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Joy, Bundle of
was born without the ability to type but
acquired that skill later in life in order
to take part in such highly-respected
professions as novelist, playwright, essayist,
and writer of auto dealership commercials.
As is the case with most newborns, a couple
of people were thoroughly captivated by my
appearance:
“He’s so beautiful!” said my mother.
“He’s a bit prune-ish,” said my father.
“And I’ll bet he can’t type worth a damn.”
They were both calling it as they saw
it.
A local newspaper column called The
Oddity File put it this way: “There were a
dozen births at Madisonville Memorial
Hospital yesterday—eleven girls and one
boy. Now there’s a guy who has the knack
for getting involved with the opposite sex!”
That completely ignores the fact that I had
been intimately involved with the opposite
sex for nine months.

I
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We’re only two minutes into the book
and already some of you are saying, “Please
give me more delightfully sardonic details
about your birth,” while a mere ninety-nine
percent of you are asking, “Where is the
fornication that is blatantly promised in the
title?” I guarantee there will be tales of
copulation in this book, but my feeling is
that we should not, um, get into that until
later in the story. Calm down, we’ll poll it.
All those in favor of waiting, just say “I
respect you and want things to be right and
nice and perfect and nice and full of
niceness.” All those in favor of getting to
the sex immediately, just say “Woof!”
Thanks for voting! Okay: My birth on
the last Thursday of November so
impressed members of Congress that they
declared it a “day of giving thanks,” and
now America makes it a four-day football
weekend. There may be an element of
historical inaccuracy in my description of
certain events, but it is true that I was born
on Thanksgiving Day. As my mom cooed to
me, “We didn’t need to have turkey this
6
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year; we had you.” I retaliated by crying all
night for weeks. One of my relatives, the
one I called Uncle Man, had no sympathy
for my blurry-eyed parents: “If ya can’t get
by on no sleep, ya shoulda used condoms.”
Uncle Man also believed that the physical
setting of a family affected the kids,
referring to our location in Wisconsin.
During Midwest winters, the landscape
became a gigantic meat locker, with
approximately the same charm. The tops of
trees would poke up out of the snow banks,
a sight you could enjoy from any secondstory window. You couldn’t see out of
ground floor windows because each house
was surrounded by ten metric tons of snow
that wanted to get inside so it could freezedry everyone.
During Midwest summers it would
sometimes be ninety degrees with 110%
humidity and yet not raining. This is a
condition called super-saturated air. It
causes a unique form of perspiration,
something similar to mixing library paste,
egg yolks, and pancake syrup.
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During Midwest springs and autumns
there were days that would have been quite
lovely if not for the mosquitoes.

A

mosquito bite is not a big deal aside
from the potential for malaria, yellow
fever, Rift Valley fever, dengue fever, West
Nile virus, and various forms of
encephalitis. In a truly misguided attempt to
call attention to myself, I contracted one of
the forms of encephalitis. There were some
minor complications from this. Semiconsciousness,
scientific
testing,
psychotomimetic manifestations, and so
forth. Sure, it was nothing that your average
teenager doesn’t go through on prom night,
but it was debilitating and more than a little
annoying.
Once I survived the crisis, there was an
ominous entry on my permanent record at
school. One short phrase, “survived
encefalitis” (yup, they spelled it wrong),
meant I could visit the school nurse almost
anytime I mentioned that I “wasn’t feeling
too good.”
8
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What happened between me and the
nurse may have been illegal but it didn’t
shock any parents, teachers, students,
school administrators, or the media because
they didn’t find out about it.
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Ten Least Wanted List

T

he FBI regularly puts out a Ten
Most Wanted list and what terrific
reading it is, let me tell you! Great
fun if you’re looking to kill some time, as
opposed to whatever else you’re looking to
kill. In spite of being written by
bureaucrats, a conversational tone creeps
into some of the descriptions:
 Wanted for arson and rape,
Owens has displayed
bisexual tendencies and
often frequents the
nightclub scene.
 Wanted for burglary and
assault, Robellen is a
mentally-challenged
individual who enjoys knife
and gun shows.
 Wanted for murder,
Petersen loves country
music and is a member of
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several alt-right hate
groups.
The Ten Most Wanted list is like a
dating site but with a litany of heinous
crimes and descriptions of the suspect’s
favorite weapons. You won’t find my name
among the miscreants, or at least not yet,
although I am all too familiar with a
different top ten list.
ntries to the catalog of the world’s Ten
Dreaded Diseases have changed over
the years. Encephalitis made the list in the
1950s. Science didn’t find a cure but they
found ways to prevent mosquitoes from
spreading it, which is the next best thing.
And while most people manage to avoid the
malady, I got the damn disease anyway.
“So, what’s the deal with this
encephalitis thing?” I hear some of you ask.
Encephalitis assaults the central
nervous system. If you’re lucky, the effect
can be mild, like having the flu. But it can
also create inflammation of the brain. In

E
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technical terms, that means your noggin
organ won’t fit inside your skull bone. With
enough expansion, you start to have a few
teeny-tiny issues like seizures and coma
followed by death and pain. Well, the order
may be wrong there, but I have an excuse
for getting things mixed up: there’s this
strange pressure on my brain. By the way,
the malady is pronounced en-seff-uh-LITEiss in case you want to annoy your friends
by telling them about some of this.

H

ealthcare costs money. Sometimes
very large gobs of it. So my parents
would be put through the wringer from a
big, bad, dreaded disease, wouldn’t you
think? Normally, yes. Except for something
that happened not long after I was born.
“That’s a mighty fine looking little girl
you got there, ma’am.”
“Boy.”
“Excuse me?”
“It’s a boy.”
“Of course he is, and mighty fine
looking!”
12
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“Thank you.”
“Sure. Congrats to you, new mom!
Way to go there, new dad!”
“Thanks,” my dad said. “And you
are…?”
“Lindstrom’s
the
name.
Hank
Lindstrom. Are you good folks giving your
newborn adequate protection?”
“Protection?”
“You bet! I’m from State Life Mutual
and I’m here to tell you that this mighty fine
organization has exactly the insurance
policy you need for the miracle of lifelong
security.”
“I see, but—”
“Now this soo-perb policy will protect
little Junior here while it builds up funds for
him to use to go to college. Or buy a hot
rod! Heh-heh, just kidding, folks.
Just…kidding. Uh, I’m sure that people like
you, living like you do, must be very, uh,
moral. Which is why I’m going to throw in
the Ten Dreaded Diseases Clause.”
“The what?”
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“If your little guy gets any of the
world’s ten most dreaded diseases,
absolutely everything is paid for.
Physicians,
consultants,
assistants,
radiologists, an’ private nurses ‘round the
clock. The best of everything. Why, he’ll
get so much care you’ll think about getting
the plague right along with him!”
“The plague?”
“Or Rocky Mountain Spotted Fever.
Or any of eight other examples of horrific
malady, affliction, contagion or lifeabsorbing disorder.”
“You know,” my dad mused, “you
hardly ever hear about the plague nowadays
unless you read Camus.”
“Cam-who?”
“Nothing. Let’s look at the cost of the
policy.”
“Absolutely. And remember,” said
salesman Lindstrom, “the Ten Dreaded
Diseases Clause is absolutely free.”
My parents took out a policy. A few
years later, when I shattered the local record
for non-stop shrieking, my parents began a
14
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seemingly never-ending succession of trips
to doctors. Wise old doctors, fresh-faced
younger doctors, specialists, generalists,
and on and on.
“Mumps” was one of their findings.
“And, um, encephalitis,” they said with that
hushed tone doctors use when they would
really rather be playing golf. Nobody was
happy about the diagnosis. Not me. Not my
family. And not the insurance company,
which was on the hook for the expenditures
while everyone waited for me to die.
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Dreadful Cousin Betty

M

y cousin Betty was one of
several children brought to a
“pre-wake” at my parent’s
house. I never much cared for cousin Betty.
Her presentation, which I learned about
later, did not do anything to alter my view
of her. Holding a book that was almost as
big as she was, she marched to the center of
the living room with a resolute look on her
face.
“This is a doctor book that my daddy
has,” she said solemnly with her lisp pretty
much under control. She managed to open
the tome without hitting herself in the face
with the cover and began reading as if the
words were truly important to her, like
instructions on the care and feeding of a
Barbie Doll.
“Encephalitis,” she said portentously.
(The drama of this was somewhat undercut
by the squeaky tone of her voice.) “May be
a virus carried by an insect,” she read. “Or a
condition of influenza, measles, mumps,
16
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smallpox, or other diseases. May affect
horses, wild animals, and humans.” Her
wide eyes were very cute as she added,
“Often fatal.”
“Oouh!” said my grandmother.
“Uhhhn,” said my grandfather. “Aaack,”
said my other grandmother. Those sounds
are the WASP equivalent of “Oy.”

W

hat followed was an uncomfortable
silence. Actually, that doesn’t really
go far enough. In the history of family
gatherings, this must have been one of the
top five awkward pauses, with the air full of
unresolved issues and the atmosphere dense
with unrequited hope. A silence so thick
you could scoop up sections of it with a
gravy ladle. On it went, everyone immobile
as if posing for a Christmas card photo,
with the pressure building up on everyone’s
psyche and people began feeling hot and
sticky. It was unbearable! Until this helpful
bit of wisdom from Harry Morton, my
parents’ next-door neighbor:
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“So yer boy’s got that in-sep-a-lightness?” he said, as if he was auditioning for a
part in a revival of Oklahoma! at the
Murfreesboro Community Theater. “Yup,
that shore is tough,” Harry said. He often
put a rise at the end of his sentences,
making them seem like questions with no
possible answer. “Friend of mine’s a
rancher? His horses got the Big E an’ those
critters started to walkin’ ‘round in circles?
All these big ol’ horses just walkin’ ‘round
and ‘round, the circles just gettin’ smaller
‘n’ smaller ‘n’ smaller?” He lowered the
volume on the final phrase until the last
“smaller” was just a whisper. Back at full
volume, he added, “And then they just
plumb up ‘n’ died.”
“No!” said my mom.
“And ladies and gents, lemme tell ya,
dead horses ain’t a purty sight.” He nodded
and added, “Or smell.”
“Oouh!” said my grandmother.
“Uhhhn,” said my grandfather. “Aaack,”
said my other grandmother.
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“Now, there’s just one thing we all
need to know,” Harry said. He took a sip of
Granny Pearl’s lemonade, cleared his throat,
and asked, “Is yer boy walkin’ in circles
yet?”

T

he encephalitis did not kill me but
there were times I wish it had, like
during the torture, which is what the
healthcare community calls a “procedure.”
In this case, it was a spinal puncture,
commonly known as a spinal tap. Let’s
once again have cute little buck-toothed
Betty recite from one of her daddy’s
medical books:
“Spinal Puncture,” she read aloud,
pausing as if waiting for the sound of her
voice to echo back to her. “The spinal
cavity is penetrated with a needle to extract
fluid for diagnostic purposes,” she added.
“So it’s like a shot?” asked Aunt Sue.
“Yes, but with a bigger needle.”
Oh man, needles. Look, I don’t know
about you, but needles are not my thing. So

19
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let’s just skip over this part and move on
to—
“A much, much bigger needle,” little
cousin Betty explained.
Okay, that’s enough of the needle
thing. Let’s turn our attention to—
“Because the needle has got to go
through the skin, the fat, the muscle, the
gristle, and into the bones of the spine.
Imagine how long and strong it has to be.
Yes, that is one big needle.”
You know what, Betty? You can stop
now and—
“The procedure may remove spinal
fluid in order to inject other fluids such as
radio-opaque substances. Failure of the
procedure might lead to inadvertent
paralysis of vital centers of the brain. In
addition, the needle—”
Hey, Betty, shut the hell up!
didn’t see cousin Betty’s parlor
presentation since I was across town in
the hospital screaming my head off. People
asked the staff about the shrieking: “What

I

20

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

are you doing to that little boy?” and “Are
you showing someone their hospital bill?”
and “Stop hurting those poor helpless little
puppies!” and that sort of thing.
The hospital administrators didn’t want
to give an accurate answer, which would
have been “We’re brutalizing an annoying
kid who is putting his insurance company
through economic hardship.” This was
perhaps the first time in history that an
insurance company had to pay off on the
Ten Dreaded Diseases clause. I really did
have everything the salesman had promised:
Healthcare teams galore, with many
official-looking officials for consultations,
testing, analysis, and bedside hand-holding.
Plus, there were professional dreamcatchers, a keening choir of hermaphrodites
out in the hallway, and a squadron of
dancing pink wombats. (It is possible some
hallucinations may have taken place.)
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Onward and Sideward

I

nside my body, the disease was under
attack. One cell became fortified with
protein or kelp mulch or whatever it
was they were feeding me, and that cell
became as powerful as Popeye when he
scarfed some spinach. The Popeye cell
encouraged a cadre of other cells to eat
from the same stuff and they formed a posse
that began pushing back against the
encephalitis. Nearby organisms said, “Hey
guys, can we join up to fight the oppression
of the horse disease cells?”
“Sure, come eat this magic potion and
let’s go kick some ass.”
Then one mob of microbes wiped out
another.
No one knew why my body began
rejecting the disease, but to the intense
relief of my parents and the insurance
company, eventually the day came when all
the dark swirling mist parted and I opened
my eyes to see a nurse looking at me in
astonishment.
22
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“You are here!” she said.
“Your observation is correct,” I
replied. Note: it probably came out closer
to, “Yrorr obsvahshun skoract.”
But I was back among the living and
soon they wheeled me out of the hospital
and took me home. Home, with the
bathroom down the hall where it belonged
rather than right there in the bed with me.
Slowly, I got better. Whereupon I was
rewarded with:
1. Big hugs from mom. (“You are
here!” she said)
2. A firm handshake from dad.
3. Get Well Soon cards from relatives.
4. Glad You Didn’t Die card from
childhood chum Pete.
5. Re-enrollment in school.
Sigh. School could be interesting, in an
Inquisition sort of way. But things were
ever-so-much more intense for me now...
“C’mon everybody, let’s use the
weakling for a punching bag!”
23
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Have you ever noticed that many of the
most odious people in the world resort to
muscular action instead of mental? You
never hear “C’mon everybody, let’s use the
weakling as the subject of scatological
Elizabethan sonnets!”
Using any kind of intellectual humor
on cretins only makes them madder. For it
is a law of the schoolyard that beasts must
attack what they do not understand.

T

hings were never the same after my
return
to
Indoctrination
Camp
#101376, otherwise known as Creosote
Creek Elementary School. Before the
hospitalization, handling the Neanderthals
in my class was a matter of direct action,
but now it was necessary to get others to
help.
“John Scott,” said one of my teachers,
“I have a report that you tied Danny
Mattonsen to the flagpole.”
“That’s not true.”
“The custodian says they’re cutting
him down even as we speak.”
24
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“He’s not tied to the flagpole. He’s
trapped in a big wad of electrical tape. I bet
him that he couldn’t run through it. He lost.
Friction helped me win the bet. As you
remember, friction was our science class
subject last week.”
“Never mind that! Basically, you
tricked him into getting stuck in the tape
and then you ran him to the top of the
pole?”
“Well, a lot of people were pulling on
the flagpole rope. I may have shouted some
encouragement.”
“No matter how many students you
egged on, whatever caused you to do such a
thing?”
“Because he’s a bully.”
“That has been dealt with.”
“Not very well.”
“Young man, I said that issue has been
dealt with!”
“And I said ‘Not very well’.”
“That is not for you to judge!”
“Look, the guy keeps trying to bite
Shirley Pelock’s foot off.”
25
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“What? Oh, I am sure that just isn’t
true.”
“You haven’t noticed how she’s
always limping?”
“Now you listen to me, young man.
You have to learn that two wrongs don’t
make a right.”
“What do three wrongs make?”
And so on. I was often in trouble with
the dim-witted instructors. The smart
teachers didn’t bother me and I didn’t
bother them. Anybody who could stand in
front of the class and keep us interested was
okay in my book. The teachers who were
just going through the motions received my
contempt and were made to suffer my
wrath. It felt great to overhear students
talking amongst themselves and saying
things like “John Scott got Miss Pruneface
to turn bright red!” or “JSG made Mr.
Dumpwad’s toupee fall off!” (Note: some
names have been changed.)
But enough of this folderol. We are
now leaving “JSG: The Early Years,” and
anyone who feels they must delve into this
26

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

topic can read the remarkably similar
adventures in Leo Tolstoy’s War and
Peace. My counterpart would probably be
Lise Bolkonskaya but without the whole
dying during childbirth thing.



27

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

Open Wide and Say Ahhh

T

he middle school nurse dressed in
street clothes. Often rather stylish
clothes, which was great because
she was very attractive. This gave the
phrase “going to the nurse’s office” a whole
new meaning for several of us. We started
calling this activity extracurricular health
class participation but the acronym EHCP,
“ehk-puh,” was painful. Another suggestion
was playaround excitement with healthcare
professional but “pee-whip” caused an
element of confusion. We finally ended up
with NOPE: nurse’s office play encounter.
The acronym was important in case we
were overheard by the teachers.
It was necessary to come up with
plausible reasons for a trip to the health
station. We began plotting out the best
symptoms to fake. “Best” meaning those
that would result in the most physical
involvement with the nurse.
“She felt my wrist,” one said guy about
his visit. “She put her hand on my
28
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forehead,” said another. “She made me
unbutton my shirt,” said a third, and so on.
It was my turn. I was silent. “What did she
do to you?” one of them asked me.
I didn’t have the heart to tell them.
eing sent to the nurse’s office meant
skipping class but it turned out to be
very educational. For example, until my
sessions with the nurse, there was virtually
nothing I knew about lingerie. Are you
aware of how many kinds of panties there
are? Briefs, bikinis, thongs and hipsters.
String bikinis, string thongs, double string
bikinis, double string thongs. Side-tie
thongs, side-tie bikinis, triangle string
thongs. Opaque or sheer in cotton, Lycra,
marl, microfiber, spandex. Panne, pique,
polyamide, polyester, Embroidered, scallop,
eyelet, jacquard.
The nurse showed me photographs of
lingerie-clad women. She would also model
her lingerie for me. If you know anything
about boys who have reached adolescence,
you’ll know this is not a complaint. I

B
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actually began looking forward to school. In
fact, that semester often seemed very brief.
The nurse (let’s not use names but her
initials were Nancy Johnston) was a bit of a
show-off once she determined there was
nothing wrong with me other than raging
hormones. “Do you like the way this skirt
looks?” she would ask me just after taking
my pulse. “Yes, Nurse Nancy,” I would
reply. Which was not the name she wanted
to be called. Which meant I needed to be
punished.
“That’s not how Mistress Chantal is to
be addressed,” she said with a kind of halfsmirk on her face. “Take off your shirt.” I
did so. “Take off your pants.” I did so.
“Open wide and say ahhh.” I did so.
She put a tongue depressor in my
mouth, stepped back to assess her victim,
and then went to work. She moved slowly,
sensually, in an undulation that I later
learned is called bump-and-grind. “Do you
like how this skirt slides up my legs?” I
nodded. “Answer me.”
“Yeff, Miffstrff Chantle,” I said.
30
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She removed the tongue depressor.
“Keep your mouth open.” I did so. She
reached over and took a lollipop from a
glass bowl on the desk, peeled off the
cellophane wrapper, and put it in my mouth.
Then she began a more interesting act of
peeling.
She continued swaying her body in
front of me, but was tantalizingly just out of
reach. Not that I knew exactly how to touch
her if she had been closer. Should I be fast,
slow, firm, gentle? Maybe a combination
would be best, but in what order? Quite
frankly, I was eager for her guidance and
input.
Very slowly, she unbuttoned her
blouse. (She! Unbuttoned! Her! Blouse!)
Leaving the top on but deliciously open, she
kept gently swinging her body as if dancing
to a rhythm playing in her head. She
stepped forward and lightly brushed her
hands across my neck, ears, head, and face.
“Um. . . .”
“Not yet,” she said, smiling. She took a
step back and ran her fingers through her
31

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

hair. Then she took off her top. (She! Took!
Off! Her! Top!) Never has a woman had a
more fascinated audience.
Once again, she played with her hair,
then brought her hands down by sliding
them over her body from the nape of her
neck to her hips, then moved them around
behind her waist. Seconds later came the
unmistakable sound of a zipper. She turned
to the side and slowly wiggled out of her
skirt, which she let slide down her legs. The
fabric made a soft whrrrr against her
stockings. (Ohmygodohmygodohmygod!)
Keeping her left leg straight, she
stepped out of the skirt with her right leg
and then transferred her weight to it so she
could kick her skirt up in the air with her
left foot. It was at that moment that I began
to appreciate the design of certain styles of
women’s shoes.
Are you aware of how many kinds of
high heels there are? Pumps, platforms,
peep toes, boots, ankle straps, stilettos,
wedges, t-straps, and something called
slingbacks.
32
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What? Oh, right. Nurse Nancy. Oops,
wrong name. Mistress Chantal. Man, things
are just a bit too distracting at the moment.
So okay: Skirt, off. Blouse, off. But she
kept on her bra and panties. “Next time,
perhaps you’ll be a good boy and you will
be rewarded.” Somehow, she just knew
there would be a next time.
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Beautiful Downtown Nada

W

hen my dad decided to pack up
and move from Wisconsin, my
mom and I tagged along, which
is how we found ourselves in the Pacific
Northwest in an area called Parts Unknown.
Okay, it probably had a name. And more
likely than not it was a Native American
name. In Washington State were such
mighty tribes as the Cayuse, Kwalhioqua,
Nooksack,
Umatilla,
Walla
Walla,
Snoqualmie, and Puyallup, among many
others with equally colorful designations.
Quite a few of these names became attached
to cities and mountains and canyons and
valleys, so naturally, the powers-that-be
called this new place... Richland.
Q: Richland? Was the land rich?
A: Nope.
Q: Well, then why—?
A: Dunno.
One friend of mine heard my research on
the derivation of the town’s name and
claimed, “That’s what white people do.”
34
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“Well,” I replied, “it’s what a Chamber
of Commerce would do.”
“That’s what I said.”

