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Employees are always at risk of being sent to training by their boss.  That is what happened to me.  

The main course was at a university in their very modern and technically advanced classrooms and facilities.  However after three weeks it was announced that we would be spending a working weekend at the College’s hunting lodge and camp grounds in the Adirondack  Mountains, at a place I have since renamed, ‘Meddlin’ Brook Insane Asylum and Camp Ground; thus avoiding any lawsuits; I hope.     

The buses arrived on time at the hotel where we would embark.  We had been briefed that apart from our personal effects everything we could possibly need or want would be provided.    

 Everything that is except emergency medical care, contact with the outside world, adult supervision, and booze.  Due to government regulations, students would have to bring their own libations.  A red flag should have gone up then when it only took a few minutes to load everyone’s suitcases and an hour for all the alcohol.     

We traveled through the hills and valleys until we couldn’t have found our way back with a compass and a pack of bloodhounds.   By the time we arrived at Meddlin’ Brook it was . . . a dark and stormy night; it was, really, get off my back.   There was no time for exploring, we had to get checked into our rooms and then meet our instructors at the main lodge for dinner.  

After having been in class with one another for three weeks I couldn’t say we were strangers to one another but I would say that some were definitely stranger than the others.  With eleven males in our class and only ten rooms available, you do the math while I tell you how I ended up having to share a room.  The process of selection was simple.  I was the only one old enough to be everyone’s father and my roommate, applying even the most liberal definition of sanity should have been in restraints.  

This guy was voted by the class as the one most likely to go on a murderous rampage.  His name was Johnny but I just called him a ‘Schizophrenic Pathological Psychopath with Homicidal Tendencies,’ but never to his face.

Johnny and I were looking at our room.  Fortunately, it came with two single beds and a bathroom though definitely not designed for someone of my girth.  I could barely get my bulk in there.  The commode was tucked so far back in a corner I had to poop sidesaddle and bend my thing 90 degrees just to hit the pot.  If it don’t straighten out eventually, I’m going to have to come up with a new angle for making love.     

“Yo, Johnny I guess I’d better tell you now, I’ve been told I snore loud enough to rattle the windows.”  

“Don’t worry about it dude, I plan to be so drunk every night I may not even find my way back to the room.”    

Having personally witnessed his violent tirades these past weeks, it caused me to wonder.  

“By the way Johnny, since we will be sharing a room together I thought now would be a good time to ask if you have ever killed anyone?”    

Johnny assumed an innocent expression.  “Not as far as you know.”  

Hey, that was good enough for me.  Unless bodies started showing up this weekend I didn’t want to know anymore.  And here in the middle of the Adirondacks, it could take weeks to uncover a corpse.  Are woodchucks carnivorous?

The likable thing about Johnny was he would laugh at everything I said, which is what convinced me the windmills of his mind weren’t turning very fast.   

But as long as he stayed away from sharp objects and weapons of mass destruction I figured we’d be safe.  Nevertheless, when he was sleeping I did go through all his stuff looking for guns and knives.    

Actually most of the time he was pretty good company which was not saying very much for the rest of these hapless campers.   

I finally came to understand what was meant by ‘youth is wasted on the young.’  Every evening while the night was still young all the youths got totally wasted.  As for me, I would sip on a soothing mug of prune juice, listening to big band music hoping later for a smooth cruise aboard the USS Commode.    

It wasn’t until the next morning I got a view of Lake Watchamacallit from the breakfast table in the main lodge.  Either the scenery was breathtaking and the bagel I tried to swallow whole wasn’t helping.        

Tim, our instructor said that we were allowed to move about the area freely but everyone had to show up in the dinning room fully clothed for every meal even if they didn’t want to eat and no one could start eating until everyone was there.  

He went on to explain. “The reason I insist on this is so that if you fail to show up then we can assume you’ve been eaten by a bear or kidnapped by mountain people.  If you are a woman you ‘will’ be forced to mate with some inbred, toothless, half-witted gun-toting hillbilly.  If you’re a man. . . same thing.”  

Tim was a good instructor but I don’t think he liked it when I asked questions.  For example I asked him, “Is it our group or do you always drink so much?”     

Some thought he had a drinking problem but from what I could see he had no problem at all.  Besides there was so much boozing going on who would have been sober enough to notice.  I only lingered long enough at the lodge to get my fair share of the moose burgers and buzzard gizzards on the buffet line.  

They gave us a brochure about black bears, which was the Lodge’s idea of a survival kit.  According to what I read it stated that no bear had ever seriously killed anyone in those mountains, as far as we knew.  I found that very comforting.  However, I happened to know that since we had arrived the bears had already formed a action group and unanimously agreed to chew off the face of the next student they caught running though the woods half naked, drunk, yelling and shouting in the middle of the night.  The mating season for the bears was over but unfortunately it was just getting started for my classmates.        

I did not have to be afraid of being attacked by a bear since I planned to spend all my time in the dinning room holding out for a second heaping helping of sea bass and mollusks in a mucous mulberry sauce.      

When I did have to walk through the woods, I always escorted the elderly ladies to their cabins.  Not only did this earn me the reputation of being a gentleman, but in case of a bear attack I’d be able to outrun the old women.  You’re right, that is shameful, since it is the obnoxious twenty-year-olds, who should be mauled.  Trouble is they’re in better shape and could easily outrun me.  

Based on that brochure, the following are tips on how to deal with bears. 

Number #1:  If the bear has not seen you, stay calm and back away slowly.  Give the bear time to escape.  Talk loudly to make sure the bear is aware of your presence.  Say crap like, ‘Hello Bear, how is it hanging, seen Mr. Ranger lately.’   

Number #2:  If the bear has seen you, back away slowly while facing the bear.  If you have small children with you, quickly decide which one you prefer and tell the other child to go over and pet the big doggy while you make your escape.  

Number #3:  Try to show the bear that you may be a danger to it.  Make yourself appear larger, stand tall, open a jacket or shirt, yell insults about his mother, tell him you are from the Wildlife Commission.   

Number #4:  Fight back if a bear attacks you.  Use rocks, sticks, binoculars, cameras or any object that is available.  If you have a lawyer, feed them to the bear.  You’ll be doing everyone a favor.   

Time for a bear story that’s been around for a while but I can’t bear not to tell it now. 

“Fred decides to go hunting for the first time with his two buddies.  At the local sporting goods store he said to the shopkeeper, “I need a really nice gun to hunt bear with.”  The shopkeeper gave him a gun and said, “This gun is perfect for any large game.” Taking the gun, and jumping into the jeep the hunters went into the woods to search for bear.  When he was just about ready to give up Fred saw a bear in the distance.  He took aim and Boom!  When the smoke cleared to his surprised, he saw the bear running toward him.  Fred started dashing through the woods as fast as he could but soon the bear caught up to him and tore off all his clothes, bent him over a long, and violated him.  

Later his friends found him and helped him to the hospital.  

After Fred recovered he went back to the sporting goods store and bought a larger gun and with his buddies went back up to the woods to track down that bear.  Looking around he finally sees the bear.  Picking up his new larger gun, points and BOOM.  When the smoke clears, he sees the bear charging after him.  Again Fred is running wildly through the woods until the bear catches him, rips off all his clothes, bends him over a tree stump and proceeds to violate him again.  His buddies eventually find him and help him back to the hospital for treatment.  

Several weeks later, after Fred has recovered, he goes back to the sporting goods store and explains to the shopkeeper, “I want the largest and most powerful gun you have.  

 The shopkeepers hands him a gun. “This one is great for hunting elephants; no creature will live after being shot with this.”

Fred gets his friends to go back up to the woods again, telling them, he going to blow that bear’s head clean off.  

Looking around Fred spots the bear.  He aims, pulls the trigger, and boooooommmmm.  When the smoke clears, the bear is chasing after him like before.  Fred starts running and running and the bear is getting closer and closer until the bear catches up with Fred and pins him up against a tree.  

The bear says to Fred, “Come on, admit it, you’re not really here for the hunting, are you?”  

TEST:  (Lets see if you are now at least bearly knowledgeable about bears)      

1.  Does a bear crap in the woods?    

      (The correct answer is yes if the bear is not in the circus or the zoo.)   

2.  What do bear turds look like?  

      (The answer to this question is:  Why the hell are you walking through the woods looking for bear turds?  Who do you think you are, Daniel Boone?  What you want to be looking for is the bears, because their turds can’t rip your face off.)  

3.  What should you do if you see a bear in the woods?  


a.  Ask if you can take its picture?

b.  Let them maul you until they get to the rice crispy squares you have in your  knap sack.  

c.  Run screaming and yelling back to the lodge so you can be the first one to make up a bunch of crap on how you narrowly escaped death and injury  
        because you saw a bear.  


 (The correct answer is:  D.  Let yourself be eaten with quiet dignity.) 

4.  What should you do if the bear sees you? 

a.  Do not run this may stimulate a bear’s instinct to chase and attack or stimulate the bear to do something even worse.     


b.  Leave the area slowly.  


c.  Grab a stick and run at the bear waving the stick and yelling at it.  

(The correct answer, if you picked c. instead of b., is that you really need to be eaten by a bear because you’re too stupid to live.)   

Hope you passed the test.  Now back to my story: 

I forgot to bring extra clothes and at dinner, I spilled all over my only shirt.  There were no laundry facilities so I had to go to the lake and beat my delicates on a rock.  Someone must have seen me because soon a rumor was going around the camp that a rare Hairy Pink Sasquasch was sighted down by the water.  Everyone got spooked and since the weekend was about over and the booze was about to run out everyone decided to leave before the huge hairy pink beast returned.    

The next time my boss sends me to school I hope it is somewhere without a lot of wild animals.  I’m talking about the students of course – the bears were well behaved.   

The 
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INTRODUCTION

Seeing how I am supposed to write an introduction then I will introduce myself.  

“I’m Grizzly Gus, who are you?”

People ask me what this book is about and I keep telling them to read the damn thing after it is published and stop bothering me.    

How am I suppose to know what this book is about if I’m just now writing the introduction?   

  Can’t say I’ve given much thought to what I’m going to say after this.  It would be easier if I had an idea who might be reading this book.  The way I figure it, the reader should be someone who could read and could scrap together the cover price, which eliminates most everyone I’m related to on both counts. The ideal reader would be serving a life sentence in solitary confinement with no chance for parole, (which would include a few of my friends on both counts.  But if you ain’t that lucky go ahead and read this book anyway and hope it turns out to be life changing; for me not you. 

See if enough of you buy this book, it would change my life and I could finally put in an Olympic-sized-Jacuzzi in the backyard of my little house and let the local girls’ swim team do laps around the bubbles.  When you purchased a copy of this book you are helping someone like me from turning to a life of crime.  Although, once you’ve read this book, you’ll see that the crime has already been committed.        

Now I want to say a word or two to all my friends, those I still hear from and the rest of you that owe me money.  If I don’t like you I don’t waste my time talking about you.  If I like you then I will use your real name but make up bad stuff about you.  I’d suggest you quit being so afraid I’m going to say something embarrassing about you.  I am, so get over it.  

I’m like Will Rogers, who said, “I never met a man I didn’t like,” except with me, “I never met a cookie I didn’t like,”  because unlike cookies you’re not supposed to dunk them in milk and eat them.  My relatives are like donuts.  None of them got any dough and I swear they’re all nuts.   

Someone said, “Living well is the best revenge.”  Living well is getting harder and harder for me to do so I figure I’m just going to write a book and talk about everyone who ever messed with me.    

The only other thing I want to say is that this book is no documentary, no research was done, and most everything I have said is either a lie or has been stretched worse than a 350 woman wearing Spandex.  But then maybe more of it is true than you know.   

                           Grizzly Gus 

Disclaimer

I’m not responsible for the content of this book, it was the voices in my head, they’re to blame.   

If you’re reading this you are doing so of your own will, unless you also have voices in your head.  Read this book at your own risk.

Everything I wrote was done without research and whatever is true and factual was purely an accident.  I’m only writing as a form of therapy recommended by my doctor.  

No similarities to persons who have enough money to sue me were implied or meant.  Any similarities to real persons who are dead can’t say nothing now can they?  The rest of you need to get a life and quit being such cry babies.    

If I should happen to insult, offend, or otherwise harm your reputation or well-being, believe me it wasn’t intentional, sometimes I just get lucky.  

If I have used someone else’s work and I don’t get caught then I don’t need to apologize, now do I?  If I should get caught, then the use of such works without permission was unintentional and I would just like to say, EXCUSE ME!

All the names are real but the stories are fictitious and any similarities to real persons, alive or dead, is probably true.   

