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Hi Mom!








INTRODUCTION



Last week I was driving up to the L.A. Times festival of books in Los Angeles, and as I aged in traffic (for those of you who don’t know first hand, yes, the traffic really is THAT bad), I was growing ever more excited about meeting all of our great fans and BRI members that we expected to stop by our little booth. Well, not only was I not disappointed when I arrived, I was positively flushed with pride from the glowing reviews I received from our many dedicated (and satisfied) readers. I felt like Sally Field at the Oscars. “You love us…. You really love us.”


So I hope that with our newest book, Uncle John’s Plunges into Great Lives, we continue to hold up our end of the bargain—providing the best and most entertaining reading for bathroom readers everywhere.


Now to this book. Can I get a spotlight over here?


We wanted to have as a title Great Lives and Those Not-So-Great Lives That Were Significant and Need to be Talked About More. This wouldn’t fit on the cover. So we settled on the shorter version Plunges into Great Lives, with “great” meaning notable or important, and not necessarily wonderful (because let’s face it, many people that left a mark didn’t leave it in pretty cursive). So our expectation of this book is to introduce you to many new people, some of them familiar and some of them not so, and the original, interesting, and sometimes downright bizarre stuff they did during their time.


Read about…


• Chris & Daulton’s Excellent Adventure


• Did They Die With Their Boots On?


• The League of Comic Book Creators!


• A Nerd Who Changed the World


• The Secret Life of a Hairdresser


• The Last Schmaltz


Despite the typical turbulence (and with no time to move about the cabin, anyway), the runway is in site and we’re putting down the landing gear. (You know you’ve been traveling too much when you start making airplane metaphors.) Yes, the book is almost finished. Soon things will return to normal. JoAnn can be reintroduced to her family (as soon as the rescue dogs are able to locate her buried somewhere under the avalanche of paper in her office). Amanda can get back to body-bending yoga positions and food that will go bad if stored in a desk drawer. And as always, I can reflect on the experience (they all work much harder than I do) of putting this book together—and trying to come up with a way to top ourselves for the next one.




To Frankenfeet and the Bush Man: Vrrrrooooooooooommm!





So please enjoy. You may find some of the stories in this book inspiring, some amazing, and some even disturbing. But above all, we hope you will find all of the articles entertaining. Let us know how you feel—your thoughts, opinions, and input on what goes into our books is appreciated.


Now it’s about time—no more excuses. Join the Bathroom Readers’ Institute at www.bathroomreader.com. No spam. Just a monthly newsletter (lovingly crafted by our beloved Jay), a nifty membership card, and some great discounts on Uncle John’s books and merchandise.


Take a load off and just read. And as always, go with the flow . . .


—Uncle John and the BRI Staff




Doogie rocks!








HERMITS OF HARLEM



Do you find it hard to part with those back issues of National Geographic or Sports Illustrated? Is your garage filled to overflowing with stuff you’ll never use again? You may be suffering from Collyer Brothers Syndrome.


On March 21, 1947, a telephone call came into the 122nd Street police station in Manhattan. A male voice said, “There is a dead man on the premises at 2078 Fifth Avenue.” The police knew the house. It was home to the legendary and mysterious Collyer brothers. A patrolman was sent to investigate. Thus began one of the strangest tabloid stories in New York history.


THE UPPER UPPER EAST SIDE


Homer and Langley Collyer were the sons of a wealthy gynecologist from an old New York family. In the early 1900s, the family moved into a three-story brownstone mansion in Harlem, then a fashionable neighborhood. Homer became a lawyer and Langley studied engineering. All seemed right with the Collyer family.


But there were a couple of odd things about the Collyer boys. For one thing, Langley never worked. For another, the boys never moved out of their Harlem home, even after their parents died in the 1920s. In fact, it’s likely they never left New York City during their entire lives.


For a while, the Collyers seemed at least seminormal. Homer, the older brother, walked the eight miles back and forth to his law office every day. Langley studied music and tinkered with inventions, like his handy-dandy vacuum for cleaning out the inside of a piano. In the meantime, Harlem went from being an upper-middle-class neighborhood to a predominantly African American working-class enclave.


THE COLLYERS HUNKER DOWN


As their Harlem neighborhood changed around them, the brothers gradually withdrew from the world. They stopped paying their bills and didn’t object when their telephone, electricity, gas, and water were cut off. (For years, Langley fetched their water from a park four blocks away.) Afraid of intruders, they built barricades of junk in front of the windows and doors and booby-trapped the house by trip-wiring massive piles of newspapers and trash.




Violet Jessup survived three major ship disasters: the Olympic, Britannic, and Titanic.






HOMER STAYS HOME


Homer was almost never seen after he suffered a stroke and became blind and paralyzed. He was cared for exclusively by Langley, who only fed him a diet of 100 oranges a week, black bread, and peanut butter, thinking it would cure his brother. He explained his prescription this way: “Remember, we are the sons of a doctor.”


Langley would leave the house only at night, dressed in shabby clothes and pulling a cardboard box on the end of a long rope. He gathered food for Homer and collected things.


FAME OF SORTS


Articles about the strange recluses began to appear in the newspapers. Once, a crowd of 1,000 gathered outside the Collyer home while Con Edison workers forced their way in to remove two old gas meters.


HERE’S HOMER!


Then came the anonymous tip that someone had died at the house. When the police arrived, a small crowd had already gathered. The front doors were forced open, only to reveal an impenetrable wall of boxes and junk from floor to ceiling. Finally, the police entered the house through a second floor window. Inside was a junk-filled maze of tunnels. Deep inside one of them was the body of 65-year-old Homer Collyer, who’d apparently died of starvation.


BUT WHERE’S LANGLEY?


No one had seen Langley for days. He didn’t even attend Homer’s funeral. In the meantime, searchers began cleaning out the house. Among other things, they found the jawbone of a horse, 14 pianos, the dismantled components of an old Model T, baby carriages, pictures of a pinup girl from 1905, plaster statues, telephone directories, tin cans, chandeliers, 13 Oriental rugs, and some unfinished knitting left by Mother Collyer in 1929. But, above all, there were old newspapers. Tons and tons of them. Langley had collected every single edition of every New York City newspaper from the year 1918 on—30 years’ worth.




Legendary director Alfred Hitchcock never won an Academy Award.






AT LONG LAST LANGLEY


After 18 days of junk removal, Langley’s body was found hidden under a massive pile of newspapers just a few feet from where Homer died. He had apparently set off one of his own booby traps while delivering dinner to Homer and was crushed to death. The coroner said that Homer died some time after Langley. So the police figured out that when Langley was killed, Homer lost the source of his food and slowly starved to death, trapped in his house, unable to see or walk. The house had no telephone, so he couldn’t call anyone—and he couldn’t even reach a window to call for help.


FRONT PAGE NEWS


The story became a wild sensation; it even made the front page of The New York Times. Thousands of people walked or drove by the Collyer house, but they didn’t stay long because of the smell. Over the next several weeks, 140 tons of junk were removed from the house, after which the house was torn down. The place where the Collyer house stood was eventually turned into a small park. In 1990, it was formally named Collyer Brothers Park.


AND THAT’S NOT ALL


One more thing that was named for the kooky Collyers was their syndrome—also known as “compulsive hoarding,” a clinically recognized obsessive-compulsive disorder. When he was asked, Langley said he was saving the newspapers so Homer could catch up on the news when he regained his sight. Experts might tell you that it was a way to keep anxiety at bay—a way for the Collyers to keep their lives at 2078 Fifth Avenue safe and intact.


And though they never knew it, they’d performed an important service for the moms of America. For years after the deaths of Homer and Langley, mothers could tell their children, “Clean your room, it’s worse than the Collyer brothers’ house in here.”


* * *


A TIP FROM HOWARD HUGHES


“Wash four distinct and separate times, using lots of lather each time from individual bars of soap.”




Joan of Arc’s actual name was Jehanne Darc. The apostrophe was added later by an English historian.








COURT CASE



When a knockout blow almost killed one player and nearly destroyed the life of another, the NBA learned that sports violence had gone way out of bounds.


At the Los Angeles Forum on December 9, 1977, the score was tied at halftime, 55–55. It was a ho-hum basketball game between the Houston Rockets and L.A. Lakers when a routine tussle between Rocket Kevin Kunnert and Laker Kermit Washington blew up into a brawl. Washington saw a blurred figure running toward him at high speed. Afraid he’d be hit from behind, the 6'8", 250-pound player instinctively turned and threw a hard, right-handed punch. “The hardest punch in the history of mankind,” is what assistant Lakers coach Jack McLoskey called it. The haymaker hit the Rockets’ captain, Rudy Tomjanovich, just below his nose. The crack of Washington’s punch reverberated through the Forum. Tomjanovich fell into a pool of his own blood, and the crowd grew silent, afraid he’d never get up again.


BLOWOUT


That flash of a fist changed the two players’ lives. Tomjanovich had been running at top speed to stop the fight when he was hit, and doctors compared the impact to a crash of two speeding locomotives. The near-fatal collision shattered Tomjanovich’s facial bones, dislocated his skull, gave him a cerebral concussion, and caused spinal fluid to leak from his brain. He missed the rest of the 1977–78 season while undergoing five surgeries to reconstruct his broken facial bones—a job that the surgeon compared to “gluing a shattered egg back together.”


Washington was suspended for 60 days and ordered to pay a $10,000 fine, a punishment that many found far too light. But he couldn’t escape angry fans. He and his family were deluged with hate mail and death threats. When Washington returned to play that season, the Lakers—who’d previously considered him one of their most valuable players—traded him off to Boston.


Both of the players, their teammates, and even the NBA did their best to move on from a brutal, life-altering moment. It was anything but easy.




Poet Dante Rossetti put an original manuscript in his wife’s coffin; 7 years later, he retrieved it.






WHEN NICE GUYS FINISH FIRST


The two players so changed by that game in the L.A. Forum had both beaten long odds to make it to the pros. Kermit Washington, 26, grew up in inner-city Washington, D.C. Rudy Tomjanovich, 29, was from Hamtramck, a poverty-tainted suburb of blue-collar Detroit, Michigan. Tomjanovich knew the humiliation of living on welfare; Washington saw school friends die in gang violence. These two underprivileged kids grew into brilliant athletes. In 1977, they were two friendly guys known as good family men and superachievers living out their dreams as popular NBA players.


