing itto
Purple Hazeon angel dust a desperatelohnMcCainonthe-campaigstrail
rictus-like grin lighting up his torturedfeaturesMr. Jacksorjust wantedto scoot
back to his happy plaaender tle overpasdight up a decent sized rock with his
pr op an eand flap asvalyénto the soft, pillowy cloudar above this hard
crustyworld. For as long as he could stay up there.

And Mama dd indeed give hima few small billsas fair recompense for the
honest entertainment value deliver&though Daddy, a toughove Republican,
later sho Mr. Jackson dead fatealing the family television.

Andso, as Mr. Frywould sayt o Mr . Please, Mn Musicwifi you playd

HenryE. Panky
Associate of Artgcandidate)

10
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The Crisis in Pubic Hair

~ An anguished& passionately argued polemic
for the return of pubic hair

More Than an Inconvenient Truth

o Fact: Every year over 2 million hectares of pubic hair are clear cut or torn
out by the roots, muncof it in virgin and "old growth" stand# Brazil,
much of this acreage is now being planted with soybeans.

e Fact: As recently as 650,000 years ago, 97% of the human "landmass"
was a rich pampa of gently swaying pubic hair, with herds of grazing
buffalo, duikers,bongos and bushpigs far as the eye could see.

e Fact: In modern times, pubic forestlands have shrunk to a fevofetlnte-
way musky cracks, crevicasidwetlands Now, these precious are@®
are under attack.

e Fact: Pubic hair generates 538bthe libidinal oxygen we need to breathe
heavily, and provides the subconscious motivation for 49% of all social,
economic and aesthetic endeavor.

e Fact: The human race is toying with ecologi and sexuological Ur
Megiddo!

(For the less educated amaimg let me explain thabiancientHittite, iUro
meandiAr,0 andfiMegidda meangimageddom.)

Hello and welcome! I'm Doctor Henry E. Panky. Tonight, we take an epic voyage
to a sublime, terrifying and mysterious isle. Fabled garden of genesis, fertile
crescent of concupiscenceiddenvalley of passion Bermudatriangle of desire;
called byferventpilgrims "Eleusis' "Xanadu"and"the Land of Milk & Honey'

That which philosophers proclaim thgonum onum(the i g 0 o d onum

11
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alternatively,f#1 b o haiflifeol speak, of course, ¢lirsutem PubisNow, by
the tomfoolery of reckless mankintireatened with extinction!

Boom, boom, boom!

Okay, let's take it down a notch, and start at the beginning. Jimmy, please roll the
slideshow and the first explodingepchart.

Now, | have studied the "Glorious Oeuvre" as a scientist for several decades, ye
my breakthrough moment, my NewtoniéiBurekabd my "Watson, get your fat

ass in hereB my "Hey, you got chocolate (peanut butter) on my peanut butter
(chocolate)!®d moment arrived quite early itife. Indeed, | wadarely out of
short pants a callow pimply prepubescent, when first stumbled upon the
astounding epiphany that®wWOMEN HAVE PUBIC HAIR(italics are mine)

You see, growing up in a repressed, hsglcurty Protestant family, | never
actually saw a naked being of the female persuasion until the fateful discovery o
a tatteredArizona Nudistmagazine underneath my bus seat on a class trip to the
llama farm. ("No!" | gasped,glancing aroundquickly before chsping it
possessively to my bony chest.) This providential "Howdy stranger!" to the
joyous, but terrifying inscrutability that would come to obsess my personal and
professional life left me wheezing, dizzy, giddy almost to the point of hysteria.
And | asled myself, "Is this foreal, or is this a freak magazine, like, you know,
MAD or Ripley'sor National Review"

Ambushed by Love

Still, I knew | was on the trail of something dangerously big. | had stumbled on a
dark secret he Chur ch dto &mwwh Everyw schoblteaaher, every
anchorwoman, every woman on the street was now rigorously eyeballed with &
new esoteric recognition but | could no longer look my mie¢r or grandmother

in the eyes To further my research, | began to conduct a furtivekslgnto and

from the squalid newsstand on a regular basis. I'd scuttle home, sweaty ahd heal
poundy as angmackaddict, with the latest glossy editions lafsbians without
Pantiesand | Like It from Behind | pored over those abstruse texts like a
mumbling, medieval kabbalist. And | felt averwhelming urgencip mount and

12
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rub my naughty bit (then about the size of my ring toe, wdragry) against the
old lambskin caiseat cover, yet soft and curly, discarded in the basef@ive it
tome 0 i t fiTpkaihalledd .l grunt ed.

And thus | tastedoththe thick nectar obesotted rapture andubsequentlythe

first bitter mouthfuls of guilt, selhatred and existentidltility that accompany

this greatest of intimacies with the inanimate. No one hasexygainedwhythis
should be so, but Dr. Friedman, my psychiatrist, says it's exactly the same fo!
him. I'm not proud of the way | treated that lonely seat cover: promises, caresses
a passion to light this sad old universgth fireworkd Followed swifty by
lassitude, peevishness and the inevitable d@afhe-down, freebird/rambling

man speech. Before she'd even stopped crying, it seemed, I'd be back with
handful of dandelions and liquor on my breath. A story as old as Tom Bombadil.

Of course, | ralize now that drooling, grunting priapism is a chronic, genetic
disease- "Adam’'s Bane" some call i an insatiable monkeiych hardwired by

our mischievous Engineer. Which | like to believe does not lessen our grandeul
and nobility. But backhen only Licky, my cocker spaniel, seemed to be on the
same page as me. He also liked to drag his butt across the carpet in,a weir
sitting, scootike motion that | personally found uncomfortable, but which
brought a thick, fixed glaze of ecstasy to his saowhbreyes.

The Airbrush, the Razor & the Damage Done

AYou require no wax job, M:
you are sufficiently smooth for me.
And should you require a Quik Lube,
I shall perform this task f

The Wandering TilburydJnclean Universe
(I remain quizzicabver the Quik Lube reference)

In the innocent years of my adolescence, one never saw any details of th

feminine "mystery of mysteries" in printed media, only a soft, fuzzy and

comforting, puberulent blur of airbrushed hairit called to one like a smal

warm haystack in the afternoon sun. (It makes me smile with golden nostalgia.)
13
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I'm certain this was done with the best of intentions, and | certainly didn't question
it. "I love you just the way you are!" | sang. But this misconception led inevitably
to a terrible shock when | came face to face with "the real thiniglt like Mr.
Magoo after a new glasses prescriptidiyee! Whoa! "Jeez, I'l be damned,
never would have guessed at anything like that!" It was alisxeral. But | did

get beyond itl dove right in, kept my eyes open, pushed my snout forward and
said"Hi, howya doing!"I'm proud that | did, and wouldn't have it any other way.

Certainly, at least, the great majority of the time.

But now, the pendulum has swung the other wago far, too far-- and | worry
about our little ones, the children...

If you were a healthy, curious, testosteramtamed 12yearold today, feeding at

any of the multitudinous media troughs of explicit smut, you might reasonably
conclude that a penchant faunlpc hair reflected one of the more archaic, oddball
and unseemly of peccadilloesranking well below toon sex, artificial genitalia,
teabagging and consensual quadruped bestiality. | don't mean to disparage thes
invigorating perversions, but only teastablish theghtful hierarchy of felicities.

| worry about the shock my delightfully wiegkyed and heartbreakingly
defenseless son, if such a child indeed existed, is in for when he first sees a nake
woman in "real time." After years of earnest pmyraphy study-- which yet
constitutes the greater part of our society's sex education curricudllittie
blinking Danny might very well recoil in fear and horrbom the sweetest
blessingof the Great Mother herself (italics mine).

It might well conjue up that old movie about Atlantis where humans were turned
into pigs, goats and donkeys, before everyone got burned up by the giant crystal
ray gun, except those lucky few who escaped back to Mykonos on the submarine
This saddens me immensehthe shaed pudendum conundrum, not the
submarine, though turning humans igtéoot possumsvas kind of creepy, and

has now been soundly condemned by U.N. resolution. (The Bush administration
however refused to limit our "tool bag" of options in protecting legdte

national interests.)

14
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The Middle Way

"The milkweed bloomed, the worms have turned
The bison graze no more
And now we crop love's curlicues
Adorning Heaven's door!"

Henry E. PankyParadise Shaved

Who could have dreamed that a small corner of dotlicles would become the
sine qua norf"the good onum") of life, the slightest shadowy suggestion of which
drives men, and | assume Lesbians, to woofing, tomeagging, bacchanalian
frenzy? And how can one compare the depilated loin, something soy cearl
aberration-- unnaturally bald (andisually razotburned), urgarnished by the
delicate, enchanting curling tendrils of human parstep Guinevere's Perilous
Forest, Sappho's shrubbdriglden Cave, or Sharon Stone's gloriously downy
muffaletta in Basic Instinct"? | hear the soaring, aching adoration of Pavarotti's
Avé Mariawhen | remember that scene! These are veiled, holy places where mer
go MAD from passion, kneeling before a sacred, impenetrable mystdrat is

yet, with God's grace, someupk anda little bit o' luck astonishingly penetrable!

Whoa! I've got to calm down, splash some cold water on my face, and slip into a
pair of loose, fleecy sweat pants. You may want to do the same.

Okeydokey. Now, let me be clear: | am not glorifying pddliage of Cousirit-

like dimensions. Buddha taugtite Middle Wayneither too much, nor too little.
Something tasteful and appetizing, but without being overwhelming or scary. The
doyennes of social etiquette pronounce a tidy, neatly hedgeshapedvedge to

be appropriate- something that looks pretty in or out of a bikini is a handy rule
of thumb.

And please people, no shaven lightning bolts, arrows, exclamation points, X
marksthe-spot, 666's swooshesor team logos. That's like towing Chartres
Cathedral to Yabba Dabba Doo Land. Furthermore, rings, studs, crucifixes anc
chin-up bars on the privy partaustbe outlawed and rigorously prosecutedur
airport security professionals are working hard enalgfady

15
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God's Inscrutable Will? We Survey a Variety of Opinions

Somebody's got to ask, "What's behind this lemnrhikey race to the sealled
‘Brazilian' pelvis?" If we can identify the twisted putzes behind it, we can try to
help them understand the error of their ways. Or conversely, we caralvaitch

hunt!

Certain Christian fundamentalists believe that Adam and Eve didn't have any
genital hair, or genitals, or anuses for that mattertjl after the Fall This
reminds me of those nightmarish "Outer Limits" episodes, which scared me sc
shiless as a child, where horrible mutants wandered and bumped around th:
streets with no mouths, nostrils or eyes, just skin covered declivities. The Deity
may be mischievous, not to mention indecipherable, but I'm still hoarding a small
sliver of hope thale isn't totally criminally, insane.

Then | read an article in the Times about a Pakistani teacher who suggested to h
class thatthe Prophetmight NOT have shaven his pubic and armpit hair.
Presumably, he was just trying to get a lively discussion gamgng the sullen
brats, an intention | thoroughly applatllit one of them squealed to Mr. Grumpy
Imam, head of the local faHbased initiatives program. Personally, | think the
teacher's subsequent execution by public stoning is a crying shame, beside
delivering exactly thewrong messageegarding groin shaving to the kids.

"Hmmm, I'll be jiggered," | mused to myself. According to the article, "Pious
Muslim men often shave their pubic and armpit hair, while allowing the beard to
flourish." Krikey, whowould have imagined- that under their jallabiyas and
shalwar kameezes and bandoliers and grenade launchers, these big hairy jihadis
are as smooth as spearolds? This apparently is pleasing to Allah.

Before proceeding further, | want to express rtmast respect for all the world's
great religions, including Islamism, Mormonism, Southern Baptismism,
Scientologyism Bokononismand the worship of aliens. I'm totally against
offending the devout or pissing off the crazies, except anonymously and at ar
exceedingly safe distance. Furthermordove Cat "Yusuf Islam” Stevens, and
often tootle his "Peace Train" to myself as | go about the glorious mundanities of

16
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daily life. If more of us climbed on board that weltentioned railroad, the world
would be anicer place.

The bottom line is...I don't reallgive a shitwhat men do with their pubic hair,
much less theimuskyarmpits.ln any case, m death fatwas please; it's not a good
time for me.

Moving on briskly and getting back to the subject at handSimogun”, James
Clavell's groundbreaking study of Japanese life, a group of toothless, simpering
lackwits gathered round the rice pot to gurgle about the supposed penetratio
advantages of the "hairless yoni, neh?" This quite roiled the Women's Studies
acaegmic community for some months after publication. But in his epochal
follow-up study, "Zuviel Bologna uber die Yohni"Tdo Much Baloney About
Yoni"), Professor Harry Mahns effectively demolished this and other Shogunistic
theories for everyone except andéul of obdurate Hairles¥oni cultists now
living in Tokyo's subway tunnels.

Last but not least, here's an alternative view from Mr. Charlton Heston, "The
Clintonian Trilateral Council on Foreign Relations wants to crush our will to live
and make us zonw U.N. slaveswith hairless balls and without our gurisir.
Heston's italics)."

Mr. Peanut Comes to Me, Speaking Words of Wisdom

| began to despair of solving the question of the "gréessy knoll" before it was
too late. Religious utopianism, jihadisnhairless yonism, preemptive
Darwinism, childhood irredentism, Brazilianism, Bill Clintonisor, maybe even
conspiracy?l don't know whose italics these are).

Then | had a luminous dream where Mr. Peanut came tap dancing out of Gillette
Headquarterslotching a fistful of greasy dollars, and as he went gaily by, he
whispered,"Follow the money, Bubbalouey[You may recall that Bubbalouey
was QuickDraw McGraw's trusty sidekick, though | remain unsure why Peanut
called me that.]

17
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The scene shifted arsbmeone looking much like Donald Rumsfeld stood chest
high amid an immense undulating thatch, waving a huge, fluttering flag, and
speaking of "America's great renewable resource." | saw gijamtd, tool
belted developers before the Statue of Libertynfpog to surging boatloads of
immigrants, "People neepbs andsomeplace to live." | beheld hardworking
capitalists bagging the riclurly silk of impoverished, educatigrungry Pac 10
cheerleaders, of desperate, holleyed junkies, and exploited Thir@/orld
womanhood eager to join the global economy. Victoria's Secrets would weave
their crinkly ringlets into an extraordinarily popular line of fine merkins, and its
"You Don't Know What You've Got Til It's Gone" campaign would go on to
sweep the Obie Awds.

In the dream's final segment, | saw a yappy wiener dog chasing a shagg
wildebeest across the wide Serengeti.

| woke up reenergized and tumescent. Was it that simple? Was all the psycho
sociopolitical mumbo jumbo just a smokescreen? Are we sellungpwecious
birthright for a mess of pottage? What is pottage anyway? And why is it always
served in a "mess7Thatdoesn't sound very appealing, Isomebodynust like it

to command such barter value since biblical times.

Un Cri de Coeur

"Give to me thdife | love ...
Bed in the bush with stars to see ...
That's the life for a man like me"

Robert Louis Stevensomhe Vagabond

| don't know the answers to these questions about pottage, and probably shouldr
have allowed myself to be distracted. Bualolknow that if we concede our short

n' curlies without a donnybrookextthey'll come for our freckles, toenails and
nipples. How long before the belly's lgathering button is sewn up and
spackled? Already the soft and jiggling breast, enthrallingsirshifting shapes,

its wondrous reactions to gravity, has been sacrificed to the rigid silicon teat tha
suckles neither baby nor swain. Inevitably it seems, allbastparts shall be
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deemed as uncouth as spam canapés; suitable only for the rude,idNeaalikr
classeslt won't end til we're all as sleek and slippery as Flipper, as seductive as
chicken tenders, defeated in our lovemaking by a lack of handholds.

Is all lost to us then, reactionary Luddites of the deliciously louche and
lubriciously gnary human physiognomy?

Damn your eyes, NoWe lay shaven, plucked, waxed, zapped and spnay
tanned only by our craven acquiescence. We must stand as one, ebony and ivor
and even those unfortunates without much pubic hair to begin with, and with a
singlevoice cry,"Here we draw the line!"

Are ye with me, ladsl?bellow, a modern day Leonidas defending the Hot Gates.*

* Footnote: The English translation of the Greek "Thermopylae" is "the Hot
Gates," a particularly apt location name for our own seminédeb&tersonally, |
can think of no better place to expire fighting for what we believe in.

From off in the distance comes the cadenced march of thousands, millions
billions of fervent, likeminded muff lovers, roused from their heedless slumber,
and fromtheir throats comes an ancient song of hope and determindtisra

long, long way to Tipperary, but we'll get there somehow!"

This is Dr. Henry E. Panky saying, thank you and good night.

We welcome your comments and donations, but please,
no lettersor photos from men pretending to be women.
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Yes, |l 6m an | vy League

AfHow come white man have so m

The question of a Papua New Guinea gentleman whsgired
Jared Diamondds AGuns, Ger ms

| dropped out of Brown University right befiThanksgiving of my first year. |

felt | had skimmed the cream of a prohibitively expensive-f@ar education,
papers were coming due, and | was restless to move on. Yet, those 9 spellbindir
weeks in Providencejustly at the time called "the Bogotd HNew England - left

me with a lifetime's worth of memories. In many ways, Brown molded me into
the man who stands before you today: By League Man: superior,
condescending, with the plush, lisping accent of the ruling class. Thirty years on, |
still treasure my University mug, ring, blazer, beanie, baseball eslpirtt
sweatshirt, sweatpants, windbreaker, pennants, placemats and car stickers.

Even utter strangers sense my lvy League roots. Those lustrous days spent up
the mountain peak of acadenbathed in the brilliant light of immaculate reason,
breathing in the high, Rocky Mountain spring water of purest intellect, have
imbued a certain effulgen¢ ne sais quodeep into my very marrow. It's who |

am now- you might as well try to hide the Kahnoor diamond under a cheap,
thrift-storetoupee

These Hallowed Halls

"How haughtily he cocks his nose,
To tell what every schoolboy knows."

Jonathan Swift, "The Country Life"

20



Unfair & Unbalanced

Initiation week shook me to my very core with new experiences. As we each
wrestled gigantic, quadraphonic amplifiers into our little rooms, | mingled eagerly
with my dorm mates: a terrific group of fellas who'd soon be snapping wet towels
at each other's firm, downy buttocks at shower titdete were the pinedor
brothers I'd Bver had. We'd form barbershop quartets, indulge in-$pgfited
pranks and hjinks, compete bitterly in facial hair cultivation. We would share
our funks, fears and foot fungus, and ... inevitably ... grow into manhood together.

From countless booksnd movies, | also knew that before the semester was out,
at least one of usa myopic, overly sensitive, poethyving, sexually confused,
bedwetter type, who really should have stayed away from the major
hallucinogens would end up "flying" off the danitory roof. This would throw a
bruised shadow afveltschmeracross oujuvenile, unformedaces, but youthful
spirits would rallyafter a few pitchers of beeand we'd end up staggering arm in
arm through the Quad, howlin@ye, Bye, American Piat the top of our lungs.
Becauseone can't grieve forever, and that's the way the hapless little fueker
remorselessly ostracized though he wasgould certainly have wanted it.

I'd like to dedicate this story to him.

Once the Advents were hooked up and tolgsMahavishnu's "Birds of Fire," |
scoped out the communal bathroom. Hmm, a bit of anxiety coming up here: towe|
snapping was fine, but | really preferred to do my "business" in a bolted, sealec
cone of silence. "PeShy" is the medical terrfor a heartbeaking affliction that
hasshapedhe lives of so mangreat menDeprived of the requisite privacy, I'd
have to go through the entire useless mime of gazing into the porcelain, whistling
making small talk about the football team, shaking peyis sighing, zipping,
flushing, washing and drying- and then scamper off to the grotty, half
abandoned toilet in the basement. Tast thing | need in the loo is a raucous,
jostling hubbub. Butonverselya pindropping hush doesn't work either since |
obsess laout ears cocked for the splash of my meager stream against the toile
mint. And having someone stand behind me waiting is the absolute worst! Not
only do I shut down irreversibly, but tveho-waited couldn't help but notice with
perplexity and disdain thaty whole performance was a pitiable sham.
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In 1974, the University had a very hip chaplain, famous for his packed, initiation
week lectures the gist of which was that "not everything was the Big O." Big O?
My eyes slid right and left. Huh, everyone ed&®med clear on the concept. You
mean like Oscar Robertson, the great Royals'/Bucks' player? | didn't get it,
though, of course, | was a fervent Knicks fan (Reed, Frazier, DeBusschere
Bradley, Earl the Pearl: ¢nmmortak!). Later | learned the chaplameant the
moment oforgasm Wow, he really was hlpUnfortunately the issue didn't really
come up for me that ofterat least not involving other human beings. Still, | filed

it away: kindness, respect and friendship were more important than the Big O
Excellentpoint. (Though never a point of view shared by my girlfriends or wives:
you deliveredthebig O's Booboo,in sixpacksor felt theirboot up your ass.)

At other lectures | was advised to "broaden my horizons," to take courses outsid
my usual spére of interest, and that led to some major errors in judgment
("Marxist Soils & Turf Grass Management," "Conversational Clitalk of the
Rainforest Aborigine"). | also attended the first meeting of the campus vegetariar
society, "The Rice & Beans Club" very exciting, the world was changing!
Friends don't let friends butcher, skin and eat meat animals, because they'r
friends too! Though apparently that relationship doesn't predudish leather
belts,cowboy bootand handbags.

Sitting in Darkness, Soaking It In

"Don't talk to me about naval tradition.
It's nothing but rum, sodomy and the lash."

Winston Churchill, "Former Naval Person"

As a viable substitute to classes, | caught like eight Lina Wertmuller movies at the
dollar art theatre. That's aigbad of histrionic passion and lefting politics, but
| had a young man's stamina then. Ultimately | found a rare pearl in Lina's "Swepit
Away:" "Sodomeeme!" the haughty Countess whisperexhrselyto saucereyed
Giancarlo Giannini, a simple workingmarh the proletariat, as they wrestled in
the shipwrecked sand.* Gianni's head popped up like a hound dog hearing th
dinner bell. My eyes got big too seven years laterhen Dolores first expressed
an identical desire, though using extremely idiomatigliEh. She held the
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heartfelt opinion, which has stayed with me clearly over these many years: "If
there's something better than this, God's keeping it to Himself." An original and
compelling idea, but one I've never run across in my theological studies.

* Footnote: Having not seen the recent remake, | don't know if Madonna gets
sodomeed or not. | certainly hope sefrom what I've heard, | think she'd like it.

A lot. Nonetheless, no one can make that decision except her and herdhilsban
young, Scdish fellow.

| do wish Ms. Wertmuller hadn't so often employed Italian cinema's most
repulsive motif: the obese woman sex scene. Can someone please explain why
need to watch this? Is it a mama thing? Somebody, hello! With Germans, it's
Klaus Kinski, theweirdest looking man on the planet, transvestite Nazis in garter
belts, and dwarves. Dwarves all over the place, beating drums, fishing for eels ir
horse heads, and screaming. With Italians: grotesque circuses, pubescent bo
dreaming wistfully of their fist pair of long pants, and naked, lecherous, horribly
fat females. Swedes are relentlessly, turgidly gloomy: I'm not surprised at their
suicide statistics. Lighten up, Ingmar! Would one measly, cipl@dsing, fart

joke kill you?

And French films! GarcénThere's no meat in my baguette! Slouching men in
berets smoke Gauloises, young women stare soulfully out bus windows, shrieking
schoolchildren uniforms race down cobBlened streets; in each shot the
evocative baguette. Nothing ever happens! Perhapsnergencies, an eyebrow

is raised. One yearns for a direct, mudmbeind Sly Stallone with a
straightforward American job to do, like killing every Charlie in the Mekong with

a Bowie knife, or outrunning enormous fireballs in nightmarishly long tunnels,
mouth twisted in horror like a hot pretzel in Central Park.

And Europeans complain about American movies. Heal thygelf pretentious
poseurs!

A Life-long Love of Literature

At the University bookstore, | bought Oin Groin's Objectivist masterpiece, "Atlas
Shrugged,"* wheebarrowed it back to the dorm, and block and tackled it through
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my window. | was thunderstruckvery single word seared like a firg20 Cuban
cigar stubbed out in my hearand at the end of John Galt's rapturous 531 page
speech on theanctity of the dollar, a lightulb exploded in my brain pan, and |
cheered! Selinterest is golden! Rich people are better than poor people! Income
taxes are a perversion of natural law! Charity is-defeating!

What a relief her bright, moral clayihas been to me these many years.

* Footnote: There was some dispute on my dorm hallway exactly how Ms. Rand's
first name was pronounced. One thing led to another, add in a fat dollop of
freshman silliness, and she became known as "Oin Groin." No distespse
intended to this seminal thinker or hanétic, glassyeyed adherents.

Memorably, at the same time | purchased Ms. Groin's masterpiece, | also found
Penthouse pictorial featuring a reasonable facsimile of the lovely Linda Lashkey,
the high schoohonor student | had so unsuccessfully coveted. (I wasn't an Ivy
Leaguer then.) Do women understand this about men and pornography? The
elusive Xanadu consists in finding someone who looks similar slight
resemblance will suffice (a hairstyle, a tifttbhe nose, a mischievous glint in the
eye)- to your wife's best friend, or the redheaded Tai Bo enthusiast next door, or
the boss's secretary, Annaliese of the short leather skirts. She stares back at i
from all fours, whimpering like a puppy or as damling as a gym coach (both
approaches work for me): she can't vaibther secondor your big, stiff dick.*

* Footnote: As a matter of protocol, a centerfold girl always refers to one's small
or averagesized penis as "your big, stiff dick,” "your hungous, rockhard
cock,"” or combinations thereof. But the way the world is changing, who knows
how long this last vestige old-world courtesy will last?

