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I HATE CONSERVATIVES










I hate conservatives. Hate ’em.


Yes, I know, hate is a strong word. That’s why I use it. But bear in mind: I’m speaking of the faux conservative, the dude who has co-opted and hijacked the word. The Rush Limbaugh wannabe. The demented radio and TV ideologue who thinks he knows what the term means. It’s ideological larceny plain and simple.


Would you prefer loathe, detest, abhor? Okeydoke. I loathe, detest, and abhor these faux conservatives. In fact, they make me sick. They are the bane of my very existence. They are a waste of flesh and the fact that we share DNA astounds me to no end. They fit somewhere on the phylogenetic tree between autochthonous tree sloth and soap dish. And it’s not a tight fit.


Knuckle-draggers.


Mouth-breathers.


Faux conservatives are uneducated and uninformed. Their main source of sustenance is hate. Hate fueled by fear and ignorance. Hate inspired by a vision of the America that will come about if the nonconservatives have their way. Environ-mentalists and gays and trannies. Oh my! Freethinking liberals and progressives whose beliefs are based on science, nature, and fact. The horror! Fear fueled by the horror that’s been promised them by the faux conservative leaders if they don’t pay attention to the alarm that demands obeisance to all that is, well, conservative. They are bumper-sticker, sound-bite, echo-chamber, cookie-cutter, stenographic RNC acolytes, sycophants, bootlickers, and toadies. They’re conservative-lite.


Have I made myself clear?


The faux conservative believes in all that is contained in his playbook, the superficial list of formations, the shorthand of what to say when asked. First and foremost, he must understand that title means everything. To qualify as a conservative—to be a member of the club—he must commit to memory all of the beliefs of the faux conservative. He must be able to recite those beliefs. But who cares what beliefs actually mean? These lamebrains couldn’t tell you what they’re conserving. Remember, it’s the label that’s important, not the core understanding and knowledge that should come with wearing the conservative badge. These nitwits are Republicans at best, and even that ideology they’re not so sure about. They just want to give you that shit-eating grin and snotty sneer when they announce proudly that they’re conservative. Translation: I’m a true-blue, red-blooded, rock-ribbed, all-American. I’m the backbone of this country. But these invertebrates have no backbone. They are spineless twits—all talk with no articulable beliefs. All hat. No cattle.


The conservative label provides the faux conservative with arrogance. It inspires an immeasurable pride. If only it inspired an understanding of what the conservative label really meant. Alas…


The problem is, Americans love labels. Anything that enables immediate identification is just dandy with us. As much as we like to believe that it’s a good thing to “think outside the box” (and Jesus, do I hate that phrase), we look for the box every chance we get—and then we stick a great big old label on it. Give us a shortcut or shorthand, anything that speeds up the conversation and dulls the analysis, and we’re happy. It’s the autocomplete analogue. If autocomplete is enabled in your computer’s Web browser, go online, type a few key letters or phrases in the address bar or search engine, and watch as the browser fills in the blanks, mistakenly “thinking” that it knows whereof you speak. Warning: This can be most unsettling to the less-than-understanding wife who finds “shaved Asian babes” when she was searching for “shared responsibility.” Google that.


Back to the conservatives.


Let me be clear. I’m not talking about the conservative who has been around since Methuselah or the conservatism espoused by William F. Buckley, Jr., Barry Goldwater, and Saint Ronald Reagan. That conservatism was actually comprised of a system of beliefs, with tenets, planks, and platforms. Those conservatives actually believed in the concept of limited government. Heck, touting it was their primary focus. Taxes, regulation, bureaucracy…you name it, they wanted to limit it, with the exception of defense. No conservative ever wanted to limit that. But who in the hell is against defense?


I am a firm believer in many classically conservative concepts and tenets. They border on libertarianism, a term almost universally misunderstood because of the liber prefix. To the latter-day radio and TV conservative this sounds too much like liberal, much as vet sounds to a dog like “Let’s lop off his balls.”


The term conservative has been hijacked by virtually everyone in today’s talk radio. As if that weren’t bad enough, without exception, those purveyors of conservatism couldn’t explain the concept if you held a gun to their mother’s head. Or their mother’s gun to their head. Sorry to say, but these days the term is a mere diagram for a very simple collective image: true-blue, all-American, patriotic, God-fearing, heterosexual, conventional, family-centered, old-fashioned, tried-and-true, down-to-earth, flag-waving, John Wayne-esque, Christian, Reagan-adoring, good, historically representative, WHITE Republican.


