
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Damn the Torn Speedos, Full Speed Ahead

or

Get thee to a Punnery

 


101 groan-evoking
shaggy dogs

 


 


Elliott Capon

 


Published by Rogue Phoenix Press for
Smashwords

Copyright © 2017

ISBN: 978-1-62420-317-6



Electronic rights reserved by Rogue Phoenix
Press, all other rights reserved by the author. The reproduction or
other use of any part of this publication without the prior written
consent of the rights holder is an infringement of the copyright
law. This is a work of fiction. People and locations, even those
with real names, have been fictionalized for the purposes of this
story.

 


 


Smashwords Edition,
License Notes

 


This ebook is
licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be
re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share
this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy
for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not
purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please
return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.


 


Dedication

 


To those who made the English language funny:
George Carlin, Bud Abbott, Lou Costello, and Groucho Marx.


ONE

 


The nation of
Colonolia had a very interesting and unique social and political
system. There weren't political parties in the American sense or
even designations such as "liberal" or "conservative" in the
popular sense. Politics and society were blended together: no one
was apolitical.

The people of
Colonolia were divided into three groups. The first were the
Traditionalists. While, again, not "conservative" in the
Goldwater-Buckley-Reagan sense, they nonetheless believed that all
things public and private should be calm, quiet, toned-down,
unobtrusive, genteel…stereotypically eighteenth century, with
everyone running around in powdered wigs and fully-buttoned
clothing and married couples calling each other "Husband" and
"Wife." They hated everything new, everything different, everything
that made the slightest effort to rock the boat.

The second group were
the Flamboyants. As their name suggests, they favored wild, bright
colors and outrageous design in clothing, architecture,
transportation…everything. Their ideal hospital room
would make the interior of Willie Wonka's chocolate factory look
like a black and white photo of the Sahara Desert at night.

The third group
consisted of the nation's students and young people. True, as they
got older they became either Trads or Flams, but at this point in
their life they called themselves The Kids. And they favored, as do
young people of every country and era, whatever was the exact
opposite of whatever the Trad or Flam standing next to them liked.
Children and adolescents always like to be contradictory and
rebellious, and the Kids of Colonolia were no different. If they
were standing between a Trad and a Flam and the Trad said, "It's
raining," the Kid would say, "No it's not." And then if the Flam
said, "It's not raining," the Kid would say, "It's
snowing."

The President of the
country was a gentleman named Raymonoldo Upp. A nice man, all he
wanted for his country was that everyone get along. He struggled in
office for years trying to get Trads and Flams and Kids to meet
somewhere in the middle, to find a common ground and be
content.

One day, an idea came
to him. He would throw a party to which he would invite the most
influential people of the country—Trads, Flams, and Kids alike.
More than shlashapash, the national dish, there was nothing
the Colonolians liked better than a party. Given a convivial
atmosphere, good food and drink, and his own charms, he figured he
could talk in small groups to the most important opinion-makers in
the country and put his nation on the fast track to common
sense.

But! If they knew it
was him, the President, they'd all be stiff and formal and would
"yes" him to death without really making an effort to change. He
decided to hide behind a costume.

After consulting with
his wife (a moderate Trad) and his Vice-President (a subdued Flam)
and his children (well…Kids) he decided to wear nothing less than a
full Lone Ranger costume (for indeed, the Colonolia Broadcast
System had a library of hundreds of old American TV shows). There
was no cowboy tradition in Colonolia's past, and he felt that the
big hat, mask, and buckskins would make a favorable impression on
all in attendance; even better, no one would recognize him.

The party was in full
swing when the President made his entrance. Since he was the only
one in non-Colonolian dress, all heads turned to look at him as he
entered.

Unfortunately,
someone—and to this day, no one knows who—recognized him. "Look!"
that someone yelled. "Upp in disguise!"

"It's absurd!" cried
the Trads.

"It's so plain!"
moaned the Flams.

"It's super, man!"
declared the Kids.





TWO

 


So far as we know,
Hitler never actually killed anyone; neither did Stalin, or Idi
Amin, or Augusto Pinochet, or any of a dozen twentieth-century
tyrants hated and reviled by history. What they did was
ORDER other peoples' deaths—and there was, apparently,
never, NEVER any shortage of people willing to carry out the
dictator's commands. A dictator can't dictate unless there's
someone willing to be dictated to.