CHAPTER ONE   

Writing is easy – writing good ain’t  

[note; stick to why write , intro, grizzly adams , disdain for writers, dis writers,  explain self, give overview of life and really why you are so grizzly.]

For years, friends and relatives have been after me to write a book.  I don’t know why, most of them can barely read or write.  Now that I’m finally writing one, the mooching bunch of freeloaders are going to expect me to give them a copy of it for free AND autographed to boot.  But its just going to sit on their coffee table (them that have furniture) so they can tell their friends how they personally know a highly celebrated author.  I say that cause after every paragraph I write I take a drink.  At this rate I don’t which will be finished first, this book or my liver.  

What do I get out of it?  Straining my brain every day, typing my fingers to the nubs and for what, ‘Fame & Fortune.’ Nope I write for one reason and that is cause I’m bored out of my freakin’ mind, every since I retired and moved to Florida.  

[GOOD FOR CHAPTER ONE]

Entirely without design I went on to travel all over the world, sail through a hurricane, stand-up to an under-boss of the Chinese Mafia, got lost in the jungle,(twice), went bankrupt,(twice), became homeless, (more than twice), was hired, fired, married and divorced, (too many times to count) and had one minor misunderstanding with the Vice Squad.  Add forty-plus years of immaturity and that is enough stuff for three lifetimes at least.  Like the day after eating all you can at a Chinese Buffet, it is time to poop or get off the pot by putting pen to paper to set fourth--The Life and Times of Grizzly Gus.  

As I look back upon all the things I’ve experienced, it would cause men much more macho than me to break down and cry like a little sissy.  Not me.  This is why I have become known only to myself so far, as Grizzly Gus, tempered and hardened by the adversities of life most of which were my fault but I persevered just the same.  Now with the passing of time, my support group, and an overdose of Hostess Cupcakes I can view my past as a wealth of material to write about.  (that’s the only wealth I’ve got left after the ex-wives got done with me)

 You might be wondering, why would you want to read volumes of material on the life of some obscure odl dude who is not rich, famous, good looking, and smells bad?  Once I sell a million copies and everyone takes their cut I’m hoping I’ll enough left for a can of deodorant.  From the movie script and merchandising royalties I would contribute to medical research to find a cure for incontinence, which strikes one in five middle-aged persons every . . . .Ughhhhhh, excuse me!  

                         #

Maybe if I finish this book and win that Pulitzer Prize I would open a halfway house for promiscuous young run-a-ways.  The reason I’m writing about my own personal experiences is because I feel very strongly that I’d be sued if I wrote about someone else’s.  Not only that but to write anything else would require research and I am too damn lazy for that.  Why would anyone waste their time reading about my life and adventures?  My guess is their life sucks even worse more than mine does.  No one would be more surprised then me, if any of this dribble ever gets published, which will be about as easy as going around my elbow to get to my butt.  

Every time I attempt to submit my work, I’m met with nothing but heartaches and rejection.  If I wanted that, I would get married again.  The odds of winning the lottery are better than getting my book in print.  If I WERE to win the lottery, I’d forget about being a writer and start the “Grizzly Center for Homeless Nymphomaniacs,” as I’ve had an urge to do more than once.  Understandably, I would have to have something constructive to do during the day so I would pursue my other long time ambition of becoming a famous nude photographer.  Trouble is the models never stay around long enough for me to get undressed.   

It would be so much better to have someone else re-count my life story with all the harrowing adventures and heroic acts I would led you to believe I’ve experienced.  What would be even nicer is to make a lot of money.  Not many people know me; of those that do; only a few like me.  Yet they all would agree that I am a habitual prevaricator given to outlandish exaggerations since my life is about as exciting as watching photos in the family album turn yellow.  

Alas, I alone am left to tell the tale of my own adventures in a simple, folksy, down-home way, like on “The Life and Times of Grizzly Adams,” the TV show.
  Grizzly Adams was the soft-spoken, humble, almost saint-like city dude, who wandered up into the mountains, became lost, was unable to find his way back home, and had to spend the rest of his life as a Mountain Man.  Can you see why he would be a role model for me?  Here is a guy who got lost going up a mountain and it never occurred to him to go back down the mountain.  That shows that even a city kid like me who couldn’t start a campfire with a flame thrower could grow up to be a grizzled mountain man too.  He grew a beard, learned to trap small animals for clothing, which must have had flannel fur, because that is all Grizzly Adams ever wore.  He spent entirely too much time locked-up in his cabin with his bear.  This relationship was the subject of much controversy and investigated by the Wild Life Commission as the bear was under the age of consent.  He never said much, Grizzly Adams, not the Grizzly Bear.  He was the strong all-knowing wise charismatic hero type.  

Since he was going to become a legend in his own time, he was assigned an old mountain geezer dude to follow him around to narrate his daily adventures that never took longer than a half hour.  

No matter how bad things got, Grizzly Adams could always count on his bear and Indian to bail him out in the nick-of-time.  Oh yeah, he had his own Indian.
  I looked everywhere but I couldn’t even rent an Indian.  If I had a 1,200 pound, grizzly bear to chase away bill collectors and ex-wives, my life would be a lot easier too.  Grizzly Adams slept with his bear.  I have been alone so long I’d sleep with anything bare.  

     When I’m ready to write I can’t hold it back.  It is like being creatively constipated then over-medicated, with Ex-Lax 

CHAPTER TWO

Middle-Aged?
[NOTE:  Can replace cut out with getting older or  on the job or getting ready to retire.  Buy funeral stuff, read and joke about that, can talk about wh o to leave money to.]

I should be depressed.  I turned fifty this year.  Then someone called me ‘middle-aged,’ and I yelled, “Yippee.”  That means I’m going to live until I’m a HUNDRED!  That IS cause for celebration.  People between the ages of forty to sixty are considered middle-aged.  Do you really think some duffer who is sixty years old is going to make it to a hundred and twenty?  Isn’t that yanking his crank just a little bit?  Why get his hopes up?  At a hundred and twenty that is about all he’s going to be able to get up.  I don’t know who you hang-out with but for the dudes around me, twenty to twenty-five is middle-aged for them.  Between the ages of forty to sixty is supposed to be the time you have settled down, raised a family, and have a career.  No, fifteen years ago was when you settled down with the lying conniving scheming cheating greedy grasping girl of your dreams, had two unplanned children and a dead-end job career pressing a button on a hydraulic press, stamping out hubcaps until you are laid-off at the factory.  The kids turned into delinquents and the wife started putting in longer hours at the office under Ted, her new boss, when Ted wasn’t under her.  Throw in a dash of crushing credit-card debit, a lump or two of domestic disturbances, top it off with a smattering of substance abuse and there is the making of one fine, ugly divorce.  No one ever wins in a divorce except the lawyers.  After you fight over the furniture, DVD collection, and the family dog, you have to fight to see who is going to get the children.  The husband usually wins since the women end up with the little jelly-faced brats.  The husband has to pay child support that ends up going for truck payments for the new live-in boyfriend of the ex-wife.  No, it is not Ted.  He was kicked-up stairs so he could violate more employees on a corporate level.  There are women who think they are marrying a prince when everyone else can see she’s marrying a cold blooded slimy toad.  Women end-up with the worst deal.  Mommy has to take care of the kids, hold down a job, cook, clean, and do all the errands.  Eventually she ropes another cowboy who gives her a new name but the same old bull.  .  On top of all that, she never gets the child support on time--if at all.  

Fifteen years later, now a pot-bellied, balding, middle-aged, homeless under-employed divorced ‘person’ having to move in with two of your divorced friends because, as a woman, you’re probably not going to find a husband looking like that.  As a man, at least you can move back in with your parents until you eventually find a woman desperate enough to bring you home with her.  Women are like that, yeah they are.  Don’t flatter yourself, Chuckles, it was either you or a puppy and if you hadn’t been house broken—you would have been beat out by a hairy Shih Tzu.      

My story must be told but how can I tell it without sounding morose or maudlin.  If I am now ‘middle aged,’ then I have pissed away half my life.  Time I’ll never get back again, like the hair that used to sit on top of my head, or the teeth that used to fill my mouth.  Even my get-up-and-go, got-up-and-went, and has been gone-so-long, I don’t know where-it-got-to.  You rarely hear any one saying they are happy they are older.  At fifty I realize I can’t run or jump or keep up with guys thirty years younger but thirty years ago I was fat, unfit, and couldn’t keep up with them anyway so there is no appreciable difference I can see.  I am bald now and was born bald, so you could say having hair was just a temporary condition.  There are those intolerable optimists who would tell you that you are only as old as you feel.  This means most mornings when I wake up, I am a hundred and five.  However, let us test that theory that you are only as young as you feel.  Suppose you feel like picking-up college chicks at the near-by campus.  How many telephone numbers do you think you would get from young women who were not interested in baby-sitting for your grandchildren?  

 Since I have gotten older, I now spend a lot of time looking back which causes me to run into things, bruising my face.  Why is it when people get older they spend a lot of time looking back?  My theory is that the longer you live the more time you’ve had to piss-off more people and sooner or later one of them are going to catch up with you.  

      Who knows what it is like to get older until you get older?  When you do reach old age, I think it is more of a surprise.  No one is more amazed then me I have lived THIS long.  Surely, a drunk driver – like ME, should have killed me, by now!  In the Navy, my shipmates voted me ‘Most Likely to be Pushed Overboard.’  The Captain requested permission to reinstitute keelhauling,
 just for me.  It was a wonder I wasn’t shot by a jealous husband.  One would have thought, at least one of my ex-wives would have had enough initiative, ambition, or creativity to do-me-in for the insurance money.  No doubt, they thought of it more than once.  Good thing for me they were unable to set goals and achieve their objectives.  Once you admit you are old then you spend the rest of your life learning to deal with it.  Denial is working for me.     

Sometimes I think about those who are no longer with us.  Few of us, will know when we are about to check out of the ‘Hotel of Life.’  It must be a real surprise for some when they realize they are dead.  Who can’t look back and count at least a dozen times they almost ‘bought-the-farm.’  I’m presently pleased to see through your persistent physical presence positively proving you aren’t perusing this primarily posthumously.  

What comes after old age; I’m guessing death.  That is unless you happen to be one of the select few to be abducted by aliens.
  Sure you would have to put-up with an exploratory anal probing now and then but when you figure time slows down while traveling through space, you’d hardly age at all; sort of seems worth it, don’t you think?  There has been a million jokes about “What’s up with aliens and anal probes?”  This could be a million and one but seriously has it ever occurred to you that when it comes to space travel we might have it all wrong?  Hollywood always shows us Earthlings sending our brightest, bravest and bestest into space, and that certainly has been true.  What if other alien civilizations reasoned that was a waste and sent their insane, moronic, criminal, and perverted instead.  You have to admit that would explain why extraterrestrials who come to this planet can’t find a place to park; are unable to get out of a closet; have homicidal intentions; and okay, I think we’ve covered the probing thing sufficiently, right?  Meanwhile back on Earth, it is my plan to live so long, at my funeral, everyone will be calling me a ‘lucky stiff.’
  Speaking of a lucky ‘stiff,’ I’m going to party until my ninetieth birthday where I plan to expire from natural causes just after having relations with a sexy young woman.  Hey, when you are ninety, a sixty year old IS a sexy young woman!  Why is the subject of death so seldom discussed?  Dying must be very popular since everyone does it at least once.  Death is nothing more than a journey.  Trouble is the only ticket available is one-way.  I’m not afraid of death but I’ve decided to schedule it as the last thing I do.  There are some people afraid of even the thought of death.  I can think of many other things in life I’d rather not face than death.  

Things like:  

· being audited by the IRS – three years in a row

· being notified you have been recalled to active duty – WITH THE MARINES  

· You find out your girlfriend is pregnant, from your wife

· You fall into a space time warp, and go back to Junior High School as a total spaz with a tiny whizzler, again.     

· Your mother-in-law is moving in permanently with her three Pekinese, who aren’t housebroken.  

  Admitting you are getting older is acknowledging you are going to die eventually.  For those of you who have reached this point, my advice is to live life to the fullest and if you can, do so with Joy.  If she is not available, check-out her roommate, Hope.  Hey, as a good neighbor, if you should ever see me wearing my bathrobe at three o’clock in the afternoon sitting in a lawn chair, on the patio next to my mobile camper type home, at a senior citizen lot in Wrinkles-Ville, Florida, feeding birds, and conversing with squirrels, take me off all life support immediately!  Even if I haven’t lost my will to live at that point, I certainly lost my human dignity!  Seriously, I worry about losing my facilities and no longer able to function in society; shuffling around, talking to my toes, drooling down my shirt, pants unzipped.  Never mind, I just realized that is how I walk around the office now.  Baby Boomers need to get a living will to direct the medical treatment they wish to have if they are unable to communicate.  My lawyer said I could make my will out any way I chose.  I did mine like this: 
LIVING WILL 

I  Grizzly Mark, want everyone who cares about me to know what health care. . .  (Wait a minute, everyone who cares about me knows what kind of care I want).  Everyone who does not care about me, this is the kind of treatment I want:  

Section 1:  

I want my doctor to try any treatment that may get me back to an acceptable quality of life.  My doctor has my permission to dance naked around a campfire in a loincloth with feathers in his hair and sacrifice a virgin chicken if he thinks it will help and my HMO will cover it.  However, if my quality of life becomes unacceptable to me and my condition will not improve (is irreversible), I direct that all my newspaper and cable subscriptions be canceled immediately.    

