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Forward

​There was a time when
it was not an embarrassment to be seen sitting on your front porch.
Besides being the coolest spot on the place, it was where you spent
many lazy hours each year visiting with family, relatives and
friends, and calling out cordial greetings to passers-by. It was
the place where you discussed the simple things of everyday living,
and those things most profound, like the prospects of things being
better for everybody the next year and what one must do to qualify
for better living in the next life. And if you had a porch swing
and a two-gallon ice cream freezer, the dividends of dalliance on
your front porch were increased twofold.

If you decided to forget your clock for a
while and climb down off your high-horse long enough to talk to a
close friend on his front porch, what would you want to talk about?
My guess is, you'd want to recall some pleasant things from your
past which give you strength now, some things you worry about in
today's world, and about how you could make things better if you
were in charge. Well, that's what I've tried to do in this book of
essays. Some of them are of the tongue-in-cheek, twinkle-in-the eye
variety. Some are dead serious. You'll have to decide which is
which. I tried to write both kinds without doing harm to anybody,
and without being too preachy.

It is my sincere desire that you find some
redeeming values in these presentations, and that you will feel a
little better after having read them.

 


 



The World of Hard Rocks

​ "It's got to
the point where people who are being robbed, raped and murdered are
screaming so loud it's hard to make out what the politicians are
saying in their speeches about how great things are. Seems no
matter how hot we make the fire under the melting pot, that which
is rendered still tends to come out in separate forms, or seeks its
own natural level afterward, like water in a cocked hat. And like
coffee grounds which slip through the filter, some of the
outpourings settle back down to the bottom of the pot, no matter
how hard we slosh in our efforts to make them dissolve into a
common mass.

In all the rush these days to push us all
into the blender so we'll pop out the other side a uniform size,
color and moral persuasion, I'm surprised someone hasn't started a
movement dedicated to the unformalization of rocks. There are
little rocks and big rocks, medium size rocks and tiny rocks. There
are red rocks, black rocks, brown rocks, white rocks and streaked
rocks. There are round rocks, flat rocks and jagged rocks. There
are cold rocks and hot rocks.

Without a doubt, some astute "activist" group
is going to conclude that there's a lot of discrimination in the
world of hard rocks and start grinding them down to uniform size.
We'd have to make the big ones smaller, as I don't think there's a
way you can build up a little rock. Maybe we'd have to interfere
some way with the natural processes in the way rocks are formed.
Same thing would apply in the changing, or blending, of their
colors. I expect some of those rocks have been around ever since
the world has been here. I don't know for sure, of course, because
I haven't been around quiet that long, but I guess we just have to
use our imagination when it comes to such things, particularly with
regard to which process of evening-out we would use.

We won't be able to stop our meddling here.
There's the problem of different sizes and colors of birds,
flowers, trees, lakes and streams. And some weeds and grasses are
thin and delicate while others are thick and coarse. Some roads are
bigger and better than others too. There are big clouds and little
clouds. Some of them roar and weep while others merely whimper and
sigh. There are big horses and little horses. Red, black, white and
spotted horses. Some are smart and well trained and do tricks and
win races; some just eat grass, sleep on their feet in the sun and
pull plows.

There are big people and little people. Poor
ones and rich ones. And some are neither. There are big countries
and little countries, aggressive ones and lethargic ones.

The list of things which are different goes
on and on, just like the complaints and protests about it all. And
lawsuits. It would be interesting to see what would happen if the
Old Master should have one of His representatives rise up out of
the rendering pot and try to restore order and common sense to it
all. I guess he'd get hit right off the bat with a discrimination
lawsuit.

You mayor may not believe there's a reason
for all these differences, or a purpose. You might not even believe
there's a reason behind any part of human existence. But you'll
probably have no problem accepting the fact that differences exist,
and that problems arise when we attempt to even them out. You might
even say people are like rocks in a way.

You might go so far as to say we'll continue
to suffer some hard knocks if we keep trying to bring about drastic
changes in hard rocks.