T

he government decided to let the
military construct a town and this
project began with a group of Army
Engineers, each of them stalwart, brave, and
true. We now join two of them as they
trudge to the top of a knoll, where they halt
and look out over the lovely natural vista...
“Sergeant!” barks the Lieutenant.
“Sir?” replies the Sergeant.
“Do you remember the Colonel’s
instructions, Sergeant?”
“Yes, Sir!”
There is an awkward pause and then
the Lieutenant asks, “And, um, what exactly
were those instructions, Sergeant?”
“We are to determine where to build
the bomb factory, Sir!”
“It is not to be called a bomb factory,
Sergeant.”
“Yes, Sir. Our orders are to build the
town on one side of the river and build the
35
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bomb— I mean the facility on the other
side, Sir!”
“Uh, yes. That is correct, Sergeant.
Very good.”
There is another awkward pause. The
sun shines, the birds chirp, the breezes
breeze. The Lieutenant has nothing to say.
“Sir?” inquires the Sergeant.
“Yes, Sergeant?”
“Which side of the river gets the town,
Sir?”
“Well, Sergeant, what difference does
it make?”
“Begging the Lieutenant’s pardon, Sir,
but if I had to live here, I’d want the wind to
blow across the town and toward the
facility, not the other way around. Sir.”
“Um, the wind blowing across the
town and toward the facility...” There is
another awkward pause as the Lieutenant
tries to figure this out.
“Uh, Sir?” the Sergeant said. “If the
town is downwind from the facility, then
the wind would blow that radiation across

36
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the town, whereas if the town is here and
the facility is downwind from the town...”
“Yes... Yes, I see your point. Excellent
observation, Sergeant.”
“Thank you, Sir.”
“Well then, Sergeant, your duty is
clear.”
“Sir?”
“Find out which way the wind blows.”
“Wouldn’t that be a politician’s job,
Sir?”
“Watch your tongue, Sergeant.”
“Sorry, Lieutenant.”
“Now, Sergeant, using every scientific
methodology known to the Army Corps of
Engineers, determine the direction of the
wind!”
At which point the good Sergeant
sticks his right index finger in his mouth to
moisten it and then holds it up above his
head.
Available data on the prevailing winds
showed them blowing from the West,
across the plain, over the river, and to the
flatlands on the Eastern bank. But when the
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good Sergeant made his scientific
calculations, the wind just happened to be
swirling in the opposite direction. So the
city began to be built in the wrong place.
Hordes of workers came with their
bulldozers and excavators and cranes and
backhoes and Zambonis. Wait, not that last
one. But there were graders, loaders,
forklifts, and trucks. Lots of them: dump
trucks, supply trucks, pick-up trucks, and
cement mixers.
As a kid, I loved cement mixers, those
big, rumbling behemoths with the huge,
bloated rotating containers shaped like a
sideways teardrop. Constructing the city
and the facility required lots of cement
mixers, all spinning their load of concrete
inside until the construction crews let it
slide down the sluice where it would
waddle in and around the rebar to form a
foundation, a sidewalk, a schoolyard, a
parking lot.
Platoons of men scurried and swarmed
and slogged this way and that, every one of
them armed with shovels and hammers and
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saws and ladders and pickaxes and pliers
and screwdrivers and wrenches and drills
and battery testers and nose hair trimmers
and perfume atomizers and other nifty-keen
construction stuff.

O

n one side of the river, a industrial
plant with laboratories, scientists in
lab coats, containment towers, buildings
with metal-lined walls, and innocuouslooking cooling pools (“NOT FOR
SWIMMING!” screamed the signs). All of
it located safely behind plenty of electrified
chain-link fencing topped with bristling
barbed wire. And the whole kit-andcaboodle patrolled by armed soldiers
twenty-four hours a day.
On the other side of the river, a town.
With houses and schools and churches and
shops and grocery stores. All carefully
situated in the path of the prevailing winds.
The wafting gentle drafts, the warm
zesty zephyrs, and the swirling stormy
gusts, always sweeping and swooping down
from the nearby mountains, moving over
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each of the nuclear reactor towers and
across the river and out over the houses and
schools and churches and shops and grocery
stores of Beautiful Downtown Nowhere.
Not that there’s anything to worry about. I
have it on the highest authority (some
maintenance guy) that there is “little or no
problem with radiation leakage or outflow
or discharge or anything like that.”
And besides, this nuclear research
facility, which is only utilized for pure
research, has been constructed to exact
specifications using the finest-grade
industrial-strength concrete, steel, and lead.
A lot of lead. Oh my oh my, tons of lead.
“So all you local residents can rest easy on
the job or in the home,” stated one official,
“because you can be safe in the knowledge
that your government is looking out for
your security and well-being.”
Although some people thought it was
strange that maps of the city were in the
form of x-rays.
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In Security

S

pooky. That’s what it feels like to
move into a town that hadn’t existed
until the government put it there. For
one thing, the entire place was aggressively
utilitarian. The total lack of any design
sensibility did not seem to bother most adult
males in the community because engineers,
even computer engineers, tend to be a nofrills bunch of folks. Example: if an
engineer enters his house and wants to hang
up his coat, he’ll drill a hole in the wall and
screw in a bolt-hook to avoid having to
walk two steps to the hall closet.
But every now and then, someone who
had once enjoyed an art museum would
come to town and they would be visually
assaulted by some aspects of the place, like
the regimented arrangement of the boxshaped buildings. Or the paint...
“Excuse me, soldier, are you
supervising this paint crew?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“What is that shade of green?”
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“You are looking at a prime example
of official, U.S. military camouflage green
paint, Sir.”
“Well, ‘yuck green’ is more like it.
And it looks like it’s everywhere!”
“The insides of the buildings are
painted camouflage brown, Sir.”
“You know, if any color makes sense
for this town, it would be the blue of the
Cerenkov glow.”
“What did you say?”
“Oh, I’m sorry, soldier. Let me
explain. It’s an intense and rather eerie
liquid blue that’s found at the bottom of a
nuclear-reactor pool. Like the ones over on
the other side of the plant.”
“Get him!”
“Wait, what are you—?
“Get the cuffs on him!”
“What is this? You have no right to—”
“Sit down and keep still.”
“You can’t do this to me! I—”
“That’s enough out of you!”
“But I—”
“Quiet!”
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“But—”
“QUIET! Just shut your mouth and the
sergeant will explain it to you.”
“Executive Order Alpha Zebra means
it is our duty to question any suspicious
activity in or around the facility.”
“Suspicious activity?”
“So you admit it.”
“What? I don’t admit anything!”
“They all say that. At first.”
“I— I don’t understand.”
“They all say that, too. Now, we’re
going to ask you a few questions and you
are going to give us the answers we want!”
“But what— ?”
“Quiet!”
“How can I answer if— ?”
“QUIET! Just answer our questions.
Now, what is it that you find so wrong with
the color green?”
“Well, in this case, the quantity of it...”
“So you think you know better than the
entire United States Army when it comes to
paint.”
“No, I—”
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“Are you qualified to judge how much
of a particular kind of paint is used on U.S.
government property?”
“Look, I—”
“Who else is in on this with you?”
“In on what?”
“That’s one of the things we’re going
to find out. We are not in security for
nothing, bright boy.”
“In security?”
“That’s correct. We are in security.
You have a problem with that?”
“No, I’m feeling a lot of insecurity
right now. And these handcuffs hurt.”
“Are you a design consultant?”
“No...”
“Or one of those interior decorators?”
“No. Well, I was always good at art.”
“Limp-wrist?”
“What?”
“A pansy. A fairy. Are you a fag?”
“No, but what does tha—?”
“Have you ever given support to any
group dedicated to the overthrow of the
United States of America?”
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“No. Jesus, this is absurd.”
“Do you often take the Lord’s name in
vain?”
“None of your God damn business.”
“We get the feeling you’re not happy
here.”
“Not at the moment!”
“You know, so far, not much has
happened to you.”
“I’m handcuffed to a chair!”
“Have any of us hit you yet?”
“Hit me?”
“Or attached any electrodes?”
“What?!”
“I have no wish to hurt you. The others
do.”
“Others?”
“The ones who are watching this.”
“Watching?”
“And recording.”
“Recording?”
“I gain no pleasure from causing you
any pain. But the others would. They want
to take you into Cell Seven. That’s
soundproofed. They would like to see that.”
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“Cell Seven?”
“Oh, I remember the last time. The
mess they made.”
“The mess?”
“But we got it cleaned up. You might
not even notice when you’re dragged in
there, kicking and screaming.”
“Look, I just—”
“No charges were ever filed on that
one. The way some of them do it, there
aren’t any body parts left.”
“I don’t know what you want!”
“We want the facts, bright boy! The
facts!”
“The facts about what?”
“That is exactly what we are here to
find out!”

E

very adult in Richland had a security
clearance. The scientists, the teachers,
the guys driving the ice cream wagons, the
police, the sanitation workers, the grocery
clerks, the pastors, the people at the
bowling alley, the waitresses, the
shopkeepers—everyone.
46

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

It made the city very safe but very dull.
I’m not saying that the good people of
Richland were similar to the pod people
from Invasion of the Body Snatchers. No,
I’m saying they were exactly like the pod
people from Invasion of the Body
Snatchers.
At the drop of a hat there could be a
display of mistrust-on-the-march as people
worried about revealing, well, just about
anything . . .
“Hello, Alice. How are you today?”
“Why? Who wants to know? I have no
comment. What makes you ask me that?”
“No reason! What’s wrong?”
“Nothing! I don’t want to talk about
it.”
“Me either. Just forget it.”
“I will.”
“Okay.”
“Okay.”
“Fine.”
“Fine!”
Richland was the very definition of a
“company town.” There were no protest
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marches. In conversations with people in
TOW (the outside world), there was a gungho attitude, as in “We’re all so very happy
here. Really!” Sure. We were all just
pleased as punch to be living in a town with
the Atomic Dry Cleaners on Nuclear
Avenue and the Nuclear Market on Atom
Street. Not to mention the Proton Café,
Nuclear Nursery, Neutron Beauty Salon,
AtomiCar Repair, AtomiCat&Dog Hospital,
Atomic Elementary School, and so on.
A lot of people came down with strong
cases of Paranoid Pneumonia and let
everyone know about it: “Not only do we
love it here, we believe Congressman
Snerchbottom makes some very good points
about watching out for Communist
encroachment in our schools and in our
government and in our American
entertainment industry.” Which is the same
attitude that helped foster the House UnAmerican Activities Committee. And it’s
not far from there to “my country, right or
wrong” and a lot of officials asking you,
“May I see your papers, please?”
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By the way, please don’t become
paranoid that government agents are
monitoring
what
you’re
reading.
(Government agents are monitoring what
you’re reading.) And please don’t get all
paranoid that government agents are
checking the data you glean from websites.
(Governmental agents are checking the data
you glean from websites.)
See? You’re not paranoid. Besides, all
of this vigilance is for your protection.
Since there is so much that is unknown
about the universe, the government feels
you need to be prepared for the cultural
shock that affects the general population
when some previously hidden knowledge is
exposed. Or democracy is destroyed. Little
things like that.
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Mr. Radioactivity

T

he amount of plutonium produced at
the facility each day was so secret
that eleventeen different security
clearances were required to be in the same
room with the data. Despite that, some of
the information could be discovered with
just a little browsing through the reference
section of the Richland Public Library...
Towering over our heads are shelves
full of unpublished thesis papers and
doctoral dissertations, plus oodles of notes
for symposia, presentations, speeches, grant
applications, and a grocery-shopping list.
Okay, that last one was mine.
In one of the research papers was a
formula for determining the daily plutonium
production at the facility. The only piece of
information you needed was the
temperature of the river water near the
plant’s drainage pipe. Wait, what was that
last part? The plant’s drainage pipe? Yes,
you read that correctly: the nuclear plant
poured some of its waste water directly into
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the river. Oh, but don’t worry, because…
“There is absolutely no problem with
radiation leakage or seepage or anything
like that. Of that you can be absolutely
certain. And remember, kids: Mr.
Radioactivity is your friend.”
Still, quite a few residents thought it
was peculiar that you couldn’t go night
fishing on that part of the river. Not because
it was patrolled by boats full of sternlooking men with machine guns, which it
was, but because the glow in the water
scared the fish. Just before killing them.

N

o one was ever supposed to divulge
the number of core rods in the
reactors. This was Classified Information,
Eyes Only, Burn After Reading type of
stuff. Hell, burn before reading. One day,
my dad’s boss and his wife were over at our
house with a few other folks from The
Plant, as they called the bomb factory. I
mean the facility. The boss’s daughter was
getting married soon and so the adults were
having an informal get-together to help put
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addresses and stamps on the wedding
invitations. At one point, my dad looked up
from the return address stickers and told his
boss, “Your home address is the same as the
number of core rods.”
The man’s face went as white as a new
pair of cotton granny panties. You could
almost see the gears grinding away in his
head while the sweat glands started working
overtime. “Ohmygodohmygod,” he thought.
“Am I exposing a Top Secret secret?”

A

nother Top Secret secret was the
number of reactors at the plant. This is
the stupidest thing I ever heard. Let us
pause for a moment to name the World’s
Most Recognizable Pieces of Architecture:
the Eiffel Tower, the Taj Mahal, the Great
Pyramids of Giza, and the Andy Gump
portable toilet. Oh, and a nuclear reactor
containment tower.
Anyone flying into the Tri-Cities
Semi-International Airport (slogan: “No
concourse more ugly”) could look down
and see the containment structures, and, if
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one were so inclined, count them, but you
were not allowed to say how many there
were. In fact, you would often hear airplane
passengers comment, “Wow, what a great
view of a certain undisclosed number of
containment towers.”
The buses that took workers to and
from Reactors A, B, C, and D were named
Bus A, Bus B, Bus C, and Bus D. So even if
a spy had failed to notice the towers when
flying into town...
SPY: Excuse please, finding number
“E” bus am looking for?
GUY: Uh, there is no “E” bus, pal. We
only got A through D.
SPY: Am thanking you with your
helpingness. (To himself) Bus A, B, C, D...
Is good. Is having five reactor towers!

R

ecitation was not a favorite pastime for
the sons and daughters of the worker
drones in Richland so schoolteachers could
use it as a method of torturing their pupils.
“All right, people, get out your books,”
the teacher said. Her words were greeted by
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an off-key chorus of groans. “Let’s see,”
she continued, “who’s turn is it to read
aloud to the room. Okay, Bobby, begin with
the story on page twenty-four.”
“Yes, Miss Quirksbarb. ‘The Boy on
the Back Porch. One summer after,
afternoon, a small boy was won... wond...”
“Wondering.”
“Wondering... was wondering what to
do. ‘Oh!’ he thought. ‘I wonder what to do.
Oh, oh, I wonder what to do this summer
afternoon. Oh, oh, how I wonder,’ he said.”
“That’s fine, Bobby. Next is... John
Scott.”
There was a pause because I was
reading some material that was more
advanced than those incredibly imbecilic
stories that wanted you to believe that
someone ever said anything remotely
resembling “Oh, oh, how I wonder.”
“John Scott!”
“Sorry?”
“I am certain that the class would be
interested in hearing what was occupying
you this time. Please do share it with us.”
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“Oh, oh, how I wonder if that’s a good
idea,” I said. “But no, I don’t think so.”
“What?”
“I’m sorry. I said ‘No, I don’t think
so.’“ I said it just a bit louder than.
“We heard you. We are all waiting to
discover just what it is you find so
fascinating.”
“Well, okay, but do you remember the
last time I told you what I was thinking?
About finding the formula for the plutonium
production?”
“Yes, but—“
“And then someone in the class finked
about it.”
“There is no need to—“
“I won’t say who it was—Martin
Stasserback—but
after
the
rat-fink
chickenship tattletail whining lowlife—
Martin Stasserback—squealed about it there
were FBI agents who came and interrupted
us right in the middle of the spelling bee.”
“Well, yes, that’s correct, but—“
“And then one of them told us we
dasn’t talk about that formula, even though
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there’s no such word as ‘dasn’t.’ And then
they went away. But that book with the
formula is still in the library. I saw it there
yesterday. Is that an example of how adults
behave?”
“Now don’t get smart with me, young
man.”
“So dumb is better?”
“That will be enough of that! Read
from your book this instant!”
“Okay. ‘The nearby rain and the
distant thunder were a symphonic
framework to our lovemaking. She arched
her back and slid up her skirt.’”
“What on earth…?”
“‘She uncrossed her legs and her
nylons made a sweet singing sound. Her
hands went to her breasts and—’”
“What is that you’re reading?!”
“It’s called Passion’s Desire. It’s
pretty good. Listen: ‘Her hands went to her
breasts and she began caressing her
generous mounds of—’”
“John Scott!!!”
“What?”
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“Bring that book to me this instant!”
“I’m not finished reading it yet.”
“Bring it here!!!”
“You want to read it when I’m done?”
“You will go to the principal’s office
at once!”
“He wants to read it?”
“Out!!!”
I got to know the Principal and the
Boy’s Vice Principal of every school I ever
attended. Not quite certain why.
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Playing in the Poison

M

y dad was on the phone. He
wasn’t speaking on the phone as
much as he was listening on the
telephone and it seemed like it was very
serious listening. Which was scary to me. It
was scary because this very serious
listening was all about me.
“I see,” said my dad into the phone.
There was a long pause. From my
standpoint, it was an ominous pause. “I
see,” he said again. There was another long
break in the action. My mom and I were
trying not to make any noise, hoping we’d
be able to catch some of what the person on
the other end of the line was saying.
“My thoughts?” asked my dad, his
voice sounding too loud in the room,
although he was speaking in a normal tone
of voice. “Well, what you’re saying is not
entirely surprising.” Pause. “That’s right,”
my dad said, “because we’ve heard this
before.” Pause. “Yes, at other schools. And
bible study class. And Indian Guides. And
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the Cub Scouts. And the Boy Scouts. And
Little League. You are making a fairly
common observation, I’m afraid.”
Short torturous pause.
“Um-hm, for the boy’s future. I agree.”
Long torturous pause.
“I agree with that as well.”
Frighteningly long torturous pause.
“You can rest assured I will do so.”
Pause.
“Not at all. You have a good rest of the
evening, too.”
He hung up the phone.
We endured yet another hiatus. The
seconds dripped by like, well, like
something taking a long time to drip.
“So?” asked my mom.
“Yeah, so?” I thought to myself. But I
kept silent. It didn’t seem like the right time
for me to be saying anything.
“Well, young man,” said my dad, “it
appears that the IQ test you took a few years
ago has once again come back to haunt
you.”
“Uh-oh,” I thought.
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“That was the Boys Vice Principal
and it seems that you are, and you know
what I am about to say...”
We all did. And so we all said it
together:
“Not living up to your potential!”
We all laughed. Except my mom and
dad.
“This is serious,” he said.
Uh-oh. How serious? Serious as in I’m
going to have to really buckle down and
apply myself and make an extra effort to
pay attention in class and not ridicule the
teachers whenever they say something that
was not accurate? Or serious as in for the
love of God just keep quiet and pretend to
go along with the crowd so we don’t have
another one of these phone calls? Or (gulp)
worse?
“First of all,” said my dad, “you’re
going to have to really buckle down and
apply yourself.”
I nodded. My mom nodded, although it
seemed less like moral support and more
like a threat.
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“And,” my dad continued, “you’re
going to have to make an extra effort to pay
attention in class.”
I nodded once again. The soul of
responsibility, that was me.
“And it’s very important that you not
show up your teachers whenever they say
something that is just plain wrong.”
I nodded earnestly. You know, as if I
really meant it.
“And for the love of God,” said my
mom, “would you please just keep quiet and
pretend to go along with the crowd so we
don’t have another one of these phone
calls?”
Whew! I was off the hook! Until the
next time.
“Go outside and play,” said my mom,
who said she wanted to “talk with your
father,” which seemed innocuous enough to
me but which I later found out meant
something closer to “Get out of the house
now because I’m going to fuck your father’s
brains out.”

61

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

W

hile the parental modules were
playing inside, I joined my friends in
playing outside. And we were in luck that
evening because the fog trucks were hitting
the streets. “Whoooooooooooosh!” said my
friend Danny. Arms outstretched, head
cocked to one side, he raced forward until
he disappeared into the swirling clouds of
ground-covering vapor.
A dozen “Whooooooooooooshes!”
rang out in the dusk of the evening, as many
boys and girls pretended to be jet planes.
Some, of course, added the cockpit noises.
“Roger, you are cleared for takeoff.” “Come
left to zero four niner.” “Enemy engaged,
target locked-on, fire at will,” followed by
those krsssh-tschsh-czrusssshhh sounds
people make when imitating automatic
weapons fire plus explosions.
Some kids favored Frankenstein,
Dracula, or The Shadow, so they were not
“flying” through the clouds but rather
lurching, gliding, or sleuthing through the
mist. “Rrrrrrrrrrrrgh!” said one. “I’ve come
to suck your blood!” said another. “Who
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knows what evil lurks in the hearts of men?
The Shadow knows!” said a third.
One kid always wanted to be Sherlock
Holmes. “Look Watson, the footprints of a
gigantic hound!”
“Those are your sister’s footprints,
dumbass,” came a response.
“Who said that?”
“Wow, great detective!”
“I can’t see anything in the fog.”
“No shit, Sherlock.”
If you were close to the fog trucks,
there was no discerning who was who or
what was where. Did this lead to occasional
collisions?
Bonk. “Oww!”
Yes, it did.

F

og trucks? That’s what we called them.
Once a month in summer, the streets of
the city were closed as pickup trucks rolled
slowly up and down the thoroughfares.
Each vehicle had a stainless steel tank
spraying dense white clouds that reached
from the ground to a few feet above our
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heads. We would run through the cottoncandy whiteness, lost in our own private
worlds of bravery, adventure, intrigue and
excitement, breathing in the seductive and
mysterious clouds... Clouds comprised of
Dichlorodiphenyltrichloroethane.
Let’s all say it together! Ready, go:
“Die-chloro-die-phenyl-try-chloro-ethane.”
There, isn’t that fun! It really should be a
children’s song. We’re talking DDT here,
an insecticide used mainly to control
mosquito-borne malaria. Much of my youth
involves mosquitos.
DDT is also known as Anofex,
Cesarex,
Chlorophenothane,
Dedelo,
Dinocide, Didimac, Digmar, Genitox,
Guesapon, Guesarol, Gexarex, Gyron,
Hildit, Ixodex, Kopsol, Neocid, OMS 16,
Micro DDT 75, Pentachlorin, Rukseam,
R50, and Zerdane. It was really popular.
It turns out that DDT is effective
against mosquitos at first, but there are risks
for other creatures that breathe it. Studies
have been shown that DDT brings with it
hazards that include chronic ill effects on
64

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

the central nervous system, the liver, the
kidneys, and the immune system. You
know, minor stuff. An additional problem is
that DDT is not rapidly metabolized by
animals. Humans are animals, so you see
the problem. With a biological half-life of
around eight years (meaning it can take that
long for an animal to metabolize half of
whatever has been assimilated), DDT can
build up inside you over time.
But none of us knew that. Not the kids.
Not the parents. Perhaps the government
scientists knew it, but if so they weren’t
talking. “Hey, it kills the bugs, don’t it?”
was how one of the truck drivers put it. And
if he was satisfied, why should we worry?
Vox populi and all that.
So we played in the clouds from the
fog trucks, never once imagining that our
parents or our civic leaders or our large
corporations would let us do anything that
would be harmful to any of us.
All that is different now. Right?
Today, we live in more enlightened times,
with proper oversight and intelligent
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governmental regulations that are firmly in
place for the benefit of all and the
protection of everyone in our whole society.
Right?
Oh look, a right-wing nut-job slimeball
is being interviewed on TV. And the fog
trucks are back.
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Boss Angeles

T

he man on the radio was talking
fast: “This is your main boy on your
joy toy, the glad grad with the sonic
pad! Commander Space on your rockin’
place! Where it’s at, where it’s happening,
where it’s groooooooovy! Fashion tip for
those who’re hip: if you can pull your pants
on over your shoes, neither your pants or
your shoes are worth wearing! C’mon now,
gals and pals: Hear It, Don’t Fear It! And
you know you’re gonna hear it ‘cause we
are 100,000 ear-dusting gut-busting watts of
musical excitement! You’re Dialed In,
baby! Ya know who we be, so say it with
me, babes, we are: KFUK in Boss
Angeles!”
Yes, we had changed the channel of
our lives. After several years in Fort
Richland, our family was ready for a saner
lifestyle and a more cultured existence. We
didn’t get it because we moved to Los
Angeles.
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I

totally loved Southern California,
especially coming from the Midwest by
way of Podville. We had moved to a place
seemingly made up of bleached blondes and
blonde beaches, barrels of barbiturates and
oodles of booze, customized cars and
pharmaceutical concoctions.
Talk about choices! On the one hand
there were surfers; on the other hand there
were citizen’s planning organizations.
Members of car clubs cruised the streets on
Wednesday nights; members of book clubs
met at the library on Saturday mornings.
Over here were musicians; over there were
members of the John Birch Society.
Whatever you like, from chess to camping,
from horseback riding to knitting, you could
find it in El Lay. Seriously, politics,
religion, sports, poetry, whittling, art. . . you
name it, L.A. had it.
Culture shock hit me like a cherry
bomb exploding in a car tailpipe. My spare
time could now revolve around balmy
breezes and a shifting haze of Cannabis
Sativa.
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“That wacky tobacky mellows things
out,” Uncle Man said to me.
He was surprisingly helpful about stuff
like that.