NBA DREAMS


Tomjanovich had joined the Rockets in 1970. As the starting small forward he was known for his mid-range “bankshot.” By 1977, when the Rockets tangled with the Lakers, “Rudy T” was a favorite with Houston fans, a four-time All-Star, and captain of his team.


Kermit Washington joined the Lakers as a power forward in 1973; 1977 had been one of his best seasons with the team. He’d become invaluable as a rebounder and as the unofficial protector of their highest scorer, Kareem Abdul-Jabbar. When opposition players elbowed or pushed the 7'2" Abdul-Jabbar to keep him from shooting, Washington was the Laker’s “enforcer,” the player who tussled with anyone who harassed his teammate.


NBA NIGHTMARES


On the night in question, the Rockets had just scored a basket in the second half. After a missed shot, Rocket Kevin Kunnert went after the rebound. Washington grabbed Kunnert’s jersey (in retaliation for Kunnert’s earlier jostling with Abdul-Jabbar) and Kunnert threw an elbow at Washington’s shoulders. So far the scuffle wasn’t much different than most of the 41 others that had taken place in the 1977 season. Then, according to Washington and Abdul-Jabbar, Kunnert aimed a second blow at Washington’s head (a charge Kunnert has always denied). Abdul-Jabbar, seeing a brawl brewing, tried to break up the fight. He grabbed Kunnert—unfortunately pinning his arms at the moment Washington threw a punch that landed above Kunnert’s eye and brought him to the ground. Rudy T saw his teammate in trouble and ran down the court to stop the fight. Washington saw someone coming up behind him—and threw a straight right that broke Tomjanovich’s face.




According to Hormel, Hawaiians eat the most Spam per capita annually.





The NBA had already been worried that season. The game wasn’t doing well in ticket sales or TV ratings, and violence wasn’t helping. Officials also feared that (since unlike hockey and football, basketball players wore no padding or protective masks) someone could be badly injured when big, angry guys threw wild punches. Rudy Tomjanovich’s injuries were an NBA nightmare come true.


Media reporters labeled the two players: Tomjanovich was the victim, Washington was the thug. Rudy T struggled through months of pain and surgeries to put on his Rocket jersey the next season and play the game he loved. In the 1978–79 season he averaged 19 points a game and made the Western Conference All-Star team. But there was less joy in his success than he’d expected. Tomjanovich felt that fans (with their well-wishing and applause) pitied him as a victim. And Tomjanovich had a legacy from his injuries—headaches, dental pain, and nightmares slowed him down. He sued the Lakers for failing to control their player, winning a $2 million settlement, but it was a tainted victory. After only three more seasons with Houston, Rudy T retired early.


Kermit Washington suffered as well. He felt guilty for what had happened to Tomjanovich, but he was sure that no one understood his position. Since his college days, Washington had been a respected, popular man. Now, though he felt he’d acted in self-defense when a man came running at him, he was despised. As he wrote later: “I had to have FBI agents sit next to me at the games for fear of being attacked. I was warned not to order room service for fear of being poisoned.”


The video replays of Washington’s black fist smashing into Tomjanovich’s white face aired endlessly, further complicating the situation. Washington felt that he hadn’t even started the violence and that if he hadn’t been a black man duking it out with two white men, he’d never have become the guy everyone loved to hate. He soldiered on as a superachiever. It took time and trades, first to Boston, then to San Diego, and finally Portland. As a Trail-blazer, Washington reestablished his popularity and even made it to All-Star.


LIFE AFTER HOOPS AND HOOPLA


The two men couldn’t avoid some contact, and Washington took a chance to apologize to Tomjanovich in 1987, but resentments lingered on both sides. As for the NBA, Commissioner O’Brien had already imposed stricter penalties on players involved in fighting. What had once been a maximum penalty of $500 and a five-game suspension had changed to $10,000 with suspensions that could last indefinitely. The NBA stuck with those tough penalties and added an extra referee. They were determined to curtail violence in the sport.




After tasting vanilla in France, Thomas Jefferson was the first person to import it to the U.S.





After he could no longer play on the court, Rudy T stayed with the Rockets as a scout, assistant coach, and finally, head coach. As head coach he led the Rockets to two NBA championships and it seemed he’d left the problems of the 1977 season far behind. But it wasn’t until he finally dealt with a long-term drinking problem that Tomjanovich finally put aside his feelings about the victim label and put to rest the resentments he had harbored toward Washington.


For Kermit Washington the Forum fallout was even harder to take once he was off the court. He’d dreamed of coaching for the NBA, but no NBA coaching or assistant coaching positions opened up for him. Every time violence occurred in sports, the video of his flying fist would play on TV. Washington was told his violent reputation was still alive, making it unlikely he’d be hired. On May 14, 2000, almost 25 years later, Washington wrote a piece for The New York Times about what it was like to walk in his sneakers.


Sportswriter John Feinstein picked up on Washington’s story and wrote a book called The Punch: One Night, Two Lives, and the Fight That Changed Basketball Forever, detailing the effects of the violence on the two men and on basketball. The best-selling book brought publicity to Washington’s Project Contact, a charity that the player developed to bring doctors, nurses, and medicines to poverty-stricken Africans. It also publicized Tomjanovich’s inspiring victories over physical pain and alcohol. Best of all, publication of The Punch brought Tomjanovich and Washington together to become friends. The friendship between the two basketball greats, along with the NBA’s recognition of the danger of fighting, are two of the best things that finally emerged from one horrific haymaker.




Presidents Thomas Jefferson, John Adams, and James Monroe all died on July Fourth.








ON BIOGRAPHIES



Although Uncle John wrote this book on the subject, he thought he’d share the thoughts of some others.


“There is properly no history; only biography.”


—Ralph Waldo Emerson


“The literary tribute that a little man pays to a big one.”


—Ambrose Bierce


“Great geniuses have the shortest biographies.”


—Ralph Waldo Emerson


“There was never yet an uninteresting life. Such a thing is an impossibility. Inside of the dullest exterior there is a drama, a comedy, and a tragedy.”


—Mark Twain


“Every great man nowadays has his disciples, and it is always Judas who writes the biography.”


—Oscar Wilde


“Many heroes lived before Agamemnon; but all are unknown and unwept, extinguished in everlasting night, because they have no spirited chronicler.”


—Horace


“A well-written life is almost as rare as a well-spent one.”


—Thomas Carlyle


“Biography lends to death a new terror.”


—Oscar Wilde


“We have escapist fiction, so why not escapist biography?”


—John Kenneth Galbraith


“Just how difficult it is to write biography can be reckoned by anybody who sits down and considers just how many people know the real truth about his or her love affairs.”


—Rebecca West


“The art of Biography Is different from Geography. Geography is about maps, But Biography is about chaps.”


—G. K. Chesterton


“There never was a good biography of a good novelist. There couldn’t be. He is too many people, if he’s any good.”


—F. Scott Fitzgerald




Elizabethan women used toxic white paint to imitate Queen Elizabeth’s elegant pallor.








SEX AFTER 70



America’s most famous sex therapist, Dr. Ruth Westheimer, gave everyone the power to say “orgasm”—and even to have a few. Here’s the amazing story of how a refugee from the Nazi Germany became a media superstar at age 72 and made the world safe for sexually frank little old ladies.


Even as a young sprout, Karola Ruth Siegel never seemed to stop talking. She was the cherished only child of loving parents, and they all lived together in a peaceful home in Frankfurt, Germany—until the night of November 16, 1938, when her father was arrested by Hitler’s SS.


The terrified 10-year-old Karola was sent to a children’s refugee camp in Switzerland. Her mother told her that when her father was released (supposedly within six months), they would come to get her. Instead, Karola stayed in Switzerland for six years—and never saw her parents or grandparents again.


STARTING OVER


After the war, the then 16-year-old Karola immigrated to Palestine and changed her first name to Ruth. When the UN’s 1947 decision to divide the land into Israel and Palestine led to bitter guerrilla fighting between the Jews and Arabs, Ruth decided to join the Haganah, the Jewish rebel army.


RUTH LOCKS AND LOADS


In the army, she learned how to assemble and disassemble machine guns with her eyes closed, how to throw a hand grenade, and how to shoot. In fact, she was an expert marksman, which is why she was stationed at the Israel-Palestine border. Her job was to watch from a rooftop as Israeli soldiers checked each car entering Israel. If the occupants didn’t know the password, they were to be shot immediately. Thankfully, she never had to shoot anyone.


But she was hit herself once, when a bomb went off outside the youth hostel where she lived. The residents had been told to go to the hostel’s underground shelter, but Ruth paused on the way to grab a book to read. Three people were killed that day. Ruth was among the injured. The top of one of her feet was shattered, leaving her with the limp she still has today.




Hannibal is the first in a two-book deal in which Thomas Harris stipulated there will be no editing.






BETTER THAN NOTHING


She married and moved to Paris. She was studying psychology at the Sorbonne when, in 1956, the West German government paid her 5,000 marks (about $1,500 at the time) as part of a restitution program for those who had suffered from Nazi war crimes. Ruth saw it as a way to bankroll a longed-for move to New York.


Within five years of the move, Ruth acquired a master’s degree—and a new husband, Manfred Westheimer.


SPEAKING OF SEX


When she first started working at Planned Parenthood in New York during the late 1960s, she was shocked by the casual discussions of sex all around her. But once she relaxed, she found the subject matter so enjoyable that she decided to make sex education the focus of her career. She officially earned the title of Dr. Ruth in June 1970, after receiving her Doctor of Education from Columbia University Teachers’ College in New York.


She opened a sex therapy practice in 1975 and started lecturing on sexual issues. The lectures led to a 15-minute radio show, Sexually Speaking, which was a smash hit and quickly expanded to an hour. America just couldn’t get enough of the little old lady who wasn’t afraid to say “scrotum.”


Soon she had her own TV show and got celebs like Roseanne Barr and Burt Reynolds to blab about their sex lives. She was everywhere in the 1980s: on magazine covers, in movies, on TV shows, and in commercials. Her own show went off the air in 1991, but only after forever changing the mass media’s comfort level with talk about sex.


Westheimer continues to practice sex therapy in New York. And you should be so lucky as to get an appointment to see her.