Brotherhood

Once a week, six or seven dorm buddies gathered, stoned, starved and salivatit
like Rottweilers, around a single, bubbling, exlaage cheese pizza.
Conversational niceties were avoided: we ate fast, hunched like cons over thei
food trays, grievously burning our tongues and mouth tops, barely chewing the
oily carcass strips of our rapidlyihdling pie. Every eye feverishly weighed
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precise equations of slice size, slices eaten per person, slices remaining-in box
all measured against our ravening, unsated munchies. "Hey, baloney plug, you
already had like two slices!" "They were small onkbsagledink!" "So were
mine, ass bad' After the box was picked clean, licked, and boiled down for the
broth, we'd thrash out the latest scuttlebutt in postmodern deconstructionism ove
a second doobie, then adjourn for a couple violent hours of "Hankbistgee"” in

the closed off hallway.

Innocent Daydreams of Unsoiled Love
"Paul, thou art beside thyself; much learning doth make thee mad."
The Holy Bible, Acts 26:24

Brown nurtured two memorable titillations. The first, much to my initial
consternation,ancerned a curipeaded boy in blue satin gym shorts with a tight
ass and nice basket on thédll court. Quickly ripening into my first overtly gay
fantasy, this threw me for a profound loop: "Am hamosexudl Is pecker size
more important thafriendship? Do | subconsciouslgraveto be "sodomeezed?"
Yet with a hearty gusto that frankly astonished me, | dove into the spirit of having
something perilously new to consider at night as | tried to keep my ancient
bedsprings from squeaking (while six feetagwwmy roommate, Chet, attempted
the same Herculean feat with similar success).

"Hmm, let's see. OK: how about we're both in the locker room? Good start! I've
always loved locker room fantasies, though frolicking nymphomaniacs had
previously dominated theast ("Do you think my breasts are too small?"
"Absolutely not!" "How about my bottom? Is it too big?" A graceful pirouette,
panties pulled halfway down ala the Coppertone Girl, a coquettish peek over the
shoulder. "Hmm, this calls for a closer look.").| Aght, what's next? Umm, ok
...what about ... his gym shorts are pushed down around his ankles? Wow! The
struck a chord! Jeez, this is a lot like my old fantasieg're definitely on the
right track.Then....... " Squeak, squeak, squeak, a long, serethexhalation, and
the slow, delicious slide into a wedhrned night's sleep. Goodnight Chet;
goodnight Henry. Another full day of higher education come and gone. They were
running through my fingers like water.
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With mixed feelings of melancholy and iedfl- Adios my guapo muchachoemy
quixotic fixation with basketball boy soon passed, and the whimsical, forbidden
thrill of homosexuality has never quite returned to the piquant fervonasfet
fairy-tale days of autumn.

A girl in my religious studies aks ("Basting the Lingam, Waxing the Yoni:
Ancient Lessons for Modern Times") reassuringly filled Pistol Pete's place in my
overheated libido, and concomitantly restored my cherishedinsaffe of
sneering, brawny machismo. In baggy green army pants &tdglasses, with

long dirty-blonde hair of no particular distinction, and hintsaofjenerous chest
under bulky sweatshirts, she provided a richly contemplative complement to the
Shiva & Parvati lagdancing slideshows of tiny Professor Mrs. Hiroshi. (Aghon
other things, | learned that "Big O" is an exact translation from Vedic Sanskrit,
though early Aryans held the experience in significantly higher esteem than the
chaplain. In fact, only cows and sommlk ranked higher in the cosmic scheme of
things.)

But shy as | was, beyond returning a dropped pencil, | never even exchanged
word with my demure and unattainable Astarte. | yearned to stroke her strong
knee and lush quadriceps, while crooning 8eng of Solomoin its original
Hebrew- but somehow nevdound the courage or the pretext, or, for that matter,
learned Hebrew. Moreover, she was a sophisticated junior, and | merely &
squirrelly if precocious freshman. (The college world is fiercely ageist.
Furthermore, | was in my freakishly skinny phase.)l et sat quietly, one row
behind her, basking in her heat, swept away by the musky pheromones emanatir
unconsciously from a girl crossing to womanhood. Amen & hosanna.

Twenty years later the same approach provided similar contentment in yoga clas
- which happily featured mirrored walls besides. Row upon tightly packed row of
flushed, supple women in leaut leotards performing "downward facing dog"
scant inches from my quivering muzzle. (I remained rigidly focused in an
unblinking "hyena pose".) Fullss piled upon fullness, the land of milk and
honey, "blessed is the man that endureth temptation.” At heart | remain a simplt
pilgrim, ever seeking the Mystical Beloved.
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Moving On, a Better Man

"Wear your learning, like your watch in a private pocket:
and do not merely pull it out...merely to show that you have one."

The Earl of Chesterfield

My exit interview could not have gone more smoothly. In a heartening display of
solidarity, every single one of my counselors and professors, as well as most o
my dam and class mates, filed passionate and clemgyed frienebf-the-court

briefs begging the Dean to make no attempt at dissuading me from the speedie
departure possible.

Now, with an Ivy League education tucked safely under my belt, it was time to
give back to the world some of what | had been so magnanimously bequeathec

Poised to make my bold mark, | joined the bustling, egalitarian world of business.
And right off the bat, in my very first interview, the Kroger Deli Manager loved
me - "l teach youeverything, Henry Panky! It's an excellent career!" "Jeez, Mr.
Llud-Gerky, thanks!" Then, in what proved to be a recurring theme, the
relationship quickly soured due to certain intractable issues, whichduayged

me all my life (truculencetheft, noisone personal hygiene, public fingeniffing,

and supercilious snottiness to superiorsywookers and customers).

Lucky for me, | interview well, andl'm an lvy Leaguer
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That Obscure Pulsing Object of Desire

~ a movie review from memory ~

Exit Monkey

The i mmensely influenti al 1983 vamp
embarrassment of riches to the discriminating aficionado cofemdic
derangementin one bold stroke, the film confirmed David Bowie as our greatest
pop-star thespian since Mickey Dwiz of The Monkees, catapulted Catherine
Deneuve into the inescapable limbo of the midatjed sex goddess, and supplied
an essenti al rung i n Susan Sarandond
most <critically for t odesy@relessiinsighintos ,
what it meant to be in lov@nd undeadt the tail end of the second millennium.

Presaging his |l ater work in fATop- Gu
starts the movie with a long, repulsive, whacked monkey scene. (lodn 6t r e
any specific simian denomination being mentioned, so for the purposes of this
revi ew, I shall simply call the misc
intended. | guess it could have been a largish chimpaaedsonobo) Big
Monkey is jumping, flailing, screechingt hr owi ng bananas,
psychiatrist, it appeared more serious than your typicaktlifeid pud-pulling,
incarceratednonkey depressionMore than anythingelse it reminded me of
Republicann the floor of the Hose of Representativestirieking aboutamily-
valuesandraging against gay marriagerior to being discovered with someone's
dick in his mouth). Moreover, Big Monkey has killed and eaten his first wife
and | know that 6s us u alizihggonservatnes om theirg
way down the chute. Ultimately, the excitable primate collapses into a raw, nasty
pile of twitching monkey meat.and | forgot my spoon!

These events make no more sense to me than the Clint Eastwood films featurin
Clyde theor angut an. (Some might posit t
monkeys, and as a matter of fact, tr
from gigantism.) Conceivably, | suppose, the mental and physical collapse of Mr.
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Big Monkey could be a gratous, filmschool metaphor for somethinig
arranged marriage, the brutalizing effect of the penal system, or even the
NfnBedti me for Bonzoo administration c

But wait a second...violent baboonism...vampirism...xgimg Republicanism?
On second thought, | guesslidesmake sense.

But more to the point, | personally did not find the scene sexually arousing. In
point of fact, the twisted, wet monkey flesh twitching on the cage floor really put
Jeannine and me off oareat. (As is our custom, we had prepared for video night
with a nice bottle of Montepulciano and an antipasto of Kalamata olives,
pepperoncini, head cheese and salami.) Frankly, if not for the advertisedreoft
lesbian action to come, we might have swited t o APol terg
Corpses in the Kitcheno right then a

Inany caseadig)s Curi ous George, we hardly Kk
your hairy backside on the way to the monkey afterlife. Happily, the chimp is out
of the picture and David Bowie and Catherine Deneuve make their entrance,
partying with a couple of young, hip chifoppers: stroking their leather pants,
licking their belly buttons, slicing their carotid arteries and gulping down their

| i febds bl ood ratejies. Jpanrinp 3nd Idookad af each other and
sighed in relief: pass the salami, sweetheart, and how about another splash of th
tasty red?

Shifting Paradigms of the Undead

Ever since the renaissance of modern vampire lore, when the emphasi shifte
from superstitious terror to lubricious titillation, there have been a number of
comforting assumptions pertaining to the topic: fangs, coffins, stakes, garlic,
crucifixes, moviestar looks, eternal lives of damnation, and so forth and so on.
You might pefer Dracula or Lestat or Nosferatu, but everybody enjoys the tingly
sexualfrissonof seeing a young, nubile Buffy, preferably with a white, heaving
bosom, drained of its ichor by an elegant fiend. If she too ends up becoming e
succubuswymphaghoul, wel then, so much the better, eh podner?
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In my opinion, the talented Anne Rice, acknowledged doyenne of thidithalf
realm, takes it all too far: vampires, witches, leprechauns, mummies, midgets, be
bugs and Scientologists with the heads of John TravatiaTam Cruise. (Like
most successful writers, squeezing the poor goose for every book, movie an
mini-series it can birtk- until is expires of market exhaustion.) But far worse, to
my scholarly sensibilities, is her carelessness with details. For example
Alnterview With a Vampire, o a family
in eighteentkcentury New Orleans requires, more or less, a half dozen of fresh
Creoles per day r e me mber , they donoét eat t h
vegetables oréri t . Hence, this isnét glutton
six to eight quarts of hot, thick-8 . But anyway | etds do
killing six locals a night, 365 nights a year equals approximately 2200 human
rinds, squeezed of all eéir sweet juicd out of a historical population of 15,000

to 20,000 That'sa lot of dehydratedneckpunctured corpses to be popping up in
the public restrooms and shrubbery of New Orleans every year.

And nobody notices! No wonder they call it The Bigia
AMam8n! Jacques found Papads carcass

fiMerde! Well, all right,mon cheygo wash your hands, the crawdaddy jambalaya
and dirty rice is almost ready. o

AThe Hunger o bucks the traditional
Perhaps most significantly, Mr. Bowie and Ms. Deneuve kill not with their
canines but with these nifty little letter openers worn around their necks
(subsequently popular with mortgage agents). They don't recoil from sunshine o
gar |l i c, t hreopffinda méamorghlintodlyng iodents at nighand
when feeling pecki sh, a |ittle silve
from a nice fat, pulsing artery. They simply do what's necessary to put food on the
table, and, in reality, théyr e not so di f f er eladslafyero m
lobbyist, broker or pharmaceutical rep plying their trade in DC, Manhattan or LA.

Il n additi on, unl i ke the exploding va
Ms. Deneuve is the one and onlyD@)yearold Ur-Vampire, who every few
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centuries or so, initiates just one lucky mortal to be her table mate. As we join
them, Cathy and her consort David are living an urban life of enviable, if-blood
soaked, sophistication and elegance, until, and tloigigees the crux of the tale,

Mr. Bowie abruptly begins to age in a swiftly progressing decrepitude. Think of
the 1968 Rod Stewart and the 2008 Rod Stewart, and speed up the transformatic
to a single long, indulgent weekend. This precipitates a belatatitbdneart that

goes something like this:

A

AnWhat 6s going on here, babe? |1 thoug
AYorei mmortal, darling, but €éo0
ABut what ?0

nwel |, maybe | should have told vyo
repulsively old and feeble, quickdcaying into not much more than a nasty pile
of skin and bones. These | shall then box up in the attic as a keepsake of oL
everlasting | ove. B ut ,teclnieallyeyoduswill stil be g o
alive -- in an undead sort of way

AHuh! TWwoiw! i s a | ot to digest. o

NfBe brave, sweetheart. It wondét be e
part of the singles scene since 1783

Ms. Deneuve neglects to tell Mr. Bowie two uncomfortable facts: first, not only
will he soon look more like aranky Jessica Tandy than a cocky Ziggy Stardust,
but his blood thirst shall wax to horrifying proportions, a craving he will no
|l onger be spry enough to satisfy. (W
their tweed caps and ascots.) And, secpndl s orr vy, Cat hyo6s
nursemaid: Mr. Bowie is going to end up screaming for all eternity with an
insane, insatiable passi®namid dozens of other shrieking shoeboxes (another
difficult conversation avoided, this one about 2000 years of ojfribads). But
darling, try to remember thrgoodtimes...and just a little bit of rain

31



The Lunatic Magniloquence of Henry E. Panky

New Blood: Enter the Ingénue

Meanwhi |l e, Ms . Deneuve has her eyes
Do you remember Ms. SarandaAdsabt eack
where she washes her young, elastic, generous chest at the kitchen window usir
freshly squeezed lemon juice to rid herself of the casino-blamsmell? Sure you

do. We all doBravissima

These events set theotuable ahndr delss em
served a deliciously creepy, sugdar-grandpa scene in which a decrepit but
unhingedwith-appetite Mr. Bowie almost severs the neck of a sweet teenager
with whom he and Ms. Deneuve play chamber music. Unfortunatelyoviagy

girl was off limits as food, perhaps, as in lobster fishing, because of size
constraints; besides which the old fellow makes a helluva mess in the music roorr
Ms . Deneuve is justifiably peevish,
h a d nairted the whole thing, thus making it a little easier emotionally for her
to box up Mr. Bowie and make a fresh start. Needless to say, Jeannine disagree

i Me n are slovenly and i nconsi derat e
sweetheart,tdé dmphypt otmeemwi se. o | di
hadnot picked up a toilet brush or

T h e r eedytastedul lesbian sex scenesilky chemises, candles, gently blowing
gauzei with all the tender fondfig the books say women never get enough of
from their brutish men. Happily, we see none of the awful grunting, thumping,
eyebulging, bellowing of coarse epithets and penile erectile dysfunction so
common to heterosexual i cedocoepoeta
Network News. Sapphic lovemaking when performedcon brig sincerity and
mutual respect by attractive, siliciree females- has always been a favorite
aesthetic of mine. Ever since my first jurligh Penthouse magazines. Safyre

SO sweet, so right. For some reason, it stimulates my saliva glands and makes n
swallow compulsively for the duration but, fortunately, pornography triggers the
exact same response in Jeannine: gulp, swallow, eyes glued to the scree
"Another coin & organic pepperoni, dearest?" Swallow, gulp, hand snaking out
blindly to the plate wavering in midir, "Don't mind if | do, darling." Gulp,
croak, "Another rewind, don't you think?" Swallow, husky whisper, "Mmmm yes,
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| think we must." At the appropriatpoint of arousal, Ms. Deneuve makes a

delicate incision to daintily sip Ms
Ms. Sarandon licks up a carmine line or two off her lover's soft, full breast.
Bi ngo! |l tds done, al |l rand énehand, nvith roseatg a |

postorgasmic glow, to@Ellen Degeneres performance.

Later that weekend, Ms. Deneuve is featthesting the reliquaries of past
consorts while humminga Vie en Rosé the horrific keening of unsated blood
lust emanating theme Alas, in the dreamy distraction of her new found
contentment, she knocks the boxes over and spills rotting, generally pissed of
vampire body dusparts everywhere- which start to twitch and sniffle toward
her. Somewhat surprisingly, considering Hiestyle, this really spooks the
Queen of the Damned, and she falls over the banister to plunge four stories to th
marble floor of the entry foyer, breaking her spine and neck. This turns out to be
almost as unhealthy for the undead as it is for younaad

I n the moviebs parting shot, Ms. Sar
new shoe box in the attic, which shall whine for blood in a french accent until the
end of time. Long live the Queen!

At this point, both Jeannine and | would havgged seeing the scrumptious new
vampiress of the house in a long, soapy, shav shower scene to whet our
appetites, as it wer e, f or allkeow they e n
director filmed one, right? Videophiles can only hope it is restoredhen
Directords cut DVD.
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Mandago Bag

~ The long road to puberty ~

For my first sexual experience with another human being (see how carefully tha
was phrased, | should be a practitioner of constitutional law), | ran out and bough
the single of J® ® F e | LightiMy Fiee @ already owned the album, but my
plan required the facility to play that one song continually, for hours on end if
need be. Ok , I hear you: you think |
Let me tell you something: | itk Jim Morrison was a sulky, salidulgent
pissant Eh, what do you think about that! José, on the other hand, not only had
t hat fiery Latin guitar thing going,
chicks. When he implores Maria light his fire, he really means it. You can hear
the anguish.

And thatods t he aeaboldwastoekingféri s fourtee

On the other hand, if | never helaeliz Navidada g ai n , l 61 | di e

Dad and | did a nice job building out the basement: a spaaieasfor ping pong
and darts, workroom and a paneled, carpeted TV room with a wall full of-Time
Life books: very classy, like a fine British Club. Wherever we lived, the TV room
was alway in the basement aridhad mixed feelingabout that Being a solitey
child and terribly scared of darkness and spiders lintiell, now that you
mention iti up to and including the present, descending bejovund never lost

its reek of the black, demented, ghpalpulated tomb.

AHel l o' 0 | peepedp RDBngbhodywdoWwaveh
fear itself as if that was no big thing. The problem was, | really feared fear, and
oft times offered to die quietly, as

coul dnét admi t t his t lkedmyb'mandagosbag.” o f
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Gypsy
Gypsyob6s influence stildl pervades my
often thought of tracking him down, perhaps throdgiteBook but then stop.
What 1 f heds a Rajneeshee namarmagdha ma

NRA militia nut? That would be creepy and uncomfortable for both of us. Or he
might well be disappointed in me, a Socrates whose Plato became a Red Carp
real estate agent. In any case, at the time of this story, Gypsy was nmjonext
neighbor,sixteen to my fourteen. At a critical ppeibescent point in my life, he
took me under his wing and shed light, admittedly of a dubious quality, on a
dangerous, belittling, unfathomable world.

Among other things, Gypsy introduced me to drinking, dope smokpool
playing, Playboy, Blind Faith and Cream, vital insider information about the
female sex (I wasstoundedat how their bodies worked), and to the subtle and
powerful concept of the mandago bag. Gypsy was a man of style: thin as ¢
whippet; lank, bhck hair falling over the shoulders of a magnificent purple,
fringed, suede jacket; who didnodot so
He also had the classiest nickname around-dptig, | might add, the Allman

Br ot hvVelissg.6For my part, | Wed in terror that my sistdrequeathed
nicknames, Bubu and Sniffy, might leak out to the general public.

In my many expensive conversations with those in the psychiatric industry, no
one has ever been anything but quizzical about the term mandago bag, a
expression encompassing, l'i ke a bag
masculinity. Perhaps Gypsy came up Ww
fond of it, and would like to see it get wider play.

Cherise

The TV room was to provide the coxgnue where Mr. Feliciano would strum
away my virginity. Cherise and | would be unlikely to be disturbed there and, if
necessary, we could always duck into the closet hidden in the paneling and, jear
around our ankles, play possum until the coast cledredttled José upon the
record player, plumped the floor cushions and filled the room with romantic
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candle light. In my pocket, my sweaty, little hand fingered the condom Gypsy had
bequeathed me with such solemn ceremony.

My relationship with Cherise haoeen forged on a class field trip to New York
City. (I believe dioramas of trumpeting mastodons, snarling hyenas and hairy
cave people were viewed, which may have subconsciously gotten me in the moo
for what followed.) The pertinent sequence of eventsawy, but the crux of the
matter is that for several hours on the ride home, Cherise allowed me to clasp he
small, soft breasts! The first of my acquaintance, like cupfuls of warm, jiggly,
vanilla pudding, raisin topped, they were a cataclysmic revalatioeld on like a
drowning boy grasping for Chr i-dagpleta s
surface. Arriving home, my atrophied arms had to be crowb&oedher chest

Other than hebudding moundsmy hot, moist hands and future lecherous plans,
we really had nothing in common as she fundamentally reminded me of Daffy
Duck, ditzy as compared to my deep intellectualism. Unfortunately, the real
object of my affections, the lovely Linda Lashkey, only went out with older
hoodlums of the rougher soith any case, no relationship is perfect: you work
with what you're given with tenderness and honesty.

Henry

But enough about S u p p me thenrstgndimgaupon the |
threshold of manhood. Wedl | rymespeattive. o
In second grade, | was one tough motherfucker. A swaggeringfidied
desperado, | led a large gang armed with spears and stink beipdisg what

was later referred to as a big swinging dick. (In the metaphorical sense of the tern
as mychildish pinto bean did little actual swinging.) Class photos of the era
reveal a defiant, skinny tyke with an oversized head.

This turned out to be the crest of my virility.

By ninth grade, when some classmates attained man size and began to cultiva
sparse, welstroked moustaches, | weighed 87 pounds, stood five feet tall and
was as Yyet totally devoid of pubic or armpit hair. At some critical point in the late
elementary school years, my physical development had lagged and my toughnes
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disappeared likea dandelion in airocca Now puny and longhaired in a small,
socially regressive town, sometimes wearing a zippered, leather Nehru shirt tha
positively begged for retribution, | was a wiass baited and slapped around with
disheartening frequency by egsyhaired punks named Tony. My early teens
were thus spent scuttling through hallways, lavatories and locker rooms like a
mouse trapped insnaketank s queak, squeak, pl ease
and by the wayfuck you, douche bagdhis combinatn of weakness, terror and
mouthy truculence put me into a hamster wheel of pain.

In my experience, only the lucky few, such as psychopaths and varsity wrestler:
below 130 Ibs (usually one and the same), overcome the runty/toughnes:
disconnect, and thoudhcertainly had psychological problems, they were, sadly,
not of a quality to compensate for physical deficiencies and-ietty@-bone
cowardice. Gypsy tried to protect me, but he was a flamboyant longhair himself
and had to contend with his own, evergtarand greasier persecutors. It was not
until I made friends with one of the only two black families in town, that 6 foot, 2
inch, 195 Ib Clayton Johnston, superstar of basketball and football and by far the
most popular guy in school, put out the wordth peopl e shoul d
with |little Panky. o6 He also deposite
locker room garbage cans.

It still brings tears of gratitude to my eyes. With all my heart, | hope life has
treated him kindly.

Community

The Johnston house was ruled by day by the cranky,-gaithed, generous (at
least to small white boys) and niglvbrking mother, Atlanta. But come evening
time, the three brothers held sway: Clayton the African prince; older Willie,

already out of schoolan al ways smacking his |ips
youngest, Martin, a cheerful, laughing gnome who became my best friend. It was
here that | wunexpectedly became t he

of drug users, a very mixed bag of higgy hoods and rogue athletes who liked to
get fucked up on literally whatever was available. The Johnston brothers would
never have depraved such a young, puny white child, except that | had arrived &
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their house one summer evening with a lid of-kisking grass and a corncob
pipe rubbetbanded to my ankle. (Gypsy, you were my first and greatest mentor.)

AWho wants to get high?06 | squeaked,

After this excellent first impression, | spent almost every nightngitgafely
behind the leafy plant in the corner of the living room, profoundly stoned and
getting funky to Hendrix, The Jackson Five, Sly and the Family Stone. Oh, we
danced to the music all right, sometimes doing a conga right down the middle of
those darlsuburban streets. Though a cornucopia of harder drugs abounded, | wa
forbidden their taste in case they might stunt my growth.

When the new school year began, | stopped my dope smoking due to fears deep
inculcated by US Government advertisements. (fleve your br ai n:
egg; hereds your brain on drugs: a f
brain on drugs with a side order of toast and sausage.) After three weeks
apprehensions faded and the pipe was eagerly resurrected. Thistes aast
aspersions on the artrug campaign, which | believe, by and large, illustrated
my developing situation relatively accurately.

Kids, listen to me. There is no high like the crucified Jesus, or if you're Jewish, |
dunno, like the Talmud? Or maylsports. Stay Away From Drugs! "You don't
wantno partof t hi s, Dewey Cox!" However, i
At my age, | 6 ve Fandthe jumibrlhighnsghooters rum feomt i
me, even when | wear a wig and wave large denominhtitsr-and a couple hits

of Ecstasy arenot going to do me an
universe of warm, liquid, golden love could only be therapeutic.

Despite my many physical drawbacks, | had a cejéane sais quoand was kind

of popuhbr with the nicer girls, being favorably compared to Davy Jones of The
Monkees. Of course, the hottest looking,-sonice girls had their eyes on much
bigger pickings than me and Clayton, the coolest of aristocrats and a senior
deservedly had the bestoking girls in town. Lamentably, due to luxuriant
Mandi ngo fear s, he wa s rarely we l c
Stereotypes aside, just the bald trut
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ever laid eyes on outside the movies. Clayton was thersul e s t Sexi €
ever known, besides being a total sweetheand, if | was a woman or gay and
wasnot terrified of a dick that si z

The Seduction

The TV room was set, pillows plumped, candleslight My Fire on automatic
repl ay. I had Gypsyds condom and splL
my playboyds | air, -uperymmgng gnéhestfandliings o m
until moving resolutely to the goal, her jeans and panties were pulled down abou
Ssi X inches. The fire, at | east mi ne.
down a few inches, modestly eased my aching gherkin through the fly of my Fruit
of the Looms and fumbled on the condom and rubber band. For five, eternal
minutes of paradise dubbed my rubberized and unfeeling doodle against her
virgin mons, and then with neither penetration nor ejaculation | rolled off, we
both pulled up our jeans, and went our separate ways. All in all, an encounte
remarkably similar to the steamy Bill HurKathleen Turner sex scene in "Body
Heat." "Last Tango in Paris" also comes to mind.

| choogled over to Gypsyo6s for a con
some serious mandagfag talk.