W

ith the move to Los Angeles, my dad
went to work for a drink tank. No,
that’s not right. Think tank. Not a phony
one like the Cato Institute or the Heritage
Foundation, or any of the douchebag
brigade of cabals funded by greedgoons like
the Koch brothers. Fortunately, my dad
worked at an actual think tank, The Bland
Corporation.
Let me tell you a little something about
the bland people. I mean the people at
Bland. They performed research for the
Armed Forces. Which means they were
working for the fifth branch of government.
(The 5 branches of government are the
Military, Industry, Congress, Judiciary, and
the Presidency.)
One of the Bland projects was
monitoring plutonium production. Y’know,
so we’d have enough for our bombs as well
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as enough to sell to other countries for, um,
peaceful uses. And, of course, Bland then
monitored what the other countries were
doing with the plutonium we sold them.
Bland then came up with recommendations
for influencing the other countries about the
way they used the plutonium we sold them.
Most especially, Bland outlined methods of
preventing other nations from developing
their own bombs.
And by “outlined methods” I mean
they helped our government hatch plans,
schemes, plots, scenarios, tactics, strategies,
counter-strategies, strategies to counter the
counter strategies, and things like tactical
weapons, logistics, troop deployment,
communications, firepower, clandestine
operations, secret agents, and kill-ratios. All
of this cost the taxpayers a metric ton of
money every nanosecond, but hey, it’s the
patriotic thing to spend it on, right? And the
fog trucks are back again.
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Pretending

M

y parents liked going to the
movies, and they often took me
along. As a kid, I preferred
action films, or “shoot-‘em-ups,” as my
mom called them. Science-fiction and
creature features were swell, too, especially
the ones with Ray Harryhausen visual
effects. It also seemed appropriate to me
that nuclear radiation was the cause of so
many of the sci-fi stories of disasters and
giant beasties. One evening, my parents
took me to see a double feature and I
noticed the same actor in both films.
“Hey dad, didn’t that guy get shot and
die in the other story?” We were at a drivein theater, so it was okay to talk.
“His character got killed in the other
film,” said my dad. “He’s playing a
different character in this film.”
A different character? What the hell is
going on here? “You mean those people at
the O.K. Corral were not actually shot?!
That’s not fair! I want them dead!”
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“Don’t be blood-thirsty, son,” my
father scolded gently.
I really liked the idea of “pretend,” and
so there was a lot of it in my life from that
point forward. Especially at school. The
made-up excuses for not doing my
assignments were a good example.
Excuse #1: “The dog ate my
homework.” A classic and always fun,
especially if you don’t own a dog.
Excuse #2: “It was a religious holiday
in my house yesterday.” Creative, don’t you
think? This one wasn’t that difficult because
my family attempted to get me interested in
a whole bunch of religions, usually only one
at a time. We tried Catholicism, Judaism,
Quakerism, Baptism, Methodism, Methamphetamineism. The point is that there
was always some sort of religiosity holiday
on the calendar.
Excuse #3: “I couldn’t do my
homework because we had to take my mom
to the hospital.” This is a winner and
something that could be milked for several
days.
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But no matter what the circumstances,
it’s comforting to know that you’re not
lying, you’re not cheating, and you’re not
prevaricating. No, far from it. You are
simply “pretending.”
There were two occasions when
Excuse #3 was true. My mom had two
miscarriages. The little sister or little
brother I was supposed to have did not
make it. Twice. No amount of pretending
could ever change that.
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Fuss on the Bus

A

school bus seems like a personal
injury lawyer’s wet dream. You’ve
got a long metal tube on wheels, a
high center-of-gravity, and no seat belts.
Despite all of that, school busses are an
erotic memory for me. There was this
wonderful girl on my bus route. I still
remember everything about her, starting
with her name: Jeanne something. She was
a young boy’s fantasy come to life.
Beautiful. Lovely. Smart. How smart? Hey,
she came up with The Game.
All you needed were two players and
an egg timer. You know, one of those little
hourglass-shaped dealamabobs with sand
inside. You flip it over and the sand runs
from the top to the bottom. Takes three
minutes. Sure, a watch would also work but
there was a kind of classic simplicity to the
egg timer. Anyway, the rules for The Game
were simple: One person holds still for the
whole three minutes. That’s it. Oh, did I
forget to mention that while one person is
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holding still, the other person can do, well,
anything? Yeah, that makes The Game a lot
more interesting.
There were some exceptions to the rule
about holding still. Some wiggle room, if
you will. You could turn your head to watch
what was being done to you or what was
about to be done to you. You could make
facial expressions. You could moan. You
could close your eyes. You could beg. You
could offer a kiss as a distraction or a bribe.
We played The Game the first time I
sat next to Jeanne on the bus. From her
purse, she pulled a plastic egg timer
attached to a rosary. She looped it over the
rail of the seat in front of us. After she
explained The Game, she told me I could go
first. I was very shy. I gently touched her
wrist. She didn’t move. I touched her neck.
She arched an eyebrow. I slid my hand over
to the back of her neck. She closed her eyes
for several seconds. I touched her ears. I
touched her shoulders. I slowly ran my
fingers up and down her arm. Then I let my
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hands lightly caress her knees. Just before
the sand ran out, I held her hand.
“That was very nice,” she said, “For
being so gentle, you’ll get to play again. But
right now, it’s my turn.”
She did everything to me that I had
done to her, and then went a little further. I
am not the smartest guy in the world but
even I could figure out that whatever is
done by one player is a signal that this is
what you’d like done to you.
We always sat next to each other in the
very back of the bus so we could kiss. She
got her tall friends to sit in front of us so we
would not be seen by the bus driver in his
rear-view mirror. Even so, we were spotted
once and the driver announced over the
intercom system, “Hey you two in the back.
No making out on the bus.” It was the
proudest moment of my life up to that point.

F

or weeks, those bus rides were the most
important part of my day. My week.
My very existence. And it’s amazing how
fleeting they seemed to be. Before knowing
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Jeanne, the trips to and from school were
long, dull, boring, dull, uneventful and
rather dull. In other words, they were dull.
After meeting Jeanne, the trips to and from
school were spectacular, exciting, uplifting,
stimulating, thrilling, and more importantly,
they were over waymuchtoofast.
Everything was perfect. Then, one day,
suddenly, a shock. Jeanne’s parents were
moving!
Horror.
Terror.
Disaster.
Apoplexy. But wait, they were simply
moving to a bigger house in a new
development in the same town. It was just a
few miles away. But here’s the frightening
part: It put her on a different bus route. See
above-mentioned Horror, Terror, etc.
Wherever her new house was located,
it was now very clear that my parents had to
move there, too. Unfortunately, they didn’t
see it that way. So, understandably, I
discovered a sudden need to ride a different
bus to and from school. Or at least on the
way home. “Hey, what do you think you’re
doing?” said the driver of Jeanne’s new bus.
“That’s a four-oh-two,” he said, indicating
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my bus pass. Yup, it was stamped 402 in
big black letters. “This is route one-oneseven, kid. You’re in the wrong line.”
Obviously, I needed a different bus pass.
Funny how hormones can lead to
crime. In this case, forgery. And I admit it: I
was ready, willing, and determined to
“falsely make, alter, or counterfeit” a
document which I could “present as true
and genuine” with a clear “intent to
deceive.” Which sounds bad but I am sure
you’ll agree that I now was demonstrating
strong motivation and dedication, both of
which my teachers had been requesting of
me for quite some time. My life now had
purpose and direction. It was imperative
that I be able to get on the right/wrong bus.
I began doing research into falsifying
documents. How did the big guys do it?
Again, it’s amazing what you can find in
the library. I learned about type fonts,
kerning, leading, typesetting, layout, design,
types of paper, and more.
Using my own bus pass (the dreaded,
antiquated, and entirely useless Route 402)
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as a guide, I began putting together what
was needed to create a reasonable facsimile
of a second bus pass (the wonderful, new,
and altogether splendid Route 117).
So, I asked myself, what nearby firm
had typesetting capabilities? Why, the local
Weekly Shopper newspaper, of course. I
never thought much of those rags before but
with my newfound interest, I volunteered to
help them with their mailing labels, “just to
get some work experience for my resume,
ma’am,” I told them. Which brought big
smiles from the Weekly Shopper staff.
“What a nice young man,” they said. “And
so motivated!”
A few hours of work and it was a
simple matter to express my new newfound
interest in the typesetting department. “Say,
that’s interesting!” I told them. They let me
try it. I did my name in Courier, just like on
my bus pass. “Oh, why don’t you try
something more creative,” they suggested.
“Good idea,” I replied and then typeset all
the rest of the info on the bus pass, which
involved Times Roman regular, bold and
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extended, not to mention Helvetica light,
bold, compressed, rounded, and extended.
A little time in the Layout and PasteUp department and quite a bit of the fake
pass was all set. The big problem for me
was the oversize one-one-seven; the
numerals were nearly a half-inch high and
printed in a mottled pattern.
“Wow,” I said to one of the nice ladies
at the Weekly Shopper. “This is a strange
type font on my bus pass.”
“Looks kind of like a rubber stamp,”
said the nice lady.
Suddenly, I had a new newfound
interest. This time in rubber stamps. Hmm,
they were blocks of rubber. Like a big
rubber eraser. Like the big block erasers in
the crafts room at school. If I had one of
those, I could carve a one and a seven to
make the big bold 117. Suddenly, I
developed another new newfound interest,
this time in crafts. Of course, my interest
lasted only long enough to purloin an eraser
and some Xacto blades.
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Working directly under a lamp and
using a magnifying glass to check my
progress, I whittled, carved, and sanded the
eraser until I had the numbers I needed.
Then, borrowing an ink pad from my dad’s
desk, I added the all-important big numerals
to my fake pass.
I was so proud of my creation. I laid it
on my bedside table and put the real one
next to it. Oops, big problem. They were
not the same. The fake one was too good.
Too new. All bright and shiny. Hell, the real
one probably didn’t look that crisp and
sharp when I first got it.
Well, how did the real bus pass
become a bit worn-looking? From being
carried around in my wallet while I sat on it.
So I put the one-one-seven in my wallet and
sat on it. And bounced on it.
Nope, still not “used” enough. So it
was back to the library for more research on
forgers and their creations. I found the
solution and raced home to try it.
I took a small brush that had been used
to paint model airplanes. Then I poured
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myself a glass of iced tea. Very carefully, I
coated the back of the pass with the tea,
then blotted it with my wash cloth and dried
it in front of a house fan. And it was soon
just as good as old.
“What’s on your wash cloth?” my
mom asked later.
Next afternoon, I was riding the bus
with Jeanne. Game on. Riding Jeanne’s
route meant I could get off at her stop and
go to her new house. Wouldn’t it be great if
both her parents worked so they wouldn’t
get home until around 6:30? And wouldn’t
it be swell if her sister hung out somewhere
until about 6:30 when she came home to
change for work. When both of these things
turned out to be true, something inside of
me thought about fate, the hereafter, the
divine order of the universe, things like that.
My plan for the end of our “date” was
to walk to the nearest library and call my
folks, saying that I had needed to work on a
school report and only that branch had the
reference books I needed. But Jeanne’s
sister was old enough to drive and she could
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drop me off a couple blocks from my house
on her way to the Pancake Palace or Burger
Emporium or whatever mall store was
employing her that month after the previous
place had fired her for shoplifting or
absconding with some of the funds in the
cash register.
This meant that Jeanne and I had the
house to ourselves from 3:30 to 6:30. Great!
Now, what kind of trouble could we get into
while playing The Game alone in the
house? As it turns out, we got into trouble
on the couch. On the chairs. On the floor.
Up against a wall. On top of the TV. Wait,
what? They had one of those monster long
cabinets that held a TV, radio, stereo,
books, records, knickknacks, liquor bottles,
and whatnot. The point is that this piece of
furniture weighed a ton and easily
supported us.
We would turn on the radio or TV or
hi-fi, dance a little, do The Game a little,
and turn ourselves on. Naturally, we
sometimes ended up atop the appropriatelynamed “entertainment center.” During those
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times when I was on the bottom, I noticed
that some of the areas of the unit were warm
from the electronics inside. Not that it
mattered that much because our bodies
made all of it warm rather quickly.
Speaking of warm, one afternoon, she
led me into the kitchen.
“Kitchen utensils,” she said. “You can
use this one on me here.” She demonstrated
it. Then she stopped and shrugged. “It’ll
work a lot better once these clothes are off.”
“I’ll bet.”
“But you have to warm it up first.”
“Well, I don’t seem to have any
trouble warming you up.”
“Not me, silly. I’ll get undressed and
you take care of this.”
If you find yourself in a similar
situation, you can warm up kitchen utensils
by blowing hot air on them, holding them in
your hands, clasping them between your
legs, and so on. The best way was
submersing them in hot water. I was okay
with this new variety of gaming, although,
call me old fashioned, I preferred the
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version where it was just me and her
without the implements.
Still, I’d have to say that everything
about this whole situation was absolutely
and astonishingly perfect in every way.
Right up until I found out Jeanne was
playing The Game with someone besides
me.
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Numbers Game

J

eanne was a quiet flirt. Whether she
was in a classroom, out on the quad, or
in the lunchroom, she didn’t say much.
People gathered around her anyway in what
is sometimes called the “moth-to-a-flame”
phenomenon. It was soon evident that her
flame did not always fully appreciate my
mothness. “Stop bothering me at school,”
she said, confronting me as we stood by a
long row of lockers in the Humanities
Building.
“What?”
“You have your friends and I have
mine. Let’s keep it that way.”
“But we—”
“You like playing The Game, right?”
she asked coldly.
A voice in my head screamed at full
volume: Yes! Yes! Yes! But I just said
“Sure,” as nonchalantly as possible.
“Okay, then listen carefully: Stop.
Bothering. Me. At. School.” She walked
away. I just stood there in confusion and
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consternation. Weirdness and strangeness
are part of adolescence but Jeanne’s
reaction was taking things to a new level of
bizarre. We touched, kissed, caressed, and
made love when we were alone together in
her house, but she wanted me to avoid her
in public. Odd. Peculiar. Confusing. But I
went along with it. A guy’s gotta do what a
guy’s gotta do, right? I tried to look at this
as a “secret lover” kind of thing, but
frankly, the situation didn’t make any sense
to me. I sought perspective on this, so I
asked some family members about it.
Naturally, I left out any incriminating
information. In other words, I left out the
really good parts. But still, the search was
on for some explanation of The Ways of
Women. I started by asking my mom but
her reply was unhelpful.
“Ahh, women,” said my mother with a
smile. “Men will never know about women.
We’re just different, but vive la difference.”
Which I believe is French for “hurray, we
live in diffusion” or something very
celebratory. Mom was good in so many
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ways, always providing a kind word, a hug,
a snack, and excellent recommendations
about clothing (just do the opposite of her
suggestions) but she was hopeless when it
came to dating advice.
Next, I asked my dad, who was equally
unhelpful.
“Ahh, women,” said my father with a
smile. “You will never know for sure what
goes on in their minds. That’s one of the
mysteries of life. Learn to live with it. It can
be fun.”
Yes, I was very lucky to be learning
about the fun part. I just wanted to know
about the crazy part. So next I asked my
Uncle Man.
“Ahh, fuck ‘em,” said my uncle with a
smile.
Useful encouragement, yet not really
an answer.
“Okie-dokie, kiddo,” my uncle said,
seeing my disappointment. “Listen up.
There was this famous headshrinker named
Freud who said that men don’t know what
women want. And he’s right. Men don’t
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know what women want. And you know
why?” I shook my head. “Because women
don’t know what women want,” he said.
I looked puzzled.
“All right,” he continued, “let us now
consider the species known as women.
Women are not logical. This is a category of
creature where half their wardrobe fastens
in the back. Is that logical?”
“Guess not.”
“Right. Not logical. Okay, this is a race
of people that says they want a warm,
loving, kind, strong, smart, caring and
sensitive man with a sense of humor, and
then they go out with the biggest dumb-fuck
clod they can find as long as he has a hot
car or lots of money. Is that logical?”
“Um, no.”
“Right. No. And this is a tribe that
makes up rules of behavior that only apply
to you and only when they want them to
apply to you and woe unto you if you can’t
figure out what the rules are and when they
apply. Does that make any sense at all to
you?” He didn’t even wait for my answer
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because he supplied his own: “No, it
doesn’t make any sense at all.”
Man, it could be daunting whenever
my uncle said stuff.
“So, if you find a girl who lets you do
it,” he said, “do it!” He slapped a hand on
my shoulder. “Afterwards, just look cool
and uninterested in her and get the hell outta
the way until she wants you around again.
Now go get ‘em kid, and don’t bother me
‘cause I’ve got serious drinking and
smoking to do.” He gave me a bit of a
shove but he was smiling. Uncle Man could
be scary sometimes. Or maybe it was the
facts that were scary.

S

o things proceeded with Jeanne as they
had been proceeding. At school, I
moved amongst my circle of friends and
Jeanne moved in hers. She never introduced
hers to me, and I never introduced mine to
hers. In public, we were aloof and distant
and reserved. Or mysterious and poetic and
mythic. Or we were just being teenagers.
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Guess it all kind of depends on how you
looked at it.
When we were on the bus, it was all
fingertips and petting and exploring and
lightly pinching and heavy breathing. When
we were at her house, it was more of an
Extravagant Explosion Exploratorium kind
of thing. Here are some conversational
highlights:
“Umm, that works great!”
“It’s kind of a tight fit unless... oh
wow!”
“Don’t touch me there . . . not there. . .
Yeah, there!”

T

here is a proverb which states that all
good things must come to an end. One
day at her place, we were straightening the
living room when I discovered a pair of
panties scrunched down in between the sofa
cushions. They were nice. Skimpy, flimsy,
sheer. Great to look at and would be terrific
to touch when they were filled out by a
beautiful woman’s body.
“One of yours?” I asked, smiling.
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“Let me see,” she said. “Nope.”
“One of your mom’s?”
“Are you kidding? She always wears
cotton.”
“Your sister’s, then.”
“Nope.”
“Um, then I don’t—”
“I told you before: you have your
friends and I have mine.”
“You mean. . . “
“I don’t play The Game just with
boys,” she said.
“Yeah, I get it,” I said, “you have a
girlfriend.”
“Yes.”
There was a pause as a terrible
question formed in my mind. And then I
asked it:
“Am I your only boyfriend?”
“You’re not my boyfriend.”
“You know what I mean.”
“Yes, I do,” she said.
“How many Game players are we
talking about?”
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“I’m not going to give you a list of
names.”
“There’s enough for a list?!”
“I knew you couldn’t handle this,” she
said, and began straightening clothes in her
closet. She did that whenever the
conversation strayed onto a topic she didn’t
like, but eventually she told me.

T

here were about a half-dozen different
people involved and there had been
dozens in her past. I was just the latest. We
had been hot ‘n’ heavy for a while, to use
her term, but now she was moving on.
Wait! “Moving-ing-ing on-on-on…”
There was an echo to her words. Then there
was an intense and frightening reverberation
to all the sounds in her house. And soon
there was a full roar everywhere, building to
a crescendo of noise and sonic overload and
cacophony and thunder that did not end.
“But...!?” I stammered. “I don’t...!?” I
gulped. “What are you...?!” I wasn’t
questioning what she was saying—the
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meaning got through to me. But I literally
could not hear her.
Nor could I hear anything else. I
staggered out of her house, weak in the
knees. Suddenly the sound cloud reversed
itself. And there was nothing in the
atmosphere but emptiness. A car drove past
in silence. Then another and another, each
with a purity of stillness. A dog in the yard
across the street was miming barking.
I began walking home while my head
cleared. I was hurt. Dismayed. Shocked.
Deflated. Until it occurred to me that I
could play The Game with others.
Which brightened my mood. Although
finding new partners proved more difficult
than I had initially expected. Because, as it
turns out, it was much easier for a desirable
girl to play around than someone, well, like
me. Still, it didn’t keep me from trying.
So allow me to say something to you
now that is from the bottom of my heart and
the top of my tummy (they are so close that
I don’t know which one is applicable here).
Here’s the important point: you must work
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hard, be diligent, remain dedicated. You
must strive to be able to play on. And I
hope that, as you move through your life,
you will be able to utilize the lessons
arranged for you in this chapter: No matter
what obstacles or cold, dripping kitchen
utensils you encounter in life... You must
follow your dream!!! Even if your dream is
to just get laid once in a while.
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Hi, School

T

he middle school administrators
announced my graduation with
triumphant accolades: “After much
deliberation, it is our judgment that it will
be to the mutual advantage of the concerned
parties that John Scott now move forward in
the next stage of his educational pursuits.”
Translation: get this guy the hell out of
here. Additionally, they said I was not
living up to my potential. But if the goal
was to graduate from one level of hell to
another, I had achieved success! Don’t I
deserve some points for that? In any case, I
was set loose on the grounds of William
Lovelace Binkley High School.
New school, new part of the city, new
semester, new everything. Naturally, being
a straight male, I set to work making as
many female acquaintances as possible.
“Hi.”
“Uh, hi.”
“I’m John Scott.”
“Um, Tiffany.”
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“Nice to meet you, Tiffany!”
“Sure,” she said tentatively. “You, too,
I guess.”
“What do you think classes will be like
here?”
Let’s go over that brief conversation
again but this time with some Crib Notes
For Dating Success appended for your
enlightenment. “Hi,” you say. (Smile when
you say it. Note: make certain beforehand
that you do not have any food stuck to your
teeth.)
“Uh, hi,” she says.
“I’m John Scott.” (Note 1: You’ll find
it more effective to use your name rather
than mine. Note 2: Keep smiling. Note 3:
Make sure you do that “And your name
is…?” tilt of the head to get her to reply.
Optional move: hold out your paw for a
handshake.)
“Um, Tiffany.”
“Nice to meet you, Tiffany!” (Always
repeat her name. Everyone likes hearing
their own name in a pleasant social context.
Also, it helps to be genuinely pleased about
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meeting her, genuinely happy about
knowing her name, and genuinely delighted
about saying her name. This operation
requires complete sincerity, and once you
learn how to fake that, you’ll be well on
your way.)
“Sure,” she said tentatively. “You, too,
I guess.”
“What do you think classes will be like
here?” (Con artist technique: get the mark to
talk.)
Once she’s speaking, nod and smile a
lot. Phrases you’ll want to practice include
the following: “You’re right.” “That’s so
true.” “Good one!” “Um-hmm!” “Yes.” “I
hadn’t thought of that!” And the most
important of all: “Tell me more.”
And don’t make the mistake I made
that first day. Don’t rush things. You want
to have a nice long conversation, or even
two or three conversations, before you say
something like, “Ever hear of The Game?”
She had. And she didn’t want to play.
After striking out once too often, it occurred
to me that I was approaching the wrong
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type of person. I needed to find the Bad
Girls. And the way to do that was to be bad.
Trouble is, I wasn’t able to do the
traditional bad boy stuff. I didn’t get into
fistfights. I didn’t steal cars. I didn’t sell
drugs. I tried being a jock but barely made it
onto the gymnastics B team.
No, I had to find a different way to be
bad. Forging bus passes wasn’t going to cut
it and I was a little too afraid of the police
department to try forging driver’s licenses.
Fortunately, I discovered sound editing.