 


 



The Hats Have It

​ Regardless of
where you live, sooner or later, Polly Ticks will begin to heat up,
getting warmer as the days pass. Announcements and promises are
made. It's new-hat time again, a time for the political hopefuls to
break out their beaver beauties if they've got one, to buy one if
they don't have one left over from a previous liar's fandango.

Election year is a good time for the hat
business, but a bad one for beavers, because men who run for public
office have a thing about hats. White hats, of course. They don't
throw them in the proverbial ring, but wear them when the say
cheese for that all-important coming-out picture.

The hopefuls break out in a political rash,
more commonly known as the Itch to Hold Public Office. Whether it's
caused by the uncontrollable urge to serve their fellow man or the
desire for a steady paycheck, it is far nobler, I'm sure, than the
kind caused by infected nerve ends or poison ivy. It would be an
ideal time to require them to make a passing polygraph score, as we
have no way of telling whether those guys in white hats will make
good on all their promises. They might just use their time in
office to do more Polly Ticking for the next election down the
line. Of course, some play it safe by taking all the kickbacks they
can get while the taking's good, just in case they don't get the
voters' nod next time. And so as not to be called to account for
some ridiculous promise they could have made, they have made only
statements of a general nature which sound good but don 't really
say anything. They shy away from specifics much like an alert
driver whipping around a dead skunk on the highway. They never give
their definition of words like "conservative," "good business
practices" (Al Capone was outstandingly good in his business, I'm
told), and they don't say exactly what they'll do to "save the
taxpayers' dollar."

Those white-hatters don't say they'll buck
the way things have always been done either, if that has to be done
to do any good, and they don't say they're willing to ruffle
anybody's feathers if that's what it takes to make things work. And
they don't give us specifics on how they propose to do what the
incumbent hasn't been able or willing, to do, or how they'll do
better.

The best part of any election is the feeling
it gives us, the voters. It makes us feel like it is us, after all,
who is running the show. We don't want to look at things too
closely through all the smoke and risk losing that feeling. We
might find out that it is the appointed employees who run
everything. We might discover that it is they who carry the load
for those top bananas, the white-hatters who joust and go to pie
suppers and smile a lot, even carrying on when a newcomer earns the
top spot without knowing squat about what the job is about.

Women candidates are at a disadvantage during
these heady times, because they won't wear rodeo hats. On the other
hand, you might say this gives them a decided advantage: when they
talk, you know they're not talking through their hats. Of course,
the same credit can be given to all those male hopefuls who're
brave enough to break the Resistol habit. All in all, I guess you
can say I'd lean toward those brave souls who dare to break new
ground.

After the political ball is over and the gold
dust has settled, we usually find out that we didn't keep a record
of who promised what; but in spite of failed promises, the train
won't jump off the track like the losers vowed it would do if they
didn't get the nod. Polly Ticks is tricky, illusive. She has summed
many a gallant knight in shining armor, but that doesn't keep
anybody who owns a white hat from pursuing her, trying to tie her
down. The ones who luck out and lasso her for a two or four-year
commitment might find that the chasing was lots more fun then the
catching, and that it is she, after all, who is the master of us
all.

 


 



Flip Flopping On Clip-Clopping

​ Saw on the news
recently where some of those B-grade westerns of the 1930's are
going to be clip-clopping back into our lives soon. They didn't say
which stars would be involved, but they were showing pictures of
Buck Jones, Tim McCoy and Charles Starret in the background as they
talked. They didn't say whether they'd be shown in movie houses or
on TV. I'd guess the latter.

Some of us remember those B-westerns they
used to show every Friday and Saturday in theaters in small towns.
They were morality plays, actually, the last of its kind to appear
regularly on the silver screen. There were others with a moral
message to be sure, many of which were told in a western format,
but they became scarcer and scarcer, like solvency in
government.