Today’s conservative loves country music—make that bad country music. Corn pone and cornball. Hokum and bunkum. The Johnny Mann Singers can do no wrong. Mayberry, baby.


Today’s conservative? Think anything Franklin Mint. Cheesy. A Dale Earnhardt commemorative clock would be a great stocking stuffer for the faux con. He probably has in his collection every Lee Greenwood CD. You know, Lee Greenwood, the “God Bless the U.S.A.” guy. See, the faux conservative loves unambiguous song titles and messages. But this can prove to be problematic. Remember when Saint Reagan loved Bruce Springsteen’s “Born in the U.S.A.”? What conservative in his right mind wouldn’t just love a catchy title like that? But in keeping with the superficiality of the con, it seems that the Gipper never actually listened to the lyrics nor did anyone on his staff. The song speaks of a depressing and dreary America that shortchanges its citizens and veterans. But it does have a catchy title.


Today’s conservative yearns for the good old days, a halcyon period that never existed in the first place. The American flag is his fetish. The semiotics of his beliefs include a Frank Capra vision of the most basic and trite hyperpatriotism.


I could devote an entire chapter to flag fetishism and the people who wrap themselves in it, often literally. Look at the covers of any of these cretins’ books; the flag is always prominently featured. It’s the red, white, and blue through and through. But it’s not your flag, it’s theirs. Make no mistake about it, buckaroo. It’s their country. You’re just visiting.


These cretins believe that any Republican-originated war is warranted, beneficial, and efficacious in preserving “our freedom.” Yep. Wanton violence and the senseless slaughter of American military in Iraq are somehow connected to preserving freedom here. See, there’s this conflation of all wars, noble and unnecessary. World War II was certainly critical in quashing Hitler. God knows he posed a significant threat to us. What he’d want with Cleveland, I don’t know, but, yeah, WWII was certainly freedom-connected. But Iraq? The faux conservatives know as much about logic as they do history.


In fact, one of their favorite post–9/11 mantras was “better to fight them there than here.” They have such a unique sense of how our enemies think. See, Ahmed and Moqtada were about to take the shuttle to Des Moines to wreak havoc, rape our women, and eat our children (not to mention our cheese), but since that pesky invasion took place, they’re now hunkered down in Tikrit, their plans of destruction gravely interrupted.


Rubbish!


How about this beaut? “There hasn’t been a 9/11 since 9/11.” Think about this canard. (Why was there a 9/11 in the first place? Don’t get me started on that one.) The faux conservative posits that the nonoccurrence (or non-reoccurrence) of an event is due to a quantifiable factor.


Bullshit.


It is not always possible to say why something did not happen. For example, I’ve never had scurvy. I’ve never had a safe fall on my head. That weird mole never sprouted hairs. Why? Because I live in New York. Because I stopped smoking. Because I wear glasses. Because I don’t wear underwear. Simple, right? Don’t kid yourself. (Sometimes I do wear underwear.) Want another example? OK. Assume that you are burgled. You then purchase a burglar alarm system. No further burglaries occur. To what do you attribute this non-reoccurrence? The new burglar alarm system or my not wearing underwear?


Conservatives have claimed exclusive ownership of all that is American. They grab the best symbols: the flag, the Bible, God, the family, the cross. They would have tried to use the smiley face but that was taken. They’d likewise have a hard time with the [image: image] symbol as in “I [image: image] the U.S.A.,” because conservatives have no [image: image]. The other side, the dark side, the dreaded liberal viewpoint has grabbed these doozies: abortion, euthanasia, flag burning, gays, transgenders, evolution, atheism. (We’ll get back to the imaginary liberal later.)


Conservatives see no gray. Black and white, baby. A ham-fisted, apodictic, and Manichean worldview that sees it all quite simply: us versus them; good versus bad; right versus wrong; my way or the highway. (Can you say Dubya?) These guys are absolutely correct about everything they think they espouse. Stubborn, hardheaded. No, bullheaded.


The term alternative doesn’t exist in the lexicon of the faux conservative. That would suggest variation, or worse, deviation. That would allow wiggle room. Worse still, it would signal indecision and a lack of steadfastness. Alternative lifestyle? You’re a perv. Alternative energy source? You’re a tree-hugger. The notion of maybe, perhaps, or kinda doesn’t register with the faux conservative. He sees the world as the rest of us see pregnant and dead.


