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*I ntroducti on*

| suppose a little history is in order here. A few years ago | began
writing short, hunorous pieces about everyday events occurring on our
Christmas tree farm which is located on _Santa Claus Lane . Yes, that's
right. _Santa Claus Lane_is a real post office address and ny wife Betty and
| grow Christmas trees here. W once grew chi ckens but thankfully, that is now
history. At the present tine we only grow cats and dogs, the dogs one at a
tine.

You night think that things happeni ng around here woul d be funny only
to us and the rest of the famly, which is what | thought at first, too.
However, our daughter Coll een began passing the stories around at work where
she teaches school and before |long relayed word back that | had an
appreci ati ve audi ence reading the stories. Not only that, they began clanoring
to Colleen for a collection of the stories. Clanors affect me positively, so
that's what | did: collect the stories. That was the easy part. The hard part
was finding a publisher.

Print publishing conpani es were singul arly underwhel med by the
collection, which I titled _Life On Santa Cl aus Lane, _but eventually | found
an el ectroni ¢ book publishing company that recognized ny great talent and put
the stories out under that title as an e-book, a new paradigmin the
publishing world. And then, |lo and behold, the reviews began coming in, with
statements such as _"...absolutely delightful.” _and _"...all the makings of
an old tinme storyteller"” _and so on. Eventually a small print publisher
bel i eved all those good reviews and brought the book out as a trade paperback

In the neantime, | started a newsletter for fans and al ways i ncl uded
one of ny wacky stories in each issue. | held a contest to name the newsletter
with first prize a copy of one of ny novels, _Medics WId. _The winning entry,
pi cked by yours truly, caused the newsletter to be nanmed _Laughing Al The
Way. _And now, constant reader, as you may suspect, this book is a collection
of the stories that have appeared in the newsletter. My readers sinply
demanded that | put the collection all in one place. So | did, and hence you
are now reading it, that is if | ever finish this introduction. Bear with ne,
it won't take nuch | onger

Besi des nyself, ny wife Betty, our dachshund doggi e named Biscuit and a
few cats, there is also some other famly menbers living on Santa O aus Lane_.
~We and the Christnas tree farmoccupy the front fifty acres. Two sets of Kkids
and their famlies and one granddaughter and her family reside on the back 20
acres. There is daughter Pat and son-in-law Rob and granddaughter Robyn, then
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son M ke and daughter-in-law Li nda and granddaughter Any and granddaught er
Bridgette and her two kids, Matthew and Cheyanne. There. | think that's
everyone.

Whoops! Al nost forgot. | have to include Biscuit the Wenie Dog since
he lives in the house and has wormed hinself not only into our hearts but
under the bl ankets, too. At first he wasn't allowed on the bed, and then on
the bed but not under the covers and ultimately under the covers, but doggie
people will understand how those things go. However, right at first that
wasn't the case and Betty could take a nap in peace. | wote the foll ow ng
while he was still a puppy.

Bi scuit knows he's not allowed to lick either of us in the face.

Bi scuit knows he isn't supposed to get up on the bed. Wat do little kids and
puppy dogs do when they know they aren't supposed to do sonethi ng? Wy, they
do it, of course. In Biscuit's case he waits until Betty has napped an hour

no |l onger, or until daylight in the norning, no longer. If she isn't up out of
the bed by then, here he comes, thunkety thunk thunk, little short |egs

punpi ng, and takes a flying leap, plop, onto the bed then gal unph gal unph, up
Betty's back (or front) he scanpers, slurup slurup goes his tongue up the side
of her face and down the other side as she cones wi de awake, then gal unph

gal unph, down her other side after she's rolled over, plop onto the floor he

goes and thunkety thunmp thunp, little legs churning, as he runs in to tell me
what a good doggie he is, grinning and wagging his tail, as exuberant as a boy
who has just raided a cookie jar w thout being caught.

We and the kids and grandkids and great grandkids all live in peace and

harmony on the seventy-five or so acres where Santa C aus Lane meanders down
at a right angle fromthe blacktop road, through the Christmas trees, past our
house, on past Pat and Rob's house and Bridgette's house and all the way back
to M ke and Linda's house which backs up onto a cypress break replete with
alligators, wild hogs, turkeys, bobcats, and all kinds of other varmnts.

Peace and harnony reigns over these seventy-five acres. That is except
during the Christmas season when we all | ose our collective sanity and during
the rest of the year except when either Biscuit or | get into trouble.

The Christmas tree farmis and has been sort of a famly enterprise for
twenty years now. The kids work during the selling season and the grandkids
grew up hel ping and now their kids are out there greeting custoners and
handi ng out flyers. It has been a grand experience and we hope we can keep it
up for many nore years.

Now, let's get on with the stories. You'll neet everyone again --
especially me, as | go ny lazy, bunbling way, trying to avoid work by witing
books and hiring grandkids and day | aborers to do what | shoul d be doing and
conpl ai ni ng about ny bad back while Betty is out trimrng trees, making
wreaths and driving tractors. It's a wonderful life. Mst of the tine.

*Chapt er One*
*Personal Hi story And Strange Thi ngs*

Since | started witing books, a few people have asked what |I'mlike
and what |'ve done in life. Nowthat's a hard one, but "Il try.

| am handsone, intelligent, genial, healthy, am able, pleasant,
graci ous, clever, able, superbly handsone for ny years and a wonderfully

gifted witer. | have been a brave soldier, a medical person who al ways cared
for his patients, a paperboy who never threw the paper on the roof and an ice
cream machi ne operator who produced al nost as much ice creamas he ate. | am

married to the loveliest and nbst graci ous wonan in exi stence who never, ever
argues or gets nmad. She is also a good cook, a wonderful |over and believes
all ny stories about having a bad back when I"'mtrying to get out of work. M
dog is smarter than any other dog in the world and nmy cat can purr |ouder than
your cat.

There. Now you know all about ne.