     The quality of life that is unacceptable to me means (check all that applies): 

__ Unconscious (chronic coma or persistent vegetative state)
      When I get home from work I look forward to lying on the couch and assuming a vegetative state until it’s time for bed.  

__ Unable to communicate my needs: 


This is pointless because repeatedly I’ve tried to communicate my needs to a woman but they all refuse to wear a rubber suit and come to bed with a flashlight and a can of Crisco.   

__ Unable to recognize family or friends:


I hate to say this but there is a fine line between unable and unwilling.  

__ Total or near total dependence on others for care: 


To hear my Dad tell it, that is how I have lived my entire life; why stop now?    

X__  Other:  I would consider it an unacceptable quality of life:
     If I was no longer able to sit around in my underwear for hours on end sucking down diet colas, eating pizza and Hostess Fruit Pies, while watching reality TV.      

Treatments to be withdrawn:  

__ Hide my Preparation-H and it would kill me for sure.  

__ Do not include food and water by tube but make it a large straw so I can stuff a Big Mac and some fries down it.   

SECTION 2:  

Some people do not want certain treatments under any circumstance, even if they might recover.  

     Check the treatments below that you do not want under any circumstances: 

X_ Cardiopulmonary Resuscitation (CPR) 


Yeah I do not want anything I cannot pronounce. 

 __ Ventilation (breathing machine) 


In the event I fart, I think some ventilation and a breathing machine is indispensable. 

__ Feeding tube 


I want my tube stuck in a thick Strawberry Malt

 __ Dialysis


Hey I shower with Dialysis, and I do wished everybody did. 

 X_ Other: _I think I would like to avoid the tummy tuck and the Botox for my eyelids.  I’m thinking it would not be a good look for me.  

SECTION 3:  When I am near death it is important to me that:  

_x__ Someone, wheel me down to the nearest singles bar after they’ve cashed-out my 401k so I can get lucky one more time.  

     [Such as hospice care, place of death, funeral arrangements, and cremation or burial preferences] or return my library books, clean out the refrigerator, pay my taxes (NOT!) and tell my Boss to “Kiss my Butt! 

     If you only want a Health Care (Medical) Power of Attorney, draw a large X through this page. 

     Talk about this form with the person you have chosen to make decisions for you, your doctor(s) your family and friends.  Give each of them a copy of this form. (Be sure and attach it to all your resumes) Resumes?; [plan on staying unemployed!]

     Take a copy of this with you whenever you go to the hospital, on a singles cruise, and when you have the lunch special at Denny’s.  You should review this form often.  You can cancel or change this form at any time, unless you are already a vegetable.    

     It is important to choose someone to make health-care decisions for you when you cannot.  Tell the person (agent) you choose what you would want. (I said, I want someone to wear a rubber suit and bring a flashlight to bed with a can of Crisco, isn’t anyone listening?)  The person you choose has the right to make any decision to ensure that your wishes are honored.  If you DO NOT choose someone to make decisions for you, write NONE in the line for the agent’s name. (Then, this fall on a new reality game show, your name could be drawn out of the big hopper and competing teams of unemployed individuals will try to see who can keep your vital signs going the longest, for really great prizes).  

     I, Grizzly Mark, as principal, designate my dad as my agent for all matters relating to my health (including mental health, which he will probably say has been questionable at best) and including, without limitation, full power to give or refuse consent to all medical, surgical, hospital and related health care.  The reason for this is that dad is a firm believer in the dignity of life and at the same time does not believe in wasting a buck.  So the way I figure it, while I could be clinging to life by a thread and making a valiant effort to claw my way back to consciousness, Dad would pull the plug just to save a lousy dime.  On the other hand, if I were lying there like broccoli with the theme from Gillian’s Island playing over and over in my head, Dad is the only one I could count on to put me out of my misery in a most prompt and economical manner.  With ole Pop, either way I’m dead meat but at least I wouldn’t have to worry about a long lingering.    

     This power of attorney is effective on my inability to make or communicate health care decisions or could it be I’m too busy watching TV to think about them.  All of my dad’s actions under this power of attorney during any period when I am unable to make or communicate decisions should be investigated by the American Medical Association.  There will be times when there is uncertainty by my heirs as to whether I am dead or alive which is every morning when I have to drag myself to the office.  (To have heirs, I believe I have to have something to leave; from the looks of things, I do not think I will be needing any heirs.)  Devisees?  I don’t know what devisees are and I am sure I don’t want any hanging around me.  The power of attorney serves the same as if I were alive, [Really?  If I were dead, then I don’t think a living will is going to do it.  I think a Last Will and Testament is more appropriate.]  That leaves, competent and acting for myself: Well I’ve never been accused of being competent and if I was able to act for myself I wouldn’t have to be filling out this stupid form in the first place.      

_____ By initialing here, I specifically consent to giving my dad the power to admit me to an inpatient or partial psychiatric hospitalization program if ordered by my physician.  [*Yeah right, as if I am going to give him the right to have me committed.  No way, let him do it the hard way and hunt me down with a butterfly net.]    

__ By initialing here, this Health Care Directive including Mental Health Care Power of Attorney may not be revoked if I am incapacitated.  [Once I was waiting in line at Red Lobster on Friday night but when I got to the door, I could not go in because they said they were full to capacity.  That was the first time I was incapacitated.]  

Print Agent address and Phone: 

______________________________________________________

I intend for my dad to be treated as I would regarding the use and disclosure of my individually identifiable health information or other medical records.  (Yeah let’s see how long he puts up with all the crap before he thumps everyone on the head with their clipboards).  This release authority applies to any information governed by the Health Insurance Portability an Accountability Act of 1996 (aka HIPAA), 42 USC 1420D and 45 CFR 160-164 

SIGN HERE FOR THE HEALTH CARE (MEDICAL POWER OF ATTORNEY AND/OR HEALTH CARE DIRECTIVE FORMS  

Please ask one person to witness your signature that is not related to you or financially connected to you or your estate.  

Signature ____ _________X___________________ Date__________

     I personally know the above person named Grizzly Mark, and I believe him to be of sound enough mind to hang out with me and to have completed this document voluntarily with someone helping him with the big words.  I am at least 18 years old, not related to him by blood, marriage or adoption, not an agent named in this document and to tell you the truth I don’t even like him that much.  I am not to my knowledge a beneficiary of his will and would not care to be because everyone knows he doesn’t have any money after being married so many times.  Also I don’t want him leaving me his antique underwear or petrified toenail collection.  I am not directly involved in his health care and he can forget about me giving him a sponge bath, as he wanted me to do.    

  Witness _____________________________________ date _______

This document may be m notarized instead of witnessed.  

On this ______day of _____, in the year of _____, personally appeared before me the person signing, known by me to be the person who completed this document and acknowledged it as his free act and deed.  IN WITNESS THEREOF, I have set my hand and affixed my official seal in the County of _____ State of  ____________, on the date written above.  

Notary Public  _____________________________________________

If getting older means coming out of the mall and you can’t remember where you parked your car, what does it mean when you come out of the mall and you don’t remember if you own a car?  You know you are getting older when even your nose hairs turn grey.  Being middle-aged supposedly forces me to be somewhat more reserved and refined so when it comes to piercing my body I stick with the factory issued number of holes.  It escapes me why anyone would want to go around looking like the Borg.
  It is not too hard to understand that if one set of earrings looks nice then two sets would be nicer.  Naturally, if you are a Bajoran from Bajor
 then multiple earrings with chains hanging down is traditional.  The question that must be asked is, “Which planet did you come from where they wear pierced jewelry on their genitals?”  Correct me if I am wrong here but even a Klingon has better sense than that.  Whichever planet you are from, you clearly have way too much time on your hands.  During the years of my carefree youthfulness, on occasion, I had the privilege of stapling a finger or puncturing my body in sundry places.  Not once did I think it would be nice to walk around with my mother’s pierced earrings in my nipples.  Something tells me mother would have been pissed and my dad would finally have been forced to sit down and have that talk with me.  Sure I understand every generation has their unique version of what is awesome; cool, hip, groovy, neat-o, keen, swell, boss, and out-of-sight.  No doubt if you are a butt naked Ubangi
 living in the bush, you want to be looking your best.  With ornamental jungle berries smeared on your face and some goat bones shoved up your nose, you would be irresistible to all the women Ubangi.  I am convinced that these fads and trends take place during the period of life when a youngster’s brain is so soft and absorbent, even the most ridiculous idea is quickly absorbed into it:  If you have seen the movie, “Jackass,” I think you would readily agree.      

Some people worry, as they get older, that some young person is going to come along and take their job.  Sure Junior can probably do my job faster and will work longer for half my salary but he can afford to.  He is sharing an apartment with Biff, Jimmy, and Skeeter who collects boogers.  Our little executive takes the bus to work, eats only fast food, doesn’t waste money foolishly on soap or deodorant, only owns four pairs of underwear, which tells you what’s happening by Friday and is saving up for the new Play Station whenever it becomes available.  On the other hand, I have something Junior doesn’t have.  Wisdom, experience, and pictures of the CEO’s car parked at Harvey’s Hide-a-way Hotel at noon, where he was mentoring his intern.  Remember:  Information is power but pictures are better.      

There are other things to be concerned with besides your job.  There are hurricanes, tornadoes, tsunamis, lightening, and artificial sweeteners.  What about health and aging:  There are now enough diseases on a toilet seat at the ‘Stop N’ Go’ gas station to wipe out an entire civilization.  Even so who is the big Wuss who came up with that paper doily donut thing for the toilet seat?  Real men don’t use them.  Whatever is on the toilet seat is no match for whatever is coming out of my butt and from first-hand experience or hind-sight, I believe you’re more likely to die from hemorrhoids.  

CHAPTER THREE

Terminal Health 

YOU NEED TO WRITE A NEW CHAPTER THREE OR WHATEVER CHAPTER AND IT SHOULD BE ON TERMINAL HEALTH.  NEED TO WRITE ON THE GENERAL HEALTH CONDTION OF MIDDLE AGED AND YOUR COMMENTS ON THE HALTH PROFESSION AND THE COMMON AILMENT SOF THE AGED AND ETC.  You don’t have to get into any detail about your own health   except with a doctors f visit .   

CHAPTER FOUR 

 Homless ness wiped out 

[Note:  All of the text has to be taken out due to other stories have been done with this, but use sections for when Grizzly Gus got divorced and was homeless and wiped out. ] 

     Recently I returned to the states having lived overseas for seven years and it was not in Tibet.
  For the sake of National Security, I can only tell you that I am an employee of the Federal Government working in the largest office building in the world.  It is there I answer the phone, take messages, and make coffee, more then that I cannot confirm nor deny.  With half my worldly possessions in storage and the other half in transit, I landed at Regan National Airport full of hope, optimism, five gallons of coffee, and three bags of those crappy pretzels.  It was a fourteen-hour flight and I only pee’d once the entire time.  Sure hope United will be able to salvage that seat cushion. 

    My buddy, Eamonn, was there at the airport to meet me.  He is so tall I’ve never seen his face but I would recognize his belt buckle anywhere.  He looks like an Ethiopian.  Eamonn told me that due to his father’s job, he has lived all over the world so he is not sure what he is.  I can’t remember if his father worked for the U.S. Government or was an international arms dealer.  Whichever, Eamonn must have some issues because he can read, write, and speak Chinese, is into all the martial arts stuff, and even shaved his head, wears a Buddhist robe and calls everyone Grasshopper.  When he grows up, assuming he grows up, he plans to become Chinese and have that height reduction operation as soon as he’s saved enough money.  He booked me in a hotel in Georgetown.  