When | returned home late that nightyes, wasted- "Jeez it smells a little
smoky." Uh oh, the basement room was on fire. The romantic candles left behinc
unsnuffed had kindled the library of handsomely bound Time Life books into an
inferno. (We lost the entire ancient world and renaissance.) The houskowiys s
filling with the smoke, while my parents and sister snurfled in their dreams,
patiently awaiting patricide and fratricide. | raced downstairs, surveyed the wall
of flame and hurriedly blew out the remaining candles before rousing the
household. (Fitsrule of adolescence: cover your guilty tracks.) Fortunately, the
fire had not yet jumped floors; father and son battled the flames elbow to elbow
laughing like maniacs (ok, not true, but a nice image), fire trucks arrived; the fire
was quelled.

The TV raom did not survive. Standing in the ashes, we vowed to rebuild!
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Must have been an electrical fire, what other explanation could there be, Mr.
Fireman? Suspicious glances slid to my bland, innocent face. (The prejudice we
longhaired kids faced was horrendan those days.) | had come within an hour
or so of charbroiling my family, not to mention Licky, my beloved cocker spaniel,
and think about how that might have fucked up my {f@and | was already a
twisted little shit. | could have ended up in fostemes peopled with ghoulish
perverts, like in the heebjeebie, antdrug docudrama, Go Ask Alice Or
because of the sex/death/guilt connection, | might have been tortured by ghastl
hallucinations of leering, maryy ed goat sd he adsvhigpedo at
dark every time | came to orgasm.

Donot | augh: this very thing afflici
really casts a pall over their bourbguncy lickypokey.

In any event, my inchoate relationship with Cherise did not survive @stdrm

of passion. We were both frightened by something so big, so feverishly out of
control. Subsequently, |1 behaved badly, yet with enhanced community stature
She got several months of highest quality-githt and spread the rumor that she
was pregnan . For scientific reasons | cart
became heavy with my child.

Puberty

The following summer, we moved back to New Jersey, my father died, | painted
my room black, smoked pot in solitude, and grew increasingly parafWwitat
was that ?! BEohone@§s pbksehg, mal ev ol
long-awaited flowering, | grew ten inches, added fifteen pounds of weight,
celebrated my newdgprouted body hair, and meticulously measured biceps and
erection on an alost daily basis. You can well imagine my relief when the latter
at long | ast attained fnaverage sizeo
Sex." (1 6d rather not get into speci
look how freakishly talpeople are getting!) All measurements were scrupulously
adjusted to account for the submerge
the nutsack. Though understandably confusing to women, this is the acceptec
standard among layman anatomists of thesrpalsuasion.
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And on a gloomy day in March, alone in a cooling tub, eyes glued to an
appropriate page ofThe Story of O and with a soapy, demanding, Portnoyian
washcloth named Linda Lashkey for C
Now | could build that ad cabin on the lonely plains, furrow the fertile loam,
plant my seed, raise a few headoganicAnguson the sideget throughUlysses

Or, if not really aman at least a practicing, biological pubeseenrd Lord
knows how much | began to practice.

And as the bathtub drain sang its melancholy -glug song of human striving
and mortalitydid | pump the air in exultatich
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They Call Me Malaka

Silver Bird

| began my pilgrimage to Greece settling luxuriously into the mideb, six
square inchesf leg and lap room generously provided by my airline host for the
tenthour crossing. Oh, | stretched like the tawny lion on the wide Serengeti, then
addressed the surly, hirsute hippopotami overflowing the arm rests on either sid
of me. "Kali Mera (Gooday)!" | chirped. The burpish grunts | received in return
made me flare with hope; these could well be the newldifg friends one
makes when one travels! | envisioned lengthy meals at long tables under the oa
trees with lots oltrongred wine, oozy cheessg, crustybread andlivey olives.

We'd discusgdacques Derrida and Johnny Hallyaesser endless cups of espresso,
speaking-- in our eagernesd communicate-- in many languages at once.
Afterwards, youngripe Monique would shyly take my hand, tkane to a breezy
room overlooking the seand school me for long days and nightsin esoteric
Europeareroticisms Cd édent Henri, | | i ke eet zee

Then, br decades, ®/d exchange longnewsy Christmasletters abouthigh
performing offspringjob promotions, advanced degreasw SUVs andchronic
venereahilmentscaught fromdiseasedoreigners

With theseelectrifying possibilitesin mind, | furtively eyeballed my neighbors at
every opportunity, eagerly trying to discern if one of them mighfdmale. A
little squeak of joy escaped my lipthat would be the frosting on the cake!

Yes! | exulted: the Journey begins!
City of Plato

Upon my arrival in Athens, | was immediately caught up in the daily mass anti

American demonstration. To preseragy own safety, | shouted incoherently,

pumped my fists angrily and vigorously participated in the hanging and burning

of an effigy of our magnificent Texan president. | honestly doubt that I'll ever be
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able to forgive myself for that cowardly a€ortuitously,l had packed the effigy
and noose | had lovingly crafted in the pekction disgruntlement so common in
San Francisco. Though repeatedly impaled voestgle during that recent
brouhaha, it had not yet been burned. To everyone's delight, it bguntd
nicely.

[Editor's note: As the author's "pilgrimage" occurred in spring 2001, Mr. Bush
had not yet been recognized as the messianic sal@digrsman our times deserve,
equal parts Jethro Bodine af@EneralBuck Turgidson. Mr. Panky is a fierce
angy, antrtax andpro-war patriot while traveling in rural America, flags rippling
from every corner of his Corolla, and we apologize for any misunderstanding.
Now we return to the effigy hanging, dismemberment and burning.]

Despite myself, | was swept away the crowd's childlike enthusiasm, and
ultimately ended up leading the crowd in hypnotic chants of "Jackie O! Jackie O!
Jackie O!" By the early morning hours, we swayed together as one, sweaty
exhausted, but elated, to "I'd Like to Buy the World a&bland "Stuck inside
Thessaloniki with the ConstantinofduesAgain.” (Greeks grieve deeply for the
recent loss of their Byzantine capital to Mehmet the Conqueror in 1453.) | was
already in love with this ancient land and its passionate and unpreeliptdple.

Sweet Village of Agamemnon

The next day, | arrived in the beautiful seaside villag&kafdamyli wherea
high-spirited local capitalist,Stella Gracopolistook me in hand, and gave me
lodging. According to Homer, (sorry, | don't know his lasime.bada bingd),
Kardamyliwas one of th& cities offered to Achilles by Agamemnon. athstory

was later immortalized in the movie, "Laurel & Hardy Meet the Sons of
Hercules...at Troy!" famous for the aftioted line, "Don't let him pass the Gates

of Uranus!" This always makes me smile gently and think of concerned mothers
giving well-intentioned, but hopeless advice to their stubborn daughters. Mothers
and daughters! Sometimes | just want to knock their heads together, and sa
"Trust me,| knowwhat Im doing."
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Learning Greek
So far, this is what I've learned to say in the elegant tongue of Demosthenes:

« "How old is the meat?" A good start to any negotiation from taxi drivers to
shoe shine boys. Puts them off balance and that's half the battle.

e "Do I look like an egesucking hoyglet to you, Mr. Papehat'shis-
name?"- advanced negotiating technique. (LBJ called all Greeks “Papa
what'shis-name"- the Texan grasp of foreign affairs is simphasterful)
Absolutely refuse to discuss what or who a "Heygmight be, but FYI
only - Hoyglet was the deeplipathed nickname for a short, crewtted,
redheaded kid with glasses that | went to junior high school with.

o "Fill it to the brimsky,Mr. Cheapskate!* when bringing in my Starbucks'
"Venti" to-go cupto the local kafenion. Otherwise, you get a measly
thimble-full of "Greek," formerly "Turkish," coffee, in either case, mostly
grounds. While we're on the general subject, the fact that a "small" at
Starbucks is called a "talfeally gripes my buttlt's spooky the amount of
insensate rage that comes up at this fatuOuselliannewspeakthough |
do appreciate their clean restrogms

Science, My First Love

| continue my meticulous research into a possibler®at connection. | realize
that many of youegard as insane my years of experimentation, still without any
conclusive results, but, intuitively, | feel there's some relationsbiactly what,

| still don't know. But what if it's true? We could heat our water, dry our clothes,
even darken our skj WITH THE SUN'S RAYS!

Man & Superman

| started rapping with the local teenagers wanted to learn their hopes and
dreams, the location of the Scandinavatronized nude beach, and to share my
own hardwon wisdom. | looked them straight in the eyed dsrought up the
importance of flossing showed them gums that made their stand up on end.
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Over rakiandChex Mix, we pondered thiearsome inscrutabilitiesf lima beans:
who are they and what do they wami®erythingwas on the tabld. wanted to
hear what th&idshad to say it was like opening up a dam.

But nothing made a greater impression thag description of how Sumo
wrestlers pull their testes up into their bodies before matahdslong bicycle
trips. | sketched out simple diagrartigat ncluded the roetock chakrathe colon,
t he third eanethe BRISar Mysiery Spetaomethinghey could

take home and studgnd share with their familiesMy analogy of a 747's
hydraulic cargo bay brought on an excited discussion whictosil came to
blows.For the first time in my life, | felt | wagiving back,making a difference.

Despite our language difficulties, the kids wesmgenoudor knowledge and very
attentive - lots of nodding and forehead wrinkling, dramatic Mediterranean
gesticulations, and explosive ejaculations of disbelief and wonder. | think they
appreciated having a sophisticated American take an interest in their rustic lives
They gave me a nickname'Malaka," apparently meaning something like "the
tall, handsomemysterious American from San Francisco." | liked this seemed

kind of Casablancesh. So when a waiter or storekeeper asks me my name | say,
"Well, my American name is Henry, but my Greek name is Malakm"adlways
gratified by thehuge surprisedsportaneous smiles this elicits. Before | knew it,
every time | walked down the street, people would point and wave, honk car
horns, laugh and shout, "Yassou (hello) Malaka!" or "Here comes Malaka!"
Schoolchildren an after me and tlew stones, screaming, "Maa! Malaka!"

It's humblingto belovedby this ancient people who invented philosophy, history
scientific enquiry,Grecian Formula 44nd the rotating gyros meatlog. | feel
lapped by the warm waters of their unsmirchegiard

[Editor's note: | don't ant to be the one to tell Mr. Panky, but "Malaka" is an
earthy Greek colloquialism, roughly translating as "born from the anus."]

Quiet Ruminations

| am sitting outside at Dakis' joint in the magical Mediterranean light, sipping my
fourth or fifth Kronosbrewski. | am thinking about Odysseus and the Cyclops;
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Odysseus called himself "Nman" to confuse the law after jamming a charred
stick into Cyclop's eye like a fork into an egg yolk, and | mudeédo amno-man

AND everyman. ("Dakis, my dear hoplitéinother cold one! And play the Yanni
album one more time!") | am alone, yet | also surf the universal backwash of
undifferentiated Being, which is LOVE. | am thinking about how grddéied
everythingis - the little girls with flowers woven in their haithe thredegged

dog sniffing the offal beneath my table, even my painful crop of fanny pimples.
(Too much cheese latelyGreeks put slabs of feta in everything. But the cheese
too isholy, holy, holy)

In the "Mahabharata,” Lord Krishna eats a singlenghbean, declares himself to
be stuffed, and the whole universe is sated! What the fuck's a mung bean,
wonder. Sounds filling.

I'm not sure I've ever been so at peace with the world, seen the universe in such
golden light. ("Dakis! | love you, man! @nmore frosty mug of Kronean
goodness!") Perhaps on my way home, I'll stop in at the thousand year old churct
get down on my knees in the sacrosanct, incéaden silence, pray and give
thanks. That sounds real nice right now, just like "California Diedm

On the other hand, | could moseyNd c¢ kefvsstand, see the new Economist

has arrived - I've heard scarcelio-be-hopedfor rumors of surreptitious bare
bottom bikini-top-poppingbeach photo§ r o m t h $psang Breal €Cahain
Talk aboutineffable grace! | feel exalted, dimouthed, risen upiall the happy
jiggling in the sun, howo6dn Buwtppfoisredt ,
foamybrew, to whet theoar®r appetits of a full-blooded man

[Editor's Correction: our profound gratite to devoted reader Stelios
Spanakopita. Apparently, Malaka doest mean, as we reported in good faith,
"born from the asshole,” but instead denotes one enslaved to the sin of Onan...i
other words, compulsive sdlive of a physical nature. Like a nastypnkey in a

zoo. That's a different kettle of fish entirely, and, in our opinion, pegs Mr. Panky
quite nicely. Our apologies for the mistranslation.

Coincidentally, AlfredE. NewmanrKnopf, as part of their "Something Nasty in
the Woodshed" imprint, has gt reissued the author's "Left Hand of Onan"
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trilogy: "Onan's Secret Garden,” "An Inconvenient Onanism" and his universally
condemned masterwork, "Children's Letters to Onan."]

Cannoli, Meatballs & Melon Balls

Someone squealed to Stellan retrospect, shouldn't have lied about being the
love-child of "our greatest viepresident, the illustrious Gregkmerican Spiro
Agnew," and one of the lesser Mousketeers. (Stella gasped, then seized my har
and kissed it repeatedly.) But it got me a helluva room layattd deal. Now,
suddenly, hurt, resentful looks and no more Easter cookies or pigs' feet in
tomatoes. Instead: plastic dog excrememone with real craftsmanshipin the
mini-fridge. | don't know who squealed some ferret down at the kafenion
probaly - but I'm going to fix his hash good...though, honestly, Hashg
doesn't sound that bad to me. In fact, going out for breakfast, | uqelly
someone to fix my hashlike hash. Maybe I'll take him for a "ride" insteatike

the Judas who betragl the Godfather. "Hey Paolo, Mrs. Corleone wants us to run
out an' get some green peppers.” Boom! Ciao, Paolo. Then: "Leave the gun, brin
the cannoli- | love that line. Ok, I'm not sure if it was "leave the gun” or "leave
the garroting apparatus' anyway, I'm definite about the fat guy Clemenza
wanting the cannoli, which is the classy part after removing a man's head
(whether vith a hollowpoint or fishling. Mama's homemade cannoli, yum yum.
When | do the squealer, I'm gonna bring some cannoli, bmdahat, a box of
Hostess Ring Ding Juniors.

In any case, grim, brooding Stella is nursing her grievance like a marsupial hel
younglings. And, tell me pleasavhat exactly did | do? A middiaged, suburban
American patsy took advantage of a canny Grekkger? Hahahahaha, come on!
That'll be the day. But, Stella's husband, sunny Dino, won't look me in the eye
anymore- he mutters about "Kyoto Accords," "unilateral missile defenses," and
something about Olympia Dukakis deserving the Best Actress Acaderaid

for "Moonstruck.” (Cher won Best Actress, while Ms. Dukakis won Best
SupportingActress. Greeks are a terribly proud and tetchy people.) "Americans,
pfffft! Worse than Bulgarians,” he whispers and spits on the hot stones, as he oil:
his deadly lupo.
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| and my semieral and flearidden caffriend, Wilson, rarely leave our darkened
room now, and supplies are getting low. We had a terrible fight last-ni‘ghtall
scratched up over the furry meatball we found under the bed. Ok, he found it but
I'm paying the rent, and was able to pry open his jaws before he could swallow.

Dear Lord, | hope it was a meatball. Can't hold on much longer.

All is forgiven! | snuck out and bought Stella a disposable Bic lighter, which |
described as a "magic fire stickder eyes got as big as dinner plates and she ran
out to show her friends in the September 17th club. That night, squat Stella and
danced the ancient digbwel dance of the Lacedaemonian warrieve jumped,

we kicked and spun, we limbed, a souveniridh-towel stretched tight between
our two toothy mouths, binding us together heart and soul. "Opa!" All suitably
chaperoned by Dino, clapping and grinning like Gomer Pyle at a freak show with
a corndog.

Yoo hoo, Mr. Henry! A plate of giant white beans swimg in oil was delivered

the next morning. Tomorrow, Wilson and | are hoping for red meat, maybe a
lamb shank. I've already sent away to Athens for my next gift for Stella and Dino:
a miniature meloiball scoop. Guests will exclaim in awe and bitter eavyheir
elegant fruit salads at village events and church picnics.

Go Tell the Spartans...Here Lies Henry Panky

| climbed out of bed excited as a fiyearold on Mommy's diet pills. "Horsey,
horsey, horsey!" | squealed, clapping my hands and jumpirendpdown, over

and over and over again, until Dino starting pounding on the floor above and
shouting something in Greek. What wild hair got up his bupkis?

No need for medication today FEEL GOOD!

Down to the kafenion: "Dakis! A triple Nescafe frappé,camee coldee, chop,
chop and put a frothy head on it!" | grabbed the chunky Albanian serving girl and
swung her around, singing "Turkey in the Straw," khiggpping my West Virginy
gobbler strut, while wildly strumming Dakis's grandfather's antique badalaik
They love me there; I'm one of their favorite foreigners. Poured down the frappe’,
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clickety clack, the gears were starting to turn now, bing, bang, bongo. | was off
after a quick 65minute detour to the WE€had to wedge my legs and feet against
the dow as other patrons flung their bodies against it. "I'll be right out. | don't
speak Greek. You have a very beautiful country! | love your Kalamatas!" | sang
out gaily.

Oh, bright morn, pendulous with ripening fruits!

| galloped up the mountain, riding myalking stick like a thoroughbred. "Go Pie,

go Pie!" | lashed its sweaty, heaving flanks; pmnasik-hai and congressional
republicandell shrieking beneath my righteous sword and the lashing hooves of
my beloved Bucephalitis. My hawk's face sliced thedaike a ship's prow, "I am
Tojam, King of the world!" | squeezed Kate's heaving breasts to stop her from
falling into the foamy sea. "Adrienne, Adrienne!" | howled, eyes like slits,
bloody, staggering but unbowed from the beating | had takem Apollo Creed

"Stay Alive! | will find you!" | shouted jumping into the waterfall with
Chingatchgooklast of his tribe.

Basking in the crashing waves of acclaim, | pounded the podium and screamec
"Ich binein Malaka!"

Silence and sullen stareShit! | forgot he locals' mixed feelings about Germans.
(Village eradications in WWII, and one too many "Ja! Your beer is pissvater, ha
ha ha.") Personally if | was German, I'd pretend to be Dutch: who'd know the
difference? And everybody likes the Dutch (except for @mngolese who
confuse them with the Belgians, another small people, whtuaked them under

Leo II). Due to a certain malevolent envy pursuant to being a citizen of the butt
kickingnest nation on the planeihen abroad) often represent myself as a
milquetoast Canadian

| was losing my hold on thgrazing sheep and donkeyanda muttering, lip
farting throng began to fill the aisles.shriekal the famousrallying cry of
Greecebds war | fiBaklavai thanatpsejBatlava oreleathThe
natives love this rich, gooey pastiserved in small triangles; under the oppressor,
| believetheywere forcedo eat Turkish taffy for desserA forest offists, hairy
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forearmsand slapped biceps thrust sksard, suggestindeep, forcibleentry into
my lower tract.Yikes, maybe itw a s ba&ldva.Jelloor deatl? Blintzes?

My mood was plummeting faster than turkey giblets in thin gravy. Maybe |
shouldn't have sold my ardepressants to the twelyearold at the bus station
after all. (I never used the wal "ecstasy,” but there may have been some
confusion as we struggled in our different tongues to make contact, one fragile
human being to another.) Dakis' triple frappé seemed very far away now; |
searched my pockets (any Lithium? nope); found only th, [puckered end of a
bologna roll; ate it.

Two fat, long, slick, slithery black snakes wdeghargically coupling in the
middle of the road- one of my least favorite offnedication hallucinations.
"Shoo!" | murmured without much hope, poking them witly walking stick.
"Horsey, horsey," | mumbled to the buzzing blowflies. "Bing, bang, boom," |
whispered to Mr. Dung Beetle rolling his dinner patiently home. | thought briefly
about abandoning the human world for the universe of dung beetles, like the bruj
Don Juan in Castaneda's masterpiece, "Journey to Mescalito Land."” No, much &
I'd like to, | had too many people counting on mand never really got into the
dungrolling scene. | nuzzled and untied Bucephalitisa sweetmouthed
Appaloosalike the ore Little Joerode on The Ponderosa. | hoped it wouldn't be
necessary to gut and eat him on the long trek back. But I didn't rule it out.

Going Home Tomorrow

Drank slowly and sullenly all day long while scratching at mydbgnk psoriasis.
Bought half a dzen greasy mouse skins from a gypsyifts for the nieces, or
maybe I'll make something pretty for myself. In any case, the price was too gooc
to pass up.
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A Letter to Meg Ryan

~ Makingthe Casédor a Serious Relationship ~

Dear Ms. Ryan

Let'snot fool ourselves, we're not kids anymore. My prime passed like hamburger
drippings on hot charcoal- a quick greasy smoke to leave a film on the
eyeglasses- and yours, welk- whoa, wait a secondummm ( | donodt v
touch that with a boathook).let's just say you are only getting more beautiful,
desirable and girlishly winsome with every passing day! Anyway, the point being:
we've got a few more good years left antim going to lay my cards on the table

-- | want to spend them with you.

Ms. Ryan, look at me. | mean it: this is rehlike the cut of your jibEver since |

saw you in "Top Gun," we've been circling each other like a cheetah chasing its
own tail. Or an armadillo. There's something between us, something wild and
explosive, that'grown too big to ignore.

For years, | pretended it wasn't realh moviestar fantasy, | told mysekl but
when | almost lost you in that Gulf War movie (oh Meg, a Congressional Medal
of Honor!), | hadn't felt so much pain since Dink, my brave wiengy, gassed
away (Dink: they said I'd never tame him.) For weeks after you were machine
gunned by Lou Diamond Philipsvfiatever happened to the sweet boy of "La
Bamba?"), | could barely drag myself in to work. Then, the frosting on the cake, |
found two thck, long, black hairs growing out of a mole on my backke in

"The Fly." | squealed with fear!

And that's when | vowed I'd never lose you again.

| fell in love with you all over again in "You've Got Mail." | stretched out on my
futon with a doobiga sixpack of malt liquorandan industrialsizedcan of black
olives, and watched yow nay, devoured you- weeping and laughing and
clapping my hands. You were radiant and sexy and funny and vulnerable! Mr.
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Hanks looked a bit on the heavy side thou@o weight gain codicil in his
contract, right? But if Meg Ryan had shown up with the avoirdupois of a manatee,
she'dhave been dragged away by security, eh? | think so.) Of course, Tom's sc
skinny again after "Castaway,” he could do a "Bachelor Party"akem
(Remember "Mr. Dick" and the pimp who looked like Mahatma Gandhi?
Genius.). Fat or thin, | think Tom's a terrific human being, and | think we should
have him and the Mrs. Hanks over some time soon.

I'm not going to say much about "Proof of Life," ept that I'm sorry about the
little girl you lost in Africa, what'shername. That's a bummer. Really, Meg, my
heart goes out to you.

And regarding your experiment with fiflontal onscreen nudity, | know there
was a lot of controversy, so | want to pinis delicately .."THOU HAST
NOURISHED US WITH THY SWEETNESSES!" Alternativel@@ne look at you

and a bag of fries- and I've got hungry eyegThe unfortunate reference to
"fries" is made necessary by copyright issues.) | am content. Thy name is Womar

Now you want to know more about me. You're smiling mischievously, licking
your beestung lips, emitting playful little growls and barks, running your hands
over your svelte body and swinging your hips to a sultry bossa beat. Your
eyes are smoky witmystery and desire.

Well, first and foremost, I'm tidy. Always crooning, "Tidy is as tidy does" and at
work, they call me "Mr. Tidyman." You seemed like the tidgnd in "When
Harry Met Sally," not to mentior Mama Mia!-- the fake orgasm scene witir.
Crystal. You do that with a million times more verve than any of my ex
girlfriends. With me you can be sure you'll always have an appreciative and
grateful audience.

What else? | clean my plate and remove the lint from the dryer screen. And
laughteris super important to me though there hasn't been much of that since
my breakdown in '99 (Dink, Y2K, OJ, the impeachment). But | know from the
magazines and blogs that you've had hard times too. Together, Ms. Ryan, we'
leave our defeats and disappoietits behind and +éiscover the lost continent of
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joy! We'll run through the leafy foliage, shriekirand playing popgoesthe
weasel with the toothy raptors that inevitably infest lost continents.

Let's see...| had a vasectomy at the same time TweedeP@eWee got "fixed":

the vet offered a good price and the Darwin Awards people gave me money fron
their emergency intervention fund. | assume that's not an issue because yo
already have the 4 kids by Goose in "Top Gun," and two from the movie where
you were an alcoholic, and a smattering of others, | believe. Ms. Ryan
Mamasitaif you don't mind me calling you that | shall do my best to father
them all appropriately. As long as they're tidy.

Last but not least, due to a neural disorder in my viest@lbone, | have to carry

an inflatable rubber "seat donut" around with me. If you can remind me upon
leaving awards ceremonies, that will spare us the embarrassment of havin
Whoopi or Billy run after us, donut waving, cameras flashing, as we sauttile

our Prius.

By the way, Renee Zellweger is nowl®dT, OUT of the picture. | came on too
strong and shouldn't have brought up her extra weight in "Bridget Jones." Much
less thebite-the-headoff-therooster scene in "Cold Mountain." Still, Renee
burneda bridge with me and that's too bad, because | really do like her a lot.
Though not as much as Gwyneth.