* * * %

It was the post office that decided we and the kids had to have a real street



address rather than a route nunmber. Wen they dubbed the road running through
our fifty acres and on to the ten acres each belonging to the kids Santa O aus
Lane, our daughter-in-law Linda pronptly abolished her mail box and got a post
of fice box number to handle their mail. She said she wasn't going to be
| aughed at every time soneone asked for her address. | can't say | blame her
It is the perfect address for a Christmas tree farmbut | have noticed we get
some rather strange |ooks and have to explain to a | ot of people when asked
that yes, it really is a real address.
Besi des the strange | ooks, strange things seemto happen on Santa d aus
Lane. Wen the aliens land, they will probably cone down right in our
driveway. One of the strangest is that, as nentioned, | managed to have a book
publ i shed about the odd happeni ngs here. Fol ks who have read the first book
_Life On Santa O aus Lane, _ have accused ne of being lazy. That's a canard.
I"'mnot lazy, | just like to work sitting dowmn and witing is easy work if
you're just telling the truth about what's going on around your place. \Vell
al nost the truth, barring a bit of literary elaboration. Al right, so
exaggerate. | bet you have sone bad habits, too, don't you? But sonetines I
tell the whole truth and nothing but the truth, which brings me to the point
of relating one of the nost fantastic strings of calamties ever to befall one
famly trying to nove into a new hone
The cal amities happened to our son-in-law Rob when he and Pat bought a
new nmobil e hone to replace their old one on Santa C aus Lane. Everyone except
Pat and Rob thought the events were funny but absolutely no one believed | was
telling the unvarni shed truth and nothing but the truth when | wote about
them They thought | was nmaking the whol e thing up
Pat and Rob were happily occupying a fourteen-foot w de nobile home and
owned anot her old nobile home they had lived in previously and kept on hand
for relatives to occupy when and if needed. Pat was perfectly content with her
little place until Rob started making so rmuch nmoney that he hired Pat as his
adm ni strative assistant -- and then she decided it was tine to nmove up in the
nmobil e home world. Did | tell you that Rob manages nobile home lots for a
[iving? No? Well, that's probably where the trouble started. He thought he
knew everything there was to know about nobile homes. And novi ng nmobil e hones.
And setting up nobil e hones. Boy, was he w ong!
*Chapt er Two*
*Bi g Mama And Hubri s*
When Pat told us about the new nobile hone they had bought,
i mediately named it "Big Mama" in honor of its size. It was one of the
| argest, tallest double-w de honmes ever made, according to Pat and probably
t he heaviest after Rob had the factory add all the extra bracing, insulation
and so forth.
kay, now let's leave Big Mama for a nonent and return to the ten acres
back behind us where Pat and Rob |ive. Renenber that extra old nobile home
t hey kept around for visitors, out of work relatives and so forth? They had
sort of thought of fixing it up as a home for Rob's parents for when they were
no |l onger able to drive but as it turned out, the conpany doing the financing
accepted it as a down paynent on Big Mana. Pat and Rob were very happy since
that meant they could keep the one they were living in, which was newer and in
much better shape, as the spare. Rob was really proud of hinself for naking
that deal. He bragged about it, which perhaps he shouldn't have. Hubris has a
way of turning around and biting your behind off if you're not careful. Just
to prove this thesis, listen to what happened a week or two |ater
* * * %
Once Rob had consummated the deal, the old trailer had to be noved to make
room for the new doubl e-wi de, and of course their financial institution wanted
to see it ensconced at the lot Rob runs, all renovated and ready for themto
get their noney back fromit. Mving a trailer costs anywhere from severa
hundred dollars up to a thousand or two, so Rob decided to do the noving
hinself, with the help of a friend who owned a big truck



The first | knew of it, Rob cane over to borrow ny air tanks to inflate
the tires on the old trailer. Then throughout the nmorning and on into the
afternoon Betty and | heard periodic noving noises. At |least that's what we
assuned they were. Wien | went for the mail | happened to notice ny big
tractor was nissing. That should have told me sonething was w ong, but sonehow
it didn't click. We listened to nore sounds com ng from back behind the trees,
some of themrather strange, truth to tell, and sounding not at all like a
trailer being noved. Eventually, shortly before dark, all the noises ceased
and we thought the job had been acconplished. At |east when | stepped outside
and | ooked in the carport | saw that my tractor and air tanks were back hone.

Betty and | decided to wal k over and admire Rob's acconplishnment, which
he had assured Pat woul d save them hundreds of dollars, noney which they could
t hen spend with happy abandon while they were on an i mmnent three day
vacation to Cancun that Rob had won for exceptional sales ability. He may be a
great sal esman but his trailer noving abilities, and those of the friend he
had hired to help, left nuch to be desired.

The trailer was still there -- what was left of it. Rob and his friend
had somehow, with the aid of the nmoving truck and ny tractor, gotten the
trailer so entangled with the numerous pine trees surrounding it that they had
bent the frame, pulled the body apart at the top in three separate places and
wedged it so tightly anongst the trees that nothing short of a bona fide
mracle was ever going to get it |loose. And now, not only did they not have
the trailer to trade, they were going to have to pay soneone to cone cut somne
trees and haul away the junk the trailer had been turned into because Big Mana
was still rapidly making her way down the assenbly line -- after Rob quickly
substituted a substantial anmbunt of noney in place of the trailer he had
gotten such a good deal on as a trade-in.

They left the next nmorning for romantic Cancun -- with Pat not speaking
to Rob and Rob snarling whenever he opened his mouth. Betty and | figured that
if Pat came back w thout him no one would ask questions because no jury in
the world would convict her. They would call it justifiable homcide.

*Chapt er Three*
*Gary Versus The Cui neas*

The story of Big Mama i s nowhere near finished. In fact, it so occupied
the attention of everyone living on Santa C aus Lane for so long, and the
further adventures becane so unbelievable, that | have decided to give
everyone a chance to catch their breath by only tal king about Big Mana every
ot her chapter or so. That being the case, let's | eave her on the assenbly I|ine
and Pat and Rob in Cancun (if Rob is still anmongst the living) and touch on
anot her subject, ny next younger brother Gary, and a nenorable episode with
his son and some guinea hens he likes to raise. Wile this story didn't take
pl ace on Santa O aus Lane, strictly speaking, Gary was visiting with us when
he told it so | believe it's legally pernmissible to include it in this book

* * * %
Right after Gary retired fromthe Marines he rented a house out in the country
on a hundred acres in North Carolina. He lived there for about a year and put
in a garden and what he said was tobacco but which [ ooked to ne nore |ike that
ot her funny stuff you snoke, but never mi nd. Maybe it was real tobacco.
Besi des the garden, he bought sone guineas. (Don't ask me why -- | haven't the
faintest idea.) Anyway, he was divorced then and his son, who nmust have been
about ten or eleven, cane to visit just about the time the guineas were big
enough to eat.

Now Gary really did live on a farm when he was a boy, the sanme as ne,
but | don't remenber a whole lot about it so | know he hardly renenbers
anyt hi ng. Nevertheless, he tried to pretend that he was an old farmhand in
front of his son, which brings us back to the guineas. Gary decided to kill a
couple of themfor a nmeal and brought Bryan out to watch, all the tine
ranbling on about how it takes a special skill to chop a chicken's head off
(or a guinea's in this case). The guineas were pretty tane so he had no



probl em capturing one and stretching its neck onto the chopping bl ock. (The
gui nea did begin to suspect all was not well at this point but it was a little
| ate by then.)

"Now this is how we used to do it on the farm son," Gary said. "Watch
closely.” Wth that, holding the bird's feet with one hand, he raised the
hatchet in the other hand and brought the bl ade squarely down across the
gui nea's neck, severing its head. The | ook of satisfaction on Gary's face at a
job well done |asted approximately one tenth of one second because he had
forgotten to let go of the guinea. He was still holding it by the legs and it
was flopping wildly and spraying arterial blood fromthe neck over him over
Bryan, over himagain and back over Bryan. By the tinme he had the presence of
mnd to let go of the guinea's |l egs he and Bryan were a bl oody nmess from head
to toe.

Gary is stubborn -- or perhaps a little short on gray matter. W al
know about Marines, don't we? Quickly, he whipped out his bandana and w ped
the bl ood off their faces while assuring Bryan that guinea bl ood would have no
lasting ill effects and that as soon as he showed himthe really proper way to
kill a hen they would wash the rest of it off and have roast guinea for
supper. Bryan was an obedient boy at that age and still thought his dad had
all the answers so he held still until enough of his face was w ped off that
he coul d see again.