* * *


“[Dr. Ruth] has become the Julia Child of sex.” —Gloria Steinem


“If you don’t have a man, you need spaghetti.” —Oprah Winfrey




Englishman Humphry Davy created the technology for the lightbulb in 1800, before Edison.








COMPUTING & COWS



Long before Gateway, Charles Babbage, “father of computing,” showed an interest in cows.


Charles Babbage (1791–1871) was, for a while, the Lucasian Professor of Mathematics at Cambridge, a position of distinction once held by Isaac Newton—and more recently by Stephen A Brief History of Time Hawking.


Babbage is best known for having invented a sort of Victorian-age, steam-powered calculating machine and the “Analytical Engine,” a forerunner of the modern-day computer. But Babbage’s interests didn’t just lie there—they got up and moved around.


Babbage spent his lifetime experimenting. When he was young, he almost drowned while testing an invention for walking on water. When he grew up, he once had himself baked in an oven at 265°F for “five or six minutes without any great discomfort.” He even figured the odds of a man actually rising from the dead as 1 in 1012. On another occasion he had himself lowered into Mt. Vesuvius so he could see the molten lava up close.


If, in his countryside ramblings, he came across a pig, he would stop to measure its heartbeat (which he would then list in his Table of Constants of the Class Mammalia).


His experiments led to all sorts of inventions. Take, for instance, the ophthalmoscope—that little light your doctor uses to look inside your eye. That was Babbage. Speedometer? Babbage. Standardized postal rates? Babbage. Skeleton key? Babbage. His tour de force came one day at the opening of the Manchester-to-Liverpool railroad line, while he stood with a railway company official waiting for the train. What about a device to sweep obstacles off the tracks in front of the engines? Huh? And so the “cow-catcher” was born. Pure genius.


In his later years Babbage came to dislike people in general. As far as we know, they felt pretty much the same about him. In 1861 at age 70, he said that he’d never spent a happy day in his life, and would gladly give up the rest of his life if he could live for just three days—500 years into the future. Babbage died at his home in London on October 18, 1871.




The bagpipe was introduced to Scotland by the Celts and Romans.








GODS OF SILICON



The modern computer was built one step at a time, as one inventor built on the work of another. Meet four of the giants on whose shoulders later innovators stand.



JACK ST. CLAIR KILBY: MICROCHIP MAN


In July 1958, Jack Kilby had been at his job just a few months at Texas Instruments. The entire plant shut down for a company-wide two-week vacation. Kilby hadn’t earned a vacation yet, so virtually alone in the lab, he worked feverishly to come up with something to justify his employment.


Let’s See…


At the time, the current that ran through electronic devices was conducted by transistors, the circuits of which required workers to hand-solder wires to hundreds, sometimes thousands, of miniscule transistors, resistors, capacitors, and other microscopic gizmos, which—as you can imagine—was labor-intensive, expensive, and prone to errors.


Micro-Management


With this in mind (and two weeks of quiet time), Kilby managed to etch the entire circuit—transistor, wires, capacitors, resistors, and all—into one single sliver of germanium crystal. These “integrated circuits” made room-sized computers obsolete. And they were unbelievably cheap to make; cheap enough to create a proliferation of electronic devices, including radios, microwaves, cell phones, VCRs, and TVs. Not only that, but Kilby and another TI scientist invented the handheld calculator—the first mass-market usage for the microchip we know and love today.


You Win Some, You Lose Some


Kilby snagged a Nobel Prize in Physics in 2000 for his work. When CNN asked him if he had any regrets about what his work hath wrought, he answered, “Just one…electronic greeting cards that deliver annoying messages.” Kilby is still a consultant for TI.


RAY TOMLINSON: E-MAIL GURU


Ray Tomlinson was just goofing off at work one day when he created the way a lot of us communicate these days. After graduating from MIT in 1965, he went to work at Bolt Beranek and Newman, the company that had contracted with the U.S. government to build ARPANET—the experimental military communications system that would later become the Internet.




American Joseph Gayetty invented toilet paper in 1857.





Where He Was @


In 1971, Tomlinson was trying to figure out a way to send messages to other engineers on the project. He knew of a message-sending program that could send messages between users of the same ARPANET machine, but he also knew of another program that could send files from one remote computer to another—so why not messages? He tinkered some more and figured out how to use them both to get what he wanted. And he chose a symbol for message address lines to denote mail sent through ARPANET to remote machines: today’s ubiquitous @.


He didn’t consider his new message-sending convention to be a big deal; in fact, as Forbes reported in 1998, a BBN coworker said that when Tomlinson showed him his work, he said “Don’t tell anyone! This isn’t what we’re supposed to be working on.”


Traffic Jamming


But electronic mail caught on like wildfire. It wasn’t the programming that was the breakthrough, it was the idea. Suddenly two users could send terse, information-filled messages to each another without the need for social niceties or for both to be available to chat at the same time. The number of e-mail messages sent grew by leaps and bounds on ARPANET. By 1973, a study found that 75 percent of all traffic on ARPANET was e-mail. Today we send millions of e-mails every day—it’s changed the way we do business, talk to one another, and even the way we think.


Just Another Day at the Office


But Ray Tomlinson didn’t get rich quick—in fact, he didn’t get rich at all. If he’d decided to patent his idea and charge even a fraction of a cent for each e-mail sent, he’d be a billionaire by now. Instead he continues to work at BBN, content with his place in history as a man whose work will probably outlive his name.


JIM CLARK: LET’S GET GRAPHIC


Clark left school at 16, joined the navy, and ended up getting a doctorate in computer science. He was teaching at Stanford in 1978 when he came up with his life-changing idea. At the time, computers required thousands of lines of slow-reading code to produce 3-D graphics. Clark had a better idea—he built a chip specially modified to work with graphics rather than code. The resulting “Geometry Engine” was a revelation for engineers and architects that generated instantaneous computer designs instead of painstakingly hand-drawn blueprints.




The Scott brothers of Philadelphia marketed the first successful toilet paper roll in 1867.





Clark and a few colleagues founded Silicon Graphics, Inc. in 1982, a company that grew to a billion-dollar technology behemoth that put 3-D technology into the hands of desktop computer users.


Chairman of the Bored


By 1994 he was bored at SGI and looking for something new. With Marc Andreessen, the brilliant University of Illinois student who’d developed the Mosaic Web browser, he founded Netscape Communications Corp. and started building his next billion-dollar company. When Netscape went public (early, against conventional business wisdom, before they’d even shown a profit), its shares rose from $6 to $24 on the first day of trading. Three months later the stock traded at $70. Jim Clark was a billionaire, and so were a lot of other people.


Clear Sailing


Clark put part of his earnings into a healthcare information and technology company, WebMD, where he continues to be a director. He’s also invested in building and sailing giant high-tech-enabled “smart boats,” sailboats in which every component from mast to jib is automated and controlled by Silicon Graphics computers. Hey, it beats slaving away over a keyboard.


TIM BERNERS-LEE: WEB WEAVER


The World Wide Web might not have happened if Tim Berners-Lee had kept better office files.


Enquiring Minds


In 1980, the man who would create the ubiquitous “www” that sits in that topmost bar on your computer screen was into a six-month job as a software developer at CERN, the European Laboratory for Particle Physics in Geneva, Switzerland.


He’d left some of his notes at home in England. Wouldn’t it be great, he thought, if there was a piece of software that kept track of all the details in all his documents “that brains are supposed to be so good at remembering but that sometimes (his) wouldn’t”? There wasn’t such a program—so he wrote it himself and called it “Enquire.” Of course, it only worked on his own personal files.




Actor Sean Connery once worked as a coffin polisher and nude model.





Just a Click Away


But Berners-Lee could see that Enquire had possibilities beyond that. He envisioned a system of open documents, all written in a common language and all linked together…which turned out to be those underlined words or phrases that we click on to take us to a different page or site.


Weaving His Web


He wrote a quick-and-dirty coding system called HTML (for hypertext markup language); came up with an addressing system that gave each file on his “web” a unique address, which he called a URL (uniform resource locator); and wrote a program that allowed documents with a URL to be accessed by computers across the Internet: HTTP (for hypertext transfer protocol). Finally, Berners-Lee took the step that would bring the whole world to what he would name the World Wide Web—the browser.


Thanks, I’m Just Browsing


The browser was the key to the Web. Up to this point, geeky computer types could send and receive information packets across the Internet, but doing so required a lot of technical knowledge the average person just didn’t possess. Berners-Lee’s browser made it as simple as clicking on a bit of colored, underlined text. And click the masses did—the load on the first Web server at info.cern.ch multiplied by 10 every year from 1991 to 1994. By 1996, the number of Web and the Internet users had hit 40 million. At one point the rate of users was doubling every 53 days.


Untangling the Web


Berners-Lee himself hasn’t profited at all from his creations. He manages the nonprofit W3 Consortium (which oversees development of web technology standards) from a plain, tiny office at MIT. The protocols he created are a household name—but Berners-Lee is content to keep working behind the scenes.




Artist Paul Gauguin worked on the Panama Canal in 1887.








CHEWING GUM KING



Meet the man who put the chicle in Chiclets.


People have been chewing gum (and gumlike substances) since ancient times. The Greeks chewed mastiche, made from the resin of the mastic tree. The ancient Mayans first chewed chicle over 1,000 years ago. Native Americans chewed the sap from spruce trees and the American settlers picked up the habit from them, adding beeswax to the sap. At the time our story begins, in 1870, people were chewing gum made from flavored and sweetened paraffin wax.


THE GUM-TOTING BANDIT


Amateur inventor Thomas Adams was discussing a business proposition with his houseguest, the infamous General Antonio Lopez de Santa Anna. (Santa Anna, if you remember, was the man responsible for the massacre at the Alamo 34 years earlier.) Now he was living in exile on New York’s Staten Island—we kid you not!—and trying to raise money so he could build an army to march on Mexico City and seize power.


Anyway, Santa Anna had a scheme to sell Mexican chicle, made from the sap of the sapodilla tree, to Americans who he thought could use it as an additive to natural rubber to reduce its cost. At the time, natural rubber was mucho expensive and if someone could figure out a way to reduce its cost, they’d be instant millionaires. The general had brought a large quantity of chicle with him and wondered if Adams could do something with it.