     The next morning I had to check-out, when I realized that the room rate would exceed my daily government per diem for a lowly public servant such as I am.  To stay within budget I had to get a room at the City Rescue Mission.  Since lodging must be directly reimbursed with receipts, it would be hard to scam the government out of any bucks except for meals and laundry.  You don’t have to show any receipts for those and can claim the maximum.  If you really want to make out on your travel voucher, wash your clothes in the Potomac River and trap little fury forest creatures for food like I did.  In no time, call it a fringe benefit not listed in the Department of Defense Joint Travel Regulations, I was able to stitch together a fabulous fur coat made of rabbit, chipmunk, a possum, and two stray cats.  Winter was coming and it would definitely come in handy.  All the muggers, buggers, gypsies, tramps, and thieves knew me by name since I spent most of my time in the woods hunting down dinner.  My wretched fellow homeless souls were feeling sorry for themselves until they learned I was a civil servant trying to survive on basic per diem.  They treated me as one of their own conferring upon me the title of “Honorary Bum.”  They even had a park bench on the mall named in my honor.  (They spray painted my initials on the underside)  

My real need was for a car.  I planned to buy an Intrepid or a Sebring Convertible until I saw the sticker price and then changed my plans to a skateboard or bicycle.  Eamonn asked me how he could help me and I said, “Give me your car and keep making the payments.”  He didn’t want to do that but he did have one of his relatives, who sold cars, make me a good deal on a used one.  With wheels, I began driving all over the Washington Metro area looking for a place to rent or buy.  Forewarned that housing was costly in the Washington area, I initially planned on just packing and moving only the essentials so I could rent a modest abode.  Once I was certain I would be hanging around then I would have my belongings shipped to me.  When I learned I was entitled to move 18,000 pounds I felt totally impoverished as I only owned 4,000 pounds.  I ran out and bought more stuff just so I could ship it.  I packed 1,500 records 800 CD’s, and enough VHS tapes to open my own rental store, leaving nothing behind.  Now I would need a barn to store everything the movers were bringing and all I could afford to rent was a phone booth.  A one-bedroom apartment in a neighborhood that is only dangerous at night was 1,000 to 1,200 dollars a month.  Having been a homeowner, I toured these places trying to imagine myself living day after day in one of those tiny high-rise boxes.  Some apartments were so small; I would have had to lose 100 pounds just to fit in one.  Not only is the rent high but most places wanted a 50 to 100 dollar application fee, a non-refundable charge to run your credit report, laugh at it, and then turn you down.  All the apartments required a deposit.  The best ones also required a vital organ.  One ad, said the apartments were conveniently located next to public utilities, failing to mention it was the city’s sewage treatment plant.  At another complex lawn maintenance meant removing winos and homeless off your lawn each morning.  Around here upscale apartments meant all the window panes had glass in them.  

Apartments that included heating required each tenant to take turns shoveling coal into the furnace while they were in the basement doing laundry.  Unable to fit all my pending belongings into a one-bedroom apartment and unable to afford a two-bedroom apartment I started looking for a one-and-a-half-bedroom apartment.  A room that does not have a closet, according to current building codes cannot be called a bedroom but apparently a closet can be called a den.  This was the reason why many people do not want to live in Washington, DC.  At first I had wanted to live in Falls Church, Virginia but the only way I was going to own a house there was to marry a rich old widow and wait until she passed away to inherit the property.  If I found a senior senorita serious about settling down with a humble homely homeless government servant, how could I be sure she’d expire in a timely manner?  knows when she would expire.  Time was running out with nothing to rent or buy close to the office so I began working on a back-up plan.  In the meantime, each day after work I’d stand at the entrance to the Metro station with my cup, wearing dark glasses while playing the harmonica, for donations.  Unlike the other itinerant musicians I only played one song, which was good since I only knew one song, over and over again.  After a few hours, all the local merchants would chip-in to get me to stop playing so their customers would come back.  Aside from the fact, the cost of a small apartment would cost a small fortune and they were just too small.  Unlike others, I was unable to find two or three roommates to share an apartment and expenses with me.  This was my ad:   

Wanted:  Attractive young women, of legal consent, partial to partying, cooking, housecleaning and doing laundry to share apartment expenses and bed (negotiable) with kindly middle-aged, slightly obese father figure type person.  Call: (007)GET-DOWN)

Fortunately, November had been warm but winter would soon be here.  I’d have to move from the park-bench and find some grate over a steam vent in a secluded alley in the city before they were all taken.  My only option was to try to find a house somewhere outside the Greater Washington DC area like Guadalajara where the prices of houses would be more reasonable though the commute each day would be a real ‘bummer.’  The biggest problem I had was that over the years I’d managed to accumulate many possessions.  Everyone else called it junk but they were possessions to me.  Since I had an entire house-full in storage, I proceeded to accumulate another house-full overseas.  Now ten tons of possessions would have to fit in a five-ton house.

Eamonn invited me over to his house for a hot bowl of soup and let me shower in his backyard.  Too shy to ask me what else I might need I took the initiative to go through everything in his closets and drawers.  After he made me put everything back he did ask me if there was anything I needed that he could AND would do for me.  “You wouldn’t happen to have an extra house would you?”  Eamonn came back with, “Sure, when do you want to move in?”  At first, I thought he was kidding because he did have a sick subtle twisted sense of humor, but he was serious.  He owned a townhouse in one of the areas I had been looking in.  “How much were you planning to sell it for,” I asked him.  “I was planning on selling it for 80 thousand, but since you’re desperate let’s make it a 120 grand.  I hadn’t planned on buying a townhouse which is a home that is lawn-challenged.  In my case that was good since I enjoy doing yard work as much as I like having my inner eyelids coated with Ben-gay.  I told him if the date I had with Ms. Moneypuss, the rich widow I met at K-Mart, who couldn’t be more than 102, didn’t work out I’d buy his house.  He inquired, “Will there be anything else?”  Against my better judgment, I told him that I had not had any action in a long time.  Only too happy to oblige he had Wally, his Great Dane, knock me down, stand on my chest and lick my face for ten minutes.  

When I wasn’t forging in the woods for nuts and berries I had to go to work.  Every day I would lumber along lugging a forty-pound bag on my shoulder from the train station to the office.  Everyone thought I was so dedicated, carrying my work home every night; so they thought.  My sack had to carry all the essentials, such as a cell phone, in the event I broke down on the side of the road and needed to call for a pizza.  There were handi-wipes, bottle of water, (to wash down the pizza) candy bars, chewing gum, a book to read for my commute, coins, and an umbrella.  Since I never knew what I would be doing or where I would be I had to make sure I got my recommended daily allowance of audio, stereo, video, and computer interfacing, (RDAOASVACI). That is why each day I carried my portable: TV, DVD, VCD, CD, MD, PC, LP, PDA, HD, MP3, and an extra pair of BVD’S, [Never know when you have to attend a formal affair].  My lunch and snacks took up the rest of the space.  Due to some ongoing construction, I had to walk a half mile from the subway just to get to my office building.  The thought of how difficult all this would be if I couldn’t walk or was crippled was still bouncing around my cavernous cranium cavity when my left calf muscle went ‘twang’ promptly followed by a ‘snap’ and then came the ‘AUUGHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!’  With at least six city blocks to walk, my left leg was now closed for the season.  A gentleman stopped to ask me if I was alright.  Perchance he noticed my screaming, groaning, and flopping around on the ground like a fresh caught Mackerel.  Should I turn around and go home which would involve a lot of walking and a lot more pain?  Should I try to walk to work, which would also involve a lot of walking and a lot more pain?  I decided to set-up camp on the sidewalk amongst my homeless homies.  Albeit  with my suit and London Fog trench coat, I was one of the better-dressed refugees but then it was my first day on the job and I wanted to look nice.  Surely after I hadn’t bathed for, well, even longer then usual, and obtained some body lice I’d would blend right in.  However, without my own shopping cart to capitalize my itinerant intentions, step-by-step, shuffle-by-shuffle, with a grimace and a groan, I hobbled back to my office.  What should have been a brisk ten-minute jaunt to work became a two-hour pain-a-thon I had to endure.  On top of all that crippled people were passing me on crutches and one ninety-year-old woman pushed me out of the way as she blew past me with her walker.  I was only averaging about three inches a minute.  By the time I got to my desk, I had to go to the men’s room to shave again.  The body lice would have to wait until I got home.  There was a strong temptation to feel sorry for myself.  When I look back on my childhood, due to a severe lack of eye-to-hand coordination, I was no stranger to self-inflicted injuries.   

Office work is very grueling.  First thing in the morning, I have to fetch the water to make coffee.  Then I journey to the yonder hunting grounds to trap and bludgeon a fried-egg, cheese, and sausage on a toasted bagel.  In my little cubicle, I read and answer all the emails from my ‘buds’ until it is time for my coffee break.  That is when I make the rounds to all my fellow co-workers to complain about how busy and underpaid I am, which usually keeps me busy until lunchtime?  Often, I’m too exhausted from my trips to the cafeteria for breakfast and mid-morning snacks to where I no longer have enough energy to make the trek for lunch.  Fortunately, I am in charge of procurement so it just so happens I have the only computer made by Ronco.  It is a combination personal computer and Hot-Dogger machine.  With this baby, it performs complex calculations while roasting my weenie and toasting my buns all at the same time!    

The other day someone asked me what it takes to be an executive.  “A huge bladder for those long meetings,” I suggested.  I’m always happy to help the little people when I can.  I say ‘little people’ not that they are vertically challenged or anything.  I am referring to their chances of being promoted around here.  On a mid-morning run for donuts, I stopped at the snack bar and ordered a tuna-fish sub.  I always get the foot-long in case I get hungry later in the afternoon.  In the afternoon when I always get hungry, I never have anything to eat because I always eat the whole sub at lunchtime.  Then I’m forced to forage for food in the employees’ lounge.  You can challenge me on this but I believe if there is anything in the refrigerator that has turned green and was originally not a vegetable, rightfully becomes mine.  The sandwich person who was a woman asked me if I wanted mayo on my sub.  I happen to know there is an ample amount of mayo already in the tuna-fish salad but then you can never have too much mayo.  With an ice cream scoop, she plops enough balls of tuna fish on my sub to make three sandwiches.  Some years back when I was moving into a new apartment I went to the store to stock up on groceries.  Taking advantage of a sale, I piled a dozen or more cans of tuna on the counter.  When the clerk person who was a woman saw that she asked me if I had always eaten that much tuna fish?  I told her I had been eating a can a day for years.  The clerk was surprised and asked, “Has there ever been any problem with eating so much tuna?”  “No. . ., well there is one thing, every year in the spring I have this tremendous urge to swim up stream and spawn.”   

 When people eat at their desk, they could be dedicated or to cheap to go out for lunch.  Every time I have my lunch at my desk, one knucklehead after another, barges in.  Hey, if I did not want to be disturbed then I would not be at my desk right?  The fact I have a foot-long sub in one hand, a coke in the other, a whole bag of potato chips in my mouth, and a pickle up my nose does not mean I don’t want to talk to you.  Of course, it would be even more impolite on my part if I continued to choke down my hoagie in front of you from noon until one o’clock, the time prescribed for lunch according to International Law.  Shoving my lunch to one side I sit there feigning interest in what is being said all the while I’m thinking about my cold lunch getting hotter or my hot lunch getting colder.  Have you ever noticed by the time you are able to get back to your little picnic, spread out on your desk; it is like having a second honeymoon on your 50th wedding anniversary.  The lettuce has gone limp, the tomatoes are shriveled and wrinkled, and nothing is as firm, fresh, or juicy, the way you first found it.  Mayo turns virulent in the heat and if the meeting drags on long enough, one bite and you’ll be dead before you hit the floor.  It is times like these, I have to repair to my supply cabinet and break out the Tostem Pop-Ups.  In Japan I learned to eat them raw without toasting them.  I spend the rest of the afternoon on a sugar high.   There is much to be said for eating lunch at your desk.  What I would say is, “DON’T DO IT!”         

In our little office building, there is a small cafeteria, where they serve home-style cooking.  Everyday they have mashed potatoes, green beans, gravy, and sliced turkey with stuffing.  I’ll tell-you-what, I can’t get enough of that stuffing.  If I could fill a pillowcase full of it and sleep on it, I would.  The cafeteria also has fried chicken, roast beef, or dead fish.  You serve yourself though it is not ‘all-you–can-eat, which is my favorite food.  This is more like ‘all-you-can-buy.’  After loading-up my plate I went up to the cashier.  The sign said, “Customers are charged according to their weight.”  My knees went weak and I started to pass-out but the manager ran over and steadied me explaining the sign meant the weight of the food on the plate, not my weight.  Whew, what a relief; I wouldn’t even have that much money in my 401k.  The bank next door doesn’t carry that much cash either.  When the little cashier girl weighed my plate, she almost passed out!  “I’ve never seen anyone pay this much for lunch before,” she exclaimed, “Will that be cash, charge, or financing?”  It was a hearty meal but nothing more then I usually consumed each day, three times a day or more.  I always got the whole breast of turkey, a pound of mashed potato’s with a half stick of butter, a heaping helping of stuffing, glob of green beans, a mess of cranberries, two dinner rolls, and then poured a bucket of giblet gravy over the whole thing.  Curling up in the corner I would dig in and not come up for air until the very last bite.  After washing it down with a Diet Coke, I would waddle back to the office.  Most afternoons I’d lapse into a mild coma from the shock of all the insulin my body had to produce to handle the massive amount of carbohydrates I sucked down at lunch.  Inevitably, someone would come trudging into my office, disturbing my rest and wanting me to do something, like my Boss.  Sometimes I’d have to work all afternoon or at least until no one was looking.        