"Now, son, it has been a long time since |'ve done this, | have to
admt," Gary said. "I sinply forgot that you' re supposed to fling the hen away
fromyou the second you chop its head off. Let's catch another guinea and |'I
show you. "

The gui neas had an idea something was not right with their world by
this time so it did take a bit of scranbling to corral another one, which
all owed the blood on their clothes time to dry and ruin them (and | ater on
causing Bryan's nother to launch an investigation to find out what the hel
was going on at that farmwhile her son was there). One gui nea had the bad
luck to get caught after being trapped in a cul de sac where it couldn't fly
and it was brought over to the old choppi ng bl ock

Gary held the guinea by its legs again and stretched its neck out on
t he chopping block. "All right son," he asked. "Are we ready?"

"Ready." Bryan said, peeking from between the fingers covering his
face. He didn't intend to get blood in his eyes this tine.

Gary made a couple of little practice swings, wanting to get his rhythm
right so he could fling the bird away just after the hatchet severed its neck
Then, thinking he had his nmovenents all timed and scripted, he took a mghty
swi ng down with the hand hol di ng the hatchet, while al nost simultaneously up
went his other hand with the legs, flinging the guinea away, intending for it
to be sans head and far enough away to avoid a bl ood bath this tine.

_Thunk! _ went the ax. _"Squawk!"_ went the guinea. _"Squawk, squawk,
squawk, " it went, the cries becom ng fainter and fainter as it di sappeared
over the horizon, never to be seen again. Gary had flung it away before the ax
got to its neck! After that, he retired to the house to show Bryan how to nake
rum di sappear froma bottle and other manly deeds bearing no relation to his
years of growing up on a farm

*Chapt er Four*
*Big Mama And The Joshua Tree*

In the nmeantime, while we were taking a break with Gary and the
gui neas, _Days O Qur Lives _could have filmed their soap opera here. Renmenber
Rob trying to nove the trailer and pulling the top and frame askew? Well, it
certainly was no good as a trade-in anynore, but the frame was still sort of
intact, Rob and Pat thought, even though wedged with one end dug into the dirt
and the other two thirds wedged anpbngst several trees in a pattern which would
put a Chinese puzzle to shanme. Maybe it could still be used for something, but
in the neantine, tinme was passing and the doubl e-wide Big Mana_ was due to
cone off the assenbly in only a week and head our way.



Rob happened to be short of noney because he spent so much in Cancun
trying to get Pat to talk to himinstead of killing him but they had_to get
ready for Big Mama, so sonehow that battered old trailer was going to have to
get unhooked fromits jamred position. Wiich was going to involve nobney,
naturally.

As | said, a soap opera. Ckay, let's |leave Rob and Pat while they
deci de what to do and flash forward to M ke and Linda, our son and
daughter-in-1aw who had taken off for a few days. They came back to find that
Li nda's not her had gone for her physical for a kidney transplant which Linda
or one of her sisters were going to try to donate. The doc ran an EKG on the
nmot her and told her sorry, you are supposed to al ready be dead from heart
di sease. Bridgette's car broke down, Mke's car broke down and Bridgette | ost
her job, finishing off their glorious day.

A soap opera would quit here, but not us, so let's | eave M ke and Linda
wonderi ng who gets to donate the kidney once Linda's nother recovers fromthe
surgery and go to nmy famly for just one phone call

Allan, ny oldest son, lives in California. | hadn't seen himin severa
years. | got a call frommy sister Carla who lives in Louisiana where the
folks are in the nursing home. She told nme nother was begi nning to show the
same synmptons she had before her surgery and miracul ous recovery but never
mnd that, she wanted to know what Allan was doing in Louisiana and why he
invited hinself to supper and an overni ght stay -- which would have been fine
except he brought his new wi fe (whom none of us had seen yet), his nother (ny
ex-wi fe, of course) and his grandnother (my ex-nother-in-law) whom she had
never met. | told Carla to relax, they were all nice people just like Alan
and hadn't she ever had strange overni ght guests before? | reninded her we
used to do it all the tine with our Bed and Breakfast deal. Qur conversation
was interrupted by a loud crash coming fromthe direction of Rob and Pat's
pl ace so let's go back and see what el se the soap opera director dreaned up

* * * %
In order to get Big Mama in, the old ex-trade-in trailer had to be noved from
its wedged position, and a huge old pine tree, named "Joshua" for its triple
trunk, had to be cut and noved, a stunp grinder had to cone in to wi pe out the
stunp and a bull dozer had to then |l evel the extra space. Being short of noney,
Rob had gotten another "friend* (like the one who tried to nove the trailer in
the first place) to cut Joshua. That's what the crash was. The friend had cut
the first huge armlike curved trunk that started about 20 feet above the
ground. Wy, | don't know, when he could have cut the whole thing at once by
starting lower. | guess he did it that way because he was charging themfor
cutting three trees and figured he had to do the arms separately.
Unfortunately, he hadn't had his rope tied tight enough. The trunk tw sted and
fell on the trailer. It dug a hole in the roof and bent the trailer alittle
nore out of shape and was wedged on top of it.

"No big deal," the man said when Pat arrived hone froman errand,
droppi ng her groceries on the ground and breaki ng the eggs when she saw what
had happened. "We'll just cut the linb up and nmove it and fix the roof." Pat
| eft again, unable to watch. Or maybe she went to call Rob about the quality
of his friends.

Continue the soap opera. The next cut made the trunk roll fromits
wedged position on top of the trailer. It gashed out another 20 foot section
of the trailer, top to bottomand front to back and denolished everything
inside that part of it conpletely, which consisted mainly of things bel ongi ng
to their nephew who had been living there until recently, but they had been
unable to contact himto tell himto come get his stuff. Now that everything
was open to the weat her, the nephew s stuff had to be noved, but when they
| ooked it was nmostly ruined anyway fromthe forty ton section of the Joshua
tree falling on it and the mangled trailer certainly could not be pulled
anywhere for the tinme being. And remenber, while all this was going on, Big
Mama was still racing down the assenbly |ine.

Pat came back outside, saw the carnage and call ed Rob, who had been



intending to stay overnight at work. (It is a pretty good drive and soneti mes
if he's working late he just stays in a spare furnished trailer.) He decided
to come home. | had intended to work on the Christmas trees that day, but
bei ng a good guy, | decided to get a day-laborer to nove cenent bl ocks for the
new trailer and to unload that denolished one and to do sone clearing for poor
Rob. Besides being a good guy, | was going to try to talk Rob and Pat into
letting nme salvage the refrigerator fromthe weckage to use in our shop but

it turned out that it was w ecked, too.

Rob needed to get honme before the bulldozer he had ordered arrived
anyway, so he and Pat could talk things over and deci de whether to have the
dozer bury the wrecked trailer, push it deep into the woods or push/pull it in
pi eces out into the pasture on the other side of the road and |l eave it to be
burned | ater.

And since this still sounds |like a soap opera, | figured the day woul d
end with the bull dozer coming and cutting the power |lines or the stunp grinder
falling off the new culvert | had just had put in or Allan showi ng up here
with his extended fam |y who are cleanliness fanatics if | renmenber, and
naturally we'd been too busy lately to worry nuch about the house.

