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PUCK 'EM ALL

(We've got the MAGICK)

This book is dedicated to PUCK,

And to YOUR sense of humor.
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(By Al G Manning)

This is really Rachel's book, some­thing on the order of my "EYE OF NEWT IN MY MARTINI." She was nice enough to accept me, her husband, as her editor­­ then she Pucked me! She asked me to be her co-author. I've always had fun with the co- bits. Without the hyphen, a coworker reads cow-orker to me every doggone time. Some people will tell you that editing a book for your wife is even worse than trying to teach her how to drive. But Rachel is a professional and handles my criticism and blue pencils most graciously. I am proud to have my name on this one with her, and you can be sure that there will be more.

You could readily tell who is writing by the difference in style and viewpoint, but we want to make that part very easy for you. So all my comments and insertions in this classic magical self-help story of Rachel's will be enclosed within a parent and star thus:(* All of Al 's comments within the text will be enclosed like this one *).

I'm sure you will enjoy Rachel's nutty sense of humor and let it help you assimilate the powerful self-help program self has so cleverly disguised with­ in the Pucking.
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WHAT DO WE MEAN BY THE ·MAGICK?



WHAT IS IT AND WHERE DID IT


COME FROM



IS IT REAL?

Until now, most people's exposure to magic has been fiction or illusion presented on television or the stage. What we are going to share with you in this book is "NO!' fiction, THE MAGICK IS REAL!

Your degree of magical effectiveness is determined only by your AUDACITY and willingness to develop the DISCIPLINE to seek and find joy in every situation.

This A&D, as we will refer to it from now on, is an essential ingredient since all our intrinsic 'occult abilities' were taken out of us. Not from the cradle, but from the womb.

(* Vitamin A & D Ointment works wonders, too. I've used it for years. But this is MUCH better! *)







WHO OR WHAT IS PUCK?
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Now, just who is Puck? He's the funny little nature spirit or fairy in charge of good humor and innocuous mischief. Sweet Will! I am (* Shakespeare *) did his best to · keep him alive when he wrote A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM, just about the time of the final amputation of the magic from the Bible by the well-known KING JAMES.

As we apply the principles shared in this book, we may all expect a personality. changeout totally acceptable to our modern Corset Christian Society. This is because we have been taught to ENDURE their manipulation and nonsense rather than to ENJOY the abundant life that the marvelous physician, Jesus, sought to give us.

We will also develop POSITIVE DISCIPLINE by learning to see the essence of humor in every situation and not wallowing in grief and despair no matter how great the seeming loss. And we will learn that joy and humor are not synonymous with acceptance. But they are salubrious for the body, mind, and affairs, bringing solutions to problems. from AREAS OF OUR BEIGNESS previously untapped or until now unheard of.

In this first chapter I wish to share with you HOW, While I had the key, my misuse of it almost brought me total disaster.
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CHAPTER ONE
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I COULD NEVER PLAY CAMILLE WORTH DAMN!!! (* BUT SHE COULD STILL BE MAGNIFICENT IN “THE TAMING OF THE SHREW” *)



In High School I was assigned the role of Camille. I had to do it to get a grade. We never got through one scene in rehearsal without cracking up and making a total farce of it. Our drama coach was frantic because I could not stay in character. We tried method after method until I finally told her I considered this a stupid way to die.

Even then I believed what Al so often says, "If I can't have a good time, I'm not going." We ended up by spoofing our one act play with an empty whiskey bottle some of the boys pilfered from
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the town drunk, (* Sure! They just swiped and EMPTY one—or at least it was empty by the time the play was over. *) and with several semi off color ad libs, we managed to turn this classic tragedy into a rollicking farce. Even our drama coach was happy that it was too late to stop us. We all received an A whereas, had we followed the format, I would have earned a D at best.

I had'- no idea how prophetic this was for me. Later in life this audacity and willingness to see humor in tight spots would ·bring me "A" s in life instead ·of "D"'s 'and supply the POSITIVE ENERGY to actually keep me alive in my physical body at least three times that I recall offhand and probably more that I am not even aware of.

MY FIRST PUCK OF 'EM ALL

The first time I was in an emergency room. The doctor had given me twenty-four hours to live. I had a cyst rupture on an ovary and had ignored it. By the time I received help, the infection had spread throughout my body.

A very loving and compassionate physician, having already called in on the family, was standing by my bedside holding my hand and praying out loud for me. I burst out laughing when I had the thought, · "I can't just last another day; it will take at least a year to achieve what I have to do." This struck me as so very funny that I could · not stop laughing, no matter what!
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THE CORSET CHRISTA fanatics who were gathered around me considered this a sacrilege, · and one female whose name I prefer not to mention began to shake her fist at me while threatening all kinds and types of reprisal if I did not confess my sins and repent. The thing is she threatened me with HER WRATH FIRST and her God's second. I thought, "What are you going to do? Take me to court while I am in my coffin?"

