 This is some stuff I know (or think I know) that I think might be interesting to my descendents. In most cases there is at least one other person that knows it too, but a number of them are now dead. The memory is a treacherous thing, others may dispute what I say here. A lot of them are dead now, too. Just take it for what it’s worth.
THE BIG RED 1
The First Infantry Division, The Big Red 1, had a more than average part in prosecuting the war against Germany in World War II. Such were the achievements of the men in that outfit that one of its members wrote a historical novel about those brave men. One of the episodes recounted in that novel and whose central character was played by James Caan in the movie The Big Red 1 concerned a Sergeant Charles (Chuck) Dohun, whose company commander was horribly wounded.

Chuck put him in a Jeep and ignoring the danger of driving around in a fire fight, rushed him to the nearest aid station where, after finally getting a doctor to look at his CO, was informed that the captain was too far gone to try saving him. An argument ensued because Chuck thought too much of his CO to give up while he still lived.
Sgt. Dohun drew his .45, cocked it, aimed it at the doctor and said for him to try anyway. The doctor's talk was of court martial, but his action was that of a doctor. The captain survived and Dohun was not court-martialed. He was later decorated for bravery. 

What has all of this to do with me? Well, when Chuck came home from the war, he and his wife established a supper club and catering business. It was located on the lot next to Payne & Associates, where I worked when I first came to Raleigh. He called it "The Dohun House" and I had the honor of meeting Chuck and his wife. Mr. Payne had told me of his story before he was a part of the novel.
When the Dohuns retired, Mr. Payne bought the property and we used it for a testing facility for the inflatable life saving equipment we manufactured. Unfortunately, the building suffered a fire about a year later. It was not arson. At each side of what had been the main door to the building were two cement flower urns. They looked oddly out of place sitting on that bare slab with no building for them to grace. I took them home and they now sit at the foot of the steps to our front porch. Some years they have flowers, some years they don't, but every year they hold my memory of and honor for Sergeant Charles Dohun, one of the uncountable number of heroes of World War II. 
DEBTLESS
Brother George allows that I have this story wrong, that the house in question was the first one Granddad and Grandmother Hatfield owned in Oceana, W.Va. I recall pretty clearly Mom relating this to me so we will have to be at loggerheads on this one. 

About 1938 or 39, my Grandfather Hatfield set out to build a house into which he and Grandmother could retire when the time arrived.  At the time, they had a big, old house on the southeast corner opposite the Cabel County Court House in Huntington, West Virginia. The house was owned by Grandmother's sister, Hattie. For some reason, the estate of Isaac Christian went to Hattie alone; was not shared as one would expect. (I have learned that nineteenth century law was such that the oldest offspring inherited all of an estate If one died without a will) Hattie was married to a fairly successful building contractor. They bought the house and let Grandmother and Granddad have the place. It was a fine residence converted into a boarding house that had rooms for about six or eight roomers and a dining room that fed probably twenty regular patrons including the roomers. I mention in passing that one of the roomers was one George Stumph. Everyone liked to inform you that he had a wooden leg and worked in a wooden leg factory as well. So much for stump..er Stumph.



I had regular two week vacations there in my childhood and have vivid memories of Grandmother who was maybe five feet tall, working that kitchen like a drill sergeant, sweating over two cast iron stoves and ovens. There were two or three hired hands that did the serving and KP type chores and handled housekeeping duties for the roomers. My memories also include playing in the grassy yard canopied by giant sycamores. The green stain that the covering of those sycamore balls imparted to one's clothes is permanent. It is little wonder that the pulpy stuff was so highly prized by the yarn and fabric industry for dyeing the olive drab used by the military.


Grandfather Hatfield seemed to be of little use at the boarding house, occasionally operating the apple peeler or doing some emergency shopping or providing other minor support. Mostly he simply liked to read or talk philosophy with any roomer or diner who had time to chat. Every so often he would don coat and hat and leave the house after the noon meal and I wouldn't see him again until after the evening meal.


I was about sixteen when my trip with the folks to Huntington for the two week vacation with my grandparents ended not at the boarding house on Fifth Avenue, but instead at a two story brick residence on, I think, Eleventh Avenue only one block from the Owens Illinois Glass plant near the south edge of town. It was not elegant but roomy enough, having four bedrooms and bath upstairs, and the usual room complement downstairs including a half bath. It was only half a block from Grandmother's sister Hattie and her husband Theo Morgan. Their grandchild Ward and I were playmates when our visits coincided. More on that later.

It turns out that Grandfather Hatfield, in his excursions from the boarding house, was taking the week's profit and buying building materials a bit at a time, going out to the empty lot near the glass plant and building a house. The lot was bought and paid for before he commenced construction. Brother-in-law Theo Morgan, husband of Hattie Christian, Grandmother's older sister, being in the construction business, was helpful in acquiring 'surplus' building material and could help find manual laborers willing to work after their regular hours. He did much of the manual labor himself, contracting out such specialized work as brick masonry, wiring and plumbing. It was all done piecemeal, a few studs here, a window or two there. Being done mostly during wartime when building materials were in short supply, he garnered what he needed from leftovers at industrial building sites and what little could be offered at building supply stores. Dad could glean some vital materials through his connections with major industrial goods manufacturers but Granddad paid cash for every bit of work and material that went into that house. They never borrowed a penny to build their retirement home. You try it.


One summer, just after the war, I was in Huntington when the vacation overlapped the Fourth of July and the visit by my distant cousin, Ward Morgan. Fireworks were not then restricted as they are now and so Ward and I had gotten a goodly supply and were having great fun with the detonations. Ward and I preferred to use the crackers for demolition rather than simple flash-bangs. We destroyed cans and bottles with great zeal. Like any sensible kids, we were saving the biggest and most expensive fireworks for last. Saved ‘til just before being called in to supper, were our two M-80s. They were expensive. They were not mere firecrackers wrapped in red pulpy paper like an overgrown ladyfinger. No, these were about as big around as a cigar, wrapped in hard cardboard, about two inches long, they were crimped on both ends like a shotgun shell. Painted uncharacteristically silver, they had a hard twine fuse protruding from the side, not the twisted paper fuse in the end of the ordinary red firecracker. 


They went off with a very satisfying bang that could be heard for blocks. Our curiosity about their anatomy got the better of us when we had only one left and day was fading into night. The steps onto Aunt Hattie's porch was flanked by a low wall capped with concrete slabs about two feet wide and three or four feet long. It made a perfect examination table. Using our pocket knives (every kid had one back then, even in school. How could one play mumbly peg at recess without a pocket knife?), we dissected the last of the M-80s and laid its innards bare. There was the wrapper, and the end caps, and the powder, and the fuse all displayed so harmlessly. The matches were still at hand and so nothing would do but to light the powder to watch it flare harmlessly as we knew powder would do from having dissected other firecrackers. At arms length I touched the match to the powder and it flared more violently than expected. There was a bang. I mean a BANG! I mea “BANG!!!”  
At the inner tip of the fuse, unnoticed by us, was a small detonator, much like that used to detonate dynamite. Explosives people call them caps, ammunition people call them primers. They initiate the detonation in high explosives as they are designed to be more resistant to accidental detonation for safety reasons.


My ears rang such that I could hear nothing else. Ward talked but I couldn't read lips. Aunt Hattie had to prod me to get my attention, informing me by sign language that it was time to go back to Grandmother’s (though she didn't know that's what I was reduced to reading). I went home in a daze. I bluffed my way through supper and slept fitfully. Next morning I could hear a bit better, but it was weeks before the ringing finally faded (mostly). There is a firework presently available on the black market that is called an M-80. I've seen one of them. It ain't the M-80 I know so intimately. 

One evening Ward and I were left alone at the Morgan’s house as they were going to some kind of gala function. It was thought that the two of us would be safer together than  Ward would be if left alone and since Grandmother and Granddad retired early, we were to stay at Hattie’s that night; a sort of sleepover. We were cautioned strongly to stay inside. Even at our advanced age of fourteen or so, such was the care of adults for children in those days that they thought us pretty young to be trusted alone at home at night. Times have changed. 

We found their record collection and played many of them. They were the popular tunes from the teens and twenties, jazz, the beginnings of swing, and one record in particular had a tune I shall never forget: "Collegiate"  It is so corny and so illustrative of the jazz age that it still echoes in documentaries today:

"Collegiate, collegiate, yes we are collegiate

Never intermediate, (pronounced “intermejut”)
Yay, Boys

Trousers baggy,

And we're rough and ready

We can hold her steady

We're collegiate through and through."
 There's more, but you get the idea.
Later that evening, we thought we would have a bowl of cereal since we were methodically going through every cabinet and drawer in the house to see what was there and had finally gotten to the kitchen. We found Corn Flakes and milk and spoons and bowls. Our search for sugar ended with a dilemma. There were two identical covered bowls side by side containing white granular material. It was clear to us that one contained sugar and the other salt. We touched a tiny bit of each to our tongues to make our selection. They both tasted the same and not distinctly sweet or salty. We tested several times, something preventing us from taking a large enough taste to be certain what we were trying. Finally, we decided one was more like sugar than the other and doused it on our cereal. The first spoon full told the tale. We had chosen salt. Ugh


There were no garbage disposers in those days and so disposal of the incriminating evidence was a problem. Ultimately we chanced to go outside; although positively forbidden by Aunt Hattie, long enough the dump the mess in the garbage can out back. We repaired to the kitchen, rinsed the bowls, poured more cereal and milk, sprinkled the sugar from the other bowl on our snack and dug in. Ugh! More salt! How could that be? Back to the garbage can.

We gave up on the snack idea and went back to ransacking the house, but carefully. The next day, when Ward and I got together alone again he told me that he learned from Aunt Hattie that Uncle Theo, being mildly diabetic, had no sugar in the house, she merely had two bowls of salt over the stove for cooking purposes.
BIRDS


Everyone watches birds at some time or other. I can remember my fascination with birds as a child. One summer as I talked with Mom about them and expressed the fact that I couldn't get hold of one because they flew when approached, she told me that if you put salt on a bird's tail, it couldn't fly and you could catch it. I was delighted to have this information and asked for a salt shaker. Mom gave me one and I headed for the tree in our front yard. Funny, I didn't bother Mom for over an hour, trying to get close enough to put salt on a bird's tail. The realization of what was going on crept upon me so slowly that I never did feel embarrassed. 

When I sit on my front porch in the evening having my beer ration, I watch them come to the bird bath in the planter. Yesterday, the Cardinals and the Orioles were in town. They were both washed out. No runs, no hits, no errors. Speaking of errors, I wonder at the ability of a bird to fly at top speed into the foliage of a tree having branches spreading forty or maybe as much as fifty feet and not have any trouble flying right to the middle of the spreading limbs, leaves and twigs without getting tangled, or 'tripping' on any of them. They simply fly in any direction they choose to a selected branch and alight as if the dense foliage doesn't exist. Most remarkable. Do they fly into the foliage having the target limb in sight, or do they fly in there and just land on a target of opportunity?
Density altitude is a thing pilots must consider before flying, especially in a plane with a significant load on board. Our local airports are at about 700 feet above sea level. On a hot day the temperature and barometric pressure can make the plane perform as though it is already at half of its maximum ceiling while taxiing out for takeoff. Hot air is less dense than cold air and that means two things to a pilot. The wings of the pane will generate less lift at any given speed because the wings are displacing fewer molecules of air while the hotter air also means that the engine will develop less power because the more widely dispersed molecules of air can evaporate less gasoline into it so that there is less fuel/air mixture in the cylinder to burn on each power stroke. On hot, low barometer days the plane will accelerate more slowly and will need more runway to attain the speed for take-off; conflicting needs that can result in death and destruction.


What's that got to do with birds? On really hot days, you watch the birds; they will fly a lot less and walk or hop a lot more because it requires less power, and less power is what they have. Their wings generate less lift in those conditions too

Did you ever notice how it is that small birds don't do anything slowly? On the ground they do everything in spasms of motion that are sometimes faster than the eye can perceive. They can turn around on the edge of a bird bath so fast you may think another bird has landed there. Starlings and larger birds can move more slowly on the ground and often merely walk from place to place, but wren and sparrow-size birds flit in everything they do on the ground. Again, remarkable. That's why I remarked about it. By the way, how do birds drink the filthy water in my birdbath and not get sick? Someone needs to find out what immunizes birds that way and translate it to humans. And another thing, do birds know one another? Like, Bird 'A' from nest 'A' sees another bird and says to itself "That's bird "B", from over at nest "B", or does it say: "Who is that stranger? I've never seen him before." Or does he even think about it all?


Today, my house wrens, which have been busy raising their children, got one of them to fly. They have gotten so accustomed to seeing me in the chair on the porch that they carry on their business as if I weren't there. They would bring a morsel of food to the house and tease the young'un outside with it. After a time on the little porch of the birdhouse, the one John and Judy gave us, with mom and dad darting to branches and to the house and back, the little one jumped off the porch and swooped to the ground. After hopping about, he (or she) flew to a low branch of the dogwood and then flew away. No way to tell now whether it is the baby or the parent coming back to the birdhouse; they all look alike and are about the same size. Strange, wrens can hover almost like a humming bird at times. I see them do it in front of the birdhouse.. 
There's another baby bird inside that is reluctant and the parents are now teasing it to come. Their call is a 'chiuckle'-like sound at times and other times it is the same except with a high pitched peep at about the frequency to which I am nearly deaf. It makes me think I can hear them inside when the house is quiet and I hear my ears ringing. I've had that ringing since I was in the army. Grenade launchers will do that to you, I'm told. I think about that M-80 a lot too.
The first week in October the robins stormed the back yard. They were fattening up for the trip further south. And they were indeed fat. By the end of the week, only a few laggards were around. Now, at the end of the month none are in sight. Cold weather must be coming. The yard is left to the squirrels and wrens. They are doing their best to prepare for winter too. None of them can read a calendar. How do they figure it out?
DOUBLE BLASPHEMY
To the Tune of "Old Rugged Cross". 


On a asphalt drive way,
Sits an old Chevrolet,
Its fenders are battered and torn.

Its brakes are unbled,

The tranny’s near dead,

Her Blue Flame is leaky and worn.

But I’ll drive that old Chevrolet,

Till I make a payment called ‘down’,

Yes, I’ll drive that old Chevrolet,

‘Til I trade it one day for a Crown………………………Victoria.
Then there is one Billy Gene Hall taught me. To the tune of another hymn: "At the Bar" 


At the bar,

At the bar,


Where I smoked my first cigar,
And the nickels and dimes rolled away,
It was there by chance,

That I tore my Sunday pants,


And now I have to wear them


Everyday

GIVEN NAMES

Do given names evoke an impression of the owner's age upon you? For me there are two given names that always strike me as belonging to a youngster. In the 1950's President Eisenhower named a new man to be Secretary of Defense (I think that was his post). His name was Donald Quarrels. I instinctively thought that it was odd that a young fellow should hold such a big position in government. Later, I saw his picture. He was an OLD guy! Just as all cabinet heads were old guys to a 20 or 30 year old like me. Anyone named Tim is also automatically imbued with that same magic of eternal youth in my mind. I just saw that kid, Tim Hutton, in a TV show. He's an OLD guy, too! Why do Tim and Donald make me think of a youngster? Ricky or Rick doesn't do it, though I think Dicky does, but that's because I was Dicky in my youth. When anyone calls me Dick now-a-days, I instantly revert to about 6 or 8 years old in my head, if only for a few seconds. Odd.
BAZOOKA

Everyone knows that Bazooka is a brand of bubble gum, right? Maybe you don't. Anyway, in the Second World War, we produced a new weapon. It was a shoulder fired rocket with a shaped charge warhead. 2.75 inches in diameter (about 70 mm), it could knock out a tank by directing its explosive power in a focused flame somewhat like a welder's cutting torch but infinitely faster, spewing the melted armor plate into the inside of the turret, killing or disabling all on board.

Its appearance was somewhat like a cheap toy when compared to military firearms and artillery of the day. It was all stamped sheet metal, tin piping, loose wires and wooden handles. It earned the nickname Bazooka because of an Arkansas comedian, Bob Burns. (not Bill Clinton), who referred to himself as the Arkansas Traveler. One of his props was a homemade trombone. Splashed together from plumbing and kitchen equipment, it drew laughs wherever he appeared. He could actually play melodies on it, sort of, and he called it a Bazooka. Troops in WW II were familiar with Bob Burns and his Bazooka, and it was natural that the silly device came to mind the first time they saw the 2.75 inch Rocket Launcher, M-6. So there! 
PLASTIC

          If you had been born in the 1930's, you would probably have known only three plastics. One was celluloid.  Camera film was made of it, as were such things a collar stays, combs and hair brush handles, plus a few other applications where transparency or colorability was required and glass would not serve as in radio and instrument dials. A relative of nitrocellulose, (gun cotton) it was highly flammable. Another was cellophane; sort of like celluloid but extremely thin and more flexible. It was the wrapping material of choice where the ability to see the contents was important. Both could be silk screen printed for packaging purposes, as was done with candy and snacks. Finally, there was Bakelite. Opaque and woody, it resembles today's Masonite, but was harder and more brittle. It was made of finely ground wood fibers impregnated with phenolic resin. Because it was formed in high pressure molds, it could have any variety of surface treatments. It could have a matte or glossy finish, could be mixed with dyes for a muddy sort of coloring, and was moldable. It was made into things like radio and telephone cases.

At the end of the '30's, plastic or synthetics like rayon were showing up as a replacement for silk in the textile industry. Nylon was developed by Mr. Carothers of Dupont and although nylon hosiery was displayed at the New York World's Fair in 1939, its first mass use was to make parachutes for our airborne warriors replacing silk, which had to be imported from the orient, of which we had just lost control courtesy of the Japanese. The war effort also brought Plexiglas to the attention of industry. It was first developed by Rhom & Haas, a company America acquired from Germany after WW I as part of their war reparations. (As was Bayer, the aspirin folks). They called it Lucite, but  Dupont was allowed to develop high volume production of it in order to make aircraft canopies, and they gave it the name we now know. The British call it Perspex.
Since rubber was also an import from the Far East, much effort was invested in finding a substitute for it as well. At war's beginning, Germany was developing a synthetic rubber and they called it buna but we called it butyl, (I think). Mr. Carothers struck once again, developing Neoprene. We quickly devised a means to merge the properties of neoprene and butyl to make a useful synthetic rubber. Thus was born another class of plastics based on the butyl family of plastics. 
By the end of the war, polymer experimentation and development had mushroomed largely because of the exigencies of the war effort and plastics became an industry in and of itself, giving us Saran, vinyl, polyethylene, polystyrene, polyurethane, and all the other 'poly' stuff and ‘ene’ stuff we have today, without which our lives would be much more difficult. My 1967 Chevelle had exactly 6 pieces of plastic on its exterior; the parking light lenses, tail light lenses and backup light lenses. The post 2000 cars we have could not even be built were it not for plastics.  Wars are not ALL bad, just mostly bad.​

PRETTY FACES
There are a helluva lot of pretty women in the world. Nearly every means of communication uses 

pretty women to market every sort of goods in virtually every context one can dream up. It's all well and good since beauty is always gratifying to one's aesthetic sense.

One thing I have noticed about pretty young women’s' faces: it's the lower eyelid. I don't mean the bags under the eyes, I mean the actual eyelid just beneath the lashes.. On some women they are plump; on some women they are not plump. Women with thin lower eyelids may or may not be pretty, but any woman with plump lower eyelids will definitely be pretty. Check it out.

While I am at it, there seems be a lot more pretty faced women than there are handsome faced men. Few men look as handsome as Charlie Sheen, fewer still go clean shaven these days. For that reason I think the guys have the better deal in selecting mates for the day or for life. I see so many pretty girls and women together with very ordinary looking guys because there just aren't enough good looking guys to go around. If it is the universal female nature to choose their men, be it a date, a traveling companion, a lunch pal, or life mate on the basis of something other than good looks, they are blessed.
Also, it seems that when a girl gets pregnant her face becomes noticeably prettier right away. When one sees another on a daily basis this subtle change is pretty quickly forgotten, and so I don’t know if the effect lasts for the whole nine months. Once they deliver, they look tired and so the effect is definitely gone by then.
                                                                                   TANKS A LOT!
Not television, not movies nor photographs can impart the true sensation of a tracked armored vehicle. Those things are so big and so HARD. There is nothing on a tank that you can rap with your knuckles and get a noise, except maybe the instrument panel lenses. Even with giant engines that dwarf those in cars and trucks, they are really slow to accelerate and their top speeds are hardly high enough to keep up with highway traffic.  Though it is true that the latest tanks with gas turbine engines can go about 65 mph, the older ones with which I am familiar had 1750 cubic inch piston engines and could do maybe 40 mph. 

The M-47 Patton, which was the one I know best, weighed 49 tons or the equivalent of 32 or 33 full-sized cars. It was classed a medium tank as the cut-off weight is 50 tons. It was powered by that 1750 cubic inch horizontally opposed.12 cylinder air-cooled engine from Lycoming Aircraft Engine Co. It had an automatic transmission that was much like the original Powerglide as far as operation was concerned. "Drive" was all torque converter. There was a manual "Low" position, required to start from rest, and a "Reverse". It had no "Park" position. The transmission was controlled by a 'joy-stick' beside the driver's knee. To proceed, one pushed the stick all the way forward and floored the throttle. Once you were at about 20 mph you pulled the stick back one notch to "Drive" and kept the throttle wide open until you reached your desired speed. If one leaned the stick to the right, the right track slowed and the left one speeded up proportionately causing a turn to the right. The more to the right the stick was pressed, the sharper the turn. Full right with the transmission in "Neutral" (between "Drive" and "Reverse") would reverse the right track and accelerate the left track so that the tank could pivot around its center of gravity, thus digging a hole that it eventually could not climb out of should one be so inclined

There was a foot brake which served little purpose since the drive train and track friction was so great that simply letting off the gas pedal brought the thing to a rapid stop. The brakes could hold the tank on an incline once it was brought to a stop by applying "Reverse". Steep grades were negotiated when going forward by applying "Reverse" as soon as the crest was broken and feeding gas to control the speed. The opposite was done to back down a grade. The brakes were simply inadequate for the task. There was a mechanical parking brake that could be used once the machine was at rest.

Imagine, if you will, an area about as big as two football fields side by side, made of red clay with the topography of an ocean having waves five or six feet high. Imagine further, driving a car in that environment. You know it wouldn't last long. Daunting to say the least, right? That is the place at Aberdeen Proving Grounds where we were trained to drive the M-47 and the T-41 (Walker Bulldog light tank). When first you approach one of those humps at about 25 or 30 mph, you tense for the thud only to find that the tank merely swings up smoothly at the nose and then down as you crest the 'wave', all so calmly that you are dumfounded. A couple of laps around and across the field and you feel as if nothing could make 49 tons of steel jar or shudder. No squeaks, no rattles, no bang, no bounce. Even the engine is hardly noticeable, being at the rear and insulated by all that steel and turret structure. 

The driver's position was in the hull forward of the turret and could be covered with an armored hatch in combat, whereupon the viewing was done by periscope. It was possible to crawl from turret to driver's position while inside the tank if the turret was positioned properly, but it was an awkward, cramped passage only to be used in direst emergencies. I loved that tank.
PLATITUDE
Someone else has already said this, but it can stand repeating.

Do not strive for happiness, strive to do good work, the happiness will come

Another one:

When trouble overtakes you, the temptation is to ask: "Why me?" I suggest you ask instead: "Why not me? 

I believe Jesus made several promises to us. Among them was not included long term comfort, peace or success in this life. He did promise us that since we were mortal, we would sin, but that we also could be forgiven (see NEW MATH) and thus be given a home in that House not made with hands, eternal in the heavens. You might also mention in your prayers that you give thanks even for your trials for they too can be a blessing.
LUDDITES
At the beginning of the industrial revolution all manner of craft guilds saw that their jobs were being lost to the introduction of labor saving machines. Over time, machines incurred less cost to the industrialists than the laborers.  Ned Lud was such a one. He destroyed is boss’s new stocking frames when they cost him his job. Gangs of English rioters some yeas later were called Luddites when they rampaged through newly built textile plants which had put them out of work.

One of the classic examples of Luddite sabotage occurred near the end of the 19th century. A machine called a Linotype had been invented. With it an operator properly trained could set printer's type via a keyboard attached to a huge machine that held selectable molds of virtually any extant type face in all of the common body text sizes. Contained within the machine was a furnace in which type lead was melted. With it, a type setter could us the keyboard to cast selected width lines of body text at a rate many times faster than setting type in the traditional manner.

This machine promised to eliminate most employees of the printing industry whose job it was up to that time to laboriously select individual letters of type from a type case and place it onto a 'stick' which was actually a tray of adjustable width corresponding to the width of the type column specified. They were called typesetters and their artisan sort of skill was one that had to be developed over several years. The ability to 'read' printer's type, to set each letter in place more or less backward when compared to ordinary reading, to learn to select the right space width between words in order to justify each line and then block it all up in the press frame was one that required experience, speed and dexterity; all  high priced attributes.
Faced with the disappearance of their jobs, the type setter's guilds called strikes, sabotaged the Linotype machines and excluded operators from membership. Luddites.


Another example: until the 1920's or 30's butter was the shortening of choice for most cooking and was the only table spread. It was costly and so there was a desire for a substitute other than lard, the only other naturally solid shortening; its character imparted heaviness to baked goods and it was entirely unpalatable on the dinner table
There was a plenitude of grains in those days and the market for it was limited as most of the world was not then importing American grain in large amounts. Don't you know there was a depression on? Grain processors extracted the oil from it and made what we know today as oleo or margarine. It was a good butter substitute but in its natural form was white like lard and so was an unattractive table spread.


Oleo producers wanted to add dye to the margarine so that it would look like butter, and put it up in sticks as well. Great idea, right? Wrong!


The dairy farmers and their supporters in congress saw a direct threat to their well being. And well it might have been. So, legislation was passed that forbade oleo manufacturers to sell the dyed product. Luddites.
The oleo people, not to be denied the market they had staked out by their ingenuity, sold oleo in one pound bricks, just like butter. Inside the waxed paper wrapping they put a little square of paper on which had been applied a piece of cellophane holding a little dot of food dye. The homemaker could soften the oleo, open the dye pack and drop it in the oleo, stir it in the mixer and lo, and behold, butter! It would re-harden in any container when refrigerated and was the perfect butter substitute. Housewives did this chore until after World War II. In the 1950's the dairy farmers' lobby lost ground to the grain farmers and the law was repealed. 
Luddite protective legislation often denies the consumer what he desires and is willing to pay for, thus perverting the concept of a free market. It has permeated our congresses for years. Don't believe me? Ask Bill Gates.
In 1979, I was told that my unit at EPA was going to get a computer to help us do our illustration. I said to myself "Humph! Fat chance!" They brought a machine made by DEC (Digital Equipment Corp.) that took up the floor space of a small refrigerator and was about half as high. It was called a PDP-23, mini-computer. (The desktop computers we have now were called micro-computers then and had maybe 128 kb of memory.) The PDP-23 had a removable hard disc almost two feet in diameter that fit under a top lid. It was housed in a plastic case with a handle on top that also served as a lock/unlock device by folding it down or flipping it up, just like the main frames of the day. There was a typewriter without type bars that served as a keyboard and a tablet with a pointer pen wired to it. And of course, a color monitor. To operate, one opened the lid, installed the hard disc, closed the handle and lid and hit the 'start' button. The monitor came to life and one would type three-letter mnemonic codes on the keyboard and that would set the machine to put on the screen what you 'drew' on the tablet or typed on the keyboard.                                                                                                                                     

There were codes to specify limited type styles in unlimited sizes, other codes to specify placement and organization, color, drop shadows and so on. Some codes put menus on the screen for you to choose a variety of options, like circles, ellipses, rectangles, open or filled, one column or two column text and on and on and on. An operator could tape a map, for instance, on the tablet and simply trace it onto the screen, later adding whatever data or information was required.

Once one had finished the drawing, it was named and saved and another was started. At the end of the session, you picked up a modem telephone, called a number in Atlanta, and listened for the modem whistle, put the phone on the cradle, punched a button and all the data of your artwork was transferred by phone line to a decoder on the other end that exposed the data onto a roll of 35 mm Kodachrome film which was mailed to us. We then couriered the film to a local processor who developed the film, mounted the slides and couriered them back to us. The system made beautiful color slides, and with practice, we drew some fairly complex figures. It was great for doing schematics and wiring diagrams because it could make infinite numbers of colored, connected, parallel horizontal and vertical lines, and as the complexity grew, you could shrink the whole thing in proportion to keep it fitting on the screen.


Computing ability was somewhat limited. If one got too many different types of images on the screen the Pascal Run Time would be exceeded and the figure would degenerate to a messy scrawl of lines on the screen. Simplify and start over. Ugh

The system was produced by General Electric and was not for sale, only rent or lease. The excuse was that it was still not fully developed. It cost $8,000.00 a month. Many EPA installations had these machines and there were actually symposia held in Washington for us users where many upgrades were taught, like shading or gradiating colors and so on. After about two years, we gave the system up as the bean counters upstairs held it to be not economically reasonable and we went back to typing and drawing, pasting up and shooting diazo blue slides in our own photo lab. We still had to do photostatted paper drawings with paste-up type for publications anyway.


About 1985, after our unit was disbanded, two of us were transferred to the library, where we were given desktop computers and primitive inkjet printers. The drawing programs were basic, allowing little user design work; one simply selected a format from a list and put in text which was placed by the program. Harvard Graphics is one program we used. I hated it. Then Zenographics came along. It offered nearly unlimited variety of text and drawing options, but the menus were a bewildering number of dropdown selections whose mnemonic three-letter codes seldom related well to what was to appear on the screen. It was also maddening in that a mistake meant starting over. You very nearly couldn't undo anything.
At last, Lotus Freelance came along. I was in my element. The memory of the computers had grown rapidly and if one dedicated the machine to only one program there was hardly any limit to one's ability to draw almost anything. The only thing it wouldn't do was tilt the minor axis of an ellipse. Perspectives could be drawn one line at a time; text was shrinkable and growable on the screen like any other image as you drew to get the best fit.

All the while, screen dot pitch was being reduced, (increased?), printers diversified and improved and laser printers came on the scene. Color became 'de rigueur'. Even the ink jets picked up speed and sharpness. They nearly equaled letterpress by the time I retired.


I was a Luddite in attitude only. My skepticism faded rapidly as I saw the versatility and options computers were offering. Now we see movies with phenomenal realism made entirely on computers. Even the desktop computers drive animated games that approach realism in some ways.

Watch out for the Luddites. Their latest tactic is called 'precautionary legislation'. With it they ask us to forbid certain research and development before it commences on the grounds that it may produce bad consequences. By this means, each pressure group can prevent developments that they perceive as a threat to their own preferences. Luddites must always be subordinated to Liberty. Precautionary legislation would have stopped the Wright brothers dead in their tracks on the sands of Kitty Hawk.
ANPD


These are some of the things I remember about the time I worked at the Aircraft Nuclear Propulsion Division of General Electric Co., in Evendale, Ohio.


I was interviewed by two managers there in response to a newspaper ad looking for ‘artists’ for a growing federal program to produce a nuclear aircraft engine. One was Don Patrick, supervisor of the Publications Unit and the other was Ed Price, supervisor of Design Illustration. Both made an offer and I chose Design Illustration since the work there most closely paralleled my training and talent. After being hired, I was sent to a place on McMillan Avenue where employees worked on unclassified stuff until their AEC ‘Q’ clearance came in. It took about 90 days for the government to decide if you were to be trusted with the deepest of America’s secrets. One girl working there had been waiting 2 months when I got there and was still waiting when I left. In her earlier life she had had a drinking problem. The secretary there was most remarkable. She could type faster that a modern HP printer can print, all the while greeting visitors and talking on the phone.

There were two contractors since there were two clear alternate approaches to the effort. One was to try a direct cycle where a reactor would simply heat air forced through it by a jet engine compressor, extract enough energy from the heated air via a jet engine turbine to drive the compressor and provide thrust to propel the plane. The alternate was called indirect or closed cycle wherein the reactor would heat some kind of liquid medium which would be circulated to a heat exchanger as a substitute for the burner can section of a jet engine, again extracting energy to drive the compressor with the balance providing thrust for the plane..


Each approach had advantages and disadvantages; Pratt & Whitney was to develop the closed cycle engine. Those at GE snorted at their proposal because of its extreme complexity of piping and controls plus the hazardous nature of something like molten radioactive sodium circulating throughout the aircraft in addition to the high energy losses inherent in the piping and multiple heat exchangers. Pratt & Whitney snorted at GE’s direct cycle approach because of the immense size and weight of an air cooled reactor requiring a copper radiation shield at least ten inches thick to protect the crew.


And so off we went with our research. Problems were many and the first things learned were such as no existing metals could survive the temperatures that were called for to get the needed thrust. There is a condition called hydrogen embrittlement that affects most ferrous metals exposed to high temperatures in a hydrogen-rich atmosphere. Turbine blades shattered when at high rotational speeds and exposed to air not depleted of hydrogen by burning JP-4 in it first. Inconel X was invented. A type of stainless steel, it called for new processes to be developed to precision form it and weld it. All other metals tried were subject to the embrittlement; a no-no inside a reactor. Precision itself had to be reinvented. Since the reactor was about 36 inches in diameter and six feet long; a bundle of tubes within tubes within tubes and it was going to be producing heat at over 1700 degrees F and was going to depend on air alone to cool it, there had to be assembly to the millionth (yes, millionth) of an inch in order to prevent hot spots or warping which would be catastrophic in operation. Control rods to moderate the reactor’s heat and ‘scram rods’ to make emergency shut-downs had to be positioned to the same precision.  Everything had to be perfectly rigid to control clearances yet be allowed to expand and contract perfectly evenly with each cycle of heating and cooling. It was estimated after preliminary experiments that it would require 100 hours to cool the engine after the craft landed, it being connected to a complex ground-based air circulation system for the purpose.


Some scientists were doing advanced materials research, looking for unorthodox stuff to use in order to reduce weight and overcome heat problems. Others looked for different methods of construction and different reactor cycles. One day one of the scientists I had developed a rapport with came to me with a little clear plastic tube about the diameter of a cheap cigar and two inches long. He was Tom Szekeley, and he said “Charlie! I got it!” I said “What?”  “The first pellet of absolutely pure beryllium at 100 percent density.” Sure enough, in the tube was a pellet about 3/8 inch in diameter and about as long. It was a matte brownish gray and remarkably heavy. It was a milestone in his effort to design a ceramic reactor which would obviate many of the structural problems of contending with the Inconel X reactors. I drew a slew of design proposals using his ideas. He told me pure beryllium was poisonous to the extreme; touch it and die.
Our unit worked closely with the powerplant drafting section as our job was to produce perspective drawings of their output since managers and government liaison could make no sense of orthographic views the draftsmen produced. We did pencil, ink, tempera and airbrush renderings depending upon the level of the VIPs the presentation was to go to.

One draftsman was Gene Fulmer, nick-named Foof. A raucous outspoken guy just waiting to be drafted by the then aborning American Football League, he could be heard all over the unit from time to time. His unit’s secretary was Janet Ubel; a slender young brunette of remarkable beauty and piercing black eyes. So perfectly formed was she that it was said there was not a dimple on any part of her body. I don’t know who found that out. She could be a little bit snippy too. Once when she let loose on Foof, he said for all to hear: “Quiet girl, or I’ll light the string on your Tampax and put you in orbit!” 

Design Illustration had several secretaries; the only remarkable one was a girl who Ed Price swore had a period every two weeks and about a dozen ailing grandmothers according to her attendance record. Our unit manager was Willard Jensen to whom I took an immediate dislike and was thankful that he seldom appeared in our workplace, preferring to call Ed to his office to elucidate his management decisions. It was discovered that he had bugged the offices of all the supervisors in his unit with listening devices to hear what was being said in his absence. It was an absolutely illegal act because no electronic device was allowed inside our building. That included personal radios and tape recorders.

About a year into my employment there, GE’s top management produced a program to get a sense of how the employees felt about the company and what could be done to improve relations between indians and chiefs. All hands meetings were held nationwide explaining the plan, emphasizing the anonymous nature of the soon to arrive questionnaire. Each employee went into an empty room with a 4 page, both sides, legal size questionnaire and a pencil and a sealable envelope. The questions were wide ranging and probed deeply into attitudes and feelings, even offering opportunity to make suggestions. The results were sometimes amusing. Several months were needed to analyze and report the outcome to employees. One I remember was why GE was viewed as a big impersonal company. Monte Kelch one of my co-workers said “Because it is a big impersonal company.” However, it came out that of all of GE’s units nationwide; the highest morale was exhibited by the eleven of us in Design Illustration. No one else even came close. 
The extreme dangers known and unknown of radioactive devices demanded that all of the actual nuclear experimentation take place in a deserted remote location called the Idaho Test Site. Its nearest municipality was Idaho Falls and GE had a daily flight from Cincinnati to Idaho Falls and one in the opposite direction each day, hauling stuff and people back and forth using 2 war surplus Douglas C-54s. It finally got to the point that so many people were using a trip to the test site for a short vacation that government inspectors put a stop to it. I came on board just a bit too late to get one of those rides.
At the test site was where GE’s HTRE 3 (High Temperature Reactor Engine, ver.3) produced 60,000 horsepower for 150 hours non-stop. Pratt & Whitney never got that far. But they did install a working reactor in a B-52 and then operated it to make low level heat in flight. When the Kennedy administration put a stop to the programs, both contractors were reduced to doing materials research for commercial electric power reactors. Such high aspirations to have died with a whimper.  
IN THE PRESENCE OF GREATNESS or (NEAR GREATNESS)

Some people are born to greatness; others have greatness thrust upon them, others merely bump into greatness and ricochet off into nondesctiptness.

1. When I was returning to class at Art Center School after lunch, I was sixth in line for the traffic light. When it turned green, the first car delayed. When finally we began to move, only three cars made the green. The rest of us had to stop short, the car behind me, not short enough. BANG! I got out, and the car behind me backed up a foot or two and I observed a small dimple in one of my bumper guards. The driver of the Continental MkII which had struck me leaned out and said, "Any damage?" Nice guy as I was, I said "Nothing to go to court about." Frank Sinatra said, "I'll pay for any damage." I said "That's OK, forget it." He probably did, but I never did


2. I was helping Dave, a classmate at ACS put a three carb manifold on his Olds at the Shell gas station which he attended at night. A white 1956 Thunderbird pulled up to the pump outside and I volunteered to pump while Dave was occupied aligning the manifold gaskets. I went out and put 16 gallons in Robert Culp's beautiful white top-down  57 T'bird. He said "Thanks." when I gave him the change. After "You're welcome." swish! He was gone.

3. At a Young Republican rally/fund raiser near Wilson, I spoke a few minutes with then Congressman Gerald Ford, who was the featured speaker. He was trying to help John Shallcross in his run for senate. He was a nice guy, good speech.

4. We went to Richmond, Indiana to a political rally which would feature Barry Goldwater, who had just published "The Conscience of a Conservative" and whose fame was growing as a precedent to his running for president a couple of years later. We were in Richmond's major hotel asking for directions to the school where the rally was to occur. Down the wide steps from the mezzanine came the good senator. I took his hand and told him I was proud to shake his hand and that his book was great. He was gracious and a bit uncomfortable but thanked me. The rally was a crowd pleaser. I'd never been among so many Republicans in one place before or since.
5. Nearly everyone in the Inspection Section of the 568 Ordnance Heavy Maintenance Company was gone on business, monkey and otherwise, when a string of Jeeps and army staff cars rolled into our compound. Ours was the building nearest the main gate. All manner of brass climbed out and came into the inspection section building. I was then the corporal in charge (by default) and so called "Attention!" The four of us snapped to. All the Korean labor stopped in their tracks. A captain came forward and introduced me to General James A. Van Fleet, who had just replaced General Ridgeway as commander of all UN forces in Korea. The general said he did not wish to interrupt our work and called "As you were!"!" Made no difference, everybody stood transfixed. I then answered a few routine questions and pointed out the location of the Shop Office, where our leadership was located.

6. I was managing the new car get-ready shop for Harry Mann Chevrolet in south Los Angeles. We had just prepped a 1958 Corvette, red and ivory. I was told to bring it around to the show room for delivery to the new owner. When I swung in to the lot beside the show room, there were cameras and people in suits all over the place. The cameras were rolling when I got out and turned the car over to Dinah Shore. She was not just gushing when she thanked me and hopped in. What a lovely lady.

7. It was time trials for the 1959 or 60 Indianapolis 500. I prefer the time trials to the race because you can see and hear each car alone on the track. The sound each makes is music to my ears. The NOVI Special was there. NOVI was its name because the race shop where it was built was on the commuter rail line running north from Detroit. It was located near station number six. On the station identifying sign, it said "No.VI" (Roman Numerals). Duke Nalon was qualifying. This centrifugally supercharged 180 cubic inch Offy V-8 was the only one in the world. It was concocted by mating two 90 cubic inch Offy Midget engines to form a V8. It made a song that raised the hair on the back of my neck. No one at that time had ever imagined the rpms or horse power that thing would produce. It was a violent contrast to the deep throated roar of the 270 cubic inch four cylinder Offys turning no more than 5,000 rpm. 
Such was the NOVI’s performance that a group in England formed a team calling itself British Racing Machines and used much of its theory to produce a 90 cubic inch V16 Grand Prix engine. You see, horsepower is affected more by piston area than stroke length. The ratio of piston area to stroke is enhanced by increasing the number of cylinders. For a given displacement, increasing the cylinder count decreases the stroke and maxim torque while increasing the relative piston area and horsepower. For racing, horsepower is the goal, while for daily driving, torque is the key factor that gives a sense of performance. You know… a 350 Chevy is more satisfying to drive than the same car with a 235 or 300 cid engine because of the torque born of brute displacement, not the horsepower.

After his successful run, the #98 Offy roadster, metallic blue and pearlescent white, owned by J. C. Agajanian, a pig farmer and commercial garbage collection contractor for the city of Pasadena, made its run. Troy Ruttman, of Carerra PanAmericana fame, climbed out of it. He finished his four timed laps, qualified well and got out of the car right in front of me. You see, at practice and time trials, spectators were allowed in the infield and could go right up to the fence behind the pits. That's where I was when I shouted, "Good run, Troy!" To my surprise, instead of ignoring me and continuing to talk with his crew, he came to the fence, snaked his hand through a gap in it to shake my hand, and said "Thanks for the compliment; I hope I do as well in the race next week." What a guy!

8. For centuries some of mankind has believed that there was communication between people, animals, things and events that is not verbal or visual. Over time scientists came to call all of it by the term Extra Sensory Perception or ESP. This phenomenon was said by some to include such things as communicating with the dead, predicting the future, levitation, poltergeists, telekinesis and mind reading.



Shortly after the Second World War, Dr. B. J. Rhyne produced a paper on aspects of ESP that intrigued the psychology department at Duke University. Some work on the phenomenon had been conducted by the OSS and others on the off chance that some aspects of ESP might advance the war effort. Dr. Rhyne was to establish a department at Duke that would seriously investigate the possibility that ESP was a real thing. 

The doctor assembled a group of bright assistants and doctorial candidates to devise a way to establish valid facts regarding the existence of ESP. He was enthusiastic and hopeful that such could be proven.

Years passed. The press loved the concept and all manner of stories and articles appeared on an almost monthly basis writing of tantalizing hints of success. However, the field was so broad that hard choices had to be made regarding what aspect of ESP should be concentrated upon. It seemed logical that the most easily quantified phenomenon was communication between separated individuals.​ It was obvious that Uri Geller was a faker of mammoth proportions; he claiming to be able to ‘will’ spoons to bend, etc.

The sad part was that some of Dr. Rhyne’s aides were fudging the results, making everyone think that some individuals indeed had a tenuous ability to 'read another's mind'. By the 1970s the hoax was discovered and poor Dr. Rhyne was smeared by the devious acts of his assistants.


When I was living in Durham, I belonged to a club made up of single, divorced and separated folks called the Solo Club. One event was that about six of us went to Charlie Goodnight’s for an evening out. It had been founded by a friend of one of the club members. The only enjoyment I got out of it was that one of our party was a niece of Dr. Rhyne. I was intrigued and she asked if I would like to meet him. I responded positively and she made an appointment to visit him at his home. He had by then retired. He was a gracious host and we had a nice conversation. He seemed to like me (or maybe he was just lonely, or maybe hoped I had eyes for his 30ish unwed niece). At any rate it came out that I had attended West Virginia University, if only for a short time. He was ecstatic! He had taught there. He loved the WVU fight song. Could I sing it? I demurred explaining that I no longer knew the words and singing was not what I was good at. I offered to whistle it. He said "Please do!" And so I whistled the WVU fight song for the world's foremost ESP researcher. He stood and pranced to my melody with eyes gleaming, face beaming. Again, What a guy!
9. It was a simpler, more innocent time. We walked through the terminal at RDU and out to the flight line where the Lockheed Electras and Convair 440s were unloading and taking on passengers. The twin Beechcraft model 18 taxied up. It had been converted to turboprop engines and tricycle landing gear; the latest stuff in those days.

The airstairs dropped and out came the one and only Les Irvin, president and founder of Irvin Industries. If you ever wore a seatbelt in a GM car in the 1960s or 70s you were wearing his product. Not so great, you say? In the beginning all parachutes were opened by a static line attached to the aircraft. It was one reason that parachutes were not widely popular in the aviation industry in the early years.

Mr. Irvin made his own parachute, opened by the first ripcord and tested it himself in the post WW I years. So successful was his idea that the Army Air Corps adopted the system in the mid-war years. Mr. Irvin established his own parachute manufacturing facility in Lexington, KY and his company became the premier parachute manufacturer of the world.

The technology involved in making parachutes was closely parallel to making seat belts. The webbing for belts is/was the same stuff as parachute risers and the security stitching methods are the same for both. And so it was he who the auto industry turned to when seat belts became mandatory safety equipment.
The capacity of Payne and Associates for making inflatable lifesaving equipment was attractive to Mr. Irvin since the Boeing 747 was coming into being and the market for FAA approved life vests was going to explode; each 747 having to be fitted with about 500 of them. Irvin Industries’ financial resources and Payne & Associates’ advanced vest manufacturing technique, already FAA approved, was a good fit. He bought the company. 
Thus it was that we were able to expand our vest manufacturing capacity to serve nearly all of the world’s airlines that were buying the 747.

That guy jumped out of a plane at 10,000 feet with a home-made parachute and a manual ripcord that had never been tested on a dummy or anything else. That’s greatness! 
10. In the years shortly after WW I, aircraft began to enter commercial service in a very tentative way; providing short hops for only one or two brave people. One of the first routes was across Tampa Bay from Tampa to St. Pete. Some success was achieved and the line grew, concentrating mostly on high value freight, adding more and more distant stops along the eastern seaboard.

One of the earliest pilots for what was by then Eastern Air Express was a 19 year old boy who had learned to fly before there was a licensing agency, first called the Civil Aviation Authority, later to become our present day FAA. His name was Richard Merrill.


Captain Merrill flew into the future, first for Eastern Air Express piloting a Pitcairn Mail Wing; and when it became Eastern Air lines, DC-3s. He then flew for a number of larger airlines ultimately landing a Douglas DC-8 four engine jet at San Francisco International Airport on his final non-stop trip from Tokyo, Japan at age 60. In his 41 year career he had amassed a Pilot in Command log of over 35,000 hours. When one contemplates that based upon a 40 hour week, there are only 85,000 work hours in 41 years, and that airline/FAA policy forbade flying more than 8 hours without a 12 hour rest, he spent half of his waking life captaining airliners. It was rumored that he never needed a day of sick leave.

He spent his retirement flying one or the other of his personal planes out of Shannon Airport in Fredericksburg, VA, his home and the site of the little museum on the field containing his mementos and the memorabilia documenting his remarkable career.

By the time I met him, in 1977, he was beyond flying age; his eyes were giving him trouble. He spent his time sunning in a chair outside the museum, chatting with all who came along in a most friendly and engaging manner. Employees on the field referred to him in an almost worshipful manner.
He was the epitome of an airline captain. He performed in the manner of the truly great.

11. Before there was Nextel Cup racing there was Winston Cup and before Winston Cup there was Grand National racing. It was the big time of that era. Among racing enthusiasts the names of the drivers were as familiar as Jeff Gordon and Dale Earnhart are to ordinary sports enthusiasts today. The Grand National drivers were encouraged to run at the small tracks around the country as a ‘celebrity’ to enhance attendance at the tracks where stock car racing was born and from where future generations of GN drivers would come.

I was helping Buster Parks with his car at Orange county Speedway near Rougemont, NC one Saturday night. The celebrity was The Silver Fox, David Pearson. He was a contemporary of Cale Yarborough and the Allisons. He drove the No. 21 Mercury, a product, I believe, of Wood Brothers, from up near Martinsville, VA.

He naturally blew all of the local guys in their Modified Sportsman class cars into the weeds, though one or two of the locals tried to race with him, they were actually racing to see who would get Second Place. His car was theoretically a Modified Sportsman also. Modified Sportsman limited their displacement to 358 CID. GN at that time was running big blocks; 428 and 429 Cobras and Elephants, 427 Rats, and 426 Hemis,
In the pits after the race I stood beside Mr. Pearson as he watched the crew ready the car for loading into the trailer. I said, “You made it look awfully easy, Dave.” He replied with a grin “Well I’ll tell you, it ain’t!” He was drenched with sweat, his wavy white hair a soggy mop atop his head. I said “That doesn’t look like any 351 Cleveland I ever saw.” He smiled again and said “That’s a destroked 429; we call it our ‘Mini-Elephant’ motor.” I said “Oh.”
12. I was in Ashville, doing art work for a government contractor there. Payne & Associates had ‘loaned’ me to them for a week. The outfit was working on a ‘ballistic parachute’; one that would deploy fast enough to be used by a pilot merely sitting on the runway. It was to be used in conjunction with the Martin-Baker ejection seat just coming on line with the military.

The designers I was working with ate lunch at the Ashville airport each day, as it was the closest eatery around and they always invited me to go along.

On one such occasion, I saw a dignified gentleman who had just gotten off a Convair 440 outside, enter accompanied by two others and take a table nearby. Squinting to gain maximum focus, I saw it was Rev. Billy Graham.

When we finished our meal, I went to his table to greet him and give him a compliment about his work. He was seen there so regularly that others, the locals, practically ignored him, I suppose. He was somewhat surprised by my greeting but responded graciously. We shook hands.
TRUTH OR LIE

In high-school I was exposed to a philosopher whose name is now lost to me in the mists of dotage, but whose admonition has stayed with me down through the years. It is so meaningful to me that I want everyone I love to know it, and live by it; Lord knows I've tried to myself. He said, and I must paraphrase, "The cruelest thing in human relations is not the lie that is told but the hurtful truth that need not be told”

Today, July 21, 1999 is the day that an example of that very thing occurred on a talk show. The personal secretary to Jacqueline Kennedy when she was first lady, revealed that that most poignant image of the president's funeral; the picture of little John John saluting the passing of his father's casket, was not a spontaneous act as we all supposed, but a thoroughly planned and practiced production intended to be imprinted on the public's memory. It worked admirably. I hold no great love for that president or his wife, but for that secretary to reveal the truth at a time when they are recovering John John's body from the waters near Martha’s Vineyard was cruel to his memory and abusive of a public long accustomed to using that image to connect themselves to the horror of that assassination. It was a truth that need not be told


Another example reaches farther back in history but is burned into my memory also. At the attack on Pearl Harbor, all manner of stories emerged telling of the events of December 7, 1941. I was eleven years old and the eruption of war was foremost on everyone's' mind. There arose soon a story of heroism that was emblazoned on the front page of every newspaper. An Air Corps captain, Colin P. Kelly, had taken off in his B-17 in search of the enemy fleet the afternoon of the raid. He never returned. I recall no mention of the other nine men who normally served in a B-17. The press releases said he had found a Japanese warship and attacked it. It went on to say that his plane was irreparably damaged in the attack and so, in an act of uncommon valor, he dived the mortally wounded plane into the ship to assure its sinking.


A massive ceremony was staged in which he was awarded the Medal of Honor. It being posthumous, much was made of the medal being presented to his son, who appeared to be about six years old. It was the first such medal awarded in World War II. The picture was on the front pages of all the newspapers and filled the Movietone News in the theaters. Remember, there was no television in those days. 

In the 1960's, that age when cynicism pervaded our country by way of the hippie movement and anti-war sentiment, some smart aleck, privy to Air Force documents, ran across the record of Kelly's flight and found it actually contained no evidence of his heroic deed. He had simply flown away from Pearl Harbor and never returned. His extraordinary heroism appeared to have been invented in order to give America something to hang on to until we could achieve a semblance of order and begin to repel the Japanese. It took about a year before that was to happen and three and a half more before victory was achieved, but for me, Colin P. Kelly, Captain, U.S. Army Air Corps glowed brightly in my mind. He was the exemplification of all that was fine and good and brave in our fighting forces. To be robbed of that image was cruel and beyond the pale. Think about his son, awarded that Congressional Medal and cherishing it all those years, what of him and his feelings?  No one was served by that revelation except the gossip who told it. I hope he rots in Hell. It was a hurtful truth that need not be told. The cynical misuse of that man and his family insulted all of the heroes who have been awarded that most honored of decorations regardless of how brave or not brave Captain Kelly was.

A more recent example of the same occurred in church. My darling seven year old granddaughter, Beverly, was wearing a pretty satin dress. She takes pride in choosing and donning her clothing without help from the grownups. I complimented her on how pretty she looked as usual, which she takes very seriously. The time came for us all to rise and circulate about the sanctuary greeting others. She approached a lady of the choir who shook her hand and told her she had her dress on backward, which was the truth. She flipped the label up from beneath her chin to prove it. It was all in good humor and with the best of intent

Alas, Beverly is endowed with a kind, gentle, sensitive nature. It is one that at age seven is pretty fragile. She was humiliated as deeply as only one of seven years can be. Returning to our seats, I saw her trying desperately to turn the dress around without taking it off. I believe it is something only girls learn how to do. I told her not to do that, that it wasn't important and not to feel bad about it. The family, including her, was later to stand before the laity and read a Biblical piece about the time of Advent. Poor Beverly was so ashamed of her error in dressing that she tried to hide behind her mother. I ached for her embarrassment. Didn't that nice lady in the choir have any idea how that truth which need not be told could damage a fragile ego? Golly!
SECRET AGENT MAN


When I was in basic training at Aberdeen Proving Grounds, I was called out of class and told to report to the intersection of two roads on the post not far from the base headquarters. I asked “What for?” and was told the orders had come from Post Intelligence. I was shown the paper on which the order was written. It was signed buy the Colonel in charge of Personnel at APG. I had about an hour to be there.


I hoofed it over to the specified location and a black 1950 Chevy sedan pulled up with two sergeants in it. I was told to get in the back seat. I did.


The left seat started driving and the right seat started a conversation that sounded like he was fishing for me to say something about the war I was headed for and how I felt about what the North Koreans and Chinese had brought to us. My usual patriotic conservatism and feelings came out. It must have been what he wanted to hear. He showed me his badge holder and ID. He was in the army’s CID.


He asked me if I would agree to serve my country in a more profound way than as a soldier. My head said “Uh oh!”, but my mouth said “Sure.” He proceeded to explain that there were all kinds of people who meant America harm and the there were probably many who had been drafted. The army’s counterintelligence people needed to know about them in order to keep an eye on them.


“Would you consent to just listen to the soldiers you come into contact with, and if they seem to be saying things intended to subtly undermine the aims of our government or the will of soldiers to serve, report them to us?” He said that the services knew there were Communist cells which recruited young people who would volunteer or allow themselves to be drafted for the sole purpose of undermining men’s will to fight and spread dissention among the troops. He continued with cautions against reporting the normal bitching that all soldiers do; that I must do nothing overt nor mention this conversation to anyone, period, Not my best pal, not my girlfriend, not my CO, not my folks, no one.


I asked a few questions about the length of time I would be expected to do this, what would happen to anyone I reported on; that kind of stuff.  It seemed as if I had been singled out because of a background check of some kind. It might have been based upon what was learned from my applying to OCS, and the checks made during that investigation.


I was given a phone number to call each Friday afternoon when training was over for the day. I was told to memorize it and destroy the paper slip it was written on. I was told to say only one of two things: “Nothing to report.” Or say a name of someone I thought might bear watching. I was to spell out the name to avoid mistakes. There would be no one speaking on the other end of the line after the answer “Hello.” I was to hang up without saying anything else.

I told the guy that I would only be at my present station for 6 more weeks, “What happens when I go on to Ordnance School, and then on to Korea or where ever?” He said that phone number would get me to where I wanted to call from any phone in the USA.”


I never had anything to report. I was glad. I’m a lousy rat.
HUNTING STORIES


Back to Ed Zern the author I referred to in “The Life and Times of Mingo P. Keadle and Family.” He also wrote a book. He may have written several but I only know of one: "To Hell With Hunting". It was a riot. Each chapter told a specific hunting story lampooning some aspect of the sport. He said with perfect political incorrectness that he didn't know why some guy with a two thousand dollar shotgun and fifteen hundred dollars worth of gear could shoot a goose or duck and think he was smart when it was a well known fact that the smartest duck ever bagged was killed with a club by a cross eyed mongoloid idiot who had an I.Q. of .026. He also told a story about a politician, who now days we could say was Ted Kennedy, but I doubt if he was born when Mr. Zern wrote his book.

It seems that Teddy was out sailing with friends and after a long day of sails and bottles, decided to call it a day. His pals said he should return to the marina near Cape Cod, Massachusetts and so he came about and set course as best he could determine it. Ultimately, he announced to his pals that he had sight of the Massachusetts shore, but they were skeptical, seeing only white surf ahead and knowing his course had been too much West by South. They knew he was nearing Montauk, Long Island, at the Eastern mouth of Long Island Sound. Teddy pressed on in spite of their warnings and shortly his boat ran aground in the shallow water. It was said that Teddy didn't know Mass from a shoal in the Sound.


Another tale was about Emperor Maxmillian. His short, abortive tenure as Spain's puppet ruler of Mexico was punctuated largely by massive hunting expeditions. He was an avid hunter and game was still plentiful. He would invite huge parties of his administration lackeys on these outings along with all of the accouterments demanded by a degenerate pseudo aristocracy. That meant lots of booze and boozing. At one point, Maxmillian had gotten a little ahead of the bulk of the shooters and one of the drunken revelers, eyesight bleared by a day of tipping the bottle, thought he saw game on a little rise ahead of him. In fact it was Max, who had bent over to tie his shoe. Poor Max took a load of buckshot in the tokus. It was said that the shooter didn't know Max from a knoll on the ground. Ed Zern, may he rest in eternal peace.
TRUE HUNTING STORY

Shortly after WW II, Dad and Uncle John took George and me rabbit hunting. We drove to a farm near Prestonsburg KY and met a business associate of Dad’s who knew a farmer willing to allow hunting on his property. The farmer also supplied a black, white and tan beagle trained to flush rabbits.


From his porch he pointed out a treed area beyond a large field overgrown with nearly knee high grass. After the pleasantries, none of which I remember or understood, Dad handed me a 410 Winchester pump and had John show me how to load and fire it. The other three retrieved larger shotguns from the trunk and we strode off across the grassy field which must have been 200 yards square and was slightly domed since only after trudging half way across it did we see a rail fence bordering the forested land beyond.


The little dog was delighted at the prospect of hunting down some rabbits. He stood and ran on his hind legs in order to see over the tall grass; back and forth, using scent and vision to detect his prey. When we reached the fence line Dad said he and John and George were going into the woods beyond the fence because the dog had run before us and yapped indicating he had the scent of a rabbit. I was to stay on the other side of the fence and be alert for any rabbit that may get behind the three of them; that I was in no case to fire into the woods.


The crunch of their footfalls and voices faded into the distance and I stood there loaded and cocked, ready for anything. Dad’s voice came from the distance, “Dick! He’s coming your way!”  I looked to my right and bounding along the fence line directly toward me was a little bunny; scared as hell and bounding like the wind. At ten or fifteen yards I had my sights on him but thought it would not be right to shoot him in the face. I swung the piece around to hit him in the rear when he passed by as that seemed a far more appropriate place to shoot game but before I could pick him up in my sights he bounded back beneath the fence and disappeared into the woods, where I knew I was not to shoot.


The three came to the fence and asked why I didn’t shoot. I told them “I didn’t want to shoot him in the face!” They laughed uproariously. My ears reddened. Some time earlier, Billy Gene Hall and I had tried out our guns on a number of targets in the hills above the old football field. Billy Gene’s piece was an over&under having a .22 cal rifle barrel and a .410 gauge shotgun barrel. I had punctured an old one gallon green-bean can with 18 rounds of .22 long rifle bullets without much excitement when he turned his shotgun on can from close range. The effect was devastating; shredding the can and blowing it about 10 feet up the hill. I had no taste for doing that to a rabbit.

None of them were aware that ever since I had gotten my .22 cal Stevens rifle a year before, I had gone into the hills behind Williamson and stalked and killed several rabbits and many squirrels. I never took my trophies home largely because of the guilt I felt with every successful shot and I had absolutely no intention of having to eat rabbit or squirrel meat, no matter how well Mom could prepare it. The other animals, beetles and birds were welcome to those meals.
AWOL EXCUSE

This isn't true. A sailor was up before Captain's Mast for returning three weeks late from leave. He was wrapped in bandages and splinted in several places. This is what he said "Sir, while I was home on my folk's farm in Iowa, Dad asked me if I'd help him repair his silo, which had been struck by lightning a week or so earlier. A lot of bricks had been knocked off at the top. I said I'd be glad to help, and so we rigged up a pulley system with a barrel to hoist the materials to a small platform we built at the top where we could work. It was just like I had learned in the navy, sir. We soon had all the bricks reset and started to take all the excess material back to the ground.
I was on the ground to let the barrel down when Dad filled it with the leftover bricks and by mistake he put too many in the barrel and pushed it over the side.
The barrel started down and I was too light to hold it and so like a good sailor, I didn't let the rope slide through my hands but held on for dear life, sir. Up I went, and half way there, that barrel coming down hit me on the left shoulder like a Mack truck, but I held on to that rope, sir. As the barrel hit the ground, my head hit the bottom of the platform nearly knocking me out, but I held on to that rope, sir.

While I was seeing stars, the barrel, which had hit the ground with all those bricks in it, busted its bottom out and then was so light that it couldn't support my weight. Down I went. Half way down, that bottomless barrel, on its way up, hit me on the right shoulder, nearly dislocating it. But I held on to that rope, sir. 

When I finally hit the ground, I landed on that pile of bricks and staves the barrel had left there. It knocked me out cold for a second and I must have let go the rope. I was flat on my back when I opened my eyes, and all I could see was that bottomless barrel coming right at me. It smacked me good, sir. It took three weeks in the hospital before the doctors would release me and so here I am, sir.
THREE FILTHY ALL OCCASION RETORTS and other insults.

1. Everyone likes a little ass, but no one likes a smart ass.
2. Everyone likes a little head, but no one likes a shit head.

3. Everyone likes a little hole, but no one likes an ass hole.

Sorry.
INSULTS

There have been in our past people who know very much better how to deliver an insult than to rely upon the likes of those given above. Instead of simply calling unsupportable names, the learned use indirection and adjectives to better effect 


Being not widely read, I find quotations from the long gone and famous only when they are referred to in news magazines and newspaper articles where the more erudite quote those whose works I should have read for myself as a part of my education.


Thus it was that I came across a most beautiful, effective and widely spread insult. John Quincy Adams was our fifth president, the son of our second president. He was not known for his niceness. He knew nearly all of the presidents who had served our country before him and a number of those who followed as well. Of three of them he had the following to say in his diary: 

"There are many features in the character of Mr. Van Buren strongly resembling that of Mr. Madison...But Madison had none of his obsequiousness, his sycophancy, his profound dissimulation and duplicity. In the last of these he much more resembles Mr. Jefferson, though with very little of his genius. The most disgusting part of his character, his fawning servility, belonged neither to Jefferson nor to Madison”.

Beautiful language like that makes me want to know some people I could say the same about. Maybe I do know some people that fit, but I'm not a good enough judge of character to detect them.
IN AND OUT


‘In’ is an odd construct of the English language. There are a bewildering number of applications where it is used and it exemplifies the reason that English is a most difficult language to master.


Most often ‘IN’ is a preposition whose opposite is ‘OUT’. But it sometimes is a prefix for nouns or adjectives which may or may not imply ‘absence of’. Those of us not competent with the idiomatic uses of the word/prefix often ask “If there is INcompetent why is there not  OUTcompetent?” Along the same line we whose native tongue is English just simply know that there is no OUTstitution or OUTsane or OUTcapable or OUTsipid or OUTfraction of the law.


Sometimes the prefix has no easily definable use but works anyway as when we say INordinate. Here it merely makes an adjective non-existent; very handy since we all know there is no OUTordinate in our language. Then we find it used to make something exist instead of disappear, as in INspire. There is a ‘spire’ in English but it has only a tenuous relationship to ‘inspire’ and has absolutely no counterpart called OUTspire.


What a challenge IN must be to those who must ‘learn’ English rather that grow into it from INnfancy. Is there an OUTfancy? Must mean over 6 years old, huh? Or maybe it means something plain instead of ornate. Or yet could it mean taking a dislike to another rather than taking a fancy to them.


You can finish this without my help. 
IT IS WHO YOU KNOW


The troop train pulled right into Fort Knox to unload its mob of Korean War veterans, privates, corporals and sergeants, all eager to get processed and on the way home.


There was were a multitude of activities to line up for and many hours waiting for your unit’s turn to go through the processing. Idle time for us was not idle. To keep us out of trouble we were given paint buckets and brushes and told to paint our barracks building, by some snot nosed GI kid who had never been to war. It rankled, but we did it.


We had to give up our old uniforms and be issued a new set of class ‘A’s to wear home. I had to argue long with the supply jerk, er…clerk, who wanted me to accept a new pair of boots in place of the ones I had worn for my whole two year tour. He couldn’t believe that was my original issue. “I never seen no one make two pair of boots last that long.”, he said. We had our pay records reviewed and mustering out money calculated. The lieutenant said we’d get the cash before we were let go. We were counseled and interviewed. They actually asked if we had any suggestions that would help make the army a better place to serve. They asked us if we would re-up, that times were tight on the outside. I told the sergeant that my dad owned oil wells and money was no problem for me. We had a complete physical, teeth, eyes, X-rays, the whole bit (Turn your head and cough.)

Came the big Saturday. We all fell out in front of the barracks about 9:00 AM. They called the names of each soldier who then stepped forward to the desk where a lieutenant had a cash box and a list of names and how much money was to be given to finish the army’s debt to him. Being handed the bills each would salute the officer, whoop and run for the bus (they were lined up on the road beside the barracks, idling) to Knoxville and freedom.


The names of six of us were not called; me, Embry, whom I had gone over with the year before, and four others, one of whose name was Morton. We were told that our chest X-rays did not ‘come out’ right and that we would have to wait ‘til Monday to have new ones made and evaluated because the doctor in charge of that function had left the post for the weekend. All of the freedom buses had now departed. Talk about a bummer. I couldn’t imagine sitting in that place over another weekend but knew that going AWOL now was out of the question.


Morton groused like the rest of us for a few minutes and then said “Who’s got a dime?” One of us came up with one and he went to the phone booth near the PX. He was back in a few minutes saying, “I think I got it fixed.” and we went into the barracks and flopped on our bunks, stripping off our class ‘A’s to keep them from getting too sweaty. “Who did you call?” said Embry. “My dad.” was the reply, “I think he can help us.” 