Winter was coming and I wouldn’t be able to sleep in my car much longer so I informed Eamonn I was ready to buy his house.  He was renting the place to a crack dealer (allegedly), who was taking their good old sweet time in moving out.  Assuming the place would still have floors and walls by the time I moved in I told Eamonn I would buy the townhouse sight unseen under the following conditions.  If on the closing date the dealers renters were still there I would get to move into Eamonn’s spare bedroom at his house.  If after 90 days I was still unable to get into the townhouse then Eamonn would have to adopt me and provide for my support until I was eligible for retirement unless Ms. Moneypuss ever regained consciousness and consented to be my blushing bride.  On the day of settlement, the renters were still in the process of moving out and did not finish until the next day.  The first handy-dandy household chore on the list was to stop by the hardware store and pick up a few dozen deadbolt locks for the doors and windows.  Next, I set about surveying this war torn homestead.  Certainly, I have lived in worse but then I was the renter of the dump – not the owner of one.  Nevertheless, this place had a lot of potential - as a fire hazard.  It was going to take some effort as the new slum lord to make all the homey changes to make this place feel homey, now that all the homies finally got out!  

CHAPTER FIVE
Fermented  Formative  Years  

[Note:  Grizzly  Gilbert Witmore ,  Mothers name was, Doris, and father was Milford.  Everyone called him Milt.  

He was thirty two when he go Gus’s mother pregnant which was when she was 15.  so what does that mean.  

 was Betty ustive    is 55, and so he was born in 1952, and his father whose name was  was 40 when he married his mother ??????? 
see time line] 

Just because I’m middle aged, doesn’t mean I have to drag you down some dark dusty dreary memory lane making each of you re-live all my contrived exploits with me; but I will.   Let me go back to the beginning of my existence to see if there were traumatic events that would account for my aberrant if not deviant behavior.  I cannot tell you the exact date of my birth as someone could steal my identity.  Then each day when I looked into the mirror to shave my face I would no longer know who I was.  I’d like to give you a firsthand account of my actual birth-ness but I was distracted.  For nine months, I thought my umbilical cord was my ding-dong.  Hey, give me a break, it was dark in there, and how much do you really know if you haven’t even been born yet?  Well you can imagine my shock when the doctor came along and lopped it off!  Seeing my real thing later did not make me feel any better.  As for the rest of the trials and tribulations surrounding my infancy, we will have to rely on my mother’s account.  Mom said when I was born I weighed only two and a half pounds and could fit in a shoebox.  When Mom got tired of going through all the boxes in the closet to find me, she made Dad build me a crib.  For the next few years, I focused mainly on eating, pooping, and sleeping.  To date these are still major accomplishments for me.     

It was well known in Milwaukee, Chicago and out-lying counties that a quarter to a half a can of beer in the baby’s bottle was more effective and reliable than a baby sitter and cheaper too.   For the parents there were no downsides but for us toddlers it was hell waking up with diaper rash AND a hangover.  It is easy to recognize a drinking problem with adults but it is more difficult with preschoolers. 

 For example:

 SYMPTOMS:                 CAUSE:  

Chronic Unemployment          

Adult                      Alcohol abuse         

Toddler                    Not Potty Trained 

----------------------------------------------------------

Slurred and incoherent speech


Adult                      Alcohol abuse and/or retarded 

Toddler                    Normal  


   

------------------------------------------------------------

Stagger or unsteady walk   

Adult                      Alcohol abuse 

Toddler                    Normal

------------------------------------------------------------- 

Lack of Eye and Hand Coordination

Adult                      Alcohol abuse 

Toddler                    Normal     

-------------------------------------------------------------                Bed Wetting or Lack of Bladder Control


Adult                      Alcohol abuse 

Toddler                    Normal until 25

--------------------------------------------------------------

Frequent mood swings

Adult 


       Alcohol abuse or being a woman 

Toddler                    Normal 

---------------------------------------------------------------

Uncontrollable Temper 

Adult                      Alcohol abuse or just a butt-hole 

Toddler                    Normal 

----------------------------------------------------------------

Fits of Crying

Adult      


  Alcohol abuse or being a woman
 

Toddler                    Normal 

----------------------------------------------------------------

Cirrhosis of the liver 

Adult 



  Alcohol abuse  

Toddler                    Normal if child is a wino 

----------------------------------------------------------------

Telling Off Your Family 

Adult                     Alcohol abuse  

Toddler                   Normal for a teenager

----------------------------------------------------------------

DUI

Adult 


      Alcohol abuse 

Toddler                   Can’t reach the peddles 

___________________________________________________________ 

     As I sit here, forcing myself to dredge up my earliest recollection of events, a sense of gloom and depression comes over me.  Memories are vague, murky, dark, overcast, with an eerie shade of blue tinting on every image.  There were linoleum floors with cracks in it that caused it to curl and roll up.  Windowpanes were thick and heavy with multiple layers of paint covering old putty now cracked or missing.  Window shades never worked.  Some were rolled all the way up, others were all the way down, and the rest were somewhere in between.  It rained every day, all day long, even in the winter when we called it snow.     

    I was the first kid, on the first day, of the first grade, during the first hour, to be spanked by the teacher, in front of the class.  My academic career went downhill from there.  The only reason I can figure was that it was due to my irrepressible personality.  No doubt, I was talking and flirting with the girls.  You must understand this was not something I chose to do.  My behavior was due to an unknown genetic disorder.  Young boys have a natural cohesiveness with one another.  Girls are of no interest to boys except maybe to serve as targets of torture or harassment, or just targets.  Some boys are not as fortunate as I was to have a younger sister at home to practice on.  They had to wait until they got to school to victimize the girls there.  This aversion to girls by young boys is due to the presence of a gene in adolescent boys, which remains inactive until the onset of puberty.  When subjected to exaggerated levels of testosterone this gene becomes stimulated and then activates; some would say ‘over activates.’  For some the gene activates well before puberty, due to excessive masturbation.  After activation, the major brain functions that control common sense and good judgment in pubescent males, descends to the gonads.  Thereafter the male reproductive organ makes all the major life decisions.  After puberty, girls are like hornets’ nests.  Boys are so fascinated by them they keep messing around with the nests knowing eventually they are going to get stung but they just can’t resist.  If a man marries, he either has never been stung or has built up immunity.  If the man marries after he has been divorced, he must have been stung so many times, in a sick sort of way, he now enjoys it.  


     While completely unintended, I believe I have hit upon a plausible theory as to why we have so many male hairdressers, bodybuilders, and soufflé chefs.  We know when testosterone hits a gene an affinity for girls is created.  Unfortunately, after making all those muscles and good looks there was not enough testosterone left to activate the gene when the time came.  There is the other group of boys.  You know whom I am talking about, those dainty little dudes who would rather bake cookies with your mother than play tackle football on the gravel driveway.  When these guys are supposed to be at your house to hang out with you, they disappear and you find then in your sister’s closet playing with her Barbie Dolls.  It is not their fault.  Researchers have discovered these boys don’t even have a ‘gene’ active or inactive.  Instead, it turns out they were born with a ‘jean’ and testosterone has no effect.  That almost makes me sorry for all the times I pounded the crap out of those wimps.  I had no idea it was a genetic birth defect, I just thought they were pussies and needed a good beating to make a man out of them; my bad.  

Some men prefer a particular part of a woman’s body to peruse.   It is a puzzler to me.  Mother tells everyone no sooner was I able to walk, whenever I got the chance, I would go up to women and run my hands up and down their legs.  This explains why I have always lived my life according to the belief that, “Nothing Beats a Great Pair of Legs!”  Now I would say I have come to appreciate all of the other attributes of a woman as well.  Most of the time to the best of my ability I refrain from rubbing my hands up and down unknown woman’s attributes.      

[Note:  Put back this is no living back in here and explain how Grizzly had to work on the farm in the summer because his family was very poor and his dad and mom drank he had to look after his retarded sister.     

Grizzly also had to work at mcdonalds when he was out of work and need money.  

All of this to keep explaining why grizzly is so grizzly. ]

[NOTE: GRIZZLY HARD TIMES AND POOR FAMILY ]


I can’t say I avoid work but I sure never go looking for it either. One summer when I was fourteen, my friend Charlie said he was going to start his summer job picking crops. 

According to him, he had parents who did not give him money and forced him to toil in the soil under the blazing sun, to earn his spending money. Apparently, his parents had not heard of the Emancipation Proclamation of 1863.

I was from an upwardly-classed-middle-mobile family. Wait maybe I was from a mildly-mobile-inwardly-clashed family. No, it must have been a mostly noble intuitively crass family. Whatever, my parents would simply cross my palms with a few bucks every now and then just for keeping a low profile and staying out of juvenile court. 

The idea of working for money was intriguing and I asked Charlie if I too might be considered for a position as a sharecropper for the summer. 

Qualifications for the position were not that stringent:

You had to be sober 

Have opposable thumbs 

Be able to lift fifty pounds 

And 

Register enough brain activity to be medically alive 

Charlie, had a few summers under his belt already and was familiar with the routine as well as the other fellows we would be working with. I found the whole scene to be like a chain gang working along the highway. There was even a speech like the one given by the Warden. I wasn’t paying that much attention but it had something to do with “a failure to communicate.” The Warden. . .er. . . I mean Foreman could not have been more correct about that. While he was talking, I quietly mentioned to Charlie that I was not used to all the heat and I needed a coke. The Muchachos next to me, English being their second language thought I said I was having heatstroke and the next thing you know I had twenty-two dudes urinating on me to cool me down and save my life. 

You have heard about the book, ‘7 Habits of Highly Effective People?’ The Foreman had come up with an eighth. He was a swarthy Latino type and when anyone had trouble focusing, he would knock them into the dirt. After I witnessed that, I had no problems understanding every word he said which was quite remarkable since he was speaking Spanish, a language I had never learned. 

The pick-up truck dropped us convicts way out in some field covered with onions. The kind of onions with the long green tails called scallions, which you use in salads and stuff. As demonstrated, the idea was to pick one of those bad boys out of the ground, knock off the dirt and repeated the process until you had a bunch. After I rubber banded a bunch I said, “Great, how much do I get paid for this--is it time for lunch--I’m buying.” 

Charlie said, “You get nothing until you’ve done that same thing eleven more times. Then you get fifteen cents.” 

“FIFTEEN CENTS; that is the kind of wages you would pay a migrant field worker with a fifth grade education! It just so happens I am the son of a heavily mortgaged homeowner with a third grade education that happens to be in the 10th grade. 

I meant me not my dad. He went to engineering school to drive a train I think. The worst part was I must have been assigned to the Latin-American Olympic Onion Picking Team as they were onion-picking laps around me. This made me look like I was an onion picker for the “Special Olympics.’

Whatever kind of physical shape you need to be in, to proficiently pick onions--I wasn’t in it. Apparently spending all your leisure time on the couch watching TV and eating government cheese was not the proper training for this event. I know what you are thinking. You think at the end of the day I dragged my exhausted butt home and then turned to a life of juvinle crime?  

Well you would be so wrong. I returned to the fields the next day with aching muscles and sore back, and did pick a pack of onions all summer long. 

Now whenever I am in a store and I see those scallions, it makes me stop and think. I would think about the men who toiled twelve hours a day in the cruel sweltering sun with their aching back and scared hands, how they worked year after year making barely enough to get by. I would think about how they would urinate right there all over those onions, and how I sure as hell wasn’t going to be buying onions or any other produce for that matter!


  It was either that or having your friends pee on you to cool you down.  Oh yeah, I’m not making that up to be crude or disgusting, though I would have if I’d thought of it first.  Found this on the Internet: 

While walking or exercising outside during the summer, you suddenly faint.
**Warning: Never put cold water on the patient to cool him or her.  Once the patient is exposed to cold water, there is no cure.  The same thing applies to a person who freezes in cold weather. That is, they should never be exposed to hot water.