Ms. Ryan, let's cut to the chase: | need a woman who's been around théiiock
still poses coquettishly on magazine covers in revealing tps.and |, we're
two halves of the same armadillochasing its own tail. So let's climb torthat
sleek racing hog like Mr. Cruise and Ms. McGibisdride into thedangerzone!
Sincerely and respectfully, your biggest fan,

Henry

Henry E. Panky, Assodia of Arts (candidate)
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Dubious Tidings from the Big Behind

~ Meditations on
the "Big Behind" Series
By Tim LaHaye & Jerry Jenkins

BIG BEHIND \ big ba hind\  [Creole Americanbig as in "The Big Easy, mon
cher" + Middle Englishbehinde from behind, behindmore at hind] 1. being left
really far behind at the Rapture, as in you're going to be a hot wing for Shaitan,
you Tom fool! "Big" in this case is a meaning amplifier, connoting "very" or "a
lot." 2. archaic: a large set of buttocks

The redheiferhas beerorn milked andspitroastedo the Lord;the Day of the
Rapture hasrrived that "snatching away" of living Christian Fundamentalists
out of their pickups, snowmobilesoncreteblock congregationand tea parties

into the sky, through the cloudsto. meet Jesus in the sky ... with diamonds. "In
one cataclysmic instant, millions ... disappeared ... leaving behind ... clothes
eyeglasses, hairpieces" (it should be noted that The HairClub adamantly maintain
that hairpieceshall participate in The Rdpre). The time of Tribulation ensues,
the titanic battle between good and evil ... a time of unspeakable terrors ... tax an
spend, health insurance reformmedical marijuana, gay marriaggays in the
military, gays in the pulpitGog & Magog.you knowwh at | 6 m tthel ki
Armageddon Rumba.

"Oh, you bettenot cry, you better not poudpn't get high,
I'm telling you whyAntichrist is coming to town!"

There'svery bad boogie in UMegiddo (as much as possible, | will use the local
versions of important place names). Only a thin line of righteous,-Bagtture
heroes- Zeke, Ray, Luke, Mac, Buck, Smitty (yes, these are the actual charactet
names),the Tribulation or Trib Force- stand between reigning champion,
"Smokin' Joe" Beelzebub, arglaby Jesus "The Glorious Savior" Christ, both
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resurrected one last time, ftire Match of the Millennium:Hubbubin the Holy
Land!

"... during the tribulation, the AnChrist ... will halt
all normal means of purchasing food ... and obtaining employment.
Only by receiving the mark of the beast ... will anyone be able to
continue functioning in society."

"End Time Visions" by Richard Abanes

In these difficult endimes, most of us liberals, to no one's surprise, end up on our
callused knees fervently salaamitagthe Supreme Evil Potentate (no, Beck

not Mr. Obam# "Yes, Your Unholiness; No, Your Unholiness; Right away, Your
Unholiness;" scurrying for his slippers, howling and snorting at his jokes, lighting
his Tiparillos, and mixing his Ovaltine. Jusyitrg to keep the Beast happy in the
million, little ways that say Please dn't pull my legs off like a Daddy Lorg
Legs."

We're like Satan's posse or Rat Pack: wakaning, lemonadeut-of-lemons
making Quislings putting the smiliest face and stiffestendjp possible on the
nasty surprise of waking up inside "Survivor: The Book of Revelation."

Buck up, Ducky, if we could get througl8 years of Bush/Cheneye can get
through this.

"Luuuucy, you got some 'splaining to do!"
Judgment Day at the Ricky Ricasl

Of course, even the roughding, Hummerdriving Trib Forcers wish they had
kept their noses clean in the first place and taken the ten minutes to burn down th
Planned Parenthood officeith everyone insideT hen t heydd have
too! How theyregret now the horseplay at the pool hall, the evejomgs, the

porn and crank weekends with the boys, not to menfeveet Mother of Christ!

-the long, lazy daydreams in church: Ms. Betty Lou Hamms, buns up and pantie:
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down, frilly Sunday school dresthrown up over her head. Frankly, that last
temptation was not giving up without a fight.

"Get thee behind me, Devil!"

The exact words Betty Lou used in the fantasy, the flirty trollopacilis
Descensus Avern®/irgil said it: Easy is the descent tollhé®h yes it is. Too
easy, if you ask mdt's like Our Father in Heavegreased the slide witBmart
Balance) Hello Betty Lou'ssoft, rosy bottom; goodbyeasvation

Hello! Heaven to Trib Force! Yoshouldhave known better.

They must have been bambéer by the Dark Lord of Befoulment, addled by the
drugs, duped by the liberal media, befuddled by the heinous debauchery (they'r
going to miss the debauchery) ... if only they had it all to do over again ...they'd
definitely put the metal fish thingee time back of their Silverados.

Isnt that always the way&houlda, woulda, couldaNow they're sorry.
Meanwhile, Deacon Enoch, his wife, Enid, and all the other first round Draft
Picks flew straight up to heaven right out of their L-&oys, naked as Oscar
Mayer wieners, shooting their guns in celebration, and shouting with
understandable glee, "l tole you so! You gonna git it now! Hee hee, I'll show you
Intelligent Design. Fry sinners! My God is a hellaciously vengeful God!"

"Now all the gays and Democratsll never more be seen;
they'll all be turned to sausage meat in A@tirist's machine!"

So while the Trib Force fights the final battle through 25 projected volumes,
Enoch and Enid are clapping and singing White Man's hymns, munching pork
rinds, slurpig Piggly Wiggly big gulps, and enjoying the gruesome, unfolding
horror from stadiunstyle seating in Paradise. They have found their sweet reward
at the right hand of the Infinitely Merciful Lord. Though in this instance,
"infinitely” signifies "very seletively,” "erratically" or "let's see the mothers
dance a little first." It's kind of like the modifier "compassionate” in
compassionate conservativd. His nickname was "TheBig Merciful,” (see
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definition at top) we couldll feel more comfortable aboutipbimpending blind
date with eternity.

According to authors LaHaye and Jenkins, the Israelis didn't qualify for the
Rapture's first cut umm, you know, beingf the Jewish persuasi@nd all- but
shrewdly converted en masse to hmilling Christianity & soon as they saw
which way the wind was blowing. Mr. Dobson, Christ's Director of HR, made
them an offer they couldn't refuse (Sweet Loving Bosom of the Redemmer
spontaneous disembowelmerthen vicious, nevefending torture).Hosanna!
They're speakim in tongues; they're clapping and swaying like Mahalia. And if
their smiles are a little manic, they're still skipping down that yeboiek road
behind the righteous munchkins®bb Jones University.

"You cooked a harmless woman with a big mouth.”
"Desecration,” by LaHaye & Jenskins, Antichrist to henchman

I'm afraid things didn't work out so nicely for tigay Log Cabinconservatives
despite their generous political donations. Sorry, what with the high season anc
all, there just "ain't no room." ld&en don't want '‘em, the Trib Force don't want
'‘em; only the Pope of Perdition welcomes homosexuals...as well as Muslims
Hindus, BuddhistsMormons (sorry, Mitt), Papists, Episcopalians, yoga and
Pilates practitioners, women's libbers, longhairs, pormbgnes, Darwinists,
environmentalists, peaceniks, prboiceniks, antigun-niks, foreigners and
Marty Sheen, hereafter to be collectively referred to as "the Damned.” But oh,
what a welcome! Each and every sinner is greeted with a tender, simpering
rendition of Mr. Joel's "Just the Way You Are" and the dark angel opens up his
goat shanks, and wraps his tail around you in a way that"vay&e home now,
baby"far more eloquently than any banner and party horns.

In a trice, you're bound tightly over the b&r your trousers are pulled down and

a whitehot brand-with the owner's triplaligit logo--pressed firmly to your
bottom. Sizzly sizzly! How everyone laughs at the parade of expressions on youl
face! You're family now!
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To keep everyone entertained dgritihe Interregnum- until the iron lid of the
abyss opens to reveal the dark chute to everlasting-litee Beast is bringing
back the entire supporting casts of "Seinfeld,” "Reno 911" and "Grey's Anatomy"
for their own separate prime time shows! And thdio plays nothing but Lionel
Ritchie's "Hello"!

Sure, it gets old, Christ yeeal old - that's why it's called the Tribulation, Bozo.
But at least Ol' Beelzebullying to make thigpartya success.

"Nobody knows me like the Lord...
and He don't lik me."

Old, Wise Negro Spiritual

JC, on the other hand, is taking His own sweet time. This is His bigTlakolta
Pulp-Fiction-like comeback moment, and he's not going to rush it. I'll tell you one
thing though: He's tired of being Mr. D&gyed WimpyLooking Guy. Ha! The
"Jesus Loves You" campaign didn't produce the results! Now He wants some R
E-S-P-E-C-T. Instead of fishes, loaves and wine cooléns, Prince of Peace is
gonna open a Costexized can of whoopss! Yes, yes, the iron rod! And last but
nat least, His immaculate heart is absolutely set on ... an expensivatkdtvo-
Kingdom-come finale.

But first, the stage must be set just so: cups of doom, seals of doom, horsemen
doom, baked beans of doom (basically anything that includes doonga3; a
plaguey buboes, suppurating ulcers, oceans of hemoglobinlogsts, heads on
sticks, tax cuts for the rich, aliens with really long fingernails, bulldogs with
human faces! You get the ideapecial effects, blasting soundtrackecarcrash

after another utter defilement and atrocity. Giving the fans what theid for.

Wait! Am | getting the Book of Revelation mixed up with the latest Jerry
Bruckheimer production? I'm a bit discombobulatedsbymuchabomination-
being more a Meg Ryan/SaadBullock romantic comedy kind of guy. Well, in
any case, it doesn't really matterend o' Time or "Con Air 2™ the idea's
basically the same.
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In fact, life in these prKingdomof-Heaven days is so grisly and grotesgque
mean Wowzalf it was anyone lse - say Quentin Tarantino or Mel Gibser'd
suspect mental illness. No Geneva conventions apply ¥rBBignd Time! | just
hope and pray it doesn't arrive while I'm storddn real vulnerable then, prone
to hallucinations, and even more paranoid thesual. My decisiormaking
capability, never strong at the best of times, is sadly compromised.

| think we all need to accept that violent unpredictability and impenetrable
incomprehensibility have always played a big part in the divine mystique, and that
a certain type of bucolic fundamentalist really digs that. It reminds ‘em of strap
happy Pappy! But it's not faneto quibble at His methodd'm not perfect either.

(No, don't argue with me on this, I've got beams in my eyes.) | can get real crank
whenJeanine puts my white underpants in with the colored wash. An even bettel
reason to avoid quibbling is that the Big Fella, much like my current boss for that
matter, is not real good with criticism or wacky humor not of His own devising.
He's more a hosaas and wiffleball interview kind of guy. (He loved the
Reader's Digegpiece on the First Lady

AWard, you were a |little hard o

June Cleaver expressing her conce
treatment of her beloved, frecklBagaver

One last thing: there seems to be some confusion about the necessity for th
whole tribulation jig in the first place, especially among bleeding hearts destined
for a long, rough ride between Shaitan's hairy thighs. ("Yee haw! Squeal like a
pig!" - Like most of us, the Prince of Darkness has seen way too many movies ..
and hopes eventually to sell a screenplay.) Why can't we all just be washec
squeaky, sprindresh clean and forgiven, wrapped in the soft robes of purity,
welcomed into the Big Tent &ove, to be blissful together throughout all eternity

at the sweesmelling foot of the Lord you know, like happy, innocent, squealing
children hopping naked through the sprinkler on a hot summer afternoon undel
Gramps' indulgent gaze?

Because it's ithe Bible, mo-ron!
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See, you knew there was a good reason. | suggest you start minding your Ps ar
Qs,Poindexterand stop with all the why questions.

The Old Man is down the road, H@ssed offand He's choogling our way. He's
goingto have his rodeo vdther you like it or not. The only question now, Merry
Pranksters, is this: Are yoon the bus or are yowoff the bus? Thanks to the

blessing of free will, it's your call.

Antichrist is coming to town!

Endnote: for those stubborn halfwits still maintagq selfdestructive doubts
about the impending Rapture, | highly recommend Edgar C. Whisenant's
irrefutable book, "88 Reasons Why the Rapture Could be in 1988."

There you have it. "Whereas | was blind; now | see."”
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Taking it Back

As the presentatio gathered steam, it became increasingly difficult to contain
myself. 1 began to jitter in excitement and my grin stretched so wide it almost
cracked my face in two! Elbowing amorkers on left and right, | whispered,
"This is FANTASTIC!"

When their gray,sagging faces remained unresponsivdiello? What is the
matter with you people- | leaned across to tap Sue Ann's knee: "Isn't this just
GREAT!

But, apparently, she neither heard me nor felt my insistent tapping in her knee
even though her leg spaed and kicked the seat in front of her. Sue Ann stared
straight ahead like a grim statue, arms crossed tightlyleresternumAnd was

she making a low pitched growling soun@h right, shit!Her department was
totally axed, heard that yesterday. Afsecteen years with the company, she's left
with a mother with dementia, a laaff husband, three kids, a new home
purchased at the top of the market, two weeks' severance and four weeks' heal
insurance. Whoops! | made one of those abashed "whoops' people make
when they fart in the elevator, and leaned back in my seat. Well, you can't make
an omelet withoubreaking eggs. Can't be done.

"The dead parts have to be lopped off with a chainsamrrrrrrr -- exactly like

the bathroom scene in 'Scarée’ Then cauterize the wounds with a wAhice
poker,sizzly sizzlywithout anesthesia! Splash on the boiling tar! [pig squealing
imitation here] That's the only way back to corporate health and we can't afford tc
get sentimental about it!" So said thewnDirector of HR when | ran into him,
half in the bag, at Hooters. He was quite agitated about it: face flushed, eyes we
and blinking, throat working like there was too much saliva in his mouth. Nice to
see someone so enthusiastic about his job.

Still, Sue Ann was a good egg. I'll drop her an email later, attach a Dilbert or a Fal
Side cartoon. Something to make her giggle. She'll land on her feet.
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| craned around to make eye contact with Bob Feeney two rows back, give him ¢
thumbsup. He's a smart coakiHe'd understand the implications of what was
happening here today. But Bob was hunched over, elbows on knees, staring :
something between his feet. Probably counting commission dollars! His clients
would be begging for our exclusive line of new celbpashavers! (With the
optional earplug/mike, you could shave your face, head, legs or armpits while
driving to work textandstill make those important business calls!)

Regrettably, the meeting had started unhappily, when some halfwit in Tech
Support dscovered the-shirts taped under the chairs, and the chairman's opening
remarks were completely drowned out by the rolling tide etcdeech, as people
tore them free and attacked the plastic wrapplRtease, wait until we give the
word," Old Man Fuch pleaded, before shuffling back to his seat on the dais. To
no avail, | looked around sternly at the perpetrators of this unforgivable rudeness
- and finally ripped out mine as well, but as slowly and quietly as possible. Across
the front, in bold, blooded paint strokesT a k e | t OnBhe bakk: dtir logo

(a duck on a unicycle) andle're FuchiTup! Oh, yessiree, this a good one. |
pulled it on over my sports jacket.

Then the new CEO stepped up to the podium, and a hush fell over the room

"FuchtTup was Number 1 in 1972." He spoke quietly, matter of factly, and yet
effortlessly held us in the palm of his hand. | strained to hear his words as he
leaned forward to make piercing eye contact with each and every one of us. "Bu
then weallowed ourseles to getcomplacent We forgot our roots Forgot the
customer' He stopped, momentarily dumbfounded by the loss and waste of that
great dream. He threw up his hands, and walked to the edge of the stage, shakit
his head and sighing. He was clearly deparfirom the script; he was going to
shoot from the hip and tell it like it was!

"So, what should we do now? Shall we just lie down and die?" He shrugged,
twisted the corner of his mouth, raised his eyebrows. Maybe that was the bes
thing to do. "Close thdoors, let them tap dance on our corpse? Huh?" Scratched
the back of his head, rubbed his mouth: he was honestly open to suggestion. H
glanced and nodded around the auditorium, only one quarter full after the lates
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round of strategic layoffs. (The 3 gen "campus” in Milpitas- last remnant of

our Worldwide Satellite Network was participating via speaker phone.) And, of
course, all the others in Operations except me were using the time to eithe
proactively empty their desks or sneak hardware in&ir tcar trunks. But they
were going to regret missing this. Oh boy, this wathinglike the last four re

org meetings, though to be fair, those had had some very inspirational moments &
well.

| emphatically shook my heatdh uh not me. No wayl'm not going to lie down
to have my carcass picked or boogied upon, or whatever.

"HELL NO! WE'RE GOING TOTAKE IT BACKT He roared. | jolted off the seat
and squeaked in alarrileeeekThis new guy was powerful, clearly worth the 25
mil a year. Now, where dithey find him again? Oh right, Old El Paso Toilet
Tissue, the marketing genius behind the unscented, Cabsijdeo"tough as
leather" doubleoll. Well, | believe it: he's infinitely better than our last CEO
from RC Cola. (His rerg slogan, and I've gdhat tshirt too: "Me, You, Us:
FuchtTup! E") Mu ¢ h |l ess the fell owupfro
|l nsidel! E") .

In the stunned silence, he gazed out at our shocked faces (my neighbors wel
quietly weeping), and took it down a notch. Oh, he playedike a ukulele.
"When | look around this room todagl| | see arevinners We are going to turn

this company arountbgether” very serious now, even pensive, choosing each
word carefully.

"AND WE'RE GOING TO HAVE FUN DOING IT!" he thundered, pounditit
lectern with his right fist! "HOW ABOUT THAT, PEOPLE!"

The executive team jumped to their feet in rapturous applause. Pounding musi
blasted out the speakers, and our new leadesay that in the highest sense of
the word-- grabbed the podium oroth sides: eyes narrowed, nostrils flared, jaw
clenched. No one could doubtnot for one single second that he meant every
damn word, so help him God. He began shaking the hands of hishetoted
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captains, clasping each hand in both of his owrlectihg their allegiance to this
bold and unshakeable vision.

| pumped my fists into the air and ululated in exhilaratienulululululululu! |
nodded right back at him! It was aonorto be part of this team. As soon as | got
back to my cubicle, | wagoing to send him an email, express my feelings of
enthusiasm and gratitudelyy commitmentSweet Jesus, yes! We're goingd&e

it back! And have fun tooWhy the fuck not? Yee haw! | pounded the knee of the
guy on my right.

The lights dimmed and theid¢ show kicked off: handsome, intelligent, smiling
men and women of all races speaking into headsets, pointing at computer screer
giving dramatic, multmedia presentations to impressed customers, and driving
trucks, talking to HQ and shaving their aitsll at the same time: all part of one
strong, tight FuchTup family. The sound track was Wow! -- electrifyingthe
auditorium with its pulsing techno beat. Bada Bodrake it BackiOogah oogah!
Take it Back!

That's when | gave up fuck it! -- trying to control my excitement. | jumped up
from my folding chair."Come on everybody! Into a conga linélfhe new guy
from accounting, fat Herb, grabbed my waist with two sweaty hands, and we
started down the center aisle. | was shaking my fists like msrdmth of us
wiggling our booties and kicking out our legs like the Tropicana Banana Lady,
and shouting'Take it back! Take it back!tight along with the audiwisual.
"Come on! Join on!" | shouted to the sparsely populated rows. We -eahdawn

to thefront, and then, in a burst of darirgHerb squealed in terror, clutched my
belt and tried to pull me back shook our butts right up the stairs to the goddamn
stage!

"Take it back! Take it back!

| motioned with my head for the CEO, VPs and Boar@®ioectors to grab onto
Herbie's waist, but this didn't happen. They backed away warily, as if from a
diseased cur of indecipherable intentions. And Old Man Fucht was firmly pushed
back into his seat by Public Relations. Well, most of these fellows vesveand
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probably still a bit nervous. After traversing the stage a couple times, Herb and |
danced down the steps and up the aisle and finally arrived back at our seats, re
faced and wheezing, sweat circles under our armpits, a littte@edicious, sure,

but triumphant too. We were winners!

The music died, the lights came up: the meeting was over. As | sat there, wrung
out from the emotion and the adrenaline, gazing up at the now empty podium, my
associates- | love you guys -- shuffled out in silencegarefully avoiding one
another's eyes.

On the way back to my workstation, | wandered around and collected anothel
couple dozen-shirts discarded between the empty seats. Then, just as | was
leaving, the custodial team appeared with their brooms andgdwdage cans on
wheels. "These are for emorkers who couldn't attend the meeting,” | yodeled.
But they only waved me off; janitors don't attend company meetings, so they hac
no conception of thenagic which had taken place here today.
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Grammy Award

Dear Z

Do you remember the 1991 Grammy Awards Show where Bob Dylan received
the Lifetime Achievement Award? The maestro and his band played an
apparently tuneless and totally indecipherable song, later identified by Bletchley
cryptol ogirsst sofasWairMaos ttehough for all
as well have been the Gypsy Kings
Anyway, after this lovely ditty, Bob accepted his trophy with obvious
bemusement he was at long last joining the pantheon offsgreats as Toto,
Hootie and the Tunafisland Milli Vanilli, even if through the back door of a
ispeci alioandathvema retictantty mumbled into the microphone the
following Talmudic koan bequeathed to him by his father:

AiSon ¢é You k redobecometso defded im this warldbthat your own
mot her and father wildl abandon you
believe in your own ability to mend
Sometimes, Z, that sunny bit of carefree optimism is the only thing that keeps m
stumbling forward to the waterhole shimmering in the distance. Who knows how

far | could have gone if my parents had given me a pep talk like that?

Henry
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The Supreme Long Rifle Identity

A Henry ALong Rifleo Panky Sec

Long Rifle was suddenly awake, without cracking his eyelids or even twitching
his nose where the one, long, thick, nose hdastard!i tickled the outside of

his left nostril. Wherethe hell was he®Whowas heVas Magua nearBehind

the placid, snuffling somnolee of his features, his soul scrabbled like a cornered
ferret Who was it who was always comparing him to a corn&a@t? Mama?
Papa? Granny? For the life of him,d¢mildn'tremember!

His mind screamedC h e 6 What théfuck does that mean? Why didshieg

lash out like that? And who had implanted the microfilm, passports, gold coins,
suicide tablets and Mileage Plus Platinum MasterCard under the skin of his
armpit?Whowas he anyhow?

Long Rifle almost opened one eye then, just the teeniest, tittigdjttiest little
bit to peep out, but then stoppéche had gleefully slaughtered dozens of men,
women, children and household pets who had made the same mistake

So, like the spider listening to the singing web, he mentally probed his unknown
enviromment. Was that a plump, meatloafy dhit or the peckish chickadee
tickling the silky strands? To elucidate the subtlety of this elegant metapher: shit
fly = good (food, agreeable company, something one could lay eggs inside);
chickadee = bad (predatogverweening guest, Magua). | know it sounds
contrarian, but remember this is from thep i dpeimt 6f siew.

nGo i n peace, Long Rifle,o0o the ol d,
English Major burned alive tiMaguadti lden Ot
want peaceMaguawanted to eat the wet, beating heart of the wim#an; Magua
coul dnoét cegamtincidentsefrom his childhoodMagua was a bad
aboriginal, a crazy motherfucker.
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Been that way since junior high school really.

Long Rifle exploded out of bed like Jason Bourne, or Steven Seagal before he
swelled into an overstuffed bratwurst. If Magua had been near, a Manichean battl
between good and evil would have been unavoidable. But, hello! No Magua
today. A Damn! mutlerad. Andl,s'QOhryeph, 1 remembertwdo | am
now."

Jeez, maybe the time had finally come to call Control, the pockmarke&IMr.
Guapo. Retire to a simple peasantaos
sidekick, Chewbacca: whitewashed hut in the konh, a donkey named
Magdalena, bocce ball with the eldeAsanco-istasin thezocalq strong red wine
and crusty bread Rong, of AnsaWwhoAerverastogpedo v
believing in me, even when | couldn't remember who me was.) After Long Rifle's
long career of creative assassinatiora legend, a hero to the young ‘uns at
Langley--Guapo would throw a friendly ar
you deserve it, LR. Not many of us left anymore from the Hiekithg days in
Quang Ding Province, eh ago? Good memories. Well, take care of yourself,
compadre, weoll mi ss you. o0

Then, for reasons no audience could ever quite fathom, the corpulent aardvar
would send dozens of expressionless hit men after him, in sunglasses, o
motorcycles, with silencedugn s and syringes full (o
Chewbacca from his shoetree and kidnap Ani&al alive! | will find you?).
They'd find the donkey and make it talk. Sick of killing, Long Rifle would have to
kill, kill and then kill some morewith a pimplepopping tool, a Qip, an ATM
receipt, his foam earpl ugs! Hedd | ur
love to young, sinuous European girls in grubby, backspeesionesand drive

tiny cars at fantastic speeds down narrow cobbled alleys! Ultimdtehg Rifle
woul d watch the dying spark in Guapo
dressed him like an Alaskan moose as they both swung dangling from the tilting
strut of their pilotless helicopter spinning wildly out of control over Mount
Rushmoe...Only to realize that his beloved Anr@h(Anna) and the monstrous
Guapo were one and the same! Noo000000!
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Long Rifle yawned, stretched and dug absentmindedly at his shorts. Christ.
That reminded himadbt ev e Maphanyimidéer ee Ami gos 06:

i | anway, all of us have an El Guapo to face someday. For some, shyness mig!
be their EI Guapo. For others, a | ac

That might be true, he mused.

But hold on!Don't forget MagualMa gua woul dn 6 tanddodiesp e ¢
retirement, woul dnodt gi ve two gr eas
baguettes or Guapobs pretty boy dege
talk and seduce his swaltinkey,Magdalenajust to hurt Long Rifle's feelings!

It would never end foMagua!

You might ask why. Fai r,jeezé o WdIS,! HBmmr
Magua was lewl,malgingReplblicarba#-brother!

AndElGuapo.was Maguads father!

To be continued
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The Superior Man

~ A Meditation on Manliness by Way
of Louis L'Amour's "The Walking Drum"

" ..a man need wish for no more than this: a sword inhted, a horse between
his kneesind the woman he loves at the battle's end.’

'‘By the Gods, Kerbouchard, that was well spokssild the Rajput captain.”