We had been there about an hour when a sergeant entered. I figured he had some casual labor for us to keep us out of trouble, but no, he said there was a bus outside for us; we were to be taken to the hospital for new X-rays. All of us except but Morton were was amazed, but pleased. After being herded into the radiology lab we found a doctor, clad in golfing garb and quite angry, waiting to take new chest X-rays. There was another person, in civvies with him. As quickly as the transparencies were developed they were viewed by the civilian and paperwork was signed by the doctor and we were put back on the little GI bus to our barracks. The lieutenant was there, red-faced, clearly angry at being held on the base against his will, with the cash box and our mustering out pay. There was a Greyhound bus idling beside the road.


Turning to Morton, “Wow!” we all said in unison. “What did you do?” He said “I called Dad, my uncle is Thruston B. Morton, US Senator from Kentucky and founder of Morton’s Frozen Foods, I guess Dad called him when I told him what had happened.”

  It IS who you know.
IT IS WHO YOU KNOW, Part 2.


My cousin Tommy Keadle had two sons, one, Scott, got a DDS at West Virginia University. He moved to Salisbury, NC and tried to open a dental practice. He was denied a license by the NC board of Dentistry. His grandmother called me from Williamson quite distraught about the situation. He had already invested heavily in offices and equipment. His grandmother, my aunt Okey, wanted to know if there was anything I could tell her or do to remedy the situation. I confessed that I knew nothing about the workings of state government and was thus helpless to provide assistance.


After hanging up, I recalled a friend I knew from my Young Republican days who had been appointed by Jim Holshauser to a senior position in the state’s highway engineering activity. Holshauser was the state’s first Republican governor in the 20th century.


I looked up Troy Doby’s name in the phone book on the off chance that he was still around. He was, and he was delighted to hear from me. I told him of Scott’s problem and the surrounding circumstances so far as I knew them.


He knew right away who to write and what the address was. He told me what to relay to Scott to say in the letter.


I called Aunt Okey and told her what Troy had told me. After being sure she had all the facts right I hung up and forgot about the whole thing. I had done all I knew to do.


A few years later, I got an invitation to the wedding of Scott and his betrothed in Salisbury. It was clear that he had a successful dental practice based on the text of the invitation and location of the reception. Betty and I thought it would be a nice thing to attend as I had never seen him since he was an infant in Huntington years before.

We were not able to get to the ceremony as it was on a work day, but made it to the evening reception. As we passed through the line, I introduced my self and Betty and Scott’s eyes popped out and he gushed to his new bride “This is Dick, the guy that got me my Dentist’s license!” Uh,,,,yeah.
IT IS WHO YOU KNOW pt. 3

When I worked at Payne & Associates out near the airport, there were two companies that made a certain garment for the Air Force called the CWU-16P. It was an anti-exposure coverall carried in every Air Force plane that operated over waters of the Northern or Southern latitudes. The low bidder was usually the developer of the suit, BF Goodrich, who offered them for about $300.00 each.

They had developed the waterproof slide fastener that closed the garment form crotch to collar. The suit was made of coated nylon with elastic collar and cuffs, incorporating reinforced fabric boots of the same coated nylon sewn right in. Separate padded mitts were attached by web straps. And an inflatable hood somewhat like an aviator’s cap was included, all of which was rolled tightly into a nylon bag about 15 inches long and 6 inches in diameter.


It was designed to be ‘quick donning’ and if a plane should have to ditch in the ocean, these suits could be donned before entering the icy waters of the Atlantic or Pacific. If one could stay dry in frigid waters, one could survive many hours awaiting rescue. These suits would keep one dry very effectively. The survival time in ordinary garments in frigid waters was calculated to be about 20 minutes.

We studied the specs, shopped for the best deal on the materials, devised the testing apparatus, made the pre-production samples, calculated the time required for every production step and got them approved.


The Air Force put out a request for bids to supply 6,600 of these garments and Mr. Payne submitted a bid of $65.00 each. The bid was so low that the Air Force summarily rejected it as a case of ‘buying in’. Mr. Payne lodged a protest. The Air Force sent a review team to our plant which by then had been equipped with the sewing machines, quality control and test equipment, and all documentation. Each suit had to be inflated to one psi and hold the pressure for five minutes to establish their waterproofness. Any leaks were located with soapy water and promptly repaired. They seemed satisfied that we could do what we claimed.


The Air Force never-the-less rejected our bid. Hal got on the phone to an old friend whom he had helped in many political campaigns, the one and only Sam J. Ervin; he of Watergate prosecution fame “I’m just an old country lawyer.” said he of himself. It was only one week before we got our Notice of Award. The rest is history. It IS who you know.   
THE FIRST ROAD TESTER


Shortly after WW II, Mechanix Illustrated began a monthly feature where a guy named Tom McCahill would drive a new car and give his impressions of it. It was all pretty unsophisticated; he used a stop watch and the speedometer to see how long it took to get to 60 miles per hour, never actually measured stopping distances and there was no such thing as a ‘G’ meter to measure cornering forces.


Tom’s forte was that he had driven and raced some high performance cars in his day and had a way with words that was highly entertaining. The feature was a big hit and I looked forward to every issue because of his articles.


When the 1948 Olds was introduced Tom road tested one of those futuristically styled beauties. Sadly, the new body was mounted on the pre-war chassis and driveline. It was a 98 model two-door fastback with a 115 hp straight eight that was the child of the 1932 Olds F-38. Though he admired the ‘Futuramic’ (Olds-speak for the new body) styling he said after driving the car “If you want a squish instead of a swish, buy one.” He went on to say that the car hadn’t enough power to pull a greased gumdrop out of a sick baby’s mouth. A way with words indeed. In 1953 Lincoln updated with a new overhead valve V8 of 312 cubic inches and new styling; far better that the lumpy earlier models. He tested one and loved much of the car but felt it was underpowered. He ended the article by saying “But Sam, you made the pants too small.”

Tom tested the European imports, convincing many of us about their superiority in the area of brakes and handling. It must be remembered that European imports were not their ungainly, underpowered sedans; they were England’s open two seat sport cars, Jaguars, MGs and so on. He had the Granatelli Brothers in Chicago make him a hot rod out of a 1950 Ford 6 that out accelerated every production car of the day. He went into detail about the changes made to the car, mimicking the hot rodders who were arising on the west coast. He did a long feature on how to drive fast, really fast, going into what the seat of your pants can tell you and how to hold the wheel, how to tip the head in turns; even mentioning oversteer/understeer, which has now become “pushing” or “loose”. plus referring to “heel & toe” pedal manipulation, al la SCCA road racing. NASCAR, Car and Driver, Road and Track and Consumer Reports among others owe him a great debt. RIP.
SNOWBALL

The empty lot between our house on 4th Avenue and the Osbornes' was near level where the houses were and sloped sharply toward the street in the area that would be the front yard. The manner of excavation was to cut into the hillside for the structure and push the dirt toward the street, making the steeply sloped part quite rocky and the entire thing was fully covered in weeds in summer.

One snowy day in the winter of my seventh or eighth year, I was alone and decided to make a snowman in the dense, wet snow about 8 inches deep that now covered that empty lot. I had seen snowmen made and knew you started with a hand packed snowball. Starting near the back of the lot, I set it on the fresh snow and rolled it carefully forward, turning it a bit sideways as I rolled so that the ball would maintain roundness

The ball grew rapidly giving me much satisfaction. It was not quite large enough for my taste as I came to the steeper drop-off toward the street and so I got in front of the ball and began to let it descend the hill, gathering size with every inch of movement

I was surprised at how heavy that soft, fluffy collection of weightless snowflakes had become and how energetically it wanted to go downhill. I began resisting with all I had; pushing mightily against this ‘thing’ I had grown

My foot slipped on one of the rocks under the snow which I had begun using as a base for balance. Pushing with my shoulder with all my might, my head fell toward the snow in front of the snowball, which by now had become more like a snow wheel since it had become far too heavy for me to twist during the last several feet of its inexorable progress. The ball or wheel pressed against the back of my head; I being crouched on my knees ever since they had buckled at the moment I slipped


I could not stop the snowball and it was pressing my head further and further into the snow before it. I said to myself “I’m gonna die, crushed or suffocated by a snowball. Which will it be?

Just as I was about to surrender totally and call out for Mom, who was keeping house not 75 feet away, the thing stopped. It had decided not to kill me. I twisted my self sideways, getting my body, but not my head out of the monster’s path. It then rolled over my head and made its way to the sidewalk about 30 feet farther down the hill where it burst against the safety rail separating the sidewalk from the street.

I shook the snow off myself and surveyed the widening track of the snowball’s path to destruction. I had survived.....what? 

I went in the house. Mom said “What have you been doing? I thought you were with George.” “Nothin’ much, George went off with Howard and Newt.” I said.
THE FIRST URBAN LEGEND

Early automatic transmissions were designed so that a car so equipped could be pushed to start it. If the car was rolling at thirty or so mph, the transmission would engage a forward gear almost like a manual transmission thus spinning the engine fast enough for it to start.

Automatic transmissions were somewhat more rare and unfamiliar to many in those days as well.

A man driving one of those cars with an automatic had a starter failure on the side of the road, and a lady stopped to offer assistance.

He explained that all he needed was a push to get his car started, but that it would be necessary for her to push him at least thirty miles per hour for his car to start. She said she’d be glad to do that for him and returned to her car after determining that the bumpers matched in height.
The man turned on the ignition, put his selector in Low as the owner’s manual instructed, and waited to feel the lady’s bumper contact his. He looked in the rear view mirror and saw, to his horror, her car bearing down on his at something like thirty miles per hour!
SPIN CONTROL


When I first went to work for Price Motor Co. at about age 19, I was assigned to work in the used car shop; a corrugated metal building on the side of the used car lot opposite the brick show room/garage; the present site of the old folks tower on 4th Avenue. I was just to help in any way I could, polishing cars for the lot, installing accessories on new cars and so on. I got to watch old timers make repairs to beat up used cars and help when called upon to do whatever needed doing.


 At that time Chevrolet trucks were no larger that 1-1/2 tons which had long or short wheelbases and dual wheel rear axles. They had the same 90 hp engine as the passenger cars and were put in service as coal/dump trucks and box body utility trucks. Price had sold a fleet of them to the local Coca Cola bottler who had custom drink crate carrying bodies installed in Charleston. In those days, Coke only came in six ounce glass bottles delivered in steel reinforced wooden crates holding 24 bottles. The trucks left the plant woefully overloaded and trouble began almost immediately. Axles were breaking altogether too often.

Chevrolet responded by offering a ‘heavy duty’ rear axle, however these axles used a larger (1/2 inch) diameter wheel stud instead of the 7/16 inch studs in the original axles. It was thus necessary to drill out the holes in the wheels to fit over the larger studs.


 We removed the wheels on the first truck to be fitted with the new axles and while the mechanics were installing the axles I was directed to get the ½ inch drill and ream out the stud holes in the wheels. I found a drill bit and put it in the drill which was a giant device weighing probably 50 pounds with two side handles, one of which had a staple gun type off/on trigger and the power cord extending from it. This drill was a pre-WW II device having none of the technical weight-reducing advances we have in our electric tools today, it turned quite slow and was either off or on; no speed control.

I laid a wheel flat on the floor, spread my legs to have feet resting on the tire, hefted the drill with my skinny arms and centered the drill bit over one of the wheel stud openings. I squeezed the trigger and the reverse torque from spinning up that massive armature turned my body a bit to the left. I only weighed about 150 pounds then. I recentered the bit over a hole and dropped the drill onto the wheel. The bit instantly dug into the steel and commenced to turn me more to the left. I lost my footing and had to step off the wheel. Having turned around almost 360 degrees, the power cord had wrapped over my trigger hand and I could not release the trigger on that infernal thing. I was turning one way the damned wheel was turning the opposite way, fitfully, battering my shins and ankles in the process. The power cord tangled on my legs causing me to crouch lower and lower. All the mechanics were watching, laughing hysterically. The debacle ended when we (the drill, the wheel and I) had turned so much that the power cord was pulled from the wall. Jeeze!
RHYTHM


Sitting in church, I look at folk’s feet when music is being performed. I keep time to the rhythm of the music with one foot or the other or bob my head or tap fingers; something. I notice that only one or two other worshipers do the same. There must be something in the brain that makes one unusually sensitive to beats, rhythms and pulsations. It has come to my mind that much of my fascination with engines is their regular beat or rumble, their pulse or throb.


Most of the world hears those sounds as noise, a disturbing blat, roar, or drone. To me it is as vital as the pulse of life itself. Reciprocating engines of any sort attract me to the regular beat of their functioning. Jet engines amaze me but do not stir the visceral attraction of the old piston engines, or even steam locomotives. Being so attuned the engine sounds makes it almost impossible for me to sleep in a moving car, though I have done it once or twice from exhaustion.


As I inspect the cars down at the station, I must crouch beneath to take a look at the tires and exhaust. My ear is thus near the tail pipe of the car and I hear the purr of idling engines of all makes, years and models of cars. I can practically tell the make and number of cylinders from their sound. I can certainly detect misfires and poor running, being able to determine with uncanny accuracy whether or not the car will fail the emissions test. One’s nose can detect engines in poor tune but cannot ascertain whether the car will pass or fail; some stinkers pass and some odorless ones fail, not so with one having an interrupted beat.

I love the putt…….putt putt of old cement mixers. I visualize the fuel/air mix going in the atmospheric valve and detonating in the cylinder and being expelled on the up-stroke at a rate that can almost be counted aloud; quite different from a wound-up V-8 where things happen at a far more prodigious rate. At night, I hear the giant V-12 diesels in the locomotives as they haul their loads through town. The thrum, thrum, of the not-quite synchronized brace of power units is music to me not a disturbance. I have a CD consisting of nothing but the sounds of the radial aircraft engines so common until the jet age arrived. My friends think I’m crazy. OK. 

The tighter engines wind, the less they appeal, because their throb becomes a scream. Current Grand Prix cars turn 19,000 rpm and their sound is unworldly and hardly appealing; only impressive by their volume and pitch, much like jet engines which remind me of the old fashioned blow torches the plumbers used before propane came along. It must be a ‘brain’ thing.
Jack Rafferty was chatting up a beautiful lady at VIR last month and introduced me to her. She was a driving instructor at the Canadian Skip Barber racing school. Her friend was competing that day. Jack said to her “This guy can listen to a car and tell you how many cylinders it has and usually what make it is.” I had never thought that it was remarkable that I could do that but apparently not everyones’ ears are so connected to rhythms as mine
.
RONALD REAGAN


Today is June 5, 2004. Mr. Reagan passed away today at about 5 pm EST. He had suffered from Alzheimer’s syndrome for about 10 years. Others will say all that needs to be said in tributes to him. He was the last giant of the 20th century.
NEGATIVE OUTCOMES

There are some things one can do and know at the outset that the result will not be good. Some of them are obvious, like slugging a cop, but others are more subtle and may or may not involve moral or legal elements. There will probably be negative outcomes if you:

Clean your TV remote by including it with the bed linens in the washing machine.

Take a car’s automatic radio antenna apart to repair it.

Take a Japanese carburetor apart.
Tell your deepest, darkest secret to a confirmed gossip.
Run from a Highway Patrolman on a deserted Interstate.
Crawl through the infantry infiltration course with a full canteen on a loose cartridge belt.

Answer a phone call at home between midnight and 6 AM.

Bathe an adult cat or, if you survive, dry it with a hair drier.

Force your 14 year old son to mow the grass before going out to play with pals.

Fly a non-instrument certified plane into low/no visibility with only a VFR pilot’s certificate.
Pour lumpy milk on your breakfast cereal.
Letter a sign using Old English in all capitals, or paint yellow lettering on white paper.

As quarterback on a tag game on an aircraft carrier tell your wide receiver to “Go long.”
Answer “Because I said so.” to a teenager’s “Why?”
Start your leaf blower with a breeze in your face.
With youngsters in the house, pre-heat the oven without looking inside first.
Assume the other driver will do the right thing in an emergency.
MY THREE DREAMS
There are only three dreams I have had that I remember, all of which occurred when I was in my pre-teens and early teens. I think they are interesting in a mysterious way.

When I was heavy into printing with my Swiftset printing press, there were a multitude of optional extras that could be purchased. Different type faces, cleaning solvents, type cases to store the letters in after they had been used and no longer contained in long lightly attached strips, drying powder that gave an effect of engraved printing and so on.

As Christmas approached I left hint after hint with the folks to let them know what I wanted. All to no avail. They were tolerant of my spending hours in the basement with my press, but fervently hoped that I would grow out of it and commence a normal kid’s life of outside activities.

The big day came and I got fine presents, none of which came from Superior Rubber Company. I appreciated the gifts none of which I remember now, but was sorely disappointed.

On New Year’s Eve I dreamed first that New Years Day had become a second Christmas morning and that I got a huge box from the Swiftset people. I was elated. I opened the box and found to my dismay that it contained pasteboard cutouts of Swiftset items, Things to punch out and fold and put tab ‘A’ into slot ‘B’. They were printed with the Swiftset logo and colors but entirely unusable except maybe as a display.

Then there was the Salvadore Dali experience. I am walking on a desert of hard packed sand. It is scarlet red. On my left it stretches to the horizon entirely featureless, like Dali’s melted watch in a tree painting, but before he added the impressionist features. On my right is a berm about thirty feet high and straight as an arrow to the horizon in both directions. I am compelled to climb it and when I arrive at the top, I find railroad tracks running along it, again running straight to the horizon in both directions.
Looking to my left, I step between the rails and look to the right only to see a speeding diesel locomotive not ten feet away. A smashing death is certain in a split second. At the instant of impact, I find myself once again back down on the red desert watching an unidentifiable person being struck mightily by the train. The broken body flies into the air and I become conscious enough to realize it is only a dream.

Finally, I stand legs spread apart, hands on hips. I am on the eastern shore of the Mediterranean Sea facing a horde of menacing, angry Arabs on horses and camels. They brandish swords, spears and bows and arrows. I am dressed like Uncle John Keadle when he was a captain in the army; riding boots, bloused horseman’s pants, officer’s dress jacket, Sam Brown belt; armed with a Model 1911 .45 automatic pistol.

They do not attack because behind me they see on the near horizon the collected armed might of the US navy. 

I have no inkling of what the conflict was over, but the Arab armies turn and ride back toward their desert homes.
I am perplexed as to how this dream, occurring about 60 years ago, parallels in some ways what America is faced with at this very moment.
Here in the year 2006 has come to me another dream/nightmare: I open my eyes to see Darling Jasmine standing at the bed crying inconsolably. I ask her, “What’s wrong, Darlin’?” So violently is she crying that I cannot understand what she is saying. Then I really wake up. What’s that about?
HALLOWEEN
I do not know when Trick or Treat came into being. When I was that age, there was no such thing. On that night kids older than I would go out and commit minor vandalism, like deflating a neighbor’s tire or disconnecting a fence gate and suspending it by rope from a pole light, tied off higher than an adult could reach without a ladder. In rural areas, outhouses would be tipped over. Some would put tomatoes or other squishy fruit in a paper bag, set it before a front door, set the bag afire, ring the door bell and flee into the dark. The homeowner would open the door, see the burning bag and instinctively stomp on it to extinguish the fire. It must all have been great fun; Brother George and the rest of the older cousins and neighbor kids called themselves the Dirty Dozen and did a lot of that stuff. I was not allowed out after dark on Halloween.
I participated in making the jack o‘ lantern and as best as I can recall, everybody’s lanterns were given the respect reserved for the dead. There was no ‘pumpkin poppin’.
Halloween was just another day when I was in military school, at GM Tech and during my army service. By the time I had kids, trick or treat had arisen; it was observed as if was a tradition as old as church communion. I’ve never understood that, but I don’t object to it.
GIRLS I REMEMBER, but not in chronological
Castle Heights, 1947. For dances at Heights, a girl at Ward Belmont School in Nashville had the job of finding dates for cadets who didn't have anyone to take to the dances. (There was a heavily chaperoned formal dance every month at Heights - intended to help teach young men to be gentlemen). Her name was Ann Nicks. She interviewed you by phone and found a girl at the school that seemed to be a match, who also had no one to invite her to the dances. Ward Belmont and Heights had an agreement to alternate hosting dances and provide bus transportation to each other's schools.


Ann fixed me up with a young lady named Emma Lou Wyvell, from North Platte, Nebraska. She was tall, slender, with dark curly hair, and not quite beautiful. It was fairly pleasant evening, she as nervous as I. It was possible to hide behind the bus transporting the ladies back to Nashville after the dances long enough to get in maybe one good night kiss, but the chaperons were pretty active and not much else went on. She came to another dance with me later. But it went no farther, conversation was difficult, she didn't have interest in what I did, nor was I interested in what she held forth on. Oh, well.


Ann also fixed me up the next year with a beautiful doll from Cairo, Illinois; blonde, built, and glamorous. All I remember about her was her concern for the "...pushiness of 'nigras' these days." She was so beautiful, I was stunned. Oh, well.

George had met one Emily Manchester, who was attending Ward Belmont the year he went to Heights. She was a dark haired southern belle from a well to do family, and it transpired that he and the folks came to Heights around Christmas vacation, for them to get me and for him to visit with Emily and her family. As I was mostly a tag-along, the Manchesters invited Emily's cousin, Betty Gant, to keep me busy. A beautiful brown haired girl of medium build with a pleasant face, she attended one dance with me some time later as she was a Ward Belmont student too. I was not in her social strata. It went no further. Oh well.

In the summer after ninth grade in Williamson, Mom and a round-the-corner neighbor, Sally Hayes, wife of optometrist Doc Hayes, conspired to get her niece, Betty Holroyd and me together. She was visiting the Hayes' in summer and knew no one in Williamson. I was to be her 'playmate' sort of. She was an especially morally directed girl, thinking a lot about 'good' and 'bad'.

We sat on porch steps and talked our heads off, I about printing and she about something. I think I even went to a movie with her, but am not certain. Later, I drove to her home town, Mullins, W.Va., for a short visit. Her father was a one-time mayor of the town, and well respected thereabouts. I overnighted in their home, and left the next day. I was far more interested in driving dad's car shiny new 1946 Olds than visiting the Holroyds. I learned years later that she went on to wed a Methodist minister and deliver to him, at last count, six children. Whew!

A the time of my graduation from Castle Heights, it was planned that Mom and Dad would come to watch and would bring Betty Holroyd, with whom I had kept up a fitful correspondence over the years, to Heights with them to be my date for the graduation dance and so on. I had picked up her corsage and was waiting expectantly for their arrival when I was told I had a phone call. It was Dad. They were in Knoxville, Tennessee. The car had spun a main bearing near there and the car was in the shop. They would not make it to the dance. Something of a letdown. They arrived the next day (Dad had prevailed upon the garage operator to work on the car Saturday until it was operable). 

From about age fifteen to eighteen, there were three girls in Williamson who were of considerable interest to me and I made it a point to dance with them at the Youth Center on Friday and Saturday nights. They were pretty popular and almost always had dates to bring them, but I thought them to be so attractive that I always made an effort to score points with them so that if I ever got up the nerve, I could ask them for a date with a reasonable expectation that they might say "Maybe". Being the concession stand operator, there was no way I could have dated any of them anyway. One, the prettiest, was Cora Lee Hatfield. She had long, almost blond hair and a great figure. I was distantly related to her through the Hatfield clan and so the folks were slightly concerned about the blood relationship. I did succeed in dating her a few times. As a matter of fact, I escorted her to a major dance (maybe George's Senior Prom) at the Country Club in Sprigg. At that time I was able to drive and George had not yet learned that skill and so I could be his chauffeur and could bring a date. Cora Lee was gorgeous in her dark green formal gown. I recall I wore a brown double breasted suit and we jitterbugged so energetically I broke a button off my jacket

Driving home with George and his date in back, the tire noise on the damp asphalt sounded odd. Next morning, when Dad went to the car he found one rear tire flat. It had held enough air to just get us home. Lucky. 

Another was Alice Smith, whom I walked home from the Youth Center a couple of times, learning that she was diabetic. She ultimately married Billy Osborne, who had become a salesman at Price Motors, where I later worked as a parts clerk and finally, Service Manager.

The third one, Nancy Goodman, was a brunette, small but well built. She was daughter of a gentleman who owned a local insurance agency. I didn't know the word vivacious then, I just thought she knew everybody in town. What she was was vivacious. Never got to be alone with her at all, not that it mattered. She went on to become a model in New York and finally married a big time entertainment executive.

There is one other girl during my Youth Center days with whom I was very much taken; Paula Varney. She was about three or four years older than I and came to the Youth Center alone. Williamson was not her home and I suppose she was living with relatives for the summer. I danced with her every chance I got. She was always nice and friendly with me and never made me feel younger than she. I would always think of her face as round and flat, but those terms were very unfair to her. She had wide set eyes and a solemn expression most of the time. The dresses she wore were often the kind I find most becoming to girls with good figures; a fitted top with round or square collar and bloused short sleeves. Below the waist is a skirt of very tight gathers, the hem of which is about knee length.


She had the ability and kindness to make conversation easy for me, listening intently to whatever I was holding forth about, just as if she was interested. I never walked her home, the older guys always got that pleasure, but when I learned she was leaving at the end of summer, I made it a point to see her off at the train station. I took her some kind of silly little going away present but don't recall what it was. She said she really enjoyed knowing me, and that maybe we'd meet again someday. When, Paula, when?       


After dropping out of WVU and before I entered GM Tech, I had a job working in the Transportation Department of Eastern Coal Corp. My evenings were my own and I was making 'union scale'. That was $17.03 per day, a royal fortune in those days.

As Roydon Williamson and I drove around town in Dad's car one night, we picked up a couple of girls who were looking for guys to pick them up. One, a beautiful, slender thing, got in back with Roydon and the other, Martha Phillips, more blonde and not as slender or beautiful, climbed in front with me. The one in back was Betty Jo Mitchell. She was in town temporarily with her mother, a Western Union operator down from Chicago to substitute for the local operator who had become ill. Her mother had enrolled Betty Jo in Williamson High School to finish her junior year. Her Mom liked the opportunity to return to the place of her birth and early life. She had married James Mitchell, the local Swift and Company book keeper years earlier, had given birth to Betty Jo in Williamson, and was good friends with my Aunt Virginia and many other Williamsonians

As we drove around that night I was aware of Betty Jo staring at me continuously by way of the rear view mirror. The girl sitting beside me was not as appealing to me though we had been classmates all through school. At the time her credentials were that she was befriending a newcomer to Williamson.

Later, having learned where Betty Jo was living (not far out Fourth Avenue from our old house at the top of the hill) I drove by and saw her on the porch and just parked and dropped in to visit

Betty Jo and I hit it off pretty well. We went out numerous times and we came to like each other a lot. She returned to Chicago. That summer, she returned to Williamson for two weeks and I courted her pretty heavily. After wasting most of a year working at Eastern Coal Corp. in Belfry, Kentucky, I went off to GM Tech. At the end of my second 2-month stint at school, I took the train from Flint, Michigan to Chicago to spend the weekend with the Mitchells.

During my 2 months at home working for my sponsor at GM Tech, Price Motors, we corresponded regularly. I had at last prevailed upon Dad to let me spend some of the money I had earned at Eastern Coal to buy a car to go back to school and that made it possible for me to go to Flint via Chicago. Each two months thereafter, I went to Chicago when commuting to school. I had become much enamored of Betty Jo, and she likewise of me. I bought a ring and she was invited to Williamson. She got there by train, I met her at the station, and she stayed at our house. Mom put together an engagement party. I was in my usual daze and all this stuff just went on around me while I submerged my self in car stuff.

During one of my trips in the second year at GM Tech, it had become clear that I was going to have to go into the service as the Korean War was at its peak and my deferment would expire upon graduation. Betty Jo wanted to get married post haste, I wanted to stay single, for if I was going to war I didn't want to leave a bride back home who might become a widow, or worse, become one married to a paraplegic. It was a standoff. I asked for the ring back and we parted sadly but not angrily. I harbored the fear that if we should marry and live in Chicago, Betty's mother would be a most interfering mother-in-law. 

At GM Tech, after Betty Jo and I broke up, I happened to help a stranded nurse replace a flat tire on a Flint city street late at night. Our short conversation led to her telling me that I, unconnected, might like to meet a young lady who was a beginning nurse at her hospital. Dana Whipple was her name, and If I wished, she'd tell Dana to expect a phone call from me. I OK'd that and went on my way. I later called Dana and we talked at length, she being resistant to a face to face meeting for a long time. I finally convinced her I was harmless, and we dated a few times. I really liked her. I visited her apartment which she shared with another nurse. Helped her strip and re-wax the kitchen floor. Noted when her shirt tail pulled up while crouching to scrub, that she had more hair on the middle of her back than I had on my chest. It was dark like the hair on her head and smoothly swept around, parted at the spine, very symmetrical, as if it had been combed. I wondered about the rest of her body.

We necked a lot in my car after dates, but it went no farther. I don't know if she would have said "No" had I pressed the question. One afternoon I called to see if she wanted to go out and she said her "real" boyfriend had returned from the service and she wouldn't see me anymore. I was stunned. I was mad, I had every other negative feeling sudden rejection educes. After a futile face to face discussion outside her apartment building, I accepted the reality that I was not a vital factor in her life after all. I got over it
One day my pal Herv and I were in Detroit seeking out hot rod shops and stopped in a suburban drug store to get a Coke. Behind the soda counter was the most stunningly beautiful girl I had ever seen. At about 5'-8'' tall, she had the perfect proportions that only a 19 or 20 year old girl can have. Her hair was not quite red, falling in soft waves to her shoulders and she had really green eyes; her complexion was classically fair. Her name was Michaelene McHenry. Could she have been Irish? She had a sort of open friendliness that was most engaging. I worked for about an hour and finally got her to consent to go to a movie with me the following weekend. I remember her house number; 13981. I remember nothing else, not the street, not the date, not the movie - nothing. But what a girl!

One night in Flint three of us in my car chased two girls in a 1948 Chevy convertible all over town. We were eventually allowed to ride in the back of their car and talk silly stuff. The driver was a girl named Bonnie..., what? I don't remember, but in the course of conversation, we learned her dad was chief of detectives in Flint. The girls laughed at my accent, saying I sounded like Andy Griffith. I don't know what Sheriff Taylor would say about that, but I think I sound more like Richard Petty. However Mr. Petty was not on the scene then and so it is that Richard sounds like me, right? I'll settle for Andy.

Bonnie and I hit it off somewhat, mostly because Bonnie was six feet tall and had trouble getting dates. I was surprised to be invited by her to go dancing at a place called the Chicken Coop, outside Flint. It was called that because it had BEEN a commercial chicken house before conversion to a sort of night club attracting young folks. The motif was rustic, with straw on the floor and booths separated by chicken wire and so on. A small local band played music of the day in the popular and country vein, even though most country music back then was disdained by young people in northern cities. The Coal Miner's Daughter had not yet arrived. Roy Acuff, Ernest Tubb and Little Jimmy Dickens were not exactly what they played on drive time radio in Flint.

We had a great time. I drank a lot of beer, though alcohol was not my drink of choice back in those days either. I managed to get her home safely and found my rooming house about 4:00 AM Saturday morning. I hit the rack as soon as I got my clothes off. I slept soundly.

When I awoke, it was twilight. Being in the fall of the year, there was no direct sunlight at early evening, and so I dressed and went to my car to get a bite to eat, the school cafeteria not being open on weekends. (It was right across the street from my rooming house at 718 Chevrolet Avenue). Once I was driving around, I found all the nearby places where I usually ate were closed and dark. Odd. I expanded my search. It was eerily quiet on the streets, even in the main business section of town. I began to think something was wrong with the picture, parked at a newspaper rack and found the Sunday edition of the Flint Journal on display. I had slept from Saturday at 4:00 AM all the way to Sunday evening about 6:00 P.M.. What a party!


I found the Elbow Room open. It was a three shifts, seven days, operation on Kearsley Street (Avenue?) in the business section of town. Their slogan was that they could seat 8,888 people, eight at a time. Only hot dogs and burgers were on the menu, but they did have coffee. Coffee doesn't usually go with burgers, but what the hey, any port in a storm.

I think I dated Bonnie a time or two more, but after my return to Williamson, I was off the dating list for I had met Virginia and that was that.
I was chasing parts for Price Motors and went to Pinson Motors on Second Avenue to get something for a Dodge we were working on at Price's. Going to the parts counter, I saw a girl whose effect on me amounted to something comparable to throwing one's first hand grenade and drinking one's first beer all at once.  She had the cutest face and the most stunning figure anyone could imagine. She had what could only be described as the perkiest personality I had ever encountered. After a couple more calls at Pinson's I asked her for a date but she demurred. She was going steady, she said. OK, that was that. Wrong! A bit later she got around to asking me if I'd escort her to her Senior Prom. WOULD I!? I was on cloud nine! From there it went from better to best. On later dates we talked of marriage and my reluctance to marry before going into the service. She said she was willing to wait.


My first Thanksgiving in the service, I drove home from Aberdeen Proving Grounds in spite of the fact that passes for basic trainees forbade travel more than 50 miles from base. I had traded the ring returned by Betty Jo for another and gave it to Virginia at the skating rink in West Williamson while officially AWOL Hm.

Then there are the Baileys. First it was June Bailey. When I was in Second Grade, one day at recess I saw a girl playing softball. She was, to my eyes, stunningly pretty. From that day on I couldn't take my eyes off her. I ignored playground activities so long as they took me out of sight of her. She was probably in the sixth grade. I would talk to her in fits and starts when her side was in to bat. She was always as courteous as it is possible for a twelve year old to be when dealing with an eight year old. Her clothes were prettier than most, usually a light colored, flowered thing with lacy sleeves, lots of pleats and so on.

Finally Valentine's Day loomed upon the horizon and I determined to give her a Valentine gift to prove my eternal, undying love for her. Money is a dear thing to one eight years of age. Somehow I was able to hoard bits of my allowance and thus purchase a little heart shaped box of candy. I had scanned the candy counter at Strosnider's Drug Store for a long time trying to find the most gift for my meager funds. The little heart shaped box held probably four or five chocolates and cost about a quarter. On the day before Valentine's Day I gave it to her at morning recess, mumbling something about happy Valentine's Day. She thanked me and I went back to the other side of the playground to take part in whatever games we second graders were playing. I kept an eye on her and the gift. When recess was over for the sixth graders, she and the rest of the ball team put their equipment away and headed back to class. June left the pitiful little box of Valentine candy where she had put it when it was her side's turn to play in the field.  Mmmm.... yes.
Next it was Jean Bailey. The Presbyterian Church began a youth Christian activity called Christian Endeavor aimed at youngsters of Junior High age. We were all given a little catechism book wherein we were expected to memorize the answers to a series of questions starting with "Who made you?" We were to recite additional pages of answers at each weekly evening meeting.

 As an aside, my cousin Harriett was the first to inform me of the formation of the organization by asking one day "Are you going to Christian Endeavor?" She is a couple of years younger than I and had not yet developed the verbal capacity to clearly enunciate the name of the organization. To me it sounded like she had said "Christian and Devil". That was what I thought it was called until I attended the first meeting.

At the second meeting there came Jean Bailey. Had never seen her in church or Sunday school and was instantly and thoroughly taken by her beauty. She seemed not to have any close friends among the other club members and we enjoyed each other's conversation. The catechism got more and more complex and the answers got harder and harder to memorize or even understand. The teacher had progressively less success in explaining the meaning of the questions and their answers. The club finally disintegrated from lack of attendance over a period of several months. I don't know where Jean Bailey came from and I don't know where she went, but it was nice knowing her.

Finally, there was the second Jean Bailey, who preferred to go by LaHoma Bailey. Don't ask me why. In the summer between tenth and eleventh grades my pal Roydon Williamson was going steady with Carolyn (what?). He wanted to go to a drive-in movie with her but his Dad forbade doing so alone. He did however consent if it was a double date, reasoning, I suppose, that another couple's presence would inhibit the more hormonal urges. He knew, as did everyone else, that drive-in movies were dens of darkest iniquity.

Roydon asked me if I would go with him if he got me a date. I said "Sure”. He then proceeded to tell me about Carolyn's friend, Jean Bailey. Sounded good to me, and I did want to see the war movie that was going to be showing. This was not a local drive-in movie, it was in Huntington, a two hour drive away. It was a pretty big deal. Mr. Williamson let Roydon use his Hudson Super Six, with the usual parental admonitions and we set off for Huntington well ahead of sunset, to be certain of getting to the drive-in in plenty of time. With Roydon up front, right arm around Carolyn, I was in the back seat with La Homa. We took our cues from the front and I soon had my arm around her shoulders. She was an amazingly willing young lady. By the time we got to Huntington, we were well cuddled in the back. Roydon's need to maintain control of the car kept him from having the same liberty with Carolyn.

We uncoiled long enough to eat at a drive-in burger joint and ate in the car. Those were the days when they were actually 'drive-ins'. You parked outside and a girl came to take your order, to return later with a tray that hooked to the sill of the driver's window on which was placed your order. When all had eaten, the driver honked the horn and the young lady came and took the tray and trash, you backed out and went on your way. Then came McDonalds.

We got to the theater in plenty of time for the show. La Homa and I seemed to accommodate each other's desires pretty well and the huggin' and kissin' began during the previews of coming attractions. It got about as hot and steamy in that Hudson as it was ever going to get. I was much distracted from the feature on the screen; the feature in the back seat of the Hudson being far more compelling. She and I squirmed every way conceivable on that wide back seat. There was some grunting and sighing coming from the front seat as well. However, we were all able to keep our clothes on. Finally Roydon said "Movie's over, let's go home". I looked up to discover that the feature film was in Technicolor. I had never seen a frame of it.


Back in Williamson, Roydon dropped LaHoma off at her home across the river in South Williamson, then dropped me off at my house and that was the double date in the Hudson Super Six. I never saw or heard of LaHoma again, but..... WOW!

When I was about 10 or 12 years old, the Maynards lived around the corner on 6th Avenue. They had a daughter, Joanne who was a senior in high school. She was beautiful. Properly proportioned, brunette, with finely drawn features. She starred in the Senior Play that year; “Wuthering Heights”.I loved her. I visited her on her porch, just adoring her presence. When she was not at home, her mother would come out and we would visit a bit. What we talked about is unrecalled, but they both put up with me. Joanne pursued her acting career, went to New York, and became Mingo Maynard, A café singer, I think.

When I lived in Durham, at the time of separation preceding divorce, I joined an organization called the Solo Club. It consisted of single, divorced, widowed or separated folks who got together to commiserate with each other and have a drink or a meal or both. Sometimes an excursion or ski trip was organized. One lady I fell to talking with was named Barbara. She was small, slender, of indeterminate age (35? 45? 55?) and red headed. She listened intently to my bellyaching, fully compassionate and understanding. Man, I liked that.

I invited her to take in a movie with me and she consented. We went to a restaurant for supper and then the movie. I learned that she had been married to a UNC professor and had thoroughly cleaned him out in the divorce since he had been very unfaithful. They had no children.


I was invited to pick her up at her home (mansion) in Chapel Hill where we visited for a few minutes and then left for her restaurant selection. On her coffee table was what looked like a brass porpoise standing on its tail, its graceful curvature precariously balancing it. It appeared to be made of several links of brass and I picked it up, at which time it fell slack in my hand like a link bracelet or something. She smiled at my discomposure and explained that it was a bottle opener. If one held it just right, it became rigid but perfectly straight, the mouth of the animal becoming a cap puller. I was amazed. She then replaced it on the coffee table on its tail and it again stood there balanced as before. It was brought from the Orient on one of her ex’s overseas jaunts. Its concept and construction still amazes me today.

On our return to her home after the second date, she remarked that I was a curiosity. She explained that every guy who had taken her to dinner or had otherwise spent any money on her entertainment expected to get in bed with her in return. I found that surprising, mentioning that I thought that to be wrong if they weren’t married to her. She said “Humph, you don’t know those guys.” We never went out again, because I had gotten a letter from Betty Jo after more than 24 years.
CONNECTIONS


Remember the TV series on Discovery called Connections? It was the one where the erudite Englishman spent an hour at a time showing how one thing leads to another. I've got one kinda like that.


A gentleman named Norden worked for Sperry Gyroscope Company in the 1930's. Sperry worked closely with the U.S. Air Corps as a contractor supplying a multitude of gyroscope based flight instruments. Most of these items were directly translatable into civilian aviation products as well.

It was a lucrative arrangement. They developed the first blind landing system. American hero, Jimmy Doolittle flew the first full instrument blind landing in an open cockpit biplane using Sperry's system and associated instruments. It was so dark and so foggy that he never saw the runway until the wheels stopped rolling. Think about it

As the Air Corps moved into more modern, faster and higher flying craft, it became clear that the sights then used in bombing were going to be woefully inadequate. Even in the slow flying craft of the early thirties bomb aiming was a very iffy thing at best.

Sperry's Mr. Norden had an idea for a bomb sight that would be accurate at high speed (150 to 250 mph) and altitude (up to 40,000 ft.). It was a combination telescope and primitive integrating computer in which the bombardier could enter air speed, wind drift, altitude, barometric conditions and several other factors affecting the bomb's path. The device would then aim the telescope sight at an angle which would show the spot on the ground that would be hit were the bomb to be dropped at that time. It included an auto pilot system to control the path of the airplane when the bombardier was ready to commence a bomb run

It took a few minutes to get the plane pointed in the proper direction at the proper speed and for the computer to calculate the instant to release the bombs. It gave a signal to the bombardier at the instant to drop. Thus a human made the final decision to let go the bombs.

In test conditions, the Norden Bomb Sight could "Put a bomb in a pickle barrel from 20,000 feet."." It was spectacular for its time and one of our most closely guarded wartime secrets. Each was fitted with explosives so that if a plane was downed, it would be totally destroyed. We did not share this device with any allies.

But a problem arose once they were in actual service. The finely drawn wire used for the cross hairs in the telescope would often break in the high vibration and shock conditions aboard heavy bombers in combat conditions. The extreme temperature changes from ground level to 40,000 feet made it almost impossible to pull the wires tight without breaking at altitude. All drawable metals were tried to no avail. There were no natural or synthetic threads fine enough or stable enough to serve. 

The solution came from Mother Nature. It turns out that spider webs are made of stuff that is not affected by vibration, temperature or moisture. They are extremely fine and quite elastic. A lady in Colorado was given a contract to harvest webs made by Golden Orb spiders. These are the ones that have radial filaments in all directions to the edge of a frame and then are crossed by a spiral filament winding out from the center. For most of World War II this lady went to an old house on her property and carefully wound yard after yard of webs onto government supplied frames and shipped them to Sperry in Connecticut for use in the Norden Bomb Sight. It just happens that the father of one of my better friends, Al Galbraith, worked at Sperry during the time of development and manufacturing of the Norden bomb sight and was a lead machinist on the project. 

Which gives me the connection to bombers. One of Cary's first drugstores was opened after World War II by one Wayne Mitchell. A fine fellow he was and great to be with at a party. He was a navigator in the Air Corps assigned to a B-25 squadron during WW II. The B-25 was a twin engine medium bomber first shipped to England on freighters. The submarine war in the Atlantic was sinking too many ships bound for England. It was decided that it would be best to fly the B-25's to England, but the favored route via the North Atlantic from New Foundland to Great Britain was about 500 miles too far and offered frequent adverse winds and weather. The range of a B-25 could be increased from a normal 1200 miles to 2000 by putting extra fuel tanks in the bomb bays. It turns out that it is almost exactly 2000 miles from easternmost Brazil to westernmost Africa, (or was it the Canary Islands? No matter) and the allies had control of both areas. And so it was that Wayne's squadron island hopped down to Brazil and then made ready to fly across the South Atlantic to Africa and thence to England.

My ground instructor in CAP training at Castle Heights was retired Navy, a veteran of the carrier wars in the Pacific. During our primary instruction in navigation he told a navy story about the caution given to navy aviators who might become lost over land. "Do NOT follow a rail road track expecting to find a city. If you do you will fly head on into an Air Corps pilot coming the other way." That was because the Air Corps couldn't or wouldn't teach 'real' navigation. Carrier pilots flew without any landmarks over miles of trackless seas, fought the Japanese and then found their way back to their carrier, which had been moving at 25 or 30 mile per hour ever since they had departed. THAT'S navigation. There was no radio assistance for that would give the enemy the position of the carrier.

The navigation instruction to Wayne's squadron was very thorough, for the Air Corps knew that the basic navigation instruction being offered was cursory at best. When they took off, Wayne's craft, being that of the squadron leader, was up front. He picked up the calculated heading and told the top turret gunner to keep lookout to the rear. He told him to call out if any plane veered from the path of his plane. Wayne said he was sweating bullets the whole ten hour flight, not having any idea he was on the proper path. Africa appeared on the horizon at the right time and a sigh of relief was breathed by all.

On the ground, the other crews congratulated Wayne for a fine job of navigating. He told them he was lost all the way and had assigned the top gunner to keep an eye out for any of the other planes that might change course because Wayne's course was mostly guesswork. They were all stunned. They explained that they weren't navigating, they were just following him!  Connections? Maybe only in my head.

Another connection. One of my classmates in Williamson was Billy Gene Hall. He was larger than average but not yet fat. We played around a lot in summers before I went away to military school after ninth grade.

When Billy Gene got his brown leather jacket, it was I with whom he pled to paint on the back of it an illustration much like that which was being painted on the jackets of Army Air Corps pilots in the war with Germany. I only recall that there was a patriotic motif with stars, eagles and flags. Ugly as it was, he wore it with pride. It was the only leather jacket thus decorated in the school.

Billy Gene (never just Billy) wanted to be a doctor for as long as I knew him. He was fascinated with the idea. He hung out at the drugstores, not to sneak a read of the comic books or to drink a Coke like the rest of us; he wanted to make friends with the pharmacists. They were as close to a doctor as one could get because MD's didn't allow kids to loiter in their examination rooms and watch them work, did they?

Over time Billy Gene was able to ingratiate himself with the pharmacists, especially at Hurley's Drug store. That was the one located on the corner of Third Avenue and Harvey Street, opposite the Cinderella Theater. He would occasionally run an errand for them and even help out behind the high and imposing counter at the back of the store. He was able thereby to obtain small amounts of chemicals and medicines with which to experiment. He was given suggestions by the pharmacists of things to do with the drugs and chemicals to get an understanding of reactions and so forth.

He had a plan, however. He had read pretty widely in the library and already knew just what he wanted to do that extended beyond the primary lessons he was being given while using the materials the pharmacists gave him.
One late summer day Billy Gene asked me if I would like to bike with him to the 
country club in
 Sprigg, about eight miles away. I said "Sure" and we set off after he stowed his doctor's black leather bag (yes, he had one and it was full) on his handle bars.


Arriving at the country club, we found it deserted. The swimming pool had been emptied for the season and only some stale rainwater stood in the deep end. He suggested that we catch some frogs for him to experiment with. That was OK with me as long as I didn't have to do the experimenting.

While I held the first catch, a giant as big as my spread hand, he opened up his doctor bag and, golly, he had a hypodermic and needles. Somehow he had gotten the pharmacists to give him all manner of things the laity was not supposed to have, including strychnine. He drew a bit of the poison into the hypodermic and while I held that poor squirming frog, back down and legs spread, he jabbed the little sucker and gave him a dose. Billy Gene knew exactly where to put the needle for maximum effect. When Billy Gene pressed the plunger on the hypodermic the frog went stiff as if a coil spring had been released inside him. Boing! Not even a twitch. Billy Gene had the stethoscope on the frog as fast as he could drop the needle. "Yep," he announced, "Instant death, just like the book said." After I got over the amazement we agreed that we didn't want to get a shot of strychnine.

The rest of the afternoon was pretty much of a let down as nothing Billy Gene did to the local fauna had such an impressive effect as the strychnine, but I guess there were some pretty sick toads around there for a while.

Later, while Billy Gene and I and a few other pals were on his front porch discussing our day on the field trip, talk got around to baseball as usual and Billy Gene said one of the players for our local minor league team, the Williamson Red Birds, was rooming in his house. He brought an autographed baseball from the living room to show around. The roomer had hit it out of the park the day before and Billy Gene had retrieved it. He asked me if I'd like to have it. I had less interest in sports then than I do now, if that's possible, so I demurred. I said one of the other guys more fanatic about baseball could have it. So Bill Whitmore got Stan Musial's homer ball. Ain't that something? If any ball team has ever been my favorite, it's always been the St. Louis Cardinals where Stan plied his trade for years when he moved up to the majors from the Williamson Red Birds.

I learned some time ago that Billy Gene indeed had become a doctor and practiced medicine for some years before death overtook him while we were in our fifties. It was his heart, not strychnine. We had agreed that it would not be strychnine some time earlier.
I HAD A CLUE
Clues are funny things. Some are only known to be clues after the event. It needn't be a crime for clues to be important. Events unfold and retrospect allows one to say to himself "Why didn't I notice that?" or "So that's what that was about!" In actual fact, it may have been noticed, but its meaning was undetected.

About 1993, Betty insisted that our bedroom closet door be closed when we went to bed. It looked to her like a person standing in our room with the lights off which frightened her. I thought that to be odd.

In early 1994, Betty began having more and more trouble balancing our checkbook. Between us we managed to keep our bills paid and maintain a positive balance at the bank. I thought little of it. 

           She was recording a number of TV sitcoms that she liked, ostensibly to replay them at more convenient times. When shopping, she always kept an eye out for 'bargains' on videotape sales, and purchased only when the price was below a certain level. The stock of tapes, both blank and used, grew; storage became a problem over a period of about eighteen months. I gave it little thought. The cost of a few videotapes had little effect on our financial status. We ended up with over 400 blank tapes.

I would return home from work to find her standing perplexed in front of the washing machine. She would explain that something was wrong with it; that it would fill and agitate but then would proceed no further in its cycles. The lid would be open. That deactivates the drain and spin cycles for safety reasons. She could not be made to recall that fact on the next wash day. I thought it odd to have that problem after so many years’ experience with automatic washers. But at a time when our dishwasher and ice maker were giving actual trouble, the clothes washer confusion only seemed to be a small problem, not part of a larger one.

She would stand at the front window, peering out at night, insisting that there was someone in my little black Monza outside in its parking space. I'd go outside and open the door to show her it was empty. It wouldn't satisfy her. I let it drop.

I noticed that she found difficulty in distinguishing between a reflection in a window and the view through it. About the end of 1996, I found her having trouble assigning the proper year on checks. I found her carrying one check book in her purse and using another at home to pay bills. It was frustrating, trying to straighten those things out, but I accepted it without wondering why she was doing that.

           I would want to drop off one car for service and have her pick me up in another at the brake shop. She'd drive right on by. I'd chase after her and find her parking at Hardees and she would ask why I was in another car.

Occasionally I would find her fooling with her key chain, complaining that the keys were hard to select, implying that they were not in the proper order. I'd help her reorganize them, putting them in groups having similar applications, but in a few days she would be back to fooling with them because she couldn't figure out which was which.

Betty had a lot of jewelry. Each piece was kept in its own little cotton-filled box arrayed in two shallow drawers of her dresser. She knew exactly where to reach for a particular pin or set of ear rings for any occasion. I would return home to find her sitting on the bed with the drawers resting beside her, reorganizing the myriad little boxes and their contents. It all seemed meaningless to me. I didn't understand that the visual complexity before her was unintelligible to her fading judgment.
.
In February, 1997, we ate at a place that had used mushrooms in our meal. That night she underwent a period of dizziness and confusion that temporarily scared both of us, but it passed and we went on to bed. Next morning, we decided we wouldn't eat mushrooms ever again. In the afternoon, Karin Shifflett came for her usual Sunday afternoon visit with Betty and remarked that one side of her face seemed slack. I noticed it too, then. We went to the doctor that week and he recommended having an MRI performed, and its result indicated that Betty had suffered a minor stroke sited in the brain stem.

Some medication was prescribed, and nothing further transpired, except that more frequent visits to Doctor Lee were instituted. I noticed that when we ate at buffet restaurants like Ryan's or Golden Corral, she began spending unduly long times gathering food on her plate, and often chose odd combinations and amounts of food. I commenced filling her plate for her and then filling mine. 

I noticed that toilet paper was disappearing from the roll at a prodigious rate. Sometimes 1/3 or 1/2 roll between morning and noon. Commenting on it brought forth the answer: "I'm a big girl and need a lot of paper." I let it drop and upped the rate at which we purchased replacements at the grocery store.

I came home one day to find the house reeking with the odor of something electrical being burned. Asking her about it she said something was wrong with the microwave. There was indeed. It was the source of the smoke and odor. It was burned out. The fumes had permeated all the fabrics and sponge rubber in the house. The battery in the smoke alarm was dead. She had apparently tried to cook something in the microwave and set the time so long that it finally burned the transformer out. We shopped for a new microwave and she never touched it. After that she would not operate the stove, turbo oven or any other kitchen appliance; would not even turn on the water.

It was at that time that she stopped preparing meals at home. I felt I was being helpful and good hearted by taking her out for nearly every meal, including breakfast at the fast food places on weekends. I considered it a treat. We'd take the crossword puzzle from the N & O and work on it, but she became less and less helpful at that task. I gave up the puzzle and took the Parade Magazine insert instead and she would read some of it to me and I would read some of it to her. She ultimately came to the point of not remembering her 'place' on the printed page.
           We would visit with other regulars there, but slowly she withdrew from the conversations and only sat as the rest of us talked. 

Concurrently, she became unable to write a check without my telling her what to put on each line and later, how to write the dollars and cents. It became my task to lead her along with each check. My writing is so poor and laborious that I continued to have her write what I directed at bill paying time each month. In that way I learned that she had accrued pretty large indebtednesses on a number of cards and accounts. I was compelled to 'take over' the household bookwork to clear up our bills. I felt nothing beyond the frustration of having to take on more responsibility for running the house.

Within months, when talking to a neighbor, she was referring to me as 'That man' and began "hiding" all her possessions in the back seat of her car; clothes, pillows, jewelry, pictures. I became her keeper, not her husband. She would pace from room to room, door to door. Her sleep schedule disappeared; I never knew when she would go to sleep or which bed she would sleep in. For a time she had me sleep in another room. She had lost all memory of our having been married. She methodically and surreptitiously tore apart every ring and jewelry box as if she were looking for something else in it. 

          She had collected a number of music boxes, one of which was a little bird house. Inside the door of it was a little spring loaded birdy that would poke its head out at the proper time to conform to the music it played. Betty became obsessed with trying to 'catch' the little birdy when it appeared. She manipulated it to such an extent that it was damaged and became inoperable. 

There were more clues, some more subtle, and some not so subtle. I never connected them to the larger problem. She had Alzheimer's and I ignored or at least misunderstood so many of those clues. They didn't matter until the event had transpired. See? It's not a clue until the event has transpired, sort of.


I firmly believe that the disease has some kind of aberrant effect on the vision. It seems that what an Alzheimer’s victim sees is not what the rest of us see. Or it may be that they interpret what they see incorrectly. I can’t put my finger on it exactly and can cite no clear examples, but when Betty and I look at the same thing, we don’t see the same thing, or don’t interpret it the same way.

On October 23, 1999 I committed her to the care of Clare Bridge, a nearby facility that specializes in the care of Alzheimer's patients. It was the most vile, dishonest day of my life. For two years she had said to me time after time, "Are you gonna be with me?" and I'd reply "Yes darlin', I'll be with you". That kind of lie doesn't go down well with me.

Today, Sunday, the 24th of October, there was a passage in the first hymn at church that said "Each day the Lord gives us what He deems best". Reverend Allard spoke on 'prayer', its importance and power. I ask myself if I've prayed enough. I can't escape a feeling of guilt. What could I have done to prevent such distress for Betty? I know she must undergo what she has been dealt. I want to know somehow if I did what I should have done in response. Was I weak, lazy, insensitive, cruel or over caring? I don't ask "Why?" I ask "How, What, and When?
SECTION EIGHT

Something had to be done with soldiers who were scheduled to enter Ordnance OCS and thus could not be shipped overseas. Our Ordnance School training was complete and there was no place for us. We had to wait for a new class to open; about 8 weeks away. It became apparent that we (about 6 of us) could serve a worthwhile purpose at the base hospital. Medics were in such short supply that they had not had a weekend pass in over 6 months. A short training course could fit us to attend to some of the medics’ duties, called bed pan duty; offering a bit of relief to them.


And so it was that we reported to the hospital and fell under the tutelage of a tiny red headed nurse captain. She brooked no nonsense and allowed as how she knew we were resistant to the assignment. She said being accepted for OCS was an indicator of rather more gentlemanly conduct than the average soldier which was important in hospital ward boy duties. She added that it also indicated that we were more trainable and could learn our duties more rapidly than the average soldier, so get with it.


In five days we had learned all we needed to know about ward boy work. TPP was the main activity. Every two hours every patient in our ward had to have their Temperature, Pulse and (blood) Pressure taken and recorded on their chart. Anything else that needed doing would be specified by the head nurse in that ward, like mopping, making beds, etc.


We arrived at the hospital the following Monday to find a sheet listing our names and the ward to which we were assigned. None of us wanted to be assigned to the Maternity Ward, the most hated of them all. Poor Gaffney got that one; I was assigned to Ward 8. Yes, the one for the head cases. I thought it humorous that the part of the UCMJ that regulates discharges on grounds of insanity was in Section Eight of the code and that section 8 of the APG hospital was the mental ward.


It turned out that the nurse captain who had trained us was also the head nurse in Ward 8 and so we were already familiar with each other. She showed me around the place, explained that there were few patients in the ward and only one permanent inmate. There was a sitting room with comic books on the table and a refrigerator to be kept filled with orange and apple juice; all of which the patients were free to indulge.

I was to keep the floor clean, make the beds when they were used, do the TPP thing on anyone in the ward and help her with any patient that needed it.


The permanent patient was a young fellow who was mute. Because he would not speak, he could not be trained or otherwise used by the army, so he abided in the mental ward for as long as he remained so afflicted. Once out of sight of all authority figures, he opened up to me. He had chosen this way to avoid being sent to war. He had a New York accent. He said it wasn’t so bad, he had a clean bed, three squares, comic books to read and all the orange juice he cared to drink. The army knew he was faking, he knew the army knew he was faking, he also knew there was nothing they could do about it for torture was not in our book and he didn’t care what his discharge read when his time was up.


One night about 8:00, MPs brought a skinny kid in fatigues into the emergency door of our ward. He was kicking and screaming insanely. The three of us could hardly restrain him. My nurse captain, weighing in at about 95 pounds, flipped him onto the floor so fast we couldn’t believe it. “Hold him down and strip him to his underwear while I get a restraint sheet.” She said. The three of us did so and the nurse was back in a flash with a canvas sheet the size of a bed sheet. It was fleece lined on one side with hefty fleece lined leather straps for wrists, waist and ankles. She bade us lay him face down on the sheet and we buckled the straps in place. As soon as we got him in place she had a loaded needle which she punched into his ass and emptied it in what seemed like one swift motion. We then picked up the sheet with the kid mounted on it, flipped him over on a bed and the nurse buckled the corners of the sheet to the bed rails. The kid was sound asleep. I have seldom seen such remarkable physical feats by one so small. The MPs and I were flummoxed at not being able to do what this tiny nurse did with apparent ease. In combat I want her on my side.

The MPs had brought the kid from the bivouac area about 25 miles distant. It was the first time in his life that he had been outside after dark. The tent, the dark, the lack of city noises, the rustling trees and owl hoots, moths had all simply overcome him.

I had been working at the hospital about 8 days when I was called to the administrator’s office. I was told that Gaffney and I would have to trade wards. Many of the officers’ wives who were in for child birth objected to having a Negro ward boy attend to them. I was disappointed; I had come to like the work in Ward 8. No one was physically sick like in the other wards and mostly could take care of themselves; they were ambulatory and so on. I was not a bed pan jockey like all the others. I wondered how Gaffney would take this change, solely because of his color.

I didn’t have a chance to find out. When I returned to the barracks that night, I was told to report to 8th Army HQ the next morning. There I learned that there were to be no more Ordnance OCS classes; that only Infantry, Artillery and Armored OCS would be available and I had to choose one of them. Furthermore, the mandatory enlistment term after graduation would increase from 18 months to 30. I did some quick addition in my head. If I entered OCS right then, I would have spent 54 months in the army before I was eligible for discharge. Nearly five more years away from my darling Skippy. I couldn’t do it. I signed the waiver which dropped me out of OCS and in less than 24 hours had orders to report to Fort Lewis, Washington 15 days from that day for shipment to Korea.
PHONY PHUN


First let me say ‘Fun’ is a noun, not an adjective. I squirm whenever I hear or read “We had a fun time.” Now, on with the tirade. As I have aged I have been more and more unsympathetic to ‘theme parks’, their brothers; the Disneylands, and their cousins; state fairs. I find them all artificially garish and phony. Especially off-putting a people in cartoon character costumes circulating to stun and amaze gullible children. I believe fun is best when it is spontaneous, not manufactured by the profit motive, laudable as that may be.

The extraordinary technical and mechanical measures taken to provide diversions for the visitors bring on painfully high costs. It just seems like one pays too much to end up having exactly nothing to show for it. Usually the rides and shows are eminently unmemorable. A good movie will stay with you; it’s a better investment and may even be fun to watch.


I admit that I had a good time on the Tilt-a-Whirl years ago, but that ride had a participatory element to it where one could influence the amount of Gs that pushed one into his seat. Also, parks that feature a swimming pool can be a source of fun when one has friends with which to enjoy the water.


Also, state fairs do have features that can be memorable and a good investment of time and wealth, but not necessarily fun. I recall my amazement at the sight of Black Jack, the giant steer; said to be big enough to produce 9000 hamburger patties if he were to be slaughtered. And there was the Belgian Rabbit, so big it was referred to as a ‘guard rabbit’
REALLY TOUGH

Football players suffer and exert brutally for 3 or 4 hours a week plus practices, of course. Basketball players exert mightily for 2 or 3 hours every other day plus practice. Baseball players run as fast and throw or swing as hard as they can every 5 minutes or so for 180 days a year plus practice. Race car drivers press or feather a brake and gas pedal and steer while tied tightly into a custom formed seat more properly described as a tub for as much as 6 hours once each week plus practice and qualifying. All are laudable activities, much to be admired when done well; and they are certainly paid well when they are professionals.
But for my admiration I submit the name of Lance Armstrong (what a name). This guy rides a bicycle in the Tour d’France. Sounds simple, doesn’t it? Well he pumps pedals every day for 21 days. Not only that, he rides faster on average than any one of about a thousand people trying to keep up with him. He rides on paved roads, cobblestone streets, up hills, down hills, between mobs of spectators, around sharp curves. He goes to bed at night knowing that next morning he must arise, dress and mount up and pump that bike as hard as he can ALL DAMNED DAY, only to dismount, shower, pee, eat and get enough rest to do the very same thing next morning, for three weeks plus practice, of course.
To look at the man in spandex or street clothes you can see no evidence of any unnecessary body content. He must have a body fat percentage of zero. Think of what his diet must be like; all energy and vitamins; no fat. He is my idea of a tough man. Seven times he has won the Tour. Makes me want to buy a Subaru.
MUSIC


The death of music started when the vocalists took it over. Prior to that the melody and the rhythm was preeminent; the lyrics were fitted to the melody seemingly almost as an afterthought and the vocalist was only there to mouth the lyrics. The subject was almost exclusively related to love or longing... Slowly, the lyrics became more important and the vocalist was vastly more significant because of the quality of voice or delivery. He or she was no longer just a handy beautiful babe or some jerk pulled from the brass section. The lyrics ranged farther afield, into social commentary and philosophy, which enhanced the popularity of the music by titillating the audiences.


Experimentation with new rhythms and adaptations of older ones brought us rock and roll and the vocals were arranged to coincide with these new complex beats. The limits on what was acceptable language evaporated with the general fall in taste and moral standards within the population.

Electronic sound generators provided new unexpected ways to create sounds never before experienced by man. Performers and composers presented progressively more outlandish visual effects with the music because TV and video tape created a new market for their wares and audiences tired swiftly of what they had already seen and heard. Audience attention spans regressed as swiftly as their standards of decency.

It has come to the point now that concerts are sound and light shows as lurid as a multi car highway accident and Fourth of July fireworks combined. There remains no melody and the rhythm is a banging crescendo of assaults on the hammer, anvil and stirrup.

Don’t believe me? Well whistle a tune from the last concert you attended.


While I’m about it, let me say that generally the human voice in not much of a musical instrument, in spite of the fact that there are and have been many sweet and melodic voices. I was once told that all musical instruments were developed in order to mimic some aspect of the human voice; that this was especially true of the piano. I have my doubts. Beautiful and sweet voices are about as rare in the general population as NBA heroes without a rap sheet... However, I believe that Anne Murray and Johnny Mathis have the most musical voices of any I’ve heard. I didn’t say the most beautiful, that honor is shared by Maria Callas and Olivia Newton-John.
AN EPIPHANY OF SORTS

Virginia once asked me, “Do you believe there are evil spirits?” I gave her a sort of glib answer, but it got me thinking and that has turned into what might be considered a revelation; at least to me.


We humans live at the bottom of an ocean of air which is something more that 100,000 feet deep. We also are made of cells each of which have portals or receptors where foreign entities like viruses can get into our cells’ cores; the place where cellular activity and decisions take place.


Can it be that humans as a whole have receptors through which evil spirits swimming randomly in the sea of air about us can enter our body’s very core (or soul)? We who believe in the Trinity sometimes assume that the Holy Ghost or Spirit is inside us; is our very core. Can it be that the Holy Spirit in us is of varying strength from one person to another?  Can it be that the size of the receptors on our bodies differ from one person to another, that where we take our bodies may make us juicier targets for those evil spirits? Can it be that in some of us the Holy Spirit is better able to fend off any evil spirit that may make its way into us? The theory could explain Hitler, Saddam H., Stalin and Jeffrey Dahmer et. al., couldn’t it?

Just think about it.
PRESS ON REGARDLESS


About 1981 John Lang and I decided we would take a long weekend vacation and fly to Xenia, Ohio, his home town. He wanted to visit his sister and brother-in-law and some of his in-laws still residing there. We would use the Cessna Cardinal that Al and I were partners in and stay at his sister’s home.


It was summer and the weather forecast was good for the flight and so off we went. First to RDU to fill the tanks and then northwest toward Xenia. On our way, John said he wanted to stop in Point Pleasant, West Virginia, as the airport there had fascinated him for years. He was intrigued by the nearby town of Gallipolis, as well.


We landed at Point Pleasant, where I explained to him that my ancestor, Mathias Kessinger died there in the first real battle of the American Revolution, and that his name was on the monument to the battle in downtown Point Pleasant.


When we commenced to make the final leg of our trip, the runup was normal until I checked the magnetos. All piston-powered airplanes have two complete ignition systems, and both should function normally to safely operate. If one ignition system should fail the second one will get you safely to an airport. There is a switch on the panel where one can select the ‘right’ or ‘left’ or ‘both’ magnetos. At the runup, each is activated independently to assure both are functioning normally. Our right magneto didn’t. When selected, the rpm dropped greatly and the engine ran raggedly with backfires and muffler explosions.

We looked at each other and I shut the engine down and restarted it. Trying the right magneto alone brought the same result. With the engine idling we discussed our predicament. To get service on this small field on a Friday afternoon was a loser. Everyone wanted to go home and there likely would not be a replacement on hand. Our weekend would be shot before we could get airborne again. On the other hand, if we made it to Xenia, the plane could be serviced by a larger fixed base operator and probably be ready to go on Monday.