CHICLE AND RUBBER DON’T MIX


Adams spent more than a year fiddling with the stuff, trying to make things like rain boots and toys—and failed every time. He was just about ready to throw the entire batch of chicle into the East River when he remembered how much Santa Anna enjoyed chewing it. He decided to mix up a batch of chicle gum in his kitchen that evening and gave it a try. He quickly realized that gum made from chicle was smoother, softer, and far superior in taste to the paraffin gums that were currently in vogue.




Communist leader Karl Marx once reported for the New York Daily Tribune.






CHEWSY CUSTOMERS


Adams rolled the chicle gum into balls and wrapped them in colored tissue paper. He called his product “Adams New York Snapping and Stretching Gum,” and he visited drugstores in his neighborhood to see if they’d take it on consignment. Within days the purchase orders started to come in; Adams had to set up an operation to make the gum in large quantities. It eventually became impossible for him to keep up with all the orders, so he invented a chewing gum manufacturing machine which he patented in 1871.


MILESTONES IN GUM


In 1875, Adams added licorice flavoring and called the new gum “Black Jack.” It was the first flavored chicle gum on the market and the first gum to be offered in sticks. Black Jack was still being manufactured well into the 1970s.


In 1888, the company introduced the very first vending machines in America. Installed in New York City subway stations, they dispensed Black Jack and the company’s new Tutti-Frutti gum. In 1899, Adams created a monopoly by merging the six largest chewing gum manufacturers into the American Chicle Company. One of the company’s most famous products, Chiclets, was invented by a candy salesman who wrapped chicle in a hard candy shell. Chiclets became part of the American Chicle Company in 1914.


During WWII, the demand for chewing gum outstripped the chicle supply, so scientists developed new resins and synthetic gum bases as a substitute. Today, per capita consumption of chewing gum in the U.S. totals in excess of 195 million pounds a year.


That’s 175 sticks of gum per person per year. (Are you doing your bit?)


POSTSCRIPT


Santa Anna never did profit from chicle sales or raise an army as he had hoped. He was allowed to return to Mexico shortly before his death in 1876. Thomas Adams died in 1905, and his sons ran the business until the American Chicle Company was acquired by Warner Lambert in 1960.




The first type of umbrella was invented by the ancient Egyptians to shield the sun.








TRIPLE THREAT QUIZ 1 FAD INVENTORS



Fads: Weird objects of intense desire one day, embarrassing reminders of how carelessly you spend your hard-earned cash the next. But for every fad, there’s some guy who said to himself over a beer, “Hey, I bet you people would actually buy that,” and then made a million bucks with it.


We’ve got five fad inventors below. See if you can match each one, not only with the fad, but with the historical fact about the fad as well. It’s a mix-and-match-and-match quiz that we call the Triple Threat. Have fun! (And if you can’t figure out which guy invented the Rubik’s Cube, by the way, there is just no hope for you.)






	
Match these inventors…


1.Ernö Rubik


2.Richard Knerr and Arthur “Spud” Melin


3.Gary Dahl


4.Walter Frederich Morrison


5.Alexey Pajitnov



	
With these fads…


a)Hula-Hoop


b)Rubik’s Cube


c)Tetris


d)Frisbee


e)Pet Rocks









And these historical facts…


i.This fad sold 40 million units since it was created in 1985, but the inventor didn’t make one red cent off of it until 1997—because of Soviet-era governmental contracts far more puzzling than this puzzler (he’s done quite nicely since then, however).


ii.The “inventors” of this fad actually just spun a new variation on an old theme, as versions of this fad gadget date back to ancient times. However, their plastic version of this toy sold more than 20 million units in the first six months after its release in 1958. A fictional version of its invention is at the center of the plot for the Coen Brothers movie The Hudsucker Proxy.




Famous people from Arkansas: Maya Angelou, Johnny Cash, and Douglas MacArthur.





iii.This fad was invented in 1974 but didn’t become popular until the next decade, when it became one of the symbols of the 1980s, along with Michael Jackson and Miami Vice. There are more than 43 quintillion ways to do this fad the wrong way (43 quintillion, in case you’re wondering: 43,000,000,000,000,000,000).


iv.This fad symbolizes the 1970s; the creator of this fad bought the major component for a penny and sold the completed product for $3.95, which is a heck of a mark-up. This fad was so popular that it got the inventor on The Tonight Show with Johnny Carson not once but twice. The fad was over almost as quickly as it began—invented in April 1975, it was declared passé by Christmas—but it lasted long enough to make its inventor a millionaire.


v.Yale University maintains that an undergraduate from the 1820s gave this fad its name, but a rather more likely story is that the name comes from a baking company in Bridgeport, Connecticut, which went out of business the same year the inventor was granted a patent. The inventor of this fad is from a family of inventors; his father invented a type of car headlight.


Answers:


1-b-iii


2-a-ii


3-e-iv


4-d-v (The first Frisbee was most likely an empty pie tin from the Frisbie—with an I—Pie Company)


5-c-i




The Woodstock concert was not held at Woodstock, but at Max Yasgur’s farm in Bethel, New York.








JOAQUÍN!



Joaquín didn’t need no stinkin’ last name. His first name alone struck fear into the hearts of California miners during the gold rush—and inspired a legend. But what was the truth? Was there a real Joaquín?


Joaquín the bandito could strike anywhere, backed by his loyal gang of six murderous desperadoes…or was it 12? Or maybe 60. Anyway, he’d slit your throat and steal your bag of gold in the same instant, he was impervious to bullets, and he left his pursuers eating dust when he made his getaways. At least that’s the story that’s been handed down.


THE MADRE OF ALL BANDITS


Day after day in early 1853, newspapers reported a crime wave in Calaveras County and the Southern Mines region in Central California. The crime spree included robberies and murders, all courtesy of a gang of Mexican banditos led by a wild, unstoppable leader called simply “Joaquín.” As Mexicans from all over California joined his ranks, reports of their crimes spread to other parts of the state. Joaquín would help himself to whatever he found—gold, cash, saddles, guns, or horses. Anyone who tried to stop him was cut down. Sometimes only bodies with empty pockets remained to testify to his crimes. At other times, wild shootouts would send men running for their lives.


BODY COUNT


All told, Joaquín and his gang probably murdered between 24 and 29 men (19 of them Chinese) during a seven-week spree. The facts are sketchy; the newspaper reports and rumors were confusing. For a little while, every crime in California was blamed on Joaquín. A dead miner, a lost horse, a missing bottle of beer…it must’ve been Joaquín!


TREATY? WHAT TREATY?


Mexicans had good reasons to hate the miners who flooded California during the gold rush. California had once been part of Mexico, but in the 1840s Mexico lost “Upper California” to the U.S. The peace treaty guaranteed that Mexicans in California could become American citizens and keep all their property, but that never happened—the U.S. Constitution continued to limit citizenship to whites. And when gold was discovered and treasure-hunters overran the state, a law was passed that prohibited natives of Mexican ancestry—the original citizens of California—from prospecting for gold.




Delmonico’s created the Baked Alaska dessert to commemorate Seward’s purchase of Alaska.






MY ANTIHERO!


But don’t think of Joaquín as a great Mexican avenger or hero—remember that most of his victims were Chinese, a group not particularly notable for their gunslinging experience, and therefore easy prey. Joaquín just wanted gold, and he’d take it where he could get it.


The miners screamed for protection. Rewards were offered and posses formed. The result? Innocent Mexicans were hung, shot, or expelled from town, their houses burned to the ground.


And all the while, Joaquín’s legend grew. He was rumored to be south of Los Angeles heading back to Mexico… then on the coast near Santa Barbara…then up north again. He was everywhere! But in late July, the saga ended.


JOAQUÍN’S LAST STAND?


In May 1853, the California Rangers recruited a Texan named Harry Love to lead a posse 20 strong. The deal was that if they captured Joaquín—dead or alive—within 90 days, they could claim a $1,000 reward, mucho dinero in those days. The fact that they had no idea what Joaquín looked like didn’t stop them from turning over every rock in California.


In July, with their contract running out, they came upon four men sleeping in a dried-up creek bed. One of the Rangers pointed and cried, “This is Joaquín, boys!” and the shooting started. Two of the four were killed. And because the hand of one of the dead men was missing a digit, Captain Love announced that the dead men were none other than Three-fingered Jack and the dreaded Joaquín.


Three-Fingered Jack? He also became a legend, but only after he was killed by Love. Manuel “Three-Fingered Jack” Garcia, who’d lost a finger on his right hand, was an outlaw—and an extremely nasty one—but he’d never been associated with Joaquín before that day.




“Can’t act. Can’t sing. Balding. Can dance a little.” —MGM on Fred Astaire’s first screen test.






PICKLING HEADS FOR FUN AND PROFIT


Love chopped off both heads and the hand with the missing finger as evidence of the kill. Before he could preserve the body parts, one head started to rot, so Love threw it away. He pickled the other head and the hand in jars of whiskey to preserve them. Joaquín’s alleged head and Jack’s alleged hand toured the country and people paid good money to see them. The head ended up on permanent display in a San Francisco saloon until the earthquake of 1906, when it was lost forever.


STILL A MYSTERY MAN


Joaquín was never heard from again. The two survivors of the shootout had been captured, but they disagreed about the dead man’s identity. One kept silent; the other, with a six-shooter pointed at his head, declared that the corpse was indeed Joaquín.


P.R. I LOVE YOU


Five years later, a newspaper reporter wrote a lurid novel about a Joaquín Murieta, thus giving the bandit the last name that’s been associated with him all these years—but is in no way provable. The writer portrayed Joaquín as a Mexican Robin Hood, who had been a decent man, driven out of the mines by greedy gringos who whipped him, murdered his brother, and raped his sweetheart. If he turned to crime after all that, who could blame him? The California Police Gazette picked up the story, and within a few years, the legendary Joaquín was born anew—not as a bloodthirsty thief, but as a hero, fighting for justice for his people.


* * *


Other Western names for a gunfighter are buscadero, gun-man, gun toter, gunny, gun shark, gunslinger, leather slapper, pistolero, quick-draw artist, shootist, short-trigger man, and tie-down man.




Mary Jenkins Surratt was the first woman to be executed by the U.S. government.