     Take a few towels, ropes, or clothes and wet them with warm water or fresh urine.  Take the moist materials and surround the patient's navel in the form of a cup.  (Stack the material as rings around the navel).  You can use warm soil as paste to support the cup.  Have a few young boys or male athletes urinate into the cloth cup.  The chi (vital energy) will be delivered into the body through the navel and the patient should awake even if they were unconscious before.  This method was the most efficient way to cure people who were in the military or undergoing sports training.  People must urinate one by one until the patient wakes up.  Do not give cold water to the patient before or after the patient gains consciousness.

However, chemical hot packs or bags of warm water (60 degrees Celsius or 140 degrees Fahrenheit) can also be placed on the person's navel instead of urine, but they are not as effective as urine.

  As a small child, I had very peculiar tastes in television programming.  When the ‘Liberace Show’
 came on you could not tear me away from the TV set.  I would sit glued in front of the tube, dinning on Spaghetti-O’s wearing nothing but Huggies.  Then in ‘AD’ (After Diapers) there was a show called ‘Mona McCluskey,’ a sitcom, starring Juliet Prowse.  She was a dancer, married to an Air Force man.  Besides other wacky romantic moments, she spent a great deal of time dancing and prancing around in her skintight little body suit.  I may have only been seven but I already knew what I liked.  That reminds me, I was just reading an article about the thirty-four year old female teacher who had sex with her twelve-year-old male student.  According to the article there seems to be a rash of such incidents breaking out (excuse the pun).  In a unrelated case a female teacher had sex with her fourteen year old male student 28 times in one week.  Assuming that this did not include the weekends that would mean they had sex more than five times a day for five days.  This would hardly surpass the median number of times per week an average male at this age ‘flogs the log,’ but when you consider the fact he was not performing solo, he should certainly be recognized on the walls in the stalls of boy’s bathrooms everywhere.  When did he have time for homework?  The very thought of female schoolteachers taking advantage of adolescent young boys like that really angers and upsets me!  WHY COULDN’T THAT HAVE HAPPENED TO ME?  Think of all the sheets and hours in the bathroom that would have been saved.  There would have left more time for homework and I would have had the best complexion of any kid in the sixth grade.

CHAPTER SIX 

It Is All Relative

No one is completely autonomous; everyone is related to someone. There have been those gentlepersons on death row, for whatever reason, who tried to terminate their relatives with extreme prejudice.  For the rest of us lacking in homicidal inclinations we have to deal with our families.  The very wealthy could estrange themselves from their families and hire the cast from the Brady Bunch to replace them.  You don’t have to be related to Ozzie Osborne to have some odd balls in the clan you call next-of-kin.  Since I’ve decided to write about my family I suppose I should spend more time developing their characters in my stories.  On second thought, my relatives already are quite a bunch of characters and don’t need any more developing.   

Since Dad grew-up in the same house with me, all I know about him is though observation.  He is sort of a cross between Shrek and the Rain-man
 due to the way he acts, though not as green. 

[Note: Yes Grizzly Grew up for a while on farm]

 When I was very young, we lived on a farm.  Dad and I would spend a lot of time together.  He would row out to the middle of the pond and throw me into the water to teach me how to swim.  He always acted so surprised when I managed to swim to shore.  I’ll never forget when he took me hunting for peasants.  Yeah your not kidding that was a mistake.  Do you have any idea what the fine is for shooting your neighbors out of season? 

[Note:  His dad did jail time, not the first time nor the last]

 Dad did not do much jail time since he never actually killed or wounded anyone.  Good thing he is was drunk at the time.  After Dad got out, we went hunting for pheasants, which were in season.  When there was no game, he would give me a five-minute head start.  He really loved me which is why he would only wing me. 

[Note the idea is that his dad was drunk, neglectful, self absorbed, sometimes cruel, abusive, bully, and was not a good husband. 

Grizzly’s Mother was a Saint.  Sort of crazy and drank, and was a good match for Dad, but was a good mother doing the best she could.  Was a waitress, but then had health and weight issues.  Also, sister was retarded, not severely but enough to get her into trouble because she was very pretty and guys didn’t care that she was nuts.]  

 Dad seldom spent any time with me I didn’t mind the pain from the flesh wounds which healed quickly leaving only small scars.  When I began playing football, he would come to the games whenever he could.  It was great seeing him up in the stands, yelling, cheering, shouting, “Go Team,” at the top of his lungs.  True, he always sat on the other teams side,

But that is because he would place bets on the other team.   Did I mention he was a gambler too?  

 but at least he got to see me warm the bench.  Later on I got the distinct feeling I had been replaced when Dad joined Big Brothers and starts spending all his time with a little fat kid called Melvin, who had a lazy eye, running nose and smelled like cheese.      

As soon as I turned sixteen, I got my drivers license and I will never forget when my dad handed me the keys to his car.  At the same time, he also handed me the soap, the wax, and the bucket and said, “Make sure you put on two coats of wax.”  Every time I asked him for the car, he always warned me to be careful or I would die from fatal injuries.  Finally one day I asked him, “How can you be so sure if I got in an accident it would be fatal?”  He said, “If you dent my car son, I’m gonna kill you.” 

I always looked up to my Dad, had to, after all he was over six foot four and I was a dwarf.  It’s hard to remember now how my times my dad hit me.  

 can’t remember a time when my dad ever hit me but you can miss a lot when you’re unconscious.  He was mostly a shouter.  His face would turn purple and his eyes would bug out.  His bellows made the windows rattle and when he pounded his fists on something, the house would jump on its foundation.  When he started yelling on one side of the house, the dog would be wetting its bed on the other side.  

He also had his nurturing side.  

Now that I have reached that same age of wisdom with a hint of whimsy thrown in, I wanted to reach out to our young people.  Often, late at night, sitting at my kitchen table, in my underwear, in the dark, I call the women’s dorm at the nearby college, to share my thoughts and a few of my favorite fantasies.  Do they appreciate it?  According to the restraining order, apparently not; so much for nostalgia.  Trying to imagine, what things where like, a long time ago can be fun.  
CHAPTER SEVEN

To all my loyal readers: since this is my first book, this would mean you have only been loyal for five chapters.  To all my recent loyal readers I must warn you that if you are not prepared to handle the truth about Barbie and Ken and wish to go on thinking whatever you’ve been led to believe I beg you not to read the rest of this.  Just put the book down and back away slowly, unless you haven’t paid for it yet.  If that is the case, take this book to the counter, pay for it and leave the store.  Set the book on a bench at the nearest bus stop, walk away and don’t look back. 

     I’d like to take a moment and welcome all you new readers from the bus stop.  You might be thinking just because you found this book discarded at a bus stop that it is worthless but that would be a premature judgment.  Wait until you finish the book first, then you’ll know it was worthless. 

CHAPTER EIGHT

Wheels and Deals 
[Note:  While this is mdavid true, switch over to dad and his brother drinking and chased me up a tree and  do it with Grizzly’s child hood.  

I am sure I wanted things like any other child, I just can’t remember going without or having to beg in the streets.  I did beg in the streets, I just didn’t have to.  Since we lived in a rural community, I had to do my begging in the cornfields.  It would be days before anyone would come by so I could hit them up for a few bucks.  It is odd to me that I cannot even recall one time asking my dad for money but then I can’t remember whether I drove to work or brought my lunch.  The next time I talk to him, I will have to ask him for some money and see what happens.   What I know is that I was given things without asking.  The way it worked for me was if I needed it and my parents could afford it, I got it.  If I wanted it and my parents could afford it, I got it.  That was until I asked them for a six-pack of Budweiser, a shotgun, the anniversary issue of Hustler, and my own pack of cigarettes so I wouldn’t have to sneak my parents’ smokes.  Other than that, I didn’t seem to be lacking.  Getting money from Mom and Dad had little to do with being good.  My parents felt it was unnecessary to reward good behavior.  They did however believe it was necessary to beat the living-crap-out-of-me when I screwed-up.  Mother was the disciplinarian and practiced the martial art where you used whatever was available to subdue your opponent or teenage son.  Before she worked her way up to a black belt she would hit me with a wooden spoon, fly-swatter, high heels, and meat-fork to my derriere, backhanded across the face, and Ivory Liquid for potty mouth.  Most memorable was the day the family was at my Uncle Freddy’s house which had a huge wooded lot.  I can’t tell you now what great atrocity I committed against mankind that caused my mother to feel the need to whip me, if in fact she had a reason.  She must have been feeling nostalgic being in the country because she informed me that for a change of pace I was to go into the woods and select a switch and then she would show me how to use one.  To give you some idea of how big a retard I was, I’m running around the woods looking for the right stick.  The big ones would break my bones and the little ones would be rejected immediately.  When I found the perfect switch, I gave myself a test whack and the pain must have brought me back to my senses.  As a freshman in high school, I was fairly sure making someone pick out the object for which they would be beaten was a clear case of psychological torture and up until we started holding Iraqi prisoners at GITMO such actions were prohibited under the Geneva Convention and the which our country strictly adheres to unless no one is watching.   

When I got back to the house, mother asked me, “Where’s the switch?”  As diplomatically as possible I reminded her of the spirit and intent of the Geneva Convention, concluded by saying that form of punishment was too arcane and would not be appropriate for a youth who had grown up within commuting distance of a major city.  There was no time to reiterate as I was too busy running out the door with mother close behind.  Being younger, stronger, and a non-smoker, I was sure I could out-run her but in a sprint she was serious competition.  I had one advantage she did not foresee.  I had spent so much time in these woods I knew each tree intimately and headed for the one that would offer me refuge.  This was just one more reason why I was to become Grizzly Mark.  In true ‘mountain man’ fashion, you have to know in a moment’s notice how to climb a tree to avoid the furry of a crazed grizzly bear or a crazed Grizzly Mom.  Faster than an Orangutan in mating season, I was sitting high up in the tree looking down as mother tried to follow me unsuccessfully.  Despite all her ranting and demands for me to come down, I stayed put.  I knew it would just be a matter of time before 

He passed out.   

she gave up and I could rejoin the family without retribution.  I just didn’t know it would be three days.  

I’m considered a real wiz with money because I am always whizzing it away.  How can I be expected to know how to handle money when I never have any long enough to practice with it?  

Money is not the root of all evil; the love of money is the root of all evil.  I’d love to get a bunch of money so then I could really be evil!  

I have given it a great deal of study and I’ve discovered the secret to being rich.  

To show you the kind of generous giving humanitarian I am will reveal it to you, my loyal readers who have been with me since Chapter One (because no one ever reads the Introduction) and I’ve even included you freeloader’s who joined us at the bus stop.   Here is the secret:  To become rich, you have got to have more money coming in then what you’ve got going out.  It sounds too simple you say but I’m telling you it really works, or so I’ve heard.  For example: If after all these years I had put all my money into McDonalds instead of putting all the McDonald’s into me, I’d be rich.  Here is another example:  If I had put all the money into CD’s (Certificates of Deposit) instead of CD’s hits of, The Righteous Brothers, Beatles, and The Back Street Boys, I’d be rich.  If I had collected Hummel’s, baseball cards, stamps, or coins, instead of dirty dishes under my bed, rare fungi on my feet, or a huge insect collection thriving in my bedroom, I’d be rich.    

The list of the world’s millionaires came out today and I was so NOT on it.  It seems according to the article there is a long-standing trend where--‘The rich get richer, the poor get poorer, and the middle class keep taking the equity out of their homes.’  The article said: Even though the economy was growing rapidly, the world’s millionaires were more cautious in their investments and asset allocation strategies.  The World Annual Wealth Report concluded, “With returns drifting lower and market volatility increasing, high net worth individuals leveled off their commitments to equities.”  Those millionaires sure do talk pretty, don’t they?  Yet they are not saying anything different then the rest of us.  They just got more zeros after their paycheck then we do.  What they meant was since their hours at Wal-Mart has been cut back; the prices at the Winn Dixie grocery store keep going up; after making the truck payment; the rent payment; put a down-payment on the new hunting rifle; and set aside some beer money; that only left twenty-five bucks to feed a family of five for two weeks.  Balancing your budget means, “You gots to have more beans and veggies den burgers.”  I bet even ‘Emeril,’
 couldn’t feed a family of five for a week with one chicken.  I did it all the time to feed my family of five.  First day I would bake the chicken and pass around one of the legs and let everyone take turns smelling it as they ate their broth.  This was what I called my drive-by chicken.  The second day, I would pick some meat off the bones and make a stew with it.  The third day, taking what was left, boiling it down into a hearty chicken and rice soup.  The fourth day, we would have some more of that hearty chicken and rice soup and the fifth day, we’d have ‘Chicken Surprise.’  This is when everyone got to the table expecting chicken and got grilled cheese sandwiches because there weren’t no more chicken.  By the way, after you’re done boiling beef franks, made out of chicken parts, don’t’ throw away the juice as it makes a dandy stock for soup.  Remember, it may say ‘Hamburger Helper,’ but when times are tough, you’d be amazed at how good it goes with the children’s pet rabbit, (they think ran away), and you tell them it’s chicken.         