Ah, but different was
Lusto Glombus, the current leader of the small Balkan country of
Platsonia. Glombus had lost count of how many people he'd killed
with his own hands—he wouldn't've been able to count past twenty,
anyway—and now, as President for Life of this small but sovereign
nation, he led a regime of brutality and menace. Being stupid
himself, and distrusting the smart, Glombus also surrounded himself
with stupid people—and so, despite the everyday misery that was
life in Platsonia, we can rest assured that his evil regime will
soon collapse under the weight of its own dumbness.

But in the
meantime…

The borders had been
clamped shut early in Glombus' regime, so that the intellectuals
could not flee to sunnier climes, as so many composers, artists,
scientists, directors, etc., had fled the Nazis and the Communists.
Thus it was that we find Klepto Hanser, one of Europe's greatest
living sculptors, still trapped within the confines of his unhappy
country.

One day Glombus
summoned Hanser to the Presidential Palace. "I want a stature," the
President ordered.

"D-do you mean a
statue?" the sculptor dared to ask.

Glombus glared at
him. "No! 'Stature' means regard, respect, proudness of all people
in someone!" (He was speaking Platsonian, of course, not English;
but this guy was so stupid he couldn't even speak his native
language properly!) "A statue, a likeness of the myself, would
impose on the people who see it great stature in President
Glombus! You will build the stature!"

So saying, he had the
Secretary of Revenue give Hanser enough money to buy the finest
Italian marble and a fee sufficient to make a ten-foot tall
likeness of the dictator.

Hanser was a brave
man as well as a talented one. He took the considerable sum he had
received and promptly gave it to the Underground Resistance, so
that they might buy weapons for their fight against tyranny. But he
also wanted to add insult to injury, so instead of getting fine
marble, he bought himself a quantity of PVC vinyl—the kind used to
make lawn furniture and hobby-shop models—and sculpted a
dopey-looking bust of Glombus.

The statue's
unveiling was, of course, a big media event in Platsonia. The
nation's two TV networks had sent both their cameramen, and the
radio station had sent its reporter. With due ceremony, the sheet
was pulled of the oversized bust.

Glombus thought
something was wrong. The bust looked like marble, but… He
went over and touched it. It was somewhat soft and yielding to the
touch. He turned and glared at the sculptor, who stood sweating but
defiant nearby.

"Is not marble,"
Glombus growled. "Is stature vinyl, Hanser?"





THREE

 


Poor Myron's
affliction could have been eradicated with money. But Myron and his
beloved wife Susanna had had very, very little money all their
lives. Good-souled, hard-working, generous people, there just
wasn't the money lying around to take care of Myron's medical
problem.

The thing was, Myron
had no teeth. A very rare condition known as dentitia
departus had caused him to lose all his teeth beginning when he
was about twenty-five. Within two years, he had not a tooth in his
head; not a root, not a nerve, not a space where the teeth had
been; just smooth, flat gums. He couldn't just get fitted
with a pair of regular dentures—alas, no, for one of the side
effects of d. departus was the body's rejection of common
false teeth or similar appliances. There became available, only in
recent years, a treatment—a special set of false teeth,
super-software designed and of a brand-new space-age plastic that
Myron could have gotten—but these were fantastically,
PROHIBITIVELY expensive. (Okay, Bill Gates or Donald Trump or
Oprah Winfrey could have afforded them, but Myron and Susanna owned
a small-town dry-cleaning shop). No health insurance would pay for
them as they were still considered experimental.

Ah, but the nice part
is that Myron and Susanna were more in love than any two people who
had ever lived. And so, for forty years, Susanna chewed Myron's
food for him.

Don't go UGH!
and curl up your nose. Part and parcel of d. departus was an
effect on the digestive system to the end that Myron could not
merely eat food that had been cut up into swallowable pieces, or
stick to, say, yogurt, baby food or soups. His body did not
manufacture the digestive juices found in human saliva, the
necessary precursor to swallowing. His food had to be treated with
saliva, or a saliva-like substance. Again, had they had lots of
money, he could have had his food treated with the said chemicals,
but it was much, much cheaper to have Susanna chew his food
for him, then place it on his plate where he could still enjoy the
tastes and sensations of eating.