THE OTHER BABE



She was a whiz at sports—and she’d be the first to tell you. Brash and supremely confident, her aim was “to be the greatest athlete that ever lived.”


Babe Didrikson Zaharias said that she got the nickname “Babe” early in her teens from boys who were amazed at her long-distance homers. But as she grew older, observers noticed more Ty Cobb in her, a darkness and a rage that made losing intolerable. It was an unnamed hostility that seemed to fuel her competitive fire.


TEXAS TOMBOY


Mildred Didrikson was born in Port Arthur, Texas, in 1911. She was a natural athlete. In high school she played virtually every sport except football. But that didn’t win her any popularity contests. Her prima donna attitude, which included boasting and constant attention seeking, alienated most of her classmates. Did she care? Doubtful. She had better things to do.


HOOPS, AND WE DON’T MEAN EARRINGS


Basketball was her first stepping stone. At school she played for the All City and All State teams, after which an insurance company hired her as a typist (85 wpm) so she could keep her amateur standing and play on their basketball team.


A TEAM UNTO HERSELF


In 1932, she entered the Amateur Athletic Union women’s national track and field competition as an individual contestant. She caused a sensation at the opening parade when she marched as the entire team representing the Employers Casualty Insurance Company of Dallas. She won six events, broke four women’s world records, and, with 30 overall points, scored eight points more than the University of Illinois, the second place winner.


SHE WUZ ROBBED!


Her performance qualified her for the 1932 Olympics, which began just two weeks later in Los Angeles, California. Olympic rules limited her to three events. She took two gold medals—for the javelin and hurdles—and a silver in the high jump. She cleared the same height as the top finisher in the high jump, but her jump was considered a foul because she went over the bar headfirst—the judges called it “diving.” (Babe’s “diving” style was legalized soon after that.) Foul or not, the world couldn’t help but notice her. Babe was an overnight sensation.




Surratt was hanged in 1865 for conspiracy in the assassination of President Lincoln.






BABE TURNS PRO


She lost her amateur standing after a picture of her appeared in an automobile ad. Her folks needed money, so Babe turned professional. She didn’t hesitate to capitalize on her own abilities or to turn a profit from her name. She spent the next two years promoting herself: a brief stint in vaudeville playing the harmonica (while running on a treadmill); pitching in some Major League spring-training games; and touring, first with a billiards exhibition, then a men and women’s basketball team called Babe Didrikson’s All-Americans, and finally as the only nonbearded member of an otherwise all-male, bearded baseball road team called the House of David.


THE GREATEST, BUT…


There was very little that she couldn’t do. In addition to basketball, baseball, billiards, and track, she played tennis, golf, and handball, and she skated, cycled, swam, and bowled. When someone asked her if there was anything she didn’t play, she wisecracked, “Yeah, dolls.”


Anyone as talented as Babe Didrikson was bound to attract a lot of press. Famed sportswriter Grantland Rice called her “the greatest athlete of all…for all time.” Other writers condemned her for not being feminine. She lived in the olden days when female athletes were thought of as unseemly, or even freakish. But not for a moment was our Babe a feminist. She didn’t care about women’s liberation—all she wanted was to play sports.


THE SECRET TO GOOD GOLF


When asked how she could regularly drive a golf ball some 250 yards though she didn’t weigh more than 145 pounds, she said, “You’ve got to loosen your girdle and let it rip.”


Babe got serious about golf in 1933 and won the Texas Women’s Championship in 1935. After which, the U.S. Golf Association ruled that “for the best interest of the game,” Babe was not an amateur because she had competed professionally in other sports.




“Try another profession. ANY other.” —A drama school teacher to Lucille Ball in 1927.





At the 1938 Los Angeles Open, she was paired with George Zaharias, a “bad guy” wrestler who was making a fortune as “the Weeping Greek from Cripple Creek.” They married 11 months later, and George took over as her manager and advisor.


The Golf Association reinstated her as an amateur in 1945; in 1946, she won an amazing 13 consecutive tournaments. The next year, she was the first American to win the British Amateur. For three straight years (1945–47) the Associated Press named her the Female Athlete of the Year. She turned pro in the summer of 1947, after winning 17 of 18 tournaments. In 1948 Babe won her first U.S. Women’s Open, the World Championship, and the All-American Open.


With George and Hall-of-Famers Patty Berg and Fred Corcoran, she founded the Ladies Professional Golf Association in 1949. She continued her impressive performance on the LPGA tour for the next several years.


THE 19TH HOLE


Shortly after winning the inaugural Babe Zaharias Open in Beaumont, Texas, in April 1953, Babe learned she had cancer of the colon. Surgeons removed the tumor, but discovered the cancer had spread into her lymph nodes. Her cancer was inoperable. The next year she won her third U.S. Women’s Open—by 12 strokes, mind you—on the way to five titles and her sixth AP Female Athlete of the Year award.


But the pain in her lower spine, caused by the cancer, became unbearable and she stopped golfing. On September 27, 1956, she died in Galveston, at the age of 45.


She’s remembered to this day as the athlete whose pursuit of greatness changed women’s sports forever.


* * *


“The formula for success is simple: practice and concentration, then more practice and more concentration.”


—Babe Didrikson Zaharias




Henry Ford was fascinated with soybeans and used them for automotive paint and parts.








DEM BONES



How Lucy’s skeleton shook the family tree.


Lucy (about 3'6" tall and 60 to 65 pounds) was 21 years old when she died in what is now Hadar, Ethiopia. She checked out quietly, perhaps from accidental drowning or from an illness, but she rested in silence for more than 3 million years.


DARWIN GETS INTO HOT WATER


Lucy’s modern-day story begins in 1859 with Charles Darwin’s book Origin of Species. Darwin theorized that nonhuman species survived by adapting to their environment and changing over time—they “evolved.” Since the idea contradicted Church doctrine that God created everything perfectly in six days, Darwin cautiously wrote just one sentence hinting at evolution: “Light will be thrown on the origin of man and his history.” Pretty tame, but that comment enraged Creationists, who fervently believed man was created in God’s image. It also fired up researchers who were determined to prove Darwin right—man had evolved from a more primitive species. They set out to find the missing link between man and the species most like man’s closest relative—the apes.


WHILE LUCY SLEPT


By 1974, when Lucy was discovered, scientists had already figured out that humans began as primitive apelike beings and gradually became more human. They had fossils showing that Homo sapiens (humans) evolved 500,000 years ago. Our likely ancestor was Homo erectus, who evolved 1.5 million years ago. Erectus had a smaller brain and a more primitive appearance, but he stood erect (H. erectus, get it?), walked on two legs, and used fire to cook. He had an even smaller-brained ancestor, Homo habilis, who lived 2 million years ago. Habilis also walked upright and used tools; his name means “handy man.” But who were the mamas and papas of H. habilis? Scientists knew what kind of fossil to look for. Humans were bound to be smarter than any ape or chimp, so researchers went digging for a big-brained chimp or ape-legged human ancestor. Meanwhile, rains in Hadar were steadily eroding the slope where Lucy’s bones lay buried.




A grand vizier of ancient Persia took his 117,000-volume library with him everywhere.






LUCY IN WAITING


On November 30, 1974, paleoanthropologist Don Johanson was about to quit searching for fossils because of the 110-degree heat. Before returning to camp, he and a colleague took a cursory look at one last slope because Johanson was “feeling lucky.” He was about as lucky as a paleoanthropologist can get. He picked up a piece of fossilized bone on the ground, then another, and another. The fossils formed the partial skeleton of a very primitive, female apelike creature. That night, celebrating their discovery, the researchers knocked back beers while “Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds” played in the background. During a night of partying, the Hadar expedition named their new find “Lucy.”


WHY THEY LOVED LUCY


Scientists loved Lucy. Forty percent of her skeleton was recovered, making hers the oldest, most complete remains ever found; she was more than 3 million years ancient. Her nearest competition in completeness was the skeleton of a Neanderthal man, but he was a mere baby of 75,000 years! Even more than her age or completeness, Lucy’s anatomy blew their minds. Lucy was a hominid—that is, she walked upright like a human—but she wasn’t human. She seemed to be evolution’s missing link, half-human and half-ape (or rather half-chimp). Her arms were long like a chimp’s, but her hands had fingers curved like a human’s. Her skull and upper body were chimplike, but her narrow, short pelvis and her locking knee joint allowed her to walk upright like a human.


Why did Lucy leave scientists scratching their heads? She was the half-human, half-ape they’d expected, but she had the wrong halves in the wrong places! Scientists expected the missing link to have a big brain in an apelike body. Lucy had a small, chimp-sized brain with a lower body like a human’s. For years people had believed it was the human brain that separated man from beast—now it seemed to be our pelvis and locking knee joints!


After years of studying her skeleton, Dr. Johanson and colleague Dr. Tim White officially categorized Lucy in 1979 as an entirely new species of hominid. She was an Australopithecus afarensis, which translates as “southern ape from East Africa.” White and Johanson classified Lucy as an ape, but also as a hominid. They believed she was related to chimps yet also related to H. habilis and H. erectus, not to mention us noble Homo sapiens. Lucy’s story made her an instant celebrity. She was more than a million years older than handyman habilis, and could easily be his ancestor. International headlines heralded the idea that science might have found our great, great-great-great-great…grandma.




The books were carried on the backs of camels trained to walk in alphabetical order.






LUCY TAKES A STAND


The world also wondered why little-brained Lucy decided to stand up on her own two feet. There’s no certain answer. Walking on two legs, or “bipedalism,” had evolutionary disadvantages. If Lucy had stayed on all fours, she could have run faster with fewer aches and back pains. But walking upright gave A. afarensis advantages that may have overshadowed problems. Females could cover long distances while having their hands free to care for their offspring; males could forage for food—and carry it home to their mates. Lucy’s upright stance opened a whole new vista on evolution. Before her discovery, the focus was on competition between species over territory—survival of the fittest. Yet more than 3 million years ago Lucy and her species may have changed the course of evolution because of the advantages of cooperation. Standing upright would help Lucy and a mate form a nuclear family. Lucy could nurture the kids while her larger, stronger mate foraged for food. Lucy and kin may have pioneered family values!


IS IT COUSIN LUCY?