A

t the start of each school day, every
classroom was forced to hear the
morning announcements through poorquality speakers. Prisons probably have
better public address systems. We had
mixed feelings about the announcements.
On the one hand, they ate up some time so
we had to endure a little less of First Period
History or whatever. But on the other hand,
they were grating and annoying and were
perhaps the most boring five or ten minutes
in the history of recorded announcements.
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Wait a minute, did you say “recorded”?
Yes, they recorded the opening portion of
the daily announcements during the
previous afternoon. This enabled the
administrative staff to come into the office a
bit later each morning.

M

y dad had a magnificent hi-fi system.
It was a bit ungainly because he had
built it, but the important point was I had
access to recording equipment (which
meant tape recorders back in those days)
and editing tools (which meant razor blades
and adhesive tape back in those days). So,
all I had to do was get into the
administrative offices at the end of the day,
snatch the tape, take it home, make some
edits, bring it back, and replace the tape.
After four in the afternoon, there was
always a bit of confusion in the Admin
offices, where any student wandering
around was probably a Hall Monitor or
someone looking to sign up for a meeting
with a guidance counselor. Therefore,
students moving respectfully and quietly
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were routinely ignored. I went through there
whenever I needed a new pen or some other
school supplies.
Before nine in the morning, there was
always a lot of confusion in the Admin
offices, with more than a few folks
displaying glazed eyeballs from the night
before. Still, it seemed like it might be a
good idea if I could dare someone else to
make the switch. It could be part of an
initiation process to be in a club. Or clique.
Or gang. Wait, what? No, back up, let’s
avoid the gangs and stick with the cliques.
The girl cliques. Which were kind of like
gangs, come to think of it.
It was now necessary for me to make
contact with the Satin Sweethearts. They
were not a sewing society. They were not a
bowling team. They were not a glee club.
They were bad girls. Rumor had it that they
were quite good at being bad girls. The
club’s quadruple-dagger emblem bore an
alarming resemblance to that of the WaffenSS logo of the Third Reich.
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One lovely morning during Nutrition
Break, I sauntered over to the leader of the
Satin Sweethearts so we could have a nice,
quiet, polite conversation.
“Bunch of pussies,” I said. It got her
attention.
“What did you say to me?”
“Your girls have no guts.”
“Fuck you. They’ll kick your ass.”
“Hey, don’t blame the messenger.
Look, you make your new members shoplift
something, and that doesn’t take any guts.
You know they do it in teams. Two girls
create a distraction while one girl tucks
something in her blouse or under her skirt.
Big deal. I’m proposing something a bit
trickier and more fun.”
“Get the hell out of here, asshole.”
Pause. “Like what?”
And thus was born the Satin
Sweetheart Switcheroo. A different girl
filched and swapped the tapes each time.
They got so good at it that we were able to
pull off the stunt even in the middle of the
week.
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E

very announcement began the same
way: “Good morning, Binkley High
students, this is Principal Oafley.” His nasal
voice made him sound constipated. “And
now I’d like to turn you over to your
student body president, Mark Schriker, to
lead us in the Pledge to the flag.”
The dweeb spoke next: “Thank you,
Principal Oafley. Please rise and face the
flag. Ready, begin. I pledge allegiance to
the flag of the United States of America,
and to the Republic for which it stands, one
nation, under God, indivisible, with liberty
and justice for all.”
Oafley returned: “Thank you, Mark.
Good job, as usual. And now I’d like to turn
you over to your girl’s vice principal, Miss
Fairlegson, for the rest of the morning
announcements.”
As I warned: boring.
My editing made things a bit more fun:
“Good morning, high students. This is
Principal Oaf. And now I’d like to turn you
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over to your student shoddy president, Mark
Shriek, to lead us in the pledge.”
“Thank you, Principal Oaf. Please rise
and deface the flag. Ready, begin. I pledge
obeisance to the flag of the untied snakes of
‘Murica, and to the Rethugliklans for which
it stands, one notion, underwhelmed,
quizzable, with libertines and bustiers for
all.”
“Thank you, Shriek,” Principal Oaf
said. “Good hand job, as usual. And now
I’d like to turn you over to your girl’s vice
principal, Miss Fairlegson, for the rest of
the boring announcements. Actually, I’d
like to turn Miss Fairlegson over and I’d
like to climb Miss Fairlegson and rise up on
Miss Fairlegson and go down on Miss
Fairlegson and really stick Miss Fairlegson
very hard and—”
There was a very loud POP and that
morning’s broadcast ended abruptly. There
was nothing but static over the classroom
intercom speakers which competed with the
derisive laughter that swept through the
campus.
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In addition to the fun of screwing with
the Admin folks every few weeks, the Satin
Sweethearts were now quite accepting of
my presence. Once they heard what I did
with the tapes, they made me an honorary
member after I passed a very special
initiation during which they dressed me up
in some of their party outfits. But that’s a
whole different story.
What? Oh yes, I looked very hot.
Thank you for asking.
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Wired

T

he whole concept of pretending is
the reason that I became a drama
queen. Wait, no: it’s the reason I
became a lesbian. No, wait. Thespian. You
know, an actor. I began appearing in
amateur theatricals, skits at the Rotary Club,
summer camp acting sessions, school plays,
and even church pageants whenever we
belonged to a church that allowed such
blatant examples of Satan’s frivolities.
In high school, there was a program of
acting, directing, and stagecraft to which I
happily aligned myself after I noticed the
attractiveness of the girls who were
involved. I performed in Everyman, Our
Town, and Hamlet. Don’t get excited by
that last one; I didn’t have the lead role. I
was Fortinbras, which meant that the
audience had pretty much gone home by the
time my character stormed on stage to
restore order after the carnage of Act V.
Our school’s Drama Department often
presented scenes for the artistic enrichment
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of the student body. History and English
classes came to see us do a bowdlerized
version of a Restoration comedy, a
truncated script from an Elizabethan drama,
or a censored section of a Broadway
musical.
But there was a big problem with
doing plays in the middle of the school day:
that damn public address system was also
installed in the school auditorium and
announcements would blare out at us, often
in the middle of a scene...
“My beloved, wouldst that my Lord
grant me the strength to confess my heart’s
desire to you.”
“You can speak freely, fairest Livia.
Tell me what is in the most tender part of
you. I pray thee, speak now.”
“I will, I must! It is just this—”
“Attention, please. Today’s Third
Period Nutrition break will be held thirty
minutes late so the custodial staff can
remove the dead squirrels from the
cafeteria. That is all.”
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Kind of destroys the mood, wouldn’t
you agree? And it kept happening again and
again. When it spoiled our scenes, a bunch
of the actors and stagecraft crew spoke
about it in calm and measured tones:
“Slime-ass crap-brain dog-sweat pigslop announcements!” [Note: some of the
words have been changed to maintain a high
moral tone in this project. The point is that
many of us simply did not appreciate our
scenes being interrupted by the fucking
announcements.]

W

e knew that the wall-mounted P.A.
speakers had to get their signal from
somewhere. And between that somewhere
and the speakers themselves there had to be
wires. Sure enough, there was a junction
box just off-stage left, out-of-sight of the
audience. Opening it was as easy as
removing four Philips-head screws and
letting the metal cover drop onto Billy’s left
foot, ruining his new sneakers and opening
a gash in two of his toes.
“Damn it, that hurt!”
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“Sure, that metal cover is heavy.”
“Christ, watch it!”
“I was watching it. It didn’t hit my
foot.”
“Screw you!”
“Okay, sorry. Look, you can cut the
wires.”
“Really?” Billy sounded almost
grateful that he got injured.
“Sure.”
Proud as a peacock, Billy took a
flashlight and a pair of wire cutters from the
stagecraft tool cabinet and positioned
himself directly in front of the open
junction box. We all held our breath as he
slowly extended the cutting tool and
expertly snipped the red wire.
After the fire alarm bells finally
stopped clanging and the school returned to
normal, we made our way back to the
junction box and tried again. This time, he
snipped the yellow wire.
Silence.
“All right!”
“We did it!”
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“Here, put in the switch.” We added a
toggle switch so we could easily control the
auditorium P.A.
“Do you think we did it right?”
“We won’t know until there’s an
announcement.”
We stood there, listening for an
announcement. All we could hear was our
breathing and the echoing hush of the
empty theater.
“This isn’t going to work,” I said. “If
we did it right, then we won’t hear any
announcements. We could stand here
listening forever. Don’t know about you,
but I can’t hack that. Got a date tonight.”
This produced a certain amount of
consternation. “What’ll we do?” “How we
gonna know?” “I’m hungry.” “Who’s your
date?” etc.
“Guys,” I said. “One of us has to be
here for first period tomorrow. If you’re
standing here and don’t hear the regular
morning announcement, then we did it
right.”
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“Well, I don’t want to be here
tomorrow morning,” Walter said. “I don’t
want to miss the announcement. What if it’s
one of the outlaw broadcasts?”
Wow, I thought. My tape edits were
being called outlaw.
“Okay,” I said, “I’ll be here tomorrow,
on one condition.”
“What’s that?”
“I want Billy’s sister here with me.”
“Oh yeah,” said the other guys. “She’s
hot.”
“Done,” Billy told me. “Wait, big
sister or little sister?”
“Hell, Billy, your little sister is five. I
want your big sister.”
“Right,” he said.
“Or your mother,” I said.
“Oh yeah,” said the other guys. “She’s
hot.”
“Hey!” said Billy.
“Well, she is,” they said.
“But, but, that’s my mom!”
Eventually, everything worked out.
Billy got his big sister to show up, not his
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mom. I wouldn’t meet her until much later,
after we nearly cut off some toes on Billy’s
other foot. It was purely accidental, I assure
you.
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On/Off

T

he theater auditorium was a homeaway-from-home for some of us. It
was a dorm room. A dining hall. A
closet. A rumpus room. A storage facility.
A make-out pad. A sanctuary for evading
the hall monitors. We had unfettered access
to the place because we persuaded Billy to
copy the keys using the machine at his
father’s hardware store. Let’s examine that
last sentence. When you see the word
“persuaded,” you might instead use the
word “coerced.” Or perhaps “blackmailed.”
Hey, we all have secrets we would prefer
the world not view, especially when we’re
in high school. One of Billy’s secrets was
that he had nude photos in his locker, which
would be grounds for suspension from
school. If he was suspended, his father told
him he would then find himself enrolled in
a jail. Well, a military academy, which was
pretty much the same thing to Billy. So
when we needed something done that had
an element of danger but the Satin
113

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

Sweethearts gang couldn’t handle it, Billy
was our guy. It was a terrific and foolproof
system right up until the time he got caught
and suspended and sent away to military
school.

O

ne late afternoon, I was in the
auditorium with Billy’s older sister’s
friend’s cousin from Binghampton High,
which was a rival school just a few miles
away across town. Classes were over and
we knew we could spend a few lovely hours
together because the next scheduled event
in the facility wasn’t until seven o’clock
that evening. We lounged around on some
of the sets for the current production of
Once Upon a Mattress. The curtain was
closed so it seemed as if we were in a big
loft.
It was an idyllic time, very peaceful
and refined. Naturally, we engaged in quiet
conversation about quadratic equations, the
history of indigenous people in North
America, and the symbolism to be found in
the sixteen string quartets of Beethoven.
114

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

Yeah, right. Are you kidding? She
wanted me to do things to her that she had
read about in Fanny Hill.
The feathers were no problem because
we had access to all the props and costumes
of the drama department. But do you know
how difficult it is to find something to take
the place of a riding crop?
We had to test a bunch of different
items to get the effect she wanted. A switch
was required, a flexible rod that would
deliver a stinging sensation without
breaking the skin. We finally found a
couple of wands that had been used in the
Easter pageant. Remove the big pink bows
from the business end of the wand and they
worked fine.
When we were done, we caught our
breath. Suddenly, she was moving on to her
next conquest, saying “I have to go, I have a
date tonight.” Lucky guy, I thought to
myself. So, there I was, backstage in a big
dimly-lit room that was getting dimmer in
the evening’s gathering gloom. So I did
what any red-blooded American male
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would do under the circumstances. I took a
nap.
“Mmmmfh?”
I believe that’s what I said when I
woke up. It’s true that I don’t usually sound
that intelligent right after regaining
consciousness, but some nearby activity
made all my senses tingly and alert. I was
not alone in the building. There were voices
coming from the auditorium. What the hell?
Oh, right, the seven o’clock event.
It was a meeting of the Conservative
Leadership Advancement Program and their
fifth annual Conference on Reformation of
Educational Enlightenment & Participatory
Service. I’ve probably misremembered the
name because “CLAP CREEPS” seems
unlikely.
The stage curtains were still closed
because the conference event only required
that a podium be positioned on the front
portion of the stage. That’s the part of a
theater that is called the “apron,” which is a
French word that means “the extra part of
the stage that we cannot hide behind the
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curtain unless we re-design the whole damn
building.”
I used the peephole in the curtain to
view the auditorium. The seats were filling
up with conservative muckymucks and
bigwigs and functionaries and flunkies and
assistants and various dour-looking
members of the rightwing sect. Meanwhile,
the head CLAPer, Morris Prostak, was
nervously riffling through his speech notes
at the podium and attempting to adjust the
microphone.
The microphone, I said to myself.
Hmmm. You know, I wonder if we had
turned the P.A. system speakers back on the
last time we futzed around with it. Very
quietly, I moved to the junction box and
peered inside. The switch was in the off
position. Yipes, that’s not going to be good.
So I switched it on.
“—is not working, oh there we go,”
said conservative clown Prostak, his voice
booming out of the auditorium speakers.
“For a moment, I thought we would have to
go back to using smoke signals.” Not a
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great line, but acceptable under the
circumstances. Then he ruined the effect by
laughing at his own joke.
I took a couple more peeks through the
curtain, watching the conglomeration of
conservative rabble rapidly filling the
chairs. Needless to say, I wasn’t impressed
with the audience. These were the people
who continually tried to stymie my
educational progress, or so I saw it. It was
this horde whose slavish adherence to the
letter of the law totally ignored the spirit of
the law. You know, the conservative way.
Seriously, these were the bureaucrats
who helped funnel funds to schools in
wealthy neighborhoods and away from
schools in poor neighborhoods. Under their
watch, the special needs students were
mocked and hazed on a daily basis. It was
this accumulation of well-dressed Bo-hunks
who would expel a pregnant student but
give awards to the star halfback who
impregnated her. These were the people
who turned a blind eye to the racial, sexual,
and social prejudices of the time.
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This group of twits encouraged schools
to screen a film called Green Pastures and
comment that it “accurately displays the
way the Negro thinks and feels.” For those
of you who were not subjected to this
example of cinematic art, the film features a
character called “De Lawd” acting like a
Southern Baptist preacher and Eddie
“Rochester” Anderson playing “Cap’n
Noah.” Among the cast can be spotted
Mantan Moreland. Quite a lot of the film
takes place an all-black heaven where the
raptured spirits always seem to be at fish
fries. In Donald Bogle’s book, Bright
Boulevards, Bold Dreams: The Story of
Black Hollywood, the best he has to say
about the film is that it “employed hundreds
of black performers.”
Just being close to a coven of
conservatives made me uncomfortable. I
was gritting my teeth so hard that my
shoulders were hurting. It seemed as if this
was a good time for me to hightail it out of
there, but then came a blinding flash of
heightened awareness. Like a dart
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penetrating a water balloon, an idea entered
my mind. A delicious idea. Perhaps an evil
and nefarious idea, but delightful and much
too tempting to overlook.
I peeked out again. Stepping to the
podium was Susan Franklyn Perrimaker.
Her pet project within the State School
System was a program that attempted to
frighten teens about the horrors of sexual
intercourse. It was called the Senior
Advisory Council Outreach for Science
Health Teaching, or SACOSHT.
“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to
the beautiful auditorium of William
Lovelace Binkley High School, a proud part
of the Chapleather Unified School District.
Mister Chairman, Madame Secretary,
distinguished guests, I move to waive the
reading of the minutes so we can get right
to our keynote address.” There was some
mumbling from the audience at this point,
but I guess everything was fine because
SACOSHT continued:
“All right then, without further ado, it
gives me great pleasure to introduce the
120

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

esteemed president of the Conservative
Leadership Advancement Program—please
welcome Mr. Morris Prostak!”
There was thunderous applause.
Except in the auditorium, where the reaction
was tepid and perfunctory.
“Thank you, Susan, for that warm and
gracious introduction. Mister Chairman.
Madam Secretary. And fellow colleagues. It
is fitting that our theme this evening is
‘Education in the Schools: Pro or Con’
because at no other time in the history of
our planet can we make this crucial
observation, and that extremely important
observation is—”
I switched off the speakers. Standing
in the spotlight behind the polished wooden
podium, Prostak was performing a mime
routine of a man making a speech. Then he
stopped and played with the microphone. I
switched the speakers back on.
“—omething the matter with—Oh,
there we go.” He cleared his throat and the
ghhrargh sound reverberated around the
room. “Excuse me! Sorry. So, as I was
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saying, the young people of our great nation
are about to embark on a journey that—”
Speakers off. Pause for the miming
and mic fiddling. Speakers on.
“—was working just a minute ago. Oh,
maybe it’s okay now? We’ll try it. All right,
let’s see. . . Education is the, um, no, uh,
Life, life is a wheel and the spokes of that
wheel are our many adventures in life, but
the educational system, our precious
educational system, is the hub of that
wheel! And it is—”
Off. Prostak was getting perturbed.
“—od damn thing! Oh, excuse me! Uh,
is it working now do you think? Will it keep
working? All right. Testing, testing, one,
two. Test.”
“— orry for th—”
“— ecause the best-laid—”
“— mice and—”
“— rats! Oops, there, it’s back and—”
“— iece of shit... oh, my heavens, I—”
“—s not working! Ladies and
gentlemen, I am so sorry, but—”
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“— Let me conclude with a fervent
prayer that we all work together for—”
“—nication!—”
“—Thank you all, and good—”
Nighty-night, I thought to myself. It
took every single ounce of my strength and
resolve not to step out on that stage for
some acknowledgement of my work that
evening. Still, the event needed an exciting
finish. So I touched off the fire alarm.
As I was slipping out the back door of
the stagecraft room, I wished I could have
done more to that group of stunted
worthless souls. The next day I learned that
because no one in the building could figure
out how to turn off the fire alarm, the
overhead sprinklers activated themselves
about a minute after I left. Man, I would
have enjoyed that. After all, it’s not often
you get to see the literal manifestation of
something we all know to be true: the
conservatives were all wet.
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Behind the Screen

A

rt, music, literature, drugs, and alcohol
were a big part of the curriculum at
William Lovelace Binkley High School.
Admittedly, drugs and alcohol weren’t a
part of the official curriculum. They were
more of an informal thing. But a lot of us
were, as they say, self-medicating. We felt
put upon by The Man, but quite frankly,
there shouldn’t have been any grumbling
from the undergraduates. We had it easy. In
every other modern nation in the world,
students were busting their humps to get
better at math and science while here in the
US, we were reading A Tale of Two Cities
and learning how creative, brilliant, facile,
intense, dazzling, exciting, wondrous,
amazing, vivid, fascinating, compelling,
outstanding, and just plain swell a writer
can be when getting paid by the word.
Binkley High had a system of bribes,
oops, um, I mean rewards for students
maintaining an A or B average. Once a
month, we got to attend an assembly in the
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auditorium where movies were shown. In
this instance, we were viewing stock car
footage from some of the nation’s lesserknown auto races, with some destruction
derby car crash action thrown in for good
measure. You may feel that slack-jawed
yokels crashing cars into each other was of
dubious educational value. And you’d be
right, but hey, a free movie is a free movie.
And the students loved it! When you were
sitting in the auditorium, it meant you
weren’t in class. Which meant that you
found all the movies very entertaining. The
only problem was that you couldn’t make
out much. The students were being watched
as they watched the movie. Teachers and
rat-fink hall monitors continuously stalked
up and down the aisles.
But up on the stage, behind the screen,
that was a different story. I had invited
Billy’s sister, the older one, Yvonne, to join
me back there. The screen was translucent
so we could see everything. The image was
not as bright and sparkling as on the front
side of the screen, but on the other hand, we
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were much closer to it than most of the
students in the auditorium. Since the
auditorium speakers faced the audience, the
soundtrack was a bit muted, but still at an
acceptable volume.
Whenever there were words on the
screen, they were backwards for the two of
us. So when a title appeared that said “Ten
Car Pile-Up at Shadow Park Raceway,” we
saw it as “yawecaR kraP wodahS ta pU-eliP
raC neT” and we tried to pronounce it that
way.