The conservative I hate the most is the prototypical angry white guy. Always pissed off, always frightened, his world is under attack from gays, immigrants, and transgender freaks, all of whom want to burn our flag, er, his flag, supplant his native tongue, dilute his culture, rape his wife, and eat his children. His way of life is under attack. To this Neanderthal, alternative anything augurs destruction. Sodom and Gomorrah here we come. Giving in to anything, allowing any leeway invokes the dreaded specter of the slippery slope. There’s no room for concession in these troglodytes’ “minds.”


You see, these faux cons believe that gay marriage will lead to the end of traditional marriage. Gay acceptance will lead to ephebophilia as a national pastime. What next?, they query. Passive necrophilia? Urolagnia? Frottage? Philately? Would you want your daughter to be a thespian?


Relaxing standards for a second will lead to the unraveling of their America, their tiny, uptight, and closeted myopic world. They fear losing their culture and language despite the forty-third President’s persistent references to the imaginary nucular threat. (A cacoepy not originated by Dubya, but now made famous by him.)


Mention illegal immigration and the Cro-Magnon conservative envisions the serape-clad, sombrero-totin’ Pedro and his fifteen brown kids crossing the Rio Grande and infecting our pristine culture with reasonably priced fruit. And make no mistake about it: The issue of illegal immigration is all about the brown guy, the Mexican. The debate is fueled by not-so-latent racism and xenophobia. Don’t believe it? George Bush Sr. may have declared his love for “the little brown ones” (three of his grandchildren), but still, you’ve got to ask yourself where the hue and cry would be if we were talking about the Swedish Bikini Team crossing our borders and “diluting” our culture.


Fear is the underlying motivation and fuel that energizes these microcephalics. One commentator frequently speaks of the ills of hip-hop music—how it lauds ho’s and bitches and waxes romantic about pimps and gangbangers. This fool has nary a clue of what he speaks, but if he can convey the image of the gold-toothed, bling-adorned, doo rag–sportin’, hypermentulate Mandingo who lusts for your daughter, all the while infecting the counterfeit conservative’s pristine American world with ghetto gibberish, he wins. He wins by spreading his hate-and-fear virus, all under the guise of conservatism and American values.


The archetypal faux conservative is sex-obsessed. Anything short of Nelson Eddy, missionary, blah intromission scares the bejesus out of him. And when it comes to gays—and let’s be frank, it’s gay men he fears—anal sex is a persistent preoccupation. He can’t get it off his mind. Buggery fascinates him. He obsesses over it. Oh, he’ll try to attribute this fear to the spread of AIDS and the like (as if that were OK), but don’t be fooled. He perseverates in this obsession like a cow smelling water off a long drive. And let’s not forget the “doth protest too much” admonition. The faux conservative’s preoccupation speaks of an underlying sexual-identity conflict. There can be no other explanation.


And talk about mean.


The talk radio faux conservative takes mean to an art form. Mean, nasty, rude. There’s no such thing as discourteous. They’re social misfits. Go down the list in your mind. Can you think of one of their ilk who’s even remotely warm and fuzzy? Not to mention funny. Funny to them is derision and mockery. The DSM-IV should include them among its recognized psychological maladies.


I hate these people.


Did I already mention that?


But who am I kidding?


I actually love these guys. They have provided me with hours of show topics and analysis. They are a bottomless well of great material. There’s nothing they can say that’s too over the top.


Now, the target of their wrath is the ultimate straw man. A veritable Potemkin village personified. An ideological bogeyman. The source of our problems, the virus that infects our society, the scourge that is responsible for moral erosion, is the dreaded liberal. This personification of abject evil and immorality is the subject of their railings.


Let me describe this villain whose destruction is the idiot conservative’s raison d’être. But first a word about the necessity of the evildoer.


Man must have something and someone to hate. Don’t let anyone fool you; it’s more fun to hate. (Just look at the fun I’m having now.) A society, country, government, name it, must have an enemy: someone or something that threatens its very survival. We’ve had Pinkos, Russkies, and Commies. Krauts, Japs, and Charlie. We’ve had Keebler Elves, munchkins (members of the proto-socialist Lollipop Guild), and Lucky Charms leprechauns. While enmity directed at faith or melanin is verboten, it’s quite all right to focus loathing on something or someone that is perceived to pose a real threat to our way of life. Hatred projected toward a target defines who the haters are.