Lucy inspired researchers to dig up more roots of the human family tree. In the early 1990s in Aramis, Ethiopia, not far from Hadar, fossils of Ardipithecus ramidus were found. Living as far back as 4.4 million years ago, A. ramidus walked upright, but its skull and teeth are more chimplike than Lucy’s and its brain even smaller. A new evolutionary pattern had been discovered—or had it? In 2001 a skull discovered in Kenya shook the family tree again. This skull introduced a new species of hominid, Kenyanthropus platyops (flat-faced man of Kenya). Platyops lived at the same time as Lucy but had more pronounced cheekbones, smaller teeth, and a less protruding jaw, making his skull more human. Researchers must determine whether platyops, or another species, is our direct human ancestor—making Lucy a mere distant cousin whose line is now extinct.


Even if she isn’t our direct ancestor, Lucy is still evolutionary royalty. Her bones prove that humans had chimplike relatives; they tell us a lot about how we evolved—and what makes us human. For such a silent little thing, Lucy has an awful lot to say.




Charlie Chaplin’s bowler and cane were sold for $150,000 in 1987.








CALL HER MADAME



Trained in the innocuous art of making wax models, Madame Tussaud’s waxworks took a turn for the gruesome when the French Revolution came to town.


Madame Tussaud was born Marie Grosholtz in Strasbourg, France, in 1761. She grew up in Paris, where she learned wax modeling from Philippe Curtius, a doctor with a penchant for the art form. While working with Curtius, Tussaud met and created wax models of the distinguished personages of the day, among them Voltaire and Benjamin Franklin—the originals of which are still on display today.


A ROYAL INVITATION


When Curtius’s exhibitions caught the interest of the royal family; King Louis XVI invited Marie to come live at his opulent palace at Versailles, to help in the artistic education of his sister. Marie spent nine years there, but when the Revolution began, she headed back to Paris.


LET THEM EAT WAX


Paris was in chaos. Because of her royal connections, Marie was thrown into prison. Her head was shaved in preparation for a meeting with Madame la Guillotine, but the revolutionaries found a better use for her—making death masks of those who weren’t as lucky as she was. The likenesses, created from just recently severed heads, included Marie’s former employers, Marie Antoinette and Louis XVI. Like a grisly prototype of a wax museum, the heads were put on display—and people flocked to see them.


ON THE ROAD


Curtius died, leaving Marie his wax collection. She married François Tussaud, with whom she had two sons. By now France was in the terrible economic straits that follow any revolution. To make ends meet (or even hang out in the same neighborhood), Marie packed up her oldest boy and her collection of wax figures and went on tour. For the next 33 years, she and her waxworks visited every corner of England, Scotland, and Ireland. In pre-television days, it was the only way that the country folk could get to see the likenesses of people they’d only heard about, like Napoleon and Marie Antoinette—not to mention their own King George IV.




It’s estimated that a third of all adults have difficulty distinguishing right from left.






SETTLING DOWN


Finally, in 1835, she and her wax portfolio settled in London and established Madame Tussaud’s Wax Museum there. By now her younger son had joined her (but not the hubby she left behind). She worked almost to the end of her life at age 89, and then her sons, and then her grandsons, and so on, kept the business going.


One of Tussaud’s most popular attractions was the Chamber of Horrors, which was devoted to wax heads of infamous murderers of the day. It was so renowned that convicted criminals donated clothing to dress their wax twin after their inevitable executions.


THE WHOLE BALL OF WAX


Marie Tussaud died in 1850, but her molds and museums live on. The present London location opened in 1884, where many of her original molds survive, despite a fire in 1925 and a bomb (which destroyed more than 350 head molds and the movie theater) in 1940 during the first night of the London blitz.


Today, Tussaud’s is still going strong. Gallery locations have sprouted up everywhere, from Hong Kong (where action superstars Jackie Chan and Michelle Yeoh are big attractions) to Las Vegas (home of all the Vegas greats in wax, including Liberace, Wayne Newton, and Siegfried & Roy).


* * *


Where can you find Fred Astaire, C. G. Jung, Marilyn Monroe, Mae West, Lenny Bruce, and Shirley Temple together?


The cover of the Beatles’ 1967 album, Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band.




Aristotle believed that the most important purpose of the human brain was to cool the blood.








THE ROUND TABLE’S CENTERPIECE PART 1



How the Algonquin Round Table—that daily gathering of the fastest minds and the tartest tongues of Jazz Era New York—got started.


Anyone who held the job of theater critic for The New York Times would be hated and feared by the poor slobs who put up shows on the Great White Way of Broadway, but Alexander Woollcott added a little something extra to the job description—the ability to cut actors and playwrights to ribbons before they knew what hit them.


This is a man who once likened a play to “a taste of lukewarm parsnip juice” and who panned a play called Wham! in one word: “Ouch!” Not only did Woollcott have the power to close your play in a weekend, he’d do it with a quip that was more memorable than the play itself.


EUGENE WHO?


The only thing worse than being panned by Woollcott was being ignored by him; in 1919, that was the fate of a young playwright named Eugene O’Neill. The next year, Woollcott would praise O’Neill as “a playwright of real power and imagination,” but this particular year, Woollcott wasn’t giving Eugene O. the time of day, and that fact was driving O’Neill’s agent, John Toohey, crazy.


THE FIRST CELEBRITY ROAST


Toohey decided to take revenge. He organized a luncheon to be held at the Algonquin Hotel, a favorite watering hole for New York’s finest writers and wits. Toohey sent invitations—on which he intentionally misspelled Woollcott’s name—to some of the most cantankerous brains in the city. Among them was the dynamic duo of Dorothy Parker, theater critic for Vanity Fair and perhaps the only reviewer more acidic than Woollcott (she’d be fired from Vanity Fair in 1920 because her reviews were getting too nasty), and Parker’s managing editor and dear friend, Robert Benchley. Toohey invited them and other similarly droll folks to let Woollcott have it while they all sat around drinking their lunches out of martini glasses and snacking on popovers to soak up the booze.




Mark Twain referred to the accordion as the “stomach Steinway.”






THE MAN WHO CAME TO LUNCH


Unfortunately for Toohey, the plan backfired. Woollcott had a monstrous ego, but he could take it as well as he could dish it out. In fact, he was so delighted at the quality of his savaging at the hands of Parker, Benchley, and the rest that he suggested they all reconvene at the Algonquin the very next day for more of the same. They did, and did again the day after that, and the day after that, and so on. And so was born the famous Algonquin Round Table, a.k.a. the Vicious Circle.


THE PLAYERS


The Algonquin attracted luminaries from all fields of literary endeavor. Aside from the charter members, other regulars included playwrights George S. Kaufman, Marc Connelly, and Robert Sherwood; novelist/playwright Edna Ferber (the author of Giant and Show Boat); newspaper columnists Franklin Pierce Adams (“FPA”) and Heywood Broun; and New Yorker editor Harold Ross. The group also included eventual movie star Harpo Marx—yes, he could talk, and very well, too—but not his brother Groucho, who avoided the table because, as he put it, “The admission fee is a viper’s tongue and a half-concealed stiletto.”


Whatever. All of it made for good reading. Adams would recount the vicious, merry verbal battles in the column he wrote for the New York Herald-Tribune, and it wasn’t long before literary tourists starting hanging out at the Algonquin just to get a glimpse of the Vicious Circle in action.


THE MAN WHO CAME TO DINNER


Through it all Woollcott remained the heart of the Round Table, and like his fellow lunch-mates, used the friendships and notoriety born there for his own benefit. With Kaufman he wrote two moderately popular plays, Channel Road and The Dark Tower. But his most famous “collaboration” with Kaufman came when he served as the inspiration for The Man Who Came to Dinner, which Kaufman wrote with fellow Round Tabler Moss Hart. The play was based on a weekend trip Woollcott took to Hart’s vacation home, during which he demanded, in rapid sequence: cake, a milkshake, and the heat turned off. Woollcott was so delighted that he played the title role in touring productions of the play. Woollcott would also parlay his fame onto the national stage in 1929, by becoming the host of the popular radio show The Town Crier.




What country did St. Patrick come from? No one knows for sure, but it was probably Scotland.






CHECK, PLEASE!


It was Woollcott who gave the Round Table its start in 1919 by applauding those who had come to savage him, so it shouldn’t be entirely surprising that its end coincided with his own. Attendance at the Round Table started to drop in the 1930s, as many of the principals drifted away or headed to Hollywood to pursue writing careers for the movies, but the true end came in 1943, after Woollcott’s death from a heart attack (which he had while on the air). The members of the Round Table met at the Algonquin for a final time to have a drink in Woollcott’s honor only to discover, in so many words, that the thrill was truly gone. Harpo Marx later described it as “our strangest gathering,” and perhaps it was so because the Round Table’s center of gravity was no longer there.


To get aquainted with the rest of the Round Table crew, read “Slights of the Round Table Part II,” page 120.


* * *


DENOUEMENT


A plaque on the Algonquin (the “Gonk”) identifies it as a “literary landmark.” There is a small display of Parker books and photos, and the hotel sells souvenir Round Table coffee mugs, snow globes (!), and cuff links. A painting of the Vicious Circle by Natalie Ascencios was unveiled in November 2002, for the hotel’s 100th anniversary. Stop by if you can. Spend the night. Have a drink at the bar. And think.


* * *


“There is only one thing in the world worse than being talked about, and that is not being talked about.” —Oscar Wilde




Samuel Morse, inventor of the telegraph, was a successful landscape and portrait painter.








NAME’S THE SAME



All the twosomes described below have the same famous name. Can you figure out what name each duo shares?


1.One of the stars of Second City Television, a.k.a. SCTV (Hint: He played opposite Rick Moranis in The Great White North skits), and the founder of the Wendy’s fast food chain (Hint: He used to appear in his own commercials).


2.The TV actor best known for his role as Mr. French, the butler/nanny on Family Affair, and the British-born son of the 16th-century explorer/cartographer who was born “Giovanni Cabotine.”


3.Reagan’s Secretary of the Interior who infamously tried to ban the Beach Boys from performing in Washington because rock and roll encouraged drug use and attracted “the wrong element,” and the 18th-century inventor who perfected the steam engine.


4.The Native American actor and Oscar nominee for his role in Dances With Wolves, and the British-born author of Our Man in Havana and The Third Man.