First a Few Relevant Words about My Tract

These are difficult times; indeed as we appear to be turtling determinedly towards
imminent end times, the world cries out for the superior man to step forward. But
be that as it mayfirst things first. Here | stad in youthful middle age and
wonder: is it too much to ask to be able to urinate without requiring rapt
visualizations of pitchers tipping forth to pour out their liquid abundance; or
mountain spring water rushing frothily through steep timber chutessoway
down to old man river? To face the urinal without mantric limericks to get things
started ("One, two, three, four, open up the bladder door"), or the machismc
motivational affirmation my therapist taught me ("I am Black Stallion, Lord of the
Herd! Behold my mighty stream!"). Something's gone wrong down there and I'm
feeling a bit disgruntled. Hopefully, this can be elegantly tied into our discussion
of the superior man a few paragraphs down the highway.

Let us set the scene: Every morning, once thgsdéequired) program of
caffeination is under way, a painful urgency grips my lower tract like the
squeezing fist of an epileptic lunaticevery thirty minutes or so. It's not even 10
AM and I've embarked upon my sixth trip to the steamy, loamy-lesst men's
room (on the other side of the building), still trying to keep up the dignified
facade of being engrossed in business planning, crisply striding someplace
important- instead of galloping bent over and grunting like Quasimodo late for
the churchbell. The end result, as | stand and moan with eyes clenched- shut
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even with a imagined tsunami boiling down the log chutés no tropical
monsoon to make the world fresh and new again, but only the meagerest o
summer rains, a few disconsolate drops the hot dirty pavement. "Please,
please, please,” | mutter. ("Not you" | say to the concerned geatleat the
adjacent porcelain.)

And when the condition hits in the car with a long way yet to go and not a rest
area, Starbucks or large shrub in siginigush pools in my loins like thin, fiery
magma seeking an outlet. And my squeals get so high pitched that only dogs an
bats can hear them. | can't honestly represent tfesl like a stallion, whether
black, bay, pinto or appaloosa.

According to trustwrthy sources, Napoleon suffered the same condition, so
perhaps it's a common one among great men, something tied to the pressures
being superior. Even at Waterloo one could glimpse the diminuitive Emperor
leaning against a distant oak, trying to shut the distractions "Merde Leave

me alone! And stop with the fucking cannonivhile dreaming wistfully of soft
cheeses and the burbling, trdiied brooks of Corsica. If close enough, one
might hear him begin to sing under his breath, "I'm a liig@pot, short and
stout...just tip me over and pour me out." Over and over again in a childlike
pleading tone. Meanwhile Bther's Prussians have arrived on his right flank.

Maybe that time has come "To talk to your doctor about the benefits of Nestle
Quik-Flo." As it says on the cereal box: "When was the last time your bladder
jumped up and saidSénd me in, Coath Long time. The smug, ruggedly
handsome fellow in the ad looks positively ecstatic about the impossibly heavy
cascade they must have used fire hose- he's arching over the cliff into the
magnificent waterfalls of Iguacu. Head thrown back laughing; winking one eye as
if to say "How about this, eh buddy?"; one arm, wearing a platinum Swiss
chronometer, thrown in the air like a triumphanorimbuster. To the side, an
entire team of buxom, portgiled cheerleaders enthuse admiringly from the
passenger seats of a long, classic, 1972 Cadillac Convertible. While munching ol
my ExtraCrusty Bran Kibble, | find myself staring hungrily at all thashing,
free-flowing water pouring over the edge into eternity (and those appreciative
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young women), for twentthirty minutes at a time. It looks like...the relief that
surpasseth understanding.

My friend O yodels that broccoli is the best thing for althgaprostate, except,

that is, for tomatoes. Every time we lunch together, or even drive past a vegetabl
stand: broccoli and tomatoes, tomatoes and broccoli. If it's not magic vegetables
it's green tea, fish oil or pomegranate juice. Dear Sweet Jegasjt, now shut

your damn yapThat's not going to happehe doesn't even hear me, his eyes
glowing with crazy light. Like virtually all my friends, O has gone around his own
obsessive and malignant bend where he ducks, bobs, weaves and jigs unceasing
-- to avoid mortality grabbing his earlobe and pulling him into darkness. Good
luck with that, O.

However, | do find myself, grudgingly, like a morose cow chewing its cud, eating
a lot more broccoli and tomatoes. And spaimetto tablets, whatever the kuc
they are.

Sometimes, wearying of the relentless back and forth (and the pathetic charad
that none of my office mates buy anyway), I'll perch in the office restroom for
hours-- cell phone off, voicemail filling up, intercom pagings disregarded, (other
real estate agents howling, cursing, begging, and pounding desperately on the st:
door), chin on palm, elbow on knee, staring into timeless infinity (or more
specifically, the cave paintings of grotesque genitalia on the panels around me)
letting the crek flow at its own lazaday pace, sounding like wind chimes in the
mild breeze. It's so safe and quiet in that small, grubby cubicle with its sturdy
latch. Hidden from a crazy, demanding world, waiting for the glorious Rapture to
raise me up- right off the toilet seat- to paradise. And mullingverthe dreams |
cherished at thirteen.

One of You Guys

At that loathsome prpubescent age, | was an eclectic goal setter, wanting
variously to be a Kerouaan dharma bum, a Herman Hesae Steppenwolf,
Paladn from "Have Gun, Will Travel," llya Kuriakin of the "Man Frotincle,"
Little Joe Cartwrightand either Walt Frazier or Earl the Pearl Monroe of the
World Championship Knicks.
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Who | should have wanted to be ésMathurin Kerbouchard Proud Breton,
swordsmanscholar, galley slave, cocksan, philosopher, druid, mountebank and
magnificent hero of Louis L'Amour's brilliant and meticulously researched 1984
masterpiece "The Walking Drum." Mr. L'Amour, now deceased and better known
for his lonesomerairie westans, here stretches his legs in a fully realized
medieval world, as his Kerbouchard strides, fine Damascus steel in his hand, fron
Gaul to Hindustan, Cordoba to Constantinople. He even storms the Rock of
Alamut, impregnable fortress of the Old Man of theuvitain and his hashishiyya
henchlings.

(Each age, it appears, has its own Old Man of the Mountain and his rascally
entourage of religieathworshipping thugs. But who shall be our Kerbouchard
to smoke the latest nest out of its rocky lair?)

What Women Want

That brings something to mind which | think pertains nicely to our topic. There's a
genre in popular music that has always bemused me. Its exultant theme might be
be described as "I'm a pathetic loser who's going nowhere ‘cept down the toilet
baby but I'm holding on to you with both handsA' daring and ingenius
argument, which, sadly, has never worked for me. (Women nowadegkl
brutal realists/materialistscatch on to the drawbacks of selisessed, minimum
wage, basemeitiwelling anttheraes pretty damn young in life.)

The most anguished paean of this musical substrata must be the Righteot
Brothers' wailing anthem: "Just Once in My Life." He aimévergoing to rise
above that greasy bottom runge's just barely holding on to that, aithe sewer
water and doggypaddling ratties are up to his chin. He's faileé\arythinghe's

ever put his slacknouthed mind to, but.’Baby, say that you'll be stayingit's

not hard to visualize the panic and desperate calculation in one young woman'
eyes as she strokes the snosed face slobbering against her sternum. The flinch
everytime he repeatslJh uh, don't you never leave me!"

And she's thinking, just one more night, Kit Kat, just make it through one more
long night, "There, there, littlgoiggy, Momma's here." Dawn's pallid light
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illuminates his dogbreathed, yellowoothed head on the pillow next to you.
("Come on Adonis, rise and shine.”) But when Gomer Pyle heads off in his
orange jumpsuit to sweep cigarette butts in the subwagou want to watch
Porky's again tonight, babe, get a bucket of KFC and a sixer of Colt 45? Hey
babe? Love you.* when he turns the fateful corner by the Kut 'n Kurl (wiggle the
fingers one more time, blow a last kiss: toodles!), Tweety's cage door is left ajar
and baby's a fremnge chicken hightailing it for Cancun, filled with randy, young
hedgefund managers!

Hola muchachos! Letlambada

One of the more delightful aspects of these freakish ballads is the implicit
competition to be as sorry, wretched, itea feeble, unattractive and
contemptible one hombre can be. Mr. Seger, in perhaps his most famous lyric
details a woeful litany of one man's slumgmatk, saebellied, shitfaced
inadequacies (poor fella's plumb wore out from running against the venel),

lists a few of the lady's (a strikingly courvetuitive strategy, Bob, if you want to

get laid). He then peers up blearily to the adjacent barstool with astounding
optimism,"We've got tonight, sweet pants, why don't you stay?"

"Stay! Tonight! Um, g@e, wow, Bobby, I'm flattered...overwhelmed! You're a

sweetheart but shit!- tonight | can't. No can do. I've got toenails to clip, the ice

tray to fill and, umm, I've got to pull the tuds off my old ski sweater. Damn! Can |
take a rain check?"

American men are a sadack lot of putzes. Hard Rock Cafe sweatshirts and
turnedaround baseball caps (unforgivably lame on anyone over the age of 12);
hair removed here, planted there, or shaved altogether ("I'm not bald; I've made
cutting edge fashion decisidii! the inevitable goatee for that distinctive-eon

look (what Jeannine calls "the De Niro pussy beard"); pockets filled withpenis
extension and hardn pills; the steamer trunk full of shabby, discount, "three
pack” porn in the guestroom closet. Alvgathe fucking cell phone- with the
seltfimportant yap, yap, yap. The pathetic bravado that yet asks apologetic
permission for everything they want: " Would you mind if | turned you over?
Why? | don't know, it was just an idea. | can? Sweet! Ummmm [mumble
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mumble]...may | fuck you in the ass? I'm jk&dding... Unless it sounds good?
I'm kidding,forgodsakes!... Well, how about a stra and you do me?"

* Footnote: Jeannine believes the modern plague of pussy beards was initiated k
Robert De Niro's spéa-forces goatee in "The Deer Hunter." This is one of the
fiercer debates currently roiling the fiforit community.

You know what women want, ravenously, deep down, body and mind?
Kerbouchard He's not going to croon some whiny song about the unplumbed
depths of being a comprehensive putz. He won't show up outside your window
with a sad, mopey puppy face and a giant boom box playing "In Your Eyes."

Listen:

"The Comtesse of Saon#f you come near my bed, | shall scream for help.’

Kerbouchard'Comtese, if | come to your bed, | won't need any help.

Simple, strong, confident in his abilities: soon La Comtesse is as happy as
plump, frisky pony being hard ridden after a long winter in the stable. This man
has Toledo steel in him! (Damascus and Toleteel were the two premium
brands of the timethe historical detail in this book is stupendous!)

A Flesh & Blood Fellow

But, make no mistake: Kerbouchard is no cardbaatgsbut, Panglossian gigolo.

No lovelift-usup, don‘give-up-you'vegotfriends Barney Google. He's a
complex, hareedged, uberealist, who keeps his powder dry in a world where
people get their intestines wrapped around the maypole for not tugging their
forelocks fast enough, and those with elbow eczema are whipped into the dese
for the hoedoos to eat (a misidentification with leprosy, still common in India).

"'Can you see the future, Kerbouchard?'
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'Who would want to? Our lives hold a veil between anticipation and horror.
Anticipation to keep the jackass moving forward as aotdmefore the eyes.
Horror is what he would see if he took his eyes off the carrot.’

"You are gloomy, Kerbouchard," said Phillip of Byzantium."

Well, that rings true to me; | keep my eye nailed to the carrot; though small as it's
dwindled over the decadeld need tweezers to pluck it out of the dross.

But it's not that Kerbouchard didn't have doubts. Wehave doubts. Let's
eavesdrop once more:

"l was a fool, a paltry fool, a miserable fool, a fool who marched to the sound of
an empty drum he callegestiny’

Maybehe should write for he Righteous Brothers after all.

But Kerbouchard got back up on his feet, knocked the heads off a few swarthy
Hashassin, poked the lovely Sundari until she was delirious, dreageaf Sam
Adams, took a long, thundag piss, left the seat up, and got back in the race!

Why? Because that's lifeDick-less!

Buy Mr. L'Amour's marvelous book. Pattern yourself on this exemplary man's
man. Get behind the Walking Drum, lengthen your stride, guzzle someF@uik
bellow a manly oath like Yosemite Sam. Make your bold mark in the world like a
Great Dane in the virgin snow, and...dgaur way!

And for a hale and hearty prostate: tomatoes and broccoli. Lots of ‘em.

All quotes regarding Kerbouchard are from "The Walking Drum"
by Louis L'Amour, Bantam Books, 1984
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Pappy was a Cossack

~ a movie review from memory ~

"Taras Bulba" is undoubtedly one of the ten or twenty greatest Yul Brynner
movies ever made, and I'll thumb wrestle anyone who contends otherwise. Mr
Brynner wa fresh from his swaggering triumph in "The King & I" as the singing,
dancing, slavevhipping King Mongkut of Siam. "Etcetera, etcetera, etcetera”
has anybody ever said it better? | still get tingles. All right, | love Chow Yun Fat
too, and his remakeas OK, but | prefer him in sunglasses with a gun in his hand
killing more Hong Kong gumbahs than you can count. Plus Chow didn't sing!
And he's not Siamese, he's Chinese, a totally different Oriental r&sgsectfully
closed.

One last thing | have to m&on: | love to "whistle a happy tune whenever | feel
afraid.” Throw away your selielp books and Zoloft, people. Go rent a shopping
cartful of Yul Brynner movies: conflicted Ramses Jr. in "The Ten
Commandments" trying to figure othe right thing to dowith Charlie Heston

and his stubborn Jews; JoJo Gunn blazing away for defenseless peons in "Th
Magnificent Seven;" crazy Maggot sniffing his fingers in "The Dirty Dozen"; and,
of coursein his Oscawinning role, the sainlike Gandhi shuffling acrosstlia

in his loincloth and granny glassdseading for the beaclvou could study these
works for the rest of your life, and never plumb their depths.

Yul is simply the greatest batlieaded actor of our time.

As "Taras Bulba" opens we survey the vastditkian steppe. (Actually, due to
cold war tensions, the vast Argentine Pampas; the missile “crisis” had put
Khrushchev's nose out of joint.) A simple sod hut with smoke curling out of its
smoke hole; the wailing cry of a newborn. Suddenly the hide-filmpiis pushed
aside and out strides a man magnificent in his pride and power, with his red, wet
wrinkly, screaming heir in his arms. He walks past the dung pile heaped agains
the hut to the iceovered Dnieper river, breaks a hole with his boot heel, pking
his son in, then raises him up, shriekingu€k that's cold!), to make a powerful
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speech about what it means to be a Zaporozhian Cossack! | don't remember tf
exact words because | saw the movie like tHing years ago on Million Dollar
Movie, and it's not available through Netflix. Some shtuffed suit at
TurnerWarnerAOLTimeLife needs to get his head out of his ass. Wake up! We
want this on DVD now, with all the trimmings. Director's cut.

Note to publisher: if owned by TWATL, please go ahead dedigrate an
appropriate substitute. Enjoy yourself; this has nothing to do with my own
integrity as a writer. In fact, | can't think of anything that does.

The Cossacks were a superb, fierce, free, hudgey people, ruled only by their
passion for piage and that weird, kndecking squatdance they do. Historically,
they lived between the Tsars of Russia, the Kings of Poland and the Khans of th
Crimean Tartars. In fact, prior to the invention of fluoride, Cossacks were the
most effect Tartar contt@agent available. Oh boy, I'm sorry, | couldn't resist. And
believe me, it wasn't easy figuring out how to squeeze it in. Anyway, the Tartars
play no role in this movie.

Taras Bulba is Hetman of the 16th century Zap Cossacks (I'm pretty sure
"hetman” isa misspelling of "headman," the Cossacks weren't Rhodes Scholars)
and right from the start you peg him for a kind of kasd father. Fair, but hard:
strong, taciturn, obstinate, even grumpy. In fact, it would be nice to see Yul in a
different kind of rolesometime: softer, more vulnerable, maybe a battered "wife"
in a gay relationship, his teatreaked face framed by a saucy head rag, or
perhaps goofy, shambling Charly in "Flowers for Algernon" (a lot of Oscars grow
in that fecund soil), or even a smaligy bit in one of those fat Klump Family
movies that Eddie Murphy makes. Spread his wings a little.

Mr. Brynner is not totally bald in this one, he's got a scalp teekponytail type
thingee-- hanging off the crown of his otherwise distinctive argeledary pate-

really gives him an authentic Cossack look, especially when he swings it back an
forth like the Breckshampoo girl. | don't know how the hairpiece was attached

| don't remember any clip like on Steve Martin's -@ip ponytail in "Bowfirger".

Did Yul glue it to his glabrous scalp? Compuésied design? Here's where a
"Making of the Movie" DVD segment would really prove its worth. Sometimes
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Mr. Bulba wears one of those woolly, conical Russian hats when it's particularly
chilly outside. (You know, you lose 97.3% of your body heat through an
uncovered head, especially if it's as bald as Yul's or mine.)

Guess who the son turns out to be? Thigeisius Tony Curtis! Isn't that just the
icing on the Eskimo pie? Who doesn't light up when uaetqaly finding Tony

in a movie about Ferdinand's Conquistadors (mano y mano with Montezuma or
the ramparts of Tenochtitlan), in a 17th century Bantu Kingdom (in blackface,
climbing with big smile out the belly flap of a disemboweled elephant), or among
Genghis' slaughtehappy Mongols (carrying the inevitable pole with the furry
tails hanging on it)?

Exceeding expectations once more, Tony decides to turn his back on his birthrigh
as an askicking Cossack. First of all, he's got a heauty Bronx accent
Furthermore, he wants to dream his dreams, wear a beret, hang a Gauloise off I
lip, drink espresso, blow some blues on his klezmer, scribble poetry in his journal,
plumb his own infinite depths. (Infinite? Trust me, kiddo, I've been there: more
like toenail deep.) He doesn't want to play galloping buzkashi with a goat carcas:t
all day long; he wants to go twllege read Rod McKuen in the original, dance

all night at CBGB's.

Taras has a look on his face like he's been kicked in the head by a Clydesdal

Yeah, you got it, it's one those father is a steelworker/coalminer, vgoator-
the-gooseis-goodfor-the-gander, but Junior wante-danceballet movies. Still,

it's very well done and the historical details are exquisite. Mom, Mrs. Bulba,
backs g Jr. and off he goes to Cracow University, much to Dad's enduring
disgust. Yul tosses his scalp lock and gallops-efihaybe to another pogrom,
swing his scimitar and lose himself in his work for a couple days.

In his "Deconstructing the Massive, GloorRyssian Novel of Future Centuries"
class, Tony meets a feisty, beautiful blonde, the Polish Princess Magda Pilsudsk
They circle each other warily like dingoes over a kangaroo carcass, undressin
each other with their eyes. (You knoyust once,l'd like to feel someone
undressingme with their eyes, preferably female and/or under 400 pounds. If
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anything, when | go to the nude beach | can feel dozens ofdeggsingme in a
frenzy, as if | was a naked Elephant Man doll. On the other hand, I've added som
nice things to my wardrobe this way.)

Meanwhile, in the real world, relations between the Poles and the Cossacks ar
going through a rough patch. Cossacks love freedom, rape and babyback ribs
Polish nobility love exploited serfs, feudalism and Mrs. Mitehi's cabbage rolls.

| guess the Tartars were quiescent for the time beingaybe it was Ramadan.
Bulba and a particularly nasty, haughty piece of work of a Cracow prince get
together to hash things out. They argue vehemently about what goes into :
piroshki and someone cuts off someone else's hand. | know this is disappointing
but I just can't put my finger on who loses the hand, might be Bulba, could be the
Prince. I'm pretty sure it's not Tony, because he lost a hand in "The Vikings," anc
I'm positve he wouldn't want himself to be typecast that way. (What next,
"Captain Hook?" A "Best Years of Our Lives" remake?) In my mind's eye, | see
Magda with both hands all the way to the end of the movie. Somebody loses
hand, ok?

Yul goes to war-- don't pss off the Cossacks, they're tetchyand besieges
Cracow with an immense army of magnificently mustachioed horsemen. Lots of
panoramas of whooping, singing, galloping Cossacks in a strong bid for a
cinematography Oscar.

Cracow becomes infested with tipgague-- more rats than "Willard": bodies
tossed on carts, buboexld sores, eczcemamoke in the streets, very authentic,
you find yourself scratching your scalp and armpits. | remember a scene with
Tony and Ms. Pilsudski- in a castle basementpe pace -- Dad sent the
lovebirds down to get another case of Yoohoo, or Tony's been chained to a we
slimy wall because he's an enemy alien. It doesn't really matter. Lots of rats.
squeak, squeak, squeak.

Tony agrees to lead the Cracow brigade in an attémpreak the siege he's
eighteen and insane with lust. Magda is always pressing her ripe Polish bod\
against his, then as soon as he gets heated up, breaks away and talks about h
they go to different churches, their parents don't get along, his &al&k over
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horse dung fires... Oh, but how she loves him wildly (body press and grind, rub
rub, hot panting breath, a lashing ear tonguing). Jr. can barely stand up straigt
with blue-balls, would daanythingfor a little relief, thinks "maybe if | breathe
siege, | can move to second base, then steal third, hope for a bunt and slid
home."

Off he rides, in shining breastplate, through the sally port at the head of a glorious
troop of cavalry. In the thick of fighting, father and son meet and staracht e
other. They each must do what they must do, but oh the anguish beneath th
armor and hideneither wanted things to come to this.

The whole movie is an exceedingly rich metaphor, and as searingly pertinent tc
our lives today as when it was made foyBars ago. | won't say a single word
more because | don't want to give anything awalyhate those reviews, which

tell you everything that happens.
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O6 Foreskin, Where art -
~Ever getthe feeling, hat s omet missimggds, well
Legal Issues

According to experts quoted in &lew York Timesarticle concerning
circumcisionrelated litigation, "About 1.2 million newborns are circumcised in
the United States every year."* Now, that's a lot of tender, inflatable meat partec
from the wailing fatherlagh-- which reminds me of the old joke about the mohel
who made fine foreskin wallets from the leftovers. (They turn into suitcases when
stroked!) But this is no time for silly jokes and apparently the parties involved in
all the slicing and dicing are steng to sue each other for medical malpractice,
breach of fiduciary duties and ritual child abuse.

"Judge Roth&Seeger ... suggested that Josiah could sue his parents some day if I
could show that they failed to act in his best interests"* in the execafihis
circumcision. [My bad luck: Mom and Pop are deadeyond the long arm of
justice.]

The doctor who performed the circumcision ... issued this statement: "The mothe
was given information ... The circumcision was done because she requested it."

Baby neither read nor signed the disclosure, and now Mumskebeets-- and

has reluctantly consulted counsel. She didn't fuligerstandvhat the operation
entailed. (A helpless, blameless, newborn johnson, small and cute as a button;
vise, a scalel, a reehot cauterizing iron; baby's-@ce of horror; the screams of
pain; blood splashing the walls and ceiling: Jeez, help me out here, what's tc
misunderstand?) Plus she could usegbkto pay off her credit card bills. As
soon as Josiah can gpathe atavistic pruning wrought upon his poor little string
bean, he'll get his own lawyers, and will try takidgm down. | see major class
action litigation choogling down the pike, shysters getting rich, and it still won't
bring anybody's foreskins back
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Look, I'm a duegpaying Democrat- but maybeVN was right aboutort reform.

* "Circumcision Opponents Use the Legal System and Legislatures,” New York Times, 1/23/03,
by Adam Liptak. Except where specifically noted otherwise, all quotes derive fremothice.

But...What about Me?

| don't really have a handle on how | feel about my lost (or stolen) prepuce. | do
know that when | gaze inside my heart during the odd aldwéwdd moment of
selfreflection, instead of the gorgeous levatterflies | deseve to behold, all |

see are a few shilies buzzing aimlessly above the rank, putrescent offal of my
once buttery hopes and watlarbled dreams. (Every now and then, I'll use an
artful metaphor to try and "pretty up" a nasty business.) I've got othesisgou

bet, lots of 'em, and | can't halpnderingif they mightnot be due to the haircut
given my innocent "little piggy" half a century agBomebody'gjot to take
responsibility for how I've turned out.

Perhaps | need outside helpcognitive therpy or Lipitor. Or a manly support
groupi maybe one | could find on Craigslist to get me over grief's lumpy
hump. We'd dedicate all our free time and disposable income to reenacting
Korean War battles with perfecéplica burpguns, but after the approate
carnage had been wrought, we'd be unafraid to trade fierce, sweaty hugs on tt
field of honor, and grunt the tender, healing words that can only be said betweel
brothers in arms: "Your spear, Long Rifle, though notefasdl apparently
charredin spot--is yet strong and true as weathered oak. Or teak."

On the other hand, primal screaming sounds much the most appropriate, an
unquestionably the most cathartic therapy. My fear is, once started, I'd neve
stop...screaming. I've had the uncontrolled suoieg response triggered by past
events-- the scene in "The Tin Drum" where the slime eels poured out of the
horse skull; my introduction to the southern bar treats of boiled peanuts anc
pickled eggs; the 2000 electieh and consciously inducing it agaieyen for
sound therapeutic reasons, is not undertaken lightly.

| don't know. | suppose the truth is nmner child just isn'treadyto confront the
offhand maiming of myouter child: My red, oveilarge, pulpysoft head gets
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tonged out of the nicest, moystvarmest place one could hope to call home. I'm
hit by the floodlights as if over the wire at San Quentin. And then my gentle,
guileless, trusting smile islappedoff my face. (I dislike being slapped by
strangersor tasered for that mattethough | gew used to both later in life.)
Finally it's decided- what the hell? Let's carve up his tiny pecker since we're
already here. Why not? Hee, hee, it's a slow day, might be fun.