And of course she
didn't mind; she loved him, more than Juliet loved Romeo or Isolde
loved Tristan. And he loved her even more for the
effort she made on his part, three meals a day, for forty happy
years of marriage.

And then one day
Myron hit the lottery. It was "only" a little less than a million
dollars, but, hey, who'd sneeze at that? Over the years, Susanna
had repeated that, should they ever miraculously come into money,
she'd want, not furs or jewels or a trip around the world but that
Myron should get his own teeth. Not because she was tired of
chewing for him, but because it would restore his self-esteem.

Myron didn't tell her
about the jackpot. He just took half of it and snuck off and had
his special false teeth made. Knowing how it would thrill
her more than him to see him with teeth, he wanted to make a
dramatic presentation.

He took her to their
favorite restaurant (where they had been known for years and had a
private table behind a polite screen), intending to all of a sudden
surprise her with his mouthful of choppers. He wanted it to be
dramatic and sudden, but he couldn't find the right moment. She
chewed his salad and appetizer and main course for him, while he
silently fretted about losing his opportunity to surprise her. He
was delighted when, right as dessert was being served, she excused
herself to go to the ladies' room. While she was away from the
table, he fitted his new teeth into his mouth.

She came back and
immediately cut off a forkful of peach cobbler for him. Myron
reached across the table and arrested her hand. She looked up at
him, in shock and delight, as he opened his mouth to reveal, for
the first time in forty years, teeth!

"Oh, Susannah!" he
cried. "Don't chew pies for me!"

 


 


FOUR

 


Winston Chroo had won
more Oscars and Emmys and Tonys than anyone in history. He was
considered the greatest actor of this or any other generation.

He had an extremely
idiosyncratic way of speaking: he would tilt his head just
so, open or narrow his eyes that much, and use some kind
of indefinably Anglic accent. His mannerisms were as distinctive
and as identifiable as John Wayne's rolling walk, Clint Eastwood's
squint, Boris Karloff's "th"-y esses, or Sandra Bullock's shy
smile. His catch phrase, "Yes, my dear, go on," was as solidly HIM
as were "Go ahead, make my day," or "I'll be back," or "Oh my God,
they killed Kenny!" or "I don't want to go off on a rant, but…"
were to their respective repeaters.

No comedy
impressionist who had Winston Chroo in his repertoire (along with
Kirk Douglas, Burt Lancaster, Gary Cooper, Rod Serling, Johnny
Carson, etc.) ever failed to make…er…an impression.
Winston's persona was so well known that even the poorest
imitations would get a smattering of applause.

Hamilton Fasolt was
generally considered to be America's greatest living playwright. As
the Newark Star Ledger once said, "Five hundred years from
now we'll still be reading and performing Shakespeare…and Fasolt."
He usually wrote deep, thoughtful, psychological dramas involving
people hiding secrets and pains within themselves, with the final
exposition a catharsis to the audience as well as to the
characters. Despite this similarity, his plays were never
formulaic; that is, each one was different and distinct from
the others.

Winston Chroo had won
two of his four Tonys and his third Oscar for his portrayal of
Fasolt's upper-class but demon-haunted characters. When he found
out that Fasolt was casting for his newest play, he jumped on a
plane from L.A. to New York in order to audition for the part.

The play was
tentatively entitled It's a Goode Life, and was Fasolt's
first foray into madcap screwball comedy. The main character was
named Samson Goode, who was a low-class, foul-mouthed,
beer-swilling, dishonest slob. But since it was a Fasolt play, by
the end—and despite the hilarity—Goode learns his lessons and
becomes, not only a decent human being, but the Pope.

Every actor within
ten thousand miles of New York was in the theatre for the
audition—and not just out-of-work wannabes: well-known actors, big
stars, all wanted to be in on Fasolt's first comedy.

Finally, it was
Winston's turn to read some lines onstage for Fasolt, three
producers, the director, and a few other people. He was greeted
warmly by everyone involved, and, with mere glances at the script,
began prancing around the stage acting out Ralph Kramden-like
inanities and sillinesses.


Unfortunately…he could not seem to shake his trademark
head-tilt, eye-movement, and classy accent. The role called for a
low-class bum; Winston was portraying a classically-trained actor
attempting his impression of a low-class bum. Despite
his great talent as an ACTOR, Winston couldn't disguise his skill
and breeding.