We decided to go on to Xenia on one magneto. It’s the pilot in command’s decision. A magneto is comparable to a car’s distributor, except it requires no outside electric source; an internal generator of sorts creates the voltage necessary to fire the spark plug. I kept the switch on ‘left’ and we departed.

Though somewhat puckered on our flight to Xenia, and keeping a sharp eye out for suitable emergency landing spots, it was otherwise uneventful.


We spoke to the mechanic at the Cessna agency who said he would commence work as soon as he finished the plane with which he was presently occupied. That was fine with us, John called his sister and she arrived shortly thereafter and took us to her home and a great supper.


Next day, we drove back to the airport and got the word from the mechanic. We needed a replacement magneto; his shop was not certified to rebuild them. We gave him the go-ahead to order one and went back to Peggy’s place to visit.

Peg and Bob were perfect hosts and we had a great time with them and with John’s in-laws Saturday and Sunday. None of them took us anywhere; we were left to go where we pleased in Peg’s car. I got to see the evidence of the horrendous damage done by the tornado that had leveled the town about a year or two earlier.


Monday about noon Peg took us back to the airport to find that the Cardinal had a fresh, certified right magneto and ran perfectly. John had a credit card with sufficient borrowing power to pay the 800 plus dollars for the parts and labor. I promised to repay him as soon as we got back to Cary. We called flight service and learned that there was a stationary front between Xenia and RDU that required IFR (Instrument Flight Rules) to get through. Neither John nor I were IFR certified and so we decided to call home and tell them we would not be coming back on that day as we had planned.


Peg and Bob were pleased to have us for another night and it was thus also possible for us to visit other friends and relatives of John and Phyllis.
Tuesday the front was still there. It was still there on Wednesday and Thursday as well. Peg did our laundry for us. We went to the Air Force Museum in Dayton and saw the downtown revitalization projects as well. I ate the thickest ham sandwich ever made. It was called the “Ham Stack” in a new restaurant in Dayton.

On Friday there was hope, the front had moved east and was expected to disintegrate over the Appalachian Mountains that afternoon. We loaded up and headed southeast for home. We were clearly catching up with the front as we neared Radford, VA. A radio call to the area Air Traffic Control Center allowed as how it was still IFR west of Radford. We radioed the Flight Service Center at Radford and they said it was marginal VFR (Visual Flight Rules) at Radford. Who to believe? What were the actual conditions? We saw the cloud layer ahead and it was below our cruising altitude (7,500 ft) and so we began a gentle descent to be below the clouds when we got to them. They were dark and roiling but had no rain falling out of them.
By the time we got to the clouds, we could see Radford airport in the distance. John was at the controls and as we passed below the cloud layer, the turbulence was about as violent as any our little bird was ever going to encounter and keep its wings. The squall line was narrow, blessedly, and so our arrival at Radford was made in the calm, hazy air ahead of the front.

We had a quick cup of coffee while the plane was refueled and departed just before the airport closed down because of the storm that was by then passing over it.

With the storm falling farther and farther behind our 140 mph Cardinal, the balance of the trip to Durham Skypark was uneventful. It took Al and me a week to gather up the money to repay John for the magneto.
Every flight by a private pilot should have a lesson in it. This one had several. One was that you can be foolish in an airplane and may still survive. Another was that if you intend to use a small plane for serious travel, you must have yourself and your plane IFR certified; weather is a capricious thing, and not usually a pilot’s friend.
CAMP SHAWMIDELECA
About 1944, I was treated to a two week stay at a summer camp. It was Mom
and Dad’s continuing effort to get my physique to develop. I was thin, flaccid and pale; totally unathletic.

The camp's name was derived from the names of four Indian tribes that populated the area near The Greenbriar, in West Virginia. The SHAWnees, MIamis, DELawares and SenECAs, see? It was totally woodsy, with permanent cabins holding about ten kids each, with a community latrine building, mess hall, and activities buildings. A river ran by it.
Every couple of days, we were gathered after breakfast and given a sheet listing all available activities one could participate in on ensuing days. One would select one for each time period of the day. Many activities were available, horseback riding, archery, wood working, marksmanship, swimming, volleyball and so on. Some were mandatory, like swimming. Each day there was a swimming session where we were segregated by our ability, from non swimmers to those comfortable in the water.

The adjacent river had a low dam near the edge of the camp which served to raise the level of the river sufficient to provide a depth adequate for safe diving. Supervision for each level of expertise was always on hand, and we all had a grand time swimming. I was not a very good swimmer. My friends attributed it to the size and placement of my ears. I heard Dumbo a lot. The actual reason I could not swim well was that I could not kick my feet properly to propel myself along with my arm strokes and thus practically all forward motion was done with the arms alone. Don't ask me why. However, when swimming under water, I could give the 'frog jump' leg kick with ease along with the breast stroke arm motion and make good progress.

It happened that at the end of our stay, a swimming contest was held for all of us to participate in. Each camper would choose those 'events' he was to enter. It gave even the least well performing swimmers a chance to win something. I entered the underwater distance contest as surface speed was not in my repertoire, nor was diving or any other usual swimming competitions. For some reason I was blessed with an extraordinary ability to hold my breath for extended periods, an obvious asset to those who are submerged.


When the time came for those of us who chose the underwater distance competition, to do our stuff, I was in opposition to many youths who were athletic, who had competed in many other sessions with high degrees of success, the ones who played baseball, and tag football, and the other activities that are usually the domain of what has come to be called 'jock stuff'. On signal we all dived into the water and swam as far and as fast as we could. I proceeded to swim to the other side of the river, probably a hundred feet away, where I climbed out harboring the impression that some one of the other guys, an actual athlete, would be declared winner. I found myself alone. The others were climbing out of the water on the camp side of the river gasping for breath. One of the counselors spotted me on the far bank of the river. Consternation reigned. It couldn't be. No scrawny ten or twelve year old could swim that far under water. How had I cheated?

The ways I could have cheated were discussed. Did I pop up, take a breath and re-submerge without being noticed? Did I swim to the low dam, run across it and dive back in to the water without being noticed? I no longer recall if I was declared winner or disqualified. I only know that I swam farther under water than anyone else at Camp Shawmideleca ever had.
VISITORS


Since becoming a widower, I don’t have many visitors. I think the house smells too much like cigarettes for the young’uns. It no longer smells like cat urine; I’ve cleaned that room up pretty well and time has erased the last vestiges of that odor. From time to time Steve and/or John come by for a while and occasionally someone will want some help with a car question and drop in for a few minutes. I try to make everyone feel welcome. I can’t recall any adult ever coming to where I was just to be with me, you know, to make small talk or something. I must be standoffish or otherwise repellant.

However, I do have some regular visitors during nice weather. There is Rocky the Squirrel and his relatives. There is Christopher Robin and his gang. There is Home-r the House Wren. There is H2 the Humm(ing)er Bird. And Helmut the turtle seems satisfied to live on my back property line. He’s been there for two years now. How do I know it’s him? Why, I painted his name on his helmet. There is a very skittish lizard who runs when he sees me. He lives in the cracks of the old railroad timbers that edge my parking space. I don’t know him well enough to name him.

Rocky can climb a ¾ inch smooth pole 6 feet tall to get at the bird feeder. The feeder is all metal mesh which frustrates him. He has nearly chewed through the mesh near the bottom but it has thus far resisted his best efforts go get inside and eat every sunflower seed at once. What a pig! I have devised a means to further frustrate his efforts to starve Home-r out. The middle two feet of the pole have been coated with a particularly slimy type of wheel bearing grease. We’ll see. 

And now I have an inside visitor/pet. Darling Beverly gave me a little clear plastic box the size of a recipe file box. Inside it was some sand, colored stones from an aquarium, a natural sponge and Herman the hermit crab. She included a small can of Hermit Crab food which smells like Juicy Fruit chewing gum but has nothing in its list of contents that remotely seems to be able to impart that aroma. I was also given a sea shell about two inches wide which I was told to put in there with some water in it for Herman. I did so and shortly Herman made his way to the shell, tipped it over and dumped the water into the sand. He squatted there ‘til I turned my back on him. He knows to move only when unseen; how? Herman is eating or otherwise disposing of the sponge. He circulates around it glacially and it is disappearing. I add water from time to time as I was told to do. I don’t know if Herman likes that or not. There is a lot I don’t know about the care and feeding of Herman and he ain’t talking.
THE LAST

Youth never considers it, but there will come a time when one does something for the last time. There are occasions when one will know they have done a thing for the last time, like when one quits smoking or drinking.

However, a multitude of things one does during a lifetime are done for the last time without the knowledge of the actor. Guys are going to shave for the last time probably without knowing it (unless it is a case of someone headed for the gurney journey at Central Prison.)

Think about it, the last pizza, the last coupling with one's spouse, the last letter of complaint to a merchandiser, the last time you lace a shoe, the last blackhead squeezed, the last time you turn the radio or TV on or off. You are going to dress yourself for the last time and not know it until later.

I bring this up to tell about a "the last" that is meaningful to me. I had made a repair on Dianne Kirby's car. I had offered to deliver it to her and she accepted. I told Betty to follow me over to Dianne's house, a place we had visited pretty frequently. It was 1997, and Betty and I both knew she was having problems.


Betty followed me to the corner of Harrison Avenue and Chatham Street. There, we were to turn right and go west. On the green light, I turned and proceeded in the left lane only to find Betty in the right lane passing me, staring straight ahead, going like stink. I blew my horn. I accelerated to keep beside her. I shouted to her (the windows were down, thank goodness) and finally got her attention. She then realized that she had forgotten which car she was to follow and was trying to catch the last car that had passed through the green light on Chatham, far, far ahead of us both. She then fell in behind me and I drove quite slowly to the Kirby house. She was so shaken on arrival there that I could hardly calm her. I knew that she had had her last time behind the wheel. She didn't.
WHY KNOW THIS

Something I found out that is pretty remarkable is that the half life (time it takes for a radioactive element to lose one half of its radioactivity) of Uranium 222 is only one microsecond, while at the other end of the time spectrum is Uranium 238 whose half life is 4.6 billion years. We think that's a long time until we consider Indium 115. If we have made any of it, it will lose half of its radioactivity in 440 trillion years. What I wonder is how we measured such a minute amount of radioactive decay to come up with a half life so unimaginably long. It is believed that the Earth is only about 4 billion years old. I'm not sure the Universe is 440 trillion years old, and so I wonder if some Indium 115 preceded our whole creation.
ALEXANDER THE GREAT 

Alexander the Great was said to have wept because there were no more worlds left to conquer. Some guy. His amazing military success relied upon a revolution in communications that one of his alchemists developed.


 This technological achievement was central to his victories as it still is today for us. Communication is at the very core of success among warring armies (ask Sadam Hussein) and the need to coordinate movements meant that leaders had to keep their subordinates fairly close by because voice and signal flags or flares were the only means in those days to signal when to attack.

Alexander's alchemist came up with a means to time attacks by widely displaced forces, an advantage not easily overcome even by superior numbers of troops when they were necessarily clustered closely together.

The alchemist had concocted a liquid which dyed cloth one color when wet and another when dry. Alexander had rags torn into strips and placed in the dye and then tied around the arm of each unit commander. He then gave tactical instructions to each, ordering them to make their move when the band tied around their arms changed color. Sending each on his way, he was able to know that each force commander would attack at precisely the same time though far removed from his voice or sight because each rag would dry out at the same time. The device was called Alexander's Rag TimeTime Band.
LAST PAL


I never made friends with large numbers of people, was never part of a gang or clique. I'd usually have one guy to pal around with. There was Virgil Pemberton in junior high (he taught me to drive). There was first Roydon Williamson and later, Jack Riddle during my high-school years. There was Hervey Ahlborn during my GM Tech years, and Bob Wilson in the army, and then Ron Plescia at Art Center School in L.A. There were, of course, others with whom I associated, and I was friendly with all of my pals' pals, but mostly I just knocked around with one guy.

The last of my pals was John Lang. We both worked at EPA and car pooled. We shared a love of flying, and things mechanical. He knew and fixed electrical and electronic stuff; I knew and fixed mechanical stuff. We fed off each other's abilities. He liked TV sports, and I didn't. I liked auto racing and he didn't. So what? I liked and admired him for his electronic brilliance, his flying ability, honesty, practicality, and acceptance of me. I don't know why he liked me. Just as I had lost my pilot's Medical Certificate to a heart attack; so had he lost his to a heart condition and mild diabetes. We were sort of disarmed comrades. Talk of politics was limited because we had opposing views on specifics and thought enough of each other to avoid conflict.

He passed away on February 18, 2000. Far too soon. He was only a year older than I. My last, best pal. So long, John. You've got your wings back. Maybe I'll see you when I get mine back.

LOVE

I once heard a description of love that for me fits the bill exactly. There have been tomes written upon the subject, no one has ever distilled it into one sentence so perfectly. I wish I could remember who said it but it goes something like this.

Love must be of three distinct parts to be authentic; it is a judgment, a decision and a promise. There needs to be no elaboration to make perfectly clear what love is.
Another thing I read about love is: “Sex is physics, love is chemistry.” Don’t remember the author. While I am at it, in a musing I came upon the word ‘romance’. I wondered if there was any in me. I wondered what romance actually was. I looked it up. In defining all the uses of romance the words most common were excitement, unreality, adventure, ardor, love, extraordinary events, heroism, imagination, youthfulness, devotion, high ideals and some other common verbs, nouns and adjectives. I can recall snippets of most of these things in my life, but nothing I remember could qualify as a truly romantic situation or sensation. Two sweaty bellies slapping together is neither romance, nor love, it is physics. 
MONZA

For a number of years I have owned a little black Chevy called the Monza. It’s a kind of a meaningless name to anyone not familiar with cars and racing of about a half century ago. In those days not many cars were imported into America save a few European sport cars and small sedans. There was no Oriental car industry and thus no imports from the East.

Racing too was segregated. America had numerous kinds of racing based on open wheeled cars on round or oval tracks, the pinnacle of which was the Indianapolis 500. The 'big' cars mostly had 4.5 liter (274 cid) four cylinder engines made by Offenhauser. Competitors were allowed 5.0 liters (300 cid) if a 'stock' American engine was chosen. If one chose to supercharge a 'big' car engine the displacement was limited to 3.0 liters (183 cid). There was only one of those used at Indy, the Novi Special. American open wheeled cars had no transmission, only an 'in' or 'out' clutch and starting was accomplished with a remote starter. The suspension and weight distribution was biased to accommodate only left turns as all tracks were round or oval and were circulated in a counter-clockwise direction.


Europe had several open wheeled "formula" race series, nearly all of which were held on road courses built for the purpose or which used blocked off city and rural roads. Their formula 1 cars had smaller engines than those used in American 'big' cars, but they were lighter and had multi-geared transmissions. They were designed to accomplish both left and right turns with equal ease. Two other 'formulas' were 2 & 3, each featuring cars with smaller engines and lighter chassis.

Sport car races had become popular here and Americans got to see road racing, mostly held on airports or closed highway loops with a sprinkling of purpose built road courses. The sport cars were all bunched into  'groups' composed of several ‘classes’ based on production numbers, engine displacement, weight and performance potential, the group cutoff point being 1.5 liters (90 cid). One got to see MGs and Lotuses race together and then watch Ferraris, Jaguars and other production and purpose built cars race each other. Often American built specials using Chrysler and Cadillac engines held sway over the best Europe could offer. Briggs Cunningham was partial the Chrysler hemi and Harry Allard of England built cars powered by Cadillac.
           This brought about wide ranging arguments about the superiority of American or European cars for racing. Some Americans had gone to Europe with 'specials' to compete in the more prestigious sport car races, like Le Mans. Believe it or not, a Crosley-powered special led its class at Le Mans for the first 18 hours once. Its class featured cars having 750 cc (45 cid) or less. It was custom bodied for aerodynamic reasons and fitted with a central seat. The Italians called it the Monopsoto Torpedo because of its shape.
           So it was that the powers of the racing world thought it a good idea to have America's best race Europe's best in a no holds barred race to decide which nation produced the superior all-out racing cars. Negotiations were held in secret and leaks were intended to fuel public interest. We car nuts were ecstatic. Proof was in the offing. Things turned sour when the Americans insisted that only left turns be involved because of the design of their Indy cars, which were clearly the only cars thought capable of competing with the European formula 1 cars. In retaliation, the Europeans insisted that the American cars be allowed only 3 liters unsupercharged like the European formula 1 cars. The US competitors knew that the 4.5 Offy could not be reduced that much in displacement and that the 3.0 Offy would not perform without the supercharger because of the extra weight the Indy cars carried. It was a deadlock, but the forward inertia of the racing public's opinion required that something be done.
           Jaguar came to the rescue. Their car had almost the same displacement as the Offy, and their full fendered Le Mans car, the "D Jag" with its aluminum body and engine weighed about the same as an Indy car. They offered to race our Indy cars on the one oval track in Europe. It was built by Mussolini's Italian government before WW II. It was about 2.5 miles long like the track at Indianapolis but banked highly and was of poured concrete. It was called Monza. Get it?

The race was held at last in about 1955 or 56. It was 500 miles in length. Three Jaguars started behind six Indy cars in a flying start based on qualifying speeds just like at Indy. The centrifugal forces generated by the Indy cars on that high banked oval was such that the suspensions bottomed out and the rough, aged concrete acted literally to jar parts off the Indy cars. The slower Jaguars with their more compliant suspensions and softer tires were not so severely tested. The race was run in two heats to provide time for repairs and refueling. The race ended with three American cars finishing one, two, three, several laps ahead of the Jags which finished four, five and six. Three American cars were so severely vibrated that they couldn't finish the race.

The papers all headlined "Americans Win at Monza" Yeah, right!

OBSERVATIONS

It was claimed that the great Yogi Berra once said "You can observe a lot by just looking." or something to that effect. Maybe so, maybe no. However, I have observed that I have suffered less in my life than those around me. Is it something I have done? Or shouldn't have done? A poser. Another poser: Is the reason that I have left few marks in the sands of time because God has been carrying me? If so, why?

There is a hymn that has as it's theme that the singer wants to see God. The refrain is "I want to see You." It reminds me of one of Stephen Crane's little epigrammatic poems which has as its basis a man's plea to God to be allowed to see the light. God gently says "No" but the man is insistent, he says he is a man and can handle it. God finally relents and allows the man to see the light. The man says to God "Let me back into the dark.”

Stephen Crane has been my favorite poet. I tried long as a young man to be a true cynic and his work was a help in that respect. His poems are short and filled with irony, easy to understand, lacking in deeply veiled allegory; a requisite for me. Another of his poems has two angels conversing while observing humankind on Earth. They pondered why man's places of worship were so huge and expensive, and why the people stayed so long inside.
 About the love of his life he said that if loving her meant that he must descend into hell, then he hoped the fall would be a long, long way. What a Guy.

Galway Kinnell is a person of whom I had never heard until I read a quote of his that relates to poetry. He said: "That is the way with poetry, when it is incomprehensible, it seems profound, and when you understand it, it only ridiculous."  He must never have read Stephen Crane's stuff or Thanatopsis.

In the 1940s and 50s a magazine appeared on the stands called (I think) Coronet. It was the size of Reader’s Digest but contained original articles and stories instead of excerpts from other publications. It contained little of the humor and quips that graced the pages of R.D. The one issue I remember most vividly had on its cover the face of Mona Freeman, a model and aspiring actress. She was utterly gorgeous. I fell in love instantly. Sad to say her acting career never took off, nor was I ever able to propose to her. However, on the inside cover of that same issue was a quote by John Ruskin that I’ve never forgotten. “When love and art work together, expect a masterpiece.” One reminds me of the other on a regular basis. I see the quote at work in the auto industry. The builders of our earlier cars were men who loved what they were creating; who used natural talent to create masterpieces. The Cord 812 had a lot of mechanical weaknesses but E. L. Cord was talented in the art of styling and loved what he was doing. That car and others were masterpieces. Today’s cars are smoother, quieter, faster, more economical, more durable, and far more reliable, but they are the product of people whose love is of rows and columns of numbers. Those may be masterpieces of shareholder enrichment, but the cars are not masterpieces.

In spite of that, an occasional car hits the market that is properly styled. One such is the original
Nissan 240S fast-back. Every line and curve, every styling cue and proportion is perfect for the purpose.  

The stylists did their job admirably; developing each surface so that the car looks good at any angle. Too

bad it was damned with a mediocre drive train. 

How pleasant it is when one finds in the Bible an ordinance that demands you do something that you have been doing instinctively or by choice for all of your life.

When you buy a stamp at the post office you think you bought the right to have a letter carrier take a piece of mail to an addressee, don’t you? Well you didn’t. What you bought was the right to a post mark. That post mark licensed the letter carrier to deliver your mail to an addressee. The stamp is just a ticket to get a post mark. Neat huh?

It seems true that liars are the most likely to believe ‘everybody lies’; thieves are the most likely to believe ‘everybody steals’. They will give instances like “Did you ever take a company pencil home? That’s stealing, isn’t it? Is it because their disreputable conduct is ‘normal’ in their heads? It may be that they MUST believe that in order to maintain their version of self-respect.
Prejudice is a powerful thing. It cannot usually be overcome with logic or reasoning but only with dire threat to life or similar grave circumstances. Tell that to your friends who think Islam is ‘just another religion’. Christianity in its essence teaches us that if we disobey God’s law we will not be happy in our after life. Some Christians will go so far as to tell you that you are condemning yourself to hell by your present conduct and yet will not so much as grab your sleeve as they speak. You are urged by believers to change your evil ways and atone for your sins. Islam, on the other hand, teaches believers that they are obliged to be the Sword of Allah and are to slay sinners and unbelievers at his behest. 

When you are still alive, everyone you love who dies before you has died too young, no matter what their age.
What do the following have in common: Richard Vaughn, Thomas Bradshaw, Charles Shelton and Claude Pope? Answer elsewhere in here; keep reading. 
Another observation: My eyes still work. I look out upon the world and see everything just as I did at age 20 or 30. My impressions of what I survey are exactly as they were then, some giving pleasure, (beautiful women, great architecture, friends and relatives, hundred dollar bills, travel photos) some disgust (stumbling drunks, derelict cars, some politicians, fresh road kill) and some, no feeling at all (telephone poles, neighbors'  houses, credit cards, nickels and pennies, strip malls). Even my emotional reaction to the people I come in contact with are the same, the older they appear the greater deference I give even as I realize that I may be older than they. I converse with those people with the attitude that they are talking to my 20 year old self. Everything is seen just as it has always has been (discounting the presbyopia attendant with aging) and my reactions are the same as well, until I see the reflection of my face in a mirror. It is always a shock; I don't like what I see, and it has been so for 20 years or more. Denial is not a river in Egypt.
I have coffee and a ham biscuit at Bojangles’ every Sunday evening. I have discovered an odd fact thereby. The little paper envelopes that hold one level teaspoon of sugar for my coffee take two in order to sweeten my coffee everywhere except at Bojangles’. There, four packs are required. I deduce that Bojangles’ envelopes contain 50% sugar and 50% inert material.
Roses are red,



Roses are red,
Violets are blue,



Violets are blue,
I can row a boat,


I can row a boat,
But Emmanuel Kant.


Canoe?
In the old movies that featured such as Leo Gorcy or Robert Blake (as a Little Rascal or a Dead End Kid) there was usually some kind of nefarious activity going on that would invariabley be interrupted by the sound of police sirens in the distance. At that event one of the gang would say: “Cheese it, the cops!” and all would flee. The context made it clear what was meant, but I still don’t know the derivation of the term. If the movies had been shown in France with the dialogue in subtitles, would the text have been “Fromage il, le gendarmes!”?
The answer to the ‘have in common’ question is: They all have stretches of NC highways named in their honor. 
I have noticed that in most of the Presbyterian churches I have attended, all sit quietly before the service begins. Maybe a low-voiced greeting or nod to those nearby will be made. A high degree of solemnity is in effect. No one, but no one, will turn around to see who is further back in the gathered flock or is presently entering the sanctuary. In the Baptist churches I have attended, such is not the case. There is almost a family reunion atmosphere right up until the preparatory music begins. The solemnity begins when the pastor begins the sermon. I like one better than the other; guess which.

Just about all of the philosophy I ever needed to know, I learned reading 'T' shirts. One of the best I have seen said this:

I am HUMAN

        MALE


        CHRISTIAN


        AMERICAN


        HETEROSEXUAL


        CONSERVATIVE



Any questions? 
Another one said “the beatings will stop when morale improves.” 


At the funeral ceremony of Mr. Reagan, which was somewhat moving, I was reminded of the fact that in every picture of him and wife Nancy, whenever he was speaking, she was always looking up toward him with what could only be described as a look of utter adoration. What a great husband he must have been.

One of the things I find imponderable is the question of whether it is right to ban capital punishment because some of the convicts may actually be not guilty of the crime. There are telling arguments on both sides since nearly all life is precious; be it the accused or the victim. I do know that the dollar cost must not enter the equation; it is a social and moral, not economic problem. I believe capital punishment appeals should be limited to three. Execution assures that a person convicted of a crime will not commit another one. Life in prison often is not actually that; few if any of those sentenced to life actually die of old age in their cells. While I am at it, is it true that those who are most against imposing the death penalty are the same ones who call loudest for abortion on demand, or does it just seem like it? Personally I oppose abortions for convenience, but would approve aborting a fetus whose condition is clearly such that, if delivered, would be unable to grow into a self-sufficient adult. I add: But not by partial birth abortion.

If one carefully develops early a reputation for honesty, one can use it to good advantage later in life to get away with convenient lies, as long as one keeps them simple and assures that there is no possibility of being found out later. The problem is that in youth, one doesn't know it can be done. Natural born liars don't get it, and honest people don't need it. One philosopher once said that honesty is better because it does not require such a good memory.

When listening to another person, there is this:   Self esteem; I exist and that's important.
Self respect; Fail or succeed, I did my best.
Self esteem fortified with self respect; I did     something worthwhile.       


Any way you cut it, self esteem without self respect is just phony bravado and an excuse for demanding something not earned. Self esteem fortified with self respect is the only justification for pride. Speaking of pride, what is it with the all-pervasive bumper sticker that portrays a US flag and the words “The Power of Pride?” Does no one recall the biblical caution: “….pride goeth before a fall.”? I guess false pride is much like self esteem, dangerous without the accomplishments that bestow self respect.
Again, Stephen Crane had it covered: "A man said to the universe 'Sir! I exist!' ‘However', replied the universe, ‘that fact does not create in me as sense of obligation.’"
No real work is demeaning. John said there are two ways to expend energy; work and activity. The former creates wealth, the latter does not.
Someone once said that true greatness cannot be claimed, it must be ascribed by others.
Somewhere in my life I became what is now called asexual; I don’t know why..

I watch all of the multiplicity of documentaries and dramas on TV about our century of wars. I see the ghostly, grainy images of young men facing death and going bravely ahead, doing the right thing. When asked, they may say it is for their country, or their foxhole partner; that they don't want to let their unit or their buddies down .They can never really explain why they continue to advance to victory or death or worse; a horrible mangling in impenetrable jungles and the devastated wreckage of cities; mired in the carnage of their friends and enemies. Often a couple of uncontrollable sobs shake me, for I could have been any one of those embattled images in jittery black and white or well composed blazing color. When I realize I was not even a candidate for such 'stardom', I feel ashamed. So little I did for my country, so much has she rewarded me. Why, God, why? I am ashamed to speak the answer aloud.

There were two sound bites that came from the war for Iraqi Freedom that I think says all that needs to be said. The first was an interview of a Marine corporal in Kuwait just prior to crossing the border into Iraq. Standing behind his .50 cal BMG (“Mama Deuce” to the troops) he was asked how he felt about the dangerous task he was about to undertake. “I came here to do a job. I don’t want to hurt anybody. Anyone tries to stop me; I’ll kill ‘em.” The second one was more dramatic: a GI in full battle gear breaks into a dimly lit Baghdad hospital room where an injured American soldier was said to be held. He says “Don’t anybody move, I’m an American soldier!” Beautiful, young Jessica Lynch, draws the bed sheet from over her face and says “I’m an American soldier too!”  On December 13, 2003, a third sound bite came out of the war called Iraqi Freedom: “We got him!”


There are superlatives that are negative and others that are positive and some are neutral You know; like ‘worst’ and “best”, ‘tallest’ and ‘shortest’, or ‘handsomest’ and ‘ugliest’ or ‘smartest’ and ‘dumbest’. Nearly all of them are adjectives that end in ‘est’ or ‘st’. As regards me, I suspect there are few if any ‘est’s or ’st’s. Also, it is unlikely that my name and ‘brave’ was ever used in the same sentence. As Churchill once said to a reporter who referred to his predecessor, Neville Chamberlain, as a ‘modest man’ “Yes, he has much to be modest about.”  Churchill didn’t know me and yet….

One of the meanest things you can do to your car is to crank the steering wheel all the way around while holding the foot brake on, as in a parking lot maneuver. Why? Well, the geometry of front suspensions requires that as the front wheels turn from full right to full left, it means that the outside tire must roll forward a few inches while the inner tire must roll back a like amount. If the brakes prevent the wheels from turning, the motion must be taken up in the suspension pivot bushings and the frame which will be stressed to the max, shortening their life a lot, as well as stressing the power steering system to the max also.

This may not be politically correct, but I have noticed a difference between the stereotypical Negro/black/African American and Caucasians that explains a few things that make us whiteys discriminate between the two races. If one compares a side view of a traditional black skull and a white one, you will notice that the upper jaw of a Negroid skull, the part below the nose opening, extends forward beyond the forehead while the Caucasian’s does not. Anthropologists say that the upper palate of the Negroid skull has a higher arch than the Caucasian as well. The two factors contribute to: 1, More effort is required by blacks to enunciate consonant sounds which require the mid-tongue to reach the palate. This is why they have trouble with the ‘sk’ and ‘r’ sound of English, as in ‘ask’ or ‘floor’. They will say “Ax” and “Flo”.  They say “Feel” where it would be more proper to say “Think” for the same reason. It is a basis for ridicule, but they can’t help it, they really can’t. 2, The longer, higher arch of the mouth cavity gives rise to a unique singing voice; one that is instantly recognizable to almost any ear and usually pleasing. Discounting the content of the words, music sung by stereotypical blacks is somewhat more musical in the instrumental sense than those of Caucasian singers. They can’t help it, they really can’t.

Nissan's largest sedan is the Maxima. Why isn't Nissan's smallest sedan the Minima instead of the Sentra? Speaking of Sentras, the mid 1980s versions of that car in two-door configuration had the most attractive curves at the juncture of the rear ‘sail’ panel and lower quarter panel (fender) of any car I have ever seen. 

Most people who are successful in politics have two characteristics in common. One precedes their entry into the arena; the other arises when the campaign begins. First, they usually have a messiah complex; believing that they are the only one who can save whatever constituency they have chosen to serve, which can be good or bad depending on how correct are their proposed solutions. Once the decision to run is made they become vassals to those who finance their campaign which can be good or bad, depending upon who is their source of funds. Whenever you vote and for whatever office, look at those two facts and you will be able to vote with confidence (win or lose) in spite of anything you may hear during the campaign.

It was Ben Franklin that said “Beer is proof that God loves us and wants us to be happy.” And speaking of God, our Supreme Being cannot be a woman because He can ignore, even forget, errors husbands make.

No one gets credit for the stop signs they don’t run.

Much debate goes to ‘alien rights’. My opinion is that all people employed in America must be citizens or legal immigrants. Those who are neither do not merit the protections of our Constitution; but only those guaranteed by the constitution of their nation of origin. When discovered, they should be deported forthwith. President Bush is going to lose the support of much of his congressional Republican base if he continues his refusal to reinforce our borders, stop illegal immigration and find/deport those currently within our borders
I have noticed that as time has gone by that my driving habits have changed. Until I was about 35, I felt I had to catch and pass every car ahead of me when on a trip; without getting a ticket, if at all possible. By the time I was 55 or so, I thought it was just fine to keep up with the fastest cars cruising the interstates. Now at age 75, I don’t much care about how fast the other cars are going, I just want to run at a comfortable speed and stay out of everyone else’s way.  

When I was 16 or 17, Elizabeth Taylor was in her prime. We were about the same age. She was the most devastatingly beautiful and loveable thing I could imagine, and the roles she played on the screen made her seem even more so. If she had said to me: "I want you to kill someone." I would have said without hesitation: "Who, and where is he?"

March winds bring April showers,


April showers bring May flowers,


Mayflowers bring Pilgrims. (or maybe your furniture.)

I believe that the kid Stephen who once sold Dell computers on TV is the only person I ever saw who blinks with his lower eyelids. Or does it just look like that? Thinking of blinking, if you drive non-stop from coast to coast, you will have, on average, driven 19 minutes with your eyes closed.

I believe the talking head, Gretta Van Sustrand, is the only one on TV who can talk without moving the lower jaw. Or does it just look like that?


I like grand prix racing, but there are five things wrong with grand prix cars:

   1. They are too fast

   2. They are too complex

   3. They are too light

   4. They are too expensive


and

   5. They don’t have enough room for sponsor decals


All maroon cars absolutely must be fitted with white wall tires as long as they don’t have chromed or polished wheels. No ifs, ands or buts except: the maroon Impala SS’s of the early 1990’s.
I have calculated that the average time in seconds that it takes an adult male to pee coincides directly with one twentieth of the square of his age in years. Trust me on this one.


I last visited Grandmother Hatfield in the early 1970s when she was living in one bedroom of the house her granddaughter, Patty, had in Southport, NC. There was a bed, a dresser, a chair, a few pictures and little else in her room. I chatted with her for a few minutes, asking how she was doing. I’ll never forget her response. “I live in one little room, I have lost all of those I loved and everything I owned, and I don’t see why I am still left here.” I’ll never get over the shame of not doing something about it. I could have offered her a place in my home, but it would have been just as miserable for her. To outlive your children and other loved ones is a terrifying prospect. It has already come close for me. I miss my Betty Jo. 


I want you to be aware that America has two armies. There is the Army of the United States. It contains all enlistees, career soldiers and commissioned officers. Their dog tag number starts with RA (Regular Army) or O (Officer). The National Guard and Army Reserves are part of the Regular Army. Then there is the United States Army. It consists of all conscripted soldiers or draftees. That army presently does not exist except on paper where all seventeen year olds have registered ‘just in case’. Their dog tag number starts with US (United States). In function, they cannot be distinguished as they are fully integrated and in the barracks one does not know which soldier is which unless the dog tag number is made known. The RAs were sneeringly called ‘lifers’. They dared not complain lest they get the “You asked for it” treatment by the draftees.

The 50th anniversary issue of National Review had many reminiscences in it. One of them included a little story that featured a GI based near London during WW II. Prior to the June 6th D-Day operation he was taking a look at Windsor Castle and was impressed by its huge and manicured front lawn. He inquired of a groundskeeper nearby how he got the lawn looking so beautiful. “Well, Yank, we dug a shallow trench into which we put some grass seed and then watered it for 700 years.”


There is a reporter for CNN, Christiane Amanpour, whose cultivated English accent is the most delightful to listen to of any in the broadcast media. What she says is often another matter.

Law & Order is a popular and much honored TV series; one I much enjoy. Although it is softly anti gun, the twists and turns of the investigations and court cases are fascinating and sometimes educational. One thing that fascinates me about the show is that there are as many as sixteen producers, co-producers, executive producers, co-executive producers, supervising producers, managing co-executive assistant supervising producing producers and…..need I go on? There are only six major characters on screen. The money must be in the producing, huh? 


“Reality TV” is not. Young adults capering about in exotic locales, talking smart ass to each other and the camera, doing and eating extraordinary things with a lighting crew, cameraman, director, and makeup expert is NOT reality. It might be popular, but it is no more real than NYPD Blue, only less expensive to produce.

Slang is much used. Indeed most of us cannot complete a sentence without employing some bit of slang. Slang is often just a substitute word; easier to pronounce, or less repulsive to the ear, than the word it replaces. I was once asked by a young black guy I worked with “How many women have you sexed, Charlie?”  Thinking quickly, I said “I have sexed or candled a dozen or two eggs on a visit to an egg production farm once, but usually I don’t have to sex women, their sex is obvious from their appearance unless they are transvestites.”  Clearly, his slang for ‘copulate’ was ‘sex’. I certainly see no problem with that. Slang usually worms its way into dictionaries over time if it useful and if it has become ubiquitously employed. Some slang that is coming into use of late involves substitutes for children. The term for young goats, ‘kids’, has been around since before I was born. I’m not sure of the tie-in; may have something to do with the rambunctionness of both critters. Three new ones have come along that entertain me greatly. Dr. Laura calls them ‘kidletts’, Neal Boortz calls them ‘tricycle motors’ and Florence King; famed misanthrope, calls them ‘phartlings’. I love that last one.

True socialism exists only in the minds of idealistic ignoramuses. Did I say that first? Surely someone else more astute has already said that.


Not all people who back their cars into parking spaces are red necks, there are even valid reasons for backing into parking spaces from time to time, but all red necks always back their cars into parking spaces. Product of 55 years’ observation.

When conversation turns toward God and religion someone almost always mentions the grand works of our Creator, usually the trees and other ordinary but extraordinary works of nature. Even America’s most prolific inventor said that the greatest invention he ever saw was a blade of grass referring to God’s magnificent works. I sometimes remind others that He also made 1/4x20x1.5 inch bolts, gun powder, golf balls, Hoover Dam. file folders and transistors. Think about it. It’s all a matter of the agent He is directing.


As regards one’s religious beliefs, I must say this: If you don’t sincerely believe your religion is the only true one, then you believe nothing. To acknowledge that others’ religion may be the right one is a pitfall that leads to moral equivalency. You might as well admit to being an agnostic. G. K. Chesterton put it more broadly when he said “When people cease to believe in God, they will believe anything.”


In the 1960s my dentist was Bill Crawford, whom I had met at several Republican gatherings. He also played sax in a local band. When he was examining the mass of cavities known locally as my teeth, he said there were a few on which he would like to try a pulp test, as x-rays he had taken indicated a few that might be decayed all the way to the root. A pulp test utilizes electrical probes which can pass increasing levels of current through one’s teeth. It thereby can determine if the nerves in the teeth are still viable, in which case a root canal is unnecessary. I was instructed to grunt when I felt the electric jolt.

He and the technician began the test and I did not feel anything even when the voltage was at the maximum the device could supply. He moved to another tooth. No sensation. Another, still nothing. He was in a state of mild consternation. He announced that he would like, with my permission, to pulp test all of my teeth, for this was a new experience for him. I OK’d that and he commenced. I never felt any discomfort or sensation in any of the teeth.

Bill then said “You have a rare condition in your teeth that was only discussed in dental school, as there were too few people with the condition to allow demonstration of the symptom.” He went on to explain that it is a situation where the patient has dental nerves that are shielded by a coating of dental enamel or calcium. They never have toothaches regardless of the amount of decay. That was the good/bad news. Good for the obvious, bad because one never gets a signal to see the dentist.

The bad additional bad news, he explained, is that people with the condition all have arteriosclerosis and suffer early heart excursions. Does Halloween Day, 1979 ring a bell?



Ice makers for the home refrigerator have been commonly available for about a generation now. Somewhere along the line the manufacturers perceived that cubes molded in a crescent shape were the best for that purpose. At the time the crescent-shaped cubes were introduced, I think Congress enacted a law, signed by the president that said for every handful of cubes taken from the tray at least one cube must fall on the floor.


Son John apprised me of this concept: “Life is simply a matter of chronological logistics.” He should know… Man! That boy is busy.


My pal Steve Ewing said, as we talked about the aberrant behavior now rampant in America, “The problem is that everything is now ‘normal’”. I added “Yeah, and somebody else is responsible for my troubles; I’m gonna make them pay!.”

In spite of knowing intellectually that it is an erroneous impression. I instinctively feel less respect for anyone whom I meet whose belly protrudes below their belt or waist band. It somehow gives me a negative impression or implies a degree of slack in their character. I know it isn’t necessarily so, but I can’t help it. If I come to know the person, I get over it. What’s that all about?

The thought of my approaching death has never frightened me and at times I think it will be welcome. For some reason its effect on others counts for little in my ruminations. Though I suppose there would be tears of sadness among some of those I would leave behind, I know that all of them are well prepared to carry out their own lives whether I am here or not. 


In all my adult life I have admired beauty in womankind. Certain curves and proportions of the female body and face are utterly pleasing to see and admire and yet I can’t recall observing and evaluating any woman that was not my wife with the idea that I wanted to have sex with her. From time to time I have surmised that aside from a number of belief disagreements, I would have made a pretty good Catholic priest, however I was never attracted to young boys; that would disqualify me wouldn’t it? There just ain’t any lust in me, I’m not sure there ever was. Is that a DNA thing? While I am at it, the Episcopalians have just raised one of theirs’ to a Bishopric. He is an avowed homosexual, who after leaving his wife and children, is openly living with another gentleman, whose religion I do not know (or care about). What I wonder is this: is the Very Reverend Robinson a c*** sucker or a b*** surfer?

I was riding with John Lang to pick up his wife at RDU. Ahead of us was a new BMW holding a young guy and gal. He hopped out and retrieved his bags from the trunk, obviously headed out on a flight. The gal ran around to the driver’s side to take charge of the car. They hugged goodbye and instead of kissing they opened their mouths and licked each other’s tongues. Is that a new thing? It sure is to me.

Currently there are many Americans who are well aware that Islamic fundamentalists have bombed discos and pizza parlors in Israel, sold Sudanese Christians into slavery, suicide bombed American ships and buildings, bombed French oil tankers, murdered newsmen on tape, have exterminated the Timorese natives of Indonesia and Sudanese Christians and are acquiring all of the weapons they can to attack us. Some struggle mightily to understand why Muslims would do those things and what we did to make them hate us so. They urge us to avoid conflict with them; to understand them. They are more concerned instead that some Christian fundamentalists want to put the Ten Commandments on court house walls.

I cannot recall ever being held in Mom’s lap. I remember her friend Dot Beasley holding me thus as Mom watched from across the room during one of her visits, and I can remember Ezra Hedgeclapper holding me thus and crooning a negro spiritual to me as he ate the baloney sandwich Mom had given him for lunch. He was the black fellow who trimmed the shrubbery about the house from time to time with those huge scissors that went clap, clap. Clap’ with each stroke, thus the name he was given. He wore bib coveralls and stank to high heaven. I wonder why she never held me close. Was she afraid to get too close for fear that if she lost me it would be too much to take, what with Ruth lying paralyzed upstairs?


Gary Dornberg was the sports announcer for WPTF radio for many years before his untimely death. He had a sense of humor even outside sports. He once said that Cher was the only person he knew of who could make ‘kiss’ a three syllable word.

Visiting Meemaw and Steve one afternoon after a long day’s work, she noted how tired I was, to which I agreed; the occasional 8 hour stints really wear me out. She said “Why don’t you quit?” I replied “I like groceries and gas.” Actually I think I could scrape by without the income from my job, but if I didn’t work, what use would I be?

I think that Vance Packard and his book “Planned Obsolescence” was one of the greatest disservices to our economy ever committed. His total misunderstanding and deception about the pace of technical achievement and its ‘rationing’ by industry did more to enhance the general public’s cynicism and distrust of free enterprise than anything GM, Chrysler, Ford, GE, Microsoft or Honeywell has ever done; and that’s saying a lot! 

Cooking is not frying a couple of eggs. Cooking is the act of combining three or more ingredients, mixing them in precise sequences and proportions and heating and/or cooling them in specific ways to make something desirably edible. Those in the business publish multitudes of books of instructions on how to cook. Some limit themselves to specific kinds of foods or processes, others are broadly general. All of them are as explicit as a chemistry textbook using both common and obscure terms and measures to explain what must be done to achieve the desired result. I took chemistry and I know that cookbooks are not chemistry books, they are products of Merlin’s blackest arts and those that can use them are as much magicians as cooks. Cooking is little different from the practice of brain surgery or internal medicine. Poorly done it can be just as deadly. I will practice neither. 

Over a period of less than thirty years I lost two wives both of whom I loved dearly; I was entirely devoted to them. That love and devotion could not hold the first one nor could it save the second one. What do you suppose lurks behind my wrinkled, affable face and harmless, agreeable manner?

When following a slower car on a two lane road, there are yellow stripes marking the lanes. They have specific legal meanings. You know what they are. They also have practical meanings:

 A. If the stripe in your lane is broken it means a car is coming in the other direction.

 B. If the stripe in your lane is solid it means there are no cars coming in the opposite direction. 


I knew a guy who was so dumb he thought that propane was something about Chris Evert’s tennis elbow or Joe Namath’s knees. He was the same one who thought the name Microsoft had something to do with Bill Gates’ third member. When talking political history with him he allowed as how the Whigs who supported General Taylor for president were known in the contemporary newspapers as prozak. He once told me that a four star general who had been privy to every secret our military had at the time, finally retired. He then wrote a book revealing it all. My friend said he was called the Alltel Civilian. He also told me that the Chancellor of Marshal University in Huntington, WV had decided, upon review of the team statistics, that the third string football players were overweight and directed that they be put on a strict diet. That team was thereafter called the Hungering Third. This guy said he precipitated in many football games when it was participating so hard he couldn’t see the goal posts. As we chatted about the changes to the State Fair Grounds over the years, I mentioned the addition of the James Hunt Horse Complex. He looked at me incredulously and said “Damn! I thought that was a veterinary medical problem!” I told him my neighbor, was Margyl Conrad. Later he said he thought I was talking about her being a Communist but not trusted by them; “You know,” he said, “some sort of marginal comrade.” This guy believed me when I told him that the INS and Fox News were going to merge; that their motto was going to be “We deport, you reside.” He once told me that the inmates at Central Prison had begun calling the little concession stand where they bought toothpaste and candy bars the Walledoff-Mart. Always. This guy told me that the Touareg caravan leader who got lost in the Sahara was named Wearda F’qarwi. I didn’t believe him.
Another time he told me that when President Madison left office in 1817, he returned to his Virginia home and performed a phenomenal magic trick, never again duplicated. It was Madison’s love of the soil that induced him to set off a large plot of his farm. He had a surveyor lay out a perfect rectangle measuring 100 feet on a side. In that space he planted all manner of flowers, both domestic and exotic. He personally tended this plot until his health failed. It fell into disarray and fallowed then, gradually disappearing into the surrounding farmland.. The magic part occurred when, about 150 years later it reappeared in New York City – Madison’s Square Garden.

Probably the very best non-sweet food flavor is properly fried high quality bacon.


My next door neighbor, Margyl, is a single girl who teaches high school. We have been neighbors for over 20 years. The other day as we chatted in the yard I said “Am I enough older than you that I wouldn’t get slapped if I gave you a personal compliment?”  She said “Yes, I think so….” So I said “You are a lot prettier now than you were several years ago.” She replied, “Thank you, I’ve been working out.”  As she turned to leave, she said, as if to herself: “You have made my day.” Wasn’t that easy?


One of the most memorable things I recall being said about me in my presence was uttered by a shooting buddy from Durham County. As we BS’ed over beer after a day at the range he said “There’s one thing about Charlie; what you see is what you get.”  What do you suppose he meant by that?


To slap another’s face is about the maximum insult if it is not actually assault. The maximum verbal insult, believe it or not is “Shut up!” I can’t imagine a worse thing to do or say to another without concurrently being in a fight with him (or her).


C. S. Lewis was a celebrated author and philosopher. During his life he transitioned from being a nominally Christian youth to agnostic to atheist and finally to devout Christian. He died the same day JFK was assassinated. His most telling remark, as I see it, was “If you do not believe that Jesus is our Lord, you must then believe that he was either a liar or a madman.”
While I am at it, I read a paperback on the troop ship taking me to Korea entitled “Around the Bend”. The cover featured a British fighter plane in the desert with the pilot walking away from it, which was why I picked it up to read. Oddly, it was not actually about that pilot fighting the Nazis in North Africa during the early years of WW II. Over time he made friends with the nomads in, around and working on his base. He talked, among other things, about religion to them. Their curiosity about Christianity became intense and he was obliged to slip off base to libraries and write letters home asking for books and literature to assuage the locals’ curiosity. He was so successful that the locals began to look upon him as “The Great Teacher”.  Others came long distances to hear him and have him answer their questions. His fellow pilots sneered at his attraction to and respect for the nomads and their philosophical innocence. He became a problem to the brass because of the crowds around the base trying to get in to get a closer look at this remarkable man. At the end of the book, he had become so attached to his crowd of apostles and so divorced from the mission he was originally sent on, that he simply walked away from the war and his mission and became one of the nomads; their Jesus. He had gone ‘around the bend’. 

Does it occur to anyone else my age that people 20 years old have no idea that Merrill-Lynch, the big stock brokerage firm, was once Merrill, Lynch, Pierce, Fenner and Smith, or that they have never driven (or even seen) a car with a three speed gear shift on the steering column? Or that they don’t know what a horn ring is? Those same youngsters have probably never driven on rayon cord bias-ply non-belted tires or spoken to a telephone operator; maybe don’t even know what one is (or was). Have they ever seen an inner tube, or used one for a swimming pool float? To those people the landing of Apollo astronauts on the moon is ancient history. They don’t even know that there was once tooth powder as well as tooth paste. Do they know that Brazil nuts were casually called ‘nigger toes’ 60 years ago and no one gave it a second thought? They have no memory of being able to send in a mail order blank from the back of a boy’s magazine with a check to get a rifle by return mail. Try to explain to them what a Moon Disc is or a ripple disc. I am sure that they never knew that the Attorney General of Oklahoma in the 1970s was one Larry Derryberry. No one twenty or fewer years old ever had the opportunity, as a kid, to find 2 emptied one-quart oil cans, lay them on their sides and stomp a shoe into the center between the ends. Done properly, the ends collapse around the side of the shoes making a couple of very noisy clogs with which you can run around town disturbing everyone with the scraping clack clack clack. Great fun, never to be had again.

President Bush’s second State of the Union speech lasted just over 59 minutes and virtually every sentence was a good sound bite.


Automobile bodies are now made with steel that is much thinner than in the past. It is a bout 22 gauge rather than the 18 gauge that was used a generation ago. Though it serves to make the cars lighter and hence offer better fuel economy and acceleration with smaller engines, it also is MUCH easier to dent. One can put a dent in a quarter panel or fender now with a press of the knee. Since the metal is so thin, it has become easy to press out small dimples with spoon-shaped tools and magnets or suction cups where in years gone by, hammers and dollies were necessary. Businesses have come upon the scene which advertise “Paintless Dent Removal”. They offer a much more economical means of correcting minor dings and dimples in today’s high priced autos; so long as the damage has not cut into the paint or clear coat. Conversely, if one drives 60 mph in an Arizona sand storm, one has a free service I call “Dentless Paint Removal”.

After more than 20 years of resentment, I decided enough was enough. I wrote a card to Virginia on her birthday, expressing appreciation for her good work in raising our two boys. That broke the self-imposed ice, and we have become friends. She makes a great friend and conversationalist; provides much of the companionship and old widower misses. I always liked her, at one time loved her, still admire her wide range of talents and abilities, and remain amazed at her generosity and willingness to work. No layabout she.


Even with air conditioning being practically standard equipment on today’s cars, many people still like to drive with the window down on pleasant days. If you are such a one and think it is really important that you do that, buy a two-door car.” Why?” you may ask. Well, I’ll tell you…. With the driver’s window down the longer door of a coupe or two-door sedan allows the buffeting wind to enter the car well behind your head and face, giving a light breeze inside the car. A four-door car, having a door several inches shorter causes the wind to blast your face at almost the speed of the car; an unpleasant situation at speeds above about 25 or 30 miles per hour. You’ll never learn THAT reading Consumer Reports or Road & Track.


A common subject among female comedians and female guest show interviewees revolves around the vile habit men have of leaving the commode horse collar up when they finish peeing. The way the problem is presented and the audience reaction thereto leads me to think that the thing that bothers them is that they find themselves sitting on the cold china bowl when they go to the bathroom at night. Now this is the thing: How is it that they can see in a totally dark room well enough to navigate to the bathroom and yet not see well enough in there to discern that the horse collar is up? Also, do they not appreciate the fact that the horse collar was raised by the guy to avoid wetting it; a condition which would likely be as disconcerting as landing on the china bowl? Yeah, I know, we should always put the horse collar back down when we finish, but that doesn’t call for all the foofaraw about it.

I have thus far given over 14 gallons of blood to the Red Cross. I give every time I am qualified to. There have been some interruptions over the years when I was sick and once or twice I was turned away for low iron content in my blood. It is well known that only about 5% of those able to give blood actually do so. There are a multitude of reasons not to; some religions forbid it, some are too young, too small or too light to qualify, or have been afflicted with diseases or are taking medications that make their blood unsuitable, others sell their blood at commercial blood banks. There are some who have a pathological fear of needles but most people who do not donate blood however, are just selfish, uncaring or…….chicken shit.


President Bush wants a tax cut amounting to about 50 billion dollars a year for ten years. The Democrats are aghast at the size of such a reduction; at the damage it will do to our social programs. I personally believe many of those programs are not constitutionally permitted, but that’s another story. When we analyze the actual size of that tax cut, it is miniscule. If we assume that the 250 million cars in America use three gallons of gas a day, we find we consume about 750 million gallons of gas a day. Over the past month gas prices have dropped about 15 cents per gallon leaving an additional one hundred twelve million dollars a day in drivers’ pockets. Over a year that will mean an effective pay raise for drivers of over 41 billion dollars; just about the amount of the tax cut, huh? Not only that, but Americans spend 160 odd billion a year on personal appearance products and services. What tax cut?

Speaking of gas prices, we see that mid grade is usually 10 cents more than regular and premium is 10 cents more than mid grade. Bean counters in nearly every major industry calculate costs to the hundredth cent, we are told. If regular gas was $1.30/gal two months ago, then the $1.40/gal mid grade cost about 7.7% more to us. Fine… Now regular is $1.73/gal, the mid grade is still 10 cents more but percentage-wise that is an increase of only 5.7%. Conclusion? Retail gas prices are arbitrary, not as finely tuned to the market or competition-driven as they would have us believe.


I’ve named a few actors that I liked. There are some that I never liked and the first among those was Dana Andrews. It had nothing to do with whether his role was sympathetic or not. I just didn’t like him. Same goes for Hurd Hatfield, Stephen Boyd, Karl Malden, Erik Estrada, John Ireland, Steven McNally and Victor Mature. Another I didn’t like was John Caradine, (but his kids, Keith and David are OK).  She ain’t an actor, she’s an actress, but I don’t like Sandy Dennis either.

Gravity always wins. It is defined as one of the ‘weak forces’ in physics, like magnetism. The ‘strong forces’ include the attraction that holds electrons in orbit around the nucleus of an atom. Overcoming that strong force results in a release of massive amounts of energy; nuclear energy, like in power plants and bombs. Though a weak force, as yet unexplainable by physicists, gravity is continuously exerted and considerable energy must be expended to overcome it. That is why all airplanes land. The question is who decides how, when and where. Speaking of airplanes, I saw a sign in a hangar years ago that really hit home: “The three most useless things to a pilot are: 1. Altitude above you, 2. Runway behind you, and 3. Fuel in the truck.

If you see an Explosive Ordnance Disposal Specialist running, try to keep up with him.


While I am at it, the physics involved in humans falling down is interesting. God knew what He was doing when He set up our world for us and most of us don’t appreciate it. It works like this; Toddlers, those who have just learned to walk (a major achievement in growing up) are the most likely of all humans to fall. The physics of gravity and the energy it imparts to all falling objects depends on time, mass and distance; you know, g=32f/s/s and e=mc squared. A toddler’s head is only 2 or 3 feet above ground and the mass of the skull is about half of that of an adult so when he or she falls, the time, mass and distance involved means that the amount of energy accumulated when the head hits the floor is only about a quarter of that of a 5 or 6 foot tall adult. This is an unrecognized blessing to infants and an enhanced danger to oldsters, whose balance becomes more like the toddler’s with the passing years; they usually suffer major damage when they fall down. It has been said that most oldsters who fall and break a hip actually had their hip break and then fell down; makes a difference, doesn’t it? Watch your step, you old phart! For more on this subject I refer you to “On Being the Right Size” by J.B.S. Haldane; a most fascinating essay, It pops up on Google.

There is no organization called the American Statistical Society for good reason. Their acronym would be too telling. Statisticians are organized however, and they have come up with serious findings: 

1. That 27.5 percent of all statistics are wrong. 2. That 35.5 percent of the remainder are derived through biased questionnaires. 3. The remaining 25.375 percent are mostly BS. They tell us that five thirds of us can’t handle fractions.

I got my hair cut on my 73rd birthday. My barber of as many years as I have lived in Cary is a friend as well. Betty and I used to visit with him at fast food places from time to time. He was saddened when I lost Betty and he knew of her decline into insensibility over the last several years. It has been 17 months since she went on to be with Jesus. He asked me if I had begun socializing yet. I said “Yeah, I socialize.” He said “You know what I mean by ‘socializing’, don’t you?”  I replied “Sure.” I’m not good with quick comebacks. If I were, I would have said “I wouldn’t give any woman more than half my age a second look, and any woman younger than that wouldn’t give me a first look.”  However, this does not apply to Judy, who is slightly more than half my age and is a girl of great beauty both internal and external and who, if she were not my daughter-in-law, I would be greatly attracted to. That she is my daughter-in-law is a blessing, because without that relationship she would not know or care that I existed. Again, however, a scrawny little red head named Gail R. got out of her car at the inspection station a while back and our short conversation in preparation to drive into the bay led me to believe I would much like to have a beer and listen to some country music with her.
If you think you know so much about television, then tell me; who is S. Epatha  Merkerson?


I don’t remember when I heard it but there was an interview with a famous author of fiction. I don’t remember who the interviewer was; (it might have been Joe Pyne), or the author. I only remember one question and answer. He was asked “How does one write a successful novel?” the author said “Write about what you know.” Well I have almost a b+ ability with composition and have contemplated for years trying to write a salable piece of fiction. Keeping in mind what that successful author had advised, here it is:
The Great America Novel.

By

Charles R. Keadle

Once…
The End
DRIVER ED


It is said that one should not try to teach driving to a relative. It is apparently such an unnerving experience that it always ends in anger and exasperation. Well, my dad taught me the rudiments of driving and gave up the task to my buddy Virgil. It never occurred to me that he might have been bothered by the experience, I certainly wasn’t. Brother George learned to drive late. Being so young and advanced in high school, all of his classmates were already driving and he thus had no need to learn. About the time he got his first job after army service I was tasked by Dad to teach him to drive. I took to the job with enthusiasm until I began correcting his performance, or lack thereof. Being the younger brother with no authority over him, he resented and bitched about every piece of advice or instruction I gave. After two sessions I told Dad I couldn’t do it; he just would not take instruction from me, and was a lousy student to boot. I was told to keep at it or I couldn’t use the car for myself.  I was self grounded.

George’s new car arrived at Price motors. It was a medium blue metallic Chevy 2-door with manual transmission. I saw to it that it was prepped to perfection and drove it home, parked it out front and tossed him the keys. “There’s your car, George.”


He went to the car and thus began about twenty minutes of the most horrible treatment of a clutch and transmission I have ever experienced. It was just awful. All of the instruction I had given him had been in a car with automatic transmission. Finally the car was away from the curb, up the hill and around the corner out of sight. He was back in a couple of hours smiling. “Well, I can drive it.” He said.


The other side of the coin is my two boys. Steve and I went out to the garage. I put a sanding disc in my electric drill and started it. I held another disc on a spindle and said “When you let out on the clutch pedal this is what happens,” pressing the hand held disc onto the spinning one, letting their speeds slowly match. I drove him out the baseball diamond by Cary High School when it was deserted. We used the VW bus. I showed him how to clutch and find low gear. I told him to forget shifting, just get rolling and steer to miss anything in the way. I had him stop and start until he could do it smoothly just weaving around the ball field for about an hour. I told him that was all there was to it. Two years later he got his driver’s license.


For John, I gave the same clutch demonstration and we used the Chevy II. I drove out to the huge IBM parking lot in the triangle on a Sunday. I showed him how to find low gear and had him drive up one lane and down another. I had him stop on inclines and start up with a minimum of roll back until he got it right. It took about an hour. Two years later he got his driver’s license without any trouble. No fights, no temper tantrums, just Dad giving his kids a start in one aspect of adult life. Simple as that.
FREEDOM

Freedom is messy. Free people often do things in irregular, unexpected ways. Because of this governments are formed to smooth out the worst of the excursions from the normal conduct of humanity. A number of activities are universally agreed to be forbidden; most murders for instance.


Well organized governments delve deeper into the conduct of the citizenry to more tightly regulate them, having theft or rape or physical assault stand at the top of the taboo list. This is true regardless of the way the government is constituted. Emperors, monarchs and tsars set those kinds of rules at their whim and enforce them likewise. That is why some people came up with the idea of representative government wherein the mass of the people would decide how and how closely they would all be regulated; ushering in “the rule of law’.


It now comes to the point of conservative or liberal government. At first ‘liberal’ meant supporting ‘the maximum amount of liberty for the maximum number of people.’  Conservative meant adhering to the previous restrictive form of government. Over the years, the meanings have metamorphosed.


Liberal now means minimum control of personal conduct and maximum control of commercial conduct. Conservative, on the other hand, means minimum control of commercial conduct and greater control of personal conduct. The former wants controlled commercial conduct so that tax funds will be available to do supposedly good things ‘for the people’. The latter wants controlled personal conduct so that people will do good things for themselves and others.


That liberty is messy, disturbs both liberals and conservatives because it means the powers that be have little control and things are not steady, predictable, and ‘regular’; that Valhalla of the regulatory mind.


Personally I tend to side with the conservatives. If people will be good to themselves and others in all meaningful ways, there would not be much need for government of any kind. Liberty demands much self control.
MORONI

Over a generation ago, two aspiring elders of the Mormon Church arrived at our door. Young, earnest, clean, bright-faced and sweating from their summer bicycling recruiting duties, they were. We talked to them. We were receptive to their words. We accepted copies of The Book of Mormon. We even made an appointment to have them return a week or so later after we had read the book.


It was interesting; it’s melding of conventional Christianity with the extraordinary excursion of belief that Mr. Smith took on the way to writing the book. There was the story of the now-missing golden plates found on a farm in rural New York, the ephod and apparatus needed to be able to read those plates, the deduction that white northern Europeans were actually the ‘people of Israel’ referred to in our Bible. I was tempted to believe at least some of it, and respected its urging toward moral conduct.


We talked with the potential elders on their return, told them about our admiration and respect for the several Mormons we had known; Bob Miller and family when in Art Center School, the Dennings who ran the local grocery store, and Bob Wilson, an army buddy in Korea. We accepted their urging to attend their church service the following Sunday in north Raleigh.

I must say that when I was in that church service I had the most powerful feeling of oppression I had ever experienced. It was nothing that was said and nothing that was done. There seemed to be no actual preacher, just a series of congregation members that felt moved to go to the front and address the flock about some aspect of personal conduct that was on their minds. There was no music. Infants were kept in mothers’ arms in the sanctuary and their cries and babbling was ignored and tolerated by all.

I vowed never to go back.
VISIONARIES COULDN’T SEE


Our Founding Fathers were visionaries, extraordinary visionaries. They set about to do something that never in history had been tried. They set out to establish a government where people would mostly govern themselves, bearing fealty only to a set of principles not to any ruler. They thought they would establish a nation not entangled with the kings and satraps of the rest of the world; one that could conduct its business in a commercial and social way with any nation or enterprise that was willing to reciprocate.


By and large America and her people conducted themselves in that very fashion for some years. We felt dragged into wars not of our own making and tried mightily to avoid them. Isolationism was not a bad word then. “Foreign entanglements’; a term used by President Washington in his farewell address rung loudly in America’s ears for many generations.

However, our visionary founders and leaders could not see the future they were making. They had little inkling of the explosive ingenuity and productivity of a people largely left to conduct their lives in a way of their personal choosing unfettered by an authority higher than God. They believed that our farms would continue to provide sustenance to a growing population with a bit left over to export. They assumed that men with shovels and draft animals would carve out roads, streets and cities from the western wildernesses and prairies. They thought others would hew timber and saw lumber for buildings and homes; make bricks and carve stone for same; would cast iron for tools and forge it into horseshoes; that others would study natural sciences or educate the illiterate. A nice idyllic situation, sheltered from foreign aggression by two massive, trackless oceans.

How could they have possibly foreseen the birth of the Edisons, the Deeres the Watsons, the Langmuirs, the Lands, the Shockleys the Gates, the Eatons and the Wrights? Bright and forward thinking as they were, they mightily underestimated the energy and inventiveness they were unleashing upon the world.


It is for this reason that we can no longer wholly rely on their advice as we conduct our twenty first century business. Communication is now instant, travel is at mach one. In our mostly unrestricted application of individual and corporate inventiveness and energy we have filled the world with an almost unlimited spectrum of devices both helpful and harmful. When government decides to forbid a practice or product imaginative types immediately devise a way to achieve the same (or nearly same) result by other means. Just as we can no longer keep those who would do us harm or who covet our wealth away from our shores, neither can we stay at home hoping those bad guys will do the same.

And so it is that much to my regret, I find myself agreeing with the new principle of preemptive defense. We are now in such a situation that we have armed forces based in 137 of the sovereign nations of the world. These men and women face varying levels of danger and do the bidding of whichever administration is currently in power. They are provided with an astonishing range of weapons, equipment and devices that exist largely because our Founding Fathers devoutly believed that leaving people alone to do their own bidding and follow their own interests was the best way to achieve progress.

Progress has been achieved in spades. We now live in a century wherein we must act swiftly in any part of the world where forces which bid us ill conspire to work their evil ways upon us. Though no nation dares attack us, radical forces are ranged against us and they act with stealth and deception. We must do the same. I don’t like it and I know some innocents are going to suffer but this situation, left unattended, means even more innocents will be harmed and I don’t want any of them to be my children or my children’s children.


I ponder hopelessly; what would Mr. Washington think of this situation? Oh how I wish he was here to help me understand.
SMOKING HABIT


When I was six or seven, Dad said to me one day “Dick, if you’ll stop picking your nose, I’ll stop smoking.” I was surprised at this, thinking that no one paid attention to the fact that I had one finger or the other in my nose nearly all the time. There were always boogers in there that needed to come out.


Dad was big on cigars then; El Roi Tan being the stogie of choice and he had one clenched in his teeth almost constantly. The smoke suffused our home and his car. I saw no problem in it; it was what men did in that generation, nearly all of them.


Unbeknownst to me at that time, what was happening was that I was getting a smoking habit without lighting up. Anyway, he never quit smoking and I didn’t give up picking my nose. I did take care to do it mostly in private, however. Such was the constancy of my index fingers twisting in my nostrils when the bones were still solidifying that both of them have a unique twist to them to this very day. A human’s hands more than triple in size from very young to adulthood, the head hardly doubles in size during that span and so I could get my index finger in my snorter then but only my little finger today. In addition, my only known allergy is to tobacco fumes and thus it is that my sinuses run constantly.


Thus far, I have avoided emphysema, mostly because I never inhale deeply, the heart attack might have been smoking related but arteriosclerosis is not always the result of smoking either. Lung cancer only occurs in 10 percent of smokers. Heart failure got Dad; that may be my end too. I’ve got about a year before I reach the age he was at death (on January 8, 2005, I will have lived exactly as many days as he.) and detect no approaching episodes, so we will see what we will see.


As I was completing my ‘depression medication’ experiment in early 2004, the examining physician reviewed all of the stats gathered on me, (six EKGs and complete blood work, weekly BP, pulse and temp), and did an in-depth interview of my medical history wherein she learned I had been a smoker for 60 years, had never consciously attempted a healthful diet or lifestyle and said “How can you be so healthy?”  I thought to my self “I never eat uncooked fat and take 1000 units of vitamin E every day.” But thought it would be stupid to say it out loud.