Add to our hate hit list terrorists and gays for they both seek to undermine what is sacred and essential to us. But if you feel uncomfortable with hating them (or less than sure-footed in your directed contempt), aim your fury at…the Dreaded Liberal.


Just who, you might ask, is the dreaded liberal?


Let me give you the comic-strip composite.


The dreaded liberal is an atheist. He hates God and people who worship. Calling him godless doesn’t scratch the surface. In fact, he loves it. He has no moral values, no moral code. A sexual profligate, his life is one long interconnected roll in the hay, one long series of debauched depravity. He’s a drug-taking, dope-smoking sot. A satyr of the first order. A slaggard, a dipsomaniac. A tree-hugging environmentalist pansy whose sole fealty is pledged to unrealistic claims that mankind is the basis for the destruction of the planet.


The dreaded liberal is a Birkenstock-shod, tie-dyed effete. He eats organic gruel. He cares more about harp seals than unborn fetuses. He is a card-carrying member of PETA and the ACLU, two incalculably nefarious organizations whose sole purpose is the destruction of all that is American and good. He loathes the killing of animals for their fur and, get this, global warming, the greenhouse effect, and climate change. Imagine! He recycles everything.


Bastard.


When it comes to war, the dreaded liberal hates our troops. His patron saint is Cindy Sheehan, an obvious Commie sympathizer who is a double agent for al Qaeda. He’s a pacifist, a weak, impuissant coward. He’s a traitor. His incessant refrain anent war and death gives aid and comfort to “the enemy,” an amorphous cabal of fill-in-the-blank bad guys and desperadoes. There’s nothing better for a liberal than to spend a warm afternoon with arms locked, swaying to the beat of “Give Peace a Chance,” all the while flashing that insipid peace sign.


Liberalphobia has become a veritable cottage industry for many of the imaginationally challenged hosts and commentators. Screeds, books, polemics. Nonsensical, repetitious blatherings about this dreaded scourge.


But who are these people? Who are the dreaded liberals? Where do they live? Let’s find them and arrest them. I’m all for it. After all, if you can find just one person roaming our planet today who possesses just 10 percent of these characteristics, I’ll be the first to demand their immediate incarceration.


Sorry, Virginia: There may be a Santa Claus, but there are no liberals. They’re the collective figment of the fear-mongers’ minds. These liberal monsters sell books (let’s hope they sell mine) and provide instant targets for the counterfeit conservative. These people don’t exist in any appreciable size or number in the real world. Fear not. They’re de minimis.


The dreaded liberal was created as the bogeyman. A straw man who has come to stand for everything the faux conservative is against, the liberal is a political tourist attraction, like Bigfoot or the Loch Ness Monster. The dreaded liberal lets the conservative off the hook by symbolizing all that he is against. Know what you’re against and you’re relieved of the effort to come up with something that you’re for. And by the way…I don’t know anyone who actually calls himself a liberal. Nobody calls himself a pervert, either. It’s that label thing again.


Want more good news?


The counterfeit conservative doesn’t exist in the real world either. Most Americans are rational. Realistic. Kind. Feeling. Sentient. We share a broad spectrum of views and ideas.


Good news? No. Great news.


Don’t believe me? Try this—it’s a thought experiment that the counterfeit, bumper-sticker conservatives can’t handle.


Think of a football field and you’re at the fifty-yard line. Dead even. Right down the middle. Neither conservative nor liberal. Neither red nor blue. Neither nothing.


You’re pro-choice? That’s liberal. Move one yard to the left.


You’re against the death penalty? Liberal. Move another yard to the left.


You hate big and intrusive government. Move one yard to the right. Wait! Is that conservative or liberal or even libertarian? You hate big government when it comes to taxes, but love it when it limits their sexual freedom.


But, wait. You’re against the death penalty but you support the Pope. He also is pro-life/anti-choice. Surely the Pope’s not a liberal, or is he? Wait! Where do I move? When do I lose my liberalness? Or did I?


Stop! Everyone stop. There’s nothing more stultifying than this trite and silly labeling. So just stop.


Did I mention that I hate conservatives?














PROFESSIONAL WRESTLING CHANGED MY LIFE









Good guy. Bad guy. Heel vs. Baby-Face. Good vs. Evil. It sounds simple, but it was anything but. I loved the blood, the passion and, yes, the athleticism. I was a kid when I first turned on to professional wrestling. It scared me witless and I loved it. The torrents of blood and sweat. (Rarely tears, though.) Hulking brutes your dad’s age thrashing around in trunks and knee pads, all the while beating the living crap out of each other. And for what? For nothing. For no reason. Most times not even for a belt or a title. Minimal prestige.