When he finished the
scene, he looked out into the darkness and called, "Well,
Hamilton?"

There was silence for
a few painful moments, and then Hamilton Fasolt's voice came out
from the gloom. "I'm terribly and truly sorry, Winston," his
disembodied voice said. "But you're just to Chroo to be Goode."

 




FIVE

 


Sy Donovan was the
biggest man at American International Relief Services ("AIRS" to
English speakers; just "RELIEF" to the rest of the world). It
wasn't that Sy was a top executive: he was the biggest man in the
organization because he was six-five and weighed two hundred and
ninety pounds.

RELIEF was a group
much like CARE or the Red Cross, which responded to disasters all
over the world: floods, famines, fires, plagues, the aftermath of
war. RELIEF workers would, pushing aside bureaucrats and the
obstructive complaints of tinhorn dictators, literally invade an
area in need and set to work. RELIEF had doctors, nurses,
engineers, epidemiologists, nutritionists, psychologists, and
caring professionals in dozens of other professions, all of whom
would, at a moment's notice, drop their regular practices and lives
in order to fly halfway or all the way around the world to come to
the aid of people who needed help.

Sy Donovan was
RELIEF's most active field administrator. He had a working
knowledge of medicine, logistics, and most of the other skills
possessed by the RELIEF volunteers, but his job was to see that
things got done. He was usually on the first plane or
helicopter to reach the disaster area, he decided where the medical
tents would go up, where the portable latrines would be placed
(don't laugh), who would look after the children. With his imposing
size and full head of bushy gray hair and Linolnesque beard to
match—and blessed with the personality of the offspring of
Alexander the Great and a lioness—Sy Donovan backed down from no
one. People who "didn't want to" or "couldn't do" something to
help, when confronted by the formidable giant, found themselves
suddenly very willing and able. Sy Donovan had saved more lives
than penicillin.

After a drought of
several years, the tiny African nation of Tomalaland was hit by
weeks of ferocious rains. The ground had dried to the consistency
of concrete and therefore could not absorb the water; flooding was
of almost Biblical proportions. Entire towns had been buried under
a combination of water, mud, and uprooted trees; two million people
found themselves homeless, foodless, clothesless, medicineless,
hopeless. The day after the rains stopped, RELIEF got to work. A
huge plane was quickly loaded with all the supplies to sustain at
least a few thousand people for a few days. Other planes, trucks,
and ships were to following within the next few days, but
one plane had to get there first. Sy Donovan was, of
course, aboard this plane.

In what had once been
the capital of Guaziville, and which was now a sea of muck and
debris, five thousand weary people made their way to the remains of
the airport to await this lifebringing plane. The airport's single
working radio was in contact with the plane, and the soldiers
nursing the radio had found enough dry wire and undamaged equipment
left over to hook the radio up to loudspeakers so that everyone
present could share the joyful anticipation of the arrival of their
saviors.

Unfortunately, the
storms were not quite finished; when the plane was still an hour
out of Guaziville, the pilot radioed—and five thousand people
heard—that the plane had been struck by lightning. Two of their
four engines were dead; a third was laboring. He was losing
altitude, struggling to get to the airport.

Five thousand people
prayed: to the gods of Islam and Christianity and to smaller,
lesser-known, older tribal deities. The pilot reported that he was
skimming the treetops, hoping to get as close to the airport as
possible before the plane with its food, medicine, clean water and
warm blankets finally hit the ground. The five thousand people at
the airport were praying aloud now, crying out to the various parts
of Heaven for assistance, for a miracle.

Then, in the
distance—a speck! It was a plane—the RELIEF plane! Smoke poured
from three of the four propellers. The sound that reached ten
thousand ears was of a sputtering and choking. The plane dipped and
bounced and rose and fell as if it were riding over invisible speed
bumps. The people at the airport prayed like they had never prayed
before.

Incredibly, the plane
kept coming closer. A few people dared hope it would make it all
the way to the runway. Then…closer…closer…closer… Hope was reborn!
A few more feet…a few more seconds…! Come on…come on…yes…yes,
yes….??

YES! The plane
touched down on the holed, muddy runway just as the fourth engine
exploded with a tired-sounding whuff! and the propeller
stopped turning.

Five thousand people
breathed out all at once, each silently thanking their God or gods.
The miracle had happened. The plane had landed safely.