One time when I was out of a job and flat broke, it had been a few days since I had eaten.  There was no chance I would waste away to skin and bones but I was still very hungry.  With only a dollar I went to the grocery store to see what I could buy that would give me the most to eat since I wasn’t sure when I would eat again.  Meat was out of the question and I might have been starving but not enough to eat vegetables. After looking at every item in the store--twice, I settled for a box of Georgia Crackers.  All I needed after that was to score some peanut butter.  I’m always hearing  people bragging about how well they did in the market.  I don’t get it, I’ve been going to the market for years but I’ve never gotten rich.  There was the five boxes of Mac & Cheese for $2.50 or a dozen packages of Ramen Noodles for $2.00 or even a coupon or two but that’s nothing to brag about.  What I need to do is find out where these people shop.  It probably wouldn’t do any good though because I heard one of them say to the other that to make the best deals they have to get up before the market opens in Tokyo.  That just seems like a long way to go for a ‘two-for-one special’ on ‘Spaghetti-O’s,’ don’t you think?  

 “There once was a young man who had amassed a great fortune at an early age and a reporter asked him, “What do you attribute to your success?”  The rich young man said, “I never forgot the words my daddy told me.” “What was that?”  “Here’s twenty million, son, don’t lose it.” 

 My mixed-up sense of economics must have started when I was growing up.  Since Mom and Dad both worked, I had to get myself up, dressed, cook my own breakfast, feed the dog breakfast and put my sister outside to pee.  Then I had to take the cross town bus, downtown, to the subway, and walk four blocks through the ghetto to kindergarten.  Our family had money, just no time.  Things were going so well, we never had to speak to each other for weeks at a time.  Now and again Mother would set my sister and me down at the kitchen table and tell us in a very dire tone of voice, that the family was broke.  Dad was still working and we weren’t going to have to sell the dog so we weren’t talking abject poverty here,  I suspect the folks were merely trying to buy too much of the good life on the installment plan.  When you least expect it the unexpected happens which is probably why it is called the unexpected.  However, if the unexpected, was truly unexpected why would we prepare for the unexpected as wouldn’t that make the unexpected expected?  Whatever, there wasn’t going to be enough money to carry on with our crazy lifestyle.  

Mother always explained at length that having been plunged into ‘cash-less-ness,’ which is defined as the hopeless empty poor feeling you get when you have no money, that there would have to be sacrifices.  Immediately, from out of my giving heart I offered to make the first sacrifice, “Mom, if it would help I’m willing to grow-up without a younger sister.”  

Mother said she had something else in mind.  For example, we would be staying home and not going out and therefore we would be spending more time with each other as a family.  There would be board games, watching movies together, making crafts.  Since money was tight Mom would have to bake, cook, and prepare all our meals at home.  Hmmm let’s see, when we’re rich we eat fast food five times a week, when we’re poor we have hot fresh baked bread, cinnamon rolls, banana fritters, cookies, cakes, pot roast, soups, stews, etc.  This must be the reason I spend all my money then sit around waiting for some home baked bread and Tollhouse cookies.  Look at the psychological damage I suffered as a child because my mom was a great cook.  You could sue your parents for that kind of abuse these days. 

     As you recall I had put all my money in CD’s.  I had Elvis, Perry Como, and ABBA to name a few.  At an uppity snooty party, when I explained all my money was tied up in CD’s, everyone laugh at me as if I was some kind of bumpkin.  That was before the big Dot.Com Crash.  Now who is laughing, they are broke but I am still grooving to my tunes.  The last time I was out of debt was when I was in third grade.  It has been rough with so many difficulties over the years.  Once I was so poor, I couldn’t even buy a coke for a week when they only cost a quarter.  After someone passes on, you read about all the wrangling, contesting, everyone coming out of the woodwork and the lawyers from under the rocks to claim what is so deservedly theirs.  The idea that before my body was even cold there would be hoard’s of greedy grubbing relatives pouring over my earthly remains, fighting over such treasures as my collection of fifteen evenly matched plastic Scooby-Doo shampoo bottles, makes me sick.  You scoff but you do not realize that I also have as part of this priceless collection the Scooby-Doo liquid soap dispenser, toothbrush, alarm clock, and some Scooby-Doo pajama bottoms that I plan to wear on my honeymoon, should I ever get married.  I don’t want to brag but I also have a singular selection of sea shells that I scrounged from the sea shore at selected sites all over the seven seas--so there.  Antiques, I have those too.  I have a reel-to-reel player/recorder that must be an antique because people see it and say, “What the hell is that.”  I was thinking of leaving all my money to McDonald’s and Radio Shack--Opps, I forgot, I have already done that.  If I were to expire, what would I be leaving behind?  There would be dirty clothes on the floor, unwashed dishes in the sink, and a bunch of unpaid credit card accounts.  If it was some kind of terminal thing where I had a bit of notice I could leave a huge amount of rubber checks that someone else would have to pay.  Certainly, I would leave all my loved ones my collective works of wit and wisdom, being so full of it, I am sure I could leave enough for everyone to have an ample share.  Remember: “A penny saved is a penny earned,” but “A penny spent is more fun.”  I will have you know--I’m nobody’s fool, I’m self-employed.

CHAPTER NINE
 
NEED MATERIAL FOR CHAPTER NINE 

CHAPTER TEN

All Alone Again – Naturally 
I found myself all alone after my wife left me.  This was the fifth time.  I was getting used to it.  Did I mention that each time my wife left me it was a different wife?  Two wives left me and they weren’t even mine.  Are you familiar with the expression, ‘unlucky in love.’  

For me it was more like, “What a looser.”  I would like to tell you I’m more mature and wiser now even if it ain’t true.  

One difference is I have kept a steady job for 15 years.  I have also have kept steady debt and each year when I earn a little more--I owe a little more than that. 

When I started school, I had a girlfriend.  In third grade, the only one I invited to my birthday party was my girlfriend.  In sixth grade I had a severe crush on a gal.  Sure in the meantime waiting for my true love to notice me I consoled myself with other Grizzly girlfriend wannabe’s.  The crush lasted all the way through my senior year and beyond.  Maybe the object of my crush knew how I felt about her, maybe not.  Once I mustered the courage to dance with her and walk her home.  You always wonder what would it have been like if you had married the girl or guy of your dreams, don’t you?  However, like Grocho Marx said, “He wouldn’t join any club that would have him as a member.”  That explains why a crush is so intense.  You have to believe the person you’ve picked out would never want you, because if they did, you would not want them.  In other words, sometimes there is more pleasure in the pain of a desire unfulfilled then when you get what you thought you wanted.  This would hold true unless we happen to be talking about a large pepperoni pizza with extra cheese.  Hey, give me a break here, all this touchy-feely sentimental crap is not exactly my cup of chowder, (I don’t care for tea).  My first real girlfriend was a freshman and I was a sophomore.  I say ‘real’ girlfriend because until there is some kind of exchange of bodily fluids I don’t think it is technically a relationship.  Since we were going steady, I tried to pin her several times but she managed to break free.  She was the first one I had ever made it to second base with.
  My hormones had megaphones demanding I touch her third base.  I  already had visions of sliding into her home plate.  Then the thought hit me, “What if I was scoring a run and she cried ‘Foul,’ in the living room with my parents right upstairs?”  That was enough to make me call off the game, put her back on the bus, and head for some very cold showers.  After that, she called me a poor sport and would not play ball with me anymore.  Last thing I heard she had more players sliding into home plate than Yankee Stadium.  went on to become a major league player and was a big scorer.  That experience thrust me into the arms of an older woman.  She was a junior but in my mind she had to know more than I did, which did not have to be that much.  With her, I was able to master my kissing technique.  One night at a secluded spot she wanted me to quench the burning fire in her loins when another damn thought occurred to me that boinking this damsel could be con-screwed by her, as some sort of commitment on my part that I was not prepared to make at that time.  I told her to put all her goodies back in the original box which pretty much 86’d
 that relationship.  So far, I was turning down more nookie than I’d gotten which to date was--none.  My first encounter of the sexual kind happened after so many years of trying to get there, that once there, I was trying to figure out what all the fuss was about.  For me it was more like one of those milestones that goes with growing-up--like shaving.  The significant difference after experiencing sex and shaving for the first time, was that I wasn’t no where near that excited about shaving again.  I was sixteen, she was fifteen, and she was only five foot tall.  The ‘first time’ would not have even happened without a great deal of pressuring, coercion, threatening, even some brutal physical force but afterwards she apologized and I forgave her.  At eighteen I began my career as a father and then as a husband with the same gal.  

Please excuse me as I take a break from this story so I can perform an important public service.  Like so many, I read ‘Dear Abby’ and try to imagine what I would have said to the individuals if they had written to me.  Read the following letter as it appeared in the paper: 

Dear Abby:  

My name is “Johnny.”  I am 18 and currently incarcerated.  I was locked-up last March and won’t be out for another five moths.  I’m facing a terrible problem when I get out and I need your help. 

I have a girlfriend, “Brianna,” who I love with all my heart and will do anything for her.  We have been together since I was 14.  She has been with me through everything.  She’s now pregnant with my baby.  Her cousin and her best friend are also pregnant.  They all know each other is pregnant, but the cousin and friend haven’t told Brianna that I’m the father.  She has been asking questions, but they tell her they’re “not sure.”  They insist that it is my place to tell her. 

     It’s killing me knowing I’ll have to hurt my girlfriend.  I don’t want her to leave me because I love her, and she has both of my cars, my motorcycle, and the house I bought.  I’m afraid she will destroy them when she finds out.  I’m so worried I can’t sleep.  Please tell me what to do.  

                             Johnny-in-a-Spot

Dear Johnny: 

 As I see it, you have three choices:  ask to join a witness protection program, beg for an extended sentence – or start acting like a man and take responsibility for your actions.  Count on your girlfriend being upset when you tell her.  That’s a normal reaction to find out the person she loved and trusted cheated on her with two other women.  

                            Abby

     There was nothing wrong with that response Ms. Abby.  However, since this is my story let me share with you what ‘Dear Grizzly’ would have advised:   

Dear Numb-nuts:  

You say you’re so worried about your girlfriend being upset you can’t sleep?  I don’t know if you noticed but being incarcerated is very much like being in prison and from what I hear since you are only 18, it might be better if you kept at least one eye open when you’re in bed.  Whatever you do Johnny boy, don’t bend over for the soap in the shower!  

     Now you say you would do anything for this girlfriend of yours.  Did you happen to recall if she ever mentioned she would like you to keep your little pony in the corral and not go around nailing all her friends and relatives?  What I really want to know is how the hell you can afford two cars, a motorcycle, and a house when you’re only eighteen?  What are you some kind of drug dealer?  

Buddy, I don’t know what kind of courses you can take in five months but you better study refrigeration repair or something because you’re going to be buying a lot of pampers.  

One more thing, while I appreciate your motivation you have really got to pace yourself.  When I was your age I only got one girl pregnant, which I believe is the acceptable national average.   

                          Griz 

Maybe I could start my own column.  No doubt, there are millions of readers who could benefit from my sage wisdom.  Before we move on, when one of the young women from the column said they weren’t sure who the father of their babies were, that reminded me of a joke.  Would you like to hear it?   So what, I’ll tell you anyway.  

There were three female cats, a Persian, Siamese, and an Alley Cat, sitting on a fence and they were each pregnant.  The first one began bragging how, since the father was a handsome Persian cat how her babies would be beautiful Persian kittens.  The second mother-to-be not to be outdone boasted that the father of her babies was a Siamese and that her children would be gorgeous Siamese kittens.  The first two looked smugly over at the third cat who hadn’t said anything.  They asked her, “What kind of kittens are you going to have.”  She replied, “I dunno, I had my head in a garbage can at the time.”    

     Less than a year later thanks to the Navy sending me on a ‘Around the World’ vacation cruise, when I returned home, like so many of my other shipmates, we found ourselves, divorced, broke, and homeless, (no necessarily in that order). 