Some years ago Duke University began a study centered on how best to treat heart patients. They wanted volunteers who suffered angina or had had a heart attack. Three courses of treatment were to be studied: 1. An exercise regimen, 2. Medication, and 3. Counseling/group therapy. I volunteered and was accepted because I had suffered a heart attack. The protocol was to treadmill each volunteer to the point of chest pain and then assign him/her to one of the three groups. Each week there would be a retest to determine if the therapy was having an effect. Volunteers did not choose which therapy they would undergo.

The treadmill test started gently and effort was gradually increased as the technicians monitored the real-time EKG/BP screens, asking each 30 seconds if chest pain was felt. As I reached a pace of 4 mph on an 11% grade, after about 10 minutes, I said I could not pull any more air and was simply exhausted. “Had any chest pain at all?”  “No.” I said.  “Too bad, pal, you can’t qualify; your BP is at 200% and your pulse is 144 with no chest pain.” There was nothing to treat. Shucks, it would have been fun.  


Most everyone who knows and loves me wants me to quit the filthy habit, but I just get too much mechanical pleasure out of it. I’ve done what I could to reduce the cost as smoking gets more expensive every year and there probably is a cut-off point where it is just too costly to continue, but I may not live long enough to see the day.

When I lay in bed mulling over my day and my life I sometimes get so mad I can’t sleep, like now. What I get mad about is the multitude of people both near and far who know me and don’t know me but want me to quit smoking. The reason, they imply, is so that I won’t get sick and die. Huh? I want to scream at them: “And you are going to live forever?” EVERYBODY gets sick and dies, or is killed, or commits suicide. Betty didn’t smoke and she is fucking DEAD! John Lang didn’t smoke and he is fucking DEAD! Bill Busby didn’t smoke and he is fucking DEAD! Gloria Austin was 36 and wouldn’t even let folks smoke on her back deck, she is dead from a head-on, Christmas Eve, 2000. Neither Betsy, nor John Max, nor Lucy T., nor David, nor Frances, nor Elizabeth nor Newt smoked but they are all fucking DEAD. They all died years younger than I am now except for Newt. Graham quit smoking 30 years ago and he is dead, George quit 50 years ago and he is dead of Parkinson’s, liver cancer, uncontrollable electrolyte levels, diabetes, edema multiple hernias and ulcers, and Harvey who also quit years ago is now afflicted with Parkinson’s. Dammit, everybody dies! What difference does it make as to HOW? They say “But it is such a horrible death.”  They didn’t spend days in Graham’s hospital room watching the life drain out of him by the hour until he was just an unconscious bloated body with a pulse and breath. Horrible way to go? You want to hear horrible? Mom lost the use of her hands and arms in 1961 or 1962 and had to be fed. Within a year she had lost use of her feet and lower legs and had to be carried from chair to bed and back. She then lost control of her torso muscles and could only lie in bed, being rolled to prevent bed sores, bed-panned and bed-bathed. All this while she was perfectly conscious and aware of what was happening to her. Later she lost the ability to chew and thus was fed only liquids. Then she lost use of her epiglottis and could no longer swallow, feeding was by IV. By late 1967 her diaphragm began to fail and she was put on a ventilator. She was still mentally alert and lucid, knowing all of the terrifying things that were happening to her body. In January, 1968 the muscles of her throat gave up, it closed and she suffocated, conscious until the last molecule of oxygen was burned in her body. All those years Dad had to attend to her every need, day after day, month after month, year after year; exhausting and heartbreaking to him, humiliating and heartbreaking to her. Man, my impending massive stroke or heart attack is a comparative picnic.
I was friends with Steve Welch who was in charge of data analysis for the National Institute for Health Statistics. At parties he was quick to offer a match to anyone who drew a cigarette in his presence. I asked him about that and he explained that he had quit smoking but he got a bit of relief from quitters jitters by just lighting one up for someone else. He moved back to Washington after he was promoted and it was about 10 years before I saw him again. When I did, he was smoking. I brought that to his attention and he said he had seen all of the statistics for long enough to know that smoking or not smoking “……doesn’t make any difference, the same terrible diseases kill us all, some early, some late, some smoking, some not.”


Mounting numbers of studies continue to show that there are beneficial effects in smoking. Grudgingly science, which always knows what is best for us, is coming to the conclusion that smokers don’t get Alzheimer’s or Parkinson’s as much as the non-smoking community, nor do they suffer other kinds of cognitive dementia as they age, at a rate as high as non-smokers. That kind of news is buried in the back of the paper and never followed up.

Smokers cost the Medicare System one third of what non-smokers do because they have fewer serious illnesses than non-smokers before they die, and many die at an earlier age as well; thus reducing the burden on the Social Security System. Dad said it best: “You are gonna die from what you were born with.” Not very grammatical, but still precise.  

 
However, a March 2004 scientific study has revealed that picking one’s nose is good for you; my . nose picking habit, begun so long ago might be a good thing. Although socially repugnant, the researchers found, that those who continued to pick their noses into adulthood were significantly happier and lived longer than those who did not. It had something to do with disposing of the poisons captured in the mucous as well as some kind of psychological release mechanism which reduces stress.

As I passed my 74th birthday, I noticed that I am becoming weaker in legs and arms by a very noticeable amount. It somewhat worries me, since it is making it harder than ever to do the work I ordinarily gave no thought to doing, like tending to the plants and flowers. Rising from a crouch has become a project requiring some planning on how I am going to achieve it; what I can grasp with my hands to assist in the task.
ENGLISH COMP. 101 –, FINAL EXAM


This is a three-part exam.


For 10 points: 
    Compose one page of prose using each of the following proper nouns at least once:

Navigator, Avalanche, Escape, Aviator, Explorer, Liberty, Expedition, Tracker and Gladiator.


For 80 points:

     Compose one page of prose using each of the following proper nouns at least once:

Tiburon, Elantra,  Celica, Maxima, Prius, Spectra, Enzo, Verona, Vitara, Aerio, Murano, Altima and Sephia.

For 10 points:

     Name the nation which made proper nouns of each word.
TEETH
By the time Dad was 60 he had a full set of false teeth, uppers and lowers. He had always taken care of his teeth. I, on the other hand more or less ignored my teeth most of my life and got a multitude of fillings over the years; eventually losing 9 which now have gold crowns. 6 others are on a removable bridge. A number of what remains have fillings. Oddly, the 6 lower front teeth, the crooked ones, never had any decay and thus have no fillings.


On December 12, 1942 (George’s birthday) I was in the basement of the Methodist Church as a Tenderfoot member of Scout Troop 4. We were learning knot tying. The Scout Master had given each of us an open-back chair and about 2 feet of cotton clothes line. As we Scouts tied the knot he specified, we would bring the chair to him to determine that the knot was properly tied. When he called for the girth hitch (the easiest of all knots) we rushed forward in such a crowd that he protected his face from the onslaught of chairs in such a way that mine was flung back so powerfully that it bashed my open mouth, breaking off my right upper incisor.


I went home in pain and tears. Dad called Dr. Runyan and he agreed to meet us at his office. With Mom and Dad hovering nearby, the dentist shot me with Novocain and gripped the stump of tooth with his most powerful pliers. He almost had to put his foot on my face to get the tooth out. The gap was packed with gauze to stanch the bleeding and we went home.


After about a week the gums had closed over the opening and Dr. Runyan proceeded to make a space retainer to replace the missing tooth by making a mold of the roof of my mouth and then casting a pink plastic plate holding a hard plastic false tooth. “It was temporary, only a space retainer.” he said.  Yeah, I only wore it until I was about 46 years old. It is now one of my 6 false teeth on the stainless steel removable bridge, made by Dr. Fulp in 1977 or thereabouts.
ONE KIND OF FUN

Back in the dark ages (1950s) there were many dual lane city streets; block after block controlled by a traffic light at each intersection. Young car nuts used these streets as impromptu drag strips dragging from light to light. Usually the speeds attained were moderate; 50 – 60 mph, as it was necessary to begin stopping well before the next red light. The police were hard on those caught in the act and so it was usually a daytime activity so that the competitors could survey the area for patrol cars while waiting for the green.

With my 55 Chevy, it was great fun because it had a 4:11 rear axle ratio; a great advantage in low and second gear. I beat a bunch of cars that were supposedly more powerful so long as top speeds were not a factor. Once I was on Van Nuys Boulevard going against a 1957 Thunderbird. I had beaten him in three dashes from the lights. The blocks were longer up north of LA and I actually got into high gear between lights. The fourth red light was coming up and I had him by a fender again and hit the brakes. They had overheated and it took both feet on the pedal to get enough stopping effort to avoid rolling through the red light. A later inspection of the front brakes showed that the linings had cracked for the entire length of the shoe flange and the drums were blue spotted to the point they had to be replaced. Give thanks, you all, for disc brakes. They are a major factor, I mean SERIOUS major factor in the improved performance of modern cars.

The ’57 convert was fun that way too. Having the Duntov engine gave me a ‘secret’ advantage since it was a rare option which produced about 50 more horsepower than the usual power pack Chevy. The added weight of a convertible didn’t help but there was still enough stuff in there to beat most challengers. When I was driving the Corvette, there were not many challengers at lights and so the fun part was somewhat diminished.
The powers that be finally figured out a way to stop this renegade kind of racing. Most all multi-lane streets now-a-days have one lane devoted to ‘must turn’ service and leave only one lane for straight ahead drivers except at the busiest of intersections where it would be impossible to engage in light-to-light drags. And so one of the most enjoyable kinds of fun I ever had was put to an end.
TEENAGE JERK

When I was 16 or 17, I was invited to a birthday party for one of my cousins, Betsy or Sally nee Keadle, in Huntington. It was a pretty big thing as Uncle Okey was Somebody in Huntington, a major attorney and one-time candidate for mayor; suits and ties and so forth, an evening affair.

Dad consented to let me use the ’46 Olds which was then the only car in the family. As guests from much further away had been invited to stay with the Keadles, I was to take a room at the Hotel Frederick for that night and return home on Sunday.


I dressed in my suit and took off right after lunch excited as hell to be ‘on my own’, trusted with ‘the car’ and trying to set a record for the time to make the 81 mile drive to Huntington.


I found the hotel and checked in without a reservation. In those days there were no 800 numbers and a call to Huntington was long distance, an expensive proposition.


For a reason explainable only by a teenager, I signed the register: Carlos Ricardo El Daek.

Of course the folks called the hotel to assure themselves that I had gotten there safely. To the desk guy, I had not, of course.

The party was great. They served coffee punch with vanilla ice cream floating in it. I learned about the Mexican hat dance.


There were repercussions when I got home next day. I survived, barely.
MIDDLE-AGED JERK


In the 1960’s light emitting diodes were being introduces commercially on a tentative basis. Johnny Carson displayed a wrist watch having glowing red seven-bar numerals instead of hands and a dial. Everyone oohed and aahed over it. It was big as a silver dollar and three times as thick. I was impressed, but not ‘sold’. Shortly thereafter, Radio Shack advertised a calculator using those red seven-bar digits. It was about the size of 2 packs of cigarettes end-to-end and was powered by 2 size AA batteries. It was capable of adding, subtracting, multiplying and dividing; limited to 6 digits per entry. That’s all it would do. It cost $99.00. I had to have one! JERK!
GOOD SAMARITAN?

It was on a Sunday, in early summer, 1976, during the time I was living in Durham.   I spent some of my free time fooling around in Al Galbraith's speed shop on the west side of Durham. The place was called Dart, Inc., and was on 'Old US 70' not far from where it joined up with I-85.

I was under a little Austin mini-Cooper that Al had built to race on the nearby 1/4 mile ovals. It was outside the back of the building since his shop was full of paying projects.  A shadow fell across my legs, I slid out from under to see who it was and there stood a kid in his late teens. He was wearing shorts and a tank shirt. He was barefoot and was pretty dirty, especially around the feet and legs.


I asked him what he wanted. He said his car had stopped on him and he had come to see if there was someone who could help him. Al and I held conversation with him. Al was reluctant to get involved as he was trying to finish up some paying customer cars. I, on the other hand, was not under such pressure, so I learned that the car was out on I-85, that it was an MG-B. He was on his way from Norfolk to Charlotte. He was a college student who had lost a job at a radio station and was going home to regroup and work out a way to get back in school in the fall.

I decided to put him in my car and go out to his car to see what its problem was. It turns out that he had walked over 8 miles to get to our place. No wonder his feet and legs were so dirty. Being barefoot, he had stayed off the hot pavement and walked in the grass and weeds on the shoulders of the road! I was amazed that his feet weren't bleeding.

At his car, we did all the usual things to see what was wrong with it. It was indeed an MG-B, but just barely able to stay out of the junkyard. It had the top down and was packed full of his belongings. The cursory tests indicated finally, that his fuel pump had given up the ghost. That's not something you fix on the side of the road on Sunday when all of the parts houses were closed. I took him back the Al's place and we discussed the problem. He was just about penniless, having only gas money on him and credit cards were, for him, a thing of the future.

Al let him call his grandparents who lived in Greensboro. After explaining his predicament, they agreed to come and get him. After a bit of discussion, which included a firm, cross-your-heart promise to pay for the necessary work and towing, and transfer of the ignition keys, Al agreed to get his car towed to his shop on Monday morning.

During the phone call, I described to the granddad where we could meet to exchange the prisoner of ill fortune. Not far from my apartment was a Waffle House. Being located near I-85 (all of those places are located near major highways), it was an easy place for the folks to find. I thought it odd that the granddad pronounced the name "Wayfle" House every time I referred to the particular one we were discussing.

Granddad said it would be an hour and a half before they could get there, and so I told Al "So long" and put the kid in my car and took him to my apartment after going back to his car to put the top and windows up. I told him he needed cleaning up in the worst way. Having sweated and hiked through the weeds and brush caused every airborne piece of dirt and dust to stick to his body.

I told him to take a shower and showed him where everything was to clean himself up. He came out looking a bit better, but of course had to put his dirty clothes back on. In due course we were at the ‘Wayfle’ House finishing our burgers when the grandfolks came in and claimed him. I had fed him a meal while we waited. We shook hands all around and bid our goodbyes.

The next day, I called Al to make sure the car had been retrieved. It had not been stolen or emptied during its stay overnight on the roadside. By next weekend, it was all fixed and Al had done a few other things to enhance its reliability. MGs need a lot of that.

It was almost a month before the kid came back with his parents to get his car. He had called before coming to find out how big the bill was, and brought the cash. Al said his folks thanked him profusely for his help, and gave him a tip for the extra trouble he had gone to.


I, on the other hand, got the pleasure of cleaning up my bathroom after his sojourn there. The kid didn't even rinse out the tub after showering. All the litter that had clung to him and his clothes had fallen on the sink and floor. My bathroom had never been so dirty.
That good deed had to be good for more than one day.
GENERAL MOTORS


The story of General motors spans nearly a century. It is a company that has been admired and reviled with equal fervor by any number of entities and people. I underlined the word ‘general’ for a reason.

When Mr. Durant and Mr. Sloan were forming the company at the beginning of the 20th century, they chose ‘general’ for a reason. They meant to build a company that made everything that involved internal combustion engines, always erroneously referred to as ‘motors’. Strictly speaking ‘motor’ means an electric device, while ‘engine’ describes what we have in our cars. To William Crapo Durant, ‘General Engines’ just didn’t sound right, and it still doesn’t.

Anyway, the infant corporation built cars in order to use the engines the Durant-Dort Wagon Works in Flint, Michigan, was best at building. He bought existing car lines starting with Mr. Buick’s little car, and developed them into divisions of the company. He created his own car line, naming it after a famous French racer, Louis Chevrolet. He built electrical systems to use in his cars and for a while, during financial distress, used only U S Royal tires because GM was mostly owned by DuPont, the owner of U.S. Rubber, and who had staked GM heavily (52% ownership) in a tight spot. They finally got DuPont paid off in the 1950s.

GM saw profit in airplane engines and built airplanes to use them. In order to assure the sale of airplanes, they formed an airline to use the planes.
At one time or another GM had divisions that were the second largest big appliance maker in the country, Frigidaire, they were the second largest over the road diesel engine maker, Detroit Diesel, were the second largest maker of railroad locomotives. Electromotive, and there was more, but as Japan infringed on their automotive market they divested themselves of those side divisions to concentrate on cars, a mistake in my opinion.
The SEC and the Sherman Anti-trust Act got in their way, however, and they decided to divest their entire airplane building and airline activities before the government came to court over it.. If not for that one decision, GM would have been the maker of some of our foremost warplanes; the P-51 Mustang, the AT-6 Texan, in which every pilot Army, Navy or Marines took advanced training and the B-25 Mitchell, the most versatile of all medium bombers and the F-86 Sabrejet which controlled the skies over Korea. In the cold war years that company built the B-45, our first multi-engine jet bomber, the T-34 Trojan advanced trainer; piston powered, it was designed to have the takeoff and landing characteristics of a jet fighter, to train pilots before putting them in multi-million dollar jets, the F-2J Fury, the Sea Fury variant, theAJ-1 Savage, the F-100 Super Sabre which was the first operational fighter that could exceed mach 1 in level flight, the B-70 Valkyrie, the first strategic bomber able to cruise at supersonic speed, and the A3-J Vigilante, the navy’s first true supersonic carrier-launched attack bomber able to deliver nuclear bombs. It still serves as navy’s ultra fast carrier borne reconnaissance craft known as the RA-5C. When North American merged with the Rockwell Corp., they produced the space shuttle.
Last but not least, they designed and built the X-15, the rocket research plane that still holds the record for powered, winged flight at more than mach 6 or 7; some 4,200 mph, a record that likely will never be broken without some unpredicted, unbelievable technical breakthrough, and a number of other cold war aircraft: 
During WW II, GM built Grumman Avengers (TB-M) since Grumman (TB-F) had not the capacity to build as many as needed. And today, GM would have been a prime contractor on the Space Shuttle, because the company formed to accept GM’s aviation spin-off was North American Aviation.
GM’s Allison Division built AV-1710 engines for the Curtis P-40, the original P-51 Mustang, the Lockheed P-38, for Navy PT boats and certain landing craft. It built the turboprop engines for the ubiquitous Lockheed Hercules, C-130, the P-3 Orion and Lockheed Electra, and a host of helicopters. It is probably the most successful large turboprop engine in existence. Though the manufacturing rights to that engine were sold to Roll Royce Aero Engines some years ago, only minor changes have been made to the 50 year-old design. That division now builds the automatic transmissions found in virtually every wheeled and tracked vehicle in the army’s inventory,
The famed Humvee and a number of specialty wheeled vehicles for the army comes from GM’s Military Vehicle Division. Soon to come on line is the Stryker. It is a vehicle having four tandem axles. All eight wheels are steerable and power can be applied to any or all of them as conditions dictate.  It is armed and armored similarly to the Bradley fighting vehicle and carries as many troops inside but can go 70 mph over many kinds of terrain when necessary. The 4th Infantry Division is now equipped with them and it is now at last deployed in Iraq.

During the Korean War, Republic Aviation had a very desirable jet fighter-bomber in production, the F-84 Thunderjet. They had not the capacity to build as many as the Air Force needed and so the government, who had forbade GM to build airplanes for themselves came to them, hat in hand - again.. “Can you build these planes for us, Republic can’t handle the load.”  Always patriotic, GM said “Sure”. And shortly gave them a price per each. The contract was signed and GM set aside a plant in Kansas City to build F-84s. The GM F-84s flooded into Korea and it was the ideal close air support craft of that war.

Long after the war and the contract was concluded, the government bean counters went to court to get back some of the money paid to GM for the Thunderjets. The claim was that they had profiteered on the planes, building them for far less cost than the contract estimates had proposed. During the trial, it was demonstrated that every plane they built according to Republic’s manufacturing procedures cost exactly what the company had said they would cost. There is a thing called a ‘learning curve’. GM, in its unequalled power to simplify and accelerate production, built every succeeding plane using less labor than the preceding one until the open ended contract was terminated for the convenience of the government at the time the armistice was concluded.


The USAFofficer liaison at the plant, when called to testify, was asked “Would you say GM built the planes faster and cheaper than they said they could?” His reply was classic; “Not at first, but when they got into the swing of it, good God! Could they build planes!”

One of the most far-reaching decisions GM ever made came about in the 1950s. A continuing factor in GMs life has been labor trouble. The UAW saw GM as the pillar against which all oppression of the mass of labor was chained and so strikes were frequent and sometimes bloody. GM was the target largely because whatever agreement was made became the model for the rest of the industry; it was simply the biggest, most successful maker and marketer of autos, aircraft engines and home appliances in the whole damned world. The unions naturally wanted to share in this success in spite of the fact that their back breaking, monotonous labor had less to do with that success than the designers, managers and marketers.

Be that as it may, GM management strove mightily to retain control over the decisions that made the company go. An ingenious idea came from negotiations with Walter Reuther and his crew in the mid 1950s. To assuage the workers’ fears that inflation would consume all attainable monetary gains at the bargaining table, GM management proposed tying the wages of hourly-paid employees to the national inflation rate every year. To achieve that they insisted that labor contracts run for three years rather than the usual single year.

Three years of ‘labor peace’ was more than anyone in management could resist. The deal was done. The upshot was that GM, having the largest payroll of any company in the world, actually contributed to rising inflation by raising wages based on the previous year’s inflation rate. It worked like compound interest. You know what compound interest is don’t you? Einstein once said the only miracle he knew of was compound interest.  


Oh,,,, what about the airline they had to give up? Well, was originally called Eastern Air Express and was absorbed into American Airlines, the largest scheduled air carrier in the world.


With the passing of Charlie Wilson and Ed Cole from leadership of the company, things took a turn for the worse because management made decisions that cost the company its unassailable leadership position. Not only were the Japanese shipping cars into the US that operated more economically and lasted longer, they cost less as well. It was decided to homogenize engine manufacturing so that any division could have any engine/driveline from any other division buried beneath their own sheetmetal. Buyers learned that their Olds Rocket had been substituted with a small block Chevy, that their Buick actually had a downsized Olds or Pontiac V8 under the hood and Cadillac owners found themselves driving around in overweight Cavaliers. GM’s loyalty was built on the fact that, in the early days,  if you bought a Pontiac, a big part of the reason was that Pontiac’s straight eight was cast in nickel steel, not ordinary cast iron. If you bought a Chevy, it was because you knew no one else had the overhead valve “Blue Flame” 6 and torque-tube driveline, famed for hill climbing ability and ease of repair. Buick owners appreciated the massive torque of a huge overhead valve straight eight and a marshmallow ride. Weak efforts to produce unique division engines were of little help. The Olds Quad Four is a remarkable engine. One powered a streamliner at Bonneville at a speed of 262 mph for 24 hours with only 146 cubic inches, but it took four years of improvements to get it quiet enough to satisfy Pontiac/Olds/Buick owners. The magnificent Aurora V8 was put into a car about 500 pounds too heavy for it and thus found little acceptance among those wanting Olds Rocket performance. 

General Motors is still generally involved with motors……….er, engines.
MY MATRICULATIONS


Get set! This is going to be pretty dull stuff, but I want you to know my thoughts on how I managed to do so poorly in life. It was pretty easy.

Late summer of 1936. Mom had me get my first haircut. Until then, I had worn golden curls down to my shoulders, I am told. She was concerned about the possible traumatic effects of my first haircut. I didn’t care one way or the other. I was also taken off my ‘ninny jug’; a baby bottle filled with water that I carried everywhere like a security blanket. She was concerned about the possible traumatic effect of losing my security bottle. I didn’t care much one way or the other. I entered First Grade in Williamson with about 30 other kids. The first day we were all given inoculations for the communicable diseases of that era, including smallpox. No one died or got sick from the shots. The teacher was Mrs. Bowers, the wife of a local dentist and acquaintance of Mom's. She proceeded to take the name of each student in order to assign them to seats in alphabetical order. When she came to one kid, he said his name was Jakey Mullins. She reminded him that she wanted no nicknames, but full given and surnames. Much discussion was required before Jakey could convince her that his actual given name was indeed Jakey and that he had no middle name.

Mrs. Bowers introduced us to corporal punishment some time later. Her technique was to turn the malefactor's hand palm up, bend the fingers sharply back to stretch the skin of the palm tight and then whack the palm smartly several times with a 12 inch wooden ruler. The criminal's response indicated to me that it hurt a lot. I never found out first hand. I have no idea if I learned anything that year.

Second grade. The teacher was Mrs. Freeman Wiles, another friend of Mom's. In a tight little community like Williamson, anybody that had anything to do with education knew Mom for she had been a teacher there as well as the town librarian for years. The recounting of my experience with Big Little Books has already been given elsewhere, but there are other events that I recall about Second Grade. 
I did so poorly in the basics of arithmetic that one day I was assigned special homework; page after page of addition and subtraction problems. Simple, one and two digit sums and differences. Mom and I labored for hours on that assignment. As with George, she got the current math text books and led us both through the ephemeral never-never land of numbers, both real and imaginary. She was eminently successful with George, but it was becoming evident that math was not my forte.

One day I decided to play hooky. I dallied on the route to school, playing in water puddles and so on. The older kids would ask why I was not going on to school and I gave lame excuses. I don't clearly recall whether I succeeded in staying away all day or not. But I think I finally ended up in school very late, since I couldn't think of what to do instead. No imagination or creativity, but plenty of fear.

Third grade. Blank. Except that someone registered their name as Roy Thurston. Upon reading it the teacher demanded who signed that name. I don’t remember who it was, but he was sent to the principal’s office; the most serious punishment that could be inflicted on a student. You see, Roy Thurston was our town’s village idiot, a frightening man of about 20 or 30 years who was sometimes surreptitiously fed beer and who then reacted with storming rages throughout the town. His nickname was Chalkeye based upon the fact that he suffered from serious cataracts which masked the irises of his eyes. I once saw him in the tunnel that passes under the tracks near the train station from Third to FourthFourth Avenue. It was continuously lighted by those armored 40 watt lamps regularly seen in public places needing round-the-clock lighting. He was screaming and charging at each one, striking them mightily with his fists until destroyed. I kept my distance thereafter.

The "MainMain Building", made of smooth red brick having granite window sills and lintels, housed the first three grades on the first floor and the last three of elementary school on the second.  The class rooms and offices surrounded an open central area for recess activities during inclement weather. The second floor had a banistered walkway inside the perimeter of class rooms with a stairway in the center of the walkway on the western side.
 
Fourth Grade. The teacher was Mrs. Haynes. Red headed, well built and likable. Once again, I was assigned my seat alphabetically and thus ended up sitting beside Shirley Ann Kahn. Small, slender to near transparency, with long dark hair and a runny nose. Always wiping it with a Kleenex. She was so smart that Mrs. Haynes stopped calling on her to answer so the rest of the class could have a chance. Naturally, some of us didn't want the chance to be called on. Half way through the school year, Shirley Ann raised the lid to her class desk to reveal an astonishing mess of everything she had ever written on or blown her nose on.

There was one boy in that class who, on a cooler than normal fall day, raised his hand and said "Mrs. Haynes, can I raise the winder down?" A lot of us laughed. Mrs. Haynes tried not to, and realized that there was going to be a challenge to teach him proper English or even an adequate vocabulary. Vocabulary was not my problem, math was. I consistently made Ds and Fs in math. Once, after I had gone to bed, Mrs. Haynes visited my folks and I sneaked down the steps far enough to eavesdrop. She was talking to Mom about my poor performance in arithmetic and explaining that I was a good kid and smart enough to do better. Final grade: D-minus only from the kindness of Mrs. Haynes' heart. Let’s talk about ‘social promotions’ later.


Sometimes Mrs. Haynes had a bit of trouble maintaining order in the class, because at age ten or eleven some kids are developing into hooligans. Once she had to leave the class room and while gone several of the rowdiest kids, with Eugene Gentile as ring leader, began to tease Donnie Sarver. Donnie was the runt of the class, and was being raised by his grand parents. They had been successful in making him fearful of just about everything. The classic scaredy cat.


After a short bout of teasing, Eugene and several others decided to hang Donnie out the second floor window by his feet. He protested on deaf ears. Eugene kept telling him he was going to drop him. Donnie was absolutely terrified. Who wouldn't be? No one else in the class came to Donnie’s aid. I didn't because I figured that to physically interfere would only increase the chance that Donnie would actually fall. At last Mrs. Haynes returned and order was restored. Donnie was once again put inside the class room and Eugene was sent to the principal's office; the maximum sentence under the law. Today Eugene would be given Ritalin, I suppose.

Fifth Grade. Mrs. Dorothy (Dot) Beasley was the teacher. Dark haired and pretty, she was an especially close friend of Mom's because she was the daughter of the folks from whom Mom had rented a room on arriving in Williamson from Oceana, West Virginia  to teach. It was on the Beasley’s front porch that Dad met and wooed Mom.


Maisey Runyon sat directly behind me in class and was always picking at me to tease. I believe Maisey had thought the cooties had fallen off all the boys long before the boys thought they had fallen off the girls. I thought her to be pretty ugly and rather coarse. Once, in exasperation, I turned and said something threatening to her. Mrs. Beasly called my name and said "Just because your mother and I are friends, it doesn't mean that I don't expect you to behave in my class!" It was quite embarrassing. It was later that the advice of true wisdom arose: “Don’t hit back, they always catch the second one.”

Sixth Grade. "Old" Miss Robinson. There were two of them, sisters, the other one being "Young" Miss Robinson. "Young" Miss Robinson was the music teacher who served all classes. She somehow got enough youngsters together to form a hand bell orchestra that performed "The Bells of Saint Mary's" at a Christmas program. They practiced in the last hour of school every day for weeks. All the teachers had to shout to be heard over the clangor emanating from the music room.

There was to be, also, a harmonica band. All sixth graders were to have their mom and dad buy a genuine Marine Band Harmonica, and all would be taught how to make music on it. I lasted about a week before I was dropped from the program, but I wasn’t alone. All that spit – Ugh!

 The sisters both dressed alike in garb dated to the 1920s or earlier, right down to the black shoes that laced up to near the calf of the leg.


Each Friday afternoon, it was necessary for every student to do some kind of performance before the class, recite a poem, tell a joke - something, anything. Once, I recited the alphabet backwards. Not much applause there.

Several classmates asked me to join them in a skit one of them had thought of and I agreed. We consisted of Abe Bassett, son of a Middle Eastern immigrant family with a small grocery. There was Elmer Darby whose parents I have no clue about, Jack Riddle, son of a 'railroad' family and one other who I no longer recall. It may have been Bill Whitmore or Sonny Brown. 
           Abe said we should stand around like kids on a street corner and one of us would pretend to take a plug of tobacco out of his pocket and bite off a wad and chew it for a few seconds and then offer a bite to another of us saying "Wanna chaw?". the offeree would correct him saying "Chew!", Abe would come back with "CHAW!" as we all started to form a line front to back The offeree again insisted "CHEW!" as we each bent our left arms at the elbow to grasp the elbow of the one before us and then began swinging our arms fore and aft at the shoulder mimicking the drive rods on a steam locomotive saying in unison "CHAW, CHOO, CHAW, CHOO" at an accelerating rate, ultimately breaking into "Pardon me boys, is this the Chattanooga Choo Choo?" and then singing the rest of the song. We brought down the house. I had been exposed to creativity up close and personal and learned nothing from it. Additionally, I was still making Ds and Fs in math.

It was on December 8th that we reported to school as usual but not as usual. Pearl Harbor had been bombed the day before and many lives had been lost on that day of infamy. Miss Robinson did her best to explain what had happened as far as anyone knew and what it meant to us. She was careful to avoid terms that would increase any fears we children had about future events.


Everyone in America held little respect for the Japanese because they were smaller in stature than westerners, stereotypically had weak eyes and buck teeth, and because their industry was famed for making cheap products mostly akin to toys. How were we to know that those were the only kinds of products our government would let them export to America?

I distinctly recall Miss Robinson ending her 'lecture' on the meaning of what had happened the day before by saying that the war we were embarking on would be long and hard, that it might take as long as six months to defeat the Japanese.

Seventh Grade. Over at the High School building. There was hazing that was forbidden, mostly swats with home made paddles wielded by the senior class. Cousin Newt gave me one good one with the arm off of a straight back chair. OUCH!! He greatly relished it.


We now circulated from classroom to classroom. The teacher I remember was Mrs. Cantees. The Cantees were Arabic of some extraction and were successful entrepreneurs, one of them owning the local Coca Cola bottling plant. I never knew their relationship one to the other. Mrs. Cantees taught art. We learned to paint in oils on canvas. My subject became, after the necessary introduction of how to handle the medium, a banana split. My age was such that I had seen the older kids with bigger allowances get banana splits down at Franklin's dairy bar. They looked SO extravagant and delicious and I waited expectantly for the day that I'd have a disposable 50 cents to buy one for myself. WW II intervened, and there were no more banana splits to be had as long as I was in high-school in Williamson. My lust for one was the driving force for my choosing one as the subject of my art effort. The painting (my first still life) is still around the house somewhere, I think. Its quality is as good as I ever was able to produce art wise.

That year, in the winter, I felt cold one day. I kept getting colder and colder. Not colder 'outside' but colder 'inside'; to the extent that I was entirely distracted and could think of nothing but finding a warm place. The main hot air duct of the heating plant passed overhead across the stairway leading from the first floor to the basement. I managed to crawl up onto the top of the duct and curl up, savoring the warmth of that large piece of sheet metal. At last, a teacher spied me, called me down, took one look at me, and said, "You're sick, you better go home." I did.

Mom called the doctor, who shortly showed up. It was Dr. Easley, father of Sue, a lanky, gangling, awkward, bespectacled girl with a runny nose who was my age that Mom had always wanted me to be friends with because nobody else would be. I managed to keep my distance anyhow. Dr. Easley said I had a "chill", whatever that was, but I was kept in bed and fed chicken soup the rest of the day and by next morning, I was off to school again.

Eighth Grade. This was the year that I learned about the First Amendment and that it didn't apply to anyone who was unwittingly bucking the system as noted in another part of the family history. I barely passed math, again. I found another route to failure that year. In high school, George had joined the band and the folks had bought a piccolo for him. It was beautiful. It was in two parts embedded in a velvet lined fitted wood case covered in leather. It was of genuine solid silver. It was expensive. He learned to play it pretty well. There were eight finger pads each hinged to a felt-covered plate which covered eight holes in the top side if the tube.


Upon his graduation, the folks had me inherit the piccolo and try out for the band. I had to be capable of SOMETHING, didn’t I? I could make the device sound its shrill tootles, but as in earlier music classes, I just could not figure how to read music. Notes on lines in sheet music just do not make sense beyond the fact that the higher the note sign on the lines, the higher the pitch of the sound desired. No band for me. I wonder what became of the piccolo.  

Ninth Grade. The year of my exposure to Algebra. Needless to say, Algebra was going to be very difficult for me. A+B=C came easy. I even knew AxB could equal C also. You just had to decide what the real numbers were. By the time the teacher was talking to us about the binomial theorem, it was all over for me. And it still is.

I did better in Latin class. During that year our teacher, Miss Hall became Mrs. Belcher. Mr. Belcher owned the Chrysler/Plymouth dealership in town. It was my first exposure to the idea that things as I saw them were not always going to be the same. Why did it take so long?

One day I raised my hand and said "Miss Hall, would you punish me for something I didn't do?" to which she replied, "Of course not, why?" I said "Because I didn't do my homework." The class broke up, as did she. None of them had read the latest Reader's Digest. Nothing original there.

1944 was an election year and our Civics class, taught by Miss Clara Bell Culross, held a mock election prior to the real one. Two students were chosen to represent the presidential and vice presidential candidates of each party. It would be necessary to nominate the candidates from volunteers from among us who would consent to make a campaign speech in behalf of our candidacy. It was funny. The class was in turmoil trying to nominate the Democratic candidates; most who were nominated refused to accept. On the GOP side it was somewhat simpler. My buddy, Roydon Williamson, nominated me to run for president and I nominated him to run for vice president. We were the only two Republicans in the class.


I actually put together a thorough campaign speech outlining the failures of Mr. Truman's administration (and by extension, the Roosevelt administrations that preceded him) and extolling the benefits of electing an administration led by Thomas E. Dewey. There was a lot of squirming in the class as I delivered my jeremiad. Roydon, taking the part of John Bricker, came across well. I do not recall the students who spoke in behalf of Mr. Truman or his vice presidential running mate, Alben Barkley. (It was Mr. Barkley who coined the phrase "veep" and was the second vice president to say, I believe, that the vice presidency wasn't worth a cup of warm spit.) The results of our election taught me that closed minds cannot be opened with words alone. Dewey - Bricker, 2; Truman - Barkley, all the rest. I did not demand a recount.

After the debacle that was the Ninth Grade, my folks decided to send me to Castle Heights Military Academy in hope that the rigorous military style of discipline and education would bring me around to becoming an adequate student. It had been very good for Brother George in the one year he attended there. They overlooked the fact that George was so smart that he graduated from high school at age 16; scoring ‘genius’ on his IQ test! The school wrote them that my performance in math was pretty shaky and that it would be necessary for me to take freshman algebra again in summer school if I wished to enter as a sophomore. 


I was thus sent to Huntington, to live with my grandparents and attend a high school ninth grade algebra class offered by Marshal College as a part of the curriculum given student teachers. The instructor was a retired military man, round and amiable, who was training to get his teacher's certificate. In the 'accelerated' six week course, he never got to the binomial theorem and thus I made a passing grade. I already knew that A+B=C.


It was during that period of my life that I learned how to double clutch when shifting gears. I did it by watching the bus driver who operated a Ford powered 20 passenger city bus on the way to and from class at Marshall. That vehicle did not have synchromesh on any of its four gears and so double clutching was needed going up and down the gate.


In September of 1945 the war had just ended and I was put on #16, the Norfolk and Western afternoon westbound that took me to Cincinnati. There I waited hours for the southbound "Crescent", the Louisville and Nashville train that would to take me to Nashville, Tennessee. It was a thirty mile bus ride east to Lebanon, Tennessee where I was dropped off at the gate to Castle Heights and the best part of my preparation for life.

Castle Heights Military Academy was founded about 1909. Its major benefactor was one Bernar M. McFadden. He was a fitness guru of early 20th century, more ethical than Charles Atlas, but easily his fitness equal. His fame rested on things like swimming a mile before breakfast at age 70, and parachuting from a plane (before skydiving was 'in') The talk was that he had married six times because his exes all complained of him wearing them out. Was there an innuendo in that? 

One of my classmates was Tom Hartley, ‘fum’ Texas. He was a bit of a renegade. An outstanding athlete, he still chose to smoke, which was forbidden for varsity team players. Being bounced off the basketball team, he put together a smoker's intramural basketball team which then challenged the varsity team to a game. Consternation ruled for a week until the powers that be allowed a game to take place. That the smokers won was quickly forgotten.

It was Mr. McFadden's habit to attend graduation, make a speech and present each graduate's diploma with a handshake reputed to be crushing even at his advanced age. Tom vowed that he was to be the one to make Mr. McFadden 'give' at handshake time. Didn't happen. Tom failed to realize that the grip is controlled, not so much by strength as by how the grasp is formed, and Mr. McFadden had that part down pat. 

Bernar was a diet and fitness fanatic, dedicated to simple basic foods and that was reflected in the school's menu. Milk was in plentiful supply but sugar was extremely limited. We would hoard pinches of it in paper napkins secreted on the ledge underneath the dining table in order to have plenty when dry cereal was served.

During the depression, he had devised a menu for the needy that could be put together for $0.12 per meal. Even in those price-depressed times, that was quite a bargain. It was not adopted by the government for their soup kitchens because it included many foods, the producers of which had no clout in Congress, i.e. raisins, and did not include many foods, i.e. butter, the producers of which did have clout in Congress.

Although I was classified a sophomore, the school decided that I would have to, once again, repeat freshman algebra. I passed it with a D. I did so-so in my other classes, seldom having to serve time in 'study hall'.  Earning too low an average got you 'study hall' Instead of doing homework in your room from 7:00 to 10:00 PM each evening. You reported to a large classroom that had once been our auditorium. It had been equipped with student chairs and desks and the stage provided a place for a monitor/instructor to observe all the students and maintain strict silence. He would assist students with homework if needed.

Classes at Heights began 8:00 AM and were 45 minutes long. With 5 minutes between classes, all academics were finished by 12:45. We then formed up into company units and marched to the mess hall for lunch. After dressing in our fatigues, at 1:30 we reported to classes in ROTC training, including close order drill, weapons familiarity, and small unit field tactics. There were also classes in military organization and the more or less basic knowledge officers should know. This training ended at about 3:00 PM.

After drill or ROTC classes, every cadet had to participate in some athletic activity. If one was on a team sport, like football, basketball, tennis, boxing or wrestling, that was the time for practice or training.

Others had a number of intramural sports to participate in. One I especially remember was 'Caveman Football'. Caveman Football is to contact sports what a head on collision is to driving. Two equal teams of any size are placed within a lined rectangle on the grass about the size of an average living room. There is a goal line at each end, just like in football. The football is placed at the exact center of the 'field' and the teams gather about it, the 'Center' of each team puts one hand on the football and the referee blows his whistle. Everyone tries to pass along or carry the ball to the opponents' goal. Simple? Yeah, except you cannot get off your hands and knees. Others may try to take the ball away by any means short of kicking or slugging you. Piling on is the rule of the day. No airborne passes allowed, only handoffs. One to nothing was a high scoring game. In rugby, they say there are no winners, only survivors. Take a shower. 

All entering cadets were taken to the rifle range and given an opportunity to shoot .22 caliber targets in a basic sort of way. The weapon was the military's version of the Springfield 1903 A3 rifle fitted with a .22 caliber bolt, chamber and barrel and equipped with a Redfield micrometer sight. This activity was in order to discover potential marksmen for the rifle team. All ROTC schools in those days had rifle teams and competed seriously for recognition on a nationwide basis. I was pretty lucky and was asked to join the team. There were actually two teams of five marksmen each. I made the second team. Of over three hundred students, I was among the ten best shooters. I was proud of that. I still am.  


Rifle Team was a varsity sport and thus we traveled to and hosted other nearby ROTC schools in competitions about twice a month. Additionally, there were what was called 'paper matches'. In these contests, the teams would shoot the standard marksmanship series at the home range, the ROTC director would then score the signed targets and mail them to the competing school which did likewise. The Honor System prevailed. Castle Heights always finished well and won nearly all of our contests every year.


The bus trips to other military schools were always exciting and exposed us to how other schools looked and operated. There were then numerous military schools in the middle of Tennessee and so none required overnight stays. We always thought that the other schools had lousier food, uniforms, and facilities than Heights.

On one bus trip, we were all loaded and preparing to return to Heights. One of the shooters had somehow gotten to the PX at the school where we had competed and bought a Baby Ruth candy bar. This was remarkable because only one candy bar was available in the Heights PX. It was called Tastyeast; a flat, foil wrapped confection with a caramel center covered with what was probably almond bark or white chocolate.

As my classmate unwrapped the Baby Ruth, the bus was beginning to pull out and our ROTC team supervisor, one Master Sergeant Ray C. Pulliam, highly decorated survivor of the Normandy invasion, saw the candy bar just as its owner held it aloft and said "This looks just like a turd". Sgt. Pulliam said, at exactly the wrong instant "That looks good, gimmy a bite o' that!"  We roared; his ears reddened. It is uncomfortable for a decorated WW II veteran Master Sergeant to be embarrassed by his inferiors.

Junior year. I finally got to find out what was involved in second year algebra. It wasn't good. Can you tell me what Factorial (f) is or is used for? Trigonometry was utterly incomprehensible to me and still is, although I think I know what it is used for.


Geometry, on the other hand was a delight. At one point, the instructor, Mr. Harris, a kindly, bespectacled old fellow, imported from the local high-school for one hour a day, had bleary eyes and slouched. He announced to the class one day that there was one student in the class whose natural ability in geometry was superior to any he had ever taught. He elaborated by adding that this student could make a great contribution to the world with his talent if only he would apply himself more rigorously. That came after a homework assignment wherein I had solved the problem by generating my own theorem and proofs. I had done that because I couldn't find in the textbook, the usual method of solving that basic proposition. I still don't know what the hell he meant by making a contribution to the world by means of geometry. At last, when I became a Mason, I learned that the "G" in the Masonic symbol stood for two things: God and Geometry, which in Masonry are one and the same. Was Mr. Harris a Mason? I don't know.

Chemistry made a little more sense than trig, but less than geometry. It was at least preferable to biology. After my field trip with Billy Gene to the swimming pool at Sprigg, the thought of learning about bugs and guts was outside my realm of fascination. I once put a penny in a small saucer of sulfuric acid on the sill of the open window of the classroom. The fumes generated were remarkably thick, highly voluminous, green/brown, and stifling. The instructor didn't like it. I escaped detection by the silence of the rest of the class. Thanks, guys.

It was during my junior year that one of my room mates, Doug (Mouse) Jackson and a few others decided that they would test me to see if I had enough grit to actually fight over something. Doug was pretty athletic, being a record breaking championship swimmer and the top shooter on our rifle team. He was also a pretty aggressive type, widely known for his toughness. Unbeknownst to me, he and others conspired to bring about a conflict I could not avoid.

At shower time after supper, Doug claimed my soap bar was his, not mine. I was pretty confused by that and by his order that I not take a shower with what was, to me, clearly my soap; he used one brand and I, another.

As the conflict escalated, classmates slowly gathered as I tried every way I could think of to convince Doug he was just plain wrong. He finally said he'd knock the tar (not his word) out of me if I left our room with that soap. We were both naked, having only towels wrapped around our waists. I headed for the shower and he lit into me in the hallway outside our room. I tried to defend my self as best I could. My arms were longer than Doug's which aided me in my defense. He popped me good in the right eye, and his towel started to fall from his waist. Distracted momentarily, he gave me an opening to pop him good in the eye as well. He swung again with one hand while trying to hold his towel on with the other. In missing me he brushed the wood paneled wall in the hallway, which happened to have a finishing nail protruding about an eighth of an inch. It tore a bloody chunk out of his knuckle. He lost interest in the fight and I repaired to my room to apply continuous cold running water to my aching, throbbing eye. Doug spent a lot of time talking to the rest of the crowd and tending to his ripped knuckle. After about 15 minutes, I finally took my shower with MY soap. It was later that the realization came that it was all a test to discover how much of a coward I really was.

My attention to my eye meant that next day, though there were burst blood vessels on the eyeball and I ached all over from multiple blows, I had no black eye or other evidence of the beating I had suffered. Doug's lack of attention to his eye, on the other hand, left him with a great shiner. There was a serious looking bandage on his fist as well. All over the school it was said "Keadle beat Mouse Jackson". Yeah, right.

Senior year. Because my curriculum had contained so much more repeated math than was usual, it was determined that I would not have enough credits to graduate unless I took American History during the summer between my Junior and Senior years. Conveniently, my cousin Elizabeth, daughter of Uncle Emmet, the oldest son of N. J., was a certified history teacher and she agreed to have me in her home a couple of hours a day for six weeks to take one-on-one American History. I loved every minute of it. Elizabeth was never married, was obese, nearsighted and diabetic, but was a thoughtful and caring teacher. She could write with chalk on a blackboard smaller than anyone I have ever seen. I often think of and give thanks for her willingness to help. She lost a leg to diabetes and finally succumbed to the disease in the 1980's. RIP.


If one did not earn at least a C in second year algebra, the school had a course called 'senior algebra' which was one semester long to get you up to speed. It was optional for good math students but mandatory for the duds like me. The text book was small, no larger than a Reader’s Digest but thinner – very intimidating. I failed it the first semester and had to repeat it the final semester. I passed with a D+ out of the kindness of the heart of the instructor, Major Bradley.

I also had to take second year Latin in my senior year. The instructor was a Captain Charles M. Purin, one of the most influential men in my life. He was a native of Latvia, as was his wife. He had fled the country after the Soviets occupied it at the end of WW II. They were both highly intellectual and well educated. It was said that his wife was fluent in seven languages. She occupied herself composing foreign language text books for educational publishers. They had a phonograph and records sneaked out of their home country when they fled. It was all classical music which filled the halls of our dorm during evening study period.

Seven to ten PM study period was serious business. Each cadet room door had an eyelevel hole about four inches in diameter in it. The faculty Officer of the Day toured all barracks buildings, looking in every room. You had best be at you desk studying when he came around. No gabbing, no radio or records. Some faculty ODs wore hard heeled shoes so you could hear them coming, some didn't. Major Lucas' nickname was Tennis Shoe. Guess why.

Captain Purin was probably in his sixties, tall, straight and sensibly formal; looking somewhat like a stereotype of British royalty, but was not entirely comfortable with the military necessities of saluting and so on. In between his instructing sessions he told the class about life under the communists. Beasts, he called them. He explained the loss of grace, dignity and honor that accompanies communist rule, as well as the loss of personal freedom. I was moved by his recountings of the destruction of one's self respect and the trashing of anything related to property, intellectual liberty, grace or inner beauty that was brought about by the Soviets.


In one class, he revealed that he was determined that when the time came that he became a taker, no longer able to contribute anything to the world, "a vegetable", he said, he would take his own life. He said it was the honorable thing to do. I've often thought of that concept, trying to reconcile it with the American standard of maintaining life at any cost. I ask myself "Why is so much shame attached to suicide?" It seems like a perfectly reasonable approach to some life situations. I agree that to use it to escape when one still has one's health and vitality and is responsible for others, it is probably a cowardly thing, but that is entirely different from the situation Captain Purin described.

The One Great Rifle Competition for ROTC schools is (or was?) the William Randolph Hearst Trophy Matches. Today the Junior ROTC shoots air rifles, not .22 cal. rifles as we did. The anti gunners have gotten to the schools in a big way. This match encompassed all ROTC schools in the country divided into Junior (high school) and Senior (college) categories, and was held near the end of each school year. It was a 'paper match' wherein the signed targets were mailed without scoring to what was then the War Department in Washington, DC. There, national officials of ROTC scored the targets and awards were sent to winning teams. Our first team was national champions that year and the second team of which I was a member finished third. I had scored one 7 on my standing position target. If I had scored a 9 on that shot, my team would have finished second in the nation. Nonetheless, it was a first in history of one school claiming first and third in the nation.

In our Geography and Economics class, it was necessary for us to write a report for the end of the economics section covering some aspect of the course material. I was at a loss as to what to write about and was much too indolent to go to the library and do any research anyway. I elected to write the US Treasury Department, asking for them to send me something on US paper money.

In the mail came a packet containing 14 mimeographed pages ALL about American paper money. It included the history of our currency, how it is financed by the Federal Reserve Banks, how it is printed, and details about each denomination. It was so thorough and well organized that I simply hand wrote every word verbatim and turned it in for grading. I got an 'A'. So much for honesty vs. pragmatism. As for educational value, I can assure you that even today I can tell you more than you will ever want to know about our printed money. Example: Did you know that fresh currency stacks 233 to the inch? Or that the paper it is printed on is more like fabric than paper because of its very high linen content, and that a million bills stacked would be over 350 feet high; that there is only one paper mill in the US with the contract to make that paper? The formula for that paper is as secret as that of any super weapon in our inventory.. Did you know that at the time the Federal Reserve System was imposed there were printed 6 bills of $100,000.00 denomination, (President Wilson thereon) and that one was unaccounted for? The assigned essay task and my solution to it served its educational purpose, didn't it?

As an aside, it recently came to the world's attention that there had been missing one of those $100,000.00 bills for many years. It was found behind a filing cabinet at the Treasury Department in Washington during an office refurbishment. It along with the other five was officially destroyed at that time.

The grades for all of my final exams were posted save that of my Latin class. Graduation hung on my making at least a D+ on my Latin final exam. I couldn't wait; I went to Captain Purin's quarters and told him of my predicament. He was saddened because I had not done well on the final exam; however he said my handwriting was especially good on this particular test and that he was going to award me a D+ on the paper. Whew!

At the beginning of each school year, the "Old Men" were allowed minor hazing of incoming freshmen. When a line was formed as at the PX or to answer reports to the Commandant about misbehavior, (called the demerit or gig line) 'Old men' could step in front of freshmen. Another of the things considered legal hazing was requiring a freshman to carry the laundry bags of no more than three "Old men" from barracks to the main building for pickup by the laundry company in Lebanon. In the room next to mine came a student by the name of Nick Roan. Students that enter the school at mid term were referred to as Bull Rats. Don't ask me why.  Bull Rats are treated like freshmen for the balance of the year. Additionally, Roan entered as a Junior. He was about six feet tall, had the craggy face of one much older than 16 or 18, florid and lined. His neck muscles tapered outward from his ears to his shoulders like those of line backers that are interviewed on Monday Night Football. His arm and shoulder muscles filled his skin like it was stuffed with large, smooth river stones. He was also a disagreeable sort, angry and aggressive; one who was forced to go to military school.


I told him to take my laundry over to the Main Building. He refused, said he already had three to take. I saw one on the floor before him. I insisted. He refused. I told him I'd report him for the refusal, and he said "Go ahead."  I did. He got the demerits specified. That night before Call to Quarters, he saw me in the smoking area and slung me around like a stuffed animal. We were both clad in winter garb which was a 'reefer' coat sort of like a navy pea jacket, over wool sweaters. They offered excellent protection from heavy body blows and I concentrated on protecting my face. Ha! He beat the tar (not my word) out of me. The commandant, Col .D. T. Ingram, got word of the fight and came to break it up before I was killed. Moral: Don't bully someone stronger and meaner than yourself. You knew that. And so, high-school was finally behind me.

In fall of 1948, I was enrolled in West Virginia University. I didn't want to go there but thought I should for that's what the folks expected. Several of us rode to Morgantown with Roydon Williamson and his father using his 1948 Hudson Super Six. It was the new latest thing with extraordinary styling for those days. It rained on the way. All of the luggage was soaked because the trunk leaked. So much for advanced styling.

I had a private room in the newest dorm on campus. Next door was Bill Lovins, son of a judge on the W. Va. Supreme Court of Appeals. We were both car nuts and so, got along pretty well. He was wasting his time in college too.

I had a physics class held in a huge auditorium where the instructor and an assistant conducted basic experiments while he held forth on what we were watching. We were supposed to make notes of the work in order to repeat the experiments ourselves in 'lab' later. I could hardly understand what was said and I wrote so slowly that I couldn't make notes of what I did understand. I DID understand the lab workbook, however, and was able to repeat the experiments pretty well.

The Medieval History instructor said he cared not if we made it to class, there was to be a test every Saturday at 8:00 AM and if we missed those, or failed them, we'd flunk. I attended each Monday to learn what part of the textbook was to be covered that week. On Friday nights, I read the pertinent text and took the tests on Saturday, usually attaining a fairly good grade. Some other classes, I never even found the classrooms. Honest.

The linoleum tiled hallway in the dorm was an inviting little racetrack for toy cars which Bill and I bought and raced. It was probably 50 feet long with a stairwell at 'our' end and a blank wall at the other. In those days there were no Hot Wheels toys. The cars were all wind-up spring powered and came in a variety of body styles some made of stamped tin and others of plastic. It was a pleasant distraction. It became harder and harder to one-up each other as we exhausted the variety of toy cars in the 5 & 10s. 

So it was that pyrotechnics entered the picture. A dab of lighter fluid on a car, when ignited, made what was our rendition of the flaming car wreck scenes in movies of today. The activity naturally escalated. When the plastic wind-up, open cockpit Indy-style car filled with lighter fluid whizzed down the hallway it unfortunately melted. It left a trail of burning plastic and lighter fluid for quite a streak. It was while we were extinguishing the flames that the Dorm Monitor arrived. This was Bill's second upbraiding by the Dorm Monitor. Earlier, someone had slid a number of pages of newspaper under his door after setting them afire. Since no one owned up, he got the blame for that too. It was decided by the powers that be the Bill and I should find other lodgings.

A lady named Zoe Arnett (why on earth should I remember her name?) had rooms for rent near the school and Bill and I took up residence there. I have no recollection of how the rent was paid, or where I got my meals.

Near Christmas vacation, at the crack of dawn, I packed all I could fit in my suitcase, walked to the edge of Morgantown and put my thumb out. I was picked up by a salesman who drove a maroon '47 Chevy coupe. He only knew two positions for the gas pedal, all the way down or all the way up. He dropped me at a place called Jane Lew. I was informed that being near Spencer W. Va., it would be impossible to hitch a ride for it was too close to the home of the state's mental institution. I thus had to wait for a bus in order to proceed further south. I had enough money to get a ticket to Charleston. However, the bus was currently being towed back and forth through town by a wrecker trying to get it started. There had recently been high water from heavy rains and the bus, (It was a make called Flexible; smaller than a Greyhound type bus) was powered by a Buick straight eight not a diesel engine, thus it had 'drowned' on entering the high water. It featured rounded styling something like an Airstream trailer with a curled out skirt in the rear.

Once in Charleston, I hoofed it to the US 60 bridge that crossed the Kanawa River and led to Huntington. I had opted for that route knowing that the US 119 route toward Williamson would be sparsely traveled late in the day and thus a bad choice for hitchhikers. I'd have a chance to call for aid from relatives who lived in Huntington.

I had not stood at the bridge exit more than 15 minutes when, lo and behold, Uncle Max and Aunt Mary Merricks pulled up. They had recognized me before I saw them and got me in their Dodge with dispatch. They were on their way to Huntington and so I was well on my way. I suppose explanations ensued. I recall no more about getting to Williamson, but my folks were surprised to see me. Thus ended my first attempt at college.

I learned of the existence of General Motors Institute by way of an article in a Sunday supplement much like Parade Magazine. I was immediately taken with the concept, called cooperative education, and began agitating for permission to attend. Finally, my folks consented, it seemed better to them than spending the rest of my life working in the vehicle maintenance shop of Eastern Coal Corporation in Belfry, Kentucky. I went to Paul Price, then running Price Motors, the Chevy, Olds, Cadillac dealer and the place where Dad bought his cars, and explained the school and its concept.

GM Tech was the type of school wherein one was sponsored by a GM dealer who consented to employ you for two month periods between two month sessions in the school in Flint Michigan. The course was called Dealer Service and Management and spanned two years; resulting in an associate degree upon graduation. I thought it an ideal way to get into the car business with opportunity to become a dealer at some future time. 

Mr. Price said he would sponsor me, but would not pay the tuition. I prevailed upon Dad to take care of that and my income from the two months working a the dealership would handle the other expenses (almost). My starting pay was $30.00 per week for a 56 hour stint. Living at home made it possible for me to lay aside most of that for use while in Flint. It didn't come close. Poor Dad, he had so much demand on his income, why wasn't he mad as hell at me?

In the very beginning of classes at Tech, one of the required courses was basic accounting. We were given a ledger and a workbook, which was a narrative thing about a business. We got class lectures about how to handle the books of the business activity described in the work book. Each day there were new activities in the business that the instructor explained how to handle bookkeeping-wise. We were to hand over our ledger every two weeks for the instructor to grade. The first time I got my ledger back the instructor said "Start over". Yep, it was mathematics again.

I went to the academics counselor and explained my predicament. He explained that I could drop the accounting and substitute a course called Business Math, but that I'd not get my associate's degree if I did so. I saw no way out and chose Business Math. Know what? I made straight A's in that class, because it dealt with real stuff like cabbages and screwdrivers not abstract numbers, I think.

I must brag a bit. I was second in my class for my entire tenure at GM Tech. All the academic stuff like the Physics, Economics and English Composition, all the automobile stuff; body structure and repair, engine assembly, automatic transmissions, every course, I made straight A's. I found my pals looking up to me for my automotive knowledge and academic skill. What a big head I must have had.

My grades were such that I was inducted into the GM Tech Club, a prestigious organization sponsored by the school to reward high achievers. It met monthly in the cafeteria. A meal was served by waiters instead of cafeteria style, with table cloths and linen napkins. You were expected to come in something other than jeans and a leather jacket. Some of us came in white shirts and ties. There was always a guest speaker, usually a GM VIP, and once it was Ed Cole, whose fame was in the near future and once it was the one and only Charles Kettering. His visit assured his place on my list of authentic heroes.

Upon finishing GM Tech, I would soon be going into the service for the Korean War was at its height. I departed in July for Ft. Meade MD, the processing center for new inductees in my area of the country (Second Army Area). My service number was US52174915. I'll never forget that one. There we were issued uniforms, tested for aptitude, and introduced to how disagreeable NCOs could be when they really tried.

At the beginning of the aptitude tests we were given a list of specialties that the tests would show we were best suited for. They included categories like Radio Operator, Infantryman, Mechanic, Clerk and so on. There were a number of those categories I definitely wanted to stay away from, since I am sorely lacking in a desire to be a hero or to be called upon to exhibit bravery. I made sure I excelled in the mechanical aptitude aspects of the testing, which also included a standard IQ test. I scored 146 on the IQ test and was found to have adequate aptitude to become an "Auto Fuel & Electrical System Mechanic", MOS 3912; a cut above "Wheeled & Tracked Vehicle Mechanic" MOS 1965
.
After an interminable wait to be transported to Aberdeen Proving Ground, during which the NCOs attending to us found dozens of ways to make life unpleasant for us green inductees, my fellow future mechanics and I boarded olive drab buses for the short ride to APG.

During the wait at Ft. Meade, I noticed that white draftees and black draftees were housed, tested, and fed in separate units. As we stood in company sized formations, waiting for our turn to enter the mess hall, there would often be a company of black draftees standing opposite us waiting to enter THEIR end of the mess hall. At first I gave no thought to the situation, but as I looked over at the black soldiers, I could actually feel the hatred coming from their eyes. It was most uncomfortable. I didn't know why they were mad at me. What had I done? It finally soaked in. It wasn't me in particular or even the company I was in, it was the white man's laws that kept them segregated which were the objects of their anger. I just happened to be one of the white men. In the opinion of some of them, even today, it hasn't changed.


I was assigned to Nancy Co., 4th Battalion for basic training. It was eight weeks, in large part unpleasant, but also obviously worthwhile. I improved in physical fitness a noticeable amount, but never became what one would call athletic. I was never able to do more than three real pushups.

APG was unlike Ft. Meade in that it had already been integrated and the hostility of the few blacks on this base, which was dedicated to the more or less technical part of the armed forces, was much abated. The ones qualified by aptitude tests to become mechanics of one sort or another were obviously the ones who had benefited from a better education than was the norm for black youngsters in those days. The powers that be at that time had finally learned that when properly trained and motivated, blacks were just as effective warriors as were the whites, and some even more so, and thus a larger percentage of the blacks were blessed with getting to go to infantry school than were we white crackers. Nice.

Having the ROTC training earned me extra consideration as I needed no additional training in close order drill, formations, or much of the class room work and was also made guidon bearer. Each company has an identifying flag or banner called a guidon which is carried by the bearer in all company movements. His place is to the right of the squad leader of the first squad of the first platoon while marching. By the time basic was almost over, the NCO cadre men were allowing me to march the company to the mess hall and class rooms. It was a relief for them as it meant less work.

In the few times we were allowed to relax, we trainees would gather at picnic benches near the PX and shoot the s***. One instance was memorable because we were discussing race relations and such with a number of our black buddies. At one point I referred to 'black' people and 'white' people. One of the black guys said: "Wait a minute! Look at me! I am brown, not black, and you are pink, not white." He was right, what could I say? I said "That's what we have always been called; others were called yellow or red, even if they weren't actually that color so what the hell are you so upset about?”

When we were familiarized with the panoply of infantry weapons, one of those was the rifle grenade, the precursor to the present day RPG, or rocket propelled grenade, which has been in use since the Viet Nam War. The rifle grenade used an attachment on the muzzle of the M-1 rifle which also included a crude aiming device, into which was inserted the grenade. A blank rifle cartridge was fired to launch it. For training, a small explosive charge, just enough to show where the projectile landed was employed, just as was the policy for all weapons familiarizations; bazooka, hand grenade and so on. Those who were going on into the second phase of infantry training would train on real live rounds. The butt of the rifle was placed on the ground and the muzzle was elevated while the shooter crouched beside the weapon with the muzzle about a foot before one’s face.


When I fired my second rifle grenade, it had a ‘short fuse’ and the thing exploded in my face. Though I was not struck by any fragments (few if any were produced by the tiny smoke charge inside) the blast effect deafened me and I was too shaken to continue for some several minutes. My ears have never stopped ringing. Frequencies akin to crickets, some birds and pocket change are entirely inaudible to me.

On our week at the rifle range, after spending the day shooting, we formed up and the mandatory order "Port arms" was given. Then it was "Inspection arms" where we all opened the bolts on our M1s and looked into the breech to assure there were no rounds in the rifle. Then the order was "Order arms" wherein we were to close the bolt, pull the trigger and move the rifle butt down beside the right foot, all in very rigidly specified steps. This procedure is followed to make sure that no rifle leaving the firing line has live ammunition in it. At the command "Order arms" a shot rang out. No one was hit since all rifles are pointed skyward to the left when in the 'port arms' position.

The second lieutenant in command of our company while on the range was a fine officer. Like all the other Second Johns, he was recently graduated from OCS at APG. He was enthusiastic about the military, of medium height, with very black hair and piercing eyes, and was probably no older than I. I admired him for his sensibility and fairness and total lack of C****** S*** in his training philosophy. He disappeared from our lives that night, never to be seen again.

The military can take one's responsibilities very seriously at times. You see, it is the ranking officer's duty to see that no live ammunition is in any rifle at the end of the firing session. He missed one. Some trainee, no one ever came forward, had failed to finish his string and still had a live round in his rifle. Not only that, since the bolt stays open on an M1 after the last round is fired, the miscreant was able to close the bolt before being identified. Then too, no rifle had ejected the clip that holds the rounds in the magazine well. If the clip had been in the rifle at the time of the report, the clip would have been ejected with its characteristic "ping". Someone had intentionally and surreptitiously hand loaded a single round into his rifle after the order "Inspection arms" had been given. Why? Was it some jerk's idea of a joke? Or revenge?
After 8 weeks of basic we were assigned to the Ordnance School where we would be trained in a Military Occupational Specialty. It was necessary to wait in your basic company until a class was available; sometimes as long as a month. During those waits, the army had to do something with those awaiting a class. It was called ‘casual labor’. We would fall out after breakfast and the NCOs would ask for volunteers asking such questions as “Who has had some music training?” Several would raise their hands and be drawn aside to meet with an NCO who would take them away in a deuce and a half. At the end of the day we learned that their music training was extremely valuable in heaving a grand piano up to the second floor of a general’s residence.
Not volunteering for any of the labor needs of the post meant the remaining troops went to the base laundry for the day. Not good. It meant hard, sweaty, smelly unending work with no rest except for noon mess.
Once we were asked “Who’s graduated from college?” no one responded. “OK, who has had some college?” I and another guy raised our hands. “Come with me.” We got in a jeep and rode over the Headquarters, Aberdeen Proving Grounds, taken in to the main office and were given a desk and instructions to take each morning report as they came in to us from the many training companies, enter the numbers of ‘on duty’, AWOL, ‘on sick leave’, etc soldiers in the proper columns and then add the numbers up into the totals row at the bottom of each page. I asked the sergeant in charge of us, why they wanted college graduates for such a primitive task. His reply was revealing; “When we ask for high school graduates, they can’t get it accurate.”
Another time, they asked if anyone was a bowler. I volunteered for that one having never so much as hoisted a bowling ball in my life; thinking it couldn’t be too awful. Three of us were taken to the base bowling alley; a place where ‘Officers Only” was the rule. There were three lanes and no automatic pin setters. We crouched on a ledge behind the pit into which the balls and pins fell. After the second ball, or after a strike, we gathered the pins, put them in the rack, lowered it, released the pins and raised the rack for the next frame. It was mostly fun, there were a few quiet periods when there were no bowlers. We could relax and snack if we wanted. Some officers took pleasure in casting a ball when we were in the pit gathering pins, hoping, I suppose, to strike one of us. It was a game of sorts. Others were impatient and shouted for us to hurry, but at the end of the day, the sergeant in charge of the lanes divvied up a $45.00 pot of tips the officers had left. Nice.