P

rojected on the screen were sequences
of fast cars, roaring engines, squealing
tires, close calls, fender-benders, and headon collisions. Behind the screen, the two of
us were sprawled on the couch that was part
of the set for the drama club production of a
Noël Coward play.
NARRATOR: There’s the starter with
the flag!
“Hi, Yvonne,” I said quietly to her.
“Hey, you,” she said back.
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NARRATOR: The flag is up! And
they’re off to a clean start!
Yvonne stood up and moved between
me and the screen. “Enjoying the view?”
she asked.
“Well,” I replied, “some of the screen
is obscured, but there is this incredible,
fantastic, and beautiful silhouette.”
NARRATOR: Watch closely at the
passing on the inside!
“I want to talk to you about
something,” she said. She began undulating.
“Keep moving like that and I’ll listen
to you for hours,” I told her.
“I know you’re dating that girl,
Catherine.”
NARRATOR:
Whoa!
What
a
spectacular crash!
“Well, I—“
“It’s okay,” she said. “But I heard that
you guys haven’t, y’know, done anything.”
“That’s not true. We’ve gone to the
movies together.”
NARRATOR: And there’s a close call,
followed by a four car fender-bender!
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“Do you feel anything for her?”
“Yeah, I think I love her.”
“Well, but don’t you want to feel what
love is?”
“Um, what did you have in mind?”
She stepped forward, spread her legs
and sat down on me.
NARRATOR: And now the action is
really heating up!
“Touch my legs.”
“Absolutely.” Unlike in the classroom,
there were some situations in which I could
be very obedient.
“Open my blouse.”
“Okay.”
“Touch me,” she whispered in my ear.
I whispered back, “With pleasure.”
“Yes,” she sighed, “with pleasure.”
NARRATOR: Just imagine taking
control of that machine! How many of you
think you’d be up to handling the speed and
the power?!
“Unzip your pants,” she told me.
“Right, right... Um, I need a little
room... Okay...”
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“Keep touching me.”
“Um hmmm!” I said, trying not to be
too loud in her ear.
“Touch me all over.”
“Right.”
“Slow, then fast.”
“How’s this?”
“Yes!”
NARRATOR: The exploits of these
speed demons has the audience in a tizzy!
“Tear my panties.”
NARRATOR: Isn’t this a great
afternoon of rip-roaring fun, ladies and
gentlemen, boys and girls?!
“Put it in.”
“But I don’t have a—”
“Like this.”
“Ohhhhhh!”
“Ohhhhhhhhhh!”
NARRATOR: And now they’re driving
like they’re possessed!
“Yes!”
“Yes!”
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NARRATOR: Yes, racing fans, this is
the kind of total excitement you get at all
Snorgelson Brothers Raceway Centers!
“Oh!”
“Oh my God!”
NARRATOR: And now here’s the
Destruction Derby for the most explosive
finish you’ve ever imagined!
“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”
“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”
NARRATOR: My oh my, ladies and
gentlemen, boys and girls, it’ll be a long
time before you experience anything like
that again!”
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Secret Sex

I

t can be very difficult to control what
turns you on. If your body, brain, and
soul respond positively to some stimuli,
then that’s just the way things are. It
probably won’t matter to you if someone
says you’re nuts or ghastly or stupid for
liking it. Books, dissertations, thesis papers,
symposia, memoirs, movies, and talk shows
have all delved into the erotic fancies of
men and women. Bill Maher tried to sum
things up in one sentence by noting that
“Women’s fantasies bore men and men’s
fantasies scare women.” But that’s okay and
here’s why: you can keep fantasies safely
tucked inside your cranium and still enjoy
them. They can work their magic on you
whether or not you try to bring them to life.
Although sometimes the truth slips out.
We’ve all had partners who wanted to
discuss erotic fantasies. I don’t pretend to
understand much about sexual attraction,
but I do know one thing: when someone
says they want to talk about sexual
131

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

fantasies, the odds are very high that they
want to see if you’re willing to act out one
of their imagined scenarios.
Which is how some poor schmuck
ends up with a bunch of crushed rose petals
all over his bed. On the other hand, that
same guy may also get an hour of total
ecstasy with his beloved wearing thigh-high
boots, a garter belt, and not much else.
Could be a fair trade if you know a good
dry cleaner for those vegetation-stained
sheets.
The one situation where you can
indulge yourself in any kind of wild idea
you want is when you’re taking care of your
own pleasure. Here, allow me to
demonstrate...
[Pause]
There. See? What a refreshing reverie.
Note to self: wow, I’m good!
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Show-and-Tell

R

eturning from a 3-week vacation in
the middle of the school year is a
disorienting experience. Everyone
else had been attending class while I had
been gallivanting around the country.
Popping back into the social scene was a
jolt. I wasn’t up on the latest jokes,
scandals, loves, hates, fears, or feuds. When
I left, Jeff was still going with Mary, Ben’s
voice still hadn’t changed, and the
McKenzie twins were still virgins. Things
were so different it was almost like entering
a new school.
Still, I was the one with the stories
about strange, far off and exotic places like
“The Land of Oz” and “Tennessee.” Plus,
thanks to my father’s interest in
photography, I had pictures to share. The
visuals were a big hit. Some of my
classmates had not seen Mt. Rushmore
other than in Hitchcock’s North by
Northwest. And, as my Uncle Man pointed
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out, “Southern kids have only seen the
inside of a shower in Hitchcock’s Psycho.”
You probably had Show-and-Tell in
grade school and middle school, just as I
did. Once we moved on to high school, the
procedure suddenly was called a
Humanities Report, or a Spotlight Segment,
or perhaps they called it what it really was:
Watching Students Stammer and Sweat in
Front of the Class.
These personal pupil presentations
may have been silly or puerile or
embarrassing (or all three), but we looked
forward to them because they took time
away from “let X equal the speed of a train
leaving Baltimore at noon” or reading about
how Lewis and Clark tamed the mighty
Pacific
Northwest
accompanied
by
Sacajawea who basically did nothing except
guiding, hunting, gathering food, preparing
meals, hauling water, building fires, settingup and taking down tents, sewing clothing,
repairing footwear, and interacting with
various friendly and hostile Indian tribes
along the trail, all while caring for her baby.
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Sacajawea has a pretty impressive
story but we didn’t have anyone to present
it in Show-and-Tell. Instead, we had to rely
on really incredibly clunky and boring
textbooks that had been approved by some
buffoons in the oxymoronically named
Texas Board of Education. Note: the same
is probably true for your children and you
might want to look into it unless you like
having conservative racist morons all
around you.
But my point was that my classes
would look forward to me wasting some
time whenever I returned from one of my
family’s expeditions to far-off foreign lands
like “Gotham City” and “Oklahoma.”
Apparently, I was pretty good at
presenting because I usually got two turns,
one using visuals, the second as an
oral/written “Report From America,” as the
school insisted we call it. The first was
easier because I just showed the photos
taken by me and my dad. My photos were
the regular snapshot kind of thing, although
they were taken with a Pentax 35mm analog
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single-lens-reflex camera, which was better
than the point-and-shoot cameras of the
time. That camera helped me take some
images that I found interesting.
“Here’s what the Rocky Mountains
look like if you’re falling off one of them,”
I said, handing out some images I captured
by tying a clothesline around the camera,
setting the timer button, and swinging the
camera out of the car window whenever we
went around a tight curve that was extraclose to the guard rail.
“Here are some frightened deer,” I
said, letting everyone look at a shot I got by
fastening the shutter mechanism to a trip
wire around the remains of my previous
night’s Dairy-Queen burger dinner.
“Here’s a picture of my mom in front
of the Pioneer Monument, which is at the
Emigrant Trail Museum.” This created no
big sensation for the kids until I pointed out
that it memorialized the Donner Party, the
group of hikers who wanted to get to
California so badly they couldn’t wait for
the transcontinental railroad to be finished.
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My dad was into 3D photography. He
had a Stereo Realist, which I believe was
the first commercially available threedimensional still camera. Working with a
Stereo Realist took patience. You had to
push a release button while winding the
film, lift the double lens covers, focus the
twin lenses, set the aperture, set the shutter
speed, cock the shutter, and then notice that
what you wanted to photograph had moved
away.
When you got your pictures back from
the lab, each slide had two film images, one
for each eye. The slides could be seen by
one person at a time using a portable
viewer. With a room full of kids and only
one viewer, looking at 3D images could
take up quite a bit of time. This made my
presentations especially popular with my
classmates (“If this goes long enough, we
might not have time for the quiz!”)
Therefore, they liked my dad’s photos
even if his 3D images were not quite up to
the level of the most recent 3D production
in the movie theaters. Which was called The
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Bellboy and the Playgirls, starring June
Wilkinson, whose measurements were 4322-37 even though she was only five-footsix. This was a woman who entered the
room before she entered the room, if you
know what I mean and I think you do.
Normally, it was not the kind of film I
would have been allowed to see. But with
my Uncle as part-time guardian, I
sometimes got to do more fun things than
the average kid. “It’s in that new-fangled
triple-D,” said my Uncle, “so it’s a technical
marvel and educationally stimulating.” Yes,
it was quite stimulating in a purely technical
and educational way. As a side note, the
film was co-written and co-directed by
Francis Ford Coppola (yes, that Francis
Ford Coppola, of The Godfather,
Apocalypse Now, and Captain EO). The
movie’s advertising tagline was: “June is
busting out all over! In COLOR plus the
new depth perception... it puts a girl in your
lap!” Educational.
Assessing my dad’s 3D photos
honestly, I’d have to say that his shots were
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just okay: “Here’s my mom standing in the
center of downtown Weehawken.” Or
“Here’s our car parked on Main Street in
Dickersonville.” Or “Here’s the tour guide
at the Rugglesnout State Forest Reserve
where it looks like that big tree is sprouting
from the top of the man’s head.”
Sometimes, the shots led to interesting
stories...
“Here’s me at the Colorado Prison
Museum,” I said and instantly had their
attention. While the kids took turns peering
into the viewer, I droned on about the
exhibits, which included a hangman’s
noose, a gas chamber, a ton of confiscated
inmate weapons, and several displays of
what the museum called “disciplinary
paraphernalia,” but which I knew were
torture devices because I had spent a year in
Catholic School.
Every once in a while, my dad would
take an absolutely stunning photo: “Here’s a
road sign in Alabama,” I said. “It says
‘Keep Off Center Median,’ as though there
was any other place the median might be,” I
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added. “The bullet holes in the sign spell
out ‘IOIP,’ which could be a Ku Klux Klan
word of some kind, or very bad Pig Latin.”
I would just make up stuff like that
until everyone in the class was able to view
the image. Sometimes I saw the teachers
looking at me kind of funny, especially if
they were from one of the moron-majority
states. But I kept talking in a normal tone of
voice, all innocent sounding, and there was
no trouble. Anyway, that particular image
was a great 3D photo because it was taken
from below and you could see clouds
through the bullet holes in the sign.
With the written/oral report, things got
a bit more serious. This report was
mandatory if I was to avoid being marked
as absent for three weeks. Usually, I would
just rewrite the Chamber of Commerce
literature that I collected from each tourist
trap and then read it to the class. For
example, I took the regular C-of-C hype and
turned it into something a bit more fun:
Settled in the picturesque Pecos River
Valley is the pleasant city of Roswell, New
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Mexico. Once known as Rio Hondo, which
means “Deep River” or “Waterway of the
Yawning,” Roswell has a rich and historic
history of historical facts and things that
actually happened, which thus formed a
rich part of its rich history. For example,
the area of Roswell was a cattle center for
some time after the Civil War. This
continued until the war-ravaged parts of the
country could be repaired, at which time the
cattle were moooved back to Kansas, where
they belonged.
Sure, a lot of the stuff I wrote was
juvenile, but the funny thing was that no
one found it funny. No one found it not
funny, either. No one found it, well,
anything. None of the teachers ever marked
up my papers and only those students
paying the closest attention to my oral
presentation noticed the bad puns and inane
jokes. But I was pleased with my sarcastic
writing. Here’s more of it:
Everything is completely ordinary in
all parts of New Mexico, although there is
one very surprising and indeed shocking
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fact about Roswell: According to a
completely reliable website, Roswell was
used as a holding area for German
prisoners during the Second World War.
But everything else is normal about
Roswell. Oh, except that an alien spacecraft
landed there in 1947 but the Air Force
keeps denying it.
After a few years of doing these
reports, I got bored. The whole thing just
seemed to be a silly exercise. My mind was
not working in synchronization with the
teachers. This time, taking my place in front
of the assembled students, I began with the
most poetic words I could find:
“I have returned from a journey across
the face of America, and it needs a shave.” I
gazed into the eager, puzzled, and
sometimes sleeping faces of my fellow
students. “Fortunately, the motels of this
great nation come well-equipped to handle
these fundamental requirements, with a full
complement of mirrors, hot water, lights,
power outlets, and more.”
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It was now time to bring out the
materials for the “show” part of my showand-telethon. “My fellow students, I invite
you to gaze upon the bounty that greets
today’s weary traveler in cities, towns,
burgs, and hamlets. Behold these
magnificent tiny soaps, each one
individually wrapped for your protection.” I
upended a paper bag and about three dozen
motel soaps bounced out across the desk at
the front of the class.
“All of these react with water to create
a lather that will help clean any human
being. Some of these even have soothing
cold cream. And just look at this...” I ripped
several open and handed them out to those
seated near the front of the room. “Some
contain fragrant aromatic additives with an
effect not unlike those little tree-shaped air
freshener thingies you can get at the car
wash.” I said “Oooooooooh” and several
students joined in.
I turned back to my supplies. “Now,
observe these delicious individually
wrapped mints!” I poured dozens of them
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from another bag and began handing them
out. I said “Ahhhhhhhhh” and now
everyone was with me. “Unwrap one and
put it on your tongue! Ummmmmm!”
I popped a mint into my mouth and
continued the presentation. “Mmtums theez
are lft on or pwlow,” I said. Yipes, the mint
was bigger than I thought. I quickly
swallowed it. “Sorry. What I’m trying to
say is: Sometimes these are left on your
pillow. Because, here in America, you have
the absolute right to ruin your teeth before
watching a sit-com re-run and nodding off
for the night.”
I made the same points using
shoeshine buffing cloths, miniature
shampoo bottles, wash cloths, towels,
pillowcases, clock-radios, and finally, the
Big One:
“Now my friends, you may not believe
it, but in each motel room in this country
you will find, absolutely free, this fine
book, filled with amazing stories of sinners
and soldiers, poets and peasants! Teachers
and preachers, beggars and blindmen!
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Saints
and
angels,
warriors
and
peacemakers! Moneychangers, miracle
workers, betrayers and soothsayers! And
what book is this?” I lifted high a thick
black volume. “The Bible, written by The
Gideons!”
“All right, that’s enough!” said Mr.
Bentrodde, my Home Room teacher. “Did
you STEAL a Bible?”
“Not at all,” I said. “They’re free in
every motel room!”
I lifted a cardboard box and tilted it to
send the contents spilling out across the
table. Lots of Gideon Bibles.
“You, you, you...!” Mr. Bentrodde was
almost apoplectic. Several teachers were
converging on me now, grabbing the books
and frantically replacing them in the
cardboard box. “Pack those away and sit
back down!”
“You want these young people to be
denied the poetic presentations of this most
excellent book? You are keeping from them
the knowledge for which they thirst and
yearn! Shame on you, sirs. Shame, I say!”
145

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

“Sit down this instant!”
“Okay,” I said. “Canterbury Tales is
better, anyway. It has more sex.”
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Tin Box of Doom

A

s soon as I was legally able to
drive, the So-Cal freeway system
became my pathway to pleasure.
And then pain. I had reached my exit on the
Hollywood Freeway and left the roar of the
roadway to head down a long off-ramp. I
was caught by the traffic signal at the
bottom of the hill and eased to a halt. Since
I was the first car to reach the end of the
ramp, there was a nice view of some college
co-eds sauntering through the crosswalk in
front of me.
A car pulled up behind me, also
waiting for the signal to turn green. In my
rear-view mirror, I saw that it was one of
those dual-steering-wheel cars used by
driving instruction firms. The student driver
looked a bit worried but the instructor
seemed calm, and they had stopped without
nudging my car, so I didn’t worry too much
about them.
Unbeknownst to all of us, something
was happening in the off-ramp. A truck was
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on its way down toward us. It was not a
pick-up truck. It was not a cargo van, box
truck, or delivery vehicle. It was a semitrailer truck. A five-axel vehicle. A 70-footlong behemoth capable of hauling fiftythousand-plus pounds of cargo. At this
point, let me reference a study sponsored by
the U.S. Department of Transportation
which found that nearly one-third of all
crashes involving large trucks were partly
due to problems with the truck braking
systems.
In a matter of a few seconds, things
happened like this:
(1) Semi-trailer truck lost its braking
ability.
(2) Panicked truck driver began
sounding the air horn.
(3) Girls in crosswalk leaped back to
the curb.
(4) Truck slammed into the driving
school car.
(5) Driving school car crashed into me.
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(6) Pushing my car into the
intersection.
(7) Where I was hit by oncoming
traffic.
(8) From both directions.

H

ave you ever seen a bumper car ride?
Sometimes one of the bumper cars is
spun into the path of several oncoming cars
and you get to watch a wham-wham-wham
chain reaction of car carnage. I was now a
passenger in a dodgem vehicle that was
unable to dodge ‘em. My little metal box
was hit from the left, the right, the front,
and the back. It was like being inside an
old-fashioned pinball machine. It was like
being a bowling pin. It was like hell.
However you describe it, the fact is that I
was the star of a non-sanctioned destruction
derby being staged in the middle of a public
thoroughfare.
The car died but there was enough
scrap metal left over to make several
corkscrews and the frame for a small screen
door. One of the police officers who was
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supervising the towing away of the twisted
and smoking vehicles looked at the remains
of my ride and said, “I’ll bet there’s only
enough left of that car to make several
corkscrews and the frame for a small screen
door.” Okay, he didn’t say that. What he
said was, “Are you sure you don’t need to
go to the hospital?”
“Thanks for your concern, officer,” I
replied, “but I’m sure that physical therapy
and prescription pharmaceuticals will take
care of things.” And, for the most part, they
did.
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Dating Tips

S

he was beautiful, lovely, and
alluring. The girl was more
intoxicating than absinthe. Gorgeous
and stunning, she was a vision of
deliciousness. More importantly, she was
living testimony to the existence of a higher
power. Not that I said any of those things to
my family, but I think they could tell.
“Sounds like you’ve got it bad,” my
Uncle Man said to me.
“Yeah,” I admitted to him. “What can I
do?”
“Come with me into my office,” by
which he meant his bedroom, “and I will
discuss with you the wonderful problems of
being in close proximity with feminine
pulchritude.”
“What?”
“Pulchritude. It refers to physical
comeliness.”
“Uhh,” I said. “I don’t...”
“It means she’s a real honey.”
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“Yeah, definitely,” I said. “So, what do
I do?”
“Gotta ask some questions here. First,
and I don’t want you to take any offence at
this, but does she even know who you are?”
“Of course she knows who I am!
We’re going out Friday night.”
“Okay, good. That’s good. Just had to
make sure this wasn’t one of those things
where the guy is thinking about the babe
and the babe is thinking about the school’s
quarterback.”
“No, she said she’d like to go out with
me.”
“Uh-huh, uh-huh, that’s good. When
you guys were talking, did she say your
name?”
“What?”
“You know, like this: You ask if she’d
like to go out and she says ‘Okay,’ which
means one thing, or she says ‘I’d like that,
John,’ which means something else. Did she
say your name?”
“She said my name.”
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“That’s a good sign. All right, you’re
moving on this, kiddo.”
“Yeah, but, well....” I didn’t know
what to tell him. He wasn’t aware of my
interludes with the school nurse. He hadn’t
heard anything about my playing The
Game. He just knew I was worried about
going out on a date.
“Hey, don’t look so down in the
mouth,” he said. “It’ll be nifty. It’s all good.
It’ll work out fine. Just fine.”
“Thanks, I—”
“Or it won’t.”
“Wait, what?”
“Either way, nobody will even
remember it a couple years from now.”
“I don’t care about a couple of years
from now; I just want to survive Friday
night.”
“Oh, you’ll survive. Oh sure. Most
likely. Don’t worry about it.”
“Yeah, well, thanks, I guess.” I got up
to leave.
“You want pointers?” he asked.
“You have some?”
153

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

“What do you think?”
“Well, mom says you had a
reputation.”
“With the ladies, yup. I was a killer.
Sit down. Lemmie tell ya about it.”
“Okay,” I said, “but are we, you know,
going to get to something that’s going to
help me?”
“Always had dates,” he said, ignoring
my question. “Had a few minor setbacks
along the way, but mostly I hit the trail
running, if you know what I mean.”
“Ummm, maybe I do,” I said, not
having a clue.
“Oh, you’ll know if you hit the trail
running. If you grab that train and fill the
tunnel, you’ll know, kiddo, you’ll know.
So, let me give you the benefit of my
expertise. Now, first, it’s all a numbers
game. You try every time, but sometimes
you just strike out. Sometimes there are
mistakes.”
“Mistakes?”
“Been married five times. Never
learned from my mistakes. Don’t you screw
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up like that. You remember this: Marriage
Means Pain.”
“Mom and dad are happy, aren’t
they?”
“Right, right. Sure they are. Sure they
are. Happy as... well, happy people. They
got lucky. Most people don’t.”
“Uncle Man,” I protested, “I’m not
getting married. It’s just a date.”
“For you, it’s a date. For her, it’s an
audition. She’s trying you on for size.”
I just stared at him. Clearly, this was a
bit beyond me. “This is a bit beyond me,” I
admitted.
“A gal takes stock of the situation,” he
said. “Meaning you.” He paused and I think
he was taking stock of our situation. He saw
that I was kinda-sorta following him, but
just barely. “Here’s the thing,” he said. “She
looks at every guy, or every date, and
pictures herself with you in a house with a
white picket fence, some kids, a dog, a cat,
and a parakeet. Get it?”
“Yeah, I think so.”
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“A guy doesn’t do that. You’re
thinking about getting her into the bedroom
and she’s wondering if you’re going to earn
enough money to pay for all the bedrooms
she wants. You know, the house, the kids,
the dog, the cat, and the bird.”
Once again, I just stared at him.
“Okay, okay, okay,” he said. “Forget
about all that. You want the date to be a
blast. Gotcha. Listen. Really listen.”
“I’m listening.”
“Not to me, to her! On the date.”
“Just like when you’re trying to pick
them up?”
“Atta boy. That never changes. They
want to think you care what they think.
Even if you really don’t.”
“But I do care what she thinks.”
“Naaaw. No guy cares. You care what
she thinks about you. Big difference. You
see?”
“Sure, but it’s not like that.”
“Oh no? Look: do you care what she
thinks about music, about sports, about
school, about the weather?”
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“Yeah, I do.”
“You do?”
“Yeah,” I said.
“Whoa. You do have it bad.” He just
stared at me. Clearly, mine was a special
case. “Okay, okay, okay,” he continued.
“Let’s re-group here. So you, and you
alone, are the one guy in all of the Western,
Hemisphere who actually is interested in
what his date has to say about whatever it is
you’re talking about. Okay, okay.” He
paused to think about it. “Okay. We can
make this work for you. You’re going to
have to act in reverse.”
“Reverse?”
“You betcha. Normally, you have to
fake it that you’re interested in what she’s
saying. You, however, are not going to have
to worry about that. You, my woozy young
friend, you are going to have to fake that
you’re not interested.”
“What?”
“Look, here’s the deal. Remember
when you’re at a party and a bunch of guys
and gals are standing around talking?”
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“Yeah.”
“And some guy comes into the party
and one of the girls looks over and says
something like ‘Uh-oh, that’s him.’ And all
the girls look over and they start acting all
funny. And one of the guys asks what’s
going on and it always turns out that there’s
a story about that guy. There’s this story
that the guy beat up someone or he got
some girl knocked up or he got thrown out
of school or he stole a car or he got arrested
or something like that.”
“Yeah,” I said, wondering if my uncle
had been spying on some of the parties I
had attended.
“And what happens at that point?” he
asked, and then supplied the answer: “All
the girls fiddle with their hair, smooth their
skirts, and adjust their boobs.”
“Uhh, yeah,” I said.
“Okay, technically, they adjust their
bras. But they’re just making sure the boobs
are pointing in the right direction. You’ve
seen it. It’s one of the times you can look
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over at ‘em without any problem because
they’re busy looking down at ‘em. Right?”
“Yeah, that’s right.” This was
uncanny. It was good to have an uncle who
understood the younger generation.
“And why,” he asked, “are they doing
this hair primping and skirt preening and
boob pointing?”
“Well,” I started to reply, and realized
I didn’t know. “Uh, no, why?”
“Because all the gals are hoping the
bad boy hits on them. The one who doesn’t
care about shit. They want the attention.
Not the attention of you. Not the attention
of the other guys who are being nice and
standing around talking nicely with them.
The bad boy. They want the bad boy.”
“Yeah. Yeah!” I said. “Wow, I noticed
that, but it’s like I never noticed that, you
know?”
“I know. That’s why I’m here for you,
kiddo. And remember, the bad boy doesn’t
care about the girls, so it drives ‘em crazy
for his attention. You’ll have to pretend you
don’t care, get it?”
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“Yeah, this is good stuff. What else
you got?”
“Awww, I got nothin’. What do I
know? I’m an old guy.”
There was an awkward pause. I stood
up again.
“Yup,” he said, “except for the big
secret of dealing with women, I got nothing.
See ya ‘round.”
“Wait, what? What big secret?”
“Naah, you got better things to do.”
“No I don’t!”
“Chores?”
“Done.”
“Homework?”
“Did it in Study Hall.”
“You truthin’ me, boy?”
“Sure, Uncle Man. It was easy. All we
had to do was read three chapters. A snap.”
“Okay. Sit down, my boy, we have
something else to share.”
I sat down again. I was all ears. He just
stared at me, sizing me up. “Just wondering
if you’re really ready,” he said.
“I’m ready!” I said.
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“Okay,” he said, “I’ll tell ya right
now.”
“Great!”
“Just let me administer the blood
oath.”
“Wait, what?”
“Aw, I’m joshin’ ya,” he said.
“Come on, Uncle Man, what’s the
secret?”
“Okay.” He sighed. Then he said: “It’s
the kiss.”
“What?”
“The kiss, the kiss. You gotta kiss her
good,” he said again. “Everything starts
with a kiss. You kiss a woman good, and
she responds. Women love the kiss.”
“Yeah, yeah, that’s true,” I said,
smiling to myself as I remembered the
kissing I’d done in the past. At least I
thought I was smiling to myself.
“Oh ho, I see you’ve had some
practice,” he said. “Good for you. Whatever
the gals have shown you, try that on her and
then just let her show you what she likes.
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They’ve had lots of practice with each other
so they know what they want.”
“Wait, what?”
“Girls get together and talk about boys
and clothes and make-up and shoes and
hair. But it’s all to make themselves
attractive to...”
“Boys.”
“You got it. And then they practice
kissing. Soft kisses, hard kisses, little
teasing kisses, deep kisses, nibbling kisses,
all kinds. They try out the techniques. When
you’re young, the gals are way way ahead
of the guys when it comes to kissing ‘cause
they have tried out a bunch of things.”
“Wow,” I said, thinking about it.
“That’s, um, interesting.”
“Yeah, it’s a fine thing to ruminate
on.”
“What?”
“Ruminate. Cogitate. Ponder.”
I stared at him.
“To think about it,” he barked at me.
“Oh,” I said. “Ruminate, right.”
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“Yup, it’s a fine, fine thought. Yup.
Girls kissing each other. Yeah....” His voice
kind of trailed off.
“Uncle Man?” I said after a moment.
“Mmmmmm,” was all he said, his eyes
looking far, far away.
“Uncle Man?” I said again.
“Hmm? What? Jeeze, kiddo, don’t
interrupt like that.”
“It’s not really fair, is it?” I asked.
“What isn’t?”
“That girls get to kiss other girls,” I
said.
“Nope,” he said. “It’s not fair. Girls get
to practice kissing. And we don’t. Not
usually, anyway.”
“Not usually?”
“I was in the navy and— No, never
mind. You’re too young.”
“But-“
“Not now. I’m going to ruminate. Get
out of here.”
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The Kiss

