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	“Your wonderful book, Haywire Way Higher… shows off the best of Anil's magic with tips of the slung and tough and rumble tin sax.”

	— Richard Lederer, author of Anguished English

	 

	 

	Another kind reader calls it “A shot of Lit.”

	(Kind? Or the other kind!)

	 

	 

	Haywire Way Higher anagrams to

	We hew hairy rig, hay?

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	I owe Jeff Grant huge thanks for help—editing, encouraging, and contributing several spooners. 

	 

	I thank Spoonerism expert Don Hauptman for helping free this tome of non-originals, and for his useful suggestions. 

	 

	I thank another Spoonerism expert, Richard Lederer, for the same, for finding time to read my ms, and of course for the flattering quote. In return I honestly name his Anguished English as the funniest book I’ve ever read. 

	This was unsolicited, not a bribe!

	 




Introduction to Volume B

	There is no Volume A. This is named Volume B as a favour. Volume 2 of Strange Bedfellows (2020) was named ‘vol. C’ because B at the time was in a funk and asked me not use its name. Now B has repented and is keen to be used after all, in my next book. Voila. (I’m such an easy guy.) 

	 

	Spoonerism is an ancient cult deifying the sexual spoons position.  There is a less interesting meaning, the one I’m laying on you, word Spoonerisms, attributed to absent-minded Oxford Don, Rev.W.A. Spooner (1844-1930).

	 

	A Spoonerism or ‘spooner’ (every bold pair herein) is a tongue slip swapping initial sounds of two phrases, words or word parts with amusing effect. E.g.: spooner > noose spur? — a cruel Spoonerism (like this!) can provoke lynching or suicide. May you instead find Haywire Spoonerisms a crazy way to get high.  

	 

	This book of academic wordplay swap-finding exercises adds silly or provocative prose to justify it. Be warned: read a few at a time. Too many and you risk getting bored, driven crazy or hypnotised into acts of extreme violence. If I damage your mind, admit you were warned! Judge Gduj agrees I can use this if you sue me. Don’t even try to deny it. 

	 

	Examples apocryphally attributed to the Rev.:

	You’ve hissed my mystery lecture.

	(You’ve missed my history lecture.)

	 

	I have in my bosom a half-warmed fish  

	(A half-formed wish) 

	 

	Intromit me to produce myself. 

	(Permit me to introduce myself.) 

	The intended phrase may be omitted if obvious. 

	 

	• May I sew you to another sheet? 

	 

	• Is the bean dizzy?  (These might make yours!) 

	 

	• Well boiled icicles. 

	 

	My favourite spooner is Dorothy Parker’s gem

	• I’d rather have a bottle in front of me 

	than a frontal lobotomy.

	 

	Meant to be accidental slips of the tongue, many have been crafted by fun lovers, including most (or all?) alleged Spooner quotes. One of the latter (intromit me) is mine, you may have guessed. 

	 

	My only accidental tongue slip was an apt eco comment:

	cash transactions

	came out trashcan’s actions. (Reused in ch.7)

	 

	I avoid etymologically related key words in the swaps, yet I play loose in swapping: whole words or parts of words. Pardon the very few imperfect spooners. Many seem imperfect but depend upon dialect or on unusual parts being swapped. Try them out loud, in varied accents, or slurred.  

	 

	I’ve long tried making spooners or puns out of the echoes of whatever I hear, so maybe I was already haywire. If so, my mother was too! She taught me these oldies: 

	 

	• She conks to stupor. 

	 

	• One swell foop 

	 

	• Reach for the breast in bed. (Actual radio blooper?)

	Like my last five books, this is another exercise in constrained writing. The constraints aren’t just gimmicks, they actually create the novel plots and wacky ideas that I lack the wit to create de novo. That’s why I always get my spirit friend Muse to do the actual writing, worded as if by me. Like here. 

	 

	Spooners are often RHYMING COUPLETS, like most of those herein, making this a free-wheeling book of BROAD POETRY as well as a wordplay excursion. Best are the bouncy echoic ‘musical’ ones. Have mercy on the rest.