After basic training, we were assigned to a 'school' to learn our specialty. I was in my element taking training on the fuel and electric systems of military vehicles (MOS 3912).). Some were quite complex, like the M47/48 tank I have already described. There are a multitude of electrical components on a tank and ALL of them are operable from the driver's position in the hull and the commander's position in the turret. The turret will rotate continuously in either direction and yet all of the systems have to stay connected and operable at all times. There is a thing in the center of the turret floor called the Master Junction Box to serve this function as well as act as the voltage regulator for the two on-board generators. We called it the Master Confusion Box. I have no idea at this late date how it worked, but I knew then. 

The instructor, a sergeant was older than we and had been Army since the beginning of WW II. He had a glass eye, the result of a combat injury which kept him stateside. When infuriated by the insolent conduct of one of my classmates he removed it and threw it at the guy, conking him on the noggin. Another classmate retrieved it and returned it to the sarge, who wiped it off, wet it with spit and replaced it. We all sat up straighter after that. He and the Master Confusion Box were something.

My education being then complete as far as the army was concerned, I went to Korea to do that for which I was trained. I didn't do it. I was assigned to the Inspection Section of the 568 Ordnance Heavy Maintenance Company, 80th Ordnance Battalion on the edge of Seoul, near 8th Army HQ. I spent all my tour inspecting newly arrived wheeled and tracked vehicles in preparation for issuing them to using units and those returned from using units for maintenance and repairs which was beyond the capacity of unit motor pools. 

During my tour I volunteered to teach a class in auto mechanics for the Armed Forces Institute. It was intended to familiarize soldiers of any grade or rank in the basics of automobile repair if it was necessary because of their duty assignment. Many troops were put in jobs for which they had not been trained. Motor pools in company-size units were staffed usually by ordinary soldiers of combat units, infantry, artillery or armor. NCO's and officers alike desired to know what they were doing. I enjoyed the job as it filled my evenings, got me a jeep to go back and forth to the class in another part of Seoul, and let me see the light in one's eyes when he finally 'gets it' about some aspect of mechanics.

.
When I returned to the States and was mustered out, I returned to Price Motors and was made Service Manager. It slowly sank in on me that Paul Price was not going to give me a piece of the business no matter how long I stayed there or how much money I offered. He was raising a son and daughter that were sure to inherit the business.


It was about then that I once again saw an article in a Sunday supplement. This time it was about Art Center School. I was immediately taken with the concept of learning to design cars. Gad! Drawing and cars all in one - pure heaven! I wrote them. I got their application, filled it out and went to Dad with the proposition. The GI Bill would pay some of the cost, Virginia could work (as usual), and Dad could make up the difference. What a country! Mom and Dad finally relented, seeing that I was in a no-future job at Price Motors.
Paul Price was genuinely disappointed when I told him of my decision to leave. I felt bad about that mostly because until that time I never thought he gave a damn about me and was usually dissatisfied with my performance as service manager.


And so it was that in late summer of 1955, Virginia and I loaded up and headed west in our brand new Cashmere Blue 1955 Chevy Del Ray. 

Art Center School was unique in many ways. Its informality was a never ending source of wonder to me. No roll was called in classes after the first day. You came or you didn't. If your work was done they didn't much care where you did it or where you learned how to do it; they were looking for creativity, originality and imagination as much as artistic talent.

There was one class each day all day. The school was open around the clock so that you could return nights to work or get access to special materials or tools to do your assignments. All these things helped to screen out the ones who didn't really come to learn how to design cars. They only wanted the ones who were eaten up with designing cars; the school's reputation in Detroit for producing outstanding stylists was singularly high. I wanted to be one of them.

I worked hard, learned all I could, developed what skill I could and after three years went to my counselor and had a discussion with him which ended, after he reviewed samples of the work I had produced, by him saying that I was wasting my money and the school's time because I just didn't exhibit the degree of imagination and creativity needed to be a car stylist or industrial designer.
Thus ended my less than stellar career in education.
 
I later took some night school courses while in Cincinnati and others when we moved to Cary, but they were of little consequence. I even tried Algebra again and though I had excellent tutoring from a recent NCSU engineering graduate, I still couldn't get beyond A+B=C. He kept explaining how to perform some operation and I kept asking "Why?" and he couldn't tell me. It was as if I was to learn how to manipulate numbers for a solution that served no purpose other than to find the solution. I'm just not that curious. No one ever explains to me why I should do all those solvings, conversions and operations of the binomial theorem. Theorem of what? None of the numbers represent a real 'thing' so it all seems like a pre-computer video game. Ugh!

Here's something I didn't learn in school, that they never teach in school, and that is more meaningful than the binomial theorem: If you are in an honest to God business, not just fooling around, NEVER do a job a customer asks you to do on the cheap even when he says he doesn't want you to do a full price job, just a patch up. To agree to do so will bind you to him more tightly than saying "I do" at the altar. If he insists, do what he asks and DON'T charge anything. I assure you, your life will be much simpler.


Another thing they don't teach in school which folks should learn early: If you don't want grief, don't push the envelope. If you want to push the envelope, you'd better have a damned good reason. This rule is true for test pilots where the phrase was invented, as well as for general life conduct. Prison cells and hallowed halls are both filled with the names of people who pushed the envelope. Some were fools and some were heroes. The problem often is that one doesn't know when he is nearing the edge of the envelope. That comes only with the judgment that results from maturity. That is why youngsters are not given the liberty to make many kinds of decisions. We are in an era where young people have been given greater liberty and decision making freedom than ever in recorded history, but they can't have a beer until they are 21. I'll let others decide for themselves if it has been for the better. I have my doubts.
CRUNCH


I have wrecked some cars. I know this may be surprising to some of you. Ha Ha! Anyway here is my recollection of the ones I remember.

1. I was driving ‘around the block’ in Williamson in Dad’s new 1946 Olds 76 2-door fastback. Second and Third Avenues were both two way streets then. I was at the light at Second and Harvey, pointed west. The car on Harvey Street was a green 1942 Chevy 4-door. It turned left to proceed East on Second Avenue. Its steering locked up with the wheels cut left. It arced around and into the left front fender of Dad’s car before the youth driving it could get the leaking brakes to stop the worn out hulk. The rest is hazy. Somehow Dad was summoned and he learned the youngster driving the car was Richard Kitchen, son of a man Dad dealt with in his business as a mine supply salesman. Dad called Mr. Kitchen and they worked things out amicably. The car was repaired within the week.


2. After leaving WVU, I returned to Morgantown in Dad’s car to retrieve the possessions I had left some time earlier when hitch hiking home. I visited with George and his girlfriend, JoAn, while there. I was induced to take them for a short ride in the late afternoon and headed north out of town. It had begun to snow. The level road was easy to negotiate. The road then began a descent toward a bridge across a river or stream. I slowed for the descent, but not enough. As the road curved right to pass across the bridge, traction disappeared. The car slid slowly into the concrete bridge abutment bending the bumper and left fender, smashing the headlight as well. I limped back to Williamson the next day and let Dad get the car repaired… again.


3. On a summer night between my junior and senior year at Heights, I was riding around with two other guys and two girls in Dad’s Olds. I was to board No 16 next day for school. We drove to Pikeville and looked around and returned in the fog. It was slow going on the narrow, winding two lane that was US 119. At one point the descending curve was so sharp that I went off the shoulder of the road and stopped short. Not being able to see where I was or where the road was, I got out, walked to the front of the car whereupon, I nearly slid off the unguarded ledge down a precipice hundreds of feet high. “Whew!” I thought. Got back in the car, backed up until on the asphalt and proceeded to Williamson. We drove to Chattaroy and turned around. The time was about 11:00 pm and it as still foggy. As I came around the curve at Fairview, and onto the rising straightaway heading for the Tunnel Inn, I misjudged the place where the branch road split off toward the municipal incinerator. I split the difference before I realized it; rolling along between the two roads, leaning more and more to the right until I came to rest tilted beyond the CG of the car which ever slowly rolled over onto its side. We inside slid right in spite of all we could do. One of the girls in back said “Dicky, make it stop!” I don’t know what I answered, if anything.
I climbed out the window, the door being far too heavy to open straight up. I helped others out one at a time who in turn helped those in the back seat climb through the window. No one was hurt. The lights still burned and the radio was still playing. I reached inside and turned them off and retracted the antenna which we kept bumping into in the dark and fog.

We hoofed it to the Tunnel Inn and used the pay phone to call Dad, poor Dad. Someone came and picked us up and delivered us to our homes. Bill Osborne came with Price Motors’ wrecker and got the car to the shop. I never saw it in its damaged condition as I boarded the train next day bound for Heights.


4. I left Flint with Herv Ahlborn and all of our possessions, on the way home after two months at GM Tech. The big 98 Olds was full to the gunwales. It was winter. Herv lived in Wilkes Barre, PA so we used the Pennsylvania Turnpike. After exiting it to reach Wilkes Barre, we were descending a snow covered, curvy two lane road when the car ahead lost control and slid to a stop athwart both lanes of the road.  He was trying to stop for a massive set of collisions further ahead, being superintended by a State Trooper. I was unable to avoid hitting the poor guy’s car on the right rear corner. As the speed was low, the damage was superficial, but I lost the left headlight and bumper and wrinkled the fender to the extent that it was cutting into the tire.


I exchanged insurance information with the other driver, who was more shaken than I. He insisted it was his fault. I didn’t argue with him on that point. The State Trooper got one of the wreckers already on hand to hook me up. The other guy’s car was drivable and no citations were written.


I got towed to a garage Herv was familiar with and used their phone to call Mr. Wheeler, Johnny’s dad, who was my insurance agent. He gave the shop authorization to make all appropriate repairs; it took a day or two. I was a guest of the Ahlborns for that spell.  They were nice, friendly, generous and interesting.


5. In 1954, West Virginia was starting to institute a safety inspection program for automobiles. Being Service Manager at Price Motors, I was sent to Logan to get the dope on how the program would work, the equipment required, and so on. It was a day-long affair. It was late evening when we were cut loose with all of the paperwork, brochures and certificates involved in the program.


Cruising down the old US 119 in the 1952 Olds 98, I caught up to a 1952 Buick Roadmaster, who after being passed wanted to race and so roared back around me at the next opportunity. I got with it and dropped the shift lever into ‘Super’. That position locks out 4th gear unless you exceed 80 mph, and gives better engine braking when you let off the gas, automatically shifting back to third gear when the speed drops below 80.
I blew the guy into the weeds and had gotten well ahead of him when the little two lane road went sharply left to cross Pigeon Creek at about a 30 degree angle. The bridge was one of those steel bridges having its support structure above the roadway making a sort of guard rail out of the massive girders. Since I was slowing from about 100 mph, it was too much of a challenge for the notoriously inadequate brakes American cars were fitted with in those days. My best was not good enough. Drifting wildly, the right rear bumper snagged the steel structure of the bridge. That threw the front of the car toward the right. Those hard steel bars neatly cut the right front fender off and the impact threw me against the right door. The right front wheel was slammed left and I was holding onto the steering wheel with my left hand outstretched. After that impact, my speed was down to about 30 mph and I tried to get behind the wheel to cut right and exit the bridge. It was no use; the right front wheel steering arm was bent so that it wouldn’t respond to the steering wheel. The car drifted left across the roadway. I was unable to get far enough over to apply the brakes and so the car hit the left side of the bridge structure neatly slicing off the left front fender, and finally came to rest. I was able to drive the car off the bridge and onto the left shoulder to avoid giving other traffic any problems.

The guy in the Roadmaster came upon the scene about the time I was getting out of the car. He graciously offered to take me to a pay phone a short distance down the road. He complimented me on how fast my Olds was. I called Bill Osborne and waited for him at the phone booth. The guy in the Buick actually went back to the wreck scene to secure my car. He said “Folks in these parts take anything that ain’t bolted down, ya know.” 
It took about a month to make repairs to the Olds. A motor mount was broken, several steering parts were required. The estimate came to $777.00; an astounding price in those days.
6. I was flying down Figueroa Street on the way to pick up Virginia when she got off work at Ed James Buick in 1956. It was just at 5:00 pm. The street car tracks made the old bias ply tires on our 1955 Chevy dart back and forth and the ONE car parked on the right side of the street got scraped down the side with my rear bumper bolt (the widest spot on the car). Parking was not allowed on Figueroa before 5:00 pm and the owner of the car came running as I backed up and parked to resolve the situation. His first words were “What time is it?” I didn’t understand his point at first. I had admitted it was my fault and that I would notify my insurance carrier. He wanted to make certain that I did not claim he was illegally parked. I was in no mood to argue. I found maroon paint on my bumper bolt. His Dodge had a shallow crease running the whole length of the car. My guess is that he never got it repaired.
7. This is complicated so follow carefully. I was working on a Mercury Monarch back when all we had was a carport. It was a 2-door V-8 with four on the floor. Betty’s Buick was parked nose in to the curb on the right side of the driveway, nearly touching the two big rocks balanced there.

As with all properly built carports, it sloped out just a little so that rain water would not puddle in it. I had closed the hood on the Monarch in preparation to test drive it when I realized I had left something undone in the engine bay. Since I had been running the engine, the transmission was in neutral and the parking brake set. I reached inside the driver’s side window to pull the hood latch, a handle below the dash right beside the parking brake release and shaped exactly like it.

Naturally, I pulled the parking brake release instead of the hood latch. The car began to creep backward ever so slowly. I tried to open the door and get in, but had depressed the door lock button while reaching inside. It was one of those ‘security’ buttons with no flange to grasp when down. By the time I could gather my senses, the rate was such that I knew I could not open the door by the inside handle and hop in to effect a stop. I reached in to slam the transmission in gear, but the safety interlock on the ignition prevented selection of any gear but reverse and reaching through the window made it impossible to lift the reverse handle below the gearshift knob.

By this time, the rear wheels had arrived at the steeper driveway and I knew speed was going to increase rapidly. I tried to turn the steering wheel to direct the car into a wide curve onto the grass beside the driveway, but the ignition interlock also locked the steering wheel.

Last chance. I dove as far as I could into the car head first and reached for the brake pedal with my left hand. I was able to just move the pedal a little and with no power assist I only put a little drag on the brakes. The car rolled slowly down the driveway at such an angle that the right rear wheel rode over the little curb I had built at the bottom of the driveway. The right corner of the bumper smacked into the left front fender of Betty’s Buick at the same time that the rear tire was stopped by the big rock at the bottom of the driveway.
The Monarch received only a small scratch on the underside of the bumper. I called the insurance company and reported the loss backward, allowing that the Buick was moving and the Monarch was at rest. They told me to send them a bill for the repairs, a comprehensive claim, not a collision claim.

The following Monday I went to Raleigh Auto Salvage, Red Thompson’s outfit in Garner. Told him what I needed and one of his gofers and I walked out into the yard and there before us was a 1970 Buick convertible with a pristine left front fender; the same color as Betty’s car. It was February and cold as everything. With both of us running gallons of snot thin as lighter fluid, we got the fender off. I gave Red $200.00 for the complete assembly including the left side of the grille and headlight surround parts. Took a whole day to remove the smashed up fender and install the replacement but it fit and matched perfectly.
Some time later I used part of the scrap fender to make the repair piece I needed to fix the inner fender panel on 1967 Chevelle ver. 1.2

This is a wreck that I almost witnessed, not my own. I was studying in our apartment at 456 S. Kenmore Ave, in L.A. I heard a mighty kerthump outside and went to see what had happened. There was a large furniture box truck setting at an awkward angle in the middle of the intersection. In the front yard of the house cattycorner from our building rested a 1951 Plymouth, its left front corner smashed badly. Inside was a woman dazed to near unconsciousness, fumbling with the controls. She could not tell me her name, but California required that the registration be visible from outside the car, so it was in a windowed holder on the steering column like everyone else’s. I told the lady to just sit still and went to the phone and called her husband after assuring that some other witness had called the cops. The owner, her husband, was a lawyer and I got through to him via a very resistant secretary, told him his wife was in an accident, that I didn’t know if she was hurt or not but that he needed to come to the address I gave him. His only question was “Whose fault was it?” I learned something from that. 
LOOKING AT THINGS


As I peek in my life’s rear view mirror, I realize that a large part of my adult life has been spent just looking at things with the idea that there might be something wrong with them. Am I too critical? I don’t think that’s it; here is a rundown.

The first job I had at Price Motors was to inspect new cars in order to get them ready for delivery. I had to make the factory specified adjustments as well. My last job there as Service Manager was to set up our West Virginia Safety Inspection System and do most of the inspections as well.

Once I was at my duty station in Korea, I was in the Inspection Section, looking over every vehicle which came through our unit to make sure they were fit for delivery to a using unit.

When I worked at Harry Mann Chevrolet in Los Angeles, my main job was to see that the prep guys got the cars right for delivery to the customer.

When Payne & Associates went into manufacturing of inflatable life saving equipment, I became Quality Control Manager and spent my days supervising the 20 or so inspectors looking at and testing the stuff we produced to assure they were of the necessary quality.

After I retired from government service, I went to work at Quality Inspection, looking at NC cars to assure they were safe to drive (at least on the day I saw them). As of December, 2004 I have retired from that job and will find something else to do.

I estimate I have spent a total of 28 years just looking at stuff to see if anything is wrong with it.

So what?

I joined SCCA and what happened? Why, I was drawn magnetically – gravitationally – to the Tech Shed. What we do there is look at cars to make sure they are legal to race; log book current, weight within limits, uniforms, helmets and belts certified. It’s more inspection, isn’t it?

And now it is that my knees and legs have given up on me and I had to quit my job at Quality Inspection. My last day was Dec. 23., 2004. For almost 15 years off and on I worked there diligently; never damaged the underside of a car or was called up by DMV for a wrong move. No one else had worked for Husketh as long as I. And so it was that my knees gave out in January, 2005 and I had to stop looking at things for a living. 
WHO WAS JESUS?


It is not only atheists who doubt the immortality of Jesus. Some other religions and even some Christians are doubters. Science goes either way, depending on how it reads the evidence, although no one doubts that a man with that name lived and preached in what is now Palestine two thousand years ago.


The skeptical among us mostly find their doubtfulness arises from the improbability of a human body arising from death and reappearing to certain adherents of his teachings and then translating directly into space (doubters don’t believe in Heaven, either).


I often stand shocked and amazed at the anger expressed by many of the doubters among us. Anger that Christians actually believe that He is the Son of God; the mortal embodiment of God, the divine Messenger sent by God, the One who can show all of us a way to peaceful acceptance of our mortality and also offer hope for a gratifying afterlife.


Our revolutionary pamphleteer, Thomas Paine, doubted the Jesus story because he could not bring himself to believe that God would rape a 14 year old Arab girl as a way to offer us all a better life after death. He had no inkling that conception stemmed from one tiny, microscopic sperm cell rather than the mass of semen ejected during intercourse. His science had not yet come so far.  We have become able in our current science to manipulate single atoms; to make the IBM logo out of 32 individual hydrogen atoms and then photograph it with a scanning electron microscope; to insert individual sperm cells into fertile women without intercourse. Who will deny that God could not insinuate one microscopic sperm cell into an unsuspecting Arab girl without anyone’s knowledge and without damaging her hymen? Answer: only true atheists, whose religious beliefs don’t count because they don’t have any.

Further, if there had been any infinitesimal shred of Jesus body left on earth after He ascended into heaven; a hair, a bone chip, anything, the doubters among us would have found it by now. The search has been ongoing for two thousand years, has it not?

WHO TO BACK


In eighth grade, I was on my way home from school when just as I was leaving the building I saw two school mates in a fistfight. One was Donnie Brown, one grade behind me and the other was Jerry Sherman, a nearby neighbor when we lived on Fourth Avenue. Donnie had a brother in my class named Sonny with whom I was friends. They lived around the corner on Sixth Avenue.


Donnie was a little bigger than Jerry and Jerry was a gentle type not much bent on fighting. I felt the general unfairness of the situation, Jerry simply trying to protect himself, and Donnie on the attack. I was somewhat surprised that Jerry was so ineffectually defending himself. I interfered and that brought Donnie and me to blows. It settled nothing and Donnie went back after Jerry. The skirmish became a running battle, Jerry trying to get to home and safety, while fending off Donnie whenever I was not able to distract or deter him. I never learned the reason for the fight. Since Donnie’s house was nearer school than Jerry’s the combat ended near Donnie’s home. I simply looked at Jerry, who was thankful to be free of the torment, and turned toward my house, sweaty but undamaged. I thought Donnie’s bullying attitude would not serve him well in life.

When we lived on Fourth Avenue, I had frequently played with Jerry and during the season of Seder, he shared the family’s Matzos with me. I loved the stuff and made a pest of myself over it. I was later cautioned by Mom to refrain from eating so much of it, that it was expensive and the Shermans sacrificed much to have it when other bread was forbidden to them. They were very orthodox Jews.


That orthodoxy cost Jerry later in life. I did not see much of him after going to Castle Heights and later moving away to California. I heard that he fell in love with a non-Jewish girl and when he announced his decision to marry her and would not be deterred by his parents, they held his funeral and totally disowned him, as is the custom among orthodox Jews.


A few years ago I heard that he contracted Alzheimer’s disease and lingered in a rest home until his recent death. I have experience with that situation and so lament for the misery of his loved ones.


Donnie and Sonny had a unique board game which I was sometimes invited to play with them and other youngsters. It was called Gusher, and the board was actually a shallow box about an inch deep and somewhat larger than a Monopoly board. Inside the sealed box were an unknown number of irregular pieces of wood that could be slid about by shaking the box; no knowledge of their position being available. The top surface was printed in color like a map depicting irregular shaped plots of land, each being named for a fictitious oil industry land owner and having a multitude of small holes punched therein. The lots were of varying size and had varying numbers of holes. There was a price on each lot.

There was play money to be distributed before play; the smallest bill was a thousand dollars. The playing piece was a replica of an oil derrick which had a small pin in its center which would just fit the holes punched on the board surface.


Each player in turn had an opportunity to buy a plot of land for the established price and the money went into the pot of undistributed funds kept by the ‘banker’ who was chosen before play commenced. He presented a deed for the land to the player. When next it became a land owner’s chance to play, he could buy more land or drill for oil. He had to give the bank 50,000 dollars to drill. Taking the derrick, he would place it over one of the holes in his plot of land. If the pin hit one of the concealed blocks of wood beneath the board playing surface, he hit a GUSHER. A small marker is placed in the hole and every time it is his turn to play a certain amount is taken from the bank for each gusher. If the pin misses a block, it is deemed a dry hole and the drilling money is lost.


As the game progresses, others try to buy plots and drill in locations thought to be near successful drillings. Players can purchase plots from others during the game for agreed on prices. It is necessary to remember which holes were dry as no record is made of them.


Players can trade for or buy deeds from others to get holes near successful wells. Players in money trouble can sell land to get money to drill in other plots. It gets rough and tumble, just like the traditional oil business. Syndicates and cabals form to put weak players out of the game; then one member of the syndicate can betray the rest to get an advantage. The point is to get a total monopoly. Donnie always did well and often was the winner.


I recently learned that he has retired. His position was that of a vice president of some part of Boeing Aircraft. Not bad for what I thought was a bully bound for trouble all those years ago. 
DESIGN/ILLUSTRATION, Inc.

In 1961, the Aircraft Nuclear Propulsion Program at GE in Evendale, Ohio was cancelled. I was offered a job at the GE facility in Pittsfield, Mass. There they were working on the guidance system for the first Polaris submarine-launched ballistic missile. Since I already had an AEC ‘Q’ clearance, another clearance review would not be needed.  I asked the interviewer what it was like in Pittsfield. He said “Do you like to ski?”  I knew right then that this wasn’t going to be a job I would take.

My supervisor, Ed Price talked to Bill Craft and me about moving to North Carolina and starting an outfit to provide art and design services to a part of the country just beginning to attract industries and the soon to burgeon electronics revolution.


And so it was that we three went to Wilson, NC and formed a company called Design/Illustration, Inc. Ed was President, Bill was Vice President and I was Secretary/Treasurer. It was assumed that all three of us would produce the art and design work; Ed also serving as the salesman since he was the one who knew many businessmen and businesses in the area.


I rented a house at 715 Elizabeth Road as soon as the house in Cincinnati was sold. Virginia and the kids had lived in Williamson while our neighbors tried to sell our house in Cincinnati. They came on down to Wilson as soon as the sale was completed. The Wilson residence was a brick, three bedroom ranch style with a paneled den, an oil-fired furnace and mice.

The business generated about enough money to support one family. Three families were using it. The proceeds of the house sale (not much equity) slowly evaporated. I drew $20.00 a week from the business. Bill and Ed had left their families in Cincinnati and thus had house payments as well as the usual living expenses. Ed was able to live with his folks, but Bill had rent to pay for himself.


The studio over the garage was uninsulated and in summer was so hot that we often waited ‘til dark to work. Ed had to make frequent trips to Cincinnati to keep his wife happy, which cut into his productivity. We had bought a ‘company car’; a Renault 4CV.  Shaped like a VW beetle, it was narrower and had a 750 cc (that’s 45 cubic inches) in-line four engine in back. It would do 70 mph and 48 mpg. On cold days, you had to use the supplied crank to start it.


One of our clients was Rom Watson a tobacco millionaire who became fascinated with fiberglass and built motorboats under the brand name Shearwater. There was little profit in that activity, but he learned that gelcoated fiberglass was ideal for the huge wheeled tubs textile mills used to transport woven and knitted fabric from one place in a mill to another. They had been made of wood for years but those required very expensive finishing inside in order to avoid snags. They were called truck boxes in the trade and Rom was building them by the hundreds in a large converted tobacco warehouse

It was the time of family fallout shelters. JFK himself had recommended that everyone have one in case the Russians attacked with nuclear bombs. TV and books showed how to build one and what they must contain. Ed and Rom thought fiberglass was the ideal solution. A shelter could be prefabricated, of two or no more than four parts, dropped in an excavated hole in the back yard, stocked and backfilled and you were all set.


Bill and I worked out a magnificent solution giving room enough and facilities for four to live in it for a week as long as no one had claustrophobia. It consisted of a top and bottom shell with a chemical toilet built in, a small 12 volt ventilation fan that could run intermittently for a week on one fully charged car battery and storage for food and water. We had given consideration to the earth load over it and a means of accessing it instantly. It would have been the Conrad Hilton of the fallout shelters. It was never built and we never got paid for the work.


John came down with pneumonia and had to be hospitalized. He was only about 1-1/2 years old and terrified in that plastic oxygen tent. I was terrified for him and the expense that was being incurred. I went to the business manager, Mr. Blanchard, and told him my boy was upstairs and I had little or no money to pay for what it was going to cost to treat him; describing the state of our business. He was impressed. He said “Most people come to me after they get the bill.” He asked what I could come up with and I told him $10.00 a week was about our maximum. He said “Fine. Give us $10.00 a week and we will set it up. That won’t take care of the doctor’s bill;; you’ll have to see him about that.” I thanked him and went across the street to the doctor’s office and gave him the same story. The doctor said “Hmmm. My bill will be about $90.00. Whenever you can get it together, send it to me.” I won’t send you a bill. At the time I had not smoked for about six months. I headed straight for the drugstore and bought a pack of Old Golds. In about a year we had them both paid off.


As an aside, Ed’s wife was Peggy Johnson before marriage. Her brother was Seymore Johnson, of whom you all have heard, I suppose. They named an Air Force base for him so heroic were his deeds in WW II.

We did the architectural rendering for the Wilson County hospital then just being financed to replace the little one downtown. For Hackney Brothers Body Company, I did a cutaway rendering of a new type of refrigerated truck body which was the first to use foamed-in-place insulation. I did architectural renderings of several churches contemplating additions, and little branch bank offices that were popping up everywhere.


I was approached by the dean of Atlantic Christian College (now Barton College) for assistance. They had lost their one art commercial instructor and there was a month left in the school term. Would I finish the term of instruction and give the students their final grade? The pay was remarkably good for such a short term of service. I agreed and was briefed by the head of the Art Department, Bill Bennett who also was NC’s director of Travel and Tourism Advertising as well. The students’ final assignments had already been given. I was to assist them in their completion and then grade their final project.


I was told that some were seniors who simply need the credit for graduation and others were actual art students headed for careers in the field. He didn’t say which were which. I figured it out pretty easily as I watched them work in class. Some were eager for criticism and advice;;;, others were lackadaisical and seemed unable to care less about their work, if they did any at all.


The day to turn in their work came and I took all of their work home to grade. The project was to make a water color, tempera or collage poster promoting a vacation activity. Most were easy to grade, some were not so easy and a few were absolutely disappointing, displaying either lack of effort or talent or both.


The following week I returned with the artwork and the grades. Two students got F, two others got D and the rest made C or better. One student got an A. She exhibited actual artistic and creative talent.


The two Fs went to seniors who had signed up for a crip course just to graduate and the F was going to deny them their diploma. They complained to me. I told them to take it up with Bill Bennett; that their work and their attitude were both lousy. I believe he changed their grade so they could graduate. So what!


A short time later the head of the Wilson County Technical Institute approached me for help. Their beginning drafting instructor had left after only a month on the job. “Could I teach Drafting 1?” he said. I told him I would be delighted to if he would supply the teaching materials.


An agreement was struck so that I could do the teaching while the record would show that the fellow with the instructor’s certificate appeared to be doing the teaching.  I would be paid under the table.


I reported to the first evening class to find an eclectic group of about 30 blue collar and below dolts and jerks sitting there ready to learn how to become draftsmen. Some could read and write pretty well, some had problems with that activity. I got the idea I was going to be in for it.


I was pretty short on lecturing and long on using the supplied work books at first. The thing I noticed was that virtually all of them hung on my every word. No one was yawning. Every student had to be full time employed to qualify for admission to the Tech schools when they were first set up. These guys were laborers who had the most menial jobs and wanted out; something better for themselves and their families.


I started off teaching drafting lettering and we progressed to the principles of three-view drawing and then dimensioning. Some struggled mightily to grasp ideas that had never entered their heads before. They had never considered that everything they ever saw in a store that had not been grown by a farmer had been designed one way or another. A few dropped out, unable to progress because they had inadequate grasp of the language they spoke or the concept of putting on paper a shape they couldn’t comprehend.


One of the most gratifying sensations I ever had was to see the light of understanding flash in the eyes of a student when he finally ‘got it’ about some aspect of our study. They would bounce in their seats, bend their head low to the paper and start with their pencils with glee. I loved those guys that stuck it out.

Every one of those who persisted made passing grades at the end of the semester. Their lettering was neat, their projections accurate and their dimensioning precise. The director had found a real instructor by that time and so my tenure as drafting instructor came to an end. Some students actually said “Aw….” When I told them I’d not be there next semester.

Near the end of the business’s life I found in Commerce Business Daily, an ad soliciting bids for Artillery Plotting Paper. I had connections with paper suppliers through our business of brochure and letterhead production. I went to one and asked him if he knew what Artillery Plotting Paper was. He didn’t but gave me a number in Richmond, VA to call. I called and gave them the MILspec number and asked for a price on 300 sheets. I was amazed. It would cost $1500.00 for 300 sheets of the stuff delivered to Wilson. I went to our bank and told them I needed a credit line to buy the paper if I was successful bidder. Amazingly, the manager agreed and even established a ‘90 days same as cash’ account for us. I filled out the bid sheet and asked $2000.00 for the lot. In two weeks I got a letter saying I was the successful bidder; it gave me a drop dead date to deliver and an address at Ft. Bragg to deliver the stuff to. I got the banker to transfer the 15 hundred directly to the supplier and sat back to wait for the 300 sheets of paper to arrive. What could be easier? 


Three days later a Thurston Motor Lines semi rig pulled up in front of the house on Gray Street and the driver asked for me. I came out and he said “Where do you want it?” I said “How big is it?” “Here,” he said, pointing to a crate about a foot thick, and four feet square. I tried to lift one side of it. Couldn’t.


Turns out Artillery Plotting Paper is paper in name only. It is thin sheet aluminum coated on both sides with a veneer of enameled paper marked off in a grid of one inch squares printed in blue.


I cajoled the driver to help lift the crate into the opened trunk of the poor little Studebaker, which squatted seriously with the load of over 300 pounds. The lid could not be closed on it. I tied the lid down with rope and next morning headed for Ft. Bragg.


I drove all over the post with the delivery orders in my hand asking person after person where a certain warehouse was and finally got there. I found the named Lieutenant, showed the delivery order and he was pleased as punch. They really needed the stuff. He got a GI with a fork lift and we extracted the crate. He opened it, saw that it was what he wanted and signed the delivery order.


That afternoon I mailed the signed delivery order to DOD at an address in Georgia. Two weeks later I got a check for $2000.00 and took it to the bank. The manager gave me a check for $500.00 and I deposited it in our account. Neat!

We never landed ‘the big one’.  Ed and Bill moved back to Cincinnati when all the money was gone. I had sold the ’57 Chevy and spent all of that proceeds. I was left there to figure out what I was gonna do to provide for the wife and kids. Virginia had continued to work all this time at first one job and then another using her valuable book keeping skills, keeping us afloat 
EVOLUTION?
To see how things have evolved imagine you are back in 1946 and you’ve saved enough money to buy one of the brand new Chevrolets that are beginning to fill dealers’ lots all across the country. Being young and frugal, you decide you will get a bottom of the line 2-door StyleLine in black.


 You look one over and tell the salesman which one you want, and ask “How much is it?”  He tells you it will cost you $745.00 and if you have $75.00 for a down payment, you can finance the rest over two years.


Back in the office he asks if you want a radio and heater. “Yep.” “Do you want a push button or manual tune radio?” “Push button.”  “The heater; Fresh Air, or the recirculator?”  You choose the Fresh Air heater. He then says “How about arm rests; right side and back seat too?” “Yep.”  “Want a passenger side sun visor?” “Yep.”  “The cigar lighter is only $4.95, want one? Yeah why not? ”Next he asks if you want bumper guards front and rear. He says “Some people call them underriders; they protect the grille and trunk lid in minor collisions.” You go for those too, after all, they are chrome. He adds up the options and says the whole thing comes to $897.50.  You say OK to that and he says there is also $15.00 freight and $13.47 sales tax which brings it to $925.96. “Whew” you say; “that’s close to a thousand dollars.”  You continue: “I guess I’ll go for it, when can I pick it up?”  “We can have all that stuff installed by day after tomorrow.”


On the appointed day, he asks if you want to finance the insurance with the car loan. Oh boy, more expense. And then you gotta register the car, that’s another $15.00 to the state. He hands you the keys telling you that there is 10 gallons of ‘free’ gas in the car and advises you to read the owner’s manual right away. In it you learn that you must return within 500 miles to change out the ‘break in oil’ and thereafter you should return every thousand miles for a grease job and oil change; $4.50. You learn that you car is warranted for 90 days or 3,000 miles and that come fall, you should come in to have anti-freeze put in to replace the water presently in the cooling system; that using Prestone brand will void the warranty on the engine.

So what couldn’t you opt for on your brand new car? Automatic transmission, cruise control, power steering, power brakes, tape or CD player, multiple speakers, turn signals, air conditioning, tinted glass, power windows, seats or door locks, aluminum wheels or even chrome wheel covers. You could not choose the kind of upholstery or its color, nor were carpeted floor mats available. There were no options for the powerplant; 90 horsepower was it. Same goes for tires; they were 6.00 x 16 blackwalls. Pretty stark, huh? There were waiting lists of folks at all dealers ready to grab those things off the truck when they arrived.
DON SAMPSON


Earl Sampson became managing editor of the Daily News. He was slender, dark haired, had a moustche, was somewhat withdrawn and smoked. His wife, Kathryn was a legal secretary. She was big and beefy; with medium brown curly hair, was a fastidious house keeper, and pretty bossy as best I could tell. They had a single son about two years older than I.


I don’t know how we met, or when, but we became playmates before our teen years and shared a fascination for guns and playing war. And there was an ideal place for such games in the empty lot next to their house on Elm Street near where the street curves and steepens toward Fourth Avenue. This lot ultimately became the lot on which Viola’s last home stood. At the time we played together, the lot belonged to the Sampson’s. Don told me they had bought it to provide a playground for him.


We wore out several cap pistols defeating every enemy unit that had invaded America.  We both preferred automatics. Caps came in rolls of fifty that fit inside the grip and pulling the trigger fed a cap to the anvil on which the hammer fell at the end of the trigger pull. The caps came five rolls to the box for a nickel or a dime. These pistols were the first double action semi-automatic pistols; now all the rage among ‘real’ guns.
Hiding in the tall weeds that covered the lot, Don and I would devise tactics sure to bring death and mayhem to the imaginary enemy squad on the other side of the lot.

Don inherited the largeness of his mother and was splendidly proportioned, very unlike scrawny me. He was handsome. When we talked, he always had a distant look in his eyes as if he was seeing something not apparent to me. I loved those war games but wondered what he was seeing.

Having both parents working meant that when school was out we would go directly to the battlefield. My folks didn’t mind my not coming directly home because they knew the Sampsons to be decent folks and Don to be an appropriate playmate for me.

We would get hot and sweaty and Don would offer something to drink and maybe a snack. I was more than willing. He would go to the back door and knock and the housekeeper would tell him through the door that Mrs. Sampson forbade him to come into the house until she got there because if allowed in he would mess up the house. He would cajole and cavil and finally the housekeeper would relent and allow us into the kitchen for water and a slice of bread, never taking her eyes off of us and admonishing us never to reveal that we were allowed in the house under her watch because it would result in her being fired. We were allowed nowhere but in front of the kitchen sink. No problem there.

It was Don I was with when Mom taught us both about the birds and the bees. She had cleared it with the Sampsons and made that clear to us before she commenced. 

As high school arrived for him, Don went off to Randolph Macon Academy. He returned for Christmas holidays and looked magnificent in his dress uniform. It even had a short cape, blue outside and lined in red. The initials RMA were embroidered on his cap and the shoulder of the jacket. He told me with a smile that when others asked what it meant he would reply that it stood for Royal Marine Academy, thus to impress the questioner further.

After I went off to Castle Heights, hoping to become the same impressive figure that Don was, I never saw him again, but from time to time I would learn of him through mutual acquaintances. He had excelled academically at RMA, he had won an appointment to West Point, he had earned his captaincy during combat in Korea; it was a close thing for he was leading a company as a first lieutenant, which for some reason was a negative thing in the officer’s rating system, and finally I learned the other day that he retired from the army a brigadier general and now lives in Florida. Maybe this entry should have been put in the part about “In the Presence of Greatness”.
JIM RUNYON

Jim’s dad owned a furniture store on Second Avenue in Williamson. Jim had red curly hair and freckles. He was lightly built with a jutting lower jaw and not as tall as I. One evening we sat on the curb in front of Runyon Furniture Co., and talked as we waited for his dad to close up for the night. I don’t remember why; we weren’t close pals or playmates.

He talked about his love of music, especially jazz. He thought my appreciation for boogie-woogie and martial music pretty plebian. I think it is also. He wanted to be on radio; he thought his soft smooth voice was what broadcasters wanted. (This was before TV. Hell, it was before FM!).  After I went away to Castle Heights, he got a job at WBTH as a disc jockey. He excelled at it. He once gave the call sign of our little station thus:”This is WBTW B T H, that’s the way you spell it, here’s the way you yell it: Wubthuh!” He became the top night DJ on Cleveland’s major radio station; famous over all of Northern Ohio, West Virginia and Western Pennsylvania, mellifluously subjectivizing about the next piece of night music he was going to spin. And then he died. Again, way too young.
THE GREAT EQUALIZER

In the last half of the 19th century, there came a fellow whose invention became known as “the great equalizer.”  Our American West was wild, untamed and mostly lawless; people had to protect themselves, their loved ones and their property as best they could. The threat to them was multiple; bandits, 

Indians and wild animals abounded. Samuel Colt’s patented six shooter came to be known as the ‘great equalizer, because no matter the size or number of the predators, six bullets in quick succession was at last available to the average guy; he was the equal to any threat.


Times have changed. Pistols can now be had that hold more than ten rounds, and laws regulating 

their possession and use abound, none of which tilts the scales in the favor of innocents and victims. It

has been determined that the more restrictions are imposed on gun use and ownership, the more criminals

are induced to use them against law abiding citizens.


The great equalizer is not, however, gone from us; there is a new one, invented in the first half of the 
20th century that makes all of us, law abiding citizen and criminal alike, equal. It is the traffic light. No matter how good you can drive, no matter how fast your car, you can’t go from point ‘A’ to point ‘B’ in town any faster, legally, than the average Joe in a broken down Plymouth Valliant.
WHAT’S IN A NAME


After WW II, a young engineer in Britain devised a way to adapt overhead valves and a hemispherical combustion chamber to the ubiquitous Ford flat-head V8. It allowed the Ford lorry engine to produce about 25% more power than the 90 it had from the factory. It involved making cast aluminum cylinder heads with much improved breathing using a cast aluminum manifold and larger carburetor. The guy’s name was Zora Arkus Duntov. He called his product the ARDUN Ford.


Some Americans in Britain saw these engines and marveled at the ingenuity of the design. They bought some of his product and shipped them home; later putting them in sprint cars and hot rods. They were practically unbeatable no matter how much the flat-head Fords were modified. They were a phenomenon. When fans heard a race was going to have one or more of these Ardun Fords in it, they came in droves.


In 1953 Ed Cole was finalizing the new overhead valve V-8 1955 Chevrolet engine design and induced Mr. Duntov to sell his company and come to work for GM. Mr. Duntov first induced Chevrolet to produce a performance cam that featured a comparatively low lift but a very wide duration and overlap. It allowed considerably higher rpm without floating the valves. Since rpm makes horsepower, it was widely accepted by drag racers and the legendary “096” camshaft was born. The 096 was the last three digits of its part number.


The first Chevrolet engine to be built to his specifications was the one like I had in the 57 convert. It featured 10:1 compression, polished valve heads, enlarged ports, long duration cam and 2 four barrel carburetors; the Duntov engine.


This success moved Mr. Duntov into the performance development divisions of GM. He was largely responsible for Chevrolet’s racing successes; road racing, round track and all out top speed efforts, from the mid-50s into the 1980s. As the limit was being reached in development of the basic Chevrolet blocks, his interest changed to handling and the CERV 1 and 2 were his products. Chevrolet Engineering Research Vehicles 1 & 2 were the first cars to achieve over 1 g of cornering ability. Much of the tire development of the last 20 years is directly traceable to his work on those cars. RIP
BILL MOLNAR


One Sunday, Reverend Allard introduced Bill who was to offer the sermon for that day. A small, pudgy fellow who walked with difficulty, bespectacled with Santa Claus cheeks and wearing a short beard, came forward and began to speak.


From his mouth came words soft, flowing and melodic. But also came to me a sense of utmost gentle love and affection for those before him. I can’t remember a single word he spoke that day. It doesn’t matter. His effect upon me was something that must have been akin to those few who had the singular honor to be in Jesus’ presence all those centuries ago.


After the service I shook hands with him and our eyes met; some kind of unfathomable bond formed. I was always gratified when I found him present at later services and always made a point to speak to him.


Some months ago, he suffered a stroke, but recovered sufficiently to commence attending services again, using a cane. Today however, January 23, 2003, we attended Bill’s funeral at Westwood. It was there I learned that he had been born in Hungary in the 1920s, that his family had immigrated to Canada, foreswore Catholicism and been charter founders of the Hungarian Baptist Convention. He had been a Baptist minister his whole adult life, even serving as president of the Hungarian Baptist Convention.


Now he is gone to be with God. If God was ever honored by someone’s presence it was when Saint Peter opened the Pearly Gates for Reverend Bill. I miss my darling Betty, but I miss Bill Molnar too.
JOHN C. LEWIS)

In the 1930s John was a San Diego YMCA swimming instructor. He was stocky and muscular. One of his students was Esther Williams, who some of you may remember as a beautiful swimmer and actress.


When WW II began, John was drafted into the navy. He served as gunner/radioman on a PBY in the Pacific theater. His plane was damaged during a raid on a Japanese held island. With half the crew dead it limped back to base, and crash landed. John was nearly cut in half in the wreck and lost his right leg below the knee.

He spent a year and a half in the hospital. “For the first year, I prayed each day that I would die.” Fitted with a new plastic leg, he was in San Francisco when the Japanese surrendered. He was in a hotel hospitality/celebration room filled with roaming drunken celebrants both civilian and military. He took is dummy leg off and stood it in the corner as it was still uncomfortable to wear.  By the time the celebrants had all left to sleep off their carousing, he could not lift the hollow leg because it was full of coins and bills. Such was the appreciation for his sacrifice for our country.


He got a job with an Olds dealer in San Diego and attended GM Tech when I did. He roomed in the house next door to me and we became good friends. He had transportation solved because the dealer let him pick up a new Olds at Lansing and use it ‘til the term was over when he would then drive it back to California. Being brand new it was more reliable (and a helluva lot faster) than my 1946 98 and so we went places together often. Since he was some years older than his classmates, he was awarded the moniker Dad.
 He was an admirer of female pulchritude, as was I. He would pronounce, upon seeing an especially pretty girl: “She deserves all of the rights and privileges of a full grown woman,”  I think I know what he meant. Once in a bar in Flint he was accosted by a drunk who thought he was barging in on his gal. John pushed him against the wall beside the bar and lifted him with up off the floor with only one hand clutching his coat front. Everyone in the place was stunned. He whispered something to the guy and let him drop. The guy grabbed his girl and fled. He would not tell me what he said, but I have imagined all sorts of things.
MISTAKEN IDENTITY
While in school at Art Center School in L.A., I once accompanied classmate George Shoemaker to his bank during lunch hour so he could cash his GI Bill allotment. I had never been to that bank before and have no idea why he chose one so far out of the way from our school and residences.

It was a cramped little place, on a busy corner. It was no more than eight feet from the outer wall to the tellers’ counter. There were benches along the outer wall, on one of which, I took a seat while George got in the short line before one of the tellers.

The teller looked at me numerous times and when George got his turn at the window, considerable conversation took place between him and the teller lady; more than would be expected for a simple check cashing transaction.
Finally outside once again, getting into George’s car, he said “You had a close call” “What?” I replied. “Yesterday this bank was held up. The teller said you looked exactly like the robber, clothes and all. I assured her that I was with you all day yesterday in class, and she took my word for it.” I said “Whew!”

Since Art Center did not take attendance, there would have been no official way to prove I was there instead of holding up the bank, if it had come down to that. Ya never know.
At one time during the Reagan years, a guy named Tom Foley, a Democrat, was Speaker of the House of Representatives. Some of the things he did during his tenure aside from striving mightily to thwart Reagan’s economic plans were worthy of remark. He was on an airliner bound for his home state of Washington and went up and down the aisle cadging money from other passengers to buy additional drinks. When his state legislature enacted a term limits law which would have unseated him at the next election, he sued the state in federal court to overturn the law. He lost the next election anyway and the suit became moot. At any rate these kinds of things got him a good bit of notoriety and TV face time.
As I was inspecting a car at the inspection station, a gentleman continued to eye me with curiosity. As I finished he spoke to me saying “I was curious about you, you look exactly like Tom Foley; you know who he is don’t you?” I replied “Yeah, I do, but tell me, do I look as stupid as him or thatas crooked?” The gentleman grinned sheepishly.
FACE

One of the men Dad worked with at Williamson Supply Co. was the office manager, Elvin Smith. He had a son about a year older than I named Elvin Jr. By the time we got in school he had acquired the name Babyface, derived from his family nickname Baby: used to distinguish him from his father.

It was impossible to refer to him in school as Baby and so Babyface arose. He was gangly and lantern jawed and did not much like the nickname but could not cancel it. He was not too smart, but was imaginative and active. He would probably have been diagnosed as A.D.D. these days.

When I earned my second dollar at about age 6, I went downtown and bought the most pocket knife that princely sum would cover. It must have had 5 or 6 blades of all kinds. On the way home I met Babyface and showed it off to him. He being what he was, grabbed it from my hand, opened the main blade and started cutting a woody shrub growing by the sidewalk. I didn’t want him to mess up my nice shiny knife and told him to stop it, grabbing for the knife at the same time. Naturally the knife slipped and in doing so, cut a generous flap of skin on the top of my left thumb which bled alarmingly. Even cheap knives are razor sharp when new.
He instantly wiped off the blade closed it and gave me the knife with advice that I better go home. He went the opposite direction. I pressed the flap of skin back over the wound and went home. Mom called the doctor and off we went to his office. He cleaned the cut and put a stitch in the center of the flap and wrapped the whole thing up. My left thumb carries the scar of that episode to this day. It reminds me of Jimmy Hoffa’s advice: “Any street fighter knows you charge a gun but run from a knife.” He said that after he disarmed a man who tried to shoot him in a courtroom some years before he disappeared.

Anyway, as the years wore on, Babyface had to repeat a grade and thus ended up in my 7th grade science class. By then he had become known as simply ‘Face’. I recall the day that we were studying the moon as we knew it at the time. The teacher had explained its size, orbit and distance from us; that since it had far less gravity than Earth, it would have no water and thus not support any kind of life. Face raised his hand and after being recognized said “Why can’t we put a hose up there so it can have some water?” The class and the teacher were struck dumb for a painful few seconds.

I lost track of Face after I went off to military school, but in the 1960s I was driving past Fairview in Williamson on one of our visits home when I saw him working on a beat up moped engine in front of a greasy floored ex-gas station. I stopped in and visited for a few minutes. It was his shop and he was in the motorcycle repair business; sort of, judging by the condition of the place. There was a jazzy Harley parked inside. It was his pride and joy.
COINCIDENCE

The nautical term yardarm came about long ago. It is the name for a horizontal pole or beam used to support the sails which were referred to as yards.. The largest ships when the term came into use had three masts, each supporting three yardarms, for a total of nine yards. With a good following, quartering breeze, the captain would be able to have all sails unfurled catching maximum wind and attaining maximum speed. Sailors referred to the full sail condition as the ‘whole nine yards’.

The term came into common, everyday use thereafter to imply something to the maximum extent. For instance one might say about betting all remaining funds that he bet the whole nine yards.

In WW II American fighter planes were fitted with six or as many as eight .50 caliber machineguns. The War Department allowed as how each gun must have 300 rounds when fully loaded. This provided about 20 or 25 seconds of continuous fire, and yet was not so much that the guns would overheat and self destruct. Pilots were trained to fire only two or three second bursts but sometimes the tension of the moment or tactical situation made men forget to let off the firing button.

Now it just happens that .50 caliber ammunition, when linked into 300 round allotments, measures almost exactly 27 feet. Do you know how many yards are in 27 feet? When a fighter pilot said he put “The whole nine yards” into a target, everyone knew what he meant. And now, you do too.
THE STRONGEST MAN


Bill Busby was the strongest man I ever knew. He was square jawed, broad shouldered and pretty muscular, but that’s not the kind of strong I am thinking about.


A Canadian citizen, he served in the Canadian Air Force during WW II, navigator on a PBY patrol plane. He later emigrated to the US and earned citizenship, working in a multitude of engineering jobs with companies like Little Fuse, Inc. He became an IBMer and moved to Cary with some of the first to occupy IBM’s Research Triangle facility. His specialty was reliability engineering. Whenever a designer brought a newly developed component to show off to a group of other engineers, Bill sometimes would drop the thing ‘by accident’. If it survived, he complimented the designer, if it did not, he needn’t comment; it was clear the thing would not survive in the real world.

We hit it off, I admiring his acumen, management talents and philosophy; he appreciating my willingness to listen. His sense of humor tended toward subtlety; there was nothing gross about him. Virginia and his wife Janis got along well together as well and we would often visit each other after church for hours of coffee and conversation on subjects from politics to scientific breakthroughs, to social upheavals. Bill had a grasp on all of them.

He brooked no BS. He was a hard taskmaster with his employees and his family, demanding what seemed unreasonable performance by those for whom he was responsible. He was a perfectionist in many ways, demanding that Janis fold his socks exactly so. Yet his spoken philosophy was much different. He once told me that when you have an employee whom you want to paint a wall, you do not explain how to pry the lid off the can or how to stir the contents or how to dip the brush. Just tell him to paint the wall; if he fouls up the job have him do something besides paint.


He explained his philosophy about employee transfers. He said “When another department is going to get one of your people, send him the best one you have. You’d be surprised how much help that will be in the future, your guy likes you for the promotion, his boss likes you because he got an employee who makes him look good and he will be surprised at how capable your people are.”


Bill had little or no sentimentality in him. The pain of an injured son or daughter affected him only in a fix-it mode; no expression of sympathy would be forthcoming. I believe he feared nothing and respected only that which could defeat him in whatever endeavor was in play.


Bill could not betray a friend, lie to an acquaintance or cheat a stranger, nor would he back down in a confrontation involving principles. He admired loyalty. He was strong in character; the all important measure of a man.


His body betrayed him and he would not let it control his fate. He decided that others were not going to be in charge of his maintenance or fate, not doctors, not nurses, not family. He chose to pick his own time of dying and way of death; a bullet to his head in the basement of the house he designed. He cared not about the shock and sadness it would bring to those who loved him. He had no truck with sentimentality…. Strong.
AND THE BEST MAN

And now Brother George is gone. Breathed his last about 10:00 pm December 17, 2004; 5 days past his 77th birthday.. He outlived Dad by about 3 years; not in keeping with actuarial expectations which should have given him about 3 more years. I’ve listed elsewhere the multiple maladies that beset him in just over a year. It is as if evil was saving up to hit him all at once. I don’t understand it. He was the model of decency, healthy, brilliant, creative, multi-talented, and honorable; the kind of man the world needs. About the last full sentence he said to me without prompting by a question was “I never intentionally did anything to hurt someone else.”  When I was not his match physically, I hated him. When I grew taller than he, I loved and admired him.  He and JoAn were always good, gracious and generous to me. I never envied anything about him except his art ability and creativity, which he didn’t need and used only for his own entertainment

and which I surely could have to put to good use. God, rock him gently in your arms, please.
BEST MAN’S SON


George and JoAn tried to have a baby for about 10 years and decided to adopt. In 1963 or 4 they finally got a bouncing baby boy they named George Christian Keadle. Within less than a year JoAn was pregnant with what was to become Jennifer JoAn Keadle. They say that happens often; something about being too uptight – I don’t know…..


Anyway, they practiced the best of good parenting on both kids and seemed to be raising a well balanced, secure family. Chris being bright, stubborn and willful, Jennifer bright, sunny and adaptable.


When it was the proper time, they explained that he had been adopted; did and said all of the specified Dr. Spock stuff to help him adapt to the news. I personally don’t think it worked with him.


As the years went on Chris exhibited increasing negative traits; they attributed it to ‘low self-esteem’. I don’t know about that stuff, but he was an outstanding dirt biker in his teens, even competing in state competitions and finishing well. On one visit I found him with a ¼ inch drill and his bike, trying to decide where to drill to make it lighter (there were few places left on the bike for that process). Another time I visited to help him do a valve job on his first car. We found it was going to need new lifters as well, and his funds had been spent. He had a friend who would sell him a spare set for next to nothing but it required a trip across town. He had already exhibited a less than stellar driving habit and so was forbidden to use the family car. JoAn offered to drive him to his friend’s house, but he refused; it being impossible for him to be seen chauffeured by ‘Mom’. He would forego finishing his car before that. The impasse was solved by my offering to drive him; me not being ‘mom’. Now that’s stubborn.


As he matured he became more dissolute. One summer he came down here to help me paint the 1967 Chevelle, ver. 2.0. He had just finished a course at a tech. school on body work and was excellent at it. While here, he consumed almost a case of beer a day, and evenings talked on the phone with a girlfriend in Pittsburgh for hours. The paint job was a good one, but the phone bill nearly killed us.


In conversations with George over the years I learned that he became more and more estranged from his family and untrustworthy, He developed Crone’s disease and that was exacerbated by his drinking. It made him lose job after job due to unexplained absences. When penniless they let him live at home until he began stealing to support a whiskey/drug habit. He was everafter not allowed to be alone in their home; he had stolen and sold nearly all of George’s gun collection, among other things.


Around year 2000, they got a call from a doctor in Florida. She had used her MD credentials to open a sealed adoption file and find her illegitimate son. That began a series of discoveries about his origins that had to be devastating to Chris. He was hooked up with his biofather, an operator of a small airport in WV. He was offered a job at the airport and flying lessons if he wanted them. He was given a home inspection business in FL by the husband of his biomother. He was back in PA within several months. Nothing worked.


And so it was that he was found dead in his rooming house on January 3, 2005. I don’t know if it was nature, or suicide, or dope that did him in. With his record it could be anything. The best laid plans of mice and men often gang aglee.. I firmly believe that his final undoing was being connected to his biological parents. RIP.
TALKING TRASH


The stereotypical consensus is that all men think about having sex about ten times a day. And I am not one to argue with that holding. Advertising is geared to the concept and the institutions that cater to that desire are many. There must be some otherwise normal men who don’t fit the mold. I suspect most Catholic priests don’t fit the premise, and I am sure there are some otherwise ordinary guys who look upon overt attempts at titillation, suggestive commercial activities; in print, on film or CD, which is intended to arouse; suggestive garb such as is sold at Victoria’s Secret and subtle or not so subtle inferences in advertising as simply trash and are turned off by it. They are repelled by TV which portrays young people as heroic smart alecs who sass their parents and insult their friends; emulating the slutty garb of their musical idols. Much to the consternation of some of those who are or were close to me, I am such a one. Is there something wrong with me? If so, what? 

Years ago Bob Debardalaben was a fixture around the Raleigh area hosting a number of shows on WRAL TV. It came to pass that I got to know him through attending high school ball games and his connection to the NC Egg Marketing Association; sometimes acting as their spokesman. Bob’s voice is one of those rare ones which is instantly recognizable and carries especially well even in low tones. He once invited me to attend a double feature skin flick, which surprised me since we were only casually acquainted and had little in common outside our kids’ sports activities. We went one evening and saw “Vixen”, which at the time was all the rage and some other awkward, highly suggestive movie featuring large boobs, high heels and lots of lacy straps. I sat there mostly repelled by what was on the screen and wondering what in hell did Bob get out of it. Later, much later, I deduced that he had thought if I were to see an hour and a half of that tasteless, repulsive stuff, I‘d be more likely to want to take Virginia to bed.

Today young teenage girls, if they are slender, wear clothes that intentionally show the midriff. That was how sluts dressed a generation ago, it was trashy then and trashy now. 
There is much else that is trashy, of course and I am just as repelled by it. I perceive the erosion of customary decency exemplified by MTV, youth music idols and many sitcoms to be a serious threat to national survival. During the 2000 presidential campaign, a panel of women commentators; leading lights of feminine success in the media, were discussing the female view of the two candidates. They referred to Al Gore’s ‘package’. They were not talking about his garb, general appearance, personality and political views; they were discussing the wad in his crotch!  How disgusting is that?
Dancing was instituted as a mode of courtship, probably before recorded history. It always implied affection toward and desire for the partner.  Though spinning and swaying, stepping forward and back, the partners were at arms’ length. Then ‘clutch and hug’ dancing became acceptable, among all but the most devout Baptists :-). Holding the partner close raised the sensual level higher and the more the partners were attracted to each other, the tighter they gripped one another “Dancing Together Cheek to Cheek” so to speak. OK, it was still wooing of a decorous sort. Today the dancers do not make any pretext at mannerly courting; they instead go through all of the motions involved in copulation of the most energetic kind right out there for one and all to see with or without a partner. They do their best when the TV cameras are on them. Trashy is inadequate. 

I probably do some trashy things myself if I am judged by those with a higher level of taste and decorum than that which I possess. It has become, in the eyes of many, a trashy thing as well as stupid, to smoke. The activity is concentrated among we of low intellect, inferior education, low standards of conduct and low income. Many of these same people who condemn my smoking will revel in titty bar activities, buy suggestive underwear for their sleep-in girlfriends, read Hustler and rent porno movies. What must I think about all of that? 
MORE IMPRESSIVE NOW THAN THEN
The Korean who had the 'contract' to provide laundry service to the GIs in the 568 Ord HM Co. was called Sam. He had a crew of Korean women who washed our clothes after he collected them each week. He would gather clothes from about 3 or 4 squad tents each day and bring them back a week later. The washing was done, believe it or not, by soaking the clothes in a nearby stream and beating them with a stick. No soap. They were then wrung out and line dried. Since every GI had the last 4 numbers of his army serial number stamped inside his shirts and pants, it was simple for Sam to tie each one's clothes up in a bundle tagged with a name (in Korean) that Sam would assign to each of us.

Sam was also the manager of all of the house boys. Each tent had a house boy who kept the tent and its contents straight and clean. They shined shoes, swept up, made up the cots and so on. They were forbidden to go to the potable water trailer and fill our canteens, however. Each GI in a tent contributed about a dollar a week to pay the house boys.


About once a month, some house boy would be driven out of the compound for stealing from a GI. It might be money or it might be something readily converted to cash on the black market. Our house boy, Jimmy, was never accused; his Korean name was Kong Sung Dok. Koreans give their last name first, like Keadle Charles Richard, so his family name was Kong. He was a fine youngster about 12 years old. His build was what one would call stout. Not fat but well filled out and very strong. Sometimes he would wrestle with one or the other of the guys in the tent. Though giving up stature and weight to any of us, he held his own in every encounter. We got along very well and he seemed to take special care of my stuff.

When I was about to go on R & R to Japan, I was approached by Sam. He was nervous and began the conversation in a round about way, feeling out how I would react to doing him a big favor that was not exactly legal. He explained that it was impossible for a Korean to buy anything from outside the country and then import it. Martial law is like that. I was sympathetic to his dilemma. He gained confidence and finally showed me a wad of Military Payment Certificates (MPCs). This was the money GIs were paid in and was only supposed to be circulated within American activities, like the PX, the NCO club and so on. It naturally got into the Korean economy pretty fast, illegal or no, because it was what GIs bought stuff on the black market and paid their whores with. Sam wanted me to buy him some fabric and sewing materials in Japan while I was there. He showed me a catalog with a sewing machine in it. He needed that sewing machine. His 'contract' included tailor services along with the laundry. He showed me a catalog with fabrics and sewing accessories in it, each desired item marked.

I agreed to do what I could for him. He gave me $760.00, a princely sum in 1953, for even we wealthy GIs. He got me a second GI duffel bag to take with me to Japan, packed along with my clothes and the catalogs.

While in Tokyo, I exchanged Sam's $760.00 into Japanese Yen and got Sally to take me to the places from whence the catalogs had come. I bought each item Sam had marked and packed it into the spare duffel bag. I bought the sewing machine and had it packed and mailed to myself back in Korea. When I returned to Korea, Sam met me at the tent and I gave him the duffel bag stuffed with all of the items he had asked for plus the little bit of change from the purchases.. He was so grateful he had tears in his eyes.


About a week later I had a package at mail call. It was a big, heavy box; everyone wondered what my folks had sent me. Sam showed up as if by magic. The grapevine works in all languages. Again he was effusively grateful. He explained that several times earlier he had gotten GIs to 'shop' for him in Japan, but they never came back with as much stuff as his money should have bought. I was the only one who had not stiffed him.

About the time I was going to rotate back to the states, Jimmy came to me and said "Sam say "When you home go. Jimmy syanatta." He had been advised that he would be better off not working in the tent housing the staff of the Inspection Section anymore because in Sam's estimation, I was the only decent GI left in the unit. The implication was that the newer GIs were not ones to house boy for. Things had changed after the Armistice and the attitude and conduct of the GIs had also. The implication of that compliment becomes dearer to me with the passing years.

Another thing happened as my time to depart approached. I was relieved of duty a week before departure, which was standard practice because one's time would be consumed going to the medical and legal and personnel facilities to get cleared to depart.
​
On my last day at work, the Japanese, Pak, who managed the indigenous personnel in the Inspection Section approached with a large box during lunch hour. We had a bout 15 Koreans who did most of the grunt work in our section. I had worked with them for about a year and got to know all of them by nickname. They were all industrious and always anxious to please. They had learned their jobs well and though they got in arguments with, or more rightly chewed out by, some Inspection GIs, I never had a cross word for any of them.

Pak said, in his best pigeon English that the crew wanted me to have a gift for remembrance and in thanks for having the pleasure to work for and with me.


I opened the box and revealed a huge tea set. It was not your father's tea set. The pieces were all made of brass garnered from melted down shell casings. It had about a dozen pieces to it. A large round tray, a hinge lidded coffee pot, a hinge lidded tea pot, sugar and cream pitchers, with lids, each with a little saucer in which it rested  and a finger bowl. The parts were sand cast, turned on a lathe and hammered into shape. The handles and base rings were soldered into place. Every piece was decorated over the entire surface by chisel and hammer with dragons, ivy vines and Korean symbology. Hinges were delicately crafted with little clipped nails for pivot pins.

I was stunned. Someone, a gifted craftsman, had hand made the whole thing and those guys in the Inspection Section had paid dearly to have him do it. There was no such thing as a store that sold that kind of stuff in a nation virtually destroyed by a war that had seen its capitol city fought over and occupiedoccupied four separate times in three years. They were all smiles as I admired the things. Sgt. Taylor, who was pulling his second tour in Korea (he liked it there) said "I never seen anybody else get a goin' away present from the gooks afore."

The tea set languished in Williamson for years, we not being able to cart it along with us as we moved from place to place establishing our family and life. It was finally discarded without my knowledge after it had corroded into a nearly unrecognizable mess. It is now that I miss it. It is now that it has become in my mind a symbol of some good effect I had on others, strangers, foreigners in a war-torn world. I ask myself, "Why did they do that?" What was it I did that brought them to that point? It was certainly nothing I consciously did. 

HEROES
Most everyone has at least one hero. As a child, probably your first hero is Dad as long as he claims you and doesn't abuse you. By the time you learn that Dad was more human than hero;; that he had pluses and minuses in his conduct, intellect and personality, one casts about elsewhere for heroes. Celebrities enter one's consciousness because of heroic deeds recounted by the media in the performance of their specialty if it is one you wish to emulate. Anyone ever heard of Wilbur Shaw? As one matures, those kinds of heroes fade in importance as one becomes aware that those heroes too, are often more human than heroic. (Think O. J. Simpson).


At some point in one's maturing process, it becomes clear that a successful hero figure must be one whose total history is overridden by one or several deeds or accomplishments or conducts that general opinion finds is so important that the hero's humanity with all its negatives pales to insignificance.

It is at that point that one lands on true heroes, i.e. The Founding Fathers, Lee and Grant, the host of warriors like Eisenhower and McArthur who fought in WW I and WW II. All these worthies yet fail to provide a feeling of personal connection to the self, and one must still search the memory for individuals who can qualify as actual personal heroes. I have four such. Simply mentioning the names of two will serve to explain why I chose them.


Charles Lindbergh. He had an idea and talent and had the bravery born of solid logic. (And he needed the prize money.)

Charles (Chuck) Yeager. He is the reason the term "The Right Stuff" exists. 

The other two may need more explaining


Charles Kettering. When you turn that key and the car starts, thank Mr. Kettering. I must add that you or someone you know has been touched by cancer. Any help with the disease which that person got probably was developed at Memorial Sloan Kettering Cancer Institute in New York. 'nuf said. That our birthdays coincide was not known to me when I met him.