Besi des that, Betty got a call to conme get the plums she ordered
because they were ready and she was busy all day and unable to hel p anyone and
| had the day | aborer who turned out to have just arrived from Mexi co and
Betty is the only one who speaks Spani sh and Bridgette needed a ride somewhere
and. ..

Stay tuned, folks. Relax and try to figure out what else is going to
happen next with Big Mama. And remenber -- this is all absolutely true! But in
the neantime, let's take a short break so you can | earn about toilet seats.
Toil et seats? Yup. Can't let Big Mama hog all the pages.

*Chapt er Five*
*The Fabul ous Toil et Seats*

There is something in the soul of a woman that can't stand to | eave
househol ds as they are. One thing or another (or sonetimes everything in a
room) has to periodically either be noved, replaced or refurbished. If this is
not done the woman goes into fits of depression that can be cured only by
succunmbing to the desire or by replacing her whol e wardrobe instead of the
furniture. On average, it is sinmpler and | ess expensive to indulge the urge to
change rather than let it fester, mainly because nost urges involve fairly
simpl e things rather than whole new kitchens or bedroons. Mostly it's
different colored curtains or a new flower vase or such. In Betty's case | saw
it com ng. She wal ked around the house for several days, touching things at
randomwith this glassy ook in her eyes and I held nmy breath, hoping that
what ever she canme up with wouldn't involve ne. Alas, it was not to be.
shoul d have figured that out when she left for Wal-Mart with her daughter who
was getting ready to furnish a new home. One woman out shopping i s bad news,
two together and you may as well prepare yourself.

Later in the day Betty and Pat returned. Well, | didn't see Pat but |
presune she isn't still at the store, at |east not unless Rob has gotten a
substantial raise we haven't heard about. Betty came into the house carrying
thi s enornmous parcel

"What's that?" | asked.

"Leather toilet seats!" Betty exclained as happily as if she had just
won a lottery.

"Uh, did you say leather toilet seats?" | asked. O all the things I
was expecting this had to be the last on the list.

"You're going to love them | just know you will." Betty fished them
out of the bag one at a tine and laid themon a spare chair. There were two
sets of the things, one for each bathroom

Wl |, whatever makes her happy, | thought, forbearing to ask what we
needed | eather toilet seats for when the wooden ones worked perfectly well. |
turned away to go back to ny easy chair.



"WAait! You have to put themon for me," Betty said.

"Don't they just clip on or something?" | asked.

Betty gave ne her exasperated | ook, the one that tells me |'m being
stupi der than usual. "OF course not. There's sone screws and bolts and
t hi ngs."

And things. | night have known. "Ckay, |eave themthere, 1'll get

around to it shortly.

The new | eather toilet seats stayed in the chair a couple of days while
| tried to forget them Actually | did develop a blind spot for that chair
pretty quick but one norning | went to the john and found nyself staring at
| eather toilet seats |eaning against the wall. Well shucks, they weren't
hurting anything there so |I just stared back. This went on for a couple nore
days. Then one norning | went into the bathroom and the new | eat her seats were
lying on top of the regular ones. | figured that was a pretty strong hint so
deci ded to go ahead and change them out.

A while later | decided that one of the reasons Betty had bought new
toilet seats was so she could see me make an idiot of nyself trying to put
themon. | fiddled and worked and pulled and twi sted and tugged, and pi nched
fingers with pliers, and poked holes in ny hand with screwdrivers and bunped
nmy head on unyi el ding surfaces for an hour or so, all the while w shing the
conputer was handy so | could get on the internet and | ook up sone new
cusswords. Finally | gave up for the norning.

Over the years | have devel oped a theory about household repairs, to
wit: if it can't be fixed with a can of WD-40 or a hamer or duct tape, it
probably isn't worth fixing. Sure enough, | sprayed a little WDO-40, waited a
whil e, tapped with a hammer and the bolts did | oosen. It was easy to take them
| oose, renove the old seats and put the new | eather seats on. Al | had to do
was crouch in a corner between the wall and toilet with plenty of roomfor any
decent sized Chi huahua, stick one elbowin my ear and the other in my back
pocket and srmush ny head up against the |ower part of the tank hard enough
that | could feel nmy teeth cutting holes through ny cheek, then use a
screwdriver with ny left hand, no mean trick for a right-handed person, while
finagling a pair of pliers into a space neant for tweezers to hold onto a nut
whi l e hol ding everything in alignment with ny third hand, and by golly after a
while there we were with brand new | eather toilet seats. And no comments about
that third hand. Al nmen keep a third hand in another dinmension and drag it
out for close work like that. Oh yes. Repeat for the other bat hroom

| brought the old toilet seats out into the living roomand laid them
on the floor while | caught ny breath. "lI'mdone,"” | told Betty. "Here in a
mnute I'll take these old seats out to the truck so I can haul themoff."

Betty | ooked at ne as if | had suggested throwi ng out her new bedroom
suite. "Ch no! Don't throw them away, they're still good!"

| stood there, nmy head sort of still tilting to one side fromthe crick
in my neck, nmy left arm hangi ng crooked from where nmy el bow woul dn't quite go
back in place and the snell of WD>-40 wafting up fromthe old toilet seats.

"What are they good for?" | asked, thinking of ny friend WIIl who was
in the process of trying to discard some old things, so far w thout success.

"Wll, we might need t hem soneday. "

Sonetimes a man has to take a stand. "What did you do when you deci ded
we needed new toilet seats?"

"l bought new ones, but -- "

"But me no buts," | proclaimed. "I'll save old chairs, old rugs, old
i nol eum naybe even old lawn chairs wi thout the webbing. I will not save old
toil et seats. \What woul d the nei ghbors think?"

Betty wouldn't give up easily. "They wouldn't know. You could put them
out in the barn."

"Sure we could,” | said. "Wat about Matthew?" Matthew is our
four-year-old great-grandson.

"What about hi n®?"

"Just think. | nean, what four-year-old, especially Mitthew, could



resist playing with old toilet seats? He would drag themout in the yard and
pretend to go potty, or maybe really go potty, or try to flush the cats
t hrough themor..."

Rel uctantly, Betty gave up

The toilet seats went to the dunp.

| count that as one of my few victories in the household wars but it
does give ne sone encouragenent. The next tine Betty gets that |ook in her eye
' mgoing to hang around nmy conputer all day long, just staring at it and hope
she decides it needs to be replaced with a nicer |ooking nodel. Well, a fellow
can hope, can't he?

*Chapt er Six*
*Here Conmes Bi g Mama*

kay, have you caught your breath? If so, let's continue with the saga
of _Big Manme_.

If you remenber, we left Rob and Pat with one trailer denolished and
the one they are living in now having to be put up for sal e because they
needed even nore noney after their trade-in canme off second best with Rob, his
friends and the Joshua Tree. They were waiting on Big Mama, the huge 2,000 sq.
ft. new home, which was on the way off the assenbly line. They were al so
waiting on a bulldozer and for the stunp grinder to cone back and finish
preparing the site for Big Mana. Here's how the next day went:

* * * %
Wednesday Morning: Still no bull dozer to clear the area. Still no stunp
grinder. The stunp grinder was supposed to grind down the huge stunp left by
the Joshua Tree and a few others where trees had had to be rempved, since Big
Mama was going to occupy nmore than twi ce as much area as the wecked honme. To
give himcredit, the stunp grinder had arrived once, then had come back once
nore after his rig broke down but he only finished the one stunp he was
wor ki ng on and | eft another one equally as large. And then Pat got a phone
call telling themBig Mama is rolling down the highway al ready, with no
t ur ni ng back!