	 

	Stephen King loves spooners. His new title Billy Summers is one. Theodore Sturgeon wrote of a magic ‘Shottle Bop’ in 1941. There are many in Hauptman’s Cruel and Unusual Puns (1991), Lederer’s Nothing Risque, Nothing Gained (1995), Dave Morice’s Dictionary of Wordplay (2001), and Hauptman’s and Lederer’s many articles on them in Word Ways.  Online, Spoonerism Book Store lists other spooner titles, such as Bred Any Good Rooks Lately by James Charlton. They are often anagrams, and some are from my anagram articles in Word Ways (2003-17). Many more are from my How to Double the Meaning of Life (2011, ‘HTD’). 

	 


Chapter 1

	Sport Stories

	 

	I start on a non-controversial subject. Arguably!  More fights are over sports than sex or politics. 

	 

	A tribute to one of Australia’s most beloved heroes, a 3-Olympics gold medal SWIMMER:       Dawn Fraser,                                          fawned racer.

	 

	Another Oz icon is ex-world #1 TENNIS player: 

	Bashfully arty,

	Ash ‘Full E’ Barty.

	 

	Ash Barty was also bash arty with a killer forehand and serve.

	For having so much Energy and power, it’s hard to believe how shy and humble Ashleigh is. Still, most Aussies would proudly hail her if she were a brain vat like Maria Sharapova of old.

	 

	They considered making a ‘Barbie Barty’ doll but then decided her physique didn’t fit their image. She wouldn’t let them use her face on a Barbie-shape. 

	 

	Another tennis great (and social reformer!) is Billie Jean King. Apologies for any disrespect but I can’t resist thinking of her as the Jelly Bean King (cf. chap. 3). With that she could create her own candy brand, like another tennis star referred to above. 

	 

	BJ, brat, Dawn, Ash all opt 

	top   

	by realising that to surpass  

	one must spur ass 

	and become an ERGO 

	 GOER! 

	This is echoed in a verse offering two different spooners, a definition that fits all four and a warning that I presume fits none. 

	To have fighting spirit

	is like spitting fire, it.

	(But if spiting—fear it!)

	 

	An opt top athlete demonstrates zen: the one

	  ‘in the zone’.

	 

	SYNCHRONISED SPRINTING

	(sprint coin-ised synning)

	[image: Image]Synchronised sprinting is a proposed Olympic team event of a given distance. Mates aim not to beat each other but to match their times, action and form. There’s a heat for each team. A third of the score is for speed; they can’t just slow down to make synchrony easier. A third goes to the smallest total deviation of their noses from the finish line. The last third is judged—for resemblance, smoothness and artistry in the sprints.             

	This will require extensive practice once the best common time is found, which may change during the season as skills change.  

	 

	An objection is that the speed can’t be any faster than that of the slowest sprinter, so will unfairly favour large schools and Jamaica. But speed is only part of the score so can be beat.

	 

	Another objection:  top sprinters are unlikely to compete if it interferes with their singles prep.  I suggest otherwise, that treating their running like a dance might make it more fluid and eventually faster than with pure relentless strain. Think of Muhammed Ali and Roger Federer.   

	 

	The spooner above is just a coined re-definition of the sport—an excuse to present this fun proposal. 

	 

	 

	This one applies mainly to GOLF:

	scorecard

	= course scarred.

	It’s a figurative definition, except for terrible duffers where it’s literal—a tally of divots.  

	 

	Golf reminds me of this nut case Lester at my old Country Club who superstitiously paused on every green for a pb&j snack before putting.  Les liked putting it thus, missing the irony, 

	‘Peanut butter

	> be nut putter!’

	Oddly, it worked! He putted well, but the other golfers didn’t like putting (up) with him. 

	 

	I guess Les is still there. I am not allowed back because of my raging liberalism. Country Clubs don’t like liberals—especially turncoats like me! 

	 

	But I still play on public courses on weekends with my friends Dock, Fred and Judge Gduj. You’ve met Dock (Dr. Duck) and Fred in my previous books, and Judge Gduj appeared in HTD as author of the classic A Mathematical Approach to Circular Reasoning (p.56; I hadn’t yet met him). His son Jud Gduj and Dr.Duck’s son DrDuckling caddy. 
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