The Search for Answers

Is it possible my parents or the medical authoritiestanok me for a child of the
Jewish persuasion? Even a squirrelly Shaigetz* like me knows Yahweh feels
pretty strongly about kosher franks. And, really, I'd be proud to be Jewish: they're
intelligent, talented, kind of exotic, the chicks dig 'em. Bob Dykmusually
Jewish, Sammy Davis Jr. was Jewish before he became a Satanist, Jon Stewart
a very funny Jewish fellow. But...do we really need the butchery ankldbe?
Wouldn't a secret handshake do the trick, something like the wacky Skull &
Bones rignarole W uses with his best buds? Or we could tip out hats to each othel
in a secret, special way. Honestly, you'd think Jehovah would have more
important things to worry about worshiping the Golden Calf, for example, has
made a helluva comeback. And hadout the Holy Land? My my, that's a bad
situation. The world's going to hell in a hand basket, and we're still dealing with
prelapsarian penixation issues.

* Footnote: "Shaigetz" is Yiddish for a n@ewish male, similar to the female
"Shiksa." Thisis how the Bronx parents of my first |nre girlfriend referred to
me: "The Shaigetz" or, if they were feeling especially affectionate, "Eaap"

To be fair to the Almighty, at the time the practice was institutionalized,
circumcision was a comparagly benign theological requirement. Other deities
of the period- Moloch, Huitzilopochtli, Kali, Spiny Norman, just to name a few

of the biggies- were much more demanding. They wanted gurgling newborns,
pubescent virgins, organ meats on the-sa#ll, skulls brimfull with hot, viscous
blood; an angle shrewdly driven home in Yahweh's celebrated membershif
campaigns of the time"Not an arm and a leg" and "Never a cover charge for the
ladies!" - to which the fairer sex proved particularly receptivet Bawadays
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there are plenty of incarnations, preachers, lamas, shamans, alien entities
Scientologists and real estate seminar leaders, all competing for the sam
consumer dollar. They've got cassettes, DVDs and cable shows; they take cred
cards, give aline mileage points and they don't ask for evenstimallest tidbiof

one's erogenous zones. This may have something to do with Jehovah's declinir
market share in a booming marketplace.

On the other hand, | suppose we should be grateful our InfiQ@gpassionate
Lord allowed the transition from obsidian knives. Still, watch out for those old
school, Maneschevipickled mohels advertising "Authentic Biblieal
Reenactment Circumcisions” you could find yourself pinned down on a stone
slab while "Doc'whittles a new point to your pencil.

Abe said, AWhere you want this dick

Good work if you can find it. From baked beans to capital punishment, it seems
the public can't get enough of anything dubbad style"or "original recipe."

Unpalatable Facts
"If performed without adequate anesthesia, it is very painful."

No! Say it ain't so, Shoeless Jd&rveson the penis? This smacks of urban myth

at its ugliest and most outlandish, like the curious crocodile pushing up through
your toilet ®at in Manhattan. A grim fairy tale to stimulate panicky Internet
purchases of "8lour Desensitizing Keeg?umpin' Hardon Drops." I, for one, am
not buying it. (That is, I'm not buying the fairy tale; | purchase the Hardon drops
in industriatsize barrely.

"A hospital spokeswoman...declined to elaborate."

Sometimes it seems I've been playing the same losing game with women all m
life. Out of nowhere, they say something outrageous and even a littlee mean
spirited -- "men areimmature,dishonest, askcking wiener dog$ or that thing
about penises having nerveseally yanking my chain, you know? I'm doing my
best to make things work, so | respond politely, "What do you mean by that, my
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sweet, pendulous pebottom?And | thought youliked the ass licking. Then,
she makes a Brooklyn lfart and "declines to elaborate."”

A Woman's Point of View

Did my mother simply believe that John Thomas would Idimker, more
presentablecircumcised? Fresh faced, clean shaven, $essf hatless, no place

to hide, stk on a bow tie and Henry's all ready for Sunday school! | don't know, |
never questioned her about it. (I didn't want to get my face slapped, ear pulled
and mouth washed witBaniflush) My sisters might know, but we're prudish
WASPs and see each othmostly at holidays nowadays, and I've found the
subject of private parts and their ritual mutilations to be a squeamish subject whel
the Christmas roast beef is on the table, red and juicy.

During a recent "Sex in the City" episode, the petite, dark hained- what's
hername, Ms. Anal Retentive, who ends up marrying the impotent guy from
"Dune" and "Twin Peaks" who jacks off to "Nightmarishly Large Jugs" magazine
-- alleged that anuncircumcisedpenis looks like a ShdPei, one of those
hideously wrinkéd dogs (though, admittedly, they're cute as puppies).afrbde

girls agreed even Miranda the wacky redhead, who's usually game for anything.
(She later turned out to be a circumstantial lesbi@hey literally shudderedn
repugnance. That's awfulipconsiderate to aectain segment of the audience,
especiallyconsidering the penisnage deficiency issues already prevalent in our
society.

So here's the question: tike penis flapadjustmentdone to please the ladies?

Sure it's spooky, but if we caget the truth on the table, themaybewe can
address the issue as rational adults. If nothing else, | don't think it would be ar
unreasonablequid pro quofor women to be a little less snarky about the
male...taste? preference? hardwired compulsion?hédoggy configuration of
physical affection. Performed in a dignified, sensitive, lovingly collaborative and
mutually respectful manner. Ideally, in front of a mirror.

And a pleated, tartan skirt and thiglghs would demonstrate a generosity of
spirit that could only enhance and enrich the relationship.
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"It's all tied up in the politics of feminism," a Professor Miller maintained in the
Timesarticle. "It's a dangerous topic to get into."

Huh, well, I don't want to step on anybody's te¢sn a gealong, getalong sort
of guy. | like women; | don'tneedany more quarrels with feminists. I'm a
feminist! On the other hand, hello? The head of my willy got trimmed likerka
chop and thrown to theturkey buzzards| think we need some answers.

Here's a insightfrom "Long Life Honey in the Heart" by Martin Prechtshoken
by a wise, aboriginal matriarch:

"Flutes were male things, but the voice of the flute is female...the weeping of ever
Female...as her children grew and were harvested by life, eat@planted. The
voice of the primordial mournfulness of the Female lived in the flute...[but]
women didn't need the penislike flute to sing the tears of their own nature.”

Wow! That's achingly poignant and | want to mention my profound empathy for
all womankind, especially those whose children have been eaten. That's a tougf
row to hoe and I'd support a resolution to discourage tiaking into account
differing cultural norms, of course. Maybe other foodstuffa soybean product
perhaps-- could be povided to wean babgaters off baby meat. | really don't
know, but my heart's in the right place. Furthermore, and this is the point | most
wanted to make, like the idea of my penis being a flute and wish to emphasize
that its music need not be mournflibodle teedle doodle dee!

Medical Issues

Circumcision "has also been prescribed ... as a remedy for alcoholism, epilepsy
asthma, gout, hysteria, malnutrition, night terrors, club foot, eczema and
promiscuity."

Well, if that's what the AMA says, themaybe it is the right thing after al

though, forgive me if I'm wrong, aren't those maifdgnalecomplaints? It would

be nice if, instead dflub foot, it curedathlete'sfoot. Now, that's a manly problem

- in fact, my little toe is barely hanging ory la sinew as we speak. And how

about male pattern baldness, elephantiasis, or the inconsolatdackutondition
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known as "one hung low"? Those are trades any reasonable man might conside

According to the "Encyclopedia BritannicdUnder the inner lagr of foreskin
there are situated a number of glands that secrete a cheeselike substance calle
smegma.”

Yuck! That's more than | need to know. If true, | can't help wondering what the
Creator had in mind. Is it a design flaw, a factory defect, or rested changed
that much over the millennia? ("Hey Caveman, get over here and give Mama &
taste of big boy's limburger stick, ruff ruffl") Cheese can certainly make a
pleasant snack or hors d'oeuvre, especially with nachos or a nice bottle o
sauvignon blaa. "Cheeselike" sounds less appetizing, especially when associatec
with body parts. And there's no question that "smegma" currently has a negative
connotation-- which is possibly undeserved. (It definitely takes the playful zing
out of the penis/flute maphor.)

The Fabulous Ants of Garcia Marquez

"The practice is absolutely barbaric,” Mr. Zenas Baer said. | don't know how
qualified Mr. Baer is, but he was important enough to be quoted bYithes
(Zenas is an unusual and lovely name. As in rhymes.with.

Oh hell, circumcision is probably just a "Welcome to the real world, bogilow

us to give you the lay of the land sort of thing," like to the newbie on the
cellblock. Preemptive discipline; lessons to live by; good for the goose, good for
the gander; hurts us more than yommpassionate conservatism.

Mother was fond of saying that | was born eldmeaningl wasn't exactly a
happygo-lucky tot bubbling over in joy and wonder. But perhaps my morose and
anxious visage indicated only the perspiga®f a quick learner and sober
realpolitik pragmatist.

When inexplicable retribution may falt like a cleaver-- at any ol' time, the
savvy toddler keeps his lips buttoned, eyes peeled, asshole clenched, and his nc
clean. He tidies his room, lifts dnlowers the toilet seat, holds hard onto the
banister, and grimly toes the line. (Isn't it fascinating that "toe" can be used as :
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verb?) He doesot run around like a barassed simpleton, whooping nonsense
syllables, holding kittycat upside down for #h camera. As for shrieking,
"Mummy, | want my foreskin back!*- look at my tired, basset hound face. Do
you think such lookat-me exuberance has ever been my style? Get real, hombre.

I've got news for you, chickabe#: ain't coming backForget abouthe skin
stretching exercises, plastic surgery and the {nelahet prosthetics. You look

like the sensitive Irordohn type-- like to put on the loincloth, bang the drums
(boomboom!), dance around the campfire. | bet you can't get enough of magical
realism (regurgitated literary pabulum of our sorry times). How about this?
Pretend thants got it- you know, like they got the baby with the tail at the end of
"One Hundred Years of Solitude." (Kids! Regarding the baby thighail: incest

-- if not performedbetween attractive, consenting, hatfber adults using birth
control-- is never "neat" or "cool.")

Wasn't that a beautiful scene? A million ants heading out the nursery with baby
on their shoulders, singing "For he's a jolly good fellllllowwww!" Wehey
came back for your foreskin and choogled it back to Macondo. What with all the
rain, it caught the cholera real bad, and then died with your name on its lips. (Cu
the melancholy sonata.)

There, don't you feel better now?

All right then, let's rollout our rugs, cowboys. It's naptime.
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The Hallucinogen Years

AAnd | gave my heart to seek an
concerning all things that are

Ecclesiastes 1:134
Is he me?

Wo w! | 6 d thiefucked uplbefoeenOk, sure,her e was t he

T the supeispeed derivative briefly popular in the late eighties among a small
Subset of desperate halfwits whodod s
On that occasion, | had found myself lying naked on a ss@@enmattress in

the Yuba City USleepCheap Motel at 4 AM, surrounded by liquor store, three
pack smut of the cheapest variety, heart flopping like a dying carp in a shoebox
on the cusp of escaping reality forever and idly wondering what friends and
family would think when the body was found.

AThat 6s not t he Henr yUhwheourkHaneywasdidytarde y
responsible, polite, socially liberal, fiscally moderate, never one to bogart the
doobie. On the other hand, there always wamethingabout him you could
never quite put your finger on, nor would one want to without Playtex rubber
gl oves. Oh wel |, ités a puzzle and
6Shogun, 6 6Karma, neh?060

AnSo when they cry unto the Lor
Hedeliveet h t hem out of their di

Arriving one Saturday morning at HO6 s
honked my horn wildly, waved the Glad baggy of psilocybin out the car window
and crowed the words my friendnotyar ar 1
issue!/ o H broke into a jig of unf e
disembark, | joined him in a few higdtepping dokseedohs myself. Two
balding, middleclass, middlenanagement, middlaging men dancing on the
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driveway, desperate to epeathe frantic, panistruck fraudulence of modern life
the only way we knew how namely, a twelvédour, drugfueled intermission of
mind-boggling dementia.

Or cal l It a Sacred Vision Quest. I
pulled us away.

A@t outta here, Dewey! You don:¢
Aum, | think | do want it. o

From AWal k Hard: The Dewey C.

We probably oveindulged in our subsequent intake, carried away by our
neediness and despair, and a certain element of anticipatorgtrntdsmorn
ent husiasm. This happens even with t
and my case, it happens pretty much every time where supply is not an issue. Q
the other hand, the art of illegal drug dosage has ever been an imprecise scienc
l't6s | i Heaxt tosmaneEx i al s regardi nfpurt he
enough? Issix t 0 0 many?o0 The fact o f t he
psychedelics or laxatives, one never reélhpwsthe answer to that question til

it 6s t orobatkalLikeelove, ap dancing and sweet life everlasting, it takes
a leap of faith.

So we choked down a handful of noxious mushrooms, waited perhaps 45 second
looked at each other with eyebrows raised, and gagged down another fistful just t
make sure.Our yearning souls were fixed upon a distant and shimmering
Yerushalayim. Only the outcome remained uncertain.

AOur soul i s escaped even as a bi
the snare is broken, and we

We moseyed over to sprawl in reearby meadow for the teetimgling and
rubberyleg stage of the journey, and within the half hour, H hallucinated a full
sized, steamrspouting, freight locomotive racketing and roaring through the tall
grass, purple thistles and golden poppies aroundhwmugh | cannot personally
attest to its corporeal reality (distracted as | was by a bluebottle fly the size of a
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cantaloupe), the trainbds appearance
we might have entertained about the quality of our pgiioc

And then, to complete to metaphor, we hopped on board that train.

We were congratulating ourselves on
wife came out to check up on iisa wonderful woman, her already nebulous
grasp on reality precluded amydulgence in serious drugsand expressed the
meantto-ber eassuring thought t hat Aat | e
deck. 0 Regrettably, this innocent <co
perturbing Triffid of uncertaintymightn'tl, after all, at any particular moment,
jump off the deck? | mienpossiblé H, ivho cam ba t a
irritatingly childlike on drugs, just kept waving his arms around like sparklers,
exclaiming Whee! Oh Man! and Wow!

However, | instantly pictuee myself crouched and howling in a cell for the
criminally insane, scooting around in my stjaitket like a dog on its ass; the
faces of loved ones crowded gogglged at the reinforced window. | had not only
vaulted screaming in Esperanto off the deuk ltad landed on a small, beautiful,
ethnic girkchild holding a kitten and collecting for the March of Dimes.

Bummer, | had really hoped to avoid this.

~

Al was an insignificant speck ¢
and the spider was God or t

Allen Ginsberg

Now might be an appropriate time to address the general lack of guarantee
accompanying this class of substance abuse. You want to escape r@ality?
course you doand your mother and | fully approve. And as your pharmacological
locomotive chugs haply up into a vasty and unfolding sky of limitless
possibility, one gazes down upon Aot
bewilderment. Honestly, considering the unstrung charade of daily human
existencd Hummers, cell phones, gegges, candidatdebates, and Shoney's Big
Boy All-You-CanEat Breakfast Buffeti t 6s hard to believ
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influence of some inferiegrade, rogue chemicthen But you settle back with a
sigh (AMi ss Moneypenny, h o It thr, fanpehioda | |

Then things get iffy.

You may alight at a Bodhisattvabds pa
transcendental unity of all things and | earnestly hope you do, my friend.
(Similar results have been obtained through an etegtdbe to the hippocampus,
but, trust me, thatods not as easy as
Viswarupa form to tootle his flute and play chuckling host at a cosnect 6 s Ma
A Deal You may gallop across shamanic dreaorlds popping wh mystical
epiphanies to have grave Wak&anka whisper thy secret warrior name into your
deserving ear candl Beefalo Stick or Moaning Prostate perhaps. Or a surging
tsunami tide of unfocused, but-alhcompassing Uust might wash you back
into the warm, generous womb of the Great Mother herself. That can be nice.

And asthe hilariously exquisite absurdity of every aspect r&faton suddenly
reveals itself one can onlyhelplessly giggle,yelp, squeal andclap in
appreciation. Who would have guedgbat God is such a sly Rabelaisidrle
master of slapstickThe chest aches from its hysterical heaving. Oh bravo, my
dear Fellow, bravo!

Music also sounds incredibly good.

~

Al have seen the best minds of my

Allen Ginsberg

On the other handon more than one psychotropic occasion, | have found myself
inescapably pinned beneath a leaking, zepgsfied, water balloon of
unspeakable horror (nmot your spousd | t ol d ¥inita).,Sirebshsiag 0 s
sweetly of seHpowered flight, ostricksized praying mantises stalk your hallways,
Satan drops by for a tétetéte having possessed the soul of your miniature
schnauzer. Once, I was seized -bBygd t h
Lady of t he Lowl anatlysfay mev(atich quitei roiledethe e
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music world), and on another occasion, | made the mistake of looking in the
mirror without my glasses and literally shrieked and scrabbled in terror. Indeed, it
can seem as if your very soul is spiraling like a cloudad$ into a whitgiled and
tenantless abyss.

It is commonly agreed that lunatic, bleddpping paranoia is the absolute worst,
but makes for the best war stories if one can avoid arrest and institutionalization

|l tds a crapshoot !asbdrdh gardgm ofctree subaonsdiotsepops
open and what crawls outRnyfuckingthing you can imagine: revelations,
paradigms, delusions and nightmares, the nature of love, the omnipresence ¢
fear, dead parents, Jesus in a bowl! of etohy, past lives, alies, free will, the
enormous size of your skin pores. Friends will go skeyéd at your vapid
all egories (Aldm telling you, Z, t h
profound moment the Truth at last! And I, for one, have always been a buyer.

Whaever the specific experience, the trip will last for what seems like several
i feti mes. This is especially true
girl friend to come out of the womenbo

AWhat a waste it is to | ose
Or not to lave a mind is being very wasteful.
How true that is. o
Dan Quayle

So, anyway, after the degimping and insane asylum scenarios, | made the
prudent choice and moved indoors to the guest bedroom. Here, burrowing dee
within the bedclothes, | assumed a fgiakition cocooned in fertile darkness. |
believed, perhaps optimistically, this reduced my chances of jumping to my deatf
or disfigurement. In any case, | certainly did not require any external stimuli to
compete with the Felliresque circus playing wiiih the mushroom cloud of my
own irradiated brain. Aell of a showi Mrs. H later said | muttered and chuckled
under there for hours but, sadly, the details have slipped away. Like a dump
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truck of fried eggs unloading into the void at the edge of thédwastounding to
watch, but too slippery to catch.

Some aeons later, | slithered out from miasmic Self. Hello? Anybody home?
Whoa! Things werasomuch quieter out here, it was kind of spooky. Downstairs,
on the lower deck, | rencountered Hand itwasem t hat | hiahe my
med® moment . It is true that people n
T glasses, high foreheads, bland faicésit | personally had never before had any
difficulty telling us apart. This could engender signifitaconfusion among
spouses, employers and video clubs. The mind reeled! Fortunately, my attentiol
could not remain fixed on anything for more than a second or two and the crisis
passed.

AHe hath awakened from the dr
Percy Shelley

Around thist i me Hb&6s wife put S 0 mesinkev @d @ad &
which reminded me of the Stephen King novel where a guy gets so crazed fron
idiot jingles that he sticks his hand down the disposal. Though deeply empathetic
T nesting,Billy -Joel pop-song bran-worms have plagued me all my life this

was not a happy thought and | made a note to avoid the kitchen environs. A little
later, H turned on a basketball game where everything occurred in reverse slov
motion.

| was floating bemusedly in an amorphoparallel universe where literally
anything at all might happen at any given moment, when a lasso, such as Lee Va
Cleef might use to drag a tenderfoot off his Appaloosa, sailed lazily up through
the ether. | contemplated this event with some idle perpléxttu h!  Wh at 6 s
T when it looped around an ankle, yanked hard, and | abruptly found myself
strapped once more into the kitchen chair of time and finitude, gumming a few
dry corn chips and nursing a lukewarm Corona. On the TV screen, Michael
Jordan wa graciously accepting the Aitar MVP award.
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That great hero stared out with an immense sincerity, and then his bright word:s
spilled forth from a strong and victorious hedtst of all, he wanted to thank
Edge Gel

Ah vyes é b aar&tooxaygnite And tirdd, so very, very tired. But as
best | could tell, H was not mi which is good because he has some very
annoying habits.

Endnote: Attention vigilantes and law enforcement authoritibave completly
aged out on illegal drugs and currently rely solely upon caffeth malt liquar
psyllium husk, sethelp religion and internet pornograpfof the better sojtto
transport me to other, better worlds.
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Photo Shoot

The photographer circleden, snapping and yelping |
baby! Come on baby, show me love! Give me love, right now, homeyyuh 0

That made me stop and think: And what is love anywagy@an,h at 6 s a Vv ¢
guestion, with a lot of different opinionsh@re are also a lot of different types of
love. And what was the best way to demonstrate this complex and confounding
emotion to the photographer, whom I
know well enough to love? He sounded so urdgeiht did n ghow him the love,

his tone implied, things might not go so well for me. Choosing a concept at
random, | put on my most beatific simper and made my peepers sparkle witt
compassion and understanding, like my therapist does when | confess to ye
anotherdegrading fantasy. Then | let the pinkigtay tip of my tongue peek out

the side of my mouth, a pose Dr. Friedman adopts during a particularly ripe
scenario with a large and energetic cast of perverts.

The photographer stopped in exasperation, put hamdships and slowly
enunciated with exaggerated lip and teeth movements (as if speaking to an idic
child), AShow é Me ¢é the LOVE! O She
disappointed if | fucked this up. | felt my face grow red and sweaty, a crazed,
rigor mortis grin spread across its ravaged moonscape. | stretched my arm
forward beseechingly Ilike a refugee
PeeWee! Here Tweeter! Who wants tuna

ASTOP FUCKI NG AROUND, HANK P AhNrkahtl o
sheds dead), I real | y dondondfeélitdomrveyd e i
the dignity and gravitas | try to project inthewofldb ut t hi s di dno
good time to quibble with the Maestro.

To make a long story short, his assmtfinally held up a quickly scrawled sign,
Spread Your Legs & Open Your Mout h.
Oh yeah, baby, thatds the | ovel No v
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was shooting as fast as he could click the shutter. | tuaneand, bent over,
grabbed my ankles and looked back at him, head hanging upside down betwee
my knees, tongue drooping earthward
mama, more, more, MORE loveght now o0 | flopped over
my feet belmd my neck, then covered my pelvis like a soccer player awaiting a
penalty kick. The assistant jabbed at his sign and | quickly let my mouth gape
open, tongue |l olling moistly within
Love! L ov e! otohll fosrs, waggldd eng botbomn atrthe camera, then
poked my head over my shoulder to sn
Give it TO me! o0 he shouted, spittle
to my feet, cocked my hips grotesquely, dad my shirt up, unbuttoned my
khakis and let my fingers twirl in the caterpillar of dark hair crawling up to my
flaccid, goggling navel. My head fell to one shoulder like a braterked doll

and into my unhinged jaw | stuck two more fingers, Leliita. | was on fire!fiUh

huh, thafs what ém talking about, baby!

We finished up with the obligatory pregnddémiMoore classic: the nude
profile, left arm enveloping the sagging volleyball of my sallow potbelly, right
hand flung modestly across the concaral sparseWaired chest, one white,
spindly leg, ravaged by psoriasis, pushed forward coyly to shadow my slack anc
sulky schwanstiicker. | stared straight at the camera with a sullen;nkeagi

pout of utter imbecility.

We were done. The assistantded me a damp, soiled towel and the master strode
abruptly from the studio. He had another shoot waiting at the local used tar lot
Hawai i an Luau Days -aktakiHeDI yao welgtnda
(They were going to roast an entire suckling, prvhich | thought Jeannine might
enjoy.) | toweled off and stepped shakily back into my underpants, falling heavily
and hitting my head hard on the coffee table when my foot missed the leg hole.
decided it was safer to tug them on while lying on therfltike | did at home.

When | got back, Jeannine was leaning over the kitchen counter, rééutjng

spooning up chocolate pie and ice cream, and shaking that generous, bigheart
rump to Miles Dauvis.
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| threw back myShdwane the leybaldy 6 o wl ed, 0

But when no acknowledgement of my presence resulted from this tender, heartfel
cry, | assumed s he \d@eaesembdrthe lasttiméehshe wao o
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NIP & TUG

Dear Z

Jeannine keeps bringing up the idea of selling one of my lsve t 0 pr o\
safety net during this period of =eco
pay for her annual nakegbga retreat in Bali. With the advances in medical

technology, the procedure is evidently no more complicated than cutting an

abalme out of its shell: one scoop of
One barely has time to scream through the leather strap in one's mouth. And wit|
the purchase of a | arge | i fe i ndoger an

pr op o dinancially.n 0

Thereds also the bonanza of good kar
some rich, el derly alcoholic for a f
perfect guru, says the Tantric yoga J performs in Indonesia with him and his
friends will help promote world peace (which | more or less support). Last but not
least, fresh liver prices are at antathe high-- though we need to move quickly
before the market is flooded with cheaper Brazilian livers, interest rates rise
and/or thdiver bubble bursts.

Of course, you know me, Peadtbecetpt onnm ?gog | |
fi T Betannicasays | only havethenel i ver . 6 But, appar el
is getting the livers mixed up with the kidney and lung, which makese, since

theydédre all jumbled up togetimeratl| iAlpe

the Brits love so much. Then, as a test run for the procedure, | suggested buyin
that children's game "Operation” where one tries to remove the patient'slintern
parts from their crannies with tweezers without lighting up the red light (red light
= crisis/defibrillators/death} but Jeannine said "Operation” had been thoroughly
discredited in the nineties, and is no longer used in reputable medical schools. St
promised that next time they open someone ugHoaseor Grey's Anatomy
shedl | point out the various par-ts
somewhat disturbingly, more often than not, to become slippery hacky sacks ol
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mini-basketballs fot he st af f . (AOnly five seco
two. The pancreas goes to Jordan: he feints, he pumps, oh sobtésfrom the

threepoi nt linel!o) J says the morbid h
our overworked health professionals,d t hat | shoul dnot t

my own operation.