Wednesday Afternoon: Big Mana is here, at the entrance to Santa d aus
Lane, only a quarter mle fromher new home. The problem getting over a small
culvert and over our new culvert and through the narrow | ane between the huge
pine trees which line the part of the lane as it passes our house. And finding
a parking place for Big Mama until the bulldozer arrives. Also there is stil
a wrecked trailer occupying her prospective resting spot that she isn't going
to be happy about.

Wednesday Evening: Very slowy the two huge sections nove up the road.
They are so wide that they can't pass the small culvert. The only solution is
to go around, through a |l ow spot. They do, with everyone hol ding their breath.
They don't get stuck. They come to the new culvert, which isn't quite set yet
and sort of soft. Slowy they go across. It is barely w de enough and wheel s
go along the edges where it's still soft. Slowy the wheels sink into the
earth. The middles drags. The trucks speed up. The sections conme across,
leaving twin, two foot deep and two foot wide ruts in our new cul vert
crossi ng.

"We'll worry about that later," Rob said.

"Ckay," | answer. \Wat the heck, | only spent a couple of thousand
bucks a week ago having it repaired and what's a few thousand dol | ars between
father-in-law and son-in-law? I'mnot going to answer that in witing so let's
conti nue.

On Big Mama cones, up the lane. Big Mama stops. A pine tree halts
progress | ong enough to gouge out the edge of the roof on one section. Pat
turns her back on the proceedi ngs, unable to watch what is happening to her
new home. On they come. Another pine tree gouges out the facing on the other
section. Wth no place to put them they are slowy noved and parked in the
hay field across the road, coincidentally, right by the spot where a decision
has been made to bury the ruins of the old trailer, which of course the



bul | dozer hasn't buried yet because it hasn't gotten here yet. It appears that
the ruins of the old might block the new fromgoing to its allotted space for
a while to come. OF course a bull dozer would help things along. Getting that
ot her big stunp out would hel p, too.

Rob prevailed on the two trucks that had brought in the two sections of
Big Mama to drag the old wecked trailer across the road to where it will be
buried if the bulldozer ever shows up. He did his prevailing while assuring
Pat that there was only m nor damage to the roof of her new hone.

"Then how cone | heard you using your nobile phone to ask Darrell for
all the tarpaulins fromthe Christnmas tree shop?" Pat wanted to know.

"Just precautionary," Rob said.

"Al'l right," Pat answered. "But while you have the phone in your hand,
call me a roofer."

"What for?" Rob asked.

"Just precautionary," Pat said.

* * * %

WaAs Betty interested in all this? No, she was undergoing her own trials that

fateful Wednesday. The dentist was going to uncap one of her molars and fill a
cavity. After getting her uncapped and drilling and drilling at the cavity, he
decided the tooth couldn't be saved and decided to pull it. It broke in three

pi eces and had to be dug out. The root hung up on an adjoi ning tooth where it
was curved in under the bone. It had to be cut free. As the dentist and
several assistants all had their hands in Betty's mouth he said, "If | had
anticipated all this I would have put you in the hospital to doit." A fine
time to tell her. Eventually, a couple of hours later, it finally got done.
Betty cane hone | ooking |ike a week-old possum Bi scuit had drug around the
yard and buried a time or two. She had the dentist's home phone nunber and had
gotten nedicine for infection, nedicine for swelling, medicine for pain and a
| oaded gun ready to shoot her husband if he asked one nmore tine, "Does it
hurt ?"

* * * %
On the other hand, ny day went pretty good that Wdnesday. | took ny $50.00
winning lottery ticket to cash it in and it turned out to be a $104.00 w nner.
| spent the day trying not to grin in sight of Betty or Rob or Pat. No sense
borrow ng trouble.

*Chapt er Seven*

*Smart Doggi e*

VWi le Betty was suffering fromher dental experience and Rob and Pat
were suffering fromtheir trailer experiences | ran all the errands. | didn't
really mind since it gave ne a good excuse to avoid work and al so gave ne a
chance to let Biscuit, our dachshund puppy dog, go for rides. He |oves riding.

It all started with me giving Biscuit a ride up to check the mail. He
liked riding in nmy old truck and pretty soon he was begging to go everywhere
went. He wasn't nuch trouble so | began letting himgo along to town with e
while | ran nmy errands. At first he just sat quietly on the seat but soon he
was in nmy lap, and since nmy truck has no air conditioning, before |long he was
sticking his head out the wi ndow and barking at all and sundry who were using
his road. Yep, every road we drove on bel onged to him

| thought it was pretty funny and the trips continued. On rainy or cold
days, of course | left the windows up and Biscuit would sit in ny lap then
And that's what led to the trouble. Sitting in my |lap gave hima better
vant age poi nt and he began to prefer that over hanging out the w ndow, other
t han when we stopped and a strange dog, cat, animal or person approached his
truck on his road. In that case, he had to stick his head out (if the w ndow
was open) and tell themin no uncertain terns to get the hell off his
territory.

Besi des the vantage point given by sitting in my lap, Biscuit was able
to occasionally accidentally honk the horn. He's a pretty smart dog, |I'Il give
himthat. Before long he | earned where both horn buttons were and that they



were responsi ble for making all that neat noise. The first time we pulled up
in front of the house and Biscuit honked all the way fromthe | ast culvert on
to the house to let everyone know he was honme, Betty ran out the back door
thinking I was in dire trouble. | was, but | just didn't know it yet.

Besi des scaring Betty when we drove up until she got used to it,

Bi scuit |earned other uses for the horn. For instance, he soon found out that
he could get ne noving faster if he gave a couple of toots on the horn. Now
that was fine on country roads but there is no getting out of it: | have to
stop when | cone to the busy highway and attenpt to cross it to get into town.
Bi scuit can't read of course. (At least | don't think so.) At any rate he
doesn't pay any attention to stop signs.

One day we pulled up behind a big off-road pickup waiting to cross the
hi ghway. Biscuit gave himabout two seconds to get out of our way then began
tooting the horn, even though | could see by the line of traffic on the
hi ghway that he couldn't nove yet. | pulled Biscuit's paws off the horn. He
sl obbered nmy face and while | was busy wiping it off he tooted sone nore.

Bi scuit was busy wetting down my face again when | saw the door of the
bi g pi ckup ahead of me swi ng open. A huge burly redneck with sleeves rolled up
over biceps about the size of nmy thighs got out. He hitched up his pants, spit
on his hands and slowy wal ked up to where | sat with Biscuit in nmy arnms,
wi shing now that | had signed up for that conceal ed handgun cl ass and was
armed to the teeth instead of having to depend on a sixteen-pound idiot dog to
protect nme.

"You in a hurry, bud?" the big fell ow asked.

"It was ny dog," | said as quickly as | could.
"Yeah, | bet. | think you' re looking for trouble."
"No, really, it was ny dog. Here, 1'll show you. Biscuit, blow the horn

for the nice man."