They were there to beat the living shit out of each other.


They were there for my entertainment.


Got to love that.


Professional wrestling taught me all about the art of illusion. It taught me that even though I should never give in to the obvious, I could give in to my imagination. Don’t believe that these two people are killing each other, just imagine they are. It’s okay to suspend disbelief…as long as you know you are doing it. When you watch a movie, you know it’s not real. Sure, it’s violent and filled with gratuitous gore, but it’s on a screen and there was a director who yelled “Cut!” and credits rolled. You even saw the stars of the film give interviews.


Pro wrestling was like a movie, but so much better. It was live, for starters. There was an unconscious man in front of you and he was bleeding real blood. No special effects here. No stuntmen. Before the unconscious man was unconscious he was so close to you that you were often showered with his sweat, not to mention the array of phlegmy goo he’d spit when hit. (Am I making you hungry?) This was no movie. No one was about to yell “Cut!” The only cuts were on this poor bastard’s head. But it wasn’t really real. It was choreographed real. Orchestrated mayhem. And it was OK to watch. These weren’t Christians and this wasn’t ancient Rome. You knew somehow that this insanity was scripted, or at least that no one would be killed or arrested. But still, you couldn’t believe your eyes.


Give the people what they want.


They’ll believe anything if you do your job.


That’s showbiz, folks!


There has never been a morality play the likes of sixties and seventies professional wrestling. What’s seen today is second tier. Today’s wrestlers are too trained, too muscular, and too predictable. Today’s wrestler with his incredible, steroid-fueled physique loves the acrobatic move. The wrestler of today thinks he’s satisfying my bloodlust by flying through the air and dropping unbelievable heights without crippling injuries. But he’s not close to what was then. No, it was the beer-bellied hulk of the sixties—who couldn’t somersault to save his life—who just wowed me by scraping barbed wire across his already-scarred forehead and providing torrents of stuck-pig “juice” for my adolescent pleasure. If you were lucky and could score a ringside seat, you’d take home a nice sampling of hemoglobin, completely unaware of bloodborne thingamajigs like hepatitis and staph.


There was nothing flashy about his moves. Some were so base and brutal, they had no names. One wrestler used to just stretch his opponent’s mouth open as far as possible. Another would stick anything, repeat, anything into the throat of his opponent—thumbs, pencils, railroad spikes. And as a kid I’d scream at the referee, begging him to do something. Anything! I’ll never forget seeing one wrestler’s false teeth fall out and watching his opponent smash them to smithereens. Imagine watching this. And you’re ten.


Old-style sixties wrestling was more absurd and, frankly, hysterical. And yet, as much as it was ridiculous, it somehow seemed plausible. Imagine a 250-pound subliterate man hitting you repeatedly on the jaw for an hour. Imagine how you’d feel. Imagine the trauma and certain brain damage. It would take you months to recuperate in a hospital with a round-the-clock vigil by your family. Then there would be physical therapy and myriad depositions, the result of litigation that would most probably follow. You wouldn’t be able to recognize your family, make a fist, or control your bowels for a good year.


Yet these two gladiators would meet the next night, twenty miles down the road, and do it all again. Defying reality. God, I loved it.


That’s just not the way it is today. Vince McMahon and his WWE killed wrestling. Thanks for nothing, Vince. You cleaned it up, schmaltzed it up, and packaged it like McDonald’s.


Wrestling then was territorial, thematic, and brilliant.


Wrestling then was “juice” (blood) and “shoots” (the real thing).


Wrestling then was profoundly absurd and absurdly profound. It made sense.


Wrestlers then were out of shape. Dewlapped tenterbellies would strut around and gasp for air at the slightest movement. They may have been aerobically unfit, but they were “workers,” an honored title bestowed on but a few of the best.


As for wrestling now? Don’t even bother. The View is more entertaining.


Wrestling now is too devoted to the pretty boy or the hideously grotesque. Think radio program director, but worse.


Wrestling now is too beholden to sophomoric sex. Somehow these new guys think that a ticket holder will be satisfied with some buxom strumpet “manager.”


Wrestling now is not much fun. It’s too politically correct, though I hate that term. In my day we had midget, that’s right, MIDGET wrestlers. Not little people grapplers but midgets. We also had women, and I use that term loosely, wrestlers. Women who looked like liquor-hardened barmaids. Madams with faces like Buicks and bodies like farm equipment.