ABut, | ove pupipega?,6 WNm,p ei, s mbétteldtzdne ct h e
Sierra Leone, it isn't. And anyway, am | going to let a bunch of -vighg
fundamentalists dictate whatckn andcannotd o wi t h my own |
subverting Roevs.Wadeand | dondét want that, do
now and Mama will make her big, brave boy his favorite fish sticks and mashed
potato buds for dinner.

Jeanni neds b duing mylaarnmd curvephbattai senre tpa@nbugh
is enoughand now, at the least quizzical hitch of my eyebrow, she tucks her fists

into her armpits and |l urches around
her neck | i ke a hudkbuckbeckb, uc&kmd nma ksiersg
Rhetoric at Mi |l pitas Community Goll e

toe battle of intellects with her!

Z, | k n o w ungropiloyed &a little short ofcashand | wonder e
like to join mefor a boysonly roadtrip. Butch & Sundance ride agal®@annine
already spoke tdiffany and she supports anything that gets you out of the house
and away from your Buffy DVDs. Let 6s

Henry
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More about the Jig

Dear Resident

| know | fucked up egarding the jig. And would that | coulddlgladly go back

in history1 in a time tunnel or a time machine or one of those weird, kitchen
drain wormholes inspadeper haps t o the time of Bc
Brave, 0 or Bab u rbe dofused Mith @abarlthe Elepbant, atsm
worthy of our praissongs)i and recall every syllable | ever uttered about the jig.
Especially anything suggesting it mi

|0ve let you down, | know that. | feel lost and blameworthy, @dhlinking back

the tears in my eyes like one of the Dead End Kidsaybe Muggs Maloney
whose mother just flew out a tedht or vy wi ndo w. ( A Wh o
cryiné!o) This sad business about th
me want to rend mglothes andvail; to bang the drum slowly; to cut off my little
finger like the Yakuza gangsters in Japan, wrap it in silk and send it to
you...sealing it with a kiss.

Later this evening, -priflimy patyq the Gawldniay o
Americ an Community Center. l Om bringir
variety that Papa used to love so fiercely. (I miss you, Papa!) Bud want the
people there to see me like this. They want to squeeze long scarlet streams
Napa cabernet from theta bag into their red, wet, gaping mouths, and grill their
mealy turkeyartichokecilantro sausages until their blackened skins crack open in
the |Iicking flames. They want to sha
a Letter Madwarab see nfehulalatingarodrum banging in a morose
manner. So | will wash away the tracks of my tears, and put on the face that
keep in a box by the door. Who is it for? Forgive me, | thought | had explained:
i t 6 s peéople at thehparty

Would it be irappropriate to confess at this late date, that there is yet a manic,
hopeful nugget inside of me which yearns to shéutihe jig livesb from the
rooftops and down in the grimy streets, on the riverfront with the fishwives and
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fishmongers, and from the tepof those doubldecker buses they have in
London. [With one caveat: | definitely want to be far enough away that no one
can catch me if they take exception to my vieivd made some terrible
miscalculations in grade school.] My voice shall vie with thar rand whistle of

the hurtling train and the cries of the tamale vendor on Valencia Street. | shall
raise my arms to the sky and spin and laugh and weep in a carelessly mixe
gumbo of extravagant emotion.

fiWe are the jig! You and |, the deer and the dacimd, and everybody else in
this mixedup, shookup, horrordrunk shithole of a planet. That we all love so
dearlyo

But whom am 1 trying to kid? Whom amnilot trying to kid? Who, indeed, is
willing to be kidded? (Lés see a quick show of hands.) Thiersomething
shameless and insistent, brutish, grunting and petulant inside of me that say:s
fiThe jig isup, dammi t |, andoéwteh ecraen adion 6a b onuutt t
simply: AFuck the jigo 1Gm not proud of it but there it is.

That said, @ hopingl will have the honor of your vote in November. For the
sake of the children.

Henry

Henry E. Panky, Associate of Arts (candidate)
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A Little Bag of Sopers on the Thruway of Love

A Shameless Teaser
AWoul d you | i ke t o Okjnovwkholdthattholght] s he i
The Introduction

In 1972, puberty arrived, the Knicks lost in the playoffs, and McGovern dumped
Eagl eton after procl ai mi ng, Al 6m bet
mescaline for the first time, Nixon was-etected, andr andy ( Youor
Girl) topped the hit parade.

It was a real mixed bag of a year, but now Christmas vacation had arrived.
The Back Seat

Head nestl ed on Kar & abosyeamlvirgmi lou ypon |
the back seat of a station waggpeeding down the New York Thruway. Gazing
up, transfixed, confounded and adoring, at two, soft, sweabéted breasts,
looming like sweet, heavy pears above my nose, | hurriedly offered up my soul tc
any divinity or entity willing to grant certain reasabie concessions.

Karen was the 19 yeald best friend of my sister with whom | had shared my
dwindling bag of soper$ the term Northeasterners then used for Quaaludes
(possibly deriving from Asopor, o0 de
Sharedwt hout any expectation or hope o
was raised: a giver, a believer in the golden rule, a Johnny Appleseed with my
private drug supplies. Stop! Let 6s n
Karen a sopeii miracle, musclerelaxing, sex barbiturate of the seventies
without theexpectationof return, but hope? oh, dear Sweet Lord, yes! Hope
springs eternal; hope was all that kept the randy, twisted, adolescent soul alive
Jeez, I  mi ss h o ner starypwhich wouwldt onlyt bhirgy tisbdewn.a n
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Beyond mere supine hopefulness, and because God helps those who he
themselves, | had sprawled languorously across the back seat, then groaned wi
the laborious effort of sitting upright when Karen made tebliin with me.

AThat 6s OK, Henry, you can put your

AwWell , al/l right, i f youdre sure. Oh
warm. | squirmed my head around luxurioudlywas a fivehour drive to New
Jersey

The Background

Three days earlier, four of us had rendezvoused at the small, upstate mill town o
the Mohawk that had been my home until the preceding year: Karen, then
attending Julliard; my older sister Alice; GwerAl i ceds new Tri e
and me. Karen antlhad known each other for years, but | had always been her
best friendds |little brother, and tfF
years younger, and when last seen, five inches shorter and thirty pounds lighte
than she was, while Karen wasteoag, sefassured, varsitgymnast Valkyrie, |

had been a squeaking, longhaired, juhigh-school runt. Social divides yawn no
greater.

On one summer morning of golden memory, going over to her house with my
sister, | was astounded to glimpse Karéting out in her back yard, practicing
the clarinet, but wearing only a diaphanous pair of pale blue panties. The first

womends panties 1 06d ever seen worn
episode with Uncle Thad), and the beginning of a lifelonchantment. In those
days, myi Reapwet had provided entr ®e

rarified society of my jaded elders (high school juniors and seniors). But once,
upon cracking too wise, Karen had punched me so hard in the stomathatat
slunk off, bent over, into the den to throw up and die. (Few appreciate the
trembling, netless tightrope on which the smartass performs his frantic jig for
love.)

But after Karen had gone off to coll
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border: his voice had deepened and body lengthened, his loins and armpits he
sprouted longawaited curlicues. | was outrageously skinny, but biologically at
least, | had become a man.

Back to the Back Seat

Lick them? Oh, vyes, It h@inke yiotu, a vter y.
anything youove got unt il my ] aw

The thirdstring linebacker jogged out onto the field as the crowd roared. The
understudy stepped out as the stage curtains opened. A rare set o$tanuas

being the only male in the car with a libidpiraling young woman of deliciously
burgeoning sexuality (not to mention the temporary state of egregiously depresse
inhibitions) T had miraculously transformed callow boy into sultry Valentino. |
was ready as | 6d ever be. I danced i
pulled up her sweater, | lifted up my moltithke a trout for the hook.

And | 6ve been thrashing at the end o

The Background Continued:
The Days Preceding the Back Seat

After our initial upstate rendezvous, the girls and | had split up to our different
social circles. | reconnected with old frienid$&sypsy, Bullhead, the Johnstons

to get stoned and then decamp to suitable local bistros to appease ogr ragir
munchies with greasy, Carr@l clubburgers and oozing jelly donuts. On a bet,
Gypsy stuffed a donut as big as mango into the pie hole of his thin Portuguest
facei not being able to quite close his lips, he bore an uncanny resemblance to a
astonishedfat-cheeked hamster. And then raspberry jelly began to leak out. In the
resulting deranged hilarity, he almost choked to death. | ask you: Is there anythin
more civilized than camaraderie, weed, fine dining and convivial company? What
more could one wafitBut when a local entrepreneur pulled into town with a
trailer load of cheap barbiturates, we discovered we wanted them too.

| purchased a bagful of forty at 25 cents apiece and later regretted my
niggardliness. (1 dm wa rgmaramtdoolighmass abdut w
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the word Aniggardlyo which der ifiMres

Stingyo. ) Sopers were the teenageroés pei
dismissive and demanding world. Soon, they were spilling from parka pockets,
rolling and crunching underfoot at the burger doodle. At parties, they filled the
chafing dish between the Peanut M&M©O

Adolescent society slowed to the pace of warm taffy. Sopers melted body anc
soul into a hot, sensual, grilled cheese sefiiwith a ferocious delight in physical
sensation of any kind. We lay sprawled and heaped on couches and carpets lik
iguanas in the equatorial sun. Like drunks, we staggered and slipped on ic)
sidewalks to disappear into snowbanks, poof! At the big pafrthe vacation
week, | recall rocking slowly in an extraellow state of great contentment,
enjoying the scene, the music and other pgrtyer s®é ur gent ,
stumbles to the bathroom. (Downs and
thekis.) | said something to the | angu
good 0) , passed him the joint and the
complex profundity oRa r e EsatrReddydpening my eyes to reclaim the
doobie and resumethediay ue ( A Oh man, | iedd gq o d/lodu)
was startled to find myself speaking to an empty couch in a dark, silent room, the
party having ended some hours earlier. That was kind of spooky.

| was fortunate to awake without a raw egg or two stjcairound my underpants,
this being a popular divertissement commonly inflicted upon the pasged
Perhaps it was too much effort for my stupefied compatriots to undertake. Or they
never noticed 16d | ost consciousness

After three dag of nonstop drug abuse, | reluctantly bid adieu to friends, popped
a soper for the ride home, gave one to Karen and climbed back into the statiol
wagon. Soon thereafter, she posed thedifanging question about licking her
bosoms

Backseat Dénouement

As one thing led to anotheBareback ridingdown the tracks of biological

imperative, Karen and | coupled in a molasseaked marathon of dredrke

concupiscence. For proprietyds sake,
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old, ratty, car blanket, Ui, actually,totally obliviouswould be a more accurate

description the hermetic bubble of our sexual enthrallment (though | did look up
once or twice into the bemused faces of toll takers). Heard, but not particularly
attended t o, weerxec | Guweantbesy hfsr@anftt fiskei actk i

My Thruway odyssey provided the first inkling of my one, heretofore
unsuspected, superhdike attribute, namely...a large tongue of extraordinary
enthusiasm, dexterity and endurance! Synthesizing cause aed eff an
immature age ghe really likes this! | like it to®} | laid the foundation of a
precocious philosophy that would substantially enhance future relationships with
the fair sex: the wise lover gives his paramour an orgasm (indeed, preferably
multiple orgasmy bef ore effecting penetrati
always,ahem quite so dependable). Believe me, this alldwsy, incentivizes
women to overlook a great many of @eersonality defects and annoying
peccadilloes.

Ever yb dadged pluses and minuses. | made the decision to accentuate
the positve You can too! (My wholly fei
limitless human potential is simply a bone thrown to my agent, who sells mostly
mid-list selfhelp books.)

| am only noderately welendowed south of the border. However, as Hemingway
famously advised Fitzgerald, disepenis appears larger when viewed in a mirror

T he seemed to think it had something to do with sight angles. (And it is true: it
doeslook bigger, a lot biger! Which is the Truth with a capital T, | wonder?) |
feel wretched about Ernéstsuicide, but assume that even with a funhouse
mirror, his pecker was never quite big enough for his own satisfacteomot
uncommon psychological disease of the humaremal ( " God gr ant |
to accept...the courage to change...the wisdom not to buy penis enhanceme
products on the I nternet . & andiBdeedisdlelyt h
for the sake of the ladiégptical exhilaratiori | try to mareuver events so that

we disrobe and ideally fornicate before a looking gléilssok at that monsteb |

might whisper.
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Note: since the female bottom may be comfortably surveyed by its awher
through the use of the same aforementioned-ebancing rééctive device,
women have an opposite relationship with the mirror. This may be why they
always think their butts are too big, no matter how many times one expresse:
ongs heartfelt appreciationiiBaby, | love your ass more than the moon and
starsb) Ohwell...small dicks, bigsses: we are the world.

Sometime past the fodmour mark, somewhere in Pass&@ounty, Karen fell
asleep and | tenderly covered her with the tattered blanket. My darling girl, sweel
dreams and God bless you! Upon arrival home,aggered like an astronaut
exiting the space pod, up to my bedroom to roll a joint, turn on the black lights
and putWo r ki ng Manrthe turntBodelavas feeling pensive and had a lot

to mull over.

Which is when Gwen slipped into my room.

Girls havet hei r ungovernable desires thkend
fundamental truths apply..whenwe getldigh Despi t e, or per
seat kicking, Gwen had glimpsed something that tickled her carnal sweet tooth
and then had the gumption gm out and get it. Christ, | respect that! So we
gulped more tablets and happily coupled all night long;litalihnder the nuclear
shadow. (This bit about the nuclear shadow is a shameless attempt to inject pathe
into my jubilant, norstop sexcapades. understand critics and Europeans, in
particular, like that sort of thing.) Comely Gwen was in spring bloom, radiant
with young, supple Iifel Swedi sh bl
adventuresome sexually, which provided my poor tongue a-meetkd respite.

A couple days | ater, the girls | eft
Alice, unreasonably peevish about recent developments, adamantly vetoing an
consideration of i ttl e br ot her s [
gleefdly detected a single eigimich hair dangling from my chiii puberty is

such a cruel jokef and spitefully dubbed me @l
appropriate opportunity for payback.
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And that, dear reader, is how | lost my virginity. | know...you fuedblsquirmed

and grunted for a one or two sordid minutes with your second cousin on the well
trammeled dirt behind the compost binand | spent seven ecstatic hours with
two of the most gorgeous college girls on the planet.iQsremore exactlyyoui

can only cherish the unlikely hope it will all be evened up in the sweet bye and
bye.
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The Insatiable Meat Cleaver of Bette Davis

As a chil d, I had more fears than th
Bran. (Is it just me or are theteo damn manyaisins in raisin bran now?) Oh,
sure, | had all the usual oniedlom, Pop and my cocker spaniel, Licky, might die
horribly on Route 9; my sisterso fr
course, most terrifying of all, that circumstancaghihforce me to take erapout

in the woods. In retrospect, age seven was probably too young to read th
ANecronomicon, 0 ACoff ee, Tea or Me ?
Fiends, ghouls, insatiable stewardesses and metamorphic worms still people m
poisoned dreaméifemagazi neds photo essays iof
taller than |1 was fighting for body gobbets on the battlefields of the Punjab
di dnodt hel p, nor , despite the best
Limits. o

But mae than any other source, it is to Hollywood | owe the manifold grisly,
lurking horrors with which | play unceasing games of WhAeklole in my
weakened psyche. Movies bequeathed a bright new world of previously
unimaginable depravity.

Footnote: for thosevho have not played the ancient game of WhaekWole: W-

A-M is a test of faith, nerves and reflexes wherein the initiate tries to hammer
down small subterranean animals as soon as they pop up from their multitudinou
holes. Early Gnostics believed thatliitself was such a game, except that God
and Satan held the hammers. Guess who played thkeesafed moles?

APsychoo destroyed the simple, yet
shower, and then AFatal Attt r awowwitoa 0
quick warmsponging, while keeping a tire iron on hand for last minute guests.)
The #ALiving Deado movie franchi sie ¢
personally, | believe for the wordetoward corpses, walking corpses, dancing
corpses, &lf-starved corpses, corpses that like Oscar Mayer wieners, rats,
maggots, closets, basements, attics, dark hallways, sepulchers, nighttime and tl
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very soil | walk on. To be honest, | no longer trust corpsespkind, even those
of family or close frieds, and that seems a pity.

AAli eno added a regrettable di mensi
st omach. Now when | reach for the P
toothy hardon with feet is going to pop out my stomach lining, then run, hale a
grow to enormous proportions in the engine room.

And then there are all/l those Robin
Adamso and AWhat Dr eastpeastiMessy Come. 0 D

These diseased, cinematic fondue sticks to the soft cheese of a ¢ydumgl d 6
subconscious had one simple thing in commater, unhinged insanityMotel
clerks and malignant clowns, women who make love on kitchen counters,
bulldogs with human heads, children in the corn, ventriloquist dumiGiés]
convention delegateRolkin Williams andi need | say it? corpses: anything can

go maniacally and murderously insane, and when it does (itiwillt 6 s g o i
come yoehooing for youknowwho.

Olly olly oxenfree!

When my time came, | had plans to kill myself before theymte al i v e.
t her el Fuck you, Superirdaderscsties!agentsant e
publishers in particulsrt hey 6d made the fat al mi st
E. Panky.

But none of this flestsucking, bathtupopping, anklegrabbing rable even
reached the varicose veins of the querulous Queen whortrelg the raucous
Bedlam of my macabre and sinister nights. She reached out to me with palsie
arms, rheumy eyes, discolored baby teeth, and wrinkled lips the consistency o
elephant hid : AnCome give auntie a Kkiss, S
noises here.]

Nothingand nobodyerrified me more than the elderly Bette Davis.
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Fairy tale witches are not so frig
accessories and rarely enoou er ed i n ordinary | ife.
Charl otte, 0 Ms. Davis injected unspe
entire demographic. Old ladies wandered all around me: shuffling to mailboxes,
opening doors at Halloween, fluttering past dwmndows within neglected
houses. fAHush, Husho featured a ver.i
bulging, dripping baggage: the barking and howling, heads bouncing down stairs
scary music, spooky lighting, bloabaked dresses, creepy masksessy limbs
(whack!), creaking doors, nightmarish dream sequences, and that perennic
awardwinner in the Goospimply Fear categonblurry facesglimpsed through
windows. My tiny scrotum shriveled back up into the pelvic cavity, and given the
option, 1 waild happily have climbed in beside it.

| t di d n 6 tiotanmatheterd; thab @harlotte apparentlya d witatked
Bruce Derndés hand and head off with
too late for the legal niceties. With her glitteringpfuberant eyes and overly
madeup face, her debutante party dresses and Aaigth hair, batty smile and
little-girl fruitcake voicei tastefully spiced with visceral limlwpping shotsi

Bette had irretrievably horrified one susceptible, but unusuaigeheaded child
forever. The detail$ which witch did what to whorit who gives a damn! | had
long since become a small catatonic worm, trapped in the rank, black humus o
my imagination, waiting helplessly for the reibber of perdition.

nBedti me, Hen
Sl eep tight & dondét | et the bedbugs
NnEek! o

Darting frantically from light switch to light switch. Quick, frightened peeks into
closet and under bedPlease, Jesus, pleasg.The panting, startinfjne stance,
flicking the final switch and ..in the dreadfully burgeoning blacknesghe final
feverish dash for safety.

Transfixed with terror, | hunchédsmothered, overheated and hyperventilating
under the blankets, listening with every antennae of my unconstrained cowardice
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for the scuffing of herfootsteps. | really would have appreciated a brother, of any
shape, age or personality type, with whom to share the room, but my parents ha
long since thrown in the reproductive towel. In the absence of a sibling,-a 300
watt, motiondetecting mghtlight would have been thoughtful. Every desperate
gulp of cool, outside air exposed me to -she-waitedpatiently with dripping
butcherds knife. When | cracked one
hideous heads floated and bobbed like ballodteity time at the abattoir!

Ooogah, ooogah; dive, dive, dive!

My fatheri though a Goldwater supportewo ul dnot al |l ow me
less a flamethrower, and | doubted that the Mexican bullfight banderillas Uncle
Pat had given me would stop Ms. DavAnd I recoiledat the idea of sticking
them into her wrinkled, saggy body. Dear Lord! Think of the horrible shrieking!
And it would just piss her off without killing her! Then | considered a-pa#n
hammer, one of the few weapons easily obtainable fisst grader. Would that

be effectivel a balpeen versus a cleaver? No,
finally opted to go quietly, and pray for a definitive head stroke before she started
on the thighs and drumsticks. By the time, she was removingjlvists, | wanted

my immortal spirit long gone to Limbo Town.

In a clinically interesting side effect, for many years after | watched Bette played
l ron Chef |, |l coul dndét even contempl a
meat sauce without stomashueezing revulsion. And in the era of my pupilage,
97% of school cafeteria menus were retreads of those two sanguinary theme:
Monday: Burgers (kids applied their own ketchup); Tuesday: Salisbury Steak
(reshaped, leftover burgers in tomato sauce); WethyesSpaghetti & Meatballs
(leftover Salisbury Steak squished into balls, in leftover tomato sauce); Thursday
Beefaroni (meatball s returned to gr
Tuesdaybés tomato sauce); Fri dansstllBub
too fresh). Thus lunchtimes became bitterly fought battles with the peristaltic
impulse, which doubtless helped turn me into the aberrant and ostracized lone
cringing before you today.
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Gee, | 6m not sure | e Vv er rim@asatice phobéad t
Heés been so distant and distract-ed
rubbing excitement of our early sessions.

Any way you slice 1it, Ms . Davi sO0 ma
inflicted a grisly wound uponthe ender bud of a bl ame
innocent who forever lost his eager, prelapsarian delight in grandmas, cleanin
and butchering meat animals, senior porn and canned macaroni products. If ther
is any justice in this crapulous universe, theridaold bag is even now being pan
fried in hell |l i ke a catfish prepare
if that sounds a little harsh, but in my defense, the-dyegyl ogress also made
AWhatever Happened to Baby Jane?bd

My bowels still loosa helplessly at the memory.
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The Imbeciliad

"On the field of Truth, on the battle-field of Dharma,
what came to pass, O' Sanjaya,
on that plain of Kurukshetra?"

Bhagavad Gita

These ancient threeng notebooks were discovered in a duplex
between Schewgady and Albany, in the area many believe
was once home to the fabled city of Troy.

February 2, 1222 B.C.

Oh, make haste, thou refipgered dawn! That the name Hankemus E. Pankemus
shall gain immortal renown! A destiny confirmedmore or less, in smany
words--during t his moreadingrsession. Justrae thenstauamvgof
the sacred rodent coaxed to mosey from its black, noisome heldarkened the
soil of the holy precinct, so my ominous psaaped silhouette shall fall upon the
slak-jawed, hairybottomed Greeks, and thelall know terror and destructibn

As usual, the divinatoryerse component of the the Weekday Oracle discount
package was a bit obscure: something about the wood a woodchuck would chuc
if it could. What in the rame of porpoiséaced Poseidon, thiick does that
mean? Of <course, It knows how to chu
the priests of Phoebus Apol | o-:bottamh ey ¢
pinching perverts, creatively malignant in theurse® and not inclined to
explain themselves to the likes of me. Happily, my beloved Jeanninimus, daughte
of Pandemonium, was able to unlock the cryptic augusyfell bladeshall chew

the swinehumping Pygmies of Agamemnon into ground labuoger chuck

Bang the shields and spear butts with great joy! For the world shall sing of my
slaughtethappy exploits for ten thousand years! | doth believe my future is quite
rosy!
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February 3, 1222 B.C.

Last night, at the prbattle tailgate party thrown by wisend bonylegged Priam,

| got my first glimpse of rosypreased Helen, pufif i pped di st urk
dreams. By the sweeissed Aphrodite, what a beddable trofbpd d s ur e
play Zeus the Goose with her! | tried to catch her eye for a discregtorgued
licky-licky pantomim@ for that ripe tart has the mouth to suck the bronze off a
chariot hitcl® but ever since the Vigorous Virgins of Priapus affair, Jeanninimus,
granddaughter of Circe, eyeballs me like a harpy in mixed company. An earlier
attenpt to discuss open marriage in a forthright, adult manner only earned me &
nasty bitchs | appi ng; -bihredte@rimn idpartei cul ar ,

Whatever. Because, tomorrow, | shall achieve eternal fame on the ancient plain c
lium! Andt hen 1 61 | have mor e c Wiltaskhs Stittus a n
of Nubia!

February 4, 1222 B.C.

Damn! My first battle wasiotan unmixed triumph. Amid the dreadful clamor and
splattered winalark carnage, there arrived an unfortunate, if undetatae,
attack of dismembermeiphobia, which, as we all know in these enlightened
times, is simply a disease and nothing to be ashamed of. Thus, whemesiirig
Achilles, son of iltnamed Thetis, jumped into the air (Whoa fellal Put some
underpants on'jo jab his short sword down my regynsiled esophagus, instead

of groining him with my trident, | got spooked and jerked rokgeked Phegeus,
late son of cranky Phigeus, between us. Alas, poor Phegeus, a fineyediad,

yet beardless in armpits atains, had been inadequately trained to deal with the
unexpected developments that come up on the glorious field of indiscriminate
butchery--and, frankl vy, didnét put up muct
pancratiasts are blamingeinstead of the econdary school system. Already, a
slanderous little dity -playing off the tawdry rhyme between Hankemus and
yankemus that bedeviled my undergraduate yearsakes the rounds among the
townds ruder el ement.
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Growling Jeanninimus, twin sister of Cerberuseeged me at the door with a
snort about fAexceeding expectations.
burble and clasp her rodleshed behind -which, combined with my recent
neardeath experience, really perked up my lididshe kicked me away like a
yelping mongrel. She also nixed a quick trip to the Temple of the Nympho
Maenads of Dionysus to render thanks for my deliverance.

| shall console myself with many cups of widark wine and, in the absence of
viable alternatives, my own rogingered fingers.