5.The TV actor who played patriarch Jock Ewing on Dallas, and the cartoonist who created Garfield the cat.


6.A late, far-from-great senator from Wisconsin, and the manager of the New York Yankees from 1931 to 1946.


7.An American boxer at the beginning of his career, and a 19th-century abolitionist.


8.That same American boxer now, and a 20th-century shah of Persia.


Answers: 1. Dave Thomas; 2. Sebastian Cabot; 3. James Watt; 4. Graham Greene; 5. Jim Davis; 6. Joe McCarthy; 7. Cassius Clay; 8. Muhammad Ali




Martha Washington was the first American woman commemorated on a U.S. postage stamp.








CHRIS AND DAULTON’S EXCELLENT ADVENTURE



In 1975 two spies managed to steal top-secret info from the CIA and sell it to the KGB. Were these espionage agents slick, dangerous men in the mold of James Bond? No, they were two ex-altar boys who floundered through high school on their way to becoming college dropouts.


Christopher John Boyce and Andrew Daulton Lee were young Catholic altar boys serving in the same parish. They grew up in Palos Verdes, a wealthy suburb of Los Angeles, California. Chris and Daulton (as Lee was called), were best friends, but very different. Chris was the golden boy, tall and good-looking with a high IQ and an intense, idealistic philosophy. Daulton was a poor student who worried about his short stature and the fact that his ears stuck out. But he had assets—like his fast-talking style, his entrepreneurial skills, and a supply of drugs that gave him a “high” status on campus. While Chris mulled over the political ramifications of good and evil, Daulton was trying to think up the best ways to improve his “budding” marijuana business or how to make a move on a sexy cheerleader.


TURN ON, TUNE IN, TURN TRAITOR


What they had in common was a love of adventure. Their parents could afford to indulge them in exotic hobbies, and Chris and Daulton bonded over falconry. Training birds to hunt was a pastime for Daulton, but it was a passion for Chris. He loved falconry’s primitive connection to nature and the high-flying freedom of the birds.


They also shared the disaffection common to their generation. Both had dropped their ties to Catholicism. Daulton fell in with the 1970s fascination with the drug culture; he became a “snowman,” first dealing cocaine and later, heroin. Chris took up the politics of protest against the government’s war in Vietnam and the corruption of Watergate. But while his contemporaries were busy with their antiwar rallies or burning their draft cards, Chris Boyce used his status as a privileged son to protest in his own, unique way.




Queen Isabella of Spain was the first woman to appear on a U.S. postage stamp.






WHEN GOOD OLD BOYS GO BAD


In 1974 Chris’s dad, an ex-FBI agent, got tired of watching his son drift in and out of different colleges. He made some calls to pals in the FBI, and Chris was hired on at the aerospace company TRW. Dad’s connections also got Chris a top-secret clearance. Within a year, the alienated, pot-smoking 21-year-old was working in a high-security section of TRW called the “black vault.”


Inside the black vault, where the CIA’s most sensitive secrets were recorded, Chris copied and distributed telex messages, known as TWXs or twickses. He worked on the Rhyolite and Argus projects, which used satellite spy technology to monitor military bases and missile launches in China and the Soviet Union. He learned that the CIA was working against its democratic ally Australia by not sharing promised intelligence and by engineering the removal of Australia’s socialist-leaning prime minister.


Chris decided to launch a personal protest against the misdeeds of his government. To punish the U.S. for its abuse of power—and make a few bucks at the same time—he would sell U.S. spy secrets to its biggest rival, the Soviet Union.


THE FALCON TAKES OFF


In 1975 Chris offered to give Daulton detailed secrets from the Rhyolite and Argus projects. Daulton could sell the secrets to the Russians, thereby keeping Chris’s identity secret, then the two would split the profits. Daulton, always eager for easy money, traveled to Mexico, strode into the Russian Embassy; and bragged that he had secrets they’d want to pay for. He showed a KGB agent computer cards from the National Security Agency crypto system and paper from the crypto machines. The agent liked what Daulton brought him. He gave Daulton $250 and the code name Luis. The anonymous provider of the films, Chris, got the code name Falcon. The Soviets told “Luis” to get a small camera for “Falcon” and promised to pay the budding spies a nice chunk of change for photos of secret documents. The adventure had begun.


INSIDE THE BLACK VAULT


For Chris, stealing satellite intelligence from the most powerful nation in the world turned out to be easier than rolling a joint. Life in the black vault was one long cocktail party. The intelligence elite used the guarded isolation of the black vault to indulge in gossipy boozing. Sometimes the higher-ups drank daiquiris or mai tais that they blended in the CIA’s document shredder. Other times they sent underlings like Chris out on liquor runs. The TRW guards knew that Chris used a government satchel to carry in alcohol for his bosses. They never looked inside the satchel when he left the black vault, so they never discovered that Chris used the booze satchel to carry secret documents out of TRW. The documents returned to the black vault inside a plastic bag that was buried in the dirt of a potted plant. Sometimes Chris didn’t even take documents out of the building to photograph them; if he was alone in the black vault, he could take his photos right there—with the small Minox camera that Daulton bought him.




Upon McKinley’s assassination, Teddy Roosevelt became the youngest U.S. president at age 42.






FROM RUSSIA WITH LOVE


Daulton had more problems selling classified info than Chris had stealing it. When he swaggered into that Russian Embassy, he’d entered one of the most spied-on buildings in the world. The KGB knew they were being spied on, of course, so they set up other meeting places. Daulton was obviously an inexperienced, reckless show-off—so the Soviets tried to control him, pressing him to stay in less flashy hotels and be less conspicuous. They were paying a lot of money for TRW’s satellite information, but they were having trouble convincing the erratic Daulton that their rules were serious. Once, when Daulton violated the command of staying away from the embassy, he was hustled into a car, driven for a few miles (all the while wondering if his young life was over), then tossed onto the road while the car was still moving.


I’M WITH STUPID—AND SNEAKY


Chris Boyce enjoyed outfoxing the government, but he worried about getting caught, especially because of Daulton’s instability—and his deepening addiction to heroin. Chris also suspected (correctly) that Daulton wasn’t giving him half of the KGB money as promised. In an attempt to go around Daulton, Chris met with the Soviets on his own. The Russians wined and dined him and made him feel important. They urged him to return to college and take classes that would make him valuable to the CIA—and even more valuable as a Russian mole. In December 1976, Chris left TRW to return to college. But as a parting present to himself, he also took along photos of the company’s latest projected spy satellite system, Project Pyramider. The Soviets would pay $75,000 for them. In spite of his misgivings about his buddy, Chris figured “Luis” could deliver one last batch of CIA secrets to the KGB. Then their excellent adventure would be over.




The youngest elected U.S. president was John F. Kennedy at age






DAULTON’S LAST ADVENTURE


In January 1977, Daulton Lee waited for a rendezvous with the KGB but they didn’t come quickly enough to suit him. He needed immediate cash to set up a big drug score, so he ignored all the warnings about going to the Russian Embassy. He wrote the message “KGB” on the cover of his Spanish-English dictionary, tried to attract the attention of the guards, and threw his message through the railing of the fence. He attracted attention, all right.


A local cop saw the nervous young American throw something onto the embassy grounds. Could it be a bomb? Daulton was arrested and interrogated by the Mexican police. Then they discovered the photos of U.S. documents that bore the heading “Top Secret.” They called in the American authorities, who demanded to know how Daulton got classified documents. Daulton Lee protested that he was a patriot. Chris Boyce had given him phony CIA information to dupe the Soviets. But the Snowman couldn’t fast-talk his way out of this one. Both adventurers were convicted of espionage. Daulton got a life sentence. Chris got 40 years.


WAS IT ALL A SETUP?


The CIA claimed its high-tech spy system Rhyolite and its new project Pyramider were severely compromised, but some theorists believed Chris was set up by the CIA to disseminate misinformation. Otherwise how could he have stolen all those secrets so easily? Few Americans wanted to believe that lax security was to blame. Could TRW and the CIA really be so arrogant and incompetent?


THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF CHRIS


Let’s leave that interesting question for a moment and follow Chris Boyce to prison. Two years into his sentence, prison officials showed the movie Escape from Alcatraz. Chris watched Clint Eastwood and simply copied his “papier-mâché” method of escape. In penitentiary arts and crafts classes, Chris learned the craft of papier-mâché. Using prison materials he made a dummy and put it in his bed so guards doing bed check wouldn’t know he’d gone. On January 21, 1980, Chris went over the fence with a makeshift ladder. He cut the razor wire fence with rose pruning shears. He survived in the woods eating wild foods he’d learned about in the prison library. Showing a prison escape movie to prisoners? Could the prison officials have been so arrogant and incompetent?




The oldest U.S. president at election was Ronald Reagan at 69 years old.






HUNTING THE FALCON


For 19 months Chris stayed a fugitive—hiding in the woods of Idaho, Montana, and Washington. But he needed money, so he decided to finance his latest adventure by robbing banks. Federal marshals finally got a tip and caught up with him in Washington State. He was rearrested and taken back to prison. The new convictions for bank robbery added 28 years to his sentence.


New York Times reporter Robert Lindsey wrote The Falcon and the Snowman, a best-seller that was made into a film starring Tim Hutton as Chris and Sean Penn as Daulton. But there was no glamour for the daring spy kids who were serving hard time.


Daulton Lee was paroled in 1998. Chris Boyce was paroled in March 2003. Both aging spy kids are back in circulation.


* * *


EARLY ESPIONAGE


• Egyptians had a well-developed secret service.


• Sun Tzu’s The Art of War (c.500 B.C.) has large sections on deception and intelligence gathering.


• Political espionage flourished in the Middle Ages. Bishop Pierre Cauchon of Beauvais, a spy for the English, betrayed Joan of Arc, and Sir Francis Walsingham developed a political spy system for Elizabeth I.


• Joseph Fouche is credited with developing the first modern political espionage system.


• Frederick II of Prussia is regarded as the founder of modern military espionage.


• Nathan Hale and Benedict Arnold achieved fame during the American Revolution as spies, and both sides during the Civil War used spies.




“You’ve got mail,” uttered by Elwood Edwards, is heard an estimated 27 million times a day.








LEAGUE OF COMIC BOOK CREATORS!



Meet the guys who put the Biff! Bang! Pow! into your comic books.