I grew up in the Florida of the sixties and seventies when it was a hotbed of superb pro wrestling. Make that rasslin’. Florida was NWA territory—that’s the National Wrestling Alliance, if you didn’t already know. It boasted the best of the best. My hometown of Tampa had no professional sports teams, so pro wrestling was it, and I mean IT! And at the helm of weekly televised wrestling was the absolutely best announcer who has ever lived, the late, great Gordon Solie. He was big. He was box office. He was known everywhere. Gordon was one of my best friends and his death in 2000 still saddens me today. A brilliant man who knew just how to play the audience, especially a little fat kid in Tampa (me), Gordon was absolutely unfazed in his delivery. He was so incredibly deadpan, so serious, that he established the possibility that this ostensible bullshit could be, in fact, real. He was called “the Walter Cronkite of wrestling.” I often reminded him that such was not the case; Walter Cronkite was the Gordon Solie of news.


Solie was the hope that there was some legitimacy in this obvious horseshit. He actually seemed distraught when rules were broken. I swear to God, he made me think that there just might be something to all this. Maybe this wild Samoan really is killing Baby-Face. Maybe homicide charges will be waived when he kills a man before my eleven-year-old eyes. Gordon took the sanctity and secrets of this sports carnival to heart. No one guarded the mystery that shrouds wrestling better than he did. Today, there is no mystery; there are no secrets. It’s all in the open and blatantly so.


Thanks again, Vince McMahon.


Gordon was a master of a unique phraseology. Solieisms (not solecisms) made wrestling a blast to watch. I can still hear that delivery.




	
A Pier 6 brawl. I have no idea where any pier is, much less Pier 6. And who’s brawling?


	
Neither asking nor giving any quarter. Got it.


	
Crimson mask. A combatant whose face was covered with blood—his own, preferably. And make no mistake about it, the blood was real. Now the fact that it was probably caused by a wrestler autolancing his forehead with a blade of sorts is irrelevant. It was real blood. To those who suggest that it was chicken blood I have one word for you: salmonella.



	
Katie bar the door. Don’t know just who this Katie is, but I think I have the barred-door concept down.


	
He’s not quick, he’s sudden. Natch.


	
He was knocked into the next area code (or zip code). Ditto, natch. This is a variation of knocking someone into next week. See also “I’m gonna hit you so hard that when you wake up, your clothes will be out of style.”


	
Quadriceps femoris. This was Gordon’s favorite muscle group. Everything seemed to happen there. The name still frightens me.


	
The ubiquitous carotid artery. When the “sleeper” hold was applied, aka “carotid restraint,” this baby was cinched, squeezed, clamped, and shunted. Unconsciousness followed thereafter and we were, as always, warned against doing this at home. Where in fact we tried it immediately on an unsuspecting sibling.


	
Don’t try this at home. This was our signal to indeed try it at home. (See supra.) I don’t know if Gordon was the first to issue this no-shit warning. I can only imagine the series of incidents that prompted this admonition.


	
The “foreign object.” As stated, this was something the Heel brought into the ring to be used against his hapless opponent. Foreign objects had nothing to do with any implement that could cause harm. The favorite item retrieved by the scrupulous referee was a tongue depressor covered with athletic tape. I know, I know; I don’t get it either.


	
Catch-as-catch-can. This seems to be a term for a style of wrestling describing, well, whatever.


	
From parts unknown, weight unknown. I loved this phrase. When a masked wrestler entered the ring his identity was concealed. The wrestling announcer would always state that he was from “parts unknown”—OK, I dig that. An obscure town they hailed from might give their identity away. Why they wanted to remain unidentified is still beyond me, but I digress. But their weight? How in the hell would “254 pounds” lead one to an “AHA!” moment? “254! That’s Narvell Suggins from Vidalia!” You gotta love this stuff.


	
The tough but fair-minded ___ (a referee). I love the idea of a referee who’s tough but retains a degree of fair-mindedness. What?! Since when is “fairness” laudable when spoken of a referee? Isn’t that the point?


	
A gentleman both inside and out of the ring. Res ipsa.


	
Make no mistake about it. A ubiquitous prefatory statement to virtually anything.