The biggest problem with my relationships with the opposite gender, sometimes with the same gender, is an over-developed relations imagination.  What I think and feel about others must surely be the way they think and feel about me.  I would be convinced someone was my best friend until my best buddy and his best buddy beat the snot out of me.  Then slowly it occurred to me that I may have ascribed more to our friendship then it deserved.  With the guys, it wasn’t a big deal, the bumps and bruises healed quickly enough.  When it happened with the girls I am not sure one ever gets over that and just carry the baggage into our adult relationships.  At ten years-old my luggage was more like a backpack.  It was not that I wasn’t in demand, even chased by some girls.  Then, at least I could outrun the chubby ones.  No, the girls definitely liked me and I definitely liked the girls liking me.  Too bad I never learned how to harness and channel that into something constructive and beneficial for all humankind or at least a cheap cologne.  A lady co-worker, who had only recently been working in the office responded to one of my many witticisms or crude expressions said, “Your problem is you don’t like women.”  This could also have been due to my alleged frequent thoughtless, off-colored, sexist, bias remarks.  Who really knows how a woman’s mind works, if at all.  See there, I make an innocent little statement like that and then people, like women, get their panties in a bunch.   When I said the very same thing to the guys, “Who really knows how a woman’s mind works, if at all,” none of them got upset.  This is the place where I would go on to make some crude crack about ‘the time of the month but I actually don’t think that is funny and to tell you the truth, I happen to have a very high regard for women, especially since my mother was one and beat that into me.  My Dad taught me that all women are ladies, even if they don’t act like it.  When the other lady co-workers, who had known me much longer heard this they began laughing because they knew my problem was I liked women way too much!  Before I move on I want to make sure any of you judgmental Huns, who go around squirting ice water on bees pollinating flowers clearly understand that my thoughts and preoccupation with women is of a non-sexual nature.  It stems more from a need to win their attention than their affection. 

For ten years, I was retired from marriage.  Now and then, I would get lonely and think about finding someone but I had my two jobs and my indebtedness of fifty thousand dollars to keep me company.  Then there was Roxanne, the love of my life.  When she had to have an operation, I had to leave her overnight.  Up until then we had not been separated since we’d met.  When she came into the room, she was so excited to see me she started piddling on the floor.  Okay, maybe I should have mentioned that Roxanne was a Basset Hound, and I was picking her up at the Vet.  As I was trying to get Roxanne to contain herself, I just thought I'd ask the Vet if she knew why this happened.  She replied, “Some dogs just get so excited they can't control themselves.”  Without thinking (the style I use most when I am around women) I remarked, “Ah how I wished I could meet a woman who liked me that much.”  With the look she gave me it was a good thing I wasn’t a dog or I'd been neutered before I had reached the door.     

For my midlife crisis, I happened to be overseas and wasn’t able to purchase a Corvette, so I had to go with marrying a girl eighteen years younger than me.  After the money ran out, she ran out and I became a bachelor, once removed--once she removed herself and all of our possessions out of our house.  While the prospects of my marrying again are very slim, I am not.  Though as someone once said and has oft been quoted, “I refuse to buy into the myth that once you’re over 35, the odds of meeting a man and trying the knot are about the same as your odds of being killed in a terrorist attack.”  Good news for all you marrying hopefuls, the Department of Defense has a number of vacant positions in Iraq.  Over there, your odds of being killed by a terrorist go way up.  It stands to reason then your odds of getting married after thirty-five do too, if you should survive.     

Over the years, I sometimes thought my failed relationships were due to my being somehow very different from other men, however after reading a few books on the subject I came to the conclusion I’m actually a very typical male.  Now it made sense, a very male man would definitely drive a very female woman crazy.  It was amazing that with only a few minor exceptions the book, Real Men Don’t Eat Quiche, perfectly described me.  I am convinced we are a

dying breed, soon to be extinct and then all you will have is earring wearing, Frappuccino, Mocha-double-shot-espresso-caramel-latte drinking, NSYNC listening, waxing, shaving, tattooing, genital piercing, part-time employed, living with mother, Web page designers.

The area that undergoes the most transformation, as you are aging, is one’s social life or to be more succinct; dating and mating; sparking and spooning; romancing and dancing; courting and escorting; rock n’ rolling; and for the younger set, partying until you puke or hooking up.  When you are single, old, fat, bald, and 
ugly, what else is there to do besides handing out in bell towers?
   

I've reached the point in my life where I'm no longer looking for marriage; been there, done that, got the t-shirt, then lost the t-shirt in the divorce.  Nevertheless, to keep from becoming a craggy bitter old pervert, I will at least remain open to meeting and getting to know people especially sexy young women.  If by some strange happenstance I should manage to bag one and drag her to the alter before I expired then I would say, “What the heck, I’ve been in the marital institution so many times I have my own table reserved in the cafeteria.  No doubt, the odds of men over 50 like women over 35 getting married or killed by a terrorist are about the same.  Since I just moved to Washington D.C., from the looks of things, something tells me the odds have now swung in my favor.      

To me bachelors are dudes who have never been married.  Society considers a thirty-ish man, never been married a real catch, gay, or a computer geek.  In their forties, a single, never-before-married man would be highly suspected of being gay, a momma’s boy, or really in to computers.  Women would rather go with the twice-divorced beer drinking motorcycle riding father of two whose behind in the child support payments, because at least there was a woman somewhere, who at sometime, married this guy and bore his seed.  After fifty a single, never-married-man might was well, become gay, move back home with his mother, and buy a computer because he won’t be dating anytime soon.  

I've started meeting a lot more women lately—ever since I started standing outside the ladies restroom.  Don’t you just love it when you are talking to someone of the opposite sex and they start telling you how they can never meet anyone nice?  At this age, I’m much more confident and positive in my relationships with women.  I am confident they don’t like me and positive I’m not going to get any action this year.  Last week was the most intimate I had been with a woman for a long time.  Needing a haircut, I went to a shopping center where I saw they were open on Sunday.  It looked like a real sissy kind of place but I went in anyway.  Stepping up to the receptionist, whose name was Natasha, I said, “You guys cut men’s hair here?”  Natasha said, “Yeah.”  It was going to cost me $22.50.  I asked her if I get anything because I was almost bald.  Natasha thought about it for a moment, which you could see was causing her a lot of pain and then she said, “Since you’re bald you’ll probably get done quicker.”  Natasha scanned her appointment book, “Josephine can do you in half an hour.”  Josephine could probably do me in three minutes but I kept that to myself.  It was Debbie, not Josephine though equally desirable, who beckoned for me to follow her to the back.  She said she was going to wash my hair.  As I began undressing, I told her maybe she could do my back too.  Boy was I embarrassed.  It turns out all they will do for $22.50 is wash and cut your hair.  She mentioned that I could probably run naked through the truck-wash across the street for eight bucks.  The beauteous bodacious beautician had me lean back in my chair and began to wet me while her ample bossomness pressed against the side of my face.  Then with her long delicate fingers, slowly, firmly, sensually messaging, rubbing, gripping and releasing she had worked up quite a lather.  I cried out my own name!  I was planning on giving her a big tip until Debbie prudently applied an ice pack to it.  Up to that point it has been a most uplifting experience.  

     Maybe I should get out more.  I contemplated the idea of computer dating but was afraid my personal computer might find out.  The single person’s single-most challenge seems to be learning to eat in a restaurant alone.  The host greets you, “How many in your party?”  “Just one,” you mumble.  Host adds, “Not much of a party, hey?  Will that be sulking or non-sulking?”  Have you ever noticed when you are by yourself you don’t get the cozy booth in the corner.  You get the table right smack in the middle of the room, right under the spotlight and the neon light flashing, ‘Loser, Loser, Loser.’  You look around hoping to see other solo diners but you soon realize everyone else is with someone else and they ARE talking about you.  After you have placed your napkin in your lap, rearranged your sliver wear, read the menu cover-to-cover a dozen times, clean your ears with your fork, clip your toenails, and stare blankly off into the distance forever, your waitress appears.  “Hello, my name is Susie.  I’ll be the only woman you’ll be talking to over dinner this evening and there’s no chance we’re going home together tonight so you can stop looking at me like I just stepped off the dessert cart.”  I apologized for the leering stares at her generous cleavage bubbling-up from her skin-tight uniform.  “Please excuse me I’ve never done this before.”  Susie, laughed, “Yes, I could tell by your white knuckles gripping the table.  I promise to be gentle.  There is nothing to be afraid of.  Did you know statistically speaking you are safer dinning here then you would be driving down the expressway at 70 mph, trying to steer with your knees while eating a Big Mac in one hand and holding a bag of super-sized fries in the other?  Something tells me just looking at you, you’ve done that more than once, right Chuckles?”  Please place your napkin in your lap and remain seated until your plate comes to a full stop.  In the event of an emergency, we hope you will have the good manners to use our bathroom facilities.  Let me removed this other place setting, there’s no sense getting your hopes up for nothing.”  I am most uncomfortable when I am all alone, having my favorite type of food, “all-you-can-eat.”  With two people it is hard to tell whose plate belongs to whom and which one of you is the bigger pig.  When I am alone, people walk by my table gasping, “I can’t believe he is going to eat all that food, Martha.”  “Well Sylvia, look at this belly, I believe he can.”  What I dread most is the time when I sit down until the food arrives.  These days I insist the waitress bring me some crayons so I can color my place mat too.  Someday I plan to have a showing of my work.  

Don’t feel sorry for me.  My life has been full and I have been full of it.  Should I shortly cast off this earthly robe and shuffle on to that All-You-Can-Eat-Buffet in the Great and Glorious over Yonder, having never achieved neither fame nor fortune I’d have to say my time here on earth has been like a roller-coaster ride.  I started out waiting until I reach the regulation height so I too could ride with the grown-ups.  At times I didn’t have enough money and had to stand on the sidelines and watch everyone else go around and around.  There were the times I made that long arduous vertical ascent to the top, getting to pause momentarily while perched preciously on the pinnacle of this parapet to partake of the picturesque panorama prior to being plunged to the platform at a paralyzing pace.  I have experience more than I care to remember or have the time and space to tell you in just one volume.  [Look for volume two.]  If you’re hoping I leave you with some wise and witty words of encouragement or inspiration you haven’t been reading this book very carefully have you?  “Life is like a box of chocolates. . . damn that was another one they stole from me.”  Okay how about this:  “Life is a journey, better traveled when you make a few close friends along the way and you’ll know they are really good friends if on that roller coaster of life, they let you puke in their hat.”  







<END> 

� The Life and Times of Grizzly Adams was a weekly TV series appearing in February 1977, staring Dan Haggerty as Grizzly Adams, based on a true life character John Adams.  


� Recently I heard it was more politically correct to refer to Indians as Native Americans.  Really?  I’m tempted to call them whiney crybabies.  I am happy to report that I have the required amount of Native American blood in me to call Indians -- Indians.      


�  Keelhauling was for minor infractions.  While at sea, the sailor was tied to a rope running under the ship from one side to the other.  The sailor was then thrown overboard and dragged under the keel up the other side. Because the keel was encrusted with barnacles and other growth, it would cut and scrap their skin. 


� Just an afterthought, if you do happen to be one of those abducted by aliens, please don’t feel the need to contact me or try to find out where I live.  Thanks   





� Another after thought – I hope right up to my death with or without Viagra, I’ll have a lucky stiff!


� The Borg were introduced in Star Trek the New Generation, as an undefeatable alien foe who were half organic and half bionic.  They would capture other races and absorb them into the collective making them like themselves.  Sort of the way it works with the Jehovah’s Witnesses.      





� Bajorans are from Bajor.  I have been to their planet several times.  You will just have to watch re-runs of Star Trek, Deep Space Nine to know more.  (Unless of course you have your own space ship that can do at least warp six) (Getting directions will be even more difficult). 





� Ubangi, believe it or not are not from another planet they just look that way.  There are a tribe in Africa.  


� I pointed that out so that you wouldn’t confuse me with Brad Pit. 





� Sure I’m going to catch hell for saying that, but it’s funny.   





� Quote from "Nostrum for Hundreds Diseases"





� Liberace was born in West Allis, Wisconsin and grew up in a musical family..  He had a twin brother who died at birth.  In 1950’s he had a network television show, which for a time had higher ratings than ‘I Love Lucy.’  





� Rain-man character, played by Dustin Hoffman, with Tom Cruise, who was a savant. 


� Emeril Live is a cooking show with Emeril, who is still live as far as I know. 


� Just in case it has been a while since you played ball.  First Base – kissing, Second Base – petting above the waist, including the breasts.  Third Base – petting and stimulating below the waist.  Home Run – sexual intercourse. 


� At the Delmonico Resturant, the Delmonico steak was very popular and was number 86 on their menu.  The expression “86’d” was supposedly started by the Chef to let the staff know they had run out of steaks.  


� Okay be honest here, how many of you knew I was referring to the novel then movie, 1939, ‘Hunchback of Notre Dame,’ with the memorable performance by Charles Laughton?  You know it wouldn’t hurt you to pick up a book now and then.  Opps sorry I guess you did if you were reading this, huh?  
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