By day, they were mild-mannered writers and artists. But at night…well, they stayed mild-mannered writers and artists, for the most part. But! They also thought up some of the most popular comic book characters the world has ever known! And they used lots of exclamation marks while doing it! Come meet the men behind the Men of Steel, the Dark Knights, and the mutants. They aren’t secret, just not very well known.


SUPERMAN


Joe Schuster & Jerry Siegel: Schuster & Siegel created Superman in 1936, when the Cleveland duo (Siegel born there, and Schuster having moved there at age nine from Toronto) tried selling the Man of Steel as a comic strip to the newspapers. No one bought it until 1938, when DC Comics gave Superman a tryout in its Action Comics book. The rest is history, and Schuster & Siegel would go on to fame and fortune, right? Guess again. Sadly for the duo, DC Comics retained all rights in the Superman character (it came with the creative territory in those days), and so while the publishing company was making millions from Superman, Schuster & Siegel were not. They weren’t doing poorly—in 1940 The Saturday Evening Post noted that the two of them were making $75,000 a year between them—but the two knew a raw deal when they saw it.


They sued DC Comics in 1946, and in 1948 received a relatively small settlement (a reported $120,000). But the flip side of the settlement was that the duo’s byline, previously on every Superman story, vaporized as if hit by heat vision. Schuster left the comic book field outright, and Siegel’s work slowed to a trickle. In the 1970s, while Hollywood geared up for the Superman movie starring Christopher Reeve, Schuster & Siegel again raised a stink about how poorly they had been treated by DC and sued the company once more. Although the courts decided they didn’t have a case, DC was pressured by the comic book community into providing both men with a $35,000 a year stipend for as long as they lived, which in the case of Schuster was to 1992, and Siegel, 1996.




Matthew Webb was the first person to swim the English Channel in 1875. It took about 22 hours.






BATMAN


Bob Kane: Like Schuster & Siegel, Kane handed over his comic book creation, Batman, to DC Comics, where the Caped Crusader made his first appearance in 1939. However, unlike Superman’s creators, Kane maintained a small percentage of the take every time the cash register rang up a Batman sale. How did he do it? He had a lawyer in the family, who advised him to retain his copyright interests (Kane maintained he was a minor when he sold Batman to DC, and therefore legal representation was necessary, but he was born in 1916, and 23 is pretty old to be a minor).


Whatever Kane’s exact age, keeping that stake in the Dark Knight did good things for his income and his leisure time. Although Kane’s name was kept on all the Batman stories, Kane handed off most of the work to underlings in what was one of the biggest open secrets in comics. Kane himself headed to Hollywood to create animated TV shows (Courageous Cat) and to advise in the development of the campy 1960s Batman TV series. He had a cameo in 1997’s Batman and Robin, as did his wife. He passed away in 1998.


THE X-MEN, THE INCREDIBLE HULK, AND MORE…


Jack Kirby: Kirby, who started working in comics in 1938, was arguably the most prolific comic book character creator around. Characters he created or cocreated include the X-Men, the Incredible Hulk, and the Fantastic Four (major films based on the characters are out or on their way in all cases), as well as Captain America, Iron Man, the Silver Surfer, and Thor (the last one, admittedly, with a little help from Norse mythology). Some comic fans also give him a shared credit for Spider-Man, but officially the webslinger is Marvel Comics bigwig Stan Lee’s baby. Most of Kirby’s greatest creations are associated with Marvel Comics, but Kirby worked off and on for a number of comic book publishers, including Marvel rival DC; he bounced between the two majors for much of his career. He was also not above doing grunt work. In the mid-1950s, when worries about the morality of comic books caused the industry to collapse and the superhero genre was gutted (350 comic book titles stopped publication), Kirby spent time drawing romance comics (hey, he had kids to feed). Kirby’s artistic output throughout his career is staggering—more than 24,000 pages of comic book art. That’s a lot of heavily muscled men in tights by any standard. Kirby passed on in 1994.




The first woman to swim the Channel was Gertrude Ederle, in 1926. It took 14 hours, 39 minutes.






TEENAGE MUTANT NINJA TURTLES


Kevin Eastman: Remember the early 1990s, when the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles were everywhere and you would have given a limb to go back in time and stop whoever it was from creating them? With a crowbar if necessary? Well, that year would have been 1984, and the person you’d want to, er, stop, would be Kevin Eastman, a college student who drew a “ninja turtle” to amuse his friend Peter Laird. The two of them collaborated to bring out a black-and-white comic book featuring the katana-swinging reptiles, and in relatively short order the characters had their own hit TV show and three hit movies. Eastman became rich in a way that comic book creators from the 1930s and 1940s could only dream of.


So what does a comic book geek do with fat wads of cash? He becomes a super comic book geek. In 1991, Eastman purchased Heavy Metal magazine, the seminal adult-comics magazine best known for its illustrated space adventures featuring chesty women with or without clothes. Not content merely to illustrate pneumatically enriched hotties, Eastman also married one—Julie Strain, 1993 Penthouse pet of the year and six-foot-one queen of B-movies, with whom he collaborated for a movie based on Heavy Metal called Heavy Metal 2000. Thus making him the hero of every comic book–reading male with a pulse, and probably a few without one.


SPAWN


Todd McFarlane: McFarlane made his fame by creating Spawn, a super-violent comic character who deals with the devil in order to come back to earth and wreak vengeance upon those who did him wrong in life (of which there are, as one suspects, many). However, had things gone another way, we might know Todd McFarlane not for comic books but for baseball. McFarlane played baseball through high school in Canada, and at one point was recruited by the Seattle Mariners and played on a Canadian semiprofessional team associated with the major league team. He also got a scholarship to play baseball at Eastern Washington University. There he studied graphic arts—you know, just in case that whole baseball thing struck out.




Frenchman Nicolas Cugnot built the first auto, a steam-powered tricycle.





Good thinking on McFarlane’s part. Pro baseball passed him by, and McFarlane turned to comic books. In 1984 he started getting gigs with DC and Marvel, the latter for which he helped to revive the flagging Spider-Man series. In 1991, McFarlane formed his own comic book company and released Spawn; comic book fans went nuts and snapped up 1.7 million copies of the debut issue, making it the most successful independent comic book ever. McFarlane eventually expanded the Spawn character into movies, TV series, and action figures, keeping tight control of the property every step of the way.


Not that he forgot about baseball. In 1999, McFarlane used some of the riches spawned by Spawn and bought the 70th homerun ball from Mark McGwire’s 1998 season for $3 million. He then toured it and other homerun balls hit by McGwire and Sammy Sosa that season in stadiums around the country to raise money to fight Lou Gehrig’s disease. Which makes him kind of a superhero himself, we’d say.


* * *


AND WE THOUGHT THEY WERE KID’S STUFF…


One of the highest prices ever paid for a comic book to date was for Action Comics #1, the 1938 comic book that introduced Superman and triggered the birth of many other costumed heroes. The price: $137,500 (including commission).


Other early editions are also estimated at some stellar prices: Detective Comics #27 (1939), the first appearance of Batman and commissioner Gordon, at $30,000 to $300,000; Captain America #1 (1941), origin of Captain American and Bucky, at $6,000 to $100,000; and Daredevil #1 (1964) at $159 to $2,700.




Karl Benz invented the first gas-powered auto in 1885. It also had three wheels.








THE BIG KAHUNA



Sure, his name is impossible to pronounce, but he united and ruled over his own island paradise. What have you accomplished lately?


Today, kahuna means many things, including “somebody who’s good at what they do.” Back in 1758, when some kahunas—the mystic priests of ancient Hawaii—saw Halley’s Comet, they predicted that a great leader was about to be born, one who would defeat his rivals and rule all the islands.


THE LONELY CRAB


The legend goes on to say that the king ordered his newborn grandson, Paiea (which means “hard-shelled crab”), to be put to death. The decision no doubt created some tension at the next family luau, but the old man figured, why take chances? In true epic fashion, the infant was spirited away and secretly raised to be a great warrior. He took the name Kamehameha (pronounced “ka-may-hah-may-hah”), which means “the very lonely one” or “the one set apart.”


ONLY ONE CROWN TO GO AROUND


While Kamehameha was growing up, his mean, old grandfather died and his uncle succeeded to the throne. When the uncle died, the island of Hawaii was divided between Kamehameha and his cousin Kiwalao, who was crowned the new king.


Kamehameha got a title, too. As Guardian of the War God, he had to tend to the god’s shrine so that it would be all spiffed up when the king needed it to offer human sacrifices to the god. That was supposed to be the extent of his duties. So when he sacrificed a rebel chief to the war god himself, Kiwalao got royally ticked off and Kamehameha had to flee for his life. After forming an alliance with five other minor kings, he returned with a vengeance—and a pretty sizable army. Cousin Kiwalao was killed in battle, and Kamehameha wound up ruling a large chunk of Hawaii.


THANK GODDESS!


But Kamehameha wasn’t some laid-back surfer. He wanted it all. For the next ten years, he waged war with the other islands, bringing more and more of them under his rule.




The first human blood transfusion on record was performed by Jean-Baptiste Denis in 1667.





Hawaii’s government was a lot like feudal Europe. If a king won territory, he doled out pieces of it to lesser chieftains, who showed their gratitude by serving the king. In Kamehameha’s case, it also helped that an eruption of Mount Kilauea (which is still the world’s largest active volcano) destroyed a few hundred of his enemies. Everyone saw this as clear evidence that Pele, Hawaii’s fire goddess, favored him over the other guys.


THANKS, I NEEDED THAT


The day came—as the story goes—when Kamehameha landed his war canoe on the shore among a group of fishermen. The fishermen ran in terror, which infuriated the king. He attacked them until one of the fishermen did an extraordinary thing—he cracked the king over the head with a paddle.


What seemed like a pretty dumb move turned out to be a blessing that made the king stop and think. And when he thought about it, he was ashamed. So “the law of the splintered paddle,” which protected the innocent against attack, became one of Kamehameha’s most famous legacies.


UNITED, YES—BUT WHAT A MESS


Things were going great in the building-the-empire department. After a while, Kamehameha controlled all the islands except Kauai and Niihau, which eventually were ceded to him peacefully after the king struck agreements with their local rulers. For the first time in its history, Hawaii was united under one leader.
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