Bi scuit sl obbered ny face some nore and barked rudely at the redneck.
prepared nyself for the afterlife.

| guess maybe the big boy |iked dogs because he | ooked di shelievingly
at ne and reached into the cab of the truck and scratched Biscuit's ears.

"You got a nice dog, bud. You oughtn't to blame things you do on him
Now don't honk at me again, you hear?"

"I won't," | said, holding Biscuit tight.

The hi ghway cl eared. The bi g-wheel ed pi ckup began noving. | let go of
Biscuit to start up again. Biscuit pronptly honked the horn. | shivered, but
the big truck couldn't stop, he was already out onto the hi ghway. Biscuit gave
hima final toot to hurry himon the way while | silently prayed our paths
didn't cross again until | could go take that handgun course and arm nysel f.

* * * %
Besi des honking at vehicles, Biscuit tended to honk for me if | took too |ong
in the grocery store or conveni ence store or post office. The manager of the
grocery store got real uptight one busy day when Biscuit honked for five
m nutes straight until | could get outside to quiet himdown by offering ny
face as a sacrifice.

As time passed, Biscuit got the idea, accidentally at first but soon
purposely, that the little arns sticking out frombeneath the steering whee
woul d do interesting things when he tweaked them 1ike making the w ndshield
wi pers work or the turn blinkers cone on and so forth. | got to where |I was
very careful never to leave the truck running with Biscuit in it by hinself
for fear he woul d suddenly decide to see what the gearshift |ever would do if
he moved it to a different position

Now on to the day we were out running errands. W had al ready crossed
t he hi ghway and were headed to the post office when we got behind a sl ow
novi ng state patrol car. It was noving way too slow for Biscuit. He began
honki ng the horn. | pulled himaway fromit. He pronptly turned on the turn
bl i nker. The wrong one, since we were turning the opposite direction (he never
has learned left fromright). | put the blinker back. Biscuit honked the horn
again as | let go of himlong enough to turn the corner. The cop car sl owed



down. Biscuit honked the horn again. | pulled himoff it. He turned on both
the blinker and the w ndshield wi pers. The cop car turned on _his _blinker
only his was on top of his car. Biscuit thought it was for himand honked the
horn again. | pulled himoff while coming to a very erratic stop

"Now you've done it," | told ny dog while |I reached for ny license.

The state trooper wal ked slowy toward ny truck, hand hovering over his
hol ster. He got to the wi ndow of nmy truck. Biscuit barked at him | shushed
him(or tried to) and held out ny driver's license. The trooper ignored it.

"Sir, it appears you may be driving under the influence."

"No way," | said, truthfully. "Not only am| cold sober but | don't
even drink any nore."

That m ght possibly have gone over but the trooper |ooked a little
fam liar and suddenly | recognized him He was the sane officer who had got ne
for DU ten years ago, the last time | ever took a beer with me when | drove.

"Il bet," he said. "Get out of your car."

"It's a truck," | said, not very wi sely.

"I don't care what it is, get out."

| did so, while Biscuit barked and barked. He didn't like all that blue
color, apparently.

"Officer, | can explain,” | said. "That was ny dog honking the horn and
turning on the blinkers and all."

"Sure it was. See that white Iine on the road? Let's see how straight
you can wal k. "

| wal ked as straight as | ever have in ny life. The officer appeared a
little puzzled but he wasn't giving up

"Al'l right, let's see you touch your nose wi th your eyes closed."

Heck that was easy. | knew where nmy nose was as well as Biscuit did. |
touched it several tinmnes.

"How cone you were acting so funny?" the trooper asked, stymed in
proving nme drunk with field sobriety tests.

"I keep telling you, sir, it was ny dog. He likes to honk the horn and
stuff.”

"Ckay, have him honk the horn for ne.

W wal ked over to the truck.

"Biscuit, honk the horn," | said.
Bi scuit barked.
"Well, turn on the wipers and blinkers," | pleaded.

Bi scuit barked, |ooking pleased at all the attention
The officer reached in the w ndow and scratched Biscuit's head. He
retaliated by slobbering all over his hand. At least it shut up the barking.

"He just does it when he wants to," | said.
"What's his nanme?"
"Biscuit."

Bi scuit barked. And then, thankfully, he decided we had spent enough
time in that one spot. He honked the horn, loud and clear. The officer smled.
| breathed easier for about two seconds.

"Ckay, | guess you're not under the influence, but I'mstill going to
have to issue a ticket for erratic driving. Gve me your license."

| did so, wondering what Betty was going to say about this. She's the
one always getting tickets, and here | was getting cited.

The officer finished witing, tore off the ticket and handed it to ne

to sign. | did so without |ooking at it very hard. By then | just wanted to
get on ny way.
The officer wal ked off. | started up ny truck and we drove away.

Bi scuit gave another honk and | got out of there as quickly as | could while
not going over the speed limt.

VWen | got home | |ooked at the ticket before going inside, then began
| aughi ng. The officer had witten the ticket in Biscuit's name, citing himfor
driving without a license.

| got inside and told the story and showed it to Betty. She | aughed,



too, despite the pain of her dental work. We kept |aughing about the incident
right up until the tine | got a notice in the mail that a person identified as
Bi scuit Dog was due in the courthouse the follow ng week to answer the sunmons
for driving without a license.

The next week, Biscuit and | drove to the county seat so | could take
himto the traffic court. W could have saved our time. They told me no dogs
were allowed in the courthouse. | showed them Biscuit's citation. The guard
said he didn't care what was witten on that paper, no dogs were all owed
i nsi de.

As soon as | returned hone, | wote a nice letter and included a copy
of the citation, explaining the circunstances. |'ve never heard anything about
it since then, but give us tine. Biscuit has been pawi ng at the gearshift
lever lately. If he would ever learn left fromright |I would just give himthe
keys and let himrun the errands. Conme to think of it, maybe we shoul d have
et himdo the driving when Rob and his friend were first trying to nove the
old trailer. He sure couldn't have done any worse!

*Chapt er Ei ght*
*Big Mama Awaits Her Home Site*

One day the foll owi ng week, Rob cane over to borrow sonme tools to fix
our tractor he had borrowed in order to fix our culvert. Renmenber those two
feet deep, two feet wide ruts Big Mama left? That's what he was going to fix.

I don't know whether Rob broke the tractor or it was going to break anyway but
what probably happened is the tractor heard how the job over at Big Mana's

pl ace was going and decided on its own that it didn't want to have anything to
do with the man in charge, Rob, who was still trying to get the site ready for
Big Manma before it rained.

The stunp grinder showed up again. He fool ed around all day with one
stunp then left again. The tree people, missing a week or so, returned to try
rolling sone nore sections of the tree off down the slope. This was after the
dozer finally showed up and parked, presumably intending to get to work sone
day when the cows cone honme. The reason | didn't think it was in a hurry was
that the dozer showed up with a van trailing it with three other nen in it.
The man driving the trailer with the dozer parked it, informed Rob that they
had to go round up sone cattle and they all disappeared.

Rob sure hires some strange peopl e.