Looking back, we'd have to say that some of
the plots of those old westerns were a bit on the unrealistic side,
but the moral story behind each one was indeed very real. The fight
between right and wrong was fierce, but right always won out, and
this made us feel good. We welcomed the moral support, for we were
taught that being right would cause us to receive our just rewards,
both here and in the hereafter. There was never any question about
who, or what, was right, or which side the viewers were on. Right
made might, and being right was excuse enough to do what needed to
be done to defend it. There were no long, drawn-out discussions of
why they did something the way they did; they did it that way
because it was the "right way" to do it. Period. And there were no
varying degrees of right or wrong, like varying shades of green and
brown; things were either right all the way, or wrong all the
way.

Since those days, the proverbial ranch house
has been circled and attacked by low-down scalawags in black hats.
There's more of 'em now, and their numbers are growing. They're
better organized too, having won over a number of allies on the
ranch's staff, and instead of riding mange horses and shootin'
single action thumb-busters, they're swoopin' in on us in armored
cars shootin' automatic rifles. And them dastardly cowards are
confusin' our fair damsels and our younguns now with city-slickin'
ways you wouldn't believe. And to confuse the issues even more,
them scalawags have switched to wearin' white hats, and they smile
a lot, and pass out a lot of loco weed. Yessir, their tongues are
slicker'n axle grease.

Unless you're mighty careful these days,
you'll start believing that everything those cowboys fought for has
been flip-flopped. It's hard to tell the good guys from the bad
guys anymore. Likely as not, the bad guy will end up with the fair
damsel and the strong box, leaving the good guy out in the weather
holdin' the reins without a slicker. It's a pure shame, is what it
is. Things ain't turnin' out right out on the range and around the
ranch house, not even down in town even. Things are fallin' apart
all over, and the ranch hands are gettin' restless. Sensing defeat,
they're lookin' for a new foreman. If things don't start lookin' up
real soon, them range riders are gonna find 'em a new leader, mount
up and run them scalawags clear out of the country. They might even
treat some of 'em to a neck-tie party, only when the party is over,
them that's been treated won't be laughin'.

So, I say enough already of that flip-
floppin' business. Let's mount up and go clip-cloppin' after them
scalawags.

 


 



Button Up With Your Thingamajig

​There are all kinds of
buttons. Plastic buttons, metal buttons, glass buttons, wooden
buttons and belly buttons. There are stop buttons, go buttons,
panic buttons, alarm buttons, and
there's-a-strange-acting-person-on-his-way-toy our-office button.
You find buttons everywhere: on clocks, radios, TV sets, door
facings, car dashes, telephones and missile launch panels. Some of
them start things. Some stop things.

Some kinds of buttons come and go, and some
of those which stay serve us well, like good men. Others buzz
around but a short time and are forgotten. They are, for the most
part, a dull subject. They are, unless there is one particular one
in your life which gives you pleasure or relief.

My favorite button is the "Mute" button on my
TV remote control thingofamajig. In my humble opinion, its time has
come. And not a bit too soon, because the Feds no longer limit the
amount of time in an hour the networks can bomb you with their
frantic attempts to sell something. Unless you've wised up and
bought you a boob tube with a zap button, you have to endure
batches of four to ten sales pitches before you get back to see any
more of whatever it was you were watching. And shame on you if you
even THINK of how all that stuff affects your quality of life.

Don't know about you, but my mute button is
my escape hatch, my means of refuge from the crass world of TV
commercialism. It's my "Just-say-no" button. There are a few
pleasant TV commercials composed by sane men or women, ones which
might cause you to buy something instead of incite you to kill.
When that kind comes on I let my button rest. Like a strong heart,
it needs to rest from time to time so it'll be in condition to
withstand the real test which will soon follow.

I get some strange looks when I zap
commercials in the presence of small children. It's enough to make
me wonder which level of mentality those commercials are aimed at.
If you want to see an interesting sight, watch a child's reaction
when those loud ones come on with the raucous, jungle-disco music
hit the room. They immediately whirl to watch, spellbound it seems,
attracted by the sound much like adults are attracted to the sounds
of screaming tires on concrete, or the scream of another poor soul
about to become another crime statistic.