A few seconds later,
a door on the side crashed open, and from the plane itself emerged
a big Sy of RELIEF.

 


 


SIX

 


Jerry Kanoho was
cursed. His curse? He was a dreamer.

Jerry and his wife
Susie owned a small souvenir shop in Waikiki, Hawaii. It was bigger
than some other shops, smaller than several. It was a totally
average, nice little souvenir shop and they were perfectly nice,
respectable people who made a perfectly respectable, nice profit
and led a perfectly nice, respectable life. But Jerry wanted more.
What? He didn't know. Just…more.

He knew he'd never be
President of the U.S. or Governor of Hawaii or even City
Councilman. He couldn't sing or write poetry or surf at a
championship level. He had a warm smile that was genuine and a
disposition that was pleasant and cheerful. But he also had an
itch, somewhere deep down in his brain, that said to him, "Jerry
Kanoho, you deserve recognition!"

Very often, while
Susie was taking care of three customers at a time, Jerry would be
resting his arms on the counter, gazing out at the Pacific Ocean,
and thinking his meandering thoughts. What would make Jerry Kanoho
famous? What would take this little shop—because this shop was what
he had, and whatever he was going to do had to come from
here—and make it, if not world-famous, at least
state-famous? Could he grow the world's largest pineapple? No. What
did he know about pineapples? Find the world's largest clam? No,
the Hawaii Maritime Center had some doozies, retrieved by
professional divers, which he sure wasn't. The world's
largest…? The world's largest…?

Aha! He had it!

Ralph Kramden would
have been proud of the way Jerry got Susie to agree to let him take
all the money out of their savings account. He begged; he pleaded;
he wept. "Alice, ya gotta give me the money!" Ralph would say, and
Alice would always refuse him. Susie wouldn't accommodate him,
especially because he wouldn't tell her what he wanted to use the
money for. But he worked on her, swore to her he had a terrific
idea, promised her that he'd be able to take her to Hawaii…uh, New
York…with the profits from his idea. Please, please, please,
please…until finally she gave in and put her signature next to his
on a withdrawal slip.

The first thing Jerry
did was rent a piece of beachfront—an expensive piece of
beachfront. Then he put up a canvas sheet around his eighth-acre of
sand, to keep prying eyes away. With the rest of the money he
bought orchids and other flowers and supersized pipe cleaners and
grasses and strings and beads and all kinds of materials. He went
into his large tent night after night and came home shortly before
dawn, his fingers sore and blistered. He wouldn't tell Susie what
he was up to, only that it would be something.

Finally, weeks later,
Jerry plastered the hotels along the waterfront with flyers
announcing the unveiling of something wonderful and spectacular at
noon tomorrow. At the appointed hour, about a hundred curious
tourists and two reporters had gathered in front of his little
canvas wall. "Ladies and gentlemen!" Jerry announced to the crowd.
"Courtesy of the Little Starfish Gift Shoppe…I present—!"

With a flourish he
tore down the canvas sheet to reveal a round circle of flowers,
jewels, geegaws and gimcracks, lying glistening and fragrant on the
sand, its diameter fully a hundred feet across. "The world's
largest—" Jerry began, but before he could finish his sentence the
crowd turned their backs and started walking away. A few were
impolite enough to give a quiet Bronx cheer or utter a "psssh." The
better-mannered just shook their heads and perhaps chuckled at the
grandiose scheme of a fool.

Jerry stood there
looking at his creation for a long time. He finally sensed someone
behind him. It was Susie, and she had his suitcase, his pillow and
his blanket in her arms

She thrust them at
him. "Here," she said, hissing at him through the most angry
expression he had ever seen on her face. "You made your lei, now
bed in it."



SEVEN

 


Earth has something
like two million species of life, but it is humankind that is the
most important, the life form that commands and controls the very
environment of the planet. So it is on other planets, where a
multitude of life forms proliferate, that the more-or-less human
form is always the dominant. One planet in particular was called by
its inhabitants M'anmuth, which loosely translates as "Home." The
two dominant species on this planet were quite humanlike: in fact,
the Rittish (as they called themselves), except for having skin the
color of a ripe pumpkin, were to all intents and purposes
indistinguishable from Earth-humans. The other important species on
the planet, the Summ, were also humanlike…except that they had six
arms. One pair hung from the shoulder, the other came from about
halfway down the rib cage, and the third pair extruded from the
hips. Not surprisingly, they were brilliant craftsmen and master
builders.