* * * %
In the nmeantine, Betty's mouth was feeling better and since Rob and Pat and
Robyn had been living on cold soup and warmtea and uncooked hot dogs for a
week Betty invited themover for fried chicken. That probably sustained them
t hrough the next ordeal

The bul | dozer teamfinally made anot her appearance. After sone mighty
stressing and straining it appeared that the dozer wasn't quite big enough for

the job -- at least so far as one particular sweet gumtree went. After a
nmorni ng's work, the bull dozer gave up and noved on to easier pickings and the
sweet gumstill stands there to this day, scarred but victorious. Wat the

heck, it makes a good shade tree even if it does drop all those little pointy
ball s that prevent you from wal ki ng barefoot around it in the sunmer.

After abandoning the sweet gumto its own devices, the bulldozer noved
on. Alittle while later Pat cane over asking if she could wash cl othes at our
house. A big tree m ght defeat that dozer but by golly it wasn't taking any
lip froma sinple water line. It dug it up and mangl ed about fourteen feet of
line real good and went on its way with valor restored. In fact, it restored
its valor so nuch that a little while |later Pat returned, asking if she could
use our phone. Pat began braidi ng her way through the phone nmenu in hopes of
reaching a real person one day so she could get their phone service restored.
Again. | forgot to nention that when Big Mana mangl ed ny new culvert, it also
mangl ed t he phone |ine, which had only been repaired a day or two before.

Al was quiet for a while but then | heard the dozer going again. |
figured he was trying for the power line so he could claima full sweep, al



i n one day.

Actual ly, the dozer operator waited for three whol e days before com ng
back to get the power line, which he imediately cut, then di sappeared again
for a day, then returned again, obviously operating on sone strange schedul e
not apparent to non-bull dozer people. This resulted in me offering to BBQ a
meal for the Pass family since they hadn't had anything to eat since that
fried chicken except tuna and Kool -Aid and Mbon Pies. And the day before that
| had gotten into trouble of my own.

* * * %
This is not a story, just the way that day went. | was going to spray
herbicide in the norning and so | did. Normally | never do nore than one tank
a day but that norning there was no wind so | decided to do the other tank and
be done with it so | could be free to hel p Rob out of whatever disaster
happened to hi m next.

| got the tank full again and went down to where | had left off, and
intended to raise the full tank up high and began sprayi ng. Somehow | did the
reverse and lowered it to the ground. Odinarily this wouldn't have nade a
difference but this time |I couldn't get the tank to come back up

| figured the hydraulic system had gone out, so | disconnected the tank
(try getting over 400 pounds of tank off a tractor when it's sitting on the
ground) with much grunting and groani ng and sweating, and began driving the
tractor back to the house, intending to unhook the bush hog fromthe big
tractor and take it back to get the tank. About the time | got there
happened to think that if |I just spilled alittle of the herbicide fromthe
tank, maybe it would raise up. Besides, | couldn't bear the thought of
unhooki ng and hooki ng the bush hog back up because it's so heavy.

So, back to the field | went and began to try to rehook the tractor to
the full tank. Since it weighs well over 400 pounds full there was no way to
shift it, thereby necessitating backing the tractor to where the rear arns
would Iine up precisely with the attachments on the tank

After 45 mnutes of backing and forwardi ng and kicking and lifting and
shoving the arns trying to get theminto that last mllimeter of lined up
right, |I finally backed one of the arns into the tank, nmy foot slipped off the
brake and the armtipped the tank conpletely over. O course it was too heavy
for me to get back upright with all that herbicide init, so there was no
other solution but to waste it, which | did.

Hooki ng back up was rel atively easy then, except | was already
exhausted and drenched with sweat. Finally | did get hooked up and took the
tank back to the house. As | was leaving | noticed that | had been on a sl ope
and wondered if that was why the tank woul dn't come up. Al so | wondered why on
earth | hadn't just spilled about a quarter of it in the first place and tried
to make it come back up. Anyway, when | got to the house on |evel ground
filled the tank and it worked fine.

The noral of this story is, | believe, don't get so dern anbitious and
try to spray two tanks a day instead of one |ike you' ve been doing for 15
years. There wasn't any hurry to begin wth.

Before starting to barbecue that hog (well, a hog's worth of ribs
anyway. They were on special and Betty decided to use up all the freezer
space) | decided to finish up the spraying. And now, as rmuch as | hate to
admt it, your stupid farnmer friend found out what was wong with the tractor
The hydraulic lever is next to the seat. The hard plastic edging that goes
around the soft part of the seat and connects it to the metal part had torn in
just the right spot, creating a space. As | leaned to the right, the seat
shifted and the lever fit right into that little space as if it had been
designed for it and therefore wouldn't nove.

| found that out the next norning while | had the mower on. Wile | had
t hat dadgummed tank on, if | had just tried noving it up while | was off the
tractor there wouldn't have been a probl em because sitting on the seat shifted
it just enough to hang up the lever. |I showed it to Betty and she agreed that
I am stupid and nechanically chall enged. Even now, | hate to adnmit what | went



t hrough when | didn't have to! If | had just |looked ... or gotten off the
tractor and tried ... or asked Biscuit to |l ook at the problem...

| barbecued that hog but since ribs were still on special, Betty went
back and bought a couple nore. | really did do a good job on the BBQ though
admttedly with the help of four ounces of Blackjack |I had been saving for a
speci al occasion (and having to BBQ a whole hog qualified, | thought) and it
turned out they were the best ribs I've ever done. W needed them

*Chapt er N ne*
*Bobcats, Tractors And Dozers*

Let's see, where were we? The bull dozer was busy again after nonmentary
pauses fromcutting the tel ephone line and water |ine. Rob was busy running
back and forth to the hardware store for parts for the water line and the
tractor store for parts to keep a huge borrowed tractor running which is was
supposed to save himsone of that $75.00/hour the bulldozer is was costing. So
far Rob had spent several hundred dollars and many hours on the tractor and
hadn't done much but tip over the light pole far enough that it would have to
be reset. By professionals, according to Pat.

Are all the parties and machi nes in place? Ckay, here we go. Rob got
the big borrowed tractor fixed tenporarily and after the bull dozer operator
put in his three-hour day Rob got busy. He used the front end | oader to haul
dirt fromthe hole the bulldozer was digging to bury the wecked trailer in
over to Big Mama's hone site if she ever got there, then used it as a dozer
bl ade, smpothing out the dirt and leveling it for runners to be put into place
for Big Mana.

Rob did a terrific job, and he thought things were fine until the
concrete guys came out and cut the septic line in five places with the Bobcat
(a mniature bulldozer). Fortunately, the line runs downhill at a steep angle
and di sappears into the forest, so they could still operate their facilities
ina mnimal and very careful way. Rob spent nore time running down pipes and
fittings to repair the septic line than he did leveling. But boy, it was
really nice and snooth when he finished. Unfortunately, the concrete guys cane
out and told himthat the dirt he was using fromthe burial ground of the old
trailer wasn't suited and it had to be a base of 60/40 sonething or other and
he had to buy it fromthem

That was no problem since by this tine Rob was very used to spendi ng
| ots of nobney several tines a day while getting noved in, or trying to. He
told me when the noney was gone, that was it and he just hoped it didn't run
out before he got ready for the air-conditioning unit, this being high sumer
by now.