I can't think of more than two ways the mute
button could be improved. It could be made larger and higher for
those who have big fingers and poor aim. Sometimes, I miss it in my
hurry to protect my peace of mind and my constant efforts to
maintain positive thoughts about the human race. And they could
make them in such a way that they'd send signals to each
advertiser's master computer, so he'd know how many times his
offerings are zapped during an airing. If a small electric charge
could be directed to the seats of the chairs of their computer
hawks, it would put even more zing into your zap. The latter will
never happen, though, because that would make them think they
weren't getting a proper return on all those millions they're
putting into their advertising pearls, causing them to find some
useful purpose for their funds. If that happened, commercial
TV would have to show more good things like PBS does already so
they could get donations from the public in order to operate.

These good shows would cause peace and good
will to break out across the land, killing our primitive,
competitive spirit. With the country flooded with unsold gadgets
and everybody loving each other, chaos would reign, and the mute
button on TV controls would be outlawed.

In view of this, I'm sure you'd agree with
me, that too much of a good thing can be bad. So, instead of
improving the mute button, let's leave it like it is. Besides
contributing to a man's peace of mind, it also gives him a
tremendous sense of power.

 


 



You Scratch My Back, I’ll Scratch Yours

​ Oh, this is not
about politics. It's about something more basic to us all than
that, and much more rewarding. It's about the gentlemanly art of
producing friction at places on the anatomy which demand attention.
It's about scratching. Men only, of course. Ladies don't
scratch.

In spite of all the progress made by those
who would reverse the natural order of things, there are still
certain advantages to being a man. One of them is scratching. You
can talk about it, and you can do it in public. I'm not going to
say anything rude or vulgar, just a little something about the fine
art of how to do it without dislocating something when you have to
get at those places on your back which only contortionists can
touch.

As you know, scratching your back, like
sneezing and one or two other things you do, takes you to the peak
of physical ecstasy. On some days, it might very well be the high
point of a man's day. The urge to rub the right spot is
irresistible and all consuming, and when done properly it produces
sighs of contentment. But you don't have to do structural damage to
your body, or damage your door frame, or injure yourself running
frantically around the place looking for something just the right
height in order to get relief. Not if you have an Oriental ecstasy
stick.

Before your erotic side gets dangerously
aroused, let me tell you about the most useful thing around my
house beside my spouse. It's this thin piece of bamboo about
eighteen inches long, one-half inch wide, turned up at the tip so
as to form what appears to be four tiny fingers. It's my back
scratcher.

Ahh! What relief it brings when promptly
applied to the right spot and given a few vigorous pulls. What's
that you say? You say you've already got one, that you married one?
Sure, that's one of the fringe benefits of a serious commitment,
but what do you do when you need relief and she's somewhere else?
Wives have a way of doing that to a man, being somewhere else when
he needs her most. In fact, one of my life's saddest moments was
when I found out, many moons ago, that my wife had a few other
things to do which were a tad more important than scratching my
back. Oh, but it was fun, those days of adolescent expectations.
But I digress.

Handling such a delicate but vital function
as scratching your back while away from both your spouse and your
scratching stick requires some serious thinking. You can't very
well carry around an Oriental bamboo stick on your key chain, or
stuff it in your shirt pocket like a pen. If you're sitting in a
chair somewhere, or driving your car, and the hot spot is not too
far up your back, a few side-to-side motions will bring relief. But
those places higher up may require a sudden stop beside a tree, or
the corner of a parked eighteen wheeler, or a nearby door,
whichever happens to be the closest. The kind hand of a stranger is
always nice. But if that stranger is a lady, be sure to explain
first that your request by no means indicates that you expect
relief for any other urges which might be present or which might
strike you unexpectedly — I hope bamboo sticks don't go the way of
the nickel cigar. It's the simple things that bring the most joy
into a man's life.
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