February 5, 1222 B.C.

Dick-happy Zeus, father of multitudes, appeared to me in a dream last night tc
point out that my quirky sense of 1|
the daily bloodandtestosterone circle jerk now playing befdine walls of Troy.
Therefore, | shall apply for the position of conservative pundit or assistant
secretary of defense, where | might shriek for war in an environment more
appropriate to my dignity and disposition.

February 6, 1222 B.C.

Oh, the rudeness of t ! To be prodded at spear
blasphemy against Zeus himself! (Apparently, the Father of Gods delivered soun
career advice tthousandf serviceage Trojans last night.) As if stroragmed,
swift-f oot ed Ha n k eeaifar the song efthe ningirlg xe and clashing
sword; the musical thud of arrow and javelin against brittle rib and meaty sinew;
the hot, viscous splash of wiwear k bl ood up the nost
battl e! I t 6 s | udsftoday: myathroatl felsscratehg dnd Inthink a
| pulled the string in my leg. Plus | promised Jeanninimus to repaint the gazebo
Luckily (for them), the sissyish Achaeans took the day off for olive oiling,
strygiling and bikini waxing.

[Only fragments remainfdhe rest of the diary]
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May 14, 1222 B.C.

Brave Achilles! Invincible Achilles! Achilles, "sexiest hoplite of the year" for 3
years running! OAnéhropoidmTéan Armghropoimagazime a n
without seeing that grotesque, hormeweollen musculare and the coy, pouty
smirk peeking out from under the f a
going to fix the hash of that pumpe@ Peloponnesian poseur and his ginfien
Myrmidons once and for all. | shall play buzkashi with their soft, pulpyl$lea
Just as soon as the string in my leg feels a little better...

September 1, 1218 B.C.

Full-girdled Helen, for whom very small kingdoms are lost and won, has gained
forty, f i f t withKurkishoBelight betngl finger@d/as a prime mover.

A Rbenes qtigured' and fwelndurished" are the nice ways of putting it
that the palace spokesperson employs. Society columnists prefer "jolly" and "big
boned," which at least show a minimal attempt at respectful delicacy. However,
the riffraff refer to her as "The Hippopotamus" and hundreds of crude, frolicking
graffitos now decorate our fabled walls. (Some wags maintain it would take a
thousand ships to tow her back to Lacedaemon.) Batgahe magic princess

will always be like a... [editors me: candy in the wind? pimple on the rind?
sandal up the behind? unfortunately, the text is too illegible to be conclusive]

July 11, 1217

ébrave, nobl e, i ncompar abl eandAscdeagl | e s
immediately becoing the favorite forthi s vy leest pedfamance draggisg
corpsearoundthe-city-wallssby-c har i ot awar détickets t
hard to acogmeanbty éhas passed?®é

October, 9, 1215

éal most phe lubrieatedsehde at h f or one o6 sPéamrbost
Diseaseéf ami |l y présarvom iipmr g b tbremtiétdan CroesudBut
what shall | call it?
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April 1, 1213 B.C.

The banner i n t he great squar e rea
councilorsat Defense are crowing and slapping each other on the Bacd wise

and boneylegged Priam capers like an ancient chimpanzee in full armor,
fearlessly thrusting his great spear at cardboard cutouts of Neandigghal
Hellenes-who have paddled and skedaddled away in the night!

Tonight the city shall celebrateith a "Trojan Pride Day Parade" around the giant
PopGoesThe-Weasel box left behind in their craven flight, and | need hasten to

the Pigglus Wigglus for mixed nuts and ice for the afteznt party.

April 2, 1213 B.C.

Woe! Woe, | say! Fair, chaste Trdias been taken in the night in the manner
some enjoy and some donoét, but-st hwhe.

But , wai t! What 6s t hi s -spattedece bubblbdttedo m
warriors laughing and urinating on my back as | layhe long daisy chain of
future slaves? | twist my leatheollared head in the dust and manure to catch the
darkling eye of Meduséaced Jeanninimus (who begrudging my piety, tracked
me t o | ast -Legab\girgins-ofsvenBsd harksgiving clusterfick--and
thus missed the urgent call of her brother, qusiclttling Aeneas). Can it be true?
Oh, happy day!

They say they come diberatord

120



Unfair & Unbalanced

U is for Unspeakable Evil

A Henry Panky, Private Dick, Mystery

She oozed unspeakable evil like a wpt jelly donut on a termite mound in the
Congo during the rainy season, but as long as she paid my thirty bucks a day plt
expenses, she could be wes#l, cheese Danish colonized with bldly eggs and
kicked under the icebox for all | cared. As a nrattefact, | kind of liked a donut
every now and then with my espresso, or a nice flaky, fruit popover hot from the
oven. That she had legs that went all the way up to her eyebrows, love handle
like pork tenderloins, and a mouth like a hamburger bundigimt too much
either. So after our business was concluded, we mated briefly like feral dingoes
bucking desperately against the Hewlett Packard ffwiition machine;
yowling, yapping and snapping like the damned, thegged curs of Gomorrah.

If either one of us was hoping for some small scrap of comfort to blot out the shit
storm of futility and despair called The Sausalito Art FestivaWhose idiot
calliopes we heard piping in the distaricihen he or she had hoped wrong. It felt
more like Bd beenpitch-forked into an open grave with drainage and pest control
issues, and therettylady looked like she felt the same way.

My little piggy eyes narrowed in appreciation, and a dirty little simper scurried
across my features like a rodent on a cadaver.

fil could grow to like thig) | said over my shoulder, soaping my torpid sex at the
grimy sink of myfiexecutive suit® She smirked, spit a thick wad of Juicy Fruit
into my demitasse, ground her Macanudo out in the yogurt cup | was looking
forward to as aealthy midmorning snack, tugged down the hem of her@un
habit, and strutted out my office swinging her can like a tetherball in a tornado.
The clicketyclack of her high heels on the cracked linoleum echoed like taps for
the dead, and | wondered whoghi have died. Couldhbe me, cupcakerause

I&d been dead inside ever since my flogayed spaniel, Prince Licorice IlIl, had
been run down on a dark, wet night out on Highway 9. A little late for trumpets
now. In the chuckling, ghosilled silence, Iwhispered hoarselyiAnd you have a
nice day too, Sistey.

121



The Lunatic Magniloquence of Henry E. Panky

Memories of that arthritic, rheurmgyed, blackasthe-abyss, 18 yeaold puppy

dog hit me in the gut like a body shot from an elderly Sly Stallone jacked up on
testosterone supplements. How he laed his nightly gobbet of gristly TV
dinner offal. (Licky. Perhaps Mr. Stallone too, | Gasay with certainty.)
Growling and biting at anyone who approacfieghich always reminded me of
sweet oldGrannyand her whiskey bottleGood old Licky, | shaljoin you one

day, my brother, at the council fires of our forefathers, and we shall endrdce
yowl with great fierceness. But before that joyous reunion, | shall eat the moist,
roseatelungs of your murderer; | shall pirouette and flap like a swan arbisd
eviscerated corpse, grunting the ancient songs of our people. diHesck over

the carcass with the Corolla a few times until | hear the head pop.

| had enough suspects to populate fibgeral nefly list. But | needed proof,
Guantanamauality proof. And then | could start with the lungating. On
Licky&s behalf. To help come to terms with my loss. A baby step of healing
catharsion the path back to wholeness.

| was lachrymoseand forlorn my body shook with grief and loneliness, and
helplessunh unh unhsounds escaped my trembling lips. Then | pulled myself
together, blew my nose with gusto and shook off the-paisal melancholy. |
sniffed my clien@s check and considered the dubious bill of goods Ms. Zebub (or
Belle as she insisted | call hérad tried to sell me regarding the niaa monster,

she claimed she callediThe Ancient OneandfiMr. Pepitoo Or sometimes just
fiPepitoo Could he be the onehladalso sought these forty years pasggndered

and sniffedand licked my chopsUnfortunaely, without thinking, | also took a
last swig from my demitasse.

To be continued.
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The Box Called War

AOnce upon a time in the | an
Around about the wondrous days of yaw
|l came upon a sort of box

Idm not sure what came over me in fifieenth year, but | shuffled out of my pot
smoky lair of teenage angst and bought a John Denver album. Yes, this was a
odd thing for me to do, even perverse or freakish. Perhaps there was a panderir
fiRolling Ston® review i | got a shitload of bad alims that way. Or maybe |
thought it was byBob Denver of Gilligads Islei l|dve always admired Bob, his
shows magni ficent cast ana thrseengMourahb
that doesd ring true. Look, | dod really knowthe reasons. Lé jug chalk it up

to raging pubescent hormones, psychotropic drugs at too early an age, too mar
Carlos Castaneda books, a compromised deemiking capacity and a general
absence of free will.

| dond remember much about the record it§etfond wantto rememberi except

that it included an epic poem, which | presumed was composed by the country
warbler himself. (It did@ conjure up Wallace Stevens.) Mr. Denefeverish

plea for sanity in a world gone kilappy was provocatively titlediThe Box
Called War0 and even after all these soupy, dispiriting and despoiled years, |
recall that the poem took the controversial position thamen and children
didn& open the aforementioned container of violence. This morbid ode wounded
me deeply as a vulnerablelqmscent, and it occurs to me now that | might enjoy
hearing Bill Shatner perform his version of it, perhaps in thehbjp style.

At the very first listening Good Christ! What abomination have | brought into
my home? | knew what must be done. Witholads knowledge (Pop had a
weird thing about his tools), | took his soldering iron to the vinyl, a surgical
procedure | had performed only once before, on an early Fleetwood Mac with its
own querulous sonnet abouthare trees(This surfaced in a receand very ugly
repressegnemory hypnosis session.) But the operation on the Mac album was
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intended only to create a smooth channel for the phonographic needle to glids
safely and seamlessly across the unhappy track to the next puerile song
Unfortunately,despite the skill of a young Dr. Barnard or DeBakey, the patient
died due to unforeseen and unavoidable complications.

i But someone di d
Someone battered in the lid
And spilled the insides out a

However, in the case of Mr. Denéercompilation, it was nevemtendedfor the
album to survive the operation. And it did not, except in my deepest
consciousness where it has festered like a rusted nail between the toes.

Youde going to say that perhaps | just Golike poetry. That isnot true and,
indeed, the mere thought of you saying so makes me want to cut your Nnose
kittycat, like Polanski did Jake in Chinatown. In fact, | consider myself a
sophisticated connoisseur of the lardrt, and as a high school sophomore
penned my own poignambllection, fiCrickets in the Cat Bow.| yet recall one
haunting refrain from that precocious anthologyiBut | have seen diamonds.

There was also a subtle simile featuring a battered peony struggling feebly
towards the crepuscular ligbhn the grimy limb-strewnbattlefield (of my high
school lunchroom)

But lets get right down to it. First of all, what kind of a putz would package war
in a box? What? Like a box for carrying your guinea pig to the vet? Or a box of
Cheerios, with the special offeend food pyramid on back? (Jeedel spent
hundreds of hours pondering the mysteries of the food pyramid while spooning ug
my toasted @. So many servings of this, so many of that, the sparkly bits of salt
and fat twinkling at the apex. It has becomeuwchstone of my existence, a handy
reference at every meal, a special gift at first dates.)

fiTthey floatb | always thought that would make a great ad campaign for Cheerios.

Speaking of cereal box special offers, when | was little more than a todddet, | s
away my painstakingly collected purstealing.(Mom made it so easy, it was as
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if she wantedme to rifle her purse) to purchase a tvoh piece of advanced
technology as it weré which promised that when easily screwed into the rind of
the sweet Floda orange would yield a veritable fountain of delectable, thirst
guenching, nutritious juice. Twist it in, then simply pour the rich, pulpy nectar
right into your mouth, chug chug.

Youbve already guessed what followed: a small, innocent, if somewhat larg
headed child spends 27 weeks racing to the mailbox day aftér daly to be
baffled, crushed and irremediably wounded when that dreaineelivery finally
arrived. Not one drop of ambrosia dripped from the sarewind-protruding
tube. For hours, held it over my heavy, outsized cranium, mouth gaping like a
carp out of water, tongue hopelessly probing the jleése tube until my tiny
aching arms finally gave out. Then | lay on the floor, curled up like a cashew,
sucking, until my lungs hurt, thdry plastic teat of all my illusions.

A large part of me is still sucking that teat.

All creation cries out: what kind of soulless ogre would do this to a smiling baby,
who had, at least theoretically, heretofore regarded the cosmos with trusting
clapping awestruck wonder?Yep, it wasHalliburton Industries.

Thank you, we now return to our respectful exegesis of Mr. Dé&nadbum,
fiBox of Flatulence

Why not abag, thermosor tubeof war? Huh, answer me that, if you can. | know
what youre going to ay, you transparent Quisling apologist: Pan@oBox Ha
Ha! Hoisted on your own petard! (My second wife did this to me dnicthink
the pretext wasfiHoneybunny, can you help me with the curtaidadhenshe
brought out a cattle prod to discuss Chaland Darlene, my one and only twin
sandwich experience. | guess she found the polaroids.) Why yavéeen
hoisted on your petard? Because Pan@ddiboxd was really aijar!o A classic
example of sloppy Greefo-Latin transcription work. Read your Britaica, ass
face!

| apologize, dearest reader. That was inappropriate and my publisher says | shou
not have called yofiassfaceo
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AMummi es didnodot either
Sister, aunts, grannies neither
Cause they were € sweet and prett)
€ ey never tried to play abo

Now to the crux, this dangerous nonsense about women not opening the
Rubbermaid tub of brutish conflict. If yGe a motherless, sistiyss gay man,

you might be excused for thinking thiisif you were also a spigidrooling
halfwit of saintlike proportions. But anyone who has lived with a woman longer
than an enthralling drugddled weekend knows that the female of the species has
honed war to a finedged art. The wileef Mata Harl Elephant traps with
Punjabi $icks! Bouncing Betties! Interrogation techniques outlawed by
international (if not American)law! Ités simple self-preservation: women live
surrounded bya dancingboogle ofgrunting, biologicallywhipsawed weasels,
may the Lord have mercy on our sad,diad souls.

The ladies took a crowbar to the box called war a long time ago.
Who do you think Pandora was, anyhow? Tootsie? Libedat#® Miss Muffin?

AwWell, the children unders
Children happen to be good

They didnoét try Kimothatdeaklyboxhe | oc k
They never tried to play abo

Furthermore, the witless deification of children makes me extremely peevish.
What feeble, granntoadying, Hallmarkish pimpery! Yes, mmm mmm, the little,
dirty-bottomed angels drop from almlike heaveés ambergris. 1, for one, try to
remember adittle of my childhood as possible, doggedly replacing loathsome
reality with lighthearted scenes from early Macauley Culkin and Molly Ringwald
movies. Outside the company Christmas party, ther® isnoredangerousand
repulsiveplace on earth than the Evefgpwn Lordof-the-Flies Middle School:
gang warfare, stink bombs, sexual humiliation, extortion, scalp burn, pink belly
and lynch mobs of eager, bafatted faces chantingFight fight! Kill kill'0 |
woul dnot dare enter a school restro
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supporters...which unfortunately, | never had. All | had were my fellow pacifist
intellectuals: Mssrs. Hoyglet, Funk and Fudand they avoided the toiletiso.

Childhood isone long war zone! | approached each school day like a-trraih
Vietnam grunt fearfully eyeballing another malodorous tunnel hole in the muck.
Please do@ make me go in there, LieutenaitYankee dog, you die) Ia rather

just drop a grenadgififire in the holeb i scuttle back to my dark room, bolt the
door, suck the hookah and watch the ceiling fan slowly turn to Airfddivehite
Rabbito

Doesrit that make good sense to you?

For the most part, tha still how | feel about life. And yetl..have seen
diamonds.*Man! Thats powerful. Most writers would give their eyeteeth to
come up with a line like that. If Mr. Denver had had-oeth my talent, | might
have given his album a favorable review. As it is, | really have no other choice
than to shitan it.

* Footnote: For those of you who have been hurriedly skimming the piece, hoping
for an explicit sex description, this evocative lindepicting fragile hope amidst
overwhelming despair comes from the reviewé& own pen. Yes, really. Now,
pleaseproceed to the next piece for some hot XXX action.

Correction: | am begrudgingly obliged to reader, R. Doe, for researching, and ther
rubbing in my face, the facts that the correct title of the piece in question is not
AThe Box Called Wgr dThet Borndeedvhs icimg
Mr. Denver but instead by the great English poet, Lascelles Abercrombiei(1881
1938). Ms. Doe proceeded to point out, rather gratuitously in my opinion, that Mr.
Denver was born in Roswell, New Mexi¢édhe implicaton being, | assume, that

he was an alien.

Al'l centered quotes are from fiThe BoXx
Mr . Denverds moving rendition of Mr. Abe
i Poems, Prayers and Promi seso al
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The Banana Test

~ a parable of expectations ~

Big-hearted, appetitdriven, overintellectualized and paranoid, my friend X is a
great character and one of the few authentic geniu®eskhowni though
undoubtediytwistedby his overwired circuit board of a mind (almost all of them
are at those 1Q levels). He is also a subtle poet, witty raconteur, generous frienc
virulent enemy and avid taker of mood and energy enhancing drugs. But mos
importantly for the purposes of our tale today, X is afflicted by the chronie itch
scratch syndime of runaway satyriasis: an exuberant and unrepentant obsessiol
with all things sexual.

And not shy about sharing the details.

This gives some people the hegbgbiesi as if a beetldrowed UncleTonoose

had suddenly started taiekling their pubic boe under the cafeteria table.
Looking up, startledfiwhat the ...7), they would behold with horror and disgust
the waggling leer of Uncis gleeful invitation. Other$ in fact a surprisingly
large proportion of the populatidnreact more positively.fiLetés just see where
this goes) After all, one can always disavow the association later. | have my
suspicions, dear reader, as to which group you belong.

Though not handsome by most human standar@sfldmboyant Priapism has led
to an astonishingly aiee and adventurous sex life with a profuse variety of
attractive, intelligent and captivating women. In the lush, fertile;jndgmental
humus of his carnal fascination, a woman cduldften for the first time in her
life T blossom into the sexual beirtigat had lain dormant, ignored, repressed,
even nororgasmic for decades...tdoecome the rose!

Though over the long run, they were not always grateful for the awakening. Or
perhaps other factors pertained to their ultimate shrewishness or peevishihess w
X. Relationships are difficult and coupling may be the least of their complications
-- but this piece is mostly about the coupling bits.
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AANd what is love? Love is the morning and the eveningpstar.
Love i s the herafteand what we:

Elmer Gantry

X was the sort of avid lecher who, driving down the street, would incline his head
sideways when passing a bus stop in hope of catching a glimpse of white pantie
under the uniform skirts of Catholic schoolgirls. On first dates, he famously
inquired, smiling slyly in anticipation, eyebrows pumping with goatish
encouragemeniiSo, whads the most perverted thing yare ever done?And the
surprising intensity and embrace of his voraciouslidiking expectancy elicited
many a confused and excited cesgion from his flushed quarry. You had to give

it to him: the mameally wanted to know.

However, the absence of a straightforward and viscerally detailed response to hi
guestion {iOh, youfunnymany), even after extended flirtatious cajolery, would
ultimately summon a look of purséip distastei as if to sayiwho& kidding
whom here® Waiter! Check! Happily, in such cases, it wasmusual for X to
answer the phone the next day to hear the trembling voice of his recalcitrant dat
racing to spill hermost lubricious secrets, and X, like a Borgia Pope, would
graciously bestow his absolution. The important thing being that she had come t«
her senses. Now the hard work could begin.

| used the mospervertedthing line at parties to great hilarity for ysa(Hilarity,

that is, as long as the audience was inebriated; otherwise a most humiliating siler
disdain ensued. Timing! The humod&spetard.) Joke notwithstanding, squeamish
dilettante that | am, | rarely wanted to hear the tawdry and imaginatioebriy
stricken stories dredged up from the gutter bottom of my listéparsent pasi
especially if they concerned animals, garden tools, pain, excrement, leathe
masks, appliances, really fat or really old people. My boyish tastes are generall
quite conventional: young, randy schoolteachers in fioarnglasses, inadvertent
changingroom encounters, anonymous nightclub coupling with phegy
women in black cocktail dresses, attractive female acquaintances in short, loos
bathrobes stretching for sething in the pantry or leaning over the table with my
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cup of coffee; one thing leading to another. You get the idea: good, clean, healthy
half-clothed stuff.

fiKeep it to yourself, sweetheart. It was a rhetorical question, a conversationa
gambit. Bm nota psychiatrist;dn just here for a good timAnd I6n sensitive to
having images placed inside my head that | might not be able to faetole
quickly, clapping my hands, to nip the confessional urge in the BDiddy
everybody! Who wants to takeethanana test?tOh Lordy me, yes, the banana
test is a surdire, dull-party reinvigoratoii though women can get surprisingly
competitive, and catfights are not uncommon.

* Footnote: in the Test, a large, but not overripe banana is peeled down and hel
firmly by the lower tip. The contestant gingerly inserts the fruit into his or her
open mouth until obstructed, or until the gag reflex kicks in beyond the
competitoés ability to ignore, and then bites lightly down, leaving their
distinctive tooth marks inhe white starchy flesh. Whoever bites furthest down
the phallus, | meathe bananawins the test! Tonguing the banana cogyy
egregious vamping around in genérslofficially discouraged, though terribly
popular with the peanut gallery.**

** Footnote to the footnote: in ancient Hawaii it was a capital offense for a
woman even teoucha banana, much less peel, eat, fellate or leave tooth marks in
one. [ just like to take this opportunity to congratulate the ladieséve come a

long way, baby!

AWhyshould a man, whose blood is warm within,
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster?

William Shakespeare

X, like most men, entertained lush, comprehensive fantasies of having sex witl
more than one person at a time, at least one of those being femalk $koetch

out a sample fantasy scenario, but a true aficioisadmuld run on for many
singlespaced pages, a huge cast hopping about like toads, and much of it hard t
keep straight even with the best of wills.
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However, unlike most of us yellobellied mlksops, X realized his groupex
fancies on a multiplicity of occasions. (His seciet®ales, iis callediAsking for

the businesg) And with a mixture of generosity and naked setérest (he
dearly loved to watch), X regularly invited my own diffrdeparticipation with

the one, two or three eminently desirable women he enlisted in the enterprise
Heres the icing on the cake: this being 30 years ago, when AIDs was unknown
and sexual ambivalence wae rigueurin the more sophisticated Bay Area
circles, and even heterosexual feminists strongly supported the fundamenta
political-moral rightness of lesbianism (an additional blessing of the newly
formed womers studies departments everywhere), the female participants were
almost always succulently ixual. Ooh la la! Something X and | supported
fully. (We liked to consider ourselves feminists. Indeed, if the chromosomal cards
had fallen that way, wd undoubtedly have been enthusiastic lesbians ourselves.)

Nevertheless, and this may surprise yougsglone is a serious voyeur (as X is),
group encounters can be a rather challenging experience in a wide and unexpect:
variety of ways. ifs vital not to get bogged down in the detalils:

Whose hand is that? Whose mouth? Whose tongue?rdsgytongue! (&sus!
Bowser got out of the kitchen!)

Are those moans of ecstasy emerging from my partner? And... am | the priman
cause of them?

Whoevegs thumb is up my butt, | appreciate the thought, but get it the fuck out!

Eeeeeee! My scrotum is ticklish!

Too many ttractions! bm losing my hardon!
And, of course, the inevitable:

Wait! Stop! Please! Oh Christ, not yet...!

The partys over for you, good fellow. Pour yourself a drink and get comfortable;
youde the CDchanger and webwel man for the rest of the ewing.
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| dond mean to sound ungrateful, but, personally, | find it much easier to
concentrate on one mysterious, enchanting goddess at a time. No spectators
note the zits or wild hairs on my pale, heaving ass, or counting my strokes as if a
a hardbded-egg eating competition (101! 102! 103!). No one playing the
sportscasterifHeGs charging for the nei), or the volcanologistffHeds gonna
blow!d). | guessdm just an olefashioned mug like Ward, the Bedsealad. | caé

see him with anyone but Juna, maybe Lumpy, but not both at the same time
(unless methamphetamines are involved, in which case all bets are off).

Dond get me wrong: that doe@mean | refused any of & invitations. He was
my best friend, and | tried my best to be there for him.

These experiences also allow me to indulge in no small amount of bitter envy
from lesser mortals, such as E, for whom such a situation (multiple bisexual
women!), at least in his perfervid imagination, would be golden Xanadu itself.
When | casually dropreother storyi fiHave | ever told you about parshow
night® 1 he looks like a boiling rice pot about to explode. (Rememberfhat
Love Lucyo episode where Luég best intentions for home cooked Cuban black
beans and rice went horribly awry?) And in fa fiilled with selfesteem issues,
thais gratifying on a number of levels.

AiDebauchee, n. One who has so earnestly pursued pleasure
that he has had the misfortune to overtale it.

Ambrose Bierce

X& supreme desire was to participate in a general oogend, even hundreds of
lusty, uninhibited natives doing everything to everybody, in every combination
and every conceivable positioRle finally arranged to attend such an evént
fiKen rd Sallyds DessertClubo i with one of his more toothsome and nubile
girlfriends, Y. (Dor@ worry, Y, no distinguishing characteristics disclosed: |
know youre a PTA and Girl Scouts momwg X and Y arrived at a larglouse

in the Berkeley hills, paid their 59, checked most of their clothing, and
wandered, nervous andidvhrough the saturnalia to consider the haxsedvres.
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