Renmenber the light pole? Rob tilted it al nost over again because the
bul | dozer had covered up the electrical conduits that go in under a trailer
and he was digging them back up. Rob remarked to ne yesterday that he wi shed
he had just hired a few Chinook choppers to bring everything in here because
not only was the trailer nmessed up but our new culvert |ooked as bad as our
old one after all these trailers, trucks, bulldozers and now concrete trucks
had passed over it -- after a week of rain. He also said it was ironic that
all this was happening to a guy who nakes a living selling and pl aci ng nobile
hones.

* * * %
It would seemthat Rob and Pat had al ready had nore problens with Big Mama
than any two humans coul d possi bly conceive of. | kept witing friends and
fam |y about them and they kept witing back and telling ne | was making it up
-- things couldn't possibly keep messing up that badly. They did, though
However, let's take a break from Rob and Pat and Big Mama and zero in on sone
other things that go wong. Like when | go near a tractor, for instance.

*Chapter Ten*

*Cont agi ous Thi ngs*

A good friend of mine who is lazing his life away in blissful



riches-filled retirement anong the sunny beaches of Florida once told ne
(well, nore than once -- a bunches of tines) that one shouldn't get too close
to work because it mght be catching. That theorem proved abundantly correct
one day while Rob and Pat were taking a breather before tackling Big Mana
agai n.

The day started by me having to change out the mower for the spray tank
on Tractor, a task | really detest. Detest is a high-falootin' way of saying
hate to do that job. Howsonever, it has to be done sonetinmes so that norning
girded ny loins, rolled up ny sleeves, spit on ny hands and kissed Betty
goodbye just in case Tractor decided to fight to the death instead of nmerely
whi pping me two falls out of three the way it usually does.

* * * %
The way it nost often goes is that | start off by dropping the nower on ny
foot by accidentally bunping the hydraulic |ever while taking up sone slack in
t he supporting chains so | can get themloose, then straining both gluteuses
and a couple of biceptuses trying to sinultaneously reach back for the |ever
to raise the nower while pounding my fist on the fender, yelling at Tractor to
let go, and at the sane tine cussing it for starting right off in the
feint-shift-and-kill node instead of just putting its dukes up for a fair
fight like it shoul d.

Once | get ny foot |oose | al nobst always pinch the skin on nmy hand with
the wire pliers in enough places so that they look like they belong to a
bar e- knuckl ed boxer, and speaki ng of knuckles, they get barked by wenches and
the PTO (power takeoff) attachnent every dern time because | forget and pul
it too hard while getting it | oose and bunp ny hand on the sharp end of a hose
attachment, thereby causing ne to cuss and drop the end of the PTO sl eeve on
nmy ot her hand. This makes the two hands | ook alike anyway, both bruised and
showi ng the first drops of bl ood.

Next comes untightening the gangs on each side because inplenment makers
don't know enough to make the attachnents all either on one side or the other
of inplements. The nower attaches inside and the sprayer outside. Besides
that, | always tighten the lock nuts too tight on the gangs, then can't
renmenmber which way they turn so | wind up getting them _really_tight before
di scovering |I'mgoing the wong way, but in the neantime ny big pliers have
slipped off the nuts ten dozen tines and every tine ny hand or finger or thunb
or forearmbangs into a projecting part and cuts or punctures or abrades or
brui ses as Tractor proceeds to give nme another |esson in counter-punching and
body bl ows.

Eventually, with the aid of WD 40, hanmer, vise-clanps and a di agram
drawn in ny own bl ood showi ng whi ch way each nut should turn (and don't tel
me about righty-tighty, lefty-1oosey because gang nuts don't always work that
way), | get the gangs | oosened enough so that |I'mready to detach the PTO arns
fromthe nower. This nmeans flipping up the ring of the ring clanp, pulling it
out of its slot then screanm ng bl oody murder as the ring flips back down of
its own accord and catches two fingernails between the ring and the shaft of
the ring cl anp.

A short pause while | heat a paper clip and drill holes in ny
fingernails to let the blood frombeneath them (an old trick | learned in the
arny), then it is tine to unhook the top armof the three point hitch. For
this | use the other hand to handle the ring clanp so that both hands will
mat ch when it destroys the nails on that hand just |ike the other

Now every thing is loose. | count to be sure. Three hitches. Three
| oose. One PTO sl eeve. One | oose. However, if | were renmoving the spray tank
woul d forget to renove the nut and bolt hol ding the chain which prevents the
PTO from wi ndi ng up the hoses, and when |I started up | would drag the tank
behind me for a few yards before it tipped over and told me | was a mechanica
idiot. Fortunately, | was detaching the nower this tine so Tractor didn't say
much, just muttered a little under his breath about all the blood I was
getting on him

Now | go over and back Tractor up in order to attach the spray tank



This involves forgetting to take the gear drive out of rabbit and put it in
turtle and zoom ng backwards at a thousand miles an hour and backing into the
tank, knocking it over and gougi ng out great chunks of turf while trying to
figure out what is going wong.

Once the initial maneuvering is over, the rest of the chore is sinple,
nerely involving lifting one end of the tank with one hand, positioning one of
the side arns of the three-point hitch with the other hand and lining up the
side shaft of the tank with the hole of the side armw th another hand and if
you counted three hands you are perfectly correct, because that's how many it
takes to do that. However, if you reach carefully into the fourth di nension
and don't stay there I ong you can bend space-tine around so that it appears
you have a third hand and then the attachment works with only a bruise and
I ong slash to the forehead where you have been supporting the weight of the
t hree hundred pound tank while using your hands for the lining up job. If
you're real careful there, you can usually come out of it without hitting an
artery and sprayi ng bl ood everywhere and just bleed nornmally fromthe veins
i ke al ways.

Repeat for the other armafter first wapping greasy bandana around
head to keep bl ood fromgetting in eyes and blindi ng you.

Now | ' m al nost finished and barely even feel the ring clanp eat the
fingers of ny left hand again, then turn around and chonp on the fingers of
t he ot her hand because | forgot to put the retaining washer on first when
attaching the top armand have to start over

About this time one of the grandkids will pass by and ask G anny why

Grandpa is saying all those bad words to his tractor and she will tell himor
her that G andpa al ways tal ks that way when he's putting sonething on or
t aki ng sonething off the tractor and the grandkid will go on his way repeating

what | have just said and get ne in a lot of trouble later on with their
parents, but right nowl'malready in trouble so | don't worry about it.

Last but not least is sliding the PTO punp sl eeve over the PTO head on
the tractor, which is naturally buried deep in a dark hole that is too narrow
to fit your hand into in order to press the little button attached to a
spring, which rel eases tension on a retaining pin, so that by the tine you
have it on it also has on all the skin which would normally be residing on
your hand.

Oh yes, | forgot one nore step which is tightening the gang nuts so
tight that | can't get themoff next time even if | could renenber which way
t hey turn.

And normal ly of course | have strained every nmuscle in my back and neck
whi | e bendi ng and stooping and contorting arnms and | egs and spine into
positions which they were never designed for but which they nmust assume in
order to performthe tasks described above so that when all the above is
finally finished one may see Grandpa crawling away fromthe conpleted tasks on
hi s hands and knees, dragging his twisted |inbs and back, |leav