Charles XII of Sweden. Read the book “Twelve Against the Gods” and you'll know.

The one distinguishing characteristic of these men was that they had a degree of bravery, in the enterprises for which they are famed, which their faint-of-heart contemporaries would call foolhardy.

Now, you probably have noticed all these guys were Charlies, like me. I assure you that when they became my heroes, I wasn't Charlie, I was Dick.
BIREFRINGENCE

There is a characteristic of some plastics that when exposed to light that includes the ultraviolet frequencies it will display a rainbow of colors when pressure is applied to the surface. You have probably noticed the effect on some touch screens. In some of these materials, the color is directly related to the pressure applied.

When I worked at Payne & Associates, Hal conceived of the idea that the principle could be used to devise a test method for pilot helmets. He assigned John Crook and me the task of putting the idea into practice. It would be a means to determine which helmets best distributed the impact of a collision providing safer designs with empirical data instead of using intuition.

We first found the plastic which responded to pressure most intensely and learned how to make it in ¼-inch thickness in useful amounts. Meanwhile, I was using the phone to scrounge up as many different types of government and civilian helmets as could be considered.


 Using a platform of 1/2–inch steel, we constructed a spring loaded arm as long as the average male torso, which would accept a helmet on its free end and an ‘axe-head’ onto which the helmet would fall when released by a lanyard. Along-side was mounted a strobe light intended to flash at the instant a helmet, coated on its front half with the birefringent plastic, struck the ‘axe-head’. A Polaroid camera was aimed at the point of impact and when the test room was absolutely darkened, its shutter was fixed open.

It required many, many tests to get the timing of the impact and strobe flash to coincide. Most ordinary switches were too slow and technology had not yet brought us to the age of micro-circuits and other commonplace electronics such as we have today. We succeeded in devising a two-stage lanyard that released the arm and strobe at microscopically different times.


After a ‘strike’ the film would be ejected from the camera and the room lit again. Anticipation was high as we waited for the old-style Polaroid picture to develop. Many detail adjustments were required to get a satisfactory result, but the color rainbows showed clearly which helmets concentrated the energy at the point of impact and others that spread the energy widely around and over the helmets. Turned out that the best of those we could get for testing was the old fashioned leather helicopter pilot helmet, LPH-1. Oh well.   
STUNNED

At the end of September, 2000, I got a letter from the Sovereign Grand Inspector General of the Scottish Rite, Southern Jurisdiction, U.S.A. It informed me that I was to receive the 33rd degree along with many other Scottish Rite Masons at the 200th anniversary celebration of Scottish Rite in Charleston, SC in October, 2001.

Now the 33rd degree has always been to me an honor bestowed only upon the most deserving and productive of Scottish Rite Masons, those who have contributed much to their community and to the Brotherhood by serving in many of the multitude of offices, working on committees, acquiring candidates for the degrees and performing in much of the degree work not only in Scottish Rite, but also in their Blue Lodges; men like Eddie Styles, Hiram Casebolt, Jack Howard, Dewey Crutchfield and Harry Holland, to whose Light in Masonry I could not hold a candle.

Having done little of that over the years, I sincerely believe that the honor is beyond any I deserve, and I had originally intended to refuse to accept it;; in-as-much as bestowing that honor upon me would cheapen it. On the other hand, to refuse would be an insult to those who had proposed and voted upon my nomination, would it not?

A long conversation with a Mason whom I deeply respect and whose knowledge of all aspects of Masonry is nearly unlimited caused me to decide to accept the White Cap, the pin and the honor.


If I live long enough to attend the ceremony in Charleston, I plan to give a little speech to my brothers at the next following Scottish Rite meeting in the Valley of Raleigh.

Brethren: Admiral Jim Stockdale is a hero of a generation ago. He suffered countless years of torture as a POW after being shot down over North Vietnam. Another of his admirers, Ross Perot, chose the Admiral to be his running mate in the 1992 general election, as much for his devotion to duty, unquestioned patriotism and honorable conduct as it was for his suitability as a vice president. In his acceptance speech, Admiral Stockdale began by saying: "I'm Jim Stockdale. What am I doing here?" As regards the 33rd Degree, I echo his words

In the 15th Degree, there is a passage where Zerubabel says in effect "The honors and awards that are in the power of men to bestow are of little value to me." I cannot say I entirely agree.

The last line of a hymn in the Baptist Hymnal goes much like this "And if I should win any praise, let the glory go to God.


Thank you.

If my friends and relatives cared about Masonry, they would share my surprise, embarrassment, and pride at this humbling turn of events. As best as I can tell, except for my dear Betty Jo, no one I am related to or any acquaintance outside of my Masonic Brethren gives a damn about Masonry. And poor Betty can’t know about this or anything else in her present condition. Some do accept the Fish Fry and Bar B Q tickets I give them, however.
WHAT N. J. BURELL TAUGHT ME


In Man and the Universe Mr. Burell taught me that if you put a human in a big blender, hit the puree button and then did a chemical analysis of the contents, you wouldn’t be able to distinguish it from a sample of ordinary sea water.


I also learned that the extent of living things on Earth is so limited that if you imagined Earth to be a basket ball, life on the ball would consist of a thin green slime on the surface, much like its condition if left out in the grass for several warm, damp nights. You see, virtually all living things on Earth exist within 8,000 feet of sea level, up or down. That is one sixteen thousandth of Earth’s diameter.


And I also learned that anywhere in the universe that a ball of Earth’s size and makeup, orbits a star of our sun’s size at the same distance, given sufficient time, life will appear. It will be carbon based but not necessarily look like us (or even like dinosaurs).


He didn’t teach me this: God’s laws of physics press forward toward life inexorably and unavoidably, and if we were to disappear tomorrow, there would be other us’es on other planets in the universe doing His bidding and breaking His heart as has continuously happened since He burst the original singularity an unknowably long time ago.
CHOICES
Everyone makes choices by which they will conduct their lives. They will, for instance choose to avoid some kinds of foods, or wear only certain kinds of clothes. Often the choices are made by chance but sometimes they are conscious decisions made for the purpose of pointing their lives in a particular direction. That's how one's career is usually chosen; you want to be a doctor, or a lawyer, or a brick layer.


Other choices are made, one hopes, to make life more pleasant or entertaining. That's usually how hobbies and vices come into one's life. Little consideration is given in the beginning as to whether the chosen avocations or entertainments will be ones that can be pursued for life or at least until the fascination wears off.

In any case, one's natural bent and pure chance plays a large part in the selection of those latter choices. As I grew up, I made a series of choices without regard to the long term expectations of them. I chose not to be a womanizer, I chose not to gamble, I chose to shun pornography, I stayed away from golf, and I chose not to drink meaningful amounts of alcohol and to shun all of those other drugs called dope. Those were the 'negative choices' I made. On the 'positive' side, I chose to smoke, I chose to go the hot rod route in respect to cars, I gave in to my affinity for guns and shooting and I chose to make my living bending over a drawing board.

Now, think about how the world has evolved since about 1945. Womanizing and pornography has practically replaced baseball as the national pastime. There is meaningful pressure to decriminalize drug use; which is the precursor to national acceptance; state sponsored gambling and casinos are all the rage. Automobiles are built in such a way as to make it nearly impossible to alter their performance and still be DOT/EPA legal. Hardly an eating establishment exists without a liquor license but nearly all forbid smoking. It's more condemnable to smoke than it is to get a B*** J** in the Oval Office. The only thing more reviled than cigarettes are guns and gun owners. The drawing board of today is a keyboard; those who are our present day artists don't know what paste up means or what a Rapidograph is, much less what it's used for. Guess I chose wrong a lot. 
OUR FIRST NEW CAR
            The1955 Chevy Del Ray was a special version of the mid-range 210 two door sedan that was fitted with color matched all vinyl upholstery in a unique square pleated pattern.
I had ordered it exactly as I wanted it, Cashmere Blue, V8 with Power Pack, (4 barrel carburetor and dual exhausts), three speed on the tree (there was no such thing as an American floor shift or four speed transmission in those days) with Borg Warner overdrive. It was also fitted with front fender moldings and rear bumper for a '55 Nomad station wagon, which I then had installed upon arrival. Only the Bel Aire had moldings on the front fender and door and so I felt the Nomad moldings, unique to that model, was a nice addition on the Del Ray. The Nomad had its license plate mounted on the bumper with lamps mounted in the bumper guards. I then was able to remove the license plate bracket and lamp from the deck lid, fill the holes and repaint.

Chevrolet had offered electric wipers for the first time in '55 but they were limited to only two speeds, (too slow and too fast) so I ordered an after market dual fuel pump and appropriate switch that provided vacuum for the wipers under load and offered infinitely variable speed selection. 

I also ordered a radiator for a Powerglide (Automatic transmission) that had a transmission oil cooler in it. I used it to create an engine oil cooler instead by tapping into the oil filter connections. Oil filters were not standard equipment in those days and so fittings were placed on the engine which allowed connection to the oiling system when an after market filter was desired.  This mod made it possible for me to remove the engine cooling fan, reducing noise and adding available power without the engine overheating. Everyone was amazed. I admit that in traffic jams I would shut the engine off.

Since it had overdrive, the rear axle speed ratio was lower than on other versions (4.11:1 as against 3.78:1 for manual transmission versions) which gave the car superior acceleration while the cruising fuel economy was better. J. C. Whitney sold a little switch that mounted on the gear shift lever which, when activated, overrode the governor, keeping the overdrive engaged even if the car speed fell below 30 mph (at which speed the normal operation would be that the overdrive would disengage and the car would freewheel.) This had the effect of allowing one to drive even in stop and go traffic with the overdrive engaged in the first and second gears, having engine compression for braking as if there were no overdrive on the car. Further, since the transmission would not turn backward with the overdrive engaged, you were blessed with a 'hill holder' when the little switch was 'on'. It required a bit of planning ahead since if one was to park with the front bumper or tires against another car or a curb or wall and did so with the switch in the 'on' position, you would not be able to select reverse to back up. You only had to move forward far enough for the sprag in the overdrive to disengage, (only a matter of an inch or two) but if you didn't know that, you were big time stuck. It was a good theft deterrent if you found the right place to park.

During our time in California, I was able to buy a "096" cam and lifters for the car. The designation was the last three numbers of the 1956 Corvette cam part number which was a higher RPM and horsepower item not available when the '55s were first introduced. I was at Santa Ana Drag Strip when a guy advertised it over the PA system for $25.00. Ron Plescia, Bob Mehlo (classmates at ACS) and I put it in over a weekend right in my parking space at the apartment. It made a big difference in the little tub. I could turn 6,000 RPM, about a thousand more than with the stock cam. That meant the car would go 60 mph in low gear overdrive. What a deal for light-to-light dragging. If you don't have to change gears you can spot the other guy a lot of horsepower and still win. It was FUN. Losers were always asking me what I had done to my Powerglide to make it accelerate so fast.

Later, the Corvette engine was fitted with higher compression heads with larger ports and larger, polished valves. I was talking to a guy who raced boats and who was building one to fit the class with a 265 CID limit. He had a Chevy block and lower end but no heads. I asked him what he would give for a low mileage set and he said $200.00. I wrote Charlie Lusk, the parts manager at Price Motors and asked him to order me a pair of Corvette heads, the valves and springs and gaskets, to be delivered to me in LA. Within a week I had all I needed and got up with the guy who wanted all my old stuff. He helped me make the switch over a weekend. I put about $50.00 with his cash and sent it to Charlie. What a deal. My little blue Chevy was honking now.

I was invited to go with Bob Mehlo to his home in San Jose, over Thanksgiving mostly for the purpose of helping him put a McCullough supercharger on his '55 Chevy pickup, and to visit some of the speed shops in that area. Hot rodding was just in its infancy as a true commercial enterprise and these places were almost underground outlets.

We got the supercharger working, but not very well. Bob had wanted to blow into the carburetor rather that have the carb mounted on the blower intake, the simplest approach. We had a heating contractor make the sheet metal box into which the carb would be fitted. We had to cut all the holes for throttle linkage and fuel and vacuum lines one at a time by guess and by gosh. Each had to be sealed air tight and the throttle was the biggest problem since the rod moved up and down while arcing the lever fore and aft, but we got it done and then convoyed back to LA just in time for class on Monday morning.

While in the San Jose area we visited Mickey Thompson's speed shop and he happened to have a used Edelbrock Chevy manifold with three carbs on it for sale. "Eighty bucks", he said. I laid it out and put the thing in the trunk. Poor Dad, poor Virginia. He threw in a manifold gasket set. When I got back to LA, I found the Ford Stromberg #97 carbs had no jets, needle valves or floats in them. Turns out the setup had been used on an alcohol burner. The trick on that setup was to just take the float, needle valve and jets out and thus get enough fuel flow to make some power. Idling was not an option. Serious racers chose alcohol for its anti knock and cooling ability when running ultra high compression, all out engines.

George Schumaker and I spent an afternoon scrounging up the floats, needle valves and jets we needed since #97 carbs were becoming passé with the demise of the flat head Ford from drag racing supremacy. The guy who had them was sharp. He asked what engine we were using and after giving him the rundown, he filled all six main jets with solder and then redrilled them to the proper size for my engine. It worked like a charm. The weekend after I finished the installation, I went to San Fernando drag strip and won my class. It was a thrill to see that big bored-out Olds Super 88 with the headers, two fours and cam in my rear view mirror all the way down. When I let off at the traps, he came by me like I was tied to a pole. His top speed was easily 20 mph higher than mine but he was a tenth of a second slower on ET. Thank you Mr. 4.11.

Once on a lazy Saturday, I went to a speed shop called Racer Brown's. He had a reputation extending back to before WW II for making Chevy six cylinder engines perform. He had designed and produced most of the racing components that were available for the old Stove Bolt. It was possible for one to compete with the flat head Ford V8 except for the fact that the flat head would turn more rpm. In a test of torque, like short track racing, the Chevy was always competitive.

He was a pleasant gentleman, currently preoccupied with having his poor devil take the oil pan off of his 1955 V8 Corvette with 3 speed floor shift, one of only 5 ever made. He had been to the drag strip the weekend before and had suffered an oil pressure failure. He was using the car to develop the performance equipment soon to be available for small block Chevys. (There was no such thing as a Big Block Chevy then).

As our chatting about Chevys and performance progressed, the poor devil finally had the pan off and Racer slid under the car and said "Damn!"  In a few minutes he was back from under the car showing me the oil pickup. He had wound the engine so high that the oil pump had actually sucked the pickup screen into it and distributed the ground up particles of screen throughout the engine oil system. We both agreed that it would be along time to get the engine in shape to run again, if ever. I missed being around to see the parts of the engine as it was being disassembled. It must have been something
One day a salesman at Western Chevrolet called me at home. He said there was one 1956 Corvette left, as the next deliveries were going to be 1957 models and he wanted me to have it. I had been a regular customer there and he knew of my interest in performance cars and of my lust for a Corvette. I went to look at it, and talk about the deal he wanted to offer me.

It was black with a red cove panel and interior with a black hard top. It was fitted with the close ratio, full syncromesh three speed (a four speed was not yet offered). It was sweet looking and fully worthy of lust. I drove it a short hop and found that the seat backrest was so close to the steering wheel that I could not turn the wheel unless I shuffled it from hand to hand instead of hand over hand because my elbows were striking the seat backrest. I overlooked that. It would fly!

We got in his office and he told me how he could work it. He takes my 55 and finances the rest over 24 months at $65.00 per, but would have a balloon payment at the end that made me gulp. I signed the papers, emptied my 55 into the Corvette and went home to take Virginia for a ride in our new Corvette. Finding a place to put Steve during the ride was a problem. Staying cool in the high California sun was a problem. $65.00 per month was a problem. The balloon payment two years hence was a problem. My elbows hitting the seat backrest when taking city corners was a problem. Sleeping that night was a problem. The next morning, I took the Corvette back the Western Chevrolet and told them I couldn't do it, too many problems. I wanted my 55 back. There was a fellow on the used car lot looking at it at that very moment, hood up, carbs staring him in the face. It was all very awkward, but we tore up the purchase contract and I got back in the 55 and drove to school.

Not much later, the 57 Corvettes arrived. 18 more cubic inches, as much as 63 more horsepower, a full syncromesh four speed and standard positraction. I was at last glad I had not gotten the 56. It was outdated and outclassed instantly.


It was only a month before the salesman called me again. He had a deal I just couldn't pass up. "Come look", he said. I went and looked. There sat a 57 Chevy 2 door sedan in the 150 series (the cheapest model) with the starkest interior ever offered. One arm rest and sun visor for the driver only. It had 7.10x15 wheels and tires instead of the 7.50x14s normally provided on 57s. Blackwalls, they were, with little bitty painted hubcaps instead of the chrome wheel covers that were then de rigueur for new cars. I said "So?” The salesman popped the hood and there was a 283 Fuel Injection solid lifter engine in the bay. The one advertised as having one horsepower per cubic inch, the first in any American car. There was an oversized radiator, and extra deep pulley grooves for ultra high rpm service. It had a close ratio three speed floor shift not normally available. And positraction. It was Chevrolet's idea of a stock drag car; light as possible with as much high output stuff as they could think of at that time. Lust never arose in my heart; I told the salesman I didn't like the upholstery, which was true. It was the ugliest green and silver swirl pattern cheap vinyl ever put in a car. There was no deal he could offer that would sway me.


Later that year, he told me he had bought the car himself, put on the biggest tires available at the time, 8.20x15s, and took it to El Mirage Dry Lake where Southern California Timing Association held their weekend high speed runs. He had set a new record for the class at 155 mph!  He said it would have gone faster, but the wheels were spinning.

More on 6 cylinder Chevy hot rods. There was a guy in Michigan who was adept at iron casting. He had learned the art as a Chevrolet employee in Saginaw, where Chevrolet had a huge casting operation. His name was Wayne Horning and he was a hot rodder; like Racer Brown, partial the Chevys. He cast replacement cylinder heads for Chevys that incorporated all of the good hot rod stuff like individual intake ports, bigger valves, smaller combustion chambers, and multi carburetor manifolds and headers to match the set up. They were available for 216 & 235 Chevys as well as 270 GMCs. On the Chevy he called it the Wayne Chevy head. On the GMC he called it the Horning GMC head. If one put a Horning GMC engine in one's 1950 Chevrolet, one had a car that would blow the fast cars of the day (Olds 88 for instance) into the weeds. They would accelerate in high gear like a stock Chevy in second.

When Virginia and I packed our stuff and Little Steve in the car to return east, we drove nonstop to Tulsa Oklahoma, Virginia doing the first eight hour stint into Arizona and I finishing up. We were both exhausted by then and took a motel room for the night. During the run across the Turner Turnpike in Oklahoma, it was wet and misting rain but the little '55 showed 4200 rpm on the tachometer in the darkest of night. That converts to 114 mph. Not bad for a car nearly worn out and way overloaded.

TOO TOUGH TO TAME

In 1955, Chevrolet introduced its first truly new engine since 1927. The 1927 engine had been improved over the years until by 1953 it had about reached the end of development; having gone from 210 cubic inches to 235, had gotten higher compression and full pressure lubrication. But the limitations of having only 4 main bearings and siamesed intake ports meant that further power from it would reduce durability too much. As installed in the original Corvette, it produced 155 hp; not bad, but not great either.

Thus it was that Chevrolet's chief engineer, the one and only Ed Cole, saw the way to new power was through V-8 engines.  His goal was to get more displacement while avoiding weight increases. He succeeded remarkably. His drive for light weight brought about extensive simplification of the engine and development of more precise casting processes which allowed thinner sections in the block and heads. The effort just happened to make the valve train lighter than any before it, and make the intake manifold runners shorter than ever as well.

It was introduced in 1955. It had 265 cubic inches and developed 160 horsepower, 25 more than the passenger car Blue Flame Six that preceded it. And yet it weighed only 10 pounds more. A new body/chassis was introduced that same year, an unusual event for GM, which had followed aviation practice of always putting new engines in existing chassis and new chassis around existing engines. For GM, that policy was a warranty problem avoidance technique that was ignored this one time.

Such a phenomenon it was that many good old boys that were 'aracin' took to it immediately. Ford, Oldsmobile and Hudson had maintained a lock on stock car and drag racing for years and it was time for a change.

Thus it was that the Chevrolet Zone Parts and Accessories Manager, Dave Drescher, gave Junior Price, son of the owner of the dealership I worked at, tickets to Darlington. And Junior invited me to go along. The Chevy dealer from Gilbert was going to provide the car and so the three of us departed in a two tone Bel Aire coupe loaded with every option Chevrolet offered including Powerglide, Power Pack (dual exhausts and four barrel carburetor), fender skirts, continental kit and a sun visor.

I drove all night and the two of them sat in back, the Gilbert dealer started telling a shaggy dog story which involved Mexican laborers and a jackass that lasted well into North Carolina. The punch line cannot be written in order to protect delicate ears. In the hills around Bluefield a wrecker overtook us. It was a new Chevrolet cab-over version and could out corner our Bel Aire with ease. It belonged to a body shop in Gilbert, the owner of which was well acquainted with the dealer whose car I was driving. Once we were in the Carolinas, the roads started to straighten out and we overtook the wrecker. It was about then that the other two decided they wanted to drive and so I got a chance to catch some z's in the back seat.

I awoke because the car was hitting tar strips in a concrete road at a jarring pace, kabump, kabump, kabump. It was morning. Looking out the rear window as the cobwebs cleared, I saw two contrails of pale blue smoke streaming behind us. Turning to the front, I saw the speedometer buried, the highest number on the dial was 120. We were on US 52 in South Carolina, a four lane concrete road, straight and level, nearing the town of Darlington.

I said "You better slow down, you've blown the engine."  Neither of them believed me. I suggested they check the rear view mirror. Seconds passed before they agreed with me that something was amiss. But they doubted the engine was blown, they couldn't feel a miss in it and it was simply flying. As I explained that when turning 5,000 rpm, a miss is not detectable, they were slowing for the approach to the raceway parking lot and the miss became obvious.

Swiftly, a parking space was taken and at idle the engine was chugging furiously. Without shutting it off, we got out of the car, went to the front and raised the hood. Being in the back seat, I was last on the scene when the oil filler cap, which then was simply a metal cap that pushed down onto the 6 or 8 inch long oil filler pipe at the front of the intake manifold, blew off, ricocheted off the underside of the hood, narrowly missed my head and landed about 15 feet away. I said "You better shut it off." Junior did. Oil vapor poured from the filler pipe. I tried the dipstick. There was still some oil in the pan, thank goodness.

Who walks up at that time but the guy from the body shop in Gilbert. He had just parked not far away. He offered a tow if we needed one. I told the three of them that the car would have to be repaired before we could drive home. Was I sure? I told them there was a hole in a piston, no question about it. Salesmen, ugh!

After hooking up to the wrecker we were towed to the Darlington Chevrolet dealer's place. Being Saturday, they were closed, but a phone booth on the corner still had the pertinent phone book pages in it to provide the home phone number of the dealer, with whom Junior was acquainted. A short conversation resulted in the dealer calling his parts department manager, having him come to the shop, which was brand new, and giving us the run of the place, for as long as we needed.

Over the next eight hours, I took the pan off and pulled the left cylinder head to reveal the number five piston which had a hole the size of a quarter in it. Unexpectedly, the parts room had a balance scale, which allowed me to sort through his stock to find a piston very nearly the same weight as the holed piston and the missing piece that was found it the oil pan.

We got the car buttoned up in time to find a motel for the night. We had missed all of practice and qualification. Next day was race day and what a race it was. Ford had printed fifty new pages of their parts book only weeks before, so that they could use the larger displacement Mercury engine, which was 292 cubic inches. They were fast. The Chrysler 300s were even faster, but too heavy. They wasted tires at a prodigious rate and the brakes were gone within the first 100 laps. Fonty Flock would use reverse when entering the pits to stop. It was the only advantage of having an automatic transmission in a stock car. He finally blew a tire in turn two and wiped out the wall with that giant of a car. That left it to Joe Weatherly in a Ford to lead the pack. However, he got smacked so severely that wreckers had to lift his car at both ends to get it back to the garage. The wrecker holding what remained of the rear of the car merely left the transmission in neutral and let the one driving forward provide the power; all he had to do was steer to stay in line. Humorous sight.

The other Ford factory car developed engine trouble and the Hudsons, Buicks and Oldsmobiles, plus the one Cadillac, were pitting for tires far too often. Herb Thomas drove his '55 Chevy to victory at about 135 mph. For Herb, it was not a track too tough to tame He simply wore tires more slowly, used less fuel, pitted less, stayed out of trouble and won going away. I was so exhausted I don't remember how we got back home.
FOUR LETTER WORDS

No, not THOSE four letter words. I'm talking about the unused four letter words we could have if we used them all. There are 1024 possibilities of arranging any four letters in order. There are 26 different letters you can put in any position among the four. Thus it is that you have an almost uncountable number of variations that can be assembled into a word, and a lot of them would be pronounceable in English. Obviously a set like TXML wouldn't make a very good word in English, but the useable combinations are still very many and a lot of them are unused. Why can't we have BESH for a word? All it needs is a definition How about TUTH? As I sit here with my Webster's Unabridged, I look from word to word and find there are all manner of four letter combinations that would be perfectly useful if only they had a definition to fit. Some are onomatopoetical and would be great if only some linguist like L. A. Jackson or William Saffire or Edwin Newman would just apply themselves to the task. I reject objections alleging that some of the combinations would sound too much like existing words. We have a world of homonyms already, don't we? Right?, Rite?, Write?  Just tenk about it and you will see waht I meen. If you will jost use yoor imagination for a wial you will find a lot of unused foar letr werds thet could be a bune to awer language and the efficiency of it weth sufficient application of effort and education. We myte eevn use some parts of existing werds. Waht cood we meen by tion? Tenk about it.
PRESBYTERIANS, BAPTISTS & PHYSICS 101


My knowledge of Protestant religions is pretty superficial. Of Presbyterians, I know they believe in predestination and of Baptists, I know they believe in salvation by the grace of God.


Of physics, I know our universes, macro and micro, operate on immutable laws that have been theorized, tested and proved; the process continues on an almost daily basis.


To reconcile the way these beliefs work, I offer this analogy:

  Joe drives down the street on his way to work.

  Jane crosses the street to the Post Office.

  The two paths coincide in space and time.


Do Presbyterians believe that this event, like all others in the universe, was predestined? And if so, would it be that if Jane had the right relationship with God, there would be a proper and happy afterlife for her; that most vital aspect of her life?

Do Baptists believe that if Joe and Jane have both accepted Christ as their savior and lived by His teachings, in the overall scheme of things, the accident wouldn’t matter because it is Jane’s soul that is the important thing to have been saved?


I do not know the answer to those questions. What I do know is that when a 110 pound object of tissue and bone is struck by a 3,500 pound object of steel and plastic going 30 or 40 miles per hour, the laws of physics totally control not only the resulting events, but those that brought about the event in the first place.

So then the question is; what is my religion? I don’t know. What I do know is that I can’t find it satisfactorily in Protestant or Catholic Christianity. I don’t deny that it might be somewhere; and I firmly believe Jesus can be the Savior of us all; that He is not too happy that we have divided ourselves in the ways we have. He wishes only that we obey His teachings. I’m still looking.
REGRETS

When folks get old they often hold forth with their offspring about regrets in their lives. They will talk often about things they did not do as youths which they now regret having neglected to do. They will talk about missed opportunities for travel and adventure. Sometimes the regret is that they declined an offer to enter upon an enterprise that succeeded wildly with others at the helm. I recall speaking with a gentleman in Cincinnati. He had been approached some years earlier by an acquaintance asking him to join him in investing a few hundred dollars in a penny stock soon to be on the market. He declined to buy the Polaroid stock then available for pennies per share.

In 1960, I was approached by my neighbor, a student of engineering at University of Cincinnati to go with him to Newport Kentucky to look at a car for sale. On arriving at the subterranean garage on a Saturday morning what do we see but a little racing Ferrari roadster resting on a trailer hitched to a 1947 Ford woody station wagon. It had a 3 liter overhead cam V12, with three carburetors, 60 spoke 16 inch Borani wire wheels, and gigantic red brake drums nearly as big as the wheel rims.

The owner showed us two more sets of wheels with tires mounted. He showed us about 6 bushel baskets of spare parts; distributors, starters, generators, carburetors, wiring, instruments, linkages, switches, everything.

He explained that he no longer raced it, had had the engine and transmission rebuilt and adapted for street operation by addition of a larger custom radiator and cooling fan. It had a little hand operated wiper poked through the Plexiglas windshield and a J. C. Whitney license bracket and lamp screwed to the rear end panel. The car was designed without bumpers for it was a true racing Ferrari. There had never been a top for the car, nor door glasses, nor even outside door handles. The remaining stubs of the roll bar were still visible behind the seats It looked brutal, had an unblemished gray paint job, obviously repainted; maybe several times. It was on an 88 inch wheel base, the shortest Ferrari ever, 

The man wanted $3600.00 for the whole thing, car, parts, trailer, Woody, the whole works. I had at that time no possible way to get $36 hundred in one place no matter how I figured it. Steve was just about a year old then and I was working for $90.00 a week. Virginia was earning about the same. Am I sorry I didn't get the car? Certainly. Do I truly regret it? No. From this standpoint, I can see clearly that I would never have been able to keep it long enough for it to have been in my possession now when it has become an irreplaceable museum piece. Hell, I wasn't even able to keep the '57 Chevy convertible or '69 Corvette long enough for them to really appreciate. My life and financial situation was always too precarious.

When I think of what I regret, it is almost always things I brought upon myself or others due to my intellectual laziness or moral cowardice. Those are the things that really hurt. There is no pain quite like memories of wrongs done that are not correctable. There is no utility in regretting anything bad that you had no power to change for the better. My regret? I'd say the main one is that I didn't make my first marriage work. The second one is that I somehow managed always to select educational goals in which my intellectual deficits or lack of creativity doomed me to failure. Third, I do somewhat regret that I never did anything of major significance other than helping to bringbring about two boys both of whose lives are a force for good in the world, and I had a helluva lot of help with that! There is one other regret I must mention. I truly wish that I had brushed my teeth every night before bed instead of waiting until I was in my 40s before doing so. How much my breath must have offended others!
UNINTENDED CONSEQUENCES

The term is often used in discussions of politics and such. It's not necessarily true in every case. I recall one unintended consequence that started out very innocently.

In the mid 1980s a coworker of mine who was deeply interested in college basketball had an idea. It seems that UNC was going to be in the final four of the NCAA tournament (again) which was to be played in New Orleans, if I remember correctly. He had tried without success to obtain tickets by the usual methods and through the usual channels.


Knowing that scalpers routinely scan the classified sections when local teams are to perform on a national level, he decided to put an ad in the classified section of the News & Observer, but found that there were already several ads pleading for tickets to the tournament already. He had to come up with something that would set his ad apart from the rest.

His approach was, to me, unique. The ad ran something like this

WANTED: TWO TICKETS TO FINAL FOUR. My son doesn't know how much longer he is going to live. He says the one thing he wants right now is to see the Final Four. Has anyone two tickets they are willing to part with? If so, phone: etc, etc, etc
Everything he said in the ad was strictly true. His boy was indeed an avid Carolina fan. He was in splendid health and his life expectancy was great but indeterminate. He wanted more than anything at that moment to see Carolina play in the Final Four.                                                                                                                     

All well and good except that the placed ad was called to the attention of one of the News & Observer's local feature article writers. He thought it would make a great human interest story for the paper, (think Make-a-Wish) maybe even the Sports Section. Basketball fever was running about 106 degrees and climbing. He called my friend and started trying to get the facts for a human interest story about a kid on his death bed wanting only to watch Carolina compete in the NCAA Final Four.


The ad never ran and the 'story' never ran. My friend, who thought he had produced a sort of cute joke of an ad, had to confess to the hoax. The editor of the paper called him later to explain the hazards, social and legal, of running misleading ads.

Then there is the case of unintended consequences when we all get together to do the right thing. About the time I was in my 30s, civil rights had come to the fore as a political question. Violence between blacks and whites and more often between governments and protesting blacks were regular news fare. Unfairness in employment and racial segregation was a major factor in the unrest.


The word discrimination came into the vernacular as a very negative verb. To be opposed to legislation intended to grant equal rights to classes of citizens thus far denied them (Get to the back of the bus!) was discrimination, racial discrimination.


And so it was that the word trickled down into everyday usage, even unto the primary schools. No one wanted to be accused of practicing discrimination; a despicable conduct. The intent was to help youngsters to avoid using race or other physical characteristics that one was born with in a way hurtful to others. Martin Luther King said it well: “ …judged by the content of his character, not by the color of his skin.”             However, the powers that be, from Washington down to the classroom teacher failed to clarify the INTENT of all this indoctrination. It became, to the youngsters, non-discrimination in all aspects of social life. 

            The fact is, everyone discriminates every day. One guy buys a Ford, another buys a Chevrolet. Each discriminated on factors as diverse as sitting position, color or price. ‘A’ visits often with ‘B’ but seldom with ‘C’ because ‘B’ enjoys the same sport, while ‘C’ is into gardening.


What happens with these brain-washed youngsters is that they dodo not discriminate over any factor, not just the happenstances of birth or other immutable factor. They dared not discriminate among their peers even when the other was a thug, an amoral hoodlum or tasteless, graceless pig.

The unintended consequence is that more marriages are ill considered; the partners so very unevenly yoked as to assure a tragic end and untold damage to the children of these ill fated unions.
HELPLESS

Only one other living person knows about this beside myself and I am still dubious about telling the story. But what th’ hell. It was 1975, in the winter. Buster Parks owned a gas station in Durham, not far from where I was living. I met him through my pal and airplane partner Al Galbraith. Buster was really fat and florid of face; and he operated a Modified Sportsman racer that ran the local tracks. He had a driver named Ray, who was his mechanic in the little greasy two-bay station. Ray was small and wiry, the opposite of Buster.

I had made friends with Ray, thinking he could help me sometimes with my ’69 Corvette. At least that way I had access to a lift when I needed one. The ingratiation was through helping Buster and Ray in preparing his 1967 Chevelle round track car for the races. It was mostly ‘gofer’ type stuff, as I don’t think they were comfortable with me actually messing with their racer. I played part of the pit crew at the races.

One night after Buster had closed, he was in the little office which had a glass front and contained a counter, cash register, a drink machine, a candy machine and a couple of worn out overstuffed chairs, he was counting the day’s receipts.


I was in the nearest service bay with Ray, discussing where he could find a pair of rear control arms from a long bed Chevy truck. Those control arms were a superior means of positioning the rear axle for a round track car as opposed to the two very short lower arms Chevelles were fitted with. Ray had just doused the lights preparing to head home.

Ray glanced into the office and said “Duck!” pulling my shoulder down at the same time. Crouching behind the big oil tank that held the drained oil from the cars that had been serviced, I peeked into the office and saw a black guy holding a gun on Buster. It looked like a .38 revolver. Hands raised and backed against the wall, Buster let the fellow grab the money pouch from the counter. The guy fled into the dark. We never saw a getaway car. Buster called the police and we waited only a short time for them to arrive. Buster was still shaking as he recited the events to the officer; not incoherent but thoroughly shaken none-the-less. All Ray and I could do was to confirm what Buster was saying except that we heard none of the dialogue since the door to the office was closed. The cops finally left. Ray, Buster and I talked a bit. I got Buster a Coke from the machine, which at least gave him something to do with his hands.

It was probably an hour before Buster felt like driving home. Heading for my car around back, I bade them both goodnight. Buster said “Goodnight my ass!”


The robber was never caught, Exxon refused to renew Buster’s lease some months later; due to the turmoil in the oil business in those years and I lost track of both he and Ray shortly after that. Al told me that Buster died of a heart attack a couple of years later.

I counted the days until North Carolina would enact a concealed carry law. It turned out to be about twenty years, but I was one of the first in Wake County to apply for a permit. I never felt so helpless as on that night. As the Israelis say “Never again!”
ODD COMMERCIAL

Recently there was a radio ad for an herbal remedy called Glucophage (I think that is the spelling). It is supposed to make your tired old joints less achy. It told of the amazing benefits of the stuff in glowing terms. Then came that part where the advertiser has to tell of the cautions against using the stuff, as the FDA requires of all of those products. They use a low voice narrator who can really talk fast. Two reasons of course, 1, they don't want to spend expensive air time on it, and 2, they don't want you to really hear what is said. In this particular instance, there were a lot of cautions; some of them were like: "Don't take if you are over 80 years old, if you have a heart condition or liver disease or if your doctor advises against it", and so on. What caught my ear was this line "May cause blood acidosis, which is serious and may be fatal in half the cases." They want us to BUY that stuff for aching joints? Odd indeed.

Another one went like this: Announcer: "There's a new purple pill." Female "I didn't know." Male: "I didn't know" another Male: "I didn't know there was a new purple pill."  It went on about "Ask you doctor if Nexuim is right for you." It covered everything about the pill, what it contained, and its side effects. It failed to say what the New Purple Pill is intended to treat. Duh!
A LOST GENERATION


In the Fall of 1973 Richard Nixon had resigned in shame and ignominy and the GOP in general was in the dumps. As I chatted with a fellow worker at EPA, she asked me about what effect I thought the Watergate debacle would have on the prospects of the Republican Party. She knew I was one of those rarities, a Republican government employee.


I surmised that it would be a long time before the GOP recovered and came to constituting about half the voting population again; that a new generation of voters would need to come of age that had no direct memory of the Watergate case. I think I was right; 25 years had elapsed in 1998, about the time when Republican representation began to equal that of the Democrats.
PETROLEUM


All of the knowledgeable ones tell us that we are going to run out of oil. They continue to tell us that even though there are more known reserves of the stuff now than there was when the first “oil crisis’ occurred. Still, they insist oil is a finite quantity and must be husbanded; other energy source must be sought regardless of the cost.


Well let me give you something to think about. Geologists tell us oil is created when hydrocarbons (animals and vegetables) are buried, compressed and heated over long periods of time. When we drill into the Earth we sometimes drill into layers of those decomposed materials and get a gusher.


The Mesozoic era is what they call the 160 MILLION year age when petroleum was formed from the living matter that was ended by the ‘great extinction’ 35 million years ago. 160 million years represents a lot of time for creating buried, compressed and heated living matter. I dare say that not all of that living matter turned instantly into oil the day the Mesozoic era ended.

The fact may well be that much of that matter is turning into petroleum at this very moment, and much more of it may turn into new stores of oil in the next generation; less than the blink of an eye when talking about geologic eras. The oil we have thus far found may be only the tip of an iceberg of petroleum over which we are walking and driving right now.

Smarter people than I will find it when the need arises as long as governments don’t interfere.
MIRACLES
  
Don't believe in miracles, huh? Well let me tell you about two I know of from personal experience.
In the mid 1970's I had an assignment at work which involved making six pretty large-scale county maps of the United States. Each map had a different set of counties blacked in to indicate which counties exceeded pollution standards for the six air pollutants then being regulated. The work required me to use a light table and a drawing pen to black in each county by hand. Hours were spent being bent over at 90 degrees blackening in the requisite counties.
Since the maps were to be reduced in size and then printed in color in an EPA publication (the first one to utilize actual color printing) it was necessary to carefully register each map so that additional maps could be printed showing a combination of counties and the pollutants in which they were exceeding the standards. It was a helluva job.
By the time I was finished, I was suffering unusual sensations in my right arm and shoulder ranging from pain in some places, tinglings in others and burning sensations in yet other places. The sensations changed when I moved my head from side to side or turned it right and left. Looking upward exacerbated the pains and sensations.


A visit to my doctor, at that time Eddie Styles in Apex, culminated in an x-ray of my neck area. His diagnosis was that I was suffering a compressed disc in the neck and he prescribed a four poster neck brace. I dutifully got it and wore it religiously for nearly two years. It relieved the symptoms entirely except that the tip of my index finger on the left hand was numb. I also thereafter kept my drawing board almost vertical so that I did not need to bend over to draw.


As time went on, I found it unnecessary to wear the brace and so it went until some time in the 1980's. It gradually became more and more difficult to turn my head without causing pain in the neck and right arm. Looking upward brought tears to my eyes.

. 
Doctor Styles had passed away by that time (a story in itself) and I went to Wake Neurology with my problem. They took an x-ray and prescribed a spinal tap wherein they would remove my spinal fluid through a needle inserted in my back just above the hip bone and substitute an x-ray opaque (or radioactive?) liquid. To undergo that examination it was necessary for me to lie prone in a trough made of smoothly sanded and varnished wooden slats much like 2 by 4s. I had to tilt my head 'up' so that my chin was as far forward as possible. The pain was great with my head in that position. They then tilted the table head down and I could feel the warm sensation of the substitute fluid flowing along my spinal cord toward my head. It took forever, rocking the trough from side to side to get the fluid to flow into the areas of interest.

Finally, they withdrew the substitute fluid and replaced my spinal fluid. I don't think they spilled any. At least I never heard the technician say "Oops!" during the process.

The diagnosis was a slipped disc in my neck and surgery was called for. It would probably entail the fusing of the sixth and seventh cervical vertebrae. If I should demur on the surgery the pressure on the nerve sheaths would ultimately result in loss of use of the arm. No problem making that decision.

The operation was scheduled and took place at Wake Medical Center over on New Bern Avenue. I was put entirely asleep for the work and much was made beforehand of the fact that I had already had a heart attack. It called for extra precautions and an extra period of observation before the surgery. Cardio patches were put on me to monitor how my heart was tolerating what was being done to me.

I awoke with a giant bandage on the back of my neck. I awoke with what I called an industrial strength stiff neck. I recuperated at home for seven days and then returned to have the bandage and stitches removed. The doctor who did the surgery was young James Fulghum. He was the son of Jim Fulghum, housing administrator of NC State and a close Brother in Scottish Rite. We worked together in a couple of degrees and had a liking for each other.

Doctor Fulghum then explained what he had done. It turns out that surgery around the nerves exiting the spine toward the arms requires delicacy. In actuality the nerves there are so fine that a stereo microscope is required because if anything other than human tissue touches the sheath, the nerve is permanently severed resulting in loss of whatever action or sense it controls or transmits.

It further turns out that I didn't have a slipped disc, I had a ruptured disc. Therefore, fusing of the vertebrae was not called for, only removal of the extruded disc material and cauterization of the wound. Sounds simple until you remember that none of Doctor Fulghum's instruments ever touched any nerve sheath, yet carved away disc material that was touching the sheaths


Once the pain of the surgery had passed I had no pains or odd sensations and have not had same ever since. The feeling in the tip of my left index finger has not returned. That is the only reminder of that medical episode. The success of that operation was a miracle, no doubt about it.   


In the late 1980s and early 1990s, I had been having occasional stomach pain. The episodes were usually separated by months of peace. At times the pain was enough to waken me at night. The episodes would last sometimes minutes, sometimes hours, and a few times even days. Maalox was usually effective, even eating something often helped but as time passed the pains grew more frequent, lasted longer, and were not alleviated by eating something.

Christmas season of 1992 was a watershed. Sitting before the TV at night I ate copious amounts of my favorite candy. The hard holiday candy with the jelly filled centers. I love it. It brought upon me the final unending episode of stomach pain that got me thinking of seeing a doctor about it. I was taking so much Maalox that I was plugged up with bricks.

Shortly after the holiday season there came a radio ad asking for people with recurring stomach pain to volunteer for a drug study. I called and was given an appointment. Betty and I went over to a facility on Barrett Drive just off Six Forks Road in Raleigh. More questionnaires were filled out and I was interviewed by Doctor Schwartz, the guy doing the study.

It was about that time that the thinking on ulcers was changing, that maybe a bacterium was the culprit, not nerves and diet and such as had long been the belief. I qualified for the study which involved a visual examination of the interior of my stomach with a TV camera that makes Polaroid pictures.

I had to go home and fast for a day to empty my stomach and return for the examination. I was then sedated and the work was done and I regained consciousness in a short while. The doctor showed me the picture he had taken with that steerable little camera down my gullet. I was amazed. There was a huge cavity plainly visible and he said "That's your ulcer”.

He then gave me three bulky folders containing a multitude of pills, each in its own little blister with the administration regimen clearly spelled out. I was to continue my normal routine and diet, but no Maalox. He said he didn't know if I was getting the placebo or the study drug, that I should take the pills just as specified and make an appointment three weeks hence, when the pills would be exhausted.

About the second week I was suffering no more stomach pain. I finished the scheduled pill regimen and returned to have myself again sedated and my stomach photographed. I filled out a questionnaire regarding the pill taking experience; side effects, pain episodes and so on. I was able to state positively that I had suffered no stomach pain after the tenth day of treatment.

The drug in the pills had been shown in lab tests to kill a specific bacterium called helicobacter ileum, and nothing else. They wanted to find out if it would kill people in the entire. The experiment was, for me, a total success. I was cured of my ulcer and suffered no side effects. I am sure I did not receive the placebo. The second photograph clearly shows that there in no longer the gaping cavity in the side of my stomach lining that the helicobacter had eaten. Oh, the miracle part? Two weeks later I got a check for $200.00 with the thanks of Doctor Schwartz.

In the early 1990s, as I stripped to take a shower, I felt a lump in my belly. It felt somewhat like a little finger beneath the skin about half way between my navel and my groin on the left side. I pushed on it and it disappeared. “So that’s what a hernia feels like, huh?” I said to myself.


I then felt it pop out whenever I shouted or otherwise strained, and I would simply push it back in place. The popping out became more frequent and more easily brought about and so I went to the doctor.


He felt of it and said, “Wow, my janitor could have found that one!” He made an appointment for surgery and I arrived at 6:30 AM on the prescribed day. The doctor drew a place to find the hernia on me with a felt tip pen, introduced me the anesthesiologist, and put me on a gurney. I warned the anesthesiologist “No ether” and he assured me that ether had not been used since Hector was a pup.

The IV was inserted and I counted back from 100 to 98 and woke up in the recovery room. By 10:00 that morning Betty and I were having a biscuit at Hardees. I couldn’t believe the lack of discomfort of any kind from that surgery. A week later Dr. Stocks removed the bandage and stitches and that was that.


Dr. Stocks had determined that not completely sedating a patient avoided the total relaxation of the stomach muscles so that when stitched up, there was no pulling of the tissue, which he thought was the source of pain after surgery. It worked for me. Like a miracle.
DOCTOR EDDIE STYLES
In the early 1970s it became time to find a family physician. The ones in Cary (only
two then) were always so busy that appointments were long in coming and they were both pretty old, which usually means you are going to need another family physician when the current one ages out of practice.
However, in the town of Apex was a doctor who returned to his home town after practicing in the best hospitals in the Midwest which established his credentials. He was currently in the higher echelons of authority in the AMA's Family Practice specialty.

I first met him at a Scottish Rite monthly meeting and liked him right off. He was very active in Masonry at all levels, was a Certified Lecturer and held offices in a multitude of Masonic orders. He was instrumental in much of the financing and restoration of the Scottish Rite office building on the grounds of the Caswell Street Temple. He was very nearly my age and that meant that he would likely be able to be our family doctor for life. Since he was newly establishing his practice, it was easy to get appointments and become one of his 'favored' patients.

When I had my heart attack on Halloween Sunday, 1979, he was Johnny on the spot. He was at Western Wake Hospital in Apex before I got there. He treated me according to the most recent recommendations of the medical profession. I was put to sleep with morphine for four days. There were no doubt bodily functions and shaving that took place during that time, but I have no memory of any of it. I recall being allowed to become fairly conscious twice during that time in order to wave weakly at Betty and maybe John and/or Steve too. On one occasion of temporary release from the clutches of Morpheus I saw at the foot of my bed a nurse whose name tag said "Burke" I have never forgotten that most beautiful of faces. I never saw her again. I finally awoke in a private room, where I stayed for six days and then went home to recover.

There were regular monitoring visits to Dr. Styles' office for the six months following. During those visits Dr. Eddie and I conversed at length on the operations and activities of all of the Masonic organizations in which he was active. He truly loved the fraternity and his brethren.

Adjustments in the number and types of medications were made and in June of 1980, he told me I had no more need to take any pills or make further monitoring visits; that I had recovered as much as I was going to. I felt great. I was exercising daily and had reduced my smoking a lot. I avoided caffeine. I felt great then, and now, almost 22 years later, I still do.

In late 1981, I called for an appointment with Dr. Eddie and the nurse said "Didn't you know? Dr. Eddie has developed viral pneumonia and is seeing no patients." She went on to say that he was discontinuing his practice and turning his patient list and records over to other trusted physicians from among a slew of them in the area by that time. The nurse said I should call Blue Ridge Family Practice, as they were taking patients and Dr. Eddie recommended them highly. I did as suggested and have been with Dr. William Lee's organization ever since.

About 1983, Dr. Eddie was back for a Scottish Rite monthly meeting. He looked like hell; thin, gray, and weak, with ugly splotches like grape stain birthmarks on his face. In treating one of his impoverished pro bono patients, he had pricked himself with a blood drawing needle. The patient had AIDS at a time when we were just learning that the disease existed, had no idea how it was transmitted, and knew little about its lethality.


Dr. Eddie, you saved my life, I wish I could have saved yours.
DO I HAVE TO? 

Nearly everyone I know has said in one way or another that there were times when they dreaded getting up and having to go to work. I can say positively, that in my entire working life, I never experienced that feeling. Every day I have gotten up and gone off to work with, at worst, a neutral feeling about the day ahead, and more usually a desire to get there and start doing what I do. I've been told that was because I always had a job I wanted to do. Doesn't everybody? If not why not?  Why would a person apply for a job they didn't like? There are jobs I wouldn't want, but I never trained to do them or applied for them. I understand there are people unqualified for certain jobs and must settle for whatever they can find, like collecting garbage or veining shrimp.
For those people, I feel sorrow, but with a proper constitution, even those poor souls can make unpleasant jobs more enjoyable. It takes resignation, understanding that they made bad choices earlier that left them with limited choices in the present. Even garbage men can find pleasure in collecting useful and valuable stuff everyone else has discarded. About the shrimp veiners, I don't know.
MOTHER-IN-LAW

There is a stereotype about sons-in-law and their mothers-in-law. The sons according to the standard must never like their mothers-in-law but are beset by the need to show respect to an elder and to the mother of their wife. They must indeed subsume their normal inclinations into a broader pattern of conduct meeting the mother-in-law's standards. It is always said to be excruciatingly arduous for the husband.

If such were always the case, my life would have been said to be one of extreme misery because I have had two mothers-in-law. Such, however, is definitely not the case. My two mothers-in-law were both delightful ladies, even if very different in personality. I was always treated by both with more respect than I probably deserved. They never made me feel obliged to behave in any way other than my natural bent. Also, my early concern about Alta Mae being an interfering mother-in-law in our lives turned out to be inaccurate.

In many respects I believe they were inclined to defer to my inclinations more than I was called on to defer to theirs. I think they both liked me and I know they were more than kind and thoughtful to me just as they were to their daughters.

An odd coincidence is that both were widows when I came into their families. Viola had been divorced years before and her husband was long dead when Virginia and I were married. Viola seemed not to care what I did or how I behaved. It was as if she was never going to say or do anything of a reproving nature so long as I didn't start knocking Virginia around. That's a pretty easy standard for anyone to meet. I had the good sense not to let out a 'guy' belch in her presence, but that's nothing I would do before anyone other than some guys anyway.

In her own way, Viola was tough. The story is that when her husband left her, he took Virginia with him. She was only an infant at the time. Viola used whatever means she had to find out where he had gone and once learning his whereabouts, got on the train, went to his new home (in Ohio, I think) and told him to give her the baby. She faced him down. She took Virginia, got on the next train to Williamson and brought her baby home. In the 1930s, women were expected to be pretty submissive. Viola was a tough one when the occasion arose.

Alta Mae had become a widow only a few years before Betty and I refound each other. As a dumb kid going to GM Tech, I had met Mr. Mitchell on every visit to Betty's place in Chicago back in the 1950s, but he had passed away in the early 1970s and so Alta Mae too was a widow when Betty and I married. She too was always thoughtful and kind to me and we enjoyed each other's company, as best I could tell. The only point of concern I had with Alta Mae was her sense of humor. She had little of it in the contemporary applications of today. One dared not pull her leg about anything, no matter how preposterous because she was just simply too naive. If one did pull something on her, it would be a great source of embarrassment to her, which, of course would then be embarrassing to the jokester. I simply kept clear of that kind of stuff with her and we got along very well. I think she appreciated that in me.

At any rate, my mothers-in-law and I didn't fit the stereotype. We always got along well, treated each other with respect, showed more than usual kindness to each other and enjoyed our hours and days together. I feel blessed to have known them and hope that their stay in Heaven is filled with the joy only truly good people deserve.

SPEECHLESS

There was considerable worry about Mingo and Athleen’s third child. Although he seemed to be developing normally in most ways he spoke only in single words even when he was three or four years old.

The child was quite large when born, weighing in at over ten pounds, but the ensuing years slimmed him down as he became a very finicky eater. His mother first noticed that no matter how often she put his spoon in his right hand to get him to eat; he would always switch it to his left as soon as she turned his hand loose. At about two years, she gave up, resigning herself to the fact that he would be left handed. It was a condition the reputation of which was in transition from shameful in the 19th century to merely undesirable in the beginning of the 20th century in the eyes of most people.

As the years unfolded, she privately wondered if her efforts to make him right handed had affected his speech, as was widely believed in those days. The child had a fair vocabulary, comparable to most children of his age; he just wouldn't make sentences. His communication was always with single words, nouns or verbs that made what he was thinking known to others in a primitive, caveman sort of way.

One morning when he had just turned four years old, he was walking past his brother who was dressing for school and the kid said "What's doin' George, puttin' on shoes?" George whooped and shouted downstairs to his mother, "Mom! Dick talked!" Years of worry evaporated or mutated into regret or relief, depending on whom you ask, because I haven't stopped talking since then.

ANIMAL CRACKERS


Mr. Caines lived in Thabit Apartments on Dickinson Street, with his wife and son Charles. He was manager (owner?) of the Piggly Wiggly grocery on 4th Avenue. Mom did not shop there often because the prices were not competitive with the A & P store down on 2nd Avenue. I was of preschool age when in there one day and saw my first box of Animal Crackers. I was transfixed. The box was shaped like an animal cage from a circus parade, printed to look like the cage holding lions, monkeys and elephants and even had a ribbon attached to each end to serve as a carrying strap. Small flanges of the pasteboard extended above the top to represent a marquee of sorts and other flanges extended a bit below the bottom of the box to represent the continuation of the wagon's wheels. Its outside promised a content even more irresistible.

I looked around, no one was in sight. I stole a box of animal crackers. It was later that I realized that being penniless, my parents would think it odd that I could have bought a nickel box of animal crackers, no matter how delicious they were and no matter how entertaining their shape.

I hope everyone has had the experience of being caught in a reprehensible act like that at an early enough age for it to have done some good character building without having to serve hard time. What I got was worse than hard time.

I would gladly have gone to jail rather than go with my parents back to the Piggly Wiggly store and tell Mr. Caines what I had done and hand back the partly emptied box of animal crackers. Mr. Caines' reaction was far more benevolent than his appearance implied, tall, gaunt, lantern jawed, with dark rimmed spectacles. He told me he knew I had stolen the crackers. He also told me that he knew my folks would make me return them. Dad gave him a nickel and let me keep the crackers. The balance of them did not taste as good as the ones I had stolen.

Some years later, we moved to the house on Dickinson Street, directly across from Thabit Apartments and the Caines. I became playmates with the Caines' boy, Charles Lee. We both enjoyed Monopoly and had a running game that lasted for a whole summer, neither of us being able to monopolize sufficiently to bankrupt the other, though we modified the rules a bit from time to time to assure survival of the one losing at the moment.

Charles Lee was spectacled and a bit of a mamma's boy. When I asked him if he would become a Boy Scout and join my pack, his mother forbade it, saying the Scouts wore uniforms and she opposed all things military. Their religion was one of the more obscure fundamentalist ones. I only understood that position later in life, though I still could not agree with it.
         Charles Lee also did not play very well with groups of kids. One evening while all of us were playing "Williamson All Off" (or was it "Monester" [sic]) after supper, an argument arose about whether one had been caught fairly or not. I proffered that it seemed that Charles Lee had been fairly caught and put out of the game. He flew into a rage. He somehow had a No. 2 lead pencil in his hand. He stabbed at my face with it. I turned away and tried to deflect the blow, but was stabbed directly behind the right ear. The point broke off under the skin. There was no bleeding and the pain subsided in short order. The next day Mom squeezed the lead out like it was a blackhead but the graphite stain under the skin remains to this day. Charles Lee and I drifted apart after that event.
 WHADDAYUTHINK?

Dad told me this: If you lay a board on the ground by the dark of the moon, over time it will sink into the ground and disappear. If you lay it on the ground by the light of the moon, it will remain on the surface so long that it will rot away always visible. Likewise, one should plant root vegetables by the dark of the moon and vine vegetables by the light of the moon. If you do, they will prosper. If you do the opposite, your crop will fail.
UFO's


According to the Air Force Blue Book, there have been over 12,000 investigated instances of sightings of 'Unidentified Flying Objects'. Of those, about 700 resulted in a finding that the sighting or sighted object could not be explained by any means at the disposal of the Air Force.

 Herewith I offer my small contribution to the argument. First, my mother claims to have seen one in the 1950s as she and Dad drove from Huntington to Williamson. On a clear, near cloudless day, as they motored south from Wayne toward Kermit, she saw a spot of white light out the right window of the car. It remained stationary in the sky, she having to swivel her head to keep it in sight as the car rounded curve after curve. Calling Dad's attention to it was useless; he being on the driver's side, was not able to look out the passenger window at a high enough angle to sight the thing and was so skeptical that he refused to stop for better observation. So much for personal sightings that I know of.

There are two problems I find with any UFO being of extraterrestrial origin. First, the distance from Earth to any star of a size large enough to harbor a suitable sized and positioned planet that could be a home to high level life is measured in multiple light years. Since our understanding of physics forbids anything with mass going faster than the speed of light and if it should be able to do so, infinite energy would be required and its dimension would be infinitely long in the direction of flight, any vehicle traveling from ‘there’ to ‘here’ would necessarily go slower than the speed of light. 
It is believed that time stops for things going the speed of light, and so, if that speed was approached, aging of the occupants would be minimal during the near light speed portion of the flight. However, there is an acceleration and deceleration time involved which is limited to rates not destructive to living matter, where aging would continue proportional  the fraction of light speed at any given period, plus normal aging during the 'loiter time' around Earth.

For one to reach the speed of light at an acceleration of about 4 times gravity (which is all one could tolerate over extended periods) one would spend 7,672,500 seconds. That's about 89 days. No one can even guess what three months at 4 Gs would do to a carbon based living thing. However, let us assume that as a practical matter, the aliens are able to have energy available to attain only half the speed of light. We are still dealing with 45 days of acceleration and deceleration time. It also means that the rocket or other propulsion system would need to develop the needed thrust for those forty five days. A prodigious feat when one considers the limitations of our physics. Remember, it all has to happen again in order to return home unless you accept that the UFOs are suicide missions. To get an idea of the challenge of interstellar travel, our Pioneer space probes spent ten years getting to the outer planets of our solar system. They are now going 25 or 30 thousand miles per hour, traveling virtually free of the sun’s gravity. They will approach our nearest neighbor star in about 40,000 years

All of those limitations to speed of travel and the distances involved implyimply that centuries (or more) would be required for the trip. The useful life span of anything aboard thus would necessarily be quite long. The physical improbability of all that is pretty high. I grant that life forms not constituted like those we know could exist, but no one in our population has ever suggested any form of life is possible outside of the carbon system we understand. It has been said that the only other element that approaches the ability of carbon to combine with other elements in such a wide variety of ways is silicon. Could a silicon based life form exist? Maybe, but our science can't deduce how it would work. 


So, the second thing is if we assume that the beings interested in surveying us were advanced enough to overcome all of the obstacles we find in our physics text books that clearly prevent us from attempting to send thinking beings to their solar system, we must unavoidably assume that they also have the power necessary to prevent us from detecting their presence unless they want us to know of it. Stealth aircraft don’t reflect radar. Is it impossible that there is a way to make a stealth device that doesn’t reflect visible light as well? This brings us to the conclusion that there might indeed be aliens observing us but they aren't the things we sometimes see in the sky that we can't identify. 

If anybody 'out there' has come here, we surely won't know about it until they are ready, and I am damned certain that if they are here and if they want us to know about it, there won't be any doubt in anyone's mind when that time comes. So get over it.
JACK FRIEDMAN

When we lived in Wilson, our across-the-street neighbors were the Friedmans. Father Jack, his wife and son Ira. Ira was about Steve's age and they made pretty good playmates. Because the kids connected, Virginia and I became friends with them.

Jack had a clothing store and he and his wife both worked earnestly in it. With a name like Friedman and being in the clothing business, they had to be Jewish, didn't they? It didn't make much difference to their neighbors even in Wilson, one of the most cliquish towns it has been in my sad experience to endure.

We often had coffee with them and the kids were always circulating from house to house as youngsters often do. As our first Christmas in Wilson approached, the state of the business I was in was as financially precarious as it could be, and it was apparent to the Friedmans that our kids were going to have a pretty bleak one as far as gifts of toys was concerned. Jack gave me a little pedal tractor that Ira had pretty well used up. I was able to take it to our art studio and in my spare time, rebuild and repaint it. It was Steve's major gift that year. He really enjoyed it.


Jack was the owner of a 1959 Ford. It was one of the ugliest Fords ever built as far as I was concerned. Jack cared little for it because it was not altogether reliable or economical. That he was not very dedicated to proper maintenance had a good bit to do with its poor reliability.

Jack was at work, one showery summer day, when Ira fell and hurt himself badly enough to be taken to the hospital emergency room. We called him from the hospital and he hurried from the clothing store to the hospital, which was not far away. We were waiting on him at the front door of the hospital. There was no parking lot as the hospital fronted upon a city street in the downtown area. He whipped up to the curb, jumped out of the car not bothering to shut it off and ran up the steps toward us. Just as we were going inside and telling him that Ira was going to be fine, that he just needed patching up, a shout from outside caught our ears. Turning back, we saw smoke and flames boiling out from under the hood of the old Ford. Obviously, the oil leaking from the valve covers had finally ignited on the hot exhaust manifolds.

           One guy, Johnny-on-the- spot, was running across the street with a fire extinguisher. On seeing that, Jack forgot about Ira for the moment. He rushed back down the steps and raised his umbrella, charged toward the man coming with the fire extinguisher, shouting "Get away from that car!" I was awestruck. He had seen his perfect chance to economically replace a car he hated with one more to his liking courtesy of his insurance company. I could never think that fast, or that creatively.

The following year, a fire consumed Jack's clothing store. Virginia and I helped him clean up the remainders, sorting out garments and other goods into the categories needed to satisfy his insurance company. It took several days. One undamaged item was a Sunbeam electric shaver which could be powered from a wall outlet, or with another cord, from the cigar lighter in a car. Battery powered shavers had not yet come on the scene. The carrying case had been fire damaged, but the shaver itself was like new. Jack gave it to me. Always the fiscal conservative, he told me he could simply show the insurance adjuster the damaged case and would get the whole thing recovered. To me it was an unusual kind of generosity. Should I have refused the 'gift'?


I really liked the shaver. I kept it in the car so that I could shave on the way to work on days when we overslept, which was more often than I would have liked. I had the shaver for about two years. Then when we were in Williamson for some holiday, maybe Thanksgiving, I found that overnight someone had opened our car, which I nearly always left unlocked, and had gotten in the glove box and had stolen the shaver. That was all that was taken. God's payback? 

EPITAPH

I’ve thought about my epitaph for a number of years now, wondering what, if any, it would be. I’m convinced no one else would get it right. For long I thought “He never made much difference.”  Was appropriate, but then I think of what I have done and I know that’s wrong. I did make a difference; the problem being was it for better or worse.

Anyway, much rumination and digestion has gone into the following: 

"Whatever success he enjoyed was probably more than he deserved due to the weakness of his character and his intellectual laziness."

Then too, Max on the TV show “News Radio” said "It's not so bad being a loser, I'm one and I'm doing OK." Hmmm
NEW MATH


Having belabored you with my ordeal with higher mathematics, I must tell you that I have learned one formula for living that has come from the several decades of awareness I have enjoyed. 
It is R+R+R=I P
Never heard of it? Since I only recently (With the help of many who are far wiser than I) devised it, I'm not surprised. Here it is

R= Regret. That's what one with a conscience must do after committing a wrong against another. By itself, it's not enough to make the equation balance.

R= Repent. That's what one must do after committing a wrong against another. It requires a serious commitment never to forget it and never do it or anything like it again. But it's still not enough

             R= Repair. That's the very hardest thing to do. It requires one to expend whatever it takes; time, money, labor, pride, whatever, to make things as right as they can possibly be.                     
I P= Inner Peace. That's what you will get only after the three R's are at full value

R+R+R=IP


It applies equally to people and nations. Like abstinence, it works every time it's tried.
JANUARY 30, 2005


Today Iraqis elected a representative assembly whose task it will be to devise a constitution. It is a first step toward creating a new free nation in the middle of the Arabic Middle East. Not one pundit I have heard has mentioned the following observation about that event.

1. America’s election to invade Iraq and topple its dictator had an unadmitted goal to build a free nation amid a sea of kings and dictators since to have confessed a goal of nation building at great sacrifice would not have been supported by the people at large.

2. Iraqis turned out to vote in comparatively massive numbers in order to hasten the time when it would no longer be necessary to have American soldiers occupy their homeland; a situation as abhorrent to them as it would be to us if they were occupying our country.  
LET ME TELL YOU ABOUT MY OPERATION
Growing up, I was always a rhyby kid. Don't know the word? It is a mountaineerism that describes one who is scrawny, thin, pale, unathletic and generally flaccid and/or anemic. That was me. By age ten or eleven, my folks were sufficiently concerned about my failure to develop that they had me to the doctor to see if I could be perked up a bit. His diagnosis was that maybe my tonsils were enlarged and infected, that they should come out.

Plans were made for me to be put in the hospital for the surgery. A tonsillectomy in those days was definitely not office surgery. Remember, there were no such things as local anesthetics or antibiotics to fight infection then. I was promised a Dixie Cup of ice cream every day for two weeks after the operation. That clued me that this was a big deal. 


Our doctor at the time, practiced in the Matewan Clinic, not Williamson Memorial Hospital. Don't ask me why. On the appointed day, I was driven to Matewan and put up in a hospital room and given the last of a week's worth of intense advice on how to behave, and what to expect of the surgery.


All went well at first, Mom stayed right there with me until I was wheeled into the operating room. The doctor said that the nurse was going to put a mask over my mouth and nose and that I should just inhale deeply; that in seconds I would be asleep. Ether was the anesthetic universally used in those days. The mask was gauze and once covering my mouth and nose the nurse poured ether onto the gauze and I took the recommended big breath. I say THE because once I got my first whiff of that choking, freezing, reeking abominable liquid I went absolutely berserk.

I remember struggling to get free and shouting as loud as I could "Help! Murder!" again and again. I recall more nurses coming to restrain me and more ether being poured on that mask which, from time to time, I was able to dislodge long enough to get a clear breath. That only served to prolong the torture. I was as scared and angry as I have ever been because to inhale anymore of that stuff was surely going to kill me.

I awoke bleary eyed in a darkened room and first noticed Mom sitting quietly watching me. I think I spoke enough to find that my throat hurt like hell. She said some comforting words and I slept some more. Still later, I was awakened by the doctor who asked the usual questions and I answered only with nods for my throat was excruciatingly painful, even to swallow. He remarked that I was an especially difficult patient in the operating room. He said it finally took six nurses to hold me still enough to get me to sleep, that the nurses said they had learned some new cuss words during the ordeal. I smiled at that, and then winced from the throat pain. I knew the near future held a lot of pain for me.