W

e had gone out to dinner, which
was not your typical first date
for kids in high school at that
time. The more normal plan was to ask a
girl to a movie or a dance or a party. But I
figured that a gal’s gotta eat, right? Plus, it
seemed like a more grown-up thing to do. I
came up with that idea all by myself. Right
after this happened:
“Ask her out to dinner,” my uncle told
me. “A gal’s gotta eat, right? Plus, it’s a
more grown-up thing to do.”
We went to the kind of place where
everything is a la carte. That’s French for
“if you want a vegetable or a potato or a
salad to go with your entrée, you damn well
better order it, and we’ll gladly add it to the
facture salée.” That’s French for “whoohoo are we gonna charge ya for that!”
“Fancy-schmancy,” she called the
place, but at least she was smiling.
“We can go to Taco Tio, if you
prefer,” I told her, naming a joint that kept
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getting closed down because of things that
were not approved by the Health
Department .
“That’s okay,” she said with a laugh,
“this is fine.”
Dinner was pleasant. She was easy to
talk to. We discussed school, teachers, the
upcoming student body elections, clothing
styles, choices of colleges, music. Lots of
talk about music. Turned out that we both
enjoyed jazz. That was one of those Aha!
moments because there were not that many
high school kids who cared about Miles
Davis or John Coltrane. She even knew who
Benny Goodman was. For that matter, she
even knew that Bernard Herrmann wrote
the music for Psycho, The 7th Voyage of
Sinbad, and Vertigo. I was impressed.
Every once in a while during the meal, I
discovered that I wasn’t entirely following
the main points she was making because I
was getting lost in her eyes, her smile, her
aura. It took a self-imposed mental jolt to
get me back on track. She would say
something like “I really enjoy ‘Trane’s ‘My
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Favorite Things’ album because of his
modal approach.” But her words were not
what were going through my head; my
noggin was processing something closer to
this:
Ummm her eyes are so bright look at
those lips she has such a beautiful smile she
is My Favorite Thing how can she have
perfect hair like that Wait she stopped
speaking so what was it she said about
Coltrane ohmygodohmygod what was it oh
yeah something about his modal playing I’d
better say something right away.
“Modal, yes,” I said, “from playing on
‘Kind of Blue’ to recording ‘My Favorite
Things’ and beyond.” And then, if I was
lucky, she would say “I know! You’re easy
to talk with.”
After dinner, it was still fairly early so
we drove around a while. I don’t know how
I was able to steer the car, listen to music,
and converse with her, all at the same time.
The scent of her perfume reminded me that
sooner or later I would be standing close to
her, my head swirling inside the wisps of
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that glorious scent. And that meant it would
be time for what my uncle had said was so
important: “The kiss, the kiss.” The idea of
kissing her had insinuated its way into my
head and I couldn’t get away from it.
We drove past a billboard with a
woman’s picture on it and all I saw were
lips. We passed a store where the neon
lights seemed to be forming themselves into
incandescent lips. We went by a billiard
parlor and my mind itemized it this way:
“In billiards sometimes you have get one
ball to just lightly kiss another... Kiss!”
Suddenly, we were pulling up to the
curb in front of her parents’ house. How did
we get here so fast? I turned off the engine
and was going to get out to walk her to the
door. She put her hand on my wrist before I
could even move. Good thing, too, because
my head was spinning and I didn’t think I’d
be able to stand up straight much less walk.
Or kiss her, for that matter. Too dizzy. I
needed a moment to calm down. Of course,
having her hand on me wasn’t making me
any calmer.
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“I had a really nice time,” she said.
“I did, too,” I told her.
“Would you like to come in for a
minute?”
I needed to have a snappy reply.
Something that communicated volumes of
hidden depth and passion and commitment.
So I said: “Yes.”
We got out of the car and I took her
hand as we walked slowly toward the
house. There was an electrical charge that
was emanating from her hand to mine, and
it pulsated within me, radiating from hand
to wrist to arm to shoulder to neck to chest
and head and heart.
A comet flared its way across the sky.
We stopped and marveled at the universe.
Maybe there was no comet. But we were
astonished by the cosmos anyway. With a
mixture of awe and anticipation, we just
stood there listening to the allencompassing whirling and twirling of the
stars and planets.
One way you know when you truly
like being with someone, especially on a
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first date, is if you are comfortable with the
silences. We were comfortable with the
silences. We were stone solid fine with
them. We were not compelled to keep
talking but could just exult in the mere fact
of physical proximity.
She got out her key, opened the door,
grabbed my arm and pulled me inside. She
used her knee to give the door a shove and
it closed with a muffled whump. We stood
there for several eternities.
“So?” she said.
“So,” I said and took her in my arms.
For some reason, I did not immediately kiss
her lips. I oh-so-lightly brushed my lips
across her neck. Then her shoulder. Then up
to her face. But still no real kiss. As
delicately as possible, I ran my tongue
across her lips, tasting the intriguing flavor
of her lip gloss. Strawberry? No matter, it
was intoxicating. I slightly kissed her neck
and shoulder on the other side. Her whole
body shuddered in my arms.
A voice within me began shouting
“now now now now” and I obeyed the
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voice and kissed her full on those inviting
luscious amazing lips.
There are moments in history that are
so cataclysmic that the world is forever
changed. The discovery of fire. The
understanding of the forces of gravity. The
first telescopic view of Saturn’s rings. And
that first kiss.
It lasted a few precious seconds or
several years of my life, or perhaps both.
The kiss was everything in the world to me.
It was slow, it was fast, it was gentle, it was
firm. It started and stopped and started
again.
We paused, breathing heavily. We
stared at each other, saying nothing.
Suddenly, my mind intruded and made me
wonder where her parents were. And her
brother. Or brothers? I remember she
mentioned something about at least one
sibling.
As if reading my mind, she told me
that her brothers were taking part in a music
recital with her mom and dad. So we kissed
again.
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I held her body close. Closer. Closest.
The physicality of the kiss merged with the
spirituality of the kiss. With each new
touching of our lips, we experienced a
feeling of being “As One.” We enjoyed a
blending of souls beyond anything that had
ever been experienced before in the entire
story of life. In other words, she was a good
kisser.
We came to the trembling conclusion
of yet another kiss. “Ahhhh,” she said. It
was no louder than a whisper. “Maybe we
should slow down?”
“Well,” I whispered back, “I don’t
know how to go any slower than this.” I
kissed her cheek, then her forehead, then
her shoulder. She ahhhh’d again. “After
all,” I said, “we’re just kissing.”
“Hmmm,” she said. Smiling, she
glanced down, then back up to my eyes. She
made no move to step away from me.
“Well,” she said with a very cute little
smile, “you’re doing more than just
kissing.”
“Oh, you mean . . . that?” I asked.
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“Yes, that.”
I put my mouth close to her ear.
“That,” I whispered to her, “is simply a
reaction to kissing you.” I looked at her a
moment and added, “If I could control it,
I’d be in a different line of work.”
She laughed in delight. There was still
no move to step apart so I kissed her again.
When we stopped after another couple
of eons, she looked a bit more serious. “I
don’t know if we should keep doing this.”
“Ummm,” I said, lightly kissing her
cheek. “I am very interested in your views,”
I whispered, “and I think we need to discuss
them at length.” I continued lightly kissing
her face and her neck.
“Ummmm,” she said. “I don’t know, I
don’t know....” But she was kissing back.
“Ummmmm, tell me more,” I
whispered. I tried gently nibbling on her
ears before returning to the light kisses.
“This is so unfair,” she said, almost
moaning.
“What,” I asked, “exactly, is unfair
about it? Take all the time you want.”
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“Well,” she said, and then we kissed.
“The thing is,” she said, and then we kissed.
“I can’t help,” she said, and then we kissed.
“Responding to you,” she said, and then we
kissed.
“That’s good,” I whispered. I ran my
hands from her shoulders to her neck, then
slid them down to her hips, then around her
again. She inhaled and exhaled with a most
delightful sound.
“You’re doing so much more than just
kissing,” she said.
“Should I stop caressing you?”
“No! I mean, yes. I don’t know. But I
don’t mean your hands.” She looked at me
again. We stared at each other. Again, the
physicality of the moment became
overwhelmingly apparent. “Yes. I mean, I
mean... you know.”
“I told you, it’s just a reaction. You
don’t need to pay any attention to that.”
“Well, it’s hard to ignore.”
“Thank you.”
We both cracked up. The laughter was
an incredible release. We took a few steps
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down the hall toward the living room,
almost gasping for breath. I held her hand.
She stopped by a table and switched on a
lamp. Then she switched it off again. On.
Off. On. Off.
We both laughed. Then we both
smiled. Then we both looked serious. She
moved against me. I held her and we kissed
once again. And it was still magical.
We paused a moment. She looked at
me, then at the clock, then back at me. Very
quietly, she said, “I have an idea.”
And indeed she did.
“I think there’s just enough time.”
And indeed there was.
Our relationship was stellar, stunning,
stupendous. But it ended when high school
ended. Throughout the years, she has
continually returned to my thoughts. I hope
her life has been at least half as spectacular
as our first kiss.
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College Daze

W

hat’s your major?” At various
times in my college career, I
was able to give at least four
authoritatively definitive replies: “Theater
Arts,” I said. “Filmmaking,” I said. “Art,” I
said. “English,” I said. None of these
responses were lies; I just kept switching
my major. Never once did I say
“Undeclared.” Obviously, I had declared.
And I kept on declaring until I found a
department where they would let me create
my own courses.
It’s called Independent Study, and it
enables you to substitute work you want to
do for work you want to avoid. I eventually
obtained a Bachelor’s degree in Art and a
Master’s degree in Film, but am the very
first to admit that both of these
accomplishments involved a lot of
Independent Study as well as a lot of luck.
We’re going to skip over most of the
undergraduate stuff, primarily because it
was boring. I wasn’t involved in student
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politics and I wasn’t dating teachers, so
there are no terrific stories or shenanigans to
tell you. I took a full course load and tried
to work as much as possible in order to
have money for a car, an apartment, and a
stereo. I owned seven albums and a 400watt sound system on which to play them.
In a 600-square-foot apartment. Plus, San
Francisco had excellent free-form FM radio,
so I was never without good tunes.

G

rad school for me was an art college
perched on a hilltop in The City, and it
was a trip, both literally and figuratively.
The Master’s program in Filmmaking met
in the basement of the school. They had
classrooms and editing rooms on the main
floors, but sunk deep within the building
was their own theater.
I showed up early for my first class in
that underground theater and just hung out.
Everybody was friendly and they were
playing music through the theater’s big
speakers. People took turns putting vinyl on
the turntable in the projection booth, which
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resulted in a wild conglomeration of
sounds: Lou Reed, Charlie Parker, Hendrix,
the Mills Brothers, Merle Haggard. A
couple of the girls put on Isaac Hayes’
“Hyperbolicsyllabicsesquedalymistic” and
performed a dance they had choreographed.
Someone put a print of a porn film on one
projector and this played on the theater’s
big screen. Nobody paid much attention to
it. A bearded guy handed me a joint.
Friendly people here!
We were all having a very nice time,
although I couldn’t help wondering when
the professor would arrive. Forty minutes
went by before I discovered the bearded guy
was the professor. Wow, college in San
Francisco was great!
A word about the porn. One of the
students worked in the District Attorney’s
office and he regularly brought in the films
that had been seized by the police because
of community complaints. This meant the
film students at our college were watching
porn so alarmingly depraved that even
people in San Francisco were against it.
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I could hardly wait to attend classes
each week and I’m sure you can guess why.
You are correct: that great music! Oh, and
the marijuana helped a little, too. The porn I
could live without because it featured bad
writing, bad acting, bad photography, and
ugly sex. Maybe that’s why San
Franciscans tried banning it.
With the fun of the music and the
maryjane, it soon became apparent to me
that classes didn’t come around often
enough. Besides, the chance that someone
would bring some of the good stuff to class
was not something on which one could rely.
To avoid being one of those people
who was always borrowing puffs of fantasy,
I decided to purchase my very own pipe
dreams. And it seemed to me there was
nobody better to ask about sources and
prices than the professor. After all, he was
our leader. The head, if you will.
I found him in his office, knocked on
the open door and walked in to ask him my
socially improper and possibly illegal
question. Without batting an eye he told me
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to talk to a guy at school named Katt.
(Advice from my attorneys leads me to turn
this man’s name into a pseudonym, so from
now on we’ll just call him Cat.)
Cat turned out to be relatively easy to
find, primarily because he was lying on the
couch in the professor’s office. Cat rolled
off the cushions, stood up, and said,
“Follow me to my office.” By which he
meant outside of the school offices. We
strolled through the campus.
Cat was cool. I mean, you know,
besides the whole illegal drug distribution
thing. Oh, and the fake driver’s license
thing. He had a Texas driver’s license with
his photo and the name Henry Lee Woralitz.
It was that driver’s license he gave to the
police when he was questioned later in the
semester for allegedly placing anti-war
bumper stickers on cop cars.
Cat dealt hash, mostly. That’s hashish,
which comes from the resin in the flowering
top-most parts of the hemp plant. So it’s
like goosed-up marijuana, kinda-sorta.
There were rumors that Cat’s hash was
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“sprinkled with the dust of the angels,”
meaning that it also contained PCP,
phencyclidine, a central nervous system
depressant sometimes used as a horse
tranquilizer.
“I deal in sub-distributor sizes,” Cat
said. He explained to me how I could make
money on the deal by selling three-quarters
of my purchase for more than the price he
was charging me, and I’d still have plenty
of product left over for personal use.
He described the two smallest
allotments he offered. “When you phone
me, let’s just call the super-small size a
‘cassette’ and the regular-small size an
‘eight-track.’ Just tell me how many
cassettes or eight-tracks you want.”
Tempting, but no. I had no intention of
going into the drug distribution business.
But I decided to purchase one of the supersmall allotments and figured it would last
me the rest of the semester. Cat scrawled a
phone number on the inside of a matchbook
cover, handed it to me and said, “Call me
Wednesday night.”
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“Wednesday night,” I said.
“Oh yeah. Any time after one.”
“One? One a.m.?”
“Oh yeah,” he replied.
“Wouldn’t that be Thursday morning?”
I asked him.
“Oh yeah,” he said with a smile.
At the appointed time I called Cat and
felt like such a small-timer by ordering one
cassette but he seemed fine about it.
“Okay,” he told me. “Meet me at the
college tomorrow with the money. Make
sure it’s cash,” he said. “This is American
Express quality but it’s not an American
Express operation, if you know what I
mean.”
On campus the next day, I came up to
Cat as he was talking to a pretty girl. They
were discussing a new tattoo she had on her
shoulder. You could tell what a great work
ethic Cat had by the fact that he
immediately broke off his conversation as
soon as he saw me. “Sorry to cut this short,”
he told the lovely lady. “Business.” He
motioned for me to follow him.
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“Where we headed?” I asked him.
“Up on the roof.”
“The roof of the college?”
“Oh yeah.”
We walked to the school cafeteria at
the far end of the campus, the hillside end,
which gave it a spectacular view of San
Francisco Bay. Nonchalantly, Cat moved
over to a door at the corner of the room
where the windows ended and the kitchen
started. He paused at the door and then
turned to look back at the cafeteria. He
nodded to someone across the room and
suddenly there was a crash of plates on the
linoleum floor. Everyone turned to look but
Cat tapped my shoulder and said “Follow
me.”
We went through the door and he
closed it behind us. Cat stepped up to a
window with a sliding pane. He opened the
glass, put one leg over the ledge, grabbed
the window frame, and swung himself
through the opening and out of sight behind
the wall. I followed him onto a fire escape
fastened to the outside of the building.
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The first thing I noticed was that it was
about a fifty foot drop to the hillside below.
“Don’t look down!” said a voice from
somewhere inside my cranium. So I looked
up and saw Cat’s shoes disappear over the
edge of the rooftop. I climbed up after him
and made it onto the roof without falling off
the side of the college. We moved to a spot
in the center of the roof. Everywhere you
looked there was an image that would be
terrific on a picture postcard. The Pacific
Ocean. The Golden Gate Bridge. The
college’s HVAC system. Well, almost
everywhere you looked.
Cat took out a small metal pipe with a
leather-covered handle and a small box of
wooden matches. He observed proper drug
etiquette and lit up before me. Dealer goes
first to show that the product is good. I’m
assuming that there are exceptions for
crack, heroin, and the like, but I don’t move
in those circles so I can’t tell you for sure.
Cat handed me the pipe and I nervously
took a puff. I held the pipe out to him but he
just nodded at me, so I took another puff.
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It was very pretty out there on top of
the college. A breeze swirled around us, and
the sound of the wind became a lovely,
soothing blanket-on-the-brain whoosh.
Then the breeze became a bringer of
nature’s soundtrack, with the seabirds
standing out prominently amidst the rustling
of leaves that scurried across the rooftop.
When I concentrated on a single sound, I
heard it with exquisite precision. Hell, if
you want the truth, I could hear the trees
growing and the clouds billowing.
The City shimmered in the distance.
Buildings jumped into focus with
crystalline clarity. The molecular structure
of the steel-and-concrete-and-glass became
magnified and was superimposed on the
design-plan of each floor, the whole of it
appearing like a three-dimensional blueprint
in space.
Not only was I seeing these sights, I
was also floating above our two bodies. I
was watching us hunkered down on the
roof, experiencing all and nothing at all,
caught up in the scheme of things, yet apart
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from it, observing it, framing it, composing
it, just like when you’re watching a movie
but you’re really watching yourself because
it’s like you’re in the audience and in the
movie at the same time and—
“Good stuff, isn’t it?” Cat’s voice was
serene, reflective.
“Whoa,” I said.
Cat grinned. What a nice fellow he was
to appreciate my conversational abilities.
This guy gets what I’m saying, almost
without my having to say anything. I
blinked and the blue sky turned green. I
blinked it back to blue. Hey, that’s fun! I
glanced around at the Bay, the hills, the
houses, the trees, the Bridge, the sky. Blink
green blink blue blink green blink blue
blink RED. Wow! This is nifty. I was
working on a strobe effect when Cat spoke
again.
“So, what do you think? Do you want
to make the buy?”
The implications of his first question
were too awesome for me to handle right
away. What do I think? I hadn’t even
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stopped to register what my brainpan was
doing to me. What do I think? Me? I’m just
one lone person attempting to handle this
wondershow of perceptual truth vs. illusion.
What do I think? I think this stuff is helping
me create a baroque display of colors and
sounds not normally found in nature. What
do I think? I think these impulses and
images are remnants of ancient civilizations
that have mysteriously and wondrously
returned to lift humanity to a new level of—
“Take your time,” Cat said gently.
“Oh,” I said. “Right. Sure thing. I’ll
buy this.” I reached into my jeans and
pulled out my carefully-folded currency and
handed him the wad of bills. For one
instant, I saw the breeze whip it out of my
hands, sending the cash cascading and
spinning and flapping out over the entire
peninsula. Then that horrific braincrash
ended and everything was all right and Cat
was calmly doing his count. He nodded and
pocketed the money.
“Nice up here today,” he said. We
looked at the scenery in all its various and
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changing colors. About a week went by and
then he stood up, saying, “Well, gotta go.
Enjoy.”
“Thanks,” I said. “I’ll try.”
“Oh yeah,” he said with a grin. I
watched him disappear over the edge of the
roof. And that’s when it occurred to me that
I had to go back down that fire escape and
crawl through the window. What if
someone had closed and locked it? I
decided to follow Cat immediately.
I would love to tell you how I made it
back off the roof but I have no recollection
of that. Since I am here now typing this,
apparently I did. I think. Dunno. Maybe it’s
all an illusion. Are you out there?
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Crazed and Bemused