	
Incredible tendon strength. This plaudit was accorded to the wrestler Danny Hodge, who, according to Solie, possessed not muscular strength but tendon strength. I’m no anatomist or kinesiology expert, but since when does a tendon connote or convey strength? It didn’t matter. Danny Hodge would squeeze an apple to smithereens and his tendons were given credit. (Ligament strength? Oh, well.)


	
The squared circle. See “The ring.” Which was in fact a square.


	
“We’ll return when order is restored in the ring.” This was the cue for a commercial. Order was never restored save the order to veer to a commercial.





You may have never heard of Gordon Solie, but you’d be surprised at the millions who have. He was an icon, a god, and a great man that I want to remind the world of. God, I miss him.


Professional wrestling of the sixties and seventies ignored history altogether. My favorite example: The Von Brauners were managed by Gentleman Sol Weingroff. At first blush this may seem like no big deal, but it seems that the Von Brauners were Germans, ostensibly Nazis, who happened to be managed by a Jew. Call me wacky, but I find that hysterical, like Minnie Pearl being managed by Mr. Blackwell.


Wrestling was a morality play. An obvious one at that. The Heel was always obviously evil. He was driven and self-centered, with no concern for rules or the personal safety of his opponent. Baby-Face was the Lone Ranger: truth and justice and the American Way. Unlike serial westerns, Baby-Face could be destroyed on any given day by the Heel. Virtue defeated by the personification of evil. It was a representation of life, a nod to the fact that good guys don’t always win. People cheated. Referees missed their calls. A ref could be absolutely a stickler for the most irrelevant and arcane rule, fixated on a wrestler’s flouting a nicety, e.g., not having his hand on a turnbuckle while attempting to tag with his partner who was being beaten within an inch of his life, whose brains were being sprinkled about the ring. Not everybody who speeds gets ticketed. Life isn’t fair, as the tag team matches made clear.


Oh the horror, the horror. Invariably, Baby-Face is pummeled mercilessly, his face a crimson mask (see Chapter 2). For what seems an interminable time, this hapless gladiator is beaten senseless and approaching brain death in at least twelve states. Then, finally! He makes the tag with his partner and secures that much-needed respite and recuperation while his fresh and very angry tag teammate dispatches the vicious thug. And then, it happens. The ref misses the tag and the beaten, bloody, perhaps brain-damaged wrestler, clinging to life, must return to the ring to endure more punishment unless and until the myopic referee sees the tag. As a kid, watching this drove me crazy. I was such a mark (wrestling term for dumbshit who believed this). I didn’t care, I knew that no one would really be hurt and maybe that’s a saving grace. Perhaps that removed any pang of guilt over watching what some would consider modern-day human cockfighting. But that makes no sense because (1) a human cannot cockfight unless this book turns pornographic real quick, and (2) cockfighting is real.


But then, when the tag was finally made and the ref finally saw it and the poor bloodied wrestler finally got to rest and recover while his partner avenged his needless carnage, it was orgasmic. I mean, a perfect analogue to sexual climax. Foreplay, foreplay, foreplay, and finally the payoff. The money shot. The happy ending. Justice!


And they say guys don’t like foreplay.


One last word about a routine that I must have seen a thousand times. It was classic and Gordon’s deadpan was nonpareil. Here goes.


Baby-Face is about to enter the ring to administer justice to some Heel. But before he enters the ring, he wants Gordon to take special care of, say, a lamp that an orphan kid gave him when he made a special visit to some state-run home for, well, orphans, I guess. He implores Gordon to keep an eye on this prized gift from little Jimmy the orphan who’s watching while chained to his bed at the home. Gordon assures him that the lamp will be safe.


You know what’s coming.


As Baby-Face is tied up dispatching his opponent in the ring, another Heel, usually his main antagonist and rival, comes out and snatches the lamp from a horrified Gordon, who has done virtually nothing to protect the orphan’s gift. The Heel taunts Baby-Face—who is inextricably involved with his match—by holding up the prized possession and smashing it to bits, horrifying Baby-Face, the audience, the orphan, and, of course, the man himself. Gordon could convey absolute disgust with a shake of his head. Of course, he and the audience would completely overlook the fact that Gordon didn’t lift a finger to stop the inevitable destruction of this precious token of affection from the child who’s bound to be heartbroken and crushed over the event. (As I always imagined it, the kid, who is hooked up to some device, is so traumatized by what he sees that he flatlines. OK, I’m sick.) Gordon looks to the camera and mutters a sickened “We’ll be right back after order’s been restored.”
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