And, oh, yes, the
Rittish and the Summ hated each other. Violently.

The Rittish
considered the Summ to be freaks; the Summ thought the Rittish
unformed, unevolved, incomplete. They each occupied roughly a half
of their planet's single continent, and not a day had passed in a
thousand years without some kind of border clash; full-fledged wars
were no longer even given names.

One interesting
idiosyncrasy of the Summ, which we must divert to point out (for no
real purpose other than we want to) is the dirtiest word in the
Summ language: bellafordi. There is no word in any Earth
language that comes within a light year of a literal translation.
Even the so-called "dirtiest" word in English is a grandmother's
kiss compared to the hatred and vehemence behind bellafordi.
So obscene was the word, as a matter of fact, that no living Summ
had ever uttered it out loud—when it was necessary, in extreme
moments, to utter the foulest obscenity available, they just made
the "B" sound and everyone knew what was meant.

To get back to our
narrative, we zoom in on one Leftrus Trat Quano Dassatt, a border
patrol guard at a small fort near the mountainous border between
the nations. He held a rifle-like weapon in two hands, a telescope
in a third, a radio in his fourth, a cigarette in his fifth and was
scratching his butt with his sixth as—bored out of his mind—he
surveyed the landscape. The current scene of hostilities was to be
found in the continent's coastal waters, and there had been no
activity through the mountains in almost two years, but the Summ
needed to maintain vigilance anyway. With a sigh, Trat Q. raised
his telescope and scanned the horizon. Nothing…nothing…noth—

No, wait!! Movement
of some kind! A large mass, moving toward him? A river? A glacier?
No…tensely he stared into the telescope as if straining his eyes
would make him see better. Minutes passed; more minutes.

Finally he was able
to make out pennants…banners…armored vehicles…an army!!

A FULL-SCALE ASSAULT
BY THE HATED ENEMY!!

Sweating, heart
pounding, he raised his radio to his lips. No question about it, he
was clearly able to see who it was approaching the border in such
strength! He switched on his radio.

"Two arms! Two arms!"
he cried. "The b—Rittish are coming!!"

 




EIGHT

 


Ben Safer made this
year's Guinness Book of World Records by having the longest beard
on Earth. Blessed—or cursed—with phenomenally active follicles, and
by cultivating his facial hair for the past twenty-five years,
Ben's beard was almost twelve feet long. He used to keep it curled
up by the side of his chair, like a pet dog. He became a local
celebrity after the Guinness book came out, he got two minutes on
Fox News in one of their cutesy features, and even made the cover
of Rolling Stone.

One day a man came
into Ben's shop (he was an antiques dealer, by the way). "Mr.
Safer," he said, "I'm one of your biggest fans. I admire the
determination it took to grow your beard that long."

"Thank you," Ben
answered with a tiny little bow. He was used to this kind of
attention, after all.

"I am also," the man
continued, "the world's richest and greatest magician. I've come to
offer you a bargain. I am prepared to offer you the sum of ten
million dollars, cash, right here and now, if you agree to never
shave your beard, or cut or trim it in any way."

Ben gasped. "Are you
nuts?" he asked.

"Not at all," said
the man. He opened his briefcase and showed Ben ten million dollars
in cash. "I have an inexplicable affinity for that beard of yours,"
he explained. "But there's a condition. As I said, I am the world's
greatest magician. If you break our compact—if you accept the money
and then cut your beard—I will turn you into an antique Grecian
urn. Do we have a deal?"

Ben hardly had to
think. Ten million dollars???!!! For ten million dollars
he'd paint his face blue and eat bananas and squid for the rest of
his life!! Besides, he didn't intend to ever shave the beard
off. And double besides, how could this guy turn him into a
piece of pottery? It was beyond ludicrous…but if this guy wanted to
part with TEN MILLION DOLLARS…!!

Ben stuck out his
hand. "It's a deal!" he crowed.

Of course Ben retired
(to an island that he had purchased outright). He had many friends
and lived a long and happy life. For thirty-five years he lived in
happiness and contentment, and let his beard grow.