This naturally precipitated another gale of laughter. She then began to expound on that ludicrous eternal hell fire some people still scare little children with. I looked at this woman who was too young to be the reincarnation of Adolf Hitler, and too stupid to be that of Attila the Hun and thought of the way she had controlled and manipulated my life, producing nothing but despair and failure (because I allowed it). I then considered the prospect of eternal Hell, chose it as a positive alternative to association with her, verbalized it most articulately, and laughed even harder. 

This type of person only uses Corset Christianity as a cunning mask for the most brutal type of sadism and bigotry. And all too often, by the time we realize it, it's too late. There is a deep lesson here for all of us. No matter how much intimidation and coercion they try to heap upon us, succumbing to it will never help—THE END RESULT WILL ALWAYS BE THE SAME. This person had threatened me with the loss of something I held dear. Hell, I was going to lose it anyway. So rather than wallow in her verbal and emotional abuse




14 PUCK 'EM ALL



I should have gone on with a happy and productive life.

What seemed like hours later, she was still brandishing a fist and shouting, "You are laughing your way right into Hell," which at this point seemed a warm haven. But here is an example of what POSITIVE ENERGY can do for the body and affairs. Within a few hours  my fever had subsided. Eight hours later and still laughing, I was given the disappointing news that I would "make it."Some people would have thought my departure was something heroic. Hell, I didn't want that. But since I had the temerity to laugh and live, I was a sacrilegious outcast. Puck Em All! This was the most wonderful thing that could have happened to me. 

OH! THE WORTHLESSNESS OF WORDS







We are often in desperate need of tangible material help. Things we can see and touch. Forgive me as I jump ahead and say that Puck's program gave me a REAL tangible, Al, whom I feel all day. (* And she has the gentlest, most loving touch I could even imagine, much less enjoyable. Thanks, Puck *) I always feel a prayer of gratitude to all my spirit friends when this happens for allowing me enough A&D to experience fulfillment in love. But as I said, I jumped ahead. 

My "cheat death" story repeated itself next time in the form of a near fatal automobile accident. Again, the
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positive energy from laughter and humor kept me inside my body. You'd think that by now I would accept the message Spirit was trying to give me. But no, my life continued to resemble riding a tricycle on a freeway - trying to keep up and paying attention to nothing else. Certainly not words. 

We have all the interesting words delivered from the pulpit on Sunday morning. Doesn't even have to be on a Sunday morning. On any given day I have been known to affect a May West imitation, strut around Al and slur, "I don't need a sermon, big boy!" (* of course this is only at the times she needs it most. *) 

PUCK 'EM AGAIN

The next time around, I was my own attacker. This · occurred about a year and a half before I met Al. It was one of our subzero Texas winter evenings. I stepped out of the bathtub, not bothering to dry, just pulling on an old blue terry robe···. The word TRUTH kept flashing in front ·of my face like a honky-tonk neon sign.

Several major financial setbacks had teamed up with my lack of love life and poor physical condition from the automobile accident to make me feel AI 'sold cliché, "Stop the world! I want it off! as the only viable solution. God! How I wanted to escape it all, travel to the Himalayan Mountains, or at least to Denver, where I could revel in the
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practice of omphaloskepsis. (* Rachel borrowed that 10-dollar word from me. I once gave an hour sermon at a Spiritualist Church on Omphaloskepsis. Don't let it throw you; it just means the practice of the contemplation of one's own navel. Come to think of it, contemplating Rachel's would be MUCH more enjoyable for me.) Had it cost a dollar to go around the world, I couldn't even have left town.  

There seemed to be only one escape. So, I unwrapped my last new razor blade and stepped outside into the icy weather to slash my wrists. (If I were a chauvinist, my comment here would be that women should never be trusted with old fashioned razor blades in the first place. It could be a good commercial for something like the Lady Schick electric jobbie, but they probably wouldn't want to pay for it anyway. *) I was only practicing what I had always preached. If you want to cut your wrist, go outside to do it. Don't bleed on the carpet.

I felt like Cinderella was going to the ball. My tattered bathrobe, under ·—which I was wet and bare from toes to hairline (*It's certainly the most beautiful toes-to-hairline view I've ever been able to enjoy—but of course that was later, too.*), was my glittering gown, and I brandished my shiny new razor blade as though it were a martyr's banner.

For those of you not familiar with

Our severe Texas winters, let me describe them by saying that stepping barefoot on frozen grass is akin to stepping on a bed of ultra-sharp
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vertical needles. Even my wet hair seemed to be freezing. It was a bit uncomfortable, but I didn't care. It couldn't last long as I embarked on this “beautiful journey to a better place.”

It's hard to stand still on a carpet of needles. I must have resembled a corpulent chorus girl has danced around, hoping wouldn't miss my vein and wondering why I had to waste this motion  alone and in a vertical position. Here I am, half nude, outdoors on a subzero winter evening, doing a weird dance in the moonlight, and one of the local policemen drives down our street making his evening rounds.

- ,-.

l ·

PUCKED RIGHT BACK INTO MY BODY AGAIN!

My well-planned drama was interrupted even though the dancing had to continue because the ground was so cold. He waved, and like a good Rockette I waved back. But in doing so, I dropped the razor blade.