Shortly thereafter I felt that the little piece of flesh that hung down in the back of my throat had been removed as well as the tonsils. I was upset about that. You see, a long uvula is what one needs at age ten or eleven to make the most authentic explosion sounds, sounds so necessary in fighting make believe wars. No longer could I effectively toss hand grenades at the enemy. I miss my uvula to this very day. I still have my absolutely useless appendix, why can't I have my utterly necessary uvula?

The next day I was driven home and in the afternoon, I held the folks to the promise, a Dixie Cup of icecream from the little store across the street. It was the only thing I could eat without bringing tears. The pain slowly faded day by day and at last the ice cream bribes ran out. I had recovered from the ordeal and    was once again able to eat normal food. Alas, a tonsillectomy did not make me healthier or stronger or fitter in any way. I stayed rhyby. I was still a picky eater. In the wisdom of my three score and ten, I now know what part of the problem was. Does anyone know what anal retentive really means?
MY END


Long ago I found I agreed with Captain Purin, that suicide was appropriate for one whose worth has dropped to zero, who was only consuming space, air and food that would be better used by one whose health, both physical and mental, was still good.


About 1999 I began to have thoughts about how to accomplish a suicide most effectively with the least disturbance for those left behind to clean up the mess. Poison was out, as was cutting my wrists. I have decided that the unused lot behind the house is the place. I have decided that the .40 cal. Ruger is the piece. I devise that I put a trash bag over my head, a larger trash bag over my head and torso, and shoot through my left temple. Most of the mess will be inside the bags, easy to clean up. I will make a note of explanation intended to ease the minds of any who might be distressed.


The complication arises from the fact that I must know with certainty that my end is medically near and yet not be so physically or mentally disabled that I can’t do it all. If I am unconscious and/or hospitalized I don’t know how I will be able to pull it off. If I have a stroke, can I still do all that? It depends on the severity doesn’t it? I haven’t given up, I just wonder if I can have it the way I want it when my time is up. It would all go out the window if I fell in the shower, knocked my head open and just laid there until I was dead, wouldn’t it? There is more than one kind of hope.
PUMPKIN


I've told this so many times, I don't know anymore if it is true or something I made up. But it is interesting in the telling anyway.

When we lived on Fourth Avenue hill, the road behind the house was about even in height to the roof of our house, and the others that faced Fourth Avenue. It was quite close to the houses because the building lots were deeply excavated into the hillside. It was Oak Street and was of unpaved, rutted dirt. It ended a couple of lots further east, and thus was little traveled, like a cul-de-sac.


 In the fall of my sixth or eighth year the older kids, (there were a slew of them and included Brother George) had gotten hold of a huge pumpkin. It was probably stolen from Mr. Priode's garden at the opposite end of Oak Street.

Somehow the idea came to them that there should be a 'pumpkin roast' since no parent was willing to use the pumpkin to make pies sufficient to feed the world. As I said, it was a BIG one. There was no discussion as far as I can recall about what would be done with roasted pumpkin, or indeed if roasting one had ever been attempted before.

There was a stout tree at the side of the road behind our house and it had a horizontal limb probably 6 or 8 feet above the ground. They got some rope and tied it securely to the stem of the pumpkin, slung the other end over the tree limb, hoisted the thing about three feet off the ground and tied it off to the tree trunk.

They then gathered scrap wood and dead brush and built a fire beneath the pumpkin. A crowd was slowly drawn to the fire in the fading light. We smaller ones swung burning twigs about in the dark as if they were sparklers, being warned by the adults to use care and not burn each other. The older kids kept the fire going as the bottom of the pumpkin darkened. It was drawn higher from the flames as the skin began to scorch. It swung lazily back and forth over the blaze.

Time passed, the fire was maintained, people instinctively edged back from the roasting pumpkin. Doubts about the wisdom of the effort were expressed by the adults. They seemed mostly to be remarking about the lateness of the hour, that the young’uns should be getting home, and that kind of thing.

Slowly the crowd shrank as parents ordered children to home, but the hard cases kept diligently at it, straying farther and farther from the fire to find anything that would support the flames. As I was right at the back of our house, I was not pressured so highly to get inside, but Mom and Dad retired to the living room.

We were all at a distance searching for more kindling when there was a loud report. The pumpkin had become a bomb. The liquid interior had finally become a boiling, steaming orange sludge which blasted rind, seeds and hot juice in all directions. No one was hurt. House roofs had pumpkin debris scattered all over them. The road was covered in the smoking, slimy chunks. It was a month or more before Mother Nature cleaned up the mess. Another thing you don't have to try in order to know that the outcome will not be good.
MORE CULTURAL DIFFERENCES
Elsewhere I have made note of some cultural differences between Westerners and Orientals. Here are some others.

We westerners beckon another by extending an arm, making a loose fist, palm up and wiggling the index finger fore and aft. A Korean would not understand the signal. To beckon, they extend the arm, palm flat and down and bend all four fingers ninety degrees down and back out, somewhat like an animal digging.

Japanese and Koreans are smaller of stature than Westerners as you well know. The stereotype is that they have bowed legs, darker skin, a much smaller, flatter nose on a wider face with a larger jaw and have eyes that appear to droop to the outside. Their legs, frequently bowed, are proportionally shorter and arms longer than ours. We see in them much that is ape like. Since the end of WW II, it is rare for us to refer to them as monkeys however. 

While working in Korea, I noticed that several of the Korean laborers who worked for us in our shop would point at some GI who had removed his shirt in the heat of the day. One of them would say "Whansingee saymo saymo." and all would laugh.

When I inquired what brought the laughter, I was told that the phrase means "Just like a monkey." "Why". I asked "did they think the guy was like a monkey?" "Because he is covered with hair, just like a monkey." one said. You see, the Japanese and Koreans have no visible body hair except pubic, head and beard. Many even have no visible beard. The hair on their bodies is much like the peach fuzz on a child's face, very nearly invisible. We see some of their attributes as monkey like and they see some of ours the same. "And never the twain shall meet." Thus sayeth Rudyard.

Among the Japanese and Koreans there was one American song that they found especially to their liking. You know how different oriental music is to our ears and not very pleasant; the instruments being unusual, and the tones and rhythms odd sounding and more or less non-musical to us. They naturally felt the same about our music, emanating from horns and strings unlike anything they ever heard before our invasion after the Second World War. But it was universal that when Doris Day sang “Sentimental Journey” on the radio, they all nodded and bobbed their heads and smiled. Go figure.
LABOR UNION

  Between the debacle that was my stint a WVU and my entering GM Tech, I got a job at Eastern Coal Corp. in Stone, KY. The year before, Dad had gotten me a summer job with them working on an outside survey crew and so the people in the office were familiar with me and felt I would be a useful employee in their Transportation Department. So it was that I reported one morning to a ramshackle metal building beside the railroad tracks about two hundred yards from the main offices of the company. The building could house maybe a dozen dump trucks, three side by side, though most of it was filled with battered equipment used for scavenging. Everything in and about the place was embedded with the coal dust that permeated the whole of southern West Virginia and eastern Kentucky in those days of steam locomotives and intense coal mining.

Inside the doorway nearest the tracks was a workbench dating from about 1920, probably 15 feet long and about ten years past its prime. On it were scattered tools and vehicle mechanical components in various stages of repair. On saw horses next to it rode a crushed truck cab being straightened a bit at a time by the man who would be my boss. Wish I could remember his name. He was short and broad shouldered, muscular and about 40 years old. The years had not been kind to him, but he was kind to me.

He put me to work sanding the fender and door on another truck undergoing body repair. He had banged the sheetmetal out and filled the creases and dimples formed by the body hammer with putty and asked me to get some sandpaper and ‘feather age' the putty. Dumb kid that I was, I scrounged up some wet-or-dry paper and got to work.

When he looked over my shoulder to see how I was doing, he said I wasn't feather aging the work. He took the sand paper and showed me what he wanted done, which I soon learned was to feather EDGE the putty. First lesson: Learn to listen with an awareness of how some mountaineers speak.

Over time he showed me how to do mechanical work I had not learned when I worked summer jobs in the parts department of Williamson Supply Co. as a teenager. It was coming together for me. I loved those bolts and nuts and how they always fit when you got it right.

I also learned that businesses have a hard time making money, even if you are the Norfolk & Western Railroad, the owners or Eastern Coal Corp. The N & W ran on coal and the most economical way to obtain coal was to own a coal mine. Nothing was wasted and everything was repaired only so far as necessary to make it useable. If we had been serving retail customers that outfit wouldn't have lasted a week.

In addition to helping in the shop, I was detailed to go with a driver whenever a second person was needed for some specific task. Once, after he assured himself that I didn't have metal taps on my shoes, I went with a driver to unload dynamite from a boxcar on a siding into the bed of a dump truck. We took it to the company's magazine located very remotely up on a hillside. The magazine was a musty underground concrete chamber about the size of a large living room with a windowless metal door having two huge padlocks and primitive sliding bar latches. All were made of nonferrous metal to prevent sparks. The only illumination came from the open door. Signs forbade smoking or fires within 50 feet of the door. About the time we had finished stowing the cases of dynamite according to their strength, either 40% or 60%, I commented that I had a major headache, one of the first I had ever experienced. The driver told me that fumes from dynamite in a closed space like the magazine did that to everyone, he was suffering too; that it would go away as fresh air was breathed and the head cleared. He was right.


Several other times, I went with a dump truck driver to pick up a load of coal which would then be delivered to the home of a high level manager of the company. Although the coal was put in the truck via a power shovel beside a coal car on a siding, it had to be hand shoveled into the chute at the recipient's home where it fell to the bunker in the basement. There an automatic stoker fed it to the coal fired furnace. I learned just how fast a strong man could shovel coal accurately, and how exhausting it was for a weakling to try to do the same thing. 

My biggest adventure was with Cisco. He drove the newest, largest truck in the fleet, a black 1949 Ford F-8, the biggest in the Ford lineup; it had a two speed rear axle and a shallow dump bed. It was powered with the big flathead that came from the current Lincoln cars. It had something like 330 cubic inches, huge in those days. The truck had a long wheelbase, unfit for the tight, rutted, dirt mine access roads and was used for highway hauling only and so it was not banged up all over like the mine service trucks.
We proceeded to a railroad siding not far away where a crane lifted a large, unrecognizable piece of machinery from a flatcar onto the truck bed. The springs groaned with the burden. Cisco told me it was a coal washer. As I helped him place and tighten the chain binders that were to retain the machine on the truck bed, he told me it was needed by a tipple in Keystone. West Virginia. Eastern had bought a newer, larger version and had sold this used one to the mine in Keystone. And so off we went.


I watched with fascination as Cisco drove that big truck. In spite of the huge load on board, he was smooth as silk on the clutch and handled the gearshift as deftly as a fencer handles his epee. His manipulation of the two speed axle switch was a lesson I'd never forget. We were about three hours getting to Keystone. After getting directions to the place to unload, we negotiated a road clearly unfit for our magnificent black F-8 and Cisco was exceedingly careful not to cause damage to body or chassis. He loved his truck, was proud of it and proud of his driving skill, but not boastful. I admired him.

The return trip, empty, was so easy that Cisco let me drive several miles over some of the better stretches of US 52. It was a thrill. I love two speed axles. When we stopped to eat, he bought my lunch. He was a great guy.

The truck cab on saw horses was one that had been taken off of a thoroughly demolished Chevy dump truck. The cab had only received damage in the right lower corner from the seriously bent frame when the truck ran into a deep ditch. The engine lay in the dark recesses of the shop building awaiting installation in some truck sure to need one before long. My boss spent spare time jacking and pounding on that cab until it had been returned to a semblance of its original shape. After we had dropped it on a useable frame, only some minor torch heating to move the cab mount pad into its proper position was needed.

The boss explained what he was going to do. He explained that there were flammable materials like floor mats, painted surfaces and insulation inside the cab and he did not want them to ignite as he heated the floorboard from outside. I was to take a fire extinguisher inside the cab and watch as he heated. If anything ignited, I was to squirt it with the fire extinguisher. Now this was not a CO2 extinguisher, nor a dry powder extinguisher, nor even a Halon 12 extinguisher. None of those existed at the time. It contained what was called Pyrene. It was dispensed by pulling on a handle at the back and then pushing it into the cylinder sort of like using a 'Flit gun".  Don’t know about Flit? Then think of a large hypodermic syringe. A stream of clear non flammable liquid shot out the front to douse the fire. I learned later that Pyrene was also called drycleaning fluid, a strong, nonflammable oil and grease solvent.

Crouched inside the cab, which had been masked all over for painting, and which made it virtually air tight, I watched as the metal began to glow red from the torch. The padding under the floor mat ignited and I quickly doused it, making dense fumes in the process that smelled acridly sweetish. More flames erupted; I shot more Pyrene and made more fumes. As the area of glowing metal grew, the boss wielded his hammer to force the softened metal into place as paint ignited inside. I was spraying Pyrene at a prodigious rate now and the fumes were beginning to overwhelm me. I shouted to the boss that things were getting out of control inside; that he had to knock it off. I rolled out of the cab gasping for air, virtually disabled, and went to the ground, thinking of my experience with ether during my tonsillectomy. Burning Pyrene makes one of the gases Germany used in WW I; phosgene. It's disabling and deadly. Whew!

Paydays were every other Saturday, in cash, using two dollar bills and change. One had to go to Stone to the main offices pay window, get in line and give them your name whereupon they found the envelope that had been filled with your pay and have you sign a roster that acknowledged receipt. Since the buses didn't run on Saturdays as often as during the week, I got to drive Dad's car to Stone on paydays. My first envelope had a notice that my monthly union dues ($25.00) had been deducted as well as my union initiation fee ($100.00). What remained was about $45.00. So much for the fabled 'union scale'.

The trucks and drivers came regularly, in a seemingly unending stream for routine maintenance and for repairs to get roadworthy again. One driver was called Mutt. He was given considerable deference in all matters. He was what I would call industrial strength husky. It was he who, on a Friday afternoon asked me why I hadn't attended last Saturday's union meeting. I told him I didn't know anything about it and knew of no aspect of a union meeting that I would find useful. It was then that he informed me that in a closed shop, the United Mine Workers Union required all members to attend the weekly Local meetings. "One more absence", he said, "and you'll be looking for another job." I took him at his word, he was the local Shop Steward, which explained the deference he was shown.

I later got my boss to explain how to get to the Union Hall for the next meeting, which happened to fall on a non-payday. I drove to Stone, found the hall and went inside just as the roll was being called. Honest to God, they took attendance! "Here!" I said as my name was called and everyone looked at me. That was because my absence at the earlier meetings had been well noted.

There was a small stage at the front of the dingey room on which sat the officers, including Mutt. They had a simple table before them. Folding chairs were set in rows with an aisle down the center as in any meeting room and there was a counter on the right side of the room which I suppose served as a bar at gathering times for miners who used the place like a VFW or Elks club building after working hours.

The business at hand consisted of a report from the national headquarters on plans for the next contract negotiations. Those plans usually started on the day after the current contract was signed, which was usually after the customary two or three week strike. The strikes sometimes lasted months instead of weeks. It all depended upon how much the N & W was willing to let the union manage their coal business

The balance of the meeting was opened to the membership for comment, whereupon several took turns standing and reporting that one or the other of the membership had suffered misfortune and needed help; their house burned, the wife was in the hospital, the baby had to be taken to a distant hospital, and on and on. Some spoke for themselves, others were representing an absent member. In every case, the debate centered upon how much direct cash help was to come out of the local's treasury. The amounts seemed to me to be a pittance in comparison to the direness of the need, but a vote was taken on each motion to provide help. Where was John L. Lewis, their God, when his people needed him?
JOHN HENRY

          The N & W Railroad was the last major railroad system in America to convert from coal to diesel as fuel for their engines. Being the major server of the coal industry, it made sense to use coal as long as practical, but the pressure to convert was, by the 1950s, becoming almost irresistible. Labor trouble in the mines often interrupted supply and environmental concerns were growing. A steam engine is a dirty thing and makes dirt in the form of noxious gases, soot and coal dust as it operates.


The N & W held out as long as it could. It sought alternative systems to utilize coal for their prime movers. It turned to new technology. There were two technologies that had matured during the war years and two that the N & W had developed on their own that were brought together in a magnificent effort to perpetuate coal fired locomotives. 


1. Steam turbines had been in use long before WW II on large ships, and during the war, advances had made them smaller and far more efficient, largely through the process of translating the turbine metallurgical and aerodynamic technology of jet engines to steam turbines.

2. There had been great leaps in the mechanics of high power electric motors and their controllers, in both size and efficiency during the war as well.

3. The N &W and several research institutions, seeking cleaner ways to use coal had developed a process of powdering it.

4. The N & W had become the premier developer of high efficiency steam boilers, building upon the developments of the Baldwin Locomotive Works. No railroad in the world had achieved the fuel efficiency of N & W's latest locomotives.

In their Roanoke shops, they built the last generation steam locomotive. At 162 feet long, it had to be hinged in the middle to negotiate the N & W's tracks. It burned the powdered coal to fire a steam boiler. The steam actuated a high efficiency steam turbine. The turbine drove an electric generator. The generator powered a traction motor on each wheel, of which there were (I think) thirty two.
The N & W's highest engine series number, identifying its newest, most efficient long haul locomotives, was the 2400 series. This one was number 2500.

The major legend in the railroad industry is that of John Henry, "the steel drivin' man". The youngster was said to have driven in one day more spikes than the newly developed track laying machine. It threatened to eliminate the jobs of all the laborers who were employed driving spikes when track was being laid. He bested the infernal machine in the typical Luddite effort, but in so doing suffered a stroke which took his life that night.

The N & W's last locomotive was named John Henry in honor of the boy's magnificent effort. It developed more power at less cost than any coal fired steam locomotive ever. Because it was too long to fit on any roundhouse turntable, the cab had to be center mounted so the engineer could operate it in either direction by reversing his seat and using the controls for the opposite direction. The whole system was completely reversible by reversing the current flow to the traction motors. Since the cab was located in the center of the machine, the heat in the cab was insufferable. Like John Henry, it out performed the machine that was replacing it, but died in the effort. John Henry, RIP.
VISUAL STOPPER

I have told the story of Sammy Boggs elsewhere. Sammy was only one of a slew of children the elder Mr. Boggs brought forth. His oldest boy, Ephraim (Eph) was the first Mingo County boy to die in 

WW I. The American Legion post Williamson is named for him. 


Mr. Boggs was said to be a disagreeable old feller; he lived out West Fourth Avenue on the rocky hillside in the vicinity of where the 'new' US 19 cuts through the mountain. He somehow farmed that hillside and in my lifetime, was a widower and a serious loner, as grouchy as Thoreau, but far less literate


The one time that I ever saw him, I was near the end of Oak Street where it meets Fourth Avenue. From the west came a rumbling sound unlike any I had ever heard. Looking out Fourth, which at that time was a road of poured concrete, I saw a pair of oxen harnessed up to what could only be described as a sledge. Two runners made of lumber about twelve by twelve by about ten or twelve feet long and beveled on both ends supported a platform made of rough lumber about two by ten or twelve inches. At the front was a post about six by six inches and four or five feet tall.

Mr. Boggs was leaning forward against the post with reins to the oxen in his hands. He had a long riding crop to urge the oxen onward and they were dragging the sledge into town for what I could only guess was a shopping trip. Eastbound auto traffic crept along behind the thing, the road there being too narrow and sightline too short to allow passing.

I stood transfixed watching and listening to the hollow groaning rumble of the sledge going down brick paved Ben Street and crossing the tracks toward Third Avenue. I am certain that no reader of this will ever see such a sight except maybe in a period movie.
CHARGE (as in super…)

This isn’t about credit cards. The air and fuel entering an engine cylinder is called a charge, derived from the steam engine era when the fire bed of a boiler was charged with coal or other fuel. When engine designers were building the early car engines, one of the goals was to get as much fuel/air mixture as possible into each cylinder during the intake stroke as that was the source of the desired power.


It came to several brilliant men in the early 20th century that a pump of some kind might be made to force more air/fuel into a cylinder than the atmosphere alone could provide. The term adopted to describe this effort was supercharging. Over time many devices were invented to supercharge engines. Several types were mechanically driven by the engine itself. Mr. Roots developed one which is popular in racing today. Two rollers, figure eight shaped in cross section nest with one lobe fitting in the waist of the other. They are precisely fitted for minimum clearance within an oval housing and driven by meshed gears at one end and gears or belts take rotation from the crankshaft. The lobate impellers draw air in on one side of the housing and expel it out the other side into the intake manifold. It must be spun much faster than the engine to use the incoming air to supercharge the engine. Although it will theoretically boost horsepower 33%, half of the increase is drawn out to drive the system, and its efficiency diminishes with increased speed.


Another supercharger type is called a centrifugal supercharger. A vaned disc, the side view of which most resembles a Hershey’s kiss, is housed within a case having a central opening and an exit to the manifold on the periphery. If spun at high speed, air will be drawn into the center opening and its velocity increased immensely as it is centrifuged to the outer rim of the wheel, thus increasing the charge of air into the engine. The diameter of the vaned wheel is critical as the rotational speeds required threaten to blow the wheel apart. It is belt or gear driven by the engine. Once again, much of the added power is drained by the energy required to spin the wheel.


Mr. Zoller conceived of a supercharger that was a solid cylinder with longitudinal slots in a number of positions around its circumference into which were placed spring loaded vanes of a low friction material. The cylinder was placed within a housing in an eccentric position, so that when the cylinder is turned by gears or belt from the engine, air drawn into the space between the cylinder and inside wall of the housing is moved around the housing into a progressively smaller space by the vanes. An outlet port to the manifold or carburetor, properly placed, allowed this high pressure air to enter the engine. This type generated prodigious amounts of heat, negating much of the potential power gain and friction losses were high as well. They were best used for very low boost and small power increases. When one reverses the direction of rotation it becomes a vacuum pump which today is its most common use.

Another type of supercharger is called a turbo supercharger. It is unique in that its drive is not mechanical. A turbine in the exhaust stream is connected to a centrifugal supercharger. The more copious the exhaust flow, the faster the compressor spins and the higher the pressure boost in the engine cylinders.

Resistance to exhaust flow from an engine reduces power and is damaging to the exhaust valves, but the power gain by properly sized turbochargers is an effective means of boosting the power of engines. If the turbine and compressor wheels are too large, a condition called ‘turbo lag’ comes into play since inertia plays a part in slow acceleration of the turbine wheel, and thus slow boost increase, there being no mechanical connection to a rotating engine component. An advantage is that its components can be remotely located and the power producing air moved through ducts.

The search for power for racing and altitude performance of piston powered aircraft had brought most of the improvements in supercharging; all manner of combinations of one or several kinds of superchargers have been researched. Turbochargers seem to be best for passenger cars and piston aircraft engines. Compound centrifugal plus turbo chargers were best for WW II fighters. The instant boost response of the Roots type supercharger is desirable for drag racing and maximum output from a given size engine but it is noisy and does not lend itself to remote locations.
The unique supercharger is the one developed for the Pratt & Whitney ‘corncob’ engine. This was a four row, 36 cylinder radial of 4300 cubic inches displacement. The exhaust flow from such a huge displacement made it possible to connect the turbine wheel through a gear train to the crankshaft as well as to the compressor wheel. This massive engine ran at an almost constant speed and waste gates allowed the operator to proportion the energy obtained from the turbine to either the crankshaft or the compressor wheel, obtaining economy at cruise or brute power on takeoff. It was referred to as a turbo-compound engine and served on the B-36 Peacemaker bomber and the Lockheed Super Constellation and some versions of the Douglas DC-7. I heard a Super DC-7 so equipped take off at LA International in the 1950s. It was LOUD and made not so much a typical piston engine sound as a terrible thrashing combining the roar of four huge propellers on takeoff pitch and a gigantic hiss of exhaust gases exiting the turbine with a bit of mechanical rattle/clicking beneath it all.

NCBAA

 It has nothing to do with North Carolina. In the early 1980s it was found by those who should know that there was a multitude of minority federal retirees who would like to continue to work at the jobs they had done during active service in order to supplement their pensions. An organization was set up outside the federal government that called itself the National Coalition for Black Aged Assistance, NCBAA.

The founders lobbied Congress​ to establish a liaison between themselves and federal agencies which were under great pressure to avoid new hires. US EPA, in fact, was under a hiring freeze but was steadily being assigned new tasks. That agency saw the program as one to at least partially solve its problem.
The way volunteers were paid was from a congressional appropriation apart from EPA’s budget; the pay scale was about half what the employee had earned on active service (most started at $10.00/hr). It was naturally forbidden to limit the staffing to blacks only, as racial discrimination in federal agencies had been eliminated following the Civil Rights Act of 1965. When I retired, I was asked by my manager if I would consider applying with NCBAA to remain in my job at the reduced pay. He said he really needed the work I could do on the graphics computer, that there was no one else in his division that could do the stuff and everybody liked the work I did and my attitude.

It sounded like a good way to keep a nice inflow of bucks until I qualified for Social Security and so I reported to a little office on Barrett Drive in Raleigh and filled out an application. In a few weeks, I was notified that I was accepted and was to report to my manager the following Monday. I sat at the same desk, had the same phone number, used the same computer and reported to the same supervisor, Ruth Barber.

After six months I got a raise to $11.00. I never saw any other NCBAA employees that I was aware of. A memo came to me directing me to report to a particular auditorium where an “all hands” meeting of NCBAA employees at EPA would meet the Washington management of the program and have a Q & A session. It said that EPA in RTP was the largest user of NCBAA employees in the whole federal government; a success story that the powers wanted to acknowledge.

When I entered the auditorium there were three black people on the stage. One was the local program manager who had interviewed me when I applied and to whom I made my bi-weekly hours report. The others were the Director of the program and his assistant from Washington DC. There were about 75 others of us in the audience. I recognized a couple of them, having worked with or for them when in other divisions during my 20 years at EPA. One person in the audience was black. Uhhhh, yeah. NCBAA indeed.

MACHINE SHOP


There were two heavy maintenance companies in Korea, ours, the 568th, and the 82nd. In order to get maximum effort our battalion commander instituted a competition wherein the company that produced the most new issue vehicles each month, got every Sunday off in the following month. It was an attractive prize and since we were hot shots and the 82nd was a bunch of duds, we always won the competition.

Sundays off were used for shopping on the black market and sight seeing in and around Seoul. Also, it was good to be out of the compound on Sunday mornings since that’s when the Koreans came to empty the honey buckets in our latrine. 

My wrist watch, a Milus Swiss, given me for my 10th birthday, was beginning to give up on me and I eventually couldn't trust it to get me where I needed to be on time. If I continued to turn the winding stem, it would run for a few minutes. I had a nice aluminum clasp type bracelet for it which I wanted to keep and so at one of the street vendors who sold watches, I found a nice new looking Bulova self winder and inquired of the price. $25.00 was it. I went to another shop further down the street and asked how much I could get for my Milus Swiss as I kept turning the winding stem. The tradesman said “$20.00 with the bracelet or $15.00 without.” I took it off the bracelet and handed it to the vendor, took my $15.00 and went back to the first stall and inquired of the cost of the Bulova without the nice leather strap. $15.00 was the price. I gave the guy the $15.00 and he took the strap off. I clipped the Bulova to my aluminum bracelet and left happy as a clam. A new free watch! 

No, that's not about a machine shop. On another Sunday, I came upon a building that was not destroyed in the four takings of Seoul, two by 'them' and two by us. One doorway was open and it exposed a narrow little shop, no more that eight feet wide and maybe thirty feet deep.

There was a Korean in there working a drill press. I asked if I could look around, I was just interested in how he was able to do anything worthwhile in such a small place. He was friendly and said for me to look all I wanted.

Like all machine shops, the place was fully coated with a fine layer composed of dust, crumbling masonry, and the gritty debris formed by working the machines. There was a lathe and a milling machine, a power metal saw and several drill presses all jammed together so that there was barely room to pass between them. None seemed to have been made later than the 1920s. Power for the milling machine and lathe was provided from overhead belts driven by a shaft that derived its energy from a steam engine at the rear of the building. The long belts made a continuous slap, slap, slap as they idled over their pulleys which made an interesting counter rhythm to the gentle chuff, chuff of the little steam engine.

Near the doorway was a bench and a stand-up desk on which lay the usual scattering of tools, oil cans, notes and sketches. On a shelf above the desk sat three pistons. I recognized them as a Buick, a Chevrolet and probably a Ford V8 flat head. I asked the gentleman what use he made of them and he replied that they were the pattern from which he made replacements.

The fire for the boiler also served as a furnace in which he melted aluminum scavenged from destroyed war materiel. He cast rough ingots of aluminum which he then put on his lathe and, using the sample pistons as a guide, turned a piston like it on the lathe, drill press and milling machine. Hand sawing put the slots where required and finishing of the domes and valve reliefs was done with a hand grinder and files.  He said it took three or four days to make a piston, but the condition of Korea in wartime precluded importing anything from outside the country, so when a car 'broke’, all one could do was make the broken part as best one could. I didn't think to ask him what he did for piston rings, Could he make those too? Or did he reuse the old ones? I'll never know.

I had noticed that the few civilian cars running were often hermaphrodites. I saw a 1942 Mercury front half mated to the back of a post WW II Studebaker. There was a number of similar concoctions around and about. Most had Jeep engines scavenged from destroyed army vehicles. There were some having their original engines and thus were the potential customers of my friend with the machine shop. While I was there, he was making a Ford steering drag link. The original had one ball socket so worn that the stud had fallen out. He would eventually make a whole new drag link, adapting the socket he made to fit the ball of the original worn stud. As good as new? Nooooo. ... Serviceable? Yes. Safe, not at 60 mph, but the national speed limit was only 25 mph.
CARL McCOY

When I worked at Price Motors as a GM Tech student, the Parts Department assistant manager was Carl McCoy, a WW II veteran. At quiet times we would chat as folks will do. He was of average stature but sinewy-slender and lantern jawed. He was always kind and helpful to me.


I got him to tell me about his war experience. And what he told me was eye opening. He was a tank commander in the 3rd Division and had participated in the invasion of North Africa; Operation Torch.


His tank was a light tank called a Sheridan. At Ft. Campbell, KY he had trained and learned that though only armed with a 37 mm main gun, it was capable of disabling any tank Germany or Italy could put in the field. The precision sighting mechanism allowed the little gun to put its armor piercing projectile into the hull just above the tracks; a soft spot in the German Tiger tank. And so off he went to war.


On patrol in a town in Algeria, he was going one way at an intersection when a Tiger tank was spotted a block away going in the other direction. He called to his driver, Charlie, to stop and told the gunner of the target. The Tiger had seen them at the same instant, and time was now of the essence. The Sheridan had a power turret; the Tiger a manually rotated one, considerably slower to bring to bear. He knew he had time to put a round into that guy before the Tiger’s 88mm high velocity gun could come about. Carl said “The first round actually knocked the paint off that thing. I chanced putting a second round in the same spot, sure that it would penetrate just as I had been taught back at Ft. Campbell.” He continued, “That 88 was swinging toward us as our second round actually put a dent in that ‘soft’ armor just above the tread. I knew we hadn’t time for a third shot and called to the driver ‘Take me home Charlie!’ my code meaning get us the hell out of here.” 

Carl said that is the last thing he remembered of the confrontation. When he awoke, he was deaf from a ringing in his ears. He was draped over the front of his turret and looking behind, he saw there was nothing there, no hull, no engine, no tracks. The entire rear half of the Sheridan had been obliterated by one round of 88mm. His crew was dead, torn to pieces. His back was burned, his butt, thighs and calves nearly stripped of flesh and muscle. He spent the rest of the war in a hospital in England.

Carl drank a bit. Once or twice he would ask me to take him in the parts truck through town to find his car, a beautiful black and turquoise 1949 Pontiac coupe which he had left in some unrecalled place the night before. On a few occasions the Parts Manager had me go search for him when he had not shown up for work. Once I found him at his apartment. The car was diagonal to the curb, the left front wheel against it. The door was open. He lay with his head on the sidewalk, his right foot still inside the car under the opened door. The ignition was still on, the gear shift still in Drive, the light switch still in the ‘ON’ position, the car out of gas and the battery dead. I woke him and told him to go to his apartment; that I’d be back with some gas and the booster battery.

I once had occasion to meet his wife, He had asked me to take his paycheck to her as he was busy at work and there were no errands for me at the moment. It was a second floor apartment on West Third Avenue. I knocked and she said “Who is it?” I told her who I was and she said “Come in.” I was stunned – there in the living room, dirty as a pig pen, stretched out on the sofa, the stereotypical, nay, epitome, of a slut. Stringy dishwater blonde hair, skinny, fully dissipated; in a soiled loose nightgown. Clearly she had been a beautiful young girl; now a horrible sight she was, and drunk to the gills; a bourbon bottle on the floor near her limp hand. I said “Carl asked me to give you this.” She said “Put it on the table.” I did and got the hell out of there. Whew! Carl was one guy who had good reason to drink a bit. I couldn’t imagine having to go home after work to that sight.
PHIL GOODWELL


I didn’t know Phil, he was my brother’s age. I was still in Junior High School when his family arrived in town. His father managed one of the local hotels. He was a phenomenon. He was brilliant in school, already an Eagle Scout; the leader of the local Scout Troop, and thoroughly likable. Everyone wanted to be pals with him. He was a pal to everyone from what I heard.


One night he and some friends were headed into town from 4th Avenue and he chose to climb over a stopped coal train instead of taking the long way via the Harvey Street underpass. When perched atop one of the coal hoppers, the engine jerked forward to commence its journey to Cincinnati. 

A locomotive cannot start a long, loaded train from rest without first backing up to compress all of the slack out of the couplings. It is done with a massive lunge backward, the impacts of which travels all the way to the caboose with a traveling roar. One of a train engineer’s areas of expertise is to back at just the right effort to compress all of the couplings without leaving any inertia in the caboose which would naturally undo all of the backing. The sum of all of the coupling slack adds up to several feet which the engine can then use to begin forward motion pulling only a few cars, the slack being taken up one coupling at a time, all of the forward cars adding their inertia to the engine’s thrust; once again giving that traveling roar all the way to the caboose.  By the time the caboose is jerked, the engine already has adequate forward motion to maintain its progress, accelerating ever so slowly for miles before cruising speed is reached.
When the hopper car on which Phil was awkwardly perched jerked violently forward, he lost his balance, fell to the tracks below and was cut in half by the wheels of a coal car. He had not grown up in a railroad town like Williamson.
The news of that tragedy spread far and wide; everyone was stunned. I was too.
THE YOUTH CENTER

About the time WW II was coming to an end, the good folks in Williamson determined that there should be a clean and decent place for the youngsters, of which there were then plenty, to gather on weekends without having to go to the disreputable road houses in the area. It was also hoped that the activity would reduce the level of 'juvenile delinquency' in town.

There was the Memorial Building located behind the court house which mostly stood as an unused tribute to the young men of Mingo County who served in WW I. It had large floor space, a utilitarian basement, a stage and many moveable, folding seats. There was a county employee who kept the place cleaned up, which mostly amounted to sweeping and dusting the coal soot that permeated every crevice in the whole town
The powers that be thus established a Youth Center there to provide jukebox music, a dance floor and chaperones for each Friday and Saturday night. It was naturally necessary to have a concession stand as well to keep the young’uns well stoked with soft drinks and snacks. Admission was free to those who lived in Williamson. Hooligans were not welcome, nor were those whose breath smelled of alcohol. Local kids pretty well ran the whole thing, the adults acting as backup only if needed, which was not often. We had a great time.

Mom told me that she'd give me ten dollars if I'd learn to dance. I was not girl oriented like most kids my age (14). It seems I preferred to worship them from afar.  I called upon my mentor, the famous John Max Merricks, to teach me how to dance. Next door to the home place on Fourth Avenue was a little two unit apartment occupied on the first floor by the Damerons. The daughter, Sackie (yep) was one of the girls who John Max courted and the Damerons offered us their living room for John Max to teach me to dance. In about three sessions, he taught me two basic steps, one for fox trot rhythm and another to which one could boogie (it was called jitterbugging then). Sackie watched with amusement at my clumsiness, and wondered aloud how I could consent to learn dancing from John Max and not her.

The following Saturday night, I was at the Youth Center watching George dance with his love of the time, a beautiful brunette whose last name was Combs. Her father was a mechanic at Price Motors, who later died tragically while at work. Just as John Max had taught me, I worked my way through the dancing throng, tapped George on the shoulder asked it I could 'cut in' and, though surprised, he said "OK" and turned the girl over to me. I figured that to dance with one sufficiently older than myself and clearly connected to another guy would offer no sense of emotional attraction between the two of us. Like a perfect ass hole, I danced till the song was over, turned around and walked over to Mom and put my hand out for the ten bucks. My ears burn now as I confess that disgusting behavior. I think we all got over it.

Shortly thereafter, my eighth grade teacher asked for volunteers to man the concession stand. I raised my hand and was immediately approved for the job. I was allowed to choose an assistant, so I turned to my buddy of the time, Jack Riddle, and he agreed. This was, to me, a plum of a job. We got out of class early on Friday in order to go to the wholesale grocers and bottlers to order the stock for the coming weekend. We got a key to the Memorial Building to offload the goods when the trucks arrived with snacks, drinks and crushed ice. We spent the rest of Friday afternoon putting things in place for the evening's merriment. Jack and I spent Saturday afternoons restocking for that evening. We took care of the money and turned over the profits on Monday mornings at school, keeping enough locked in a little steel lock box for the following weekend's purchases. We learned quickly what would sell and what wouldn't.

During the evenings, we would spell each other, one behind the counter while the other would circulate with the kids and dance a little (I gradually got accustomed to dancing with girls my age without feeling like each dance was a proposal of marriage.) My favorite songs at that time were "Dream" and "Twilight Time" Their melodies still run through my head at quiet times.


We usually cleaned up the stand and had everything put away by closing time each night. That way I was able to occasionally walk one or the other of the beauties whom I worshipped from afar, to her home.  

It was during that time that I learned that the greatest confection ever invented was a nickel pack of peanuts poured into a bottle of Nehi orange soda from which one long swig had been pulled to make room for the peanuts. Nothing can compare to it. If peanuts weren't 75 cents and if Nehi Orange soda weren't a vanished product, I'd have one right now. The soda dissolved tooth enamel at a prodigious rate and the chewed peanuts packed neatly into the growing cavities. What a life!

There were other things we learned as young managers with free time while everyone else was still in school. One of them was smoking. We had the absolute privacy of the basement storage areas of the Memorial Building to practice our vice. We couldn't buy cigarettes because we were too young and they were in short supply. But we could buy rolling tobacco in the little cloth bags like you once saw cowboys use in the movies; and papers. After we saw how hard it was to hand roll a decent cigarette, we bought a rolling machine. It worked like a miracle. We experimented with numerous kinds of rolling tobacco. One I remember was called Four Brothers. It looked very different from what we know as cigarette tobacco. It looked like black (excuse me) pubic hair. It was claimed to be pure Turkish tobacco. It smoked like pubic hair. One bag was all Jack and I needed of that stuff.

There came a time when cigarettes were not in short supply and the clerks in various stores no longer denied our requests for smokes. One kind we tried was Longfellows. Apt name. They came two to a pack. They rested side by side in a white pasteboard trough and were wrapped in cellophane silk-screened with the name. They were all of 6 or 8 inches long and about 3/4 of an inch wide, oval in shape and had a real cork filter. So long they were that they could barely keep from drooping and breaking of their own weight.

Jack and I took care of the Youth Center concession stand until I went off to Castle Heights at the beginning of my sophomore year. Jack finally gave up smoking. He took to chewing tobacco. I never understood that. When I think of Jack, I always recall that he loved a song, a haunting instrumental, “Creole Love Call”. In those days, I could whistle pretty well and he was always asking me to whistle it for him. I remember the melody even now, but my flabby old lips don't whistle like they used to.
PRIMAL INSTINCT


This is an event that to this day, still seems unreal to me. I was in Chicago, visiting Betty on my way back to Williamson after a stint at GM Tech. She was still in high school, and attending classes when I arrived at her home. It was late morning and Alta Mae suggested that I could walk the few blocks to the Gage Park School and meet her when she got out for lunch. Sounded OK to me.


I was given directions as to how to arrive at the school and set off. Why not drive, you ask? In residential Chicago, one does not give up a parking space in front of your house without a darned good reason. It was one block to the corner, turn left, go one block and turn right, and then four more blocks south to the school. I was walking down a fairly major thoroughfare with no parking on either side of the street. It was cool and sunny. In the distance I saw a Chow Chow approaching alone and unleashed. He looked to be about 40 or 50 pounds, low slung, with shaggy brown hair. Needing to be on the other side of the street anyway to reach the school, I crossed over well before the dog and I got close. The traffic was remarkably sparse, hardly a car in motion.

I was made suspicious when the dog, just sniffing along, crossed over to my side of the street. "Now what the hell is he up to?" I said to myself. At about 20 or 30 feet away, the dog looked up for the first time. Our eyes met. His were orange and staring. The damned thing was threatening me. His tail stood straight up, he bared his teeth and snarled as we got nearer to each other. I looked about for an alternative. The tall iron fence of a public park was on my left. To the right lay the wide street promising no help because I knew I could not out run a dog. I had no options.

With the hair standing up on the back of my neck, and chill bumps covering my back and arms, I did the only thing I could think of. I became the larger, fiercer animal. I crouched, spread my upper arms wide, and curved my forearms in like Lou Ferrigno does to show his biceps. I opened my eyes as wide as I could and lunged at the dog while snarling as loudly as I could. There were, thankfully, no witnesses to my madness.


The dog stopped, dropped his tail, backed up a step or two and smartly ran back across the street. I had to wait about fifteen minutes before Betty got out of class. I had very nearly stopped shaking by then.
CONVERSATION WITH MYSELF

Tonight, 12/20/2003, I had a conversation with me. I was showering and one foot slipped slightly, causing me to think about falling in that tile shower stall, again. Over the past year, I have noticed a growing loss of sense of balance. It wasn’t the first time for the thought, but this time I said out loud “Watch it, fool; you’ll fall and knock your head open and then lay in here with the water running until someone finds your body.” OK, I said, but then, what an easy solution when you think about it. No EMT’s, doctors, emergency room, IVs or aspirators. My children and grandchildren wouldn’t have to endure the obnoxious sight of me while I sit in a wheelchair, drooling and peeing my pants. Also, I wouldn’t have to face the unbearable prospect of holding a yard sale to dispose of the mountain of stuff collected in this house. I can’t stand that thought.” 
FLEA CIRCUS


I am not allergic to much that others are. But there are things that adversely affect me. One such is poison ivy. I think nearly every one is allergic to that oil. However, my cousin Harvey claimed he was impervious. He even ate a few poison ivy leaves once to prove it with no ill effect. 

My most memorable experience with it occurred when I was about 10 years old. In the woods below Death Rock I contacted some of the ivy and did exactly the wrong thing. I scratched the itchy places. By the next day I was literally covered with itchy blisters. So covered was my body that Mom called the doctor for help. He prescribed daubing the blisters with a 5 percent solution of potassium permanganate. At that time such a poison was easily purchased at a drug store without a prescription. The liquid came in a bottle of about 4 ounces capacity and was purple.

With a wad of cotton, Mom began dabbing me with the stuff. The open blisters stung on contact but the overall sensation was of coolness, no doubt due to the high alcohol content (95%).I stood on a low stool, stripped, and Mom had me turn and turn and turn, looking for every blister.

As the stuff dried, it turned brown, about the color of iodine. I finally saw myself in the mirror. I was almost entirely covered with spots of potassium permanganate. Might I have passed for a leopard? Not likely, but what a sight! The magic was that the itching stopped almost on contact. I was looked upon with awe by those who saw me next day. My bath the next night washed the blotches off a bit and the itchy blisters had essentially disappeared. It was three or four days before the stains were altogether gone. Would that the stuff was available today for sufferers of poison ivy.

But that's not about fleas, is it? This is: When we lived in California, our first apartment was one in which pets were not allowed. However, one lady had a wee little puppy that our landlord, Mrs. Wightman, chose to overlook.


There was a day that the lady was in our apartment with her little dog, and it simply brushed against my leg. She was looking at the place as one to move into since we were going into another one because our soon to arrive baby Steve made it necessary to have a larger space. I did not pet the dog or otherwise come in contact with it.


The next day, I had a welt on my leg. It was the diameter of a quarter and blood red. It itched severely. By that night I had several more welts on my legs. They all itched. I tried not to scratch them open, but it was difficult to resist. The following days saw more welts arise on my torso, ankles and upper arms. Within five days, I found it impossible to study, draw or sleep for the itching and attendant scratching. It was maddening.

We at last called a doctor who would see me immediately and drove right there. I stripped and the doctor said "Hmmm". He said "Those are insect bites." Were we getting anywhere? He had me lay on the table and got a flashlight. He looked me over entirely, front and back and found nothing. It was almost impossible to lie still enough for his examination because of the need to scratch the hundreds of welts.

He found nothing. He offered to give me a shot of antihistamine to quell the itching for a day or two. He advised me while preparing the hypodermic that I shower multiple times daily, put everything, everything I wear in the dry cleaners, and don't redon anything I take off until it is also dry cleaned. It meant missing a day of school, but I was willing to do anything. He allowed as how the insect was using me exclusively as host since Virginia had no bites though we slept in the same bed, it would not be necessary to dry-clean the bed clothes.


After he administered the shot, I got off the examination table to stand and get dressed. I passed out. The doctor and Virginia grabbed me before I hit the floor. After sitting a minute, I regained my consciousness. The doctor explained that strong doses of antihistamine will do that sometimes, and that Virginia should drive home just in case. By the time we got to the car there was no itching. The welts were there and some that were the oldest were sore but there was no itching.

The next night as I sat on the bathroom stool after my third shower, I was looking at the white tile floor when a tiny dot appeared before my right foot. It was no bigger that a grain of pepper. With the eyesight I have today, I would not have seen it. As I moved my hand toward it, it jumped. It was the smallest flea I have ever seen. I closed the bathroom door and on hands and knees, pursued it assiduously. It jumped so fast that it disappeared and could only be spotted again after landing. I finally got it under my thumbnail and crushed it.

The next day, Virginia retrieved my clothes from the dry cleaner's. There were no more bites and there was no more itching. The sores went away within a week or so. There must be more than one kind of flea. I don't want any more like that one.
SIMILE

There are a lot of apt similes used every day. You know similes, phrases that compare two things or ideas by using 'like' or 'as'. They can be entertaining and they can make a point, or serve as sarcasm, or evoke visions better than the five thousands words that a picture is better than. One of the more common sarcastic ones is: “Useful as teats on a boar hog.”

My all time favorite simile is: "Cool as the other side of the pillow."
Further, as I watched the guy cooking at a busy Waffle House, this sarcastic one came to me:


"As useful as a blind short order cook.“  Not PC huh?
HOW A NAME ENDS


Of six uncles this happened. Emmett had three girls and so none of them would carry on the Keadle name. Roy had two boys and two girls. Howard married Rose but produced no male offspring while Harvey married Susanna, a Central American lady, and had a son;;; I think he is named David, who has thus far remained childless. Okey had two girls. Alonzo had a son, Jim B., by his first wife, but he too has remained childless. Upon Harvey’s death from Parkinson’s disease, Susanna proposes to move the family back to Central America. John gave us Tommy who has had two sons by his first wife and so there are two third-generation Keadles producing offspring. Mingo produced two boys and a girl. Ruth died young, George had a daughter and adopted a son who has now died without marrying. I produced two sons one of which has produced three daughters and one who produced a daughter and two sons. One of those has produced a son who will have his mother’s surname, the other is as yet unwed.


And so it is that the prolific N. J. and Lucy Keadle, in four generations, have only three descendents and maybe a fourth who carry on the Keadle surname.
BICYCLES

It was mid WW II. I had learned somehow, to ride a bicycle, I don't remember how. But I was at the age where I had to have one - HAD to. None were being built. Every factory that had made bicycles had long ago converted to building war materiel.

There was one version of bicycle that was still in production. It was a substitute for a pickup truck. Its main distinguishing feature was that the front tire was quite small and mounted above it was a huge wire basket. There were also wire side baskets mounted beside the rear wheel. It was the intended replacement for deliverers whose truck was no longer serviceable. In those days pharmacies and grocers and dry cleaners, among others, delivered their wares to regular customers. I lusted after the one on display at Robinette's Hardware Store. It was $60.00 plus sales tax.

As an aside, West Virginia had instituted a sales tax in 1921, the first in the nation. It was one percent. Much of what was sold in those days cost less than a dollar and so a means of charging less than a penny sales tax on items less than a dollar was devised that used tax 'stamps' given with your change that represented that part of a penny that was not part of your tax obligation on a 15 or 50 cent purchase. One stamp covered a dime purchase. You could then apply the accumulated stamps to the tax on your next purchase. Clerks could calculate the denomination of stamps owed you in their heads. 
           This illuminates two significant differences between then and now: One was that a penny meant something to consumers, a lot more than it does today, and the other was that those poor ignorant benighted West Virginia hillbillies could do math in their heads that today's hamburger flippers would find totally beyond their comprehension.


Anyway, back to the bicycle. Dad would have none of it about the utility bike down at Robbinett's Hardware. "But I gotta have a bike, Dad, everyone else has one." "OK, we'll find you a bike."

Some time later, Dad told me there was a fellow in West Williamson who repaired bicycles and sold used ones. In the afternoon, we found him in front of his home, one unit of a government subsidized housing development that had been built by the WPA before the war. His name was Sandifur, Blackie Sandifur. His hair was absolutely black and straight, of course. He was small, no taller than I at age 12; about 35 or 40 years old, I would guess. His little front yard was covered in bicycle parts, tools, a couple of complete bikes and a couple of scrawny, dirty toddlers.

Dad and I agreed that only one was actually fit to buy, a girl's model Elgin, green and white, with good tires and no rust. Dad and Blackie dickered over the price, but not much. If Blackie couldn't get $55.00 for it, he would let the next guy who came along have it for that price. Dad gave in and gave up the money. We loaded the bike in his car and drove home.

I liked the bike and was able thereby to go to places like the Country Club at Sprigg with Billy Gene Hall. I also became friends with Virgil Pemberton and we ran around a lot on our bikes. I bought things for the bike as they became available and as I could afford them; a dring dring bell for the handle bar, a light for the front fender and a reflector for the rear. These items were still made in small quantities because as the war drug on there were fewer and fewer serviceable cars on the road and bikes were becoming the only means of transportation for many folks. I clipped playing cards to the front fork with a clothes pin. As the wheel spokes flipped the card it made a satisfying engine sound.

Virgil was short, muscular, and broad of shoulder, narrow of hips, with a wide face and straight black hair and darkish skin. He said he had some Indian in his background. We call it Native American today. I think it was his grandmother who was Indian.

One of our regular activities was to go to the river bank near the place where the Third Avenue bridge crosses Tug River at the east end of downtown. There was located the widest river bank. We would cast empty liquor and soft drink bottles in the water and then throw stones at them to break them. Virgil was quite good at the game, I much less so, but occasionally got one after several tries. We learned quickly that the larger liquor bottles were the easier target because the glass was thinner. Duh!

        The challenge of pumping the bike up the steep part of Fourth Avenue was another place where Virgil shone. His stature and muscularity made it easy for him but it was impossible for me. I always had to walk the bike the last several yards to the top, no matter how hard I tried.

Vann Taylor had the Esso station at the corner of 4th Avenue and Dickinson Street. It was there that I kept the tires at the proper pressure using his free air device. One would turn a crank that showed the pressure at which the chuck would stop supplying air. Set it on 24 psi and it would ding with each pound injected. When the dinging stopped, your tire was at the set pressure.

Once, unbeknownst to me, the regulator of the free air station had failed. I dutifully went inside and asked, as always, if it was OK for me to fill my tires. Permission was granted but there was a suspicious smile on the mechanic's face as I departed for the free air station at the edge of his lot. I set the digital meter on 24 psi as always and put the chuck on the rear tire; it was the one with the slow leak.


The machine ding, dinged and ding, dinged. It seemed it was taking longer than usual to fill the tire. I persisted. Ding, ding, ding, POW! The tire exploded in my face shocking me into stunned lockup. As my senses returned, I realized what had happened; an economic disaster. I also heard laughter from the office of the station. Those a** h***s had let me destroy my tire knowing I was too young and ignorant to realize that something was amiss with the free air device.


I pushed the bike the two blocks to home and reported my misfortune to the folks. Mom seemed not to care one way or the other; after all, the bike was a means whereby I had been able to get away from her purview and protection, which, as with all moms, made her uncomfortable.


Dad on the other hand was surprisingly sympathetic and offered that tomorrow he would find me a new tire and tube. Whew! Just as some bikes were being produced, so were a few tires and tubes for them.

True to his promise, I had a new tire and tube the next afternoon and set about learning how not easy it is to remove the rear wheel from a bike. How not easy it is to dismount and remount the tires and tubes, and how not easy it is to reassemble the whole thing so that the coaster brake worked and the chain was not too slack and the wheel bearings were neither too tight nor too loose nor too lost. I learned how satisfying it was when the right bolt fit the right nut, how the right wrench fit them both, and how everything worked as it should when proper care was taken. I have never gotten over it.

One summer day, I parked my bike in front of Strosnider's Drug store to go in and steal a look at some comic books. (They were forbidden in our home.) Later, when I came back outside, my green and white Elgin girl's model bike was gone. I looked over the whole of Second and Third Avenue. It was not to be found. When Dad got home from work, we scoured the downtown by car. No bike.


It would soon be my opportunity to learn to drive and so the lack of a bicycle faded in importance. Dad first got me in his 1940 Olds and took me to Sunset Addition, a loop road in the west end of town. It was wide and little used, ideal for teaching one to drive. He soon got me to the point where I could start off without stalling the engine; but he would not let me shift gears. He had me drive slowly and attempt to roll my right or left front tire over small stones and little pot holes in the pavement to enhance my steering accuracy.


It frustrated him greatly, as is usually the case whenever a relative tries to teach one to drive. As it happened, my bicycle pal, Virgil Pemberton was a proficient driver. He had learned at about age 12 and was already 16 with a valid driver's license. His father was the Manual Training (we call it Shop, now) teacher at Williamson High.

It turned out that dad and Virgil would come to an understanding. It would be Virgil's privilege to teach me the rest of how to drive. We had a blast. His family had no car. I don't know how or where he learned, but he was good enough at it and was excited that he would be the driver on the streets and roads to and from my lessons in Sunset Addition. Having no family car was not unusual in those days.

My 'lessons' continued after Dad's new 1946 Olds came in and Virgil and I continued to drive about, preparing me for my driver's test when I turned 16; only a month or so away. One warm day, we were returning home and driving up the curvy hill that passes by the cemetery in West End. I was at the wheel. The hillside was on our left and a curb with cable type guardrail and steep drop off was on our right. Suddenly through an opening in the guard rail, a tot's blond head appeared, but it immediately disappeared below the hood of the car which was going about 30 mph. I stopped instantly, cut the car off and we got out looking underneath for the crushed and certainly dead four or five year old child. He was beneath the transmission and bawling. Virgil pulled him out and by that time, two older brothers and a sister were on the scene.


Holding the young one in his arms, Virgil inquired of him if he was hurt. He was crying but appeared undamaged except for a skinned knee. His older brother said "Nah, he ain't hurt, c'mmon Johnnie, lets get to the store." He pulled the lad from Virgil's arms.


It turned out that on topping the steps to the street, the child had tripped and fallen before the car reached him and we had merely rolled over his prostrate body. He was so small and the ground clearance of the car was so high that all of the car would have cleared him except the differential and we didn't roll that far over him. We saw no need to inform the parents and were thankful it was thus.


On getting back in the car, I couldn't drive. My right leg shook so violently every time I tried to press the gas pedal that I couldn't control the car. Virgil had to finish the drive home. We kept it our secret, until now.

Virgil once had a job delivering groceries for the Piggly Wiggly store on Fourth Avenue, from whence I had stolen the Animal Crackers those long years before. I volunteered to help him. Why? Because he got to drive the pre-war Chevy open sided Sedan Delivery and I got to ride with him. Envision a 1940 Chevy 2-door station wagon. Take all but the front seat out. Take out the side windows behind the doors. Take the back window out and leave the pickup-like tail gate. Put in a flat floor. It’s an El Camino with a roof over the bed and no wall behind the seat. It was worn out. There was a pop crate for a seat. There was no gas pedal, only the end of the push rod through the firewall. There was only a windshield, and no driver’s door. Starting was accomplished by using a stick under the hood to pry the starter lever into the start position; the pedal on the floor had gone long ago.


On his final delivery, along with the bags of groceries was a huge bale of hay for the livestock of the guy who placed the order. This was no bale like pine straw. This was easily twice the size and far more dense. It was all we could do to get it into the truck. We struck out toward East End, having to enquire several times to find the customer’s house. The road was dirt and wound up hill to a point near the crest of the hill between Peter Street and East End. The house was about a hundred feet below the road, having a dirt walkway from the end of the road down to the back of the house, an old clapboard farm-style house with wooden back porch.

We set out all of the groceries and then wrangled that hay bale out of the truck. Virgil contemplated trying to carry the bale down that path to the house, considered how little assistance I would be in the task, and the destruction that would occur by dragging it he came to a critical decision. We inched the bale to the crest of the road berm, aligned it with the pathway to the back porch and he shoved it mightily with his foot. The bale rolled, then tumbled, then flew from point to point on the path, acquiring an astonishing rate of speed. It was perfectly aimed. It bounced just ahead of the single porch step and slammed onto the porch buckling a number of the gray faded boards and then sliding through the back door, shattering it, disappearing into what looked like a kitchen.


We scrammed out of there. By the time we got back to the Piggly Wiggly, Virgil was out of a job. The old guy didn’t have a car, but he had a phone, no doubt.
TAKE ME OUT OF THE BALL GAME


I just never got into playing ball games. Neither strong nor well coordinated, I was always last chosen for pickup games at school or with kids on weekends. Junior High had a mandatory gym class for every student and I was sent to play basketball. I fared poorly and frustrated the instructor, who assumed I knew the rules of the game, which I didn't, and he couldn't get me to mix it up with the others under the basket. I was repelled by having others' sweaty armpits and shoulders bumping and rubbing on me. Hell, I am repelled by the feel of my own sweaty arm on my own sweaty chest. It was not hard for me to take to heart one of Mom's pieces of advice: "Keep your hands off other people and other people's things."

One day in summer when I was about 11 or 12, Dad came home with a baseball, a bat and a fielder's mitt. It was for me, he said, and he was going to teach me baseball. One thing I noticed right off was that he had gotten a left hand mitt and I was left handed, so catching and tossing was going to be a problem. He said no right handed mitt was available.


We went out on the sidewalk in front of the house to play catch, starting off easy with underhand tossing from about 20 feet apart. I was able to catch his tosses and drop the mitt and toss the ball back OK. It was time to get farther apart and try some easy overhand throwing, like I imagine warmup pitches start. My shoulder, not being flexible like that in most males, is more like a woman's which makes overhand throwing awkward for them and for me. Did you know about that physiological difference? A female shoulder joint is more suited to cradling an infant with her arm with the baby resting on her wider pelvic bone. A guy shoulder joint is configured better for overhand throwing (like spears?) and the comparatively narrow hip makes a lousy ledge on which to balance a baby. But we all know there is no significant physiological difference between the sexes other than the reproductive organs don't we?


Finally, Dad got about 30 or 40 feet away and started to throw a real pitch, like he had done as a high school standout years before. I saw that rocket coming at me and was just terrified. The ball grazed my mitt and smacked me in the lower lip with devastating effect. I saw stars, my mouth hurt like hell after the initial shock. The lip bled, the lower teeth were loose, I was crying uncontrollably. Dad was flustered and apologetic. I regained some control after a few minutes and we went inside to apply a cool damp wash cloth to the lip. It was about double itsits normal size by bedtime.


Next day, I saw no sign of the ball, bat, or mitt. This was not the last disappointment Dad would suffer from me. Ever since that day, anything strongly thrown my way will almost paralyze me.

About eight or ten of us would go to the football stadium above the high school on Saturdays and play a form of pickup football. Someone always had to pick me so that there would be an equal number of guy on each side. It was rougher than tag ball but not really tackle ball either. One simply had to stop the carrier's forward motion by holding him.


I was always a lineman, used only to try to block or defend. I usually just got run over by the opposition and so on one play, my side put a backup behind me to hold the charging defense for a pass play. The ball snapped, the defense hit me high in front, the backup guy, Elmer Darby, hit me low from behind at the same instant. I was folded in half with Elmer between my legs and back and the rusher on top of my face. The play was a success, the pass completed and a touchdown was made; a rare event for our kind of football. Nothing broke, but I lost my taste for football.


It was at one of those games, I learned a different kind of lesson. On one play one of the kids, Daryl Hackworth, sustained what we believed was a broken arm. It was not a long walk down the East side of the hollow in which the stadium was situated to the hospital. Daryl was in a sort of shock, not knowing what to do and so I went with him to the hospital for treatment. He carried his broken arm in his good hand as we trudged the rocky, rutted dirt road down the hill.

Arriving at the hospital, we were greeted by a pickup truck roaring into the parking space nearest the door. In the bed which had no tailgate, lay a man, probably a miner, whose legs dangled over the end of the bed dripping blood. Two men got out and carried the unconscious man into the emergency entrance.


We entered the front door, went to the desk and I said "We need to see a doctor, Daryl has broken his arm." The lady at the desk said "Do you have insurance?" I didn't know and neither did Daryl. "We just need to get Daryl's arm fixed ma'am." She said “Who will assume responsibility for payment?". Daryl gave her his father's name, and she said "Does he have a job?" Daryl said "Yes, he's a plumber." The lady said "Have a seat and I'll see what I can do." She went down a hallway and returned shortly saying "The doctor will see you as soon as he gets through with the injured man that just came in the emergency room." We sat there for over an hour. Daryl's arm began to hurt more and more as the protective shock dissipated. He was stoic and held up well.
We talked about nothing much. He was concerned that he would be late getting home and his folks would be mad. There was no phone in his home and so we could not call his parents. At long last, the doctor came out and took charge of Daryl, feeling of his arm and agreeing that it was broken. He took the kid down the hall and I, just standing there, had nothing to do but go home.


There was no more football that summer, because there was in uneven number of kids so the sides wouldn't be even. Daryl's cast got a lot of signatures before it came off.

What I learned was that before compassion and TLC comes money, even in those halcyon days of yore.

SEX IN THE SERVICE

This isn't mostly about me, because you don't want to know about nothing when it comes to sex in the service. It is, however, about what I observed in that regard.


It looks like a lot of soldiers are interested in sex. Sgt. Bill E. was my boss in the Inspection Section of the 568 Ord HM Co. We inspectors were all housed in one tent, but he was never there at night. He had a cot and foot locker like the rest of us. He had a family back in the 'states that he loved dearly. He said he could not abide not having a family life. What he was doing was forbidden but he just 'adopted' a family; wife, mother and father in law and brothers and sisters anyway. He lived with them every night in their cramped, makeshift abode not far from our quarters. He scrounged food, furniture and other goods for them and had a family life. He taught me to play chess.


Lou G. was a corporal, pudgy, wide faced and humorous. On one night he managed to sneak one of the NCO club whores back to our squad tent after lights out. They went at it right there; kept us awake for nearly an hour, I suppose. ThoughThough it was fairly easy to get her to the tent, getting her out of the compound after they were through was another matter, but he did it somehow. His adventure was the talk of the unit next couple of days because to have been caught would have had serious consequences. Since Lou was a short timer, he probably felt he was immune from any meaningful punishment as he would be gone before any paperwork could be generated. I never got to know him very well before he rotated out.


Mike L. was a sergeant, large, and muscular. Typical Wisconsin Pollack, and that’s a compliment, not a slur. He was celibate for thirty days and then went to town. He announced regularly how many more days before he could 'break over' as he called it. Some kind of rationing, huh?


Mike left after I had been there 4 or 5 months. He gave me his pair of 'Mickey Mouse' boots. These were made of rubber and constructed much like a thermos bottle, which made them outlandishly large on the outside, thus the nickname. They were only issued to front line troops for winter wear and who had no permanent living quarters. Mike had inherited them from an infantryman rotating back to states and he gave them to me for wear when on guard duty during the coming winter. They were a boon to my feet.
Our NCO club was not restricted to NCOs but was open to all enlisted men and so I went there a time or two when I first arrived at the 568. There was lots of beer and booths and a number of Korean girls, ostensibly waitresses, who circulated among the reveling troops. Sitting in a booth with a couple of other guys, I was approached by a nice looking Korean gal in western clothes and nicely made up who promptly sat in my lap, put her arms around my neck and began to squirm, saying "You wanna hoochie koochie GI?" She said "Tenchie hut!" pigeon English for "Atten, Chun!";!"; the military command or in this case, the assumed hardening of one's pecker, which mine didn't. She lost interest and left for other parts by the time I said  "No." for the third or fourth time. I gave up on the NCO club except for an occasional beer after work.

Then there was Joe S., a darkly handsome second generation Italian about 18 years old from New York. A really nice guy and hard worker. He had to have sex a lot. He would go to town every night, find a whore and go at it. He then would come back to the tent, sit on the edge of his cot and stare at his pecker until lights out, waiting for the drip to start. It invariably did. He then went on sick call, got the humiliation treatment and penicillin shot in the ass and thirty days restriction to post. As soon as the restriction was over, it was back to town for another dose. When asked why he did such a thing, his only answer was "I got to."  What a life.

            It was said that there were troops in Korea that had venereal diseases that US medicine could neither diagnose nor treat and they weren't going home until they were cured or dead. I wonder if any of them are still over there. While I'm at it, you may have noticed that 'venereal' has dropped out of the lexicon. I thought the word is derived from 'venal' , which is related to sins of human weakness, but it isn't, its root is from the Latin Venus, the goddess of love, since those diseases come from making 'love'. Since sex outside of marriage is no longer considered a sin among the trend setters, the new term 'STD" has replaced it. I guess that means sex outside of wedlock is no longer a sin and certainly has nothing to do with love.

Gonorrhea was so rampant at one point in my tour in Korea that our whole company was restricted to our barracks compound for thirty days. The company commander had a meeting with the entire outfit in the NCO club after supper describing the situation and the consequences. The orders had come directly from Eighth Army HQ. It was only twelve days later that the next case of the clap occurred in our company. Whacha gonna do? The CO, a Captain White, a retreaded Buick dealer form Kansas whose only wish was to get back home, was replaced by Major Blaylock. He was a hard career soldier, part Lumbee Indian, and somehow he got the clap epidemic stopped. Don't ask me how, I wasn't involved in it.

I gravitated to the GIs who were not involved in all of the sex activities. There was handsome Bob Wilson, a curly haired, rosy cheeked Mormon from Oregon, Walt Bobo, from Shelby Kentucky, a taciturn, strong, rural, down to earth type, William Allison (never Bill) short, blonde and highly fundamentally religious, from Indiana. and Couture, (Cooch) the supply sergeant, PX manager and mail man. Though he was interested in having a little, he was kept too busy to ever get out of the supply room except for meals, a few beers and a few hours sleep. A lot of the more sexually active troops looked upon us as somehow unmanly, or at least weird, I think.

When I was on R & R in Tokyo, the cabbie took me to a small, cheap hotel in which to stay. Each GI there was assigned a girl to act as a sort of guide and provide a lay if one was so inclined, as was virtually every GI. My assigned escort was Sally (pronounced Sahdi). We shared the bed in my room. She wore western clothes, and was no Geisha girl.