H

igh as a kite. I was a helium-filled
balloon that had just escaped the
grasp of a perplexed five-year old
kid who was now wondering why gravity
wasn’t bringing back his rapidly
disappearing toy. Totally blitzed, I ambled
down the front steps of the college and
began walking in the general direction of
my apartment. Usually I took the cable car,
but since the ground was already moving
beneath my feet in a most disorienting way,
I didn’t need anything else to add to the
sensations.
The stroll home took about eleventythree hours because I kept slowing down to
appreciate the sky, the wind, the trembling
of the horizon line... Hmm, it shouldn’t
really move like that, should it? I have got
to get this under control.
When I finally made it back to my
place, I stashed the stash in a really clever
hiding place: the back of the bureau behind
the socks. Next, I looked at my weekly
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schedule, to see when I could plan on again
partaking of my recent purchase.
“Laundry day, that’s going to be okay
for drugs,” I told myself. Being in a flippedout state couldn’t cause too much trouble
while doing my clothes, right? The darks
might not get separated from the lights, but
like a lot of college students, I only owned
jeans, sweatshirts, socks and underwear, so
color sorting wasn’t exactly a big problem.
“Movie night, that’s going to be okay
for drugs.” That made sense. When you
watch a movie, you’re in a dream-like state
anyway, right? Being zonked prompted me
to try different film experiences, like when I
caught a double-feature of kung fu movies
at a theater in the Mission District. The
films were mature-rated but there were a lot
of fathers who brought their pre-teen boys
to that show. And everyone talked back to
the screen, which was a hoot. “Look out
behind you!” “Don’t go in there!” “He’s
gonna gitcha!” “Thump him, thump him!”
Since I was the only white person in the
theater, I didn’t join in. At least I think I
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remained silent. But what do I know, I was
stoned.
“The opera, that’s going to be okay for
drugs.” Having blown my discretionary
money on the dope, I couldn’t afford to go
to the opera in the normal way. But I used
the Student Rush ticket opportunity: a few
bucks and you’d get a seat somewhere. You
could be way up in the balcony or you
could find yourself in the orchestra; ya
never knew. And for next to nothing, you
could stand at the back of the theater, even
for otherwise sold-out performances. That
may seem like a pain, but I stood to see
Luciano Pavarotti sing Riccardo in Verdi’s
“Un Ballo in Maschera,” which is probably
an interesting experience if you’re straight
but it’s a visual and auditory freak-out when
you’re spaced.
There are things you don’t want to do
while ripped. Or at least there are things that
don’t work well for me. I wouldn’t want to
do my taxes while under the influence.
School was another experience I kept drugfree.
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Not all the students observed the rule
about not mixing drugs and schoolwork.
You could see the results of that problem
every week in the basement theater where
everyone brought their newly-processed
16mm film to view. Out-of-focus shots.
Blundering shaky-cam sequences. Poorly
framed compositions. Over-exposed shots.
Under-exposed shots. Double-exposed
shots. Blank film! That last one always got
groans and derisive shouts from whoever
was in the audience.
To earn money for tuition, I worked as
a teaching assistant (TA) at the college. I
took that seriously, too, and stayed clearheaded. This was a very wise choice on my
part because TAs were always on call to
oversee aspects of undergrad film
production. TAs had to sign-out the
cameras, lenses, tripods, lights, and so forth.
In addition, TAs had to accompany
any undergrad who wished to take film
equipment off-campus. It was extremely
advisable to remain straight for this; I did
not want to be in a crazy-stupid condition
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while supervising the use of gear worth tens
of thousands of dollars.
I worked with several undergrad
would-be moguls on their film projects.
One director explained his idea for
completing a semi-improvised scene in a
continuous 11-minute-long shot. In other
words: turn on lights/sound/camera and let
the actors run through the entire one-reel
movie without editing.
“Your semester’s project is going to be
completed in a single take?” I asked.
“Right,” he replied. “One reel, one
take. Just like Alfred Hitchcock in Rope,”
he told me.
“Okay,” I replied, “can you let me see
the script?”
“Well, only the actors know the story.”
“Then how will we know where and
when the camera will move?”
“Oh, the camera isn’t going to move,”
he told me. “It’ll be fixed on a tripod. You
won’t have to do anything except turn on
the camera and then signal us when we get
near the end of the roll.”
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“All right,” I said. “Let’s do it. What
could go wrong?” As it turned out, there
were several things that could go wrong.
He selected the best, and most
expensive, lights, sound recording gear,
microphones, and lenses. His camera of
choice was the Éclair NPR (noiseless
portable reflex), the camera used by
Michael Wadleigh to shoot Woodstock. I
felt like I was signing away my life as I put
down my name authorizing this venture.
On the day of the shoot, we loaded up
his car as well as his girlfriend’s car. We
then drove to their apartment in the Castro
district. He hadn’t told me it was a thirdfloor walk-up. Fortunately I knew which
pieces of gear were the largest in size while
being the lightest in weight. You don’t want
to be fooled by grabbing that compactlooking metal box containing the Éclair, the
camera magazine, and a couple of battery
packs.
We brought the gear upstairs into the
apartment and down a dark hallway to a
large room where the entire floor was
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covered in sand. The walls were lined with
huge sheets of paper painted to look like the
Paul Gauguin oils of Tahiti.
“Tropical island setting for your film?”
I asked him.
“No, just Baker,” he replied.
Baker Beach, on the west side of the
Golden Gate Bridge, was popular for
volleyball, Frisbee competitions, kiteflying, and nude sunbathing.
“Is your girlfriend going to be in this
film with you?”
“Absolutely,” he said.
“Is she going to be nude?”
“Absolutely,” he said.
“Oh man,” I complained.
“You don’t think she’s attractive?” he
asked.
“She’s a total babe,” I said. “I’m upset
about having only one take.”
His girlfriend had overheard our
exchange and popped her head into the
room to tell me, “Thank you.”
The gear was set-up fairly quickly, but
with each step on the sand, the floorboards
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creaked, and alarmingly so in the center of
the room.
“How deep is this layer of sand?” I
asked.
“Oh, ‘bout three inches,” he said.
“Why?”
“That’s a lot of weight on this floor.”
We stopped to consider the ramifications of
bringing home so much of the beach.
“Yeah, well, we did the same thing last
year and it worked out okay,” he told me.
“Has the sand been here the whole
time?”
“Oh no,” he said. “This is new sand,”
he said proudly.
“How did you bring it here?”
“Trunk of the car. Took a whole bunch
of trips.”
“I’ll bet.” I didn’t ask how they got rid
of it. Conscious of the straining wood
floors, I tried to walk only at the outer edges
of the room as we adjusted the lights and
camera. Then we went over the handsignals he wanted me to give the performers
once the camera was rolling. Basically, they
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wanted me to hold up the appropriate
number of fingers as each minute counted
down for his 11 minute roll of film, then
wave my arms when there were 30 seconds
left.
So, phones were unplugged, stereos
turned off, and roommates told not to talk,
walk, open beer bottles, run the water, use
the bathroom, open or close bureau drawers,
etc. And then our director put actors in
place, everyone stripped, and he
commanded: “Lights, camera, sound,
action!”
For eleven minutes, I stood still as the
actors went through their semi-scripted,
semi-improvised lines, dueled with each
other verbally, displayed their bodies,
ripped up the painted scenery, etc. I
dutifully held up my hands to signal 10
minutes, 9, 8, 7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1. Then I
waved my arms as the roll reached 30seconds to go. This was to be the magical
moment when the final line would be
delivered, the big finish to his conceptual
film. And then they blew it.
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First, one actor froze. Then the rest
picked up on the sudden change, the
upsurge of tension. And then they muffed
the final line.
Everyone just stood there in silence.
You could hear heartbeats. I switched off
the lights. I switched off the sound recorder.
I put the lens cap on the camera. I turned to
look at the actors, still frozen in place.
“Clothing, anyone?” I asked. They got
dressed. The director came over to me to
discuss the situation. We couldn’t do a retake because the scenery was destroyed as
part of the skit. And besides, he had only
purchased one roll of film. We couldn’t
come back again tomorrow because the
project was due the day-after-next and it
would take one day to get the film
processed.
“What are you going to do?” I asked
him.
“Just turn in the film the way it is,” he
said. “We’re the only ones who know it’s
not supposed to end that way.” A flicker of
doubt crossed his face.
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“What?” I asked him.
“You’re not going to say anything, are
you?” he said.
“Me? Heck, no. I won’t write about
this until years have gone by.”
“Okay, man. Thanks for all your help.”
“Wouldn’t have missed it for the
world.” Hell, his girlfriend’s breasts were
more than worth the effort. Actually his
girlfriend’s everything was worth the effort.
She was also in art school, although at a
different college, and her current project
was photographing her vagina spelling out
the letters of the alphabet. Note: this was
prior to Photoshop. I told her I liked her
“G” and she smiled the smile of a woman
who had total muscle control.
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Film Frenzy

A

mong the 16mm cameras available
at the college was one that shot
1,200 frames-per-second. The
usual speed is 24 frames-per-second (fps)
which means the high-speed camera really
ate up film at a tremendous rate. And since
that camera only took a 100-foot load, you
couldn’t photograph anything for very long.
Here’s the math: a 100-foot load at 24 fps
lasts for about three minutes. A 100-foot
load at 1,200 fps runs through the camera in
a little over three seconds. So you would
turn on the camera and photograph
something for reallyshorttime. Once the roll
was developed, you’d still have 100 feet of
film that you’d project at the standard rate
of 24 fps. The projection time was still three
minutes but you’d be able to see what you
photographed moving v-e-r-y s-l-o-w-l-y.
Why make a camera that moves so fast
but limit it to a 100-foot reel of film? It was
for industrial use, like if you were testing a
chemical reaction or the spark mechanism
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on a Zippo lighter. You’d lock down the
camera on a tripod, activate it electronically
at the same time as your experiment, and
later you could study the results in glorious
slow-motion.
Each semester, the possibilities of this
high-speed camera produced the following
observation among the undergraduate
filmmaking students:
“Let’s smash a mirror with a hammer
in ultra-slo-mo!”
A group of them would leap into
action, adhering to this amazingly simple
21-step plan:
1. Smoke marijuana.
2. Find/steal mirror.
3. Suspend mirror with chain and duct
tape.
4. Convince TA to sign-out some
lights.
5. Aim lights at suspended mirror.
6. Discover they forgot hammer.
7. Smoke marijuana.
8. Locate hammer.
200

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

9. Convince TA to sign-out and
oversee use of camera.
10.Smoke marijuana.
11.Discover no one had purchased a
100-foot reel of film.
12.Beg, borrow or steal 100-foot load
of film.
13.Smoke marijuana.
14.Convince TA you’re “really ready
this time.”
15.Start camera.
16.Swing hammer into mirror,
shattering it into ninety-seven
thousand individual shiny sparkly
spiky shards.
17.Locate first-aid kit for cuts,
piercings, splinters of glass in
hands, arms, faces, ears, etc.
18.Get film developed.
19.Take film to basement theater.
20.Smoke marijuana.
21.Put Terry Riley’s “Rainbow in
Curved Air” on the theater sound
system and sit back to watch a
stunning three-minute shot of a
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hammer getting close to and
almost-but-not-quite-touching the
surface of a mirror.
It was in this atmosphere that I
completed my Master’s Thesis Film Project.
One day, I spotted a small item in the
newspaper about the Program Director of
the local film festival looking for short
films to be shown prior to each of the
official screenings at that year’s event. I
thought I would submit my film,
“Countenance,” but then I noticed that the
paper I was reading was old and today was
the final day for submissions.
So I called the executive offices of the
Festival. The Program Director answered
the phone because it was around one in the
afternoon and he was the only person in the
office. I told him I’d love to submit my film
but I had just returned to The City from
overseas and had not known about today’s
deadline. He said, “If you can get the film
here by two o’clock, we’ll consider it.”
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I grabbed a print of the film and my
one-page synopsis, ran to the cable car,
transferred to a bus, got off and ran the last
few blocks to his office. Made it with ten
minutes to spare. Two weeks later, he called
to say “Congratulations, your work will be
part of the San Francisco International Film
Festival.” The screening would be the week
prior to the due date for the Master’s
Program thesis films. Perfect. Or so I
thought. I hadn’t counted on university
bureaucracy.
“You won’t qualify for graduation if
your film is shown at the Festival,” said the
Film Department Chairman. “University
rules state that a thesis film must screen on
campus prior to any public showing.”
“You’re telling me that the college
doesn’t want one of its grad student films to
be shown at the San Francisco International
Film Festival?” I asked him.
His reply was typical administrative
nonsense. Instead of answering my
question, he just read the rules out loud and
then scowled at me. I was appalled. This
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man was the writer of one of the most
highly respected books on independent
filmmaking. His reputation was one reason
I selected the university in the first place.
And now I discovered he was a sophist and
a pedant. Or, to put it in terms everyone can
understand, the man was an asshole.
Because of this human rectal blockage, my
master’s degree was suddenly in jeopardy.
But wait. I thought about my dearest
best acquaintance at the campus, our local
entrepreneur and pharmacological supplier,
Cat, who was good friends with Lavery, the
guy who ran the Cinémathèque, our oncampus film society. Could I find Cat now
that I needed him the most? I could. Would
he be interested in helping me despite my
never having made another buy from him?
He would. Could he introduce me to
Lavery? Yup. The three of us smoked some
of Cat’s latest shipment of product, purely
for scientific research. I explained to Lavery
the problem I faced. As soon as he digested
the situation, he said, “If I put your film on
the next Cinémathèque program, it really
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fucks over the head of the Filmmaking
Department?”
“Kind of, yeah,” I said.
“Nice!” was his reaction. “You got it,
man.”
Apparently I wasn’t the only one who
chaffed against the small-minded dolts of
the world. And thus my creation made its
world debut on campus, as the rules
required.
My movie could be described in
different ways: It was a 15-minute
surrealistic ode to Attention Deficit
Disorder. It was a backhanded tribute to the
kamikaze editing techniques of José Mojica
Marins (Zé do Caixão, Coffin Joe). It was a
shrine of psychedelic super-saturated colors
and solarized imagery. It was a perverted
hymn to visual outrage using sequences of
natural beauty juxtaposed with World War
II documentaries, underwater photography
of sea creatures, and official footage of
Pope Pius XII. Not only was it an
unrelenting attack on one’s eyeballs, it had
a nice mixture of auditory outrage; the
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soundtrack featured Pierre Henry, Spike
Jones & His City Slickers, and The Move.
My weirdo project played that week at
the
Cinémathèque’s
well-publicized
presentation of Josef von Sternberg’s
stately, elegiac, black-and-white opus, The
Scarlet Empress. Never before have two
more diametrically opposite works of
cinema been shown on the same program. It
would be like seeing a Cirque du Soleil
music video followed by a silent
documentary about a school for quilt
makers.
One week after the Cinémathèque
showing, “Countenance” played in the
Palace of Fine Arts at the San Francisco
International Film Festival. Thanks to Cat
and Lavery, I was allowed to receive the
damn MFA degree. It is great to have high
friends in low places.
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What Do You Do?
or later, everyone has a bad job.
Sooner
Usually it happens sooner, because first
jobs can be a bitch. My earliest
employment, unless you count mowing
lawns, was at a mall where I worked in a
Pickwick Bookshop. That chain of book
stores is now defunct but I am almost eighty
percent positive it wasn’t because of hiring
me.
You may think that being a bookstore
clerk is better than being a burger jockey,
although I’m not sure. Consider the anxiety
faced by a bookstore clerk when confronted
by customers with peculiar and terrifying
questions:
“I can’t find ‘The Diary of Anne
Frank.’ How can you be out of it?” (The
question was about Anne Frank: Diary of a
Young Girl. This was a common problem
which we tried to solve by displaying the
book under A, D, and F. But this didn’t
account for the people who were looking for
it in the fiction section.)
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“Do you have ‘Nosy’ by Gene Paul?”
(He wanted Nausea by Jean-Paul Sartre. I
wished him good luck in the study of
existentialism. “Exis-what?” was the reply.)
“There aren’t any copies of ‘Camelot.’
We’ve been all over the non-fiction aisles.”
(They had some difficulty accepting the fact
that the movie and play were based on a
novel by T.H. White called The Once and
Future King.)
“That— that— that horrible book
should be in a section called radical
cuckoos!” (He was pointing to The
Feminine Mystique by Betty Friedan. And
no, he hadn’t read it.)
“Filth! This thing is filth and I do not
appreciate my little girl having to see it!”
(The woman was pointing at Nigger: An
Autobiography by comedian and social
activist Dick Gregory. The book was on a
shelf at my eye-level, making it about fourand-a-half feet above her little girl’s head.
And no, the woman hadn’t read it.)
“Which one of these Bibles is the
original version?” (They didn’t want to hear
208

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

about Biblical Hebrew or Aramaic. Several
people told me they wanted the version of
the Bible that was “written by god.”)
How should one interact with
customers who are that misinformed? What
is the proper way to behave when
confronted by morons? Do you gently
correct them? Try to educate them? Ignore
their witlessness? With the casual idiocy,
misogyny, theocracy, and racism of a scarylarge number of people in our suburban
location, my head exploded several times a
week.
kicked around for a while after college.
IWent to Europe for a few weeks to see one
of my short films presented as part of a
USIS program. That’s the U.S. Information
Service, which here at home was better
known as the U.S. Information Agency.
Why the difference?
“People overseas thought the USIA
was part of the CIA,” an Embassy official
told me, “so it was called the USIS
everywhere except in America.”
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“It’s not because both acronyms end
with ‘IA,’ is it?” I asked.
“Apparently,” was his reply.
“Wow,” I said. “And I thought
Americans were dim.”
“No,” he assured me. “It only seems
like we’ve cornered the market on dim.”
nce I was back stateside, I set myself up
Oon a street corner with a sign reading,
“Will Write for Food” and took on a bunch
of small-time advertising jobs. A brochure
for a realtor. A speech for a local politician.
Translating a company’s jargon-filled
employee handbook so human beings could
read it. I also ghost-wrote a bunch of
newspaper and magazine articles for
corporation executives who couldn’t write
two cohesive sentences if their mistress’s
lives depended on it.
A freelance writer is an interesting
profession. By which I mean it is a horribly
precarious occupation which balances lots
of writing jobs with lots of playing air
guitar with your stereo cranked to the max
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on AC/DC’s Highway to Hell. In other
words, some months had a ton of projects;
some months had none.
The feast-or-famine situation made me
decide to get a regular job, and it seemed
like working at an advertising agency was a
good bet. Those places always needed
writing, often on short notice, and most of
their projects were not much longer than a
single-page print ad or a 60-second radio
script, which sounded okay to me.
I faked a bunch of ad concepts and sent
them all over town. My job search seemed
to take forever. I was waiting and
telephoning and waiting and worrying and
waiting and six whole weeks went by
before I finally got hired. Later, I learned
that most people spend months searching
for a job in the agency business, and even
then they become unpaid interns at first. I
got into the business and was earning a
paycheck in record time. Wish I could say I
was clever but it was pure dumb luck.
There will always be a fine and warm
place in my heart for the agency where I
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first began working on full ad campaigns.
They are no longer in business, but I am
almost seventy percent positive it wasn’t
because of hiring me.
ome ad projects were surrealistic, some
Swere funny, some were both, such as a
campaign for a two-day “going out of
business” sale. The firm kept forming
business names that would then have a
going out of business sale. A week later,
they were operating as usual under a new
name. One of the radio spots I wrote for
them included a fake helicopter traffic
report about crowds near their downtown
warehouse sale location. A local news show
did a report on the fact that some people
were fooled into thinking the fake traffic
report was true. This caused people to drive
over to see the fuss, thus making the story
true. And then they went out of business,
but I am a hundred percent positive it
wasn’t because of hiring me.

W

hen a small chain of pizza restaurants
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hired our agency to create a TV spot, the
creative department was excited. Until the
budget was revealed and it only contained
enough money for purchasing the air time
for the commercial. “There’s nothing in the
budget to actually make the spot,” said the
agency’s production manager. And she was
right: not one cent was allocated for
producer, director, art director, lights,
cinematographer, hand model, editing,
music, or voiceover. But I was producing
other commercials, so I completed the spot
by piggy-backing each part of the work
during breaks on all the other productions.
When we screened the completed
commercial, the agency president quizzed
me. “So let me get this straight,” he said.
“You wrote, produced, photographed,
directed, edited, and voiced this spot.”
“And that was my hand holding a slice
of pizza.”
“So you literally did it all.”
“Had to.”
“Gotta tell ya, it doesn’t look half
bad.”
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“The client seems happy with it,” I
said.
“Well, congratulations,” he told me.
“Thanks,” I said.
“Now don’t ever do that again.”
“Yeah, I know,” I told him. “Not costeffective, right?”
“Goddamn right it’s not cost-effective.
We need to invoice them for all this stuff!
Look, people,” he said, raising his voice,
“especially everyone on the account
management teams: always charge for
everything! A-B-C: Always Be Charging!
We’re in the communications business and
the most important part of that term isn’t
communications, it’s business.”