This time the dancing picks up a more frenzied beat, like a moon walk on all fours. Who says breakdancing takes practice?? Just lose something you value on a lawn that is frozen solid, strip down, go look for it, and you will become an instant professional.

Our local patrolman cruised by again. This time · he stopped and called out, "Hey Rach, everything O.. K?"

"Yes," I replied while flashing a half-moon of a boob and hoping this would embarrass him enough to go away. It didn’t. I had forgotten that these
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are dedicated people. (* Dedicated hell! Horny is more like it. *)

At that time my figure resembled a hundred-pound sack of doorknobs, but obviously not in the semi-darkness, as he just kept driving up and down our street.

I began to search more frantically, obsessed with the idea that this razor blade was my one-way ticket to the happiness of oblivion. Abdicating this life was supposed to be a pleasant journey to a better place, not a pain riddled Laurel and Hardy Fiasco. The pain from the carpet of needles was nothing compared to pain of total despair, frustration, and self-pity. For wanting a spare razor blade my quest was lost. I had to live in spite of it all.

OMPHALOSKEPSIS LOST, POSITIVE ENERGY WON

All of this because I could not go somewhere and investigate my navel! Good grief, I could do that right now and at the same time receive acupuncture treatment on my already somewhat sore bottom. (* From the frozen grass "needles," that is.) I thought of the flashing honky-tonk neon sign, and the penny dropped. TRIJl'H is seen as "ambiguous, ludicrous, incongruous, and hilarious"—with these many  "ouses," what else could it be? {They may start naming nightclubs TRI1l'H after this bit... *)

I was laughing so hard I couldn't stand, let alone walk. The patrolman cruised by again, and of course he stopped. I cannot blame him. Here
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is this half nude redhead outside in the bitter frost, dancing and now laughing hysterically. Of course, he asked the

inevitable, "What's so funny?" I could only reply, "My belly

button!" This slightly baffled yet dedicated officer then asked if I had found what I was looking for. I replied,

"Yes and isn't it wonderful! I still can't play Camille worth a damn."

Positive energy generated by honest laughter had once again kept me in this body. Suddenly I knew that this energy

When used properly, it could not only save lives, but it could heal situations!

Until now I had used Magick the way some of us use a crash diet and then return to old habits. This time I truly did

find what I was looking for. The Key is seeing the POSITIVE HUMOR in ourselves.

Even if the situation is rotten, we don't have to be! So we are back to positive programming by laughing at ourselves and our circumstances.


'



(* When Rachel and I spent our first few months together, knowing that our lives were literally in jeopardy, we made it work for us. Our

humor and love made an otherwise intolerable situation near heaven. *)

After my bout on the bed of ice needles, I went to my altar still laughing and subliminally baffled as I lit a candle and said, "Thank you, Good Fellow." I did not know Puck's name at the time, and it was only when I began this book that we learned "Sweet William" also called him "Robin Goodfellow." Anyway, still laughing and confused, I asked a dumb question. "I had always had a sense of humor, so why the
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mess? Why had I not been able to harness this energy and make my life meaningful and fulfilling? 

Suddenly scenes from my past began to flash in front of me. I thought I really was about to go to the other side. I wasn't. Our darling Puck was just working overtime to show me some things.







HOW MISUSE OF THE KEY BROUGHT ABOUT WELL

EARNED DISASTER







The first scene went back to my early twenties. I had just recovered from a serious foot injury which had kept me out of work for more than eight months. I managed to find a position as night manager in a motel diner. This title

meant that you were a one-person team cook, dishwasher composed of waitresses, janitor, and plumber. The work was very hard but being young and healthy, I didn't care. Besides I was bringing home a little over a hundred times a week. Far better than the average wage at this time in Amarillo.  

Wow! Did I receive an education the ordinary preacher's kid would never know exposure to people from all walks of life! Most of it shocked the daylight out of me due to my puritanical upbringing. But I was fascinated! Until then these people were real only through surreptitiously reading books.

WILLIE AND MAE MAKE GOOD TEACHERS
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We had a morning waitress by the name of Mae. I don't know just how old she was except that she seemed ancient to me. Much too old in my immature mind to have any interest in sex or love. Mae was a semi-retired hooker. There was a self

proclaimed "retarded" fry cook from the restaurant down the street with an insatiable lust for her. 

Everyone called him "Old Retarded Willie." Not disparagingly. Looking back, I realize that it was his idea and served his purpose well.

Old retarded Willie did not believe in tithes. Couldn't have, because each payday Mae received more than half of his salary in return for joy and rapture received during services rendered. Their relationship, a carry-over from a wild and colorful past, was a constant source of disparaging humor to the preacher's kid who read the side. from these dirty books on the side.

One afternoon, alone this one-woman crew had to play plumber. We had a funny pair of sinks and faucets underneath the counter. The swiveling spout which went from sink to sink came off. I had been warned by the "Big Guy" that if this ever happened to be sure and grab the washer inside as this size was impossible to find. Remembering this, I dutifully rammed my finger into the pipe to retrieve the precious
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