Until one day,
thirty-five years to the day after he had met the "magician," he
looked at his beard. It was now two hundred and fifty feet long. It
was so long that at night he had to run it down the hall and into
the next room, where it "slept" in its own bed. Ben decided that it
was just too long…and besides, it was getting awfully
raggedy down there at the other end. Scoffing at that foolish
"magician," by now undoubtedly long dead and buried, Ben took a
small scissor and made a few snips at the end of his beard.

He was immediately
transformed into a very attractive ancient Grecian urn.

Which just goes to
show you: a Benny shaved is a Benny urned.





NINE

 


In the beginning, God
declared that reproduction should be by the introduction of male
genetic material to the female's egg. He designed the packaging
material thereof.

He also designed the
method of delivery. But what He did not realize (not having to use
such an appendage himself) was that the trip was difficult and
uncomfortable for the male seed.

This was alright for
the smallest of His creations, for the nematodes and ants and wasps
and fleas; the seed traveled through its firing mechanism with
scarcely time to notice the discomfort.

When He took a step
up and created the voles and frogs and mice and geckos, the length
of the delivery trip was ever so slightly longer and the trip was
definitely uncomfortable, but bearable.

Pleased with His work
so far, He went on to make dogs and cats, caimans and eagles and
porpoises. Now the journey definitely hurt, and the semen
complained; not out loud, of course, but in ways God would have
heard had He cared to listen.

But He was not
listening, for He was busy on his even larger creations: on man and
ape and crocodile and rhinoceros and elephant. And now the Fluid of
Life was really hurting. At each forced flow, as each voyage became
subsequently longer and longer, it cried out at first in hurt, then
in pain; and, toward the greater marvels of creation, real
agony.

Finally God said,
"Now let Me produce the biggest creature of all, the pinnacle of My
creation, the greatest of all mammals." As the land could not
support creatures of such magnitude, He was forced to let them live
in the mighty oceans. But create them He did, male and female, and
he built them to reproduce and multiply. Obeying their God-given
urges, the largest of His creatures proceeded to mate.

And, boy, you shoulda
heard that sperm wail.

 


 


TEN

 


The jokes were
plentiful when Shirley Ann McCormick became engaged to John Andrew
Shirley. Even the local paper devoted an inch of column space to
the soon-to-be Mrs. Shirley Shirley. But gradually the chuckles
died down.

Until the wedding
reception. The best man got up to make the traditional toast.
Raising his champagne glass and winking at the newlyweds, he said,
"Here's to the wedding night, when it'll be a case of Shirley to
bed, Shirley to rise."

 


 


ELEVEN

 


The southeast Asian
nation of Djarjabom (pronounced Dyar-ya-bomb) was ruled by a
military dictator named Jin Supsoo (pronounced Yin Sup-soh).
While it's true that one man cannot rule if nobody cares to listen
to him, Jin had a large force of police—secret and otherwise—who
followed his orders with great fanaticism. It was on this basis of
people who had no objections to using violence and terror that Jin
based his leadership.

Perhaps the most
famous, or infamous, of the methods used by Jin's troops to
keep the people in check was a torture called "The Apple." A metal
ring was placed around the head of the unfortunate victim and
tightened, causing great pain and turning the face a bright
red—hence the fruity nickname. Information, real or imagined, was
usually forthcoming. Everyone was afraid of "The Apple," and since
its use was eagerly promoted for the slightest offenses by Jin's
"law" enforcers, the people of Djarjabom lived in strict obedience
and constant fear.

There was a small
resistance force, though, an ineffectual collection of big talkers
and romantic wannabe freedom fighters whose many plans always came
to naught. They sought to rid their country of its evil ruler and
his vicious followers but spent more time on grandiose plans and
amendments to those plans and committee meetings to recommend
amendments to the amended plans than actually doing
anything.

Dr. Por Adaj
(pronounced Poor a-day) was drafted fresh out of medical
school to work for the secret police, in their torture rooms,
caring for the detainees. Even though—or perhaps because—he
was such a young man, he was a dedicated doctor and a truly
compassionate human being. He was instantly appalled at the
conditions of the victims of the "Apple" and the other methods
Jin's enforcers used to extract information. Within months, Dr.
Adaj disappeared from his apartment and job, and had, with little
difficulty, joined up with the resistance.