While I'm at it, the Japanese are much entertained when westerners recite series of English words like days of the week, makes of cars and so on. It the hotel sitting room in the evenings we would gather with the staff; it was more like a family visit than staff and patrons, we would converse as best we could, explaining the various words and phrases of our respective languages and describing the varying customs of our countries. I learned there that they answer the phone by saying "Wushie wushie" which means "Here's me", more or less.

When the minor earthquake struck in the middle of the night, Sally woke me in a  state of near panic and hurried us both down the stairs and outside, which was the standard practice in earthquakes. The street was thus crowded with GIs and Japanese in various states of dress and undress, all of whom milled around until the shaking subsided. The manager of the hotel looked at me with what I suppose was meant to be a reassuring look. His own fear showed through. All I noticed was the paper sliding doors inside the hotel had oddly shuddered and rattled as we departed. 



Sally calmed down after we were outside, but was reluctant to re-enter the hotel until nearly everyone else had gone. The Japanese had all experienced or been told of or lost a loved one in a violent earthquake in their homeland and feared what ‘could’ happen. I'd never been in an earthquake and so this was the worst I could relate to, thus it wasn't scary to me.


Sally and I would go to restaurants that served American food. She thought it funny that I didn't want to try the Japanese food. I don't eat anything I can't recognize and shun a good bit of what I can.


After a meal, the girl would pick her teeth, as do all Japanese women, but courtesy demanded that she cup her free hand before her mouth so that one could not see the actual operation. Although I often simply went out into town by myself to shop or sightsee, she took me to the Ginza, Tokyo's mammoth flea market and to the grounds outside the Emperor's Palace where we had a sort of picnic, and also to a beautiful Budist Temple. It was she who took me to the places where I could buy the things Sam had asked me to get for him.

Taking a cab to get around was exciting. There was a growing car culture in Tokyo in the mid fifties, but most cars were still imported. Mr. Honda was just getting started making motorcycles then. Fuel was costly and so the technique was to accelerate in low and second gear and then coast in neutral as far as practical and then repeat using second gear. The favorite taxi was the Henry J. In case you don't know about it, let me say it was one of America's early flirtations with 'economy' cars. Two doors in a pseudo fastback style, with a too-short wheelbase, tall and narrow, small tires, four cylinders in L-head configuration offering about 50 or 60 horsepower; it was a cousin of the WW II Jeep engine, and a column shift. It had cartoonish little tail fins copied after the 1948 Cadillac but which did not hold any tail lights. There were, instead, little round lamps like something you'd find at J. C. Whitney mounted in the lower body end panel. Sears Roebuck sold them as the Allstate for a couple of years until people found out what horrid little cars they were.

Many streets in downtown Tokyo were one way and had four or more lanes. Each cabbie struggled to get to be first at the stop light, and so you might be in a race with half a dozen or more cabs vying for first place at the next red light. You probably think Rusty Wallace and Dale Jarrett cut in front of and zoom around other cars with abandon on the Winston Cup circuit. You ain't seen nothin'. Talk about playing chicken!

Just as in most of the rest of the world at that time, cars drove on the left in Japan. It always made me pucker when the cab would be in the left lane and make a left turn hugging the left curb. I only relaxed when I saw the oncoming traffic was way over there on the right side of the street. The domestic cars were all right hand drive and a very few of the imported cars were as well, but all of the Henry Js and most other American cars were left hand drive. It was a bit confusing to decide whether the cars around you had a driver where he belonged or not.

The Japanese hotels have a community bathtub arrangement. It is like a small swimming pool of tile about ten feet square and deep enough to submerge all but the head of a 5-and-a-half foot tall person. It is for the use of all, guests and staff alike. No soap was on hand. I chose to bathe when every one else was gone.


On the ninth and final night of my stay Sally asked me why I didn't hoochie coochie with her. She said: "Chahdee, you no likee me?" She fretted that I didn't think her to be attractive. She showed me her fidogie card (no VD). Having no good answer to such a question, and she being a pretty good looking girl, we hoochie coochied. It was clear that the earth didn't move for her. I believe it never does for prostitutes. I knew it wouldn't for her. My sense of guilt probably had something to do with it. It seems that there are many things I'm not very good at besides algebra.
COUSINS


It is June 12, 2004. My cousin Newt Merricks died night before last. It is time to give you a rundown on my 16 cousins so you can put them in place with me.


Uncle Emmet, the oldest of 6 uncles had three daughters, Jane, Frances and Elizabeth. Jane married “Doc” Hatton in her second marriage, had 2 kids who don’t acknowledge Keadle descendants. Frances worked for Appalachian Electric Power when I was paying the folk’s electric bill as a kid. Elizabeth taught me American History. All were old enough that I looked upon them as aunts, not cousins. All have passed on.

Uncle Roy, next oldest, had 4 children; Howard died of heart failure at age 56. He was a fount of knowledge about the Keadle history. Lucy who was unwed and a social worker died of Alzheimers, Harvey who is in Arizona retired from BF Goodrich. He has just been diagnosed with Parkinson’s disease, and Harriett Pyles, the only one of those 4 younger than I, is a widow living in Fairmont WV. Her husband was a paratrooper during the Korean War era.

Uncle Okie had 2 daughters, Betsy McCreight, one year older than I who died of cancer about 10 or 20 years ago. She was a very active Presbyterian and (liberal) Republican; and Sally Richardson, a very active liberal Democrat; a friend of Jay Rockerfeller. Under Carter she was Administrator of the Medicaid System. She now lives in Charleston WV.


You know about Mingo Keadle and his 2 sons, me and George, but less about Ruth who died at age 12 in 1936. Her tragedy is recounted elsewhere in this piece.


Uncle Alonzo had one child, Jim B, who lives in Ohio, born of his first wife. Alonzo married again but had no more children. He was a salesman for Weirton Steel Co and died at a railroad crossing coming home for Christmas about 1940. He was a pilot in the Army Flying Corps during WW I in France.


Uncle John Sam was a captain in the 101st Airborne Div. He was a combat engineer and was at the Normandy invasion, the Battle of the Bulge and Operation Market Garden. He died of stomach cancer in 1981. He had one son, John Thomas who lives in Beckley WV and is a traveling salesman, maybe retired by now. We always hit it off ‘cause he is a car nut too.


Aunt Kate was married to ‘Cap’n Brockus’. He was #2 man in the WV State Police before retirement. They had 2 children, Jim, a fighter pilot in WW II with 2 children I never knew; he passed away in 1980 or thereabouts, and Lucy Eads, married twice. I never knew her first husband with whom she had one child.


Aunt Mary was wed to Micajah “Max” Merricks. They had 3 children, Newt, John Max and David. John Max was a football coach great enough to have had the stadium in which his teams played named for him. He was first to pass away. David lived in Brookneal VA and I saw him once as an adult at nephew Scott Keadle’s wedding in Salisbury, NC. His widow, Anne is a most endearing woman.

And so of the 18 cousins, one third of us are left. George and I are the only siblings not yet split apart by death. Tommy is an only child and so he doesn’t count.
DYING

I've spent a good bit of time considering death. Not just my own, but others'. For instance, a short list of my favorite actors contains the names of Richard Jaeckel, David Jantzen, Lee Marvin, Frank Lovejoy, Steve McQueen, David Niven, Montgomery Clift and Nick Adams. They all died comparatively young. A number of other actors have died young too, but they weren't my favorites. Then there is Maria Callas. God, what a voice. There's never been an equal to it. She died too young too. A true loss to humankind. What they all have in common is that they died way before their statistical due date. 

Likewise, many of my friends and relatives have gone before their expected time. There's Johnny Nickels, Ed Price, Roydon Williamson, the afore mentioned Billy Gene, Jerry Sherman, Ralph Kirby, Cecil Winstead, John's friend Matt, and of course Bruce Smith who never saw a stranger and held so much promise, to name just nine among a lot of others. I am one of 18 cousins, only 6 of us remain, and all 12 of the dead ones have passed away long before they reached the age I am now except for cousin Newt, who made it to 78. When I asked my brother-in-law why it was not me, who was never blessed with physical robustness and never took much care of my body; instead of them, who seemed mostly to be careful of how they treated their temples, he told me God wasn't through with me yet. How God could be through with Cousin Betsy McCreight, the model of decency, virtue, niceness and physical fitness and not me is beyond explanation.


I think I have to go back and read "Why Bad Things Happen to Good People" again.

As a youth I had, as did my folks, high expectations for my life. If God isn't yet through with me, He had better hurry with whatever it is He has in mind for me to accomplish.


Smoking is the scourge of twenty/twenty first century man. Tom Bibb and Ezra Berman both smoked and died of cancer way before their time. Ralph Kirby and Tom Dzubay never smoked and both died of cancer way before their time. All four worked at EPA when I did. The one thing common in their history is not diet or life style or smoking or religion or place of abode; it is that they worked at EPA. Does that mean that statistically, working at EPA is more hazardous to one's health than any of the other factors? You must remember, ninety percent of smokers do not die of cancer.


Then there is the definition by example that brought laughter to my heart: The difference between participation and commitment. “As regards breakfast, the chicken is a participant, but the pig is committed.” Which brings me to a question for each of you. Look deeply inside your hearts and make an honest list:
    For what are you willing to die, and why? If you answer honestly, you will at last be able to know yourself as well as does God.


Then get this; the only thing about a living human that has no mass is his consciousness. As long as his systems work, new inputs are taking him farther and farther into his life creating in the final years an immense mass of memories and sensations, some so buried that one has no awareness of them. When one dies, there are no more inputs because the sensory systems no longer function, the body decays. The memories, every one of them, though measurable as signals within neurons and synapses inside the living brain, do not disappear at death, because they had no physical constitution to begin with. The dead, having no new sensual inputs, suffer no clouding of memory by ongoing new experiences and so after death, every event, sensation, thought and word in one's life is clearly and continuously recalled from the instant the brain is developed sufficiently to store memories. Nearly everyone who just misses being killed by falling or drowning reports that “their whole life passes before them.” Could that be the beginning of what is contended here? Furthermore, this may be why it is that most abortions are wrongful. No one yet knows how to determine when a fetus begins to amass memories, but it surely begins before parturition. And to destroy one with memories, no matter how primitive, is somehow murder, for there is no ‘due process’ as called for by all of those governments that acknowledge that rights come from God, not man.
   That mass of memories, the total continuum of a life of action, sensations and experience, the hopes and fears, the joys and heartbreaks; one’s entire life in brilliant clarity are what one has as his reward. It may well be called one’s soul. Those memories are therefore, your heaven or hell. For most of us, it is a bit of both. The more virtuous have good and proud and pleasant memories punctuated by a few lapses of evil, weakness, ill fortune or shame. The fiends, beasts and hellions among us have, on the other hand, mostly memories of cruelty, venality, greed and filth punctuated by an occasional event of good fortune or kindness. 

             Christians have the benefit of forgiveness. It comes from true faith in the belief of the resurrection and immortality of Jesus; His oneness with God and a sincere repentance for sins. It is thus that we are truly redeemed by Him; we are allowed the blessing of having our past sins and lapses forgiven and thus forgotten. (I refer you to the previous section on New Math.) So far as I am able to determine, no other religion promises what Jesus promised those who believe in Him.
Therefore true Christians have the prospect of a literal heaven where, having all memory of sins, lapses and wrongs forgiven and wiped away will only experience, through their eternal memory, the good and the happy parts of life, the glorious relationship with loved ones, and the fortunate and effective parts of their existence on this earth. These things must be so, otherwise what could be done for those dear helpless souls afflicted with dementia and Alzheimer’s syndrome, or a newborn, or one who lapses into insanity of one kind or another? The memory, being the only thing that can exist after death of the body, is also the only thing that can give them something akin to the heaven, which we believe through faith, is our reward. 

Disagreements among Christians arise over whether heaven will be a place where we meet again those we knew and loved in life. Some believe that is so, others do not. If the memory is the basis of one’s heaven, it is easy to assume that we will indeed be with those we loved and knew in life, for we will be allowed to remember them clearly; to recall all of our interactions with them as when we were still housed in our bodies. And they likewise us.

Who would believe such a silly thing? Why, me, and probably some others. There is a paperback entitled What Happens One Minute After You Die by Edwin W. Lutzer. The second paragraph of the introduction, page 10 in part supports what I believe.
THE FUTURE


Nearly everything I have written here is about the past. Right now I want to tell something about the future, sort of.

I don’t gamble, but I would pretty safely lay heavy odds on my never seeing any of the following:

  Astronauts landing on the moon, again, or any planet.

  An economically successful hydrogen-fueled automobile.

  The completion of the I-540 Southern Loop.

  A full commuter train going to RTP from east of there.

  Inauguration of the 45th President of the U.S.

  My beloved Beverly or Jasmine graduating from high school.


Guess which of these I really care about.

BEST LINE IN A DRAMA


Lee Marvin played Sgt. Stryker in a TV movie of the same name. He was sent secretly behind enemy lines on an important mission to discover how the enemy was learning of US plans before they were acted upon. So secret it was that no one except the officer who sent him knew about it. While adventuring in North Korea, the officer who sent him was killed.


When the sergeant finally accomplished his mission, he returned to the south and was taken prisoner because there was no record of his mission and he was thus suspected of desertion and collaborating with the North Koreans. He was going to court martial. An army lawyer had to represent him naturally, and no one wanted to defend a turncoat rat. One was finally assigned and was in the Officer’s Club the night before the trial was to start.


In conversation with another army lawyer, who had evaded being tapped for the unwelcome job, he was told: “No matter how it comes out, you will be a pariah. You know what a pariah is don’t you? A pariah is sort of like a martyr, but he suffers more and has less class.”

Oh, in case you were worried, Sgt Stryker was exonerated. Don’t ask me how.
SADDEST LINE IN A DRAMA


One of my favorite actors was Lloyd Nolan. In one episode of Perry Mason he portrayed the part of a retired US Navy captain. He had served in the Pacific during WW II with distinction and valor.


It was now the 1960s and anti-war fever was at its peak. Each morning he would go to his front yard and raise the Stars and Stripes on a pole he had installed there. 

A new neighbor moved in next door; an anti-war/military zealot. This person got into frequent confrontations with the captain and was verbally abusive to him for his patriotism.  The captain began carrying a pistol outside his house so terrorized was he of the younger, larger abusive neighbor. When finally the neighbor tore down and desecrated the captain’s flag it was too much. The captain shot and killed him.


The trial ended in a conviction and severe sentence. The captain was allowed to address the court before being led away: “This is my country, and I love her, but I don’t know her anymore.”
All MY CARS

I have probably, at this stage in my life, bought all of the cars I ever will. It is thus appropriate to list the cars I have owned and make a short comment about each.

1. 1946 Olds. A huge 98 model four-door. The first post war Olds to hit Williamson, I got it third hand for $1050.00. I spent tons on customizing it. I loved it. It was probably the only straight eight to which anyone had ever fitted dual exhausts, the front five cylinders on one pipe and three rearmost cylinders on the other. With glass packed mufflers, its sound was incredible. It had a 127 inch wheel base, which, along with Roadmaster and Cadillac, was the longest ever offered on an American car (not counting limousines, of course.)
2. 1948 Packard. Their smallest two door fastback. I bought it in Baltimore, MD for $400.00 plus my worn out '46 Olds. It had a 288 cu in straight eight and taught me the beauty of overdrive. It had an 'automatic' clutch, which self disengaged when one stopped and gently re-engaged if you eased in pressure on the gas in low gear. There was a switch whereby one could disengage the system if you wanted to drive normally.

3. 1936 Chevy. You already know about Rebecca.
4. 1952 Olds. A 98 Holiday Coupe. Bought on my return from the service. Had only 20,000 miles and cost $1500.00. It had the first version of automatic headlight dimmer. I learned the advantages and hazards of removing the engine cooling fan. It had power windows and a deck lid 6 feet long. I wrecked it terribly one night racing with a 1952 Buick. I out ran him and then slammed into a steel bridge. The driver stopped and gave me a lift to a phone booth to call the wrecker.
5. 1931 Ford. There was a classified ad in a car magazine for a '31 Model A that had already been made into a hot rod. It was a roadster that was part of a high school manual training class project. I drove to Edwards, New York and towed it home in the snow. The Model A body shell had been put on a zee’d 1948 Mercury frame and had the drive line adapted to it. I made the floor and instrument panel out of plywood and finished the fenderless body ready for painting. When we left for California, I sold it to Bobby Hubbard, son of the Pontiac dealer.

6. 1955 Chevy. You already know about my first new car.

7. 1956 Corvette. I told you about this short love affair earlier.

 
8. 1957 Chevy. I've mentioned the $2200.00 Chariot Red convertible with the killer Duntov engine elsewhere, but words will never express the awesomeness of that bomb. I sold it in Wilson, NC for $1250.00 to have household funds as our business floundered. 

9. 1946 Dodge. This was a $15.00 car from a Newport, Ky. Used car lot. I used it to drive to work at GE, in order to 'save' the Duntov Chevy. It leaked so much oil, I had to refill every day. This car was a three window 'business coupe'. No back seat; the trunk and passenger space being proportioned like an El Camino. Neat styling but a lifeless dog. Traded it on a... 
10. 1948 Olds. At $35.00 plus the Dodge, it was a deal. A 66 series coupe, it was GM's version of the Gremlin. However, someone had replaced the 100 hp flat head 6 with a 1954 324 cu in Rocket. Disreputable looking, with repeated poor body repairs, it nevertheless was satisfying to drive in a straight line. The only place to sit that was not repugnant was the driver's seat. I sold it for $50.00 to a truck driver who lived across the street in Cincinnati.
11. 1953 Mercury. This blue and ivory four-door was nicely styled and clean as a pin but had oil burning problems from the start and cost $550.00. The Fordomatic was lousy, and the fuel economy was even worse. After struggling with it for a year, I traded it on a...

12. 1953 Studebaker.It was a cream under dark blue Starlight coupe, later versions were called Hawks. With a 232 cu in V8 and column shift, it had the starter button beneath the clutch pedal. It was their idea of how to keep from starting the car in gear. It later got a 289 cu in engine and overdrive trans like I told about elsewhere. 

13. 1959 Olds. This $1250.00 light blue four door had A/C, our first, and the small 377 cu. in. Rocket. It was bought off a lot in Wilson about the time I took the job with Payne and Associates out near the airport. I liked the styling and it served well for a couple of years. Starting problems finally got the best of me and I traded it on a…

14. 1964 Olds. A Jetstar 88 Convertible in white with a black top and interior. It was a full size car, but had the smaller Olds F-85 330 cu in engine and a two speed automatic that featured a variable pitch torque converter which served as a downshift for passing. The car had been used in a couple of parades and thus couldn't be sold as new. It was discounted to $3800.00. It was the first car in which I experienced rear wheel hydroplaning when cruising at 70 mph uphill in the rain on I-85. The first set of tires wore out in 5,500 miles. Oddity. This car, when accelerated all the way to the point where the automatic was forced to upshift, always flooded and had to have the carburetor top pulled off and reinstalled to cure it. No one ever figured that one out. 

15. 1961 VW Bus. At $650.00 it was thought to be a bargain. When the transmission failed within a week, it was not one. The previous owner agreed to pay part of the repair cost, which was nice. Classically slow and wind sensitive, it was fine to teach #One Son how to drive, but not much else. A trip to W.Va. was maddeningly slow and induced me to make dangerous maneuvers because it was nearly impossible to pass anything on a hill, or on a level road for that matter. It would go 67 mph on the way to the beach but only 63 mph returning.

16. 1968 Chevy Pickup. It was the second new car I ever bought. I was given $950.00 in trade for the VW on the factory ordered short bed silver pickup which cost $3300.00. It had power steering, the 307 V8 and three speed w/overdrive; the last that would ever be offered on a manual transmission. I put dual exhausts and a four barrel carb on it. It eventually got air conditioning too. I loved it.

17. 1969 Chevelle Wagon. This was a 'leftover' at Bobby Murray's, bought months after the 1970s had been introduced. It was discounted from $4900.00 to about $3900.00. A ConcourseConcourse version, in Inverness Green, it was very deluxe, but had only a two barrel carb on the 350 cu in V-8. I finally got a four barrel on it which improved fuel economy and performance. It once made 23 mpg loaded on a trip to WV.
18. 1969 Corvette. Ah, yes. Virginia hated the pickup. This was payback! I traded it on this one. It was a Fathom Green convertible with a black top and tan interior and A/C. I gave the truck and $2200.00 for it. It had two rare options: a double disc racing clutch and the optional hard top, but which was covered with black vinyl, the only one I ever saw. It had the most powerful hydraulic lifter engine offered up to that time, 350 hp. Steve gave me a Holley carb for it one Christmas and so I put the old Q-jet on the Chevelle wagon, see? Wide open in second gear was one of man's most satisfying sensations.
19. 1963 Chevy II. A bare bones black two door, it was bought for $350.00 as Steve's first car, but in the year before he got his license, we were to rebuild the 194 cu in six. It ended up at 262 cu in, with a lot of performance stuff like 3 carbs, cam, headers, floor shift, big tires, and bucket seats and so on. It would fly. It looked dumpy ('cause it was). Classmates kidded Steve about its non-cool appearance. I inherited it at the time of separation from Virginia. I spent much of my free time in Durham prepping the body for painting. It ended up black with a white top. I like white tops, its cooler inside in the summer, A/C or no. 
20. 1967 Chevelle, Version 1.0. A gold and ivory coupe, it had a sick 283 with Powerglide, bought off a lot in south Raleigh for $1500.00. As I nursed it along, waiting for utter failure, Steve found someone who had just taken a 350 with Hydramatic out of a wrecked Camaro. I rebuilt the 350 and put it in the car just after the head of one valve broke off of the 283. I sold the 283 and Powerglide to a junk yard for $50.00, just what the 350 had cost. Steve took this one when he went off to Spartan School in Tulsa, Oklahoma. It never came back alive.
21. 1975 Pontiac Astre. I saw it on the side of NC 54 on the way to work with a For Sale sign on it. A dark green station wagon, I loved the styling and the Chevy II had turned sour after trading the 3 carb setup for a 2 four barrel kit. Big mistake. I sold the Chevy for $750.00 and used the proceeds plus $500.00 to buy the wagon. The Astre was Pontiac's version of a Vega and this one had been resleeved already. I liked the A/C. I had to replace the pistons because they all cracked for some unknown reason. The replacement pistons cracked within 10,000 miles too. I drove it into the ground with the pistons clucking all the time and traded it for carpenter's labor finishing my shed.
22. 1977 Thunderbird. When Betty and I married, I sold the Corvette and we had her big 1970 Buick Electra for 'first' car and I used the Chevy II and then the Astre. The Buick began to show the rust from its first 5 years living in Chicago, and we traded it on the T'bird, giving an additional $2000.00 in the deal. The T'bird was good because it had the rare 400 cu. in. engine for plenty of power and bad because it had seats less comfortable than a church pew. The car was white with a green landau pad on it. I got vinyl spray paint and made the pad white like the rest of the car, a distinct improvement.

23. 1967 Chevelle, Version 1.1. I liked the first one so much, I found another that wasn't running for $750.00 and fully restored it. I got bucket seats for it, put disc brakes and power steering on it, built a killer 350 engine and a TH 350 transmission to replace its Powerglide and nephew Chris Keadle helped me do a 'factory' repaint job; red with a white top. If it had been air conditioned, I think I'd have kept it.
24. Chevy S-10 Blazer. Fed up with the T'bird and its impending mechanical collapse, I sold it to a guy at EPA who had said he lusted after the BirdBird ever since he first saw it. TheTheThe 1984 model blue and silver S-10 with the 2.8 liter engine, was the most expensive car I ever bought, $7800.00. The previous winter had been our snowiest and Betty wanted four wheel drive. I think it only snowed twice as long as we owned it.
25. 1979 Monza. With the passing of the Astre, I needed a driver and settled on a black coupe with the 3.2 liter V-6 priced at $1600.00. It was on a lot down in Garner and wouldn't run. I offered $1250.00 as it sat and the dealer took it.  I went to the parts house a hundred yards up the road and got a new $18.00 fuel pump, dropped the gas tank, put in the new pump and drove home. The dealer was pissed. I put a 1975 grille and headlights on it, thinking that style to be better looking. I've put over 100,000 miles on it and it still delivers when asked.
26. 1981 GMC Caballero. It's GMC's version of the El Camino, (I had always wanted one) but with every option, power everything, split seats w/arm rest, tunneau cover, cruise control, intermittent wipers, instruments, A/C, air shocks and a 305 V-8. It's the second engine and transmission. I gave $2200.00 for it which included two extra tires. This money was what was left from the sale of mine and Al's Cessna Cardinal. The car had been seriously wrecked (driver fatality) and poorly repaired, but looks OK on the passenger side and runs great.

27. 1989 Olds 98. The Blazer began having transmission trouble for the third time when we unloaded it for $1600.00 to a wholesaler, Dan Tucker, who was a classmate of Steve's. The Olds was advertised in the paper and we bought it for $4000.00 with 97,000 miles on it. The owner was an over-the-road salesman and had the extended warranty. The documents show that he never let it hiccup without a trip to the dealer. It was (and is) like new. Betty loved it for the short time she was able to drive. It's been driven less than 25,000 miles since we bought it. The silver paint on it is the most beautiful I ever saw. Under parking lot lamps at night it seems almost to glow.

So, I started out in a $1050.00 Olds 98 four door with a 257 cu in, 110 hp straight eight that did 18 mpg on a 55 mph trip, and it looks like I'm finishing in a $4000.00 Olds 98 four door with a 235 cu in, 170 hp V-6 that does 28 mpg on a 70 mph trip. Ain't technology grand?


As an aside, in 1955 I went to the Mercedes Benz dealer in Los Angeles and acted as if I was going to buy the new silver 1955 MB 300 SL on the showroom floor. This car was one of only 1500 that were built that year. It was a 2 seat coupe, with in-line six of 183 cubic inches, developing 240 horsepower. It had fuel injection; a very new and rare item in those days, extraordinary styling, a unique independent rear suspension and traditional German precision assembly. It's most distinguishing feature were the 'gull wing' doors. They were hinged at the top, not the front and opened upward helped by gas cylinders concealed in the body structure, hence the term gull wing. The door windows were fixed, a definite minus in the heat of Los Angeles. 

I sat in it; I asked the price, which was just over $8,000.00, a stunning figure in those days. I had to accept the extra cost 'USA bumpers', the tartan plaid upholstery, and windshield washers. If I wanted, I could leave off the $800.00 fitted luggage which nestled behind the seats. It was two pieces, each piece shaped like a quarter of a pie to conform to the curvature of half of the rear compartment, as there was no trunk lid. 

I took it for a short demonstration drive. I knew 300 SLs were fast because I had watched them outrun the Corvettes in road races with only 70 percent of the displacement. The fuel injected engine provided continuous urge from idle to maximum rpm in high gear without flat spots, bucking or chugging; very unlike most high performance cars of the day.

We discussed finances. I would be given $1500.00 for my '55 Chevy and could finance the balance through the dealer for $315.00 per month for three years. The interest rate for that era was a killer. I would, in effect be paying almost $13,000.00 for an $8,000.00 car. Don't sneer. Our monthly income was $190.00 from the GI Bill and whatever Virginia was earning with Ed James Buick.

Had something happened that I should still have that car, I would be sitting on a gold mine worth 1.5 million or more. In 1956 only 1200 were built. There were never any more. All remaining 300SL are now museum pieces.

In case you were curious, here are a few of the cars I would have liked to have. 1949 Cadillac 62 2-door. 1992/3 Impala SS. First version of a Honda CRXsi coupe.  1948 or 49 Olds 98 Convertible. 1963 327 fuel injection Corvette. 1932 Dusenburg SJ coupe. 1932 Cadillac V-16 Golden Eagle. 454 Chevy SS pickup,
that damned Ferrari I mentioned earlier, and of course the 300 SL Benz


Update! In July 2002 a young man with whom I work asked me if I’d sell the 1989 Olds that had been Betty’s car. He was buying a home and starting a family. They owned a Camaro and a Mustang; not exactly family cars.


Concurrently, the other fellow worker’s girlfriend’s mother wanted to get rid of her 1996 Aurora, as she felt it was too big to drive around town comfortably.


In less than a day, I had sold Betty’s Olds and bought the Aurora with only $3000 dollars involved. I’ll miss that magnificent 98. It’s still gorgeous and spotless, but the Aurora, nearly as nice and with a bit lower mileage on it has a twin cam, 32-valve V-8engine. I couldn’t resist. I’ve put a little less than a thousand miles on it thus far and still am discovering neat systems controlled by computer. It can give continuous average gas mileage since last fill-up or instantaneous fuel mileage as you drive. It can tell you how many gallons you have burned since last fill-up. A press of a button will give oil pressure, transmission oil temperature, and about 5 other factors involved with the drive train, like how many more miles before an oil change is recommended based upon how you are driving the car. It turns the headlights on for you if you forget. The 8-way power seat has a pneumatic lumbar adjustment and can remember to put the seat back where it was when you get back in the car if someone has moved it. 

So that makes it Number 28. Compared to my first car, it has a wheelbase 14 inches shorter and 11 fewer cubic inches but develops 2.25 times the power and gives 1.5 times the fuel mileage. Not bad.
Re-Update! By the end of 2005 the Aurora had amassed more problems than I could cope with: multiple oil leaks, a bad turbine speed sensor ($1,100 labor only!) warped rear rotors, an intermittent horn sounder, and more. I didn’t like that the window couldn’t be put down as much as ½ inch in the rain without water coming inside. The engine sound intruded into the passenger compartment more than it should in a luxury car. It shuddered in slow, fast-steering maneuvers, and it was beginning to rattle a bit. I had spent more money for repairs than I ever dreamed I would; I could hardly fix anything on it at home. So after looking for several months, Cary Auto Sales came up with a 2000 Seville SLS. He gave me $2,000 for the Olds toward the Seville; one with pearlescent white paint and 77,000 miles on it. One thing I had to have was the on-board garage door opener; I love that feature. I bought it Jan. 20, 2006.
It is far quieter than the Olds, feels more solid and accelerates as well, It rides like a Cadillac, and has a few more bells and whistles. I drove the Olds 37,000 miles in 3-1/2 years. If I do the same with the Cadillac, it will have only 116,000 miles on it in mid-year 2010, I probably won’t live that long.  
Now if I could just get hold of a 300SL.
.

THINGS I NEVER HAD OR DID

People are often measured by what they have or have done. We unconsciously decide what we think about others by assessing their material possession and their background. It may be that the whole effect elicits admiration, envy, sorrow or unconcern. Do we also measure others by what they didn’t have or didn’t do?

The list of things I never had or did is long. Here are some of them. Measles, mumps, appendicitis tuberculosis, pneumonia asthma or a venereal disease. A Lincoln, a De Soto, a Pontiac, a Plymouth, a Hudson, a Nash, a Chrysler, a Camaro or Mustang. No Japanese, English, French or Italian car of any kind or a car with over 400 cubic inches or a brown one or one costing over $8,000.00 or a boat. Never had an erector set, toy train set, lead soldier molding kit or wood burning set. Never had a rap sheet, felony arrest or a lottery ticket. Never broke a bone or had a bunion or toothache or abscessed tooth. A daughter or any child out of wedlock. A base hit, a basket or a touchdown.  Never had a food allergy Never had a martini I liked or a cola drink I didn’t. Never had a bullet wound or life threatening injury, or performed a musical solo. Never had a job I hated or a thousand dollar bill or visited ‘victory circle’, nor been cited for careless and reckless driving. Never made Eagle Scout. Never had a concern about how much hair I had or what color it was, nor had a beard. I never could abide the taste of artificial sweeteners. I never ‘broke’ an engine. I could never bring myself to eat meat fat that wasn’t done to a crisp.. I never had a Nintendo or other joy stick game. Never been a defendant in a jury trial nor have I sued or been sued. Never had a feeling of true closeness with anyone. Never had mumps, measles, scarlet fever or chicken pocks.  Never had a feeling of true competence in any task more complicated than putting in a light bulb nor received an honor I thought I deserved. Never had a tool belt. Never had a college degree, a country club membership, a root canal, or an elective office. Never met an Englishman I didn’t like. Never had an argument with a cop (though there was a long discussion with one in Catonsville MD). Never had a long range plan (except to live longer than Dad) or high aspiration. Never had an urge to cook or learn how. Never had an urge to don women’s clothes. Never celebrated a true achievement with someone, (not counting Judy’s graduation with honors from NC State). Never had anyone think of or accuse me of being brave.. Never had a ride on a cruise liner (neither the The General H.B. Freeman  nor NSSNSSNSSNSSwasnpt yjr Marine Adder were NOT a cruise ships!) or a visit to Europe, Africa, South/Central America or Australia. I never used any illegal drug. Never been on a jetliner with more than three engines. Never had a weight problem, a machine gun or a job paying over 40k per year or one requiring real muscular strength. I never had an actual date until I was 17. I never resented the attributes or success of anyone else or coveted another’s possessions. Never fired a 5x in standing position or had the ability to do more than three pushups. I never had the inclination to slap anyone in the face. (Next to rape, it’s the ultimate non-lethal insult.) If I ever had an epiphany, I can’t remember it. (Is this one?) I’ve never had a mosquito bite since 1982. (That’s when I started taking 1000 units of vitamin E daily.) I’ve never been farther north than Vancouver BC, further east than Hartford, CT or farther south than Daytona, FL (I went west to get to Korea, so I don’t count it as east.) Can’t think of anyone I actually hated as an adult. Nor was I ever was aware that a desirable woman made a pass at me. Never had a taste for sea food (I eat at the Shriner’s fish fries for charitable reasons only). I never had a down payment for a house. Grandmother Hatfield gave us the money for the house in Cincinnati and Mom and Dad gave us the money for the house ononononinclination to go where I wasn’t invited, or at 611 W. on Cornwall Rd. and our inheritanceinheritanceinheritanceinheritanceInheritance from Mom’s estate paid that one off. The equity in that house made the down payment for the one at 814 Ellyn Drive. Never had an inclination to go where I wasn’t invited. I never had sexual intercourse and fun at the same time.least knew I was never able to keep a hula hoop swinging, drive a Biff-Bat more than three blows, juggle three objects or skip rope.welcome; nor did I ever think to ask anyone to come to visit me socially. Indeed, I never suspected anyone would want to visit me except maybe on some kind of business. And you know what? I don’t miss or regret any of it.
ADOPTEES

About 1940 Mom called me to the kitchen and told me to look out the back door at the two boys playing around on the roof of the in-ground garage behind Doc and Sally Hayes’ house. They were about my age and one was red headed. She told me their names and that their mother had died and the Hayes’s were attending to them while the funeral was taking place. She suggested I go over and play with them since it was certainly a sad time for them and they would appreciate the diversion. It would be an act of kindness..


I didn’t think much of the idea as they were strangers to me and I didn’t make friends easily, but went as bidden. In the few seconds it took to get there I had already forgotten their names, which is still a failing of mine. We generally fooled around on that cement roof forfor some time, me not knowing what to do or say and they were in about the same shape. They each had a toy car to run around the ‘road’ formed by the low parapet surrounding the  garage roof. I could detect no sense of anything meaningful having happened to them. It was as if they didn’t know their mother had died. I didn’t bring it up.

I never saw them after that one visit. One, the red head was a year ahead of me in school and the other was a year or two behind me so there were no classes where we might meet. However, by the time I was in ninth grade, I would run into them during class changes and on the playground from time to time.


The next year I went away to military school and saw nothing of them for some years. During vacation, we had different circles of friends and so stayed more or less separated.


In 1952 I met Skippy. Her sister Bunky, was going with a red headed guy. Lo! And behold! It was the youngster I had been told to befriend more than a decade before and who was now known to me as Graham, “Red Wing” Smith.  I married Skippy in 1954 and Red Wing married Bunky a couple of years later.

Virginia and I had left Williamson 1955for keeps it turns out, as did Red Wing’s brother Bennet. Bunky and Graham stayed put, He practiced law and finally retired. We saw a lot of them whenever we visited Williamson. We had good times together. A more congenial and likeable guy there never was. When Virginia and I divorced I naturally saw less of them as I seldom returned to Williamson during the years of marriage to Betty but always visited them when I did return.

I was unaware of the bond that had formedformed between us. They just naturally seemed to be especially good and generous to me for no obvious reason. I have late come to realize that the two of them have given of their care and substance to me over the years in inexplicable ways and amounts. It is much like they were a doting brother and sister, not in-laws, and ones estranged by divorce at that. I have no way to reciprocate their kindnesses over the years. It occurred to me that although there is no official paperwork to back it up, I have adopted them. It’s the least I could do. I now have two brothers and a sister. What a blessing.
And now, my brother, Graham, has died. The cancer took him in about two years. RIP.

BUMFUZZLED

Some time in the year 2000 I was in the local Wal-mart and ran into a familiar face. The neat, round, middle aged black lady was Mary (Baker?) who had worked in my QC section at Payne & Associates back in the late 1960s. She was working at Wallyworld as general cleanup help. She recognized me at the same minute and we spontaneously hugged as we greeted, saying the usual platitudes suitable for such occasions. It seemed she wanted to talk and my time was my own so we chatted about the old days at Payne & Associates.

Then came such an unexpected remark, I have yet to understand it. She said "Charlie, I always admired you because of the way you handled the day Dr. King was assassinated. You were the best man there that day."  I don't remember the day. What did I do? What did I say? I am still embarrassed by her words. The more she said, the more she described how the rest of our black employees appreciated my words and behavior, the more confused I became. I searched my mind to recall what had wrought such an effect on her. Did I do something or say something no one else did? I could not carry on a decent conversation about the day with her because I had not the slightest idea what happened at work that day.  Bumfuzzled.

Then there is this: I bought a pair of pants. The price tag showed they were $44.00. I was putting them back as too expensive, when I noticed they were on a rack that marked them down to $29.95. I looked further at them and saw the other side of the tag showed them marked further down to $19.95;; they were in my price range now. So I took them to the counter and laid out my money. The clerk scanned the price tag and asked for $14.13 which included sales tax. Did I get a $30.00 discount on a $44.00 pair of pants? It makes me wonder how much the store paid for them. Bumfuzzled.
THE NEXT BIG THING


It appears that every decade has a ‘big thing’. It is the tenor of that span of years. Each decade has a multitude of events of course but there seems to be one or two overriding aspects for each one. They naturally blend and bleed over somewhat, but I will try here to give my impression of each one of which I have either first or at least second hand experience.


1920’s The post-WW I boom and Prohibition.


1930’s The Great Depression and Social Security.

1940’s The Second World War and the atomic bomb.

1950’s The Construction of post-WW II America, GI Bill education and Korea.


1960’s The Moon Race, guns & butter politics and growth of credit availability via credit cards.


1970’s The Viet Nam War and its conclusion, birth of interest group politics.

1980’s The computer/communication explosion, fall of the Soviet Union.

1990’s The speculative boom spawned by the 1980’s, respect for government drops to its lowest.

2000’s There’s gotta be a next big thing for this decade. If it isn’t bio-technology, I think it is still beyond the horizon.
MUSIC

Marvin Hamlish wrote it and Gladys Knight sang it. (the ‘nose’ sang it too, but not as well) It is a piece of music/poetry that brings to me a feeling of nice sadness, if you understand what that means.

"Memories, like the colors of my mind,

I have the memory, 
  Of the way we were.


Scattered pictures, 
  Of the smiles we left behind.

Smiles we gave to one another,
  For the way we were.


Ah, can it be that it was all so simple then? 
  Or has time rewritten every line?


And if we had the chance to do it all again, 
  Tell me, would we? ShouldShould we?

Memories may be beautiful and yet, 
  What's too painful to remember,


  We simply choose to forget.

So it's the laughter, 
  We will remember, we will remember,
  The way we were. “

Take my word for it; it's a lot better with the melody. The words between the lines of that song can sometimes bring tears to my eyes. It's one of the most evocative songs I know of. It is at least as good as Patsy Cline's rendition of "Crazy”
9-11-01


It is a little more that two weeks since the Islamic extremists flew the air liners into the buildings in New York and Washington. Since that time most of America has come together in an effort to find and exterminate the ones, both people and governments, behind those terrible acts.

A few among us hold back, urging restraint. They cavil about endangered innocents and uncertainties about who is responsible. They allude to Jesus' admonition about "If thine enemy should smite thy cheek, turn thou the other one." Forgiveness is a quality much to be desired in such circumstances and so on.

Well, the only one who can forgive being wronged is the one who was wronged. In this case, the wronged are all dead. They have no cheek to turn. Those in a crowd of onlookers who witnessed the "smiting of the cheek" were not admonished by Jesus to allow the wrong to go unpunished.

Even before Jesus' time, states and nations were formed for just one purpose: to control land and insure the survival of its inhabitants; at least the ‘desirable’ ones (though in the second instance more especially the survival of the rulers.) Jesus never addressed that issue as best I can tell. It was probably because He accepted the universal understanding of the survival imperative given by His (and our) Father to all mere mortals.

I believe Jesus and our Father will be sad at the oncoming punishment the terrorists will face, but The Trinity will also be gratified that others, at the risk of their own lives, would undertake to eradicate the terrorists and their sponsors, not for gain, but for the sole purpose of making the world a safer place for His most noble and glorious creation, the innocent remainder of mankind.

Much has been written and said about Islam and its comparison with Christianity. It is often presented as ‘just another religion’. At the most basic level, it isn’t at all just another religion. You see, the religion of Islam only prospers in nations ruled more or less by despots. Islam is a religion and a way of government inextricably intertwined. Wherever there was political liberty, there flourished freely chosen governments, while governments established by religious leaders havehavehave languished. Why? I think it is because of the compulsive nature of it. Islam requires a dictatorial or regal head of government in order to compel its subjects to adhere to its moral and behavioral tenets. The Koran is the constitution of Islamic governments. Government by dictator means that only those parts of Islam approved by the leadership will be enforced. We see that in the relative freedom of Turkey whose leadership is only nominally Mohammedan as compared to Iran or until recently, Afghanistan; the former ruled by religiousreligious leaders, the latter by an Islamic fundamentalist military dictator. Thus the work of Islam is enforced by fiat; directing one’s conduct by police enforcement. The police therefore are, in effect, agents of the church.

The Koran, while calling for forced conversion or death to non-believers, specifically prohibits punishment of certain other religions, Christianity and Hebrew among them, but instead excludes them from participation in government, denies them property rights and forbids the practice of their faith; the idea being that the belief will thereby slowly die out.  


Western nations have gone through the same ordeal since the middle ages as the current Islam.. Those which freed their governments from control by the Christian churches grew more quickly and prospered more greatly. Those who clung to the old church/state amalgam were the last to grow in liberty and wealth. They maintained a formalformal stability at the cost of liberty.

Whenever Islam gains the upper hand politically or militarily they then readopt their ancient motto:

“Death to the infidels!” You know who the infidels are, don’t you?

UNPLEASANTNESSES

When I was about six or eight, I had learned of the existence of comic books. The beautifully rendered covers promised tales of mighty adventure within. When Mom saw her first one, she forbade their presence in the house. There were few if any complete sentences in the dialog balloons within a comic book; thus it was not worthy of reading. I didn’t see that as an obstacle to hours of entertainment and so read them wherever they could be found.


The Morrises lived across Fourth Avenue a couple of doors further west of us. Mr. Morris was a salesman like Dad and they were friends. Mr. Morris’ wife, Stella, was a good friend of Mom’s. They had two children, one of which was a son about George’s age, Fenton.


He had plenty of comic books and allowed me to read them at times. He once volunteered that if I would go with him up the hill and into the woods below Death Rock, he would give me a whole armload of comics. I was much impressed and readily agreed.


We trudged up the hill behind our house to the first tram road and traversed its path eastward to the clearing where the mine entrance had been. There was no sign of civilization visible from that place except the long abandoned excavation in front of the closed mine adit.


He leaned back casually on a large boulder and unzipped his pants, revealing an erect penis, the first I had ever seen. He said if I wanted the comic books all I had to do was lick that disgusting looking thing. I was under great pressure, repelled by what I saw and what was happening; still wanting those comics. I recalled Marvin Wilkinson’s evening revelation about sex, but none of what he had taught had anything to do with this situation. I resisted until his erection wilted and he reclosed his pants.

We returned to town and parted as if nothing had happened. That night at super the event was brought up by Dad. It seems Uncle John had somehow been made aware of what Fenton was up to and followed us into the hills to make sure nothing untoward took place and then reported to Dad the day’s events.


I was cautioned never to associate with Fenton or any other older person who would try to get alone with me.


I have quietly hoped that when Fenton died that he would go to hell.


In my junior year at Castle Heights, my literature instructor was Captain Brinkley. He had a kind of sassy superior way about him that made him unlikable, but he was a competent instructor and I made pretty good grades under him.

Once as were taking an essay type exam, he was pacing around the classroom and peering over the shoulders of students, appraising their progress, giving hints and so on. He stopped behind me. He was silent. I began to wonder if I was on the wrong path in writing my answer. Suddenly he clasped my rib cage with both hands and passed them down to my waist and back up. I tensed instantly not knowing what to think or do; my mind frozen on that man’s hands on me.


Getting the wrong response (I guess) from me, he released me and continued his circumambulations as if nothing had happened. I have no idea whether others in the class saw the event or not. No one ever mentioned it if they did. I was later to learn that he and the previously mentioned Captain Kaiser were lovers of some kind. I didn’t know what to make of that except that it was abhorrent.
Sometimes I think of Captain Brinkley and hope he is visiting with Fenton.


My first weekend pass after four weeks of basic training was meant for me to return to Williamson, visit my sweetie and take my car back to APG. Alas, it was not to be. The cadremen conspired to delay the issue of the passes until far too late in the day on Saturday to attempt that exercise. I opted to simply get a bus to Washington DC to just look around. After all, I had my fresh class ‘As” on.


Once in DC, I was standing on a busy street corner in the business section, near the bus station. I was waiting for the ‘walk’ light when a slender, nattily dresseddresseddresseddressed fellow with a moustache struck up a conversation, remarking about my nice new uniform and asking where I was from. The hair on my neck stood up. I said “Texas”. He said something to the effect that he just knew I was from Texas, so tall and slim was I. He said a few friends were having a party nearby and wanted to do something nice for a serviceman, would I like to come with him; it would be great fun. I told him no thanks; that I had somewhere I had to be. He got insistent. At the first chance, I split across the street. He followed me. I walked at almost a run; he shouting to me all the while, through the crowded sidewalk until I got enough distance ahead to duck into a store on a corner which had entrances facing both sidewalks and back out the other door. I had lost him, or he had given up the pursuit.

I hope slim enjoys company with Fenton and Captain Brinkley.
SHE….

           Was only six and was walking to a rural four room school house with her father, the principle and fourth grade teacher at the school. In their conversation she said the word DARN. 
Her father remonstrated her in strong terms and began walking at a pace far too fast for her to keep up. As it was a mile or more to the school on a relatively deserted unpaved road, she was panicky and forever traumatized by that.


She had a brother many years younger than she, who at age seventeen or so came to his parents and announced that he had gotten a girl 'in trouble'. That's what they called unmarried and pregnant back then. He needed $200.00 in order to have a wedding and find a place to live. The money was duly scraped up and given to him. He then left home and shortly thereafter eloped with a different girl and moved away. His parents then obeyed the moral imperative to support the jilted young lady and the child for years. She was thoroughly humiliated by such conduct. HerHer parents were nearly impoverished by the expense.


She became a school teacher herself, the most logical occupation for moral women who had to support themselves in those days. She taught in my hometown and there met the man of her dreams, four years her junior. He was a handsome war veteran with good prospects and came from a good family.


She abhorred drinking to excess and her measure of 'excess' was a good bit smaller than most folks’. Thus it was that if her husband came home with bourbon on his breath, she was highly upset and recriminations were exchanged. However, she made wine each year and served it when hosting parties. She would always say "There is nothing wrong with a little sacramental wine."


She had three children, one of which was an invalid and the abiding sadness of her life was that tragedy. It took its toll on both of them, she from providing total care for the child for over ten years. Her husband responded by having a drink every now and then. The raising of the other two children made life no easier. One was an outgoing, brilliant hellion and the other a flaccid wimp. Both were a source of deep concern but for different reasons.

Her last child was delivered two weeks late. He was oversized at about 11 pounds. So exhausted after delivery was she that when her husband asked her what name should be on the birth certificate, her slurred response was “Charles Frederick” which he understood as Charles Richard. And so it was that the final product was mistakenly named.

Her youngest got his first look at his invalid sister when he was about four years old. She was attending to the bedridden girl in the little room at the top of the stairs when the kid walked in uninvited. She could see the shock on his face when he saw the emaciated, still form lying in the bed and carefully explained who she was and her utter debilitation. She also explained that the girl was also blind, which didn’t mean much to the boy as the concept had never entered his mind.


In order to teach what being blind meant, she finished attending to her daughter and then took the boy to the hallway and made a game of gently tying a cloth over his eyes so that he could not see. She turned him around once by the shoulders and directed him to find his way to the kitchen downstairs.


She stood aside and watched while the boy, in utter confusion, attempted to find the way to the stairway not five feet away. It was maddeningly hopeless. Nothing was where his senses told him they should be. He began to think that she had silently stolen down the stairs to the kitchen, leaving him stranded, lost, helpless.


It was only minutes before she removed the blindfold and the boy found himself facing almost exactly 180 degrees from what his senses had indicated; holding on to a different door jamb from the one he imagined in his blindness. Her gentle admonition was for the boy to have sympathy and respect for those who are not blessed with vision and hearing like he.

After bathing her youngest, about age 4 or 5, he looked down at the hole in his belly as said “What is this?”  She replied “That’s where the rebel shot you.”  What he heard was “The rebelshotcha.”  And so it was that his belly button has ever since been his rebelshotcha.

The strain of the multiple cares she shouldered finally peaked during the time the older boy was in the army headed for Europe and the war against Germany. She had what was then called a mental breakdown. She spent a month or so in a hospital in another city. She later returned to that hospital for surgery, wherein the medics removed a two and-a-half pound benign tumor from her stomach cavity.


It was then necessary for years after for her to take a laxative called Saraka and a sedative, Nembutol which is no longer prescribed. Saraka was packaged in a rectangular cardboard box with a crimped metal top and bottom much like a Hersheys cocoa box but half as tall and about the same color. She took one table spoonful each morning with a glass of water. It was brown grains, shiny, about the size of half a grain of rice. Once her youngest was sent to the drug store to buy a package of Saraka, and on the way home, he discarded the paper bag which the druggist had put the package in and carried it home exposed for all to see. She was embarrassed to learn that all the neighbors now knew she was taking a laxative. The kid thought "Who the h*** is paying any attention to me and my cardboard box? And besides, what's so wrong with taking a laxative?”


The picky eating habits of her youngest child were a constant source of worry for her. Once she called him into the kitchen before supper and showed him a piece of steak. It was one of four pieces she was to fry for supper. She showed him how she had carefully pared off all of the fat around the edge of it so that, as she put it “You won’t have to trim the edge before cutting it up to eat.” The kid had always trimmed his meat extensively before eating, often wasting a good bit of lean meat in the process. When dinner was served, the kid set about trimming the tiny vestiges of what appeared to be fat from his steak. She put her head in her hands and sobbed aloud.


A quirk of hers was revealed to her kid one day when she opined that girls with high cheekbones were more attractive and were likely more intelligent that those without.

When only the youngest boy was still living at home, her response to her husband's occasional drinking bouts was to pack a bag, buy two tickets on #16 and head for Cincinnati for a little shopping with her son. There were some nice home furnishings as a result of those excursions.

The kid wanted to discuss the proposition of “All men are created equal” with her. After a short explanation of the Declaration of Independence she told him that indeed all of us were created equal but at the instant of birth the equality ceased; that one only has to look at any two people on earth to see that no two are actually equal, for to be truly equal, they would have to be identical. “The Declaration,” she said “meant that all should be treated equally by the law.”

When her youngest was in his early teens, she suggested during an after school conversation, that he would be a good doctor and should consider that career. He was taken by surprise by that comment. He had been in doctors’ offices. He had seen sick people; he had seen the impoverished, dirty masses which got medical care just like the nice, clean folks in his life circle. He was repelled by the limping and disfigured, the coughing lung wracked aged, the diapered with runny noses, the grotesquely obese and painfully emaciated, and the horribly injured, dragged out of a coal mine or car wreck. He could not imagine taking a scalpel and cutting into someone’s flesh. What was she thinking? Had she seen something in him that he did not recognize in himself? Maybe. We will never know. 

Her favorite activity was baking. She was damned good at it. Friends and neighbors had her bake cakes or cookies for parties they were hosting. She lit upon the idea that she would wrap all of the dry ingredients for a particular kind of cookie in waxed paper along with a typed slip of paper listing what should be added and how long to bake the resulting dough. She spent hours measuring, typing and packing. The neighbors loved the idea. The kid was busy after school every day delivering packets of cookie makins and taking orders all over the town for other kinds of cookie ingredients. She wrote to Pillsbury about her idea and was told that the idea was not practical. That was about a year before Duncan Hines cake mix appeared on grocery store shelves.


She had tears in her eyes when she saw her oldest son go off to the army, while WW II was still raging. He had been away from home for nearly two years already in military school and later in ASTP, a program for youths too young to draft and too old to enter college with any expectation of completing a full year before being drafted.


In 1933, her husband, finally having a job with a regular monthly paycheck, gave her a checking account with $80.00 in it and one of those large checkbooks having three on a page and a stub on the left. It was for her to take care of all the household bills. Her sons would be sent to all of the utility offices each month with the invoice and the checks. $1.95 to the gas company, $.85 to the City Water Department, and so on. Payments that were mailed were put in self sealing envelopes, they cost more but she detested licking envelopes; it seemed unladylike and was surely unsanitary. She ran the household on that $80.00 stipend until 1960! Talk about frugal.


The time to wash the day's dishes was after supper. As her family retired to other parts of the house she would wash each piece with a soapy cloth in a large pan of hot sudsy water and stack them in a rack on the drain board built into to the right side of the white porcelain enameled sink. When the washing commenced, she first put a kettle of water on the gas stove. It heated to boiling by the time all of the pieces were clean and racked. She took the boiling water and 'scalded' the dishes and silverware and left them to air dry. No one wiped dishes in her house. Do you realize how many germs lived in those old dish rags?

When she became a homemaker, she was active in church and civic efforts. One at a time she lost interest in them as the groups became more liberal oriented. Welfare, Relief, and One Worldism were anathema to her. Once she told her son about a conversation with her mother in about 1933. It concerned Mr. Roosevelt’s move to establish diplomatic relations with the Soviet Union, which had never been recognized as a legitimate government since the 1917 Red Revolution. She said her mother tsk tsk’ed and said “Doesn’t he know those people are Communists?” 

            Further, the increasing 'inclusiveness' that brought in members who did not meet her standards of proper manners, conduct, or appropriate dress tended to drive her away. She had little patience with ungentlemanly or unladylike conduct. And yet she could not be called a prude or snob, being equally pleasant, helpful and courteous with the town's dowagers and the black hired help who lived down the alleys.


She never learned to drive or swim, both activities inducing the panic she felt when her father walked away from her on the way to school all those years earlier.


Her five year old found a Boy Scout Knife. They were a very specific kind of knife then; a major blade, a smaller one and a can opener blade. They had bulky stag horn side panels with a silver Boy Scout emblem embedded. There was a ring on one end to which a lanyard and belt clip was attached. The kid tried to open the big blade with his little fingers to no avail, but found that he could hook a lower tooth into the fingernail pocket of the large blade and get enough leverage to open the knife using both hands to pry. Unfortunately, when the blade was about half open, his hands could not pull the handle further around in the required arc to get complete opening and the knife blade slipped back closed. More unfortunately, the kid's lower lip became trapped between the large blade and the small one. Pinched thus, the lip really hurt, but the kid did not feel the sharp sting that indicated a cut lip. All he could do was report to the kitchen where she was washing the pots and pans resulting from baking a batch of cookies.


One look was all it took for her to gasp in shock and fright what had happened. There was the teary boy with a huge Boy Scout knife hanging off his lower lip. All she could think of was raising a child with no lower lip. Her efforts to open the knife were inhibited by shaking, soapy hands and fear of doing more damage. She called the doctor. She explained the problem and her fears. Doctor Easly first asked if she saw any blood, to which she answered “No.” He told her to start toward town and he would meet her on the way. He sensed the emergency nature of the situation too.


She dragged the kid down the hill, he supporting the apparently growing weight of that huge knife with his free hand, and met Dr. Easly in front of a home half way down the hill. Going onto the porch and sitting on the porch swing, the doctor noted again that there was no blood, a good sign. Taking the knife firmly in hand he carefully opened it all the way releasing the lip, which began to swell almost immediately.


He reported to her that the swelling would go down by the next day and that no permanent damage was done. He cautioned the kid about knives and so on. He gave her the knife for safe keeping. Stern words were issued about playing with things the kid was not old enough to handle. An investigation failed to reveal how such a dangerous item could be left in easy reach of one so young.


Her one civic victory stemmed from the coal soot and dust that pervaded every part of the city due to the trains that traversed the route between Norfolk and Cincinnati day and night. The homemakers were forced to run outside on wash day (Monday) and take all of the clothes off the lines and bring them inside every time a train whistle could be heard in the distance. If that was not done, all of the clothes would be rained upon by coal particles a bit smaller than grains of salt. Sleeping at night with the windows open brought the phenomenon of 'snort marks' on the pillow where one breathed in and out the finer coal soot spewed from the trains.


Ladies in that era 'dressed' when going shopping or to a gathering. All of the ladies took two pair of white gloves; one to wear to the destination, and another clean pair in the purse to don once inside, such was the foulness of the air. If outside when a freight or coal drag passed through and it was windy, one bowed the head to prevent the falling particles from getting in the eyes. They were sharp edged and scratched mightily. After the train had been gone for several minutes, one flicked the eyelashes with head bowed to shake out the particles lodged there.


Her youngest child was 17 years old before he learned that English Sparrows were brown and white, not black and gray. There were no other birds that could live in that air save about a dozen really hardy pigeons. They too were black. 


Beneath the grass of lawns was an inch deep coating of fine coal dust grains, under which black dirt could be found. Grass did not prosper in that sulfurous soil. Convertible tops, of which there were very few, and their plastic back windows, lasted about two years if left unprotected and not washed frequently.


She joined a group of the concerned housewives, wrote a petition and went off to Roanoke, the headquarters of the Norfolk & Western Railroad. They demanded to see the president. Their audacity stunned the office help and they got their audience.


The President of the N & W consented to ordering the closing the dampers on the locomotives' stacks while passing through town, but not the passenger trains that stopped there or the switch engines in the yards. He said the loss of power in the engines by closing the dampers for the ten or fifteen minutes inside the city limits would cost staging time and disturb schedules and thus money, but he would order it done on the through freights and coal drags anyway. The first EPA! 


Her youngest boy was an educational trial from grade one. She spent countless hours tutoring him, thoroughly disgusted with the local school system. She was sure that it was not the boy's fault. She was only partly right. At great sacrifice she and her husband sent him away to a school with high standards. He got a diploma by the skin of his teeth.

In her effort to put a bit of knowledge in the kid’s head she regularly picked out books from the library for him to read during summer vacations. One was Oliver Wiswell, a historical novel about the American Revolution as seen from a bystander’s perspective. It varnished nothing and gave tremendous perspective to the story of our founding. Another was Who Killed Society? by Cleveland Amory. 
(The decision was it was the disappearance of maids) It was a delightful and entertaining discourse on the ever coarsening of the American people in general and the wealthy in particular. She offered Marie Antoinette, the Story of an Average Girl, wherein it was learned that Louis and Marie were not such bad folks, just thoughtless, and far too accustomed to debauchery and immensely wealthy living. Yet another was Twelve Against the Gods recounting the lives of twelve people in history who went their own way, winning success and suffering defeat, but either way, making a profound impact on world history in defiance of ‘common sense’. She had him read a couple of Thomas Wolfe novels as well. And there was Outposts of Science, an exposition in layman’s language of what our scientists and researchers had learned up to what was then the present. It covered genetics, astronomy, nuclear physics, and much else. Another was a novel, title and author unrecalled. It was about life in Rome; an apartment complex surrounding a fountain. The only thing remembered about it was this line, overheard by the central character as it came from the open window of one of the apartments: A female voice said: “You no good lying son of a bitch, you ain’t got no friends, you can’t make a dime and in bed you stink!” I don’t think she liked him.

She admired the wit and wisdom of George Bernard Shaw but was repelled by his politics which was rabidly socialist. Shaw was a founder and major power in the Fabian Society, a socialist group using subterfuge and incrementalism to impose socialist ideas upon the British government. She told her son once that one of Mr. Shaw’s most valuable bon mots was this: “Small minds discuss people, average minds discuss events and great minds discuss ideas.” It was her way of chiding him for participating in gossip. He took the advice to heart, but though he shunned gossip he never quite got to the ‘great minds’ part.

She decided that her youngest kid needed to be told about the birds and bees when he was about thirteen or fourteen. It was springtime, comfortable outside and so, on the porch on the shady side of the house, with lemonade for him and his playmate, she went about delicately explaining the way people reproduce, in terms appropriate to his age. There were plenty of warnings about reproducing before one was prepared to be a husband and father along with cautions about sexual experimentation with those of the same sex. That was simply reinforcement of cautions given to him earlier. There was nothing new to him. Why?

Well, at about age five the kid had spent a quiet summer evening playing with the multitude of young’uns on Fourth Avenue hill. One of them was Marvin Wilkinson, son of a family further out the street who seemed to spawn rather than reproduce. There were his older brothers, Howard and Ralph and younger brothers and sisters in all numbering about seven at last count.


Marvin was about two or three years older and the kid was a perfect foil for him. He first showed the kid how to make a country match burn twice. The scar of that lesson remains today. Sitting on a low wall, Marvin called attention to the puffy clouds in the night sky brightly lit by a full moon. He asked if the kid knew how he was made; a question that had not yet even entered his child’s mind.


He then set off on an allegorical explanation about falling in love and the sex act, using the motion and selected shapes of various clouds obscuring the moon and then revealing it, using all of the gutter terms for sexual organs and acts. He admonished him never to reveal to his parents any of what he learned, for children were not supposed to know those things until they were grown. To the kid it was beautifully revelatory and fully explanatory. He never had any questions about how people were made after that.    


There were tears in her eyes when her youngest son departed for the west coast and the war. Nothing he could say would ease her fears. In one way or another, all three of her children had been taken from her through no doing of her own. Inept physicians and politicians had done her wrong.



Shortly after WW II, her youngest son drove her to visit Ashville, NC to see if that might be a place in which she and her husband would retire. She was entirely fed up with her home town of thirty or more years. There were too many boorish louts and liberal leaning neighbors. And too many sorrowful memories. Ashville had become a fixture in her mind because of Thomas Wolf and the novels he wrote, some of which centered on his home town. She admired Wolf's writing and bought most of his novels. Though Ashville was attractive, the boom and prosperity of the late forties and early fifties meant the costs of real estate were unreasonable (Ashville had become a summer Mecca for the wealthy from the North) and much of the population seemed to be nouveau riche, and so it was scratched off the list. 
Salem, Virginia was another matter. It was a small town adjacent to Roanoke, having large developable tracts and was filled with Virginia ladies, courteous and well versed in proper etiquette. They decided to build and retire there. They built a home on lot 714 Boone Street near the top of a hill on the west side of town. She and her husband made friends quickly and fit into the social circles well.

Another trial for her was her youngest’s choice in a mate. His first engagement ended before he finished the two year junior college he was attending. She breathed a sigh of relief as she was sure that his prospective mother-in-law would be a highly interfering type. His next choice of mate was tolerable, barely. The girl smoked. She couldn't abide that. The girl was perky and vivacious. She preferred the more demure sort. They tolerated each other, but she always had something to say to her son about the girl's behavior or parenting. (Now who is interfering?) She couldn't help it and the girl resented it. Her son told her often that she shouldn’t put him in the position of siding with one or the other of them. It only worked until the next visit. That conduct was a contributing factor in bringing the marriage to and end many years later.
Complaints about back pain were finally investigated by a stellar orthopedic surgeon who discovered that she had probably suffered a mild case of polio as an infant. It had shortened one leg. To accommodate that, she had spent her life unconsciously walking with one foot curved in at the ankle to make the leg seem to be the right length. The strain on the pelvis finally took its toll and thus the back pain and great calluses on the foot. The solution was to amputate the little toe! She consented and got immediate relief. It was short lived, however. It later became impossible for her to sit or ride in a car more than an hour or so, such was the back pain. She became dependent on her children bringing the grandkids, four in all, to visit. She dearly loved all of them and spent hours parenting when holidays and summer visits came.


The back pain and impossibility to sit, eventually was accompanied by weakness in the arms and hands. The doctors diagnosed ALS in 1965 or 1966. This horrible disease progressively destroys the muscle control of the hands, then arms and shoulders, then the torso, finally attacking even the diaphragm; making breathing impossible. She took her last breath January 14, 1968 and she……. 





...was my Mom
THE END

It was 2:30 PM, March 27th, 2002. My beloved Jetty Bo, Elizabeth Joanne Mitchell Keadle, my wife of 26 years took her last breath. I was with her as her heart failed her and she was gone in less than 10 minutes. We were in the lobby of Clare Bridge. I had just brought her back from the hospital after 3 days of observation. She gave out a shuddering moan calling “Mama! Mama!”; the first intelligible words spoken in two years, threw her head back and collapsed in my arms. The nurse looked at her hands, the fingernails were nearly white, her lips likewise; her face turned blue. The nurse said “She’s going out, lay her down!” I saw a look of unknowing fear on her face and then a short instant of recognizing me for the last time. Her eyes closed and her soul went out. My one fear for the last couple of years was that I would die before she and abandon her to the care of her brother and sister, me not having done what a husband should do which is to care for his wife in sickness and health in perpetuity. I recently learned that science believes that the sense of hearing is the last bit of consciousness to depart at death. I whispered in her ear “My Betty, go and be with Jesus now. I love you.” God has once again saved me much shame.


Over time I have developed my bedtime prayer; is simplifies things for me and for God:

“Thank you Lord for this day. I got some things done; I’ll do more tomorrow if you let me. Make me know that Betty is at peace and has her good memories. You know what I want for those I know and love. I know Your will must be done, for Thine is the Kingdom and the Power and the Glory forever. Forgive me my sins; I ask it in Jesus’ name, Amen,

Betty:



The Lord bless thee and keep thee.



The Lord make His face shine upon thee

 

 And be gracious unto thee.



The Lord lift up His countenance to thee.



 And give thee peace.

Amen.
I thought it was an Irving Berlin piece, but no, Gus Kahn wrote the words and I apologize for the adaptation. It is my love song to Betty:

Life is a book that we study,

Some of its leaves bring a sigh,

There it was written, my (Betty),

That we must part, you and I,

   Nights are long since you went away,

   I think about you all through the day,

   My Betty, my Betty,

   No Buddy quite so true,

   I miss your voice,            (substitute kiss)

   The touch of your hand,

   I long to know.

   That you understand,

   My Betty, my Betty,

   Your Buddy misses you.

Buddies through all of the gay days,

Buddies when something went wrong,

I wait along through the gray days,

Missing your smile and your song.

   Nights are long since you went away,

   I think about you all through the day,

   My Betty, my Betty,

   No Buddy quite so true,

   I miss your voice,

   The touch of your hand,

   I long to know,

   That you understand,

   My Betty, my Betty,

   Your Buddy misses you. Amen.
End