Finally, the freedom
fighters had a man they could look up to, a real leader, a man of
brains and leadership, and one who was familiar with the inner
working of the evil Jin government. Not by using violence, but by
slowly building up a movement of passive
resistance—surreptitiously-printed newsletters, work slowdowns,
sit-down strikes, misdirected imported goods, secret personal
appeals to visiting tourists and U.N. diplomats—Dr. Adaj slowly,
slowly sought to undermine the power of Jin and the loyalty of his
secret police force.

The police finally
identified Por Adaj as the leader of the resistance, and he was
forced to flee into the jungle for his safety. But the Jin
government had made a mistake: in identifying him publicly
and making him a fugitive, they also made him a symbol of
the resistance. The populace, ashamed at their own fears and
passivity while this young man had given up a promising career to
fight for their freedom, finally rose up and overthrew the
cruel dictator and his minions. Por Adaj came out of the jungle to
a hero's welcome in the capital.

Despite his sincere
protests of modesty, the good doctor was elected as President of
the new republic. His inauguration was carried on television, of
course. As he took the oath of office, he turned toward the cameras
and waited for the cheering to die down. He cleared his throat,
smiled, and said, "I guess, fellow citizens, that the old saying is
true: a Doctor Adaj keeps the Apple away."

 


 


TWELVE

 


Marty Stick was
destined for show business. His parents were the famed vaudeville
comedy team of Stick & Stack (he was the stick-in-the-mud
character; she was stacked), and they continued the act, unchanged,
into her eighth month of pregnancy. Thus, even before he was born,
Marty Stick was appearing before laughing crowds in Pocatello,
Princeton, Peabody and Pompano. Little Baby Marty was so appealing
that, at age three months, he became part of the show. He literally
grew up in the proverbial trunk, grabbing a catch-as-catch-can
formal education but learning the ins and outs of the Real World,
or at least that portion glimpsed from four-a-days on the road.

After upstaging
Shirley Temple in the first and only picture in which they worked
together, Shirley's powerful parents saw to it that Marty never
again worked in films—at least, not as a child. But that was okay
by Marty. He preferred working live to appearing in pictures. At
sixteen years of age he went out on his own. Young Milton Berle,
young Ed Wynn, young Red Skelton, young Jackie Gleason and dozens
of other future stars collected deposit bottles and shined shoes to
get money to sit in the back of a theater where Marty was working,
to study and to learn.

Marty made a few
movies during the 1940s—mostly fish-out-of-water service
comedies—and while they were generally well-received, the stage was
his first and truest love. And a showman? Don't ask. Colleagues
would make the mistake of introducing him in the audience at their
own performances, only to have him get up and do an impromptu half
hour routine, stealing the audience out from under the headliner.
From 1948 to 1952, he was voted as the Most Beloved Entertainer by
the readers of Photoplay Magazine.

And while Marty was
never one for the movies, television was another matter. In this
wondrous new medium you could work live on stage to a real
audience, while at the same time being seen by thousands in their
homes. The Marty Stick Hour ran from 1949 through 1955, and
for a while battled I Love Lucy as the world's top-rated
comedy program.

And generous? To a
fault! Marty could have sued Your Show of Shows or The
Red Skelton Show or The Jackie Gleason Show a thousand
times for plagiarism, because there was hardly an idea or skit
presented on TV in the 1950s that hadn't originated in Marty's
stage act or his TV show. Marty didn't care. In fact, he welcomed
when his peers would cop his ideas, because, as he put it, "If it
made people laugh when I did it, they'll laugh when Milton does it.
And the important thing is making people laugh, period."

After the run on his
show, Marty appeared on Ed Sullivan thirty times. He did
guest spots with Carol Burnett and Mike Douglas and Merv Griffin
and Jim Nabors and Tom Jones and Jeff Altman and Pink Lady
and The Lucy Show and appeared as an eccentric, long-lost
uncle on one episode during the final season of Mad About
You. Bob Hope once called him "the greatest comic genius of
this century—damn him," while Groucho was once reported to have
murmured in private, "The only guys who really make me laugh are
Marty Stick and Richard Nixon."

But Marty did have
one annoying idiosyncrasy—he never, never, EVER practiced his
lines. Never. Never ever. Everything he did—even the sitcom
guest spots and the few small movie roles he deigned to take—were
done off the top of his head, his fellow
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