L

uxury items sometimes feature exotic
animals in their ads, almost always
because neither agency nor client can come
up with anything worth saying about the
high-priced product. One photo shoot I
attended involved expensive furniture, a
high-priced hotel suite, an impeccably
coifed actor, and a leopard. The actor-model
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was totally unfazed by the situation. He
followed every direction. “Sit on the couch
next to the leopard.” “Pet the leopard.” “Let
the leopard put his head in your lap.” “Hold
the leopard’s tail.” You don’t know how
difficult it was not to bark out something
like, “Tickle the leopard’s tummy” or
maybe “Pour some honey on your head.”
You know, just to see what might happen. It
was especially tempting because the guy did
everything he was asked without one word
of protest. Without lifting an eyebrow.
Without so much as a shrug. He was calm.
He was cool. He was collected. He was not
in his right mind.
“You are so good with the big cat,” I
said to him during a break. “Did you get to
interact with the animal before the shoot?”
“Nah,” he said, popping a pill. “I’ve
had three Valium.”
“So that one makes four?”
“Yup,” he replied.
“Isn’t that over-doing it?”
“Isn’t what over-doing it?”
“Never mind.”
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Diazepam, which is the drug marketed
as Valium, can work wonders when
properly administered. If only they had
administered some to the leopard. During
the next part of the photo shoot, the large
feline got spooked by something. Maybe he
caught the scent of someone putting on
perfume or hand lotion. Maybe a highpitched electronic noise alarmed him.
Maybe he was having a bad fur day.
Whatever the reason, the leopard suddenly
decided to leave. Not by getting up and
walking away as any other self-respecting
egomaniacal actor would have done.
Instead, the 200-pound cat leaped from the
couch to the wall and then to the ceiling.
We marvelled at the scene before us:
expensive hotel room; well-dressed actor
sitting on a leather couch in the middle of
the room; large leopard, now hanging
upside down from the ceiling.
The big cat remained up there,
growling, his tail lashing back and forth so
violently it was making a drumbeat each
time it struck his own ribcage.
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The actor had gone white as a sheet.
“You people!” he fumed. “You people!” he
said again, rising to his feet, something that
seemed unwise considering he was now
bringing his head closer to the enraged
animal. “You people told me he had been
de-clawed! I’m calling my agent,” he said,
storming out of the room. As he brushed
past me, he popped another pill.
“Well,” the agency account manager
said, “this kind of sucks.”
“He now has five Valium in his
system,” I said. “It’ll be a miracle if he can
call anybody.”
“Screw that,” the account manager
said. “Let’s call the cat’s agent.”
The guy delivering lunch arrived. He
looked at the scene for a moment and then
delivered the line of the day:
“Nice pussy,” he said.
The agency lost the account, but I am
almost ninety percent positive it wasn’t
because of hiring me.
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Car Fall Down Go Boom

M

y next brush with death began
innocently enough. My car was
in the shop for routine
maintenance so I asked my dad for the loan
of his wheels. I was looking forward to
driving my dad’s car because it was a nifty
little four-cylinder pocket rocket. Except for
the rocket part. He was a practical guy and
so he didn’t get the souped-up version. But
still, his ride was nimble and full of pep.
Plus, it had just been in for its fortythousand-mile tune-up, so it was supposedly
in tip top shape. The operative word in that
sentence is “supposedly.”
As a measure of my respect for dad’s
property, I didn’t change any of the presets
on his car stereo. Which was easy because
he only had two presets, an AM news
station and an FM channel that played big
band music. The first time I borrowed the
vehicle, I programmed the rest of the
buttons to rock, jazz, and classical stations
and he never noticed.
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T

raveling along the freeway at the not
unreasonable speed of 60 mph, I
moved over to the far right-hand lane to
take the proper exit. I removed my foot
from the accelerator. The idea was to reduce
speed down to about 50 mph at the start of
the off-ramp, then down to 40 for the center
part and then 15 for the turn at the bottom.
None of these things happened.
A gentle touch on the brake pedal had
no effect. I pressed harder. Nothing. I
pumped it. Still nothing. I was zooming
onto the exit ramp at full freeway speed.
The car in front of me was slowing and I
was racing up to collide with it. I practically
stood on the brake pedal. Nada. So I
reached down between the bucket seats,
clamped one hand on the emergency brake
handle, and pulled.
Allow me to state my belief that
emergency brake cables should be attached
to wheels on both sides of an automobile. In
this case, the cable was only connected to
one of the wheels. The braking pressure
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thus slowed down the right side of the car
more than the left side, causing the vehicle
to turn to the right. Wait, did I say turn to
the right? Spin. Spin to the right. Twirl,
even.
As with many parts of the Los Angeles
freeway system, there was a nice little
sloping curb all along the edges of the exit
ramp, quite useful if you needed to pull
over onto the shoulder to stop and change a
tire. In my case, that smooth little incline
served as a launching pad. After the
WHUMP-liftoff
sensation
of
being
catapulted into the air above the side of the
Ventura Freeway I was thinking something
like: “Holy fucking shit I am going to die
really soon from right now!” It’s a heartmoves-up-into-the-throat sort of feeling. If
you’ve ever found yourself suddenly sailing
over the embankment of a freeway you’ll
know exactly what I’m talking about.
It got suddenly smooth and quiet. No
more friction of tires on the road. I was
airborne. The silence was broken by an
interesting combination of sounds. There
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was a convincing thud followed instantly by
crackling and splintering and metallic
shrieking as the car took out some signs that
were trying to tell me that Canoga Park was
two miles to the North while Woodland
Hills was a mile to the South.
Department of Transportation signage
is impressive in a utilitarian sort of way. I
know because I got to see a couple of them
very close-up. First, they were several feet
away. Then they were several inches away.
Then they were smashing against the
drivers-side door window.
Those signs are larger than you might
expect because they are meant to be easily
readable by people moving past them at a
high rate of speed. The posts and the
placards themselves are very sturdy because
they must remain standing twenty-four
hours a day, seven days a week, for years,
in all seasons, in all weather conditions. But
none of that mattered; the car sheared the
signs from their posts the way you might rip
a paper towel off a roll.
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The signboards themselves and the
upper parts of the supporting posts
retaliated by attempting to wrap themselves
around the car, completely exploding the
door windows, the windshield, and the back
windscreen. Fragments of safety glass
caromed everywhere, bouncing off the
dashboard, seats, steering console, roof,
floor, and me.
Many years before this incident,
someone had very thoughtfully planted
quite a lot of vegetation near the bottom of
the off-ramp. I’m certain that as they did so,
they thought to themselves, “This delicate
sapling will flourish here in the temperate
Southern California climate and grow into a
mighty tree which will act as a kind of
safety net for John Scott as his car comes
spinning down from the sky.”
Which is kind of what happened.
Moving in a beautiful sweeping curve, the
car hit the tree trunk with a convincing
crunch, after which the car got caught up in
the branches and my progress was fully
stopped about fifteen feet off the ground.
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We just hung there a moment, me and the
creaking car. I could look down at the
traffic in the nearby street. A few drivers
glanced up at me but most were oblivious.
After all, why would they expect to see
anything unusual dangling in a tree by the
side of the freeway? “How will I get down
from here?” I wondered. At which point the
branches broke, depositing me and the car
on the ground in a cloud of dust.
A gentle breeze wafted through the
vehicle from one gaping opening to another.
I realized that my hands were clenched, one
on the brake handle, the other on the
steering wheel. Slowly, I let go and
tentatively moved my arms. There was a
curious crackling and grinding sound.
“Could that be me?” I thought. Pieces of
glass were everywhere. With each
movement, the shards of glass were rubbing
and scraping against each other.
Very slowly, I got out of the car. Not
through the driver’s side door because it
was bolted shut with a piece of signpost that
penetrated the car body. And not through
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the passenger side door because it was
pushed in so far that it ripped the bucket
seat in half. I crawled out what used to be a
window.
Once again, I was going to walk away
from an automobile accident. From force of
habit, I reached into the remains of the car
and removed the key from the ignition.
Yeah, I know. Silly. No one was going to
try stealing that hulk. We had to pay
someone to tow it away.
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Professor G

T

he chapter heading you see above is
a fib. While I did teach college for a
few semesters, I was never a
professor. But students don’t say, “Excuse
me Guest Lecturer G, I have a question
about the reading list.” Instead, they throw
in “the P word,” and after a while you stop
correcting them because it’s a pain to keep
on doing so and because it’s kind of fun to
hear yourself addressed in that manner.
“Wait a minute,” I hear you saying.
“You taught in college? What series of
mistakes made that happen?”
Excellent questions! You are clearly an
alert and charming reader. Plus, that’s a nice
outfit you’re wearing. Here’s the deal: I had
proposed teaching a filmmaking class in the
Art Department and the faculty responded
with a “Yes” right away. This was odd.
Normally these decisions are made at a
speed rivaling that of the continental drift.
Why were they being so good to me?
Moolah. Currency. Coin of the realm.
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Students pay by the unit to attend classes.
The Art Department wanted their share of
that money. And so did the newly formed
Communications Division of the English
Department. And so did the newly formed
Cinema Arts section of the university’s
Theater Arts Department. Unwittingly, I
had stepped into the middle of a three-sided
jurisdictional battle over funding for a new
department.
“How soon could you start a
filmmaking class?” they asked. I said
something flippant about beginning in the
next semester, which was only a week
away, not enough time to add it to the
college course offerings. So I was shocked
when they immediately responded with:
“Sounds fine. We’ll print up a handout and
put a stack of them at registration.”
So I began teaching a bunch of
stoners-with-cameras. Meanwhile, the battle
to control the fledgling film division raged
on and the Art Department folks wanted me
to be part of the fight. They told me,
“Maybe you can come up with something
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that makes the art department’s offering
more evident on campus.”
“Evident?”
“Be as conspicuous as possible,” I was
told.
Out loud, I said, “I’ll see what I can
do.” In my head, I said, “Oh boy oh boy oh
boy are they in for it now.” Thus began the
strategic employment of kaleidoscopic
principles as applied to the artistic design
and manipulation of electromagnetic
radiation that travels 300,000 kilometers per
second in a vacuum and resides in the
visible spectrum of approximately 400-700
nanometers in wavelength. Or: light shows.

M

y interest in using light to create an
environmental space was thanks to
Hitler. For those of you who just choked on
your coffee, let me explain. For the 1934
Nazi Party rally in Nuremberg, architect
Albert Speer designed night festivities in an
open-air parade ground encircled by antiaircraft searchlights. The concave mirror in
each searchlight was sixty inches in
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diameter and weighed 180 pounds. Speer
used one hundred thirty of them.
Apparently, I spoke a little too
admiringly about Speer’s “Cathedral of
Light” because I was introduced to a light
show troupe called Single Wing Turquoise
Bird. Along with Headlights, Joshua/Joe’s
Lights, and the Brotherhood of Light, the
SWTB group was one of the great ones.
Anais Nin wrote that they were “Like a
thousand modern paintings flowing and
sparkling, alive and dynamic, of incredible
richness.”
For my part in the SWTB event, I was
told to “bring your loops, your films, and a
16mm projector and meet us in the parking
lot of the Shrine,” meaning the Shrine
Exposition Hall in Los Angeles.
A word about the “loops.” I had been
experimenting with taking a sequence of
16mm film and splicing the end to the
beginning and threading it into the
projector. When viewed, the action repeated
indefinitely. Not a new idea, but if you keep
making enough loops, you eventually find
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sequences where the splice is almost
invisible. So the action (Mae West blowing
a kiss, for example) repeats on screen
forever or until you fade it out and move to
the next loop. Very hypnotic, especially in
the middle of a huge screen full of supercolored liquid phantasmagoric shapes and
forms and bubbles and blobs and paisley
patterns. If you’ve ever been given a
Rorschach (the inkblot test), just imagine
one in motion and occupying a barn-size
screen behind a rock group playing at 100
decibels.
We entered the Shrine as the bands
were going through sound check. The
promoters had erected scaffolding running
across the middle of the venue. It was not
connected to the sides or balcony of the
auditorium. You either climbed the metal
framework or walked a wooden plank that
they would slide from the scaffolding to the
balcony railing. Dizzying, either way.
During the concert, I became one of
SWTB’s nearly two dozen “shape-shifting
artistes” (or “weird hippie freaks,” if you
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prefer). We operated our equipment while
swaying gently back and forth high above
the crowd. SWTB rested between the acts,
but I didn’t see any reason to stop, so I
would aim my projector at anyone in the
crowd who was wearing white. A guy in the
audience might be talking or enjoying a
drink and then suddenly Betty Boop was
dancing on his girlfriend’s blouse. Or it
might be Ronald Reagan giving a speech.
Or the Wisconsin yo-yo champion
displaying his prowess. Or a guy being shot
out of a cannon. Some people turned to
wave at me up on the scaffolding. Others,
being perhaps a tad more stoned, took it as
evidence that their girlfriend’s blouse was
haunted.
When the second-billed band began
their set, no one in the SWTB made a move.
No films, no slides, no overhead projectors,
no nothing. I had threaded my most colorful
film into my projector and was ready to go,
but the big screen behind the band was
blank. I looked at the guys on the
scaffolding. Most were staring off into
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space, looking at their shoes, watching the
crowd below us, but one met my gaze,
shrugged and nodded. I nodded back and hit
the switch on my projector.
About half of my ten-minute wild
trippy-light movie played all by itself until
one of the guys switched on his overhead
projector and some of the psychedelic liquid
display joined my motion picture epic up on
the big screen. Then, one by one, everybody
joined in and the SWTB was flying high as
usual. After the set, I asked one of the guys,
“What happened at the start?”
“Oh, that,” he said. “The band’s people
said they would beat the shit out of us if we
showed anything except black-and-white
news footage. We didn’t have anything like
that. Then you started the freaky colored
footage.”
“Shit,” I said, “nobody told me.”

B

ack on campus, I convinced the
powers-that-be to hold an end-ofsemester “Living Art” event in one of the
lecture halls. Everybody in the class would
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show their films, slides, projections, and
images all at the same time. During a
rehearsal we discovered that you cannot run
59 projectors and a megawatt sound system
using the electrical outlets in just one
building. We blew the circuit breakers.
“I know a way around this,” one
student said. And he suggested a good oldfashioned solution that would have made
our pioneer ancestors proud. “We’re going
to need a lot of extension cords,” he said.
Which is exactly how the situation was
resolved: electrical cables snaking between
all the buildings on that part of the campus.
Afterwards, I wrote a description of the
event using a pseudonym and got it
published in a small art magazine. As you
might expect, the review was full of
insightful appreciation for the artistic
theories I had been discussing all semester.
That notoriety helped us get approval
from the college administration to create
another event the following semester to be
held in a much larger space: the atrium of
the brand new campus library. Little did the
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administrators know they were going to
host an event called the “Eye-Rape Waver
Space.” Yeah, we went a little overboard
with that title, but it looked good on the
posters.
This was a bigger show than the last
one: more films, more loops, more liquid
projections. We added rotating polarized
lenses in front of many of the slide
projectors so that even the still images
would change color as you watched them.
We also added something so silly and
campy that it totally transformed the event
and helped us live up to our outlandish title.
We got dry ice. One of the students had
access to a firm that supplied refrigeration
products to supermarkets and liquor stores
and our little show ended up having
hundreds of pounds of dry ice delivered to
us the night of the performance. Another
student was adept at the principles of
siphoning and she rigged up a series of
hoses that brought warm water to our
strategically placed containers of CO2
bricks and diverted the chilled water into
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the courtyard garden of the library building.
“Ah, the wonders of science,” she said.
Dry ice is frozen carbon dioxide. You
can’t touch it without getting a frostbite
burn. And when you bring it up in
temperature, the CO2 is released, which is
called outgassing. Do enough outgassing in
a confined space and the result is called
asphyxiation. All of which meant that
people needed to sign insurance wavers in
order to participate in the event. The point is
that when you drop a brick of dry ice into a
vat of warm water, you get fog. Not just
normal fog, but moving, flowing, hug-theground fog. Fog that seems to lap at your
feet and swirl around the corners and
baseboards of the room.
Any step you took inside the Waver
Space event was like walking on a cloud,
although it was the kind of cloud that had
very hard floors underneath. You couldn’t
see your feet as you moved around the
exhibit. Unsettling. Eerie. Intoxicating.
“This is like being inside of a Jackson
Pollock painting inside a Rene Magritte
234

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

painting inside a Salvador Dali painting,”
said one attendee.
“Thanks,” replied one student.
The visuals were a conglomeration of
shapes, colors, patterns, and consistencies.
At any moment, you would be seeing
modern art, ancient art, sculpture, and
architecture; animals, minerals, fruits, and
vegetables; abstractions, blobs, sketches,
and non-objective figures; and clips from
every genre of motion picture and television
programming in the history of broadcasting.
The visual cacophony was not only on
the walls and ceiling. A couple students
lowered their projector beams so the
imagery appeared inside the dry ice fog.
That meant you were walking on clouds
that were glowing from within.
Campus
security
guards
made
appearances from time to time. “We’re just
checking things out,” one of them said to
me. Some stayed for a minute or two. Some
remained for a while. One accepted a
student’s offer to help manipulate the liquid
projections on one of the walls. “What if
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you put the projector on a lazy susan?” he
asked.
“That’s a great idea!” I said. We
quickly put the projector on a book cart and
began rotating it.
“Naw,” said the guard. “Now that’s too
much.”
The student’s reply was perfect: “Too
much is what we’re aiming for here.”
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Little Humanity

U

ncle Man was correct that marriage
means pain, but I didn’t heed his
warning. For some reason, I had
convinced myself I was in love and that I
wanted to live my life with another person,
forever. What was I thinking? Things
seemed fine when the girl and I were dating.
We even lived together for a while and
eventually decided to wed. We wrote our
vows. We selected the music for the event.
We held our own ceremony on a hillside
overlooking the Pacific Ocean. We repeated
the vows in a church the next day. And we
had a few good years together.
Meanwhile, speaking of pain... When
giving birth, a woman goes through
something called labor. Labor can be
defined as a few years of suffering crammed
into a few hours of suffering. Some
childbirth experts say a woman in labor
feels pressure, not pain, which is true in the
same way a wounded soldier feels pressure,
not shrapnel.
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“You are certainly going to experience
some discomfort,” was what one healthcare
professional said to my pregnant wife. This
particular healthcare professional had not
been able to enjoy the experience of labor in
any sort of personal way, primarily because
he was of the male persuasion, but the only
way “discomfort” describes the situation is
as a synonym for “anguish, woe, and
agony.”
If you are accompanying a woman
who is in labor, here is a helpful piece of
advice: be sure you are holding her hand.
It’s a nice thing to do. And it’s a comforting
thing to do. And it’s a prudent thing to do in
that it may prevent her from reaching out
and inadvertently grabbing whatever other
part of you just happens to be nearby when
she experiences intense fiery violent
shooting explosions of discomfort.
It is now time for an explanation of
something called an epidural, which is a
word you may hear in a phrase like “Jesus
Holy Christ give me the epidural!” In an
epidural, anesthesia is injected into a space
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in the spinal cord (called the epidural space,
hence the name of the procedure). The
anesthetic dulls sensation in the abdomen
and pelvic area of the body. There are two
conditions under which an epidural is used:
one is childbirth; the other is gynecological
surgery.

I

cannot go into the technical aspects of a
C-section because the process of using a
set of evil-looking implements to cut
through the mother’s abdomen and uterus to
deliver a baby is too much like a slasher
movie. It’s hard to see how anyone would
ever want to endure the whole delivery
room dungeon-of-extraction thing. But we
males do not possess the magical biological
clock inside most women. While you
cannot hear it ticking, you can hear the
result of each tick in such menacing phrases
as “We need to talk” and “Where is this
relationship going?” and “It’s time to think
about starting a family.”
Another fun moment for any proud
papa is when the gore-covered tot is offered
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to you to “cut the cord” and to “hold your
new baby” and everything inside you is
saying “why me?!” but you know that your
wife is watching you through drugged-out
eyes so you follow the nurse’s instructions
and use the surgical scissors to slice through
the umbilical cord and take the squirming
baby child, still dripping and messy, into
your arms. Note to potential dads: the
dripping messiness symbolizes what’s about
to become of your life for the next several
years. Not that things are rosy for the new
mom:
Q: Hey, whatever happened to that
wonderful collection of photographs and
videos that were taken in the delivery room?
A: Hey, they were destroyed. The
moment many new moms are physically
able to move around the house after coming
home with the baby, they demolish those
photographs and videos. Which is
understandable. I mean, have you seen how
hideous she looked?
Okay, so I have touched on some of
the downside points about childbirth while
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deftly avoiding all the horrors of the ninemonth gestation period. We really don’t
want to go into all that because you
wouldn’t want me to stoop to an act as crass
and cheap as mentioning things like a
pregnant woman’s hormonal surges; and the
slowdown of her gastrointestinal tract
leading to excess gas; and the constipation;
and the hemorrhoids; and the incontinence;
and the hair growth in unwanted places like
breasts, belly, and face. I would never do
that. Besides, once the baby is born, those
problems disappear. Mostly.

S

o now you have a new baby. A joy! A
miracle! A tax deduction! That sounds
cynical. And it is, but the tax credit only
covers about one one-hundredth of the
amount of money you are going to pour into
your own personal rug rat even before that
wonderful day when you hear those
precious first words like “Duh” or “Muh,”
which everyone will interpret as “Dad” or
“Mom” but which probably means
something closer to “Hey large creatures, let
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me pull the tail on that furry thing you guys
keep calling the world’s greatest dog and
which keeps sticking his cold nose in my
face after licking stuff I threw on the floor.”
Still, the creation of life is pretty
spectacular, especially for two people
whose only claim to fame up to that point
was the ability to complete a few college
courses and order Thai take-out.
The raising of a child is another
awesome responsibility, one for which I
was singularly unqualified, as you can tell
by some of my comments at various times
during the process:
“Wait, there are diaper services? Great,
can one come now because the kid needs
changing.” An old joke, yet I believe this
idea pops into the mind of every new father
even if he is not stupid enough to actually
say it. Of course, I was stupid enough to
actually say it. Shortly after, I said “Ow”
because my wife punched me on the arm.
Later, I also said something like: “Tell
me again why a colicky baby can’t have a
little whiskey. Ow.”
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And I may have muttered this at one
point: “Looks like the kid is getting more tit
than I ever did. Ow.”

M

ost new parents are in a quandary
about finding a pediatrician. (That’s
a Latin word meaning “doctor who’s afraid
to treat people larger than he is.”) Not to
worry because you will have lots of choices.
Friends, neighbors, coworkers, mothers,
sisters, mothers-in-law, and aunts will be
more than happy to recommend a
pediatrician who’s “the best!” Even those of
us who are not great at math recognize that
not all of them can be the best.
You select a pediatrician and drag the
kids to their office where you fill out a
hundred pages of forms, most of which
indemnify the doctor (who is some sort of
limited liability corporation). Then you sit
in the “outer office” while a dozen slimy,
smelly, shrieking germ-bombs squirm all
over the too-small, poorly ventilated room.
Finally, your name is called and you
go into an exam room where you get to
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answer more questions while a nurse makes
checkmarks on still more forms. Eventually,
the doctor makes an appearance and begins
to examine your little bundle of joy while
asking some of the same questions you have
already answered. You probably give
contradictory replies because suddenly you
are terrified you have not cleaned the kid
well enough or you’ve left a few unfastened
safety pins in the cloth diaper. But you get
through the experience and you repeat it at
regular intervals as the kid grows older and
bigger and you wonder whatever convinced
you that you could afford to have children.
There are embarrassing moments over
the years, such as when you bring in your
kiddo because of unexplained headaches
and the doctor uses a large set of tweezers
to remove nine raisins and a rubber band
from your child’s ear. The nurse places all
the items in a see-thru plastic container that
looks like the evidence bags used on cop
shows. Then she opens a cabinet where they
have their collection of Things Removed
From Patients. “This is the ear exhibit,” the
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doctor says with a smile. “We have
examples from other orifices, if you’re
interested.”
“No thank you,” says your wife,
almost exactly at the same time you are
saying “Sure!” You shuffle your feet, send a
pleading look at the wife, and then tell the
nice healthcare people, “Some other time.”
With each office visit, you watch as
the physician assesses the size of your
offspring to judge just when it’s time to
throw up his hands and tell you to go find a
“real person’s doctor.” Well, they phrase it
a little better than that but the message
comes through loud and clear, assuming
you don’t have too many raisins or rubber
bands in your ears.

A

s the parenting continues over the days
and weeks and months and years, you
get to experience so many great, exciting,
important, and amazing Big Moments, like
when you and your wife return from your
first dinner date in months and the
babysitter tells you that your child is now
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walking. “So sorry you missed it,” says the
babysitter with a moderately sincere effort
at faking concern about your devastation.
And those wonderful, uplifting, and
astonishing moments where you aim your
video camera at your child and you end up
with a sequence of them deciding not to
move a muscle. Not a step, not a word, not
a syllable. What a continual delight it is to
watch those videos! In fact, would you all
be interested in having a copy of them?
They’re excellent sleep aids.
And the breakthrough when your kid
grasps the logic of mathematics (“Dad, why
can’t my allowance be bigger?”)
And that time when kids begin to grasp
their geographic place in the world (“Today
I learned about the Taj Mahal. Why doesn’t
our house look like that?”)
Best of all, you get to take part as they
learn the complexities and subtleties of our
beautiful and cherished English language
(“Dad, what does ‘fuck’ mean?”)
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Asunder

W

hen I tell people that my
marriage turned into an
extended version of The Three
Faces of Eve or When Rabbit Howls, some
of them don’t believe me. One reason is the
poor job that Hollywood does in presenting
the eerie-spooky aspects of living with a
person who has dissociative identity
disorder, or multiple personalities. When
someone you love changes into someone
you do not know right in front of you, that’s
a weirdness that goes beyond bizarre. The
true horror of this situation is that nothing
outward is different except the coldness in
their eyes and the fact that they don’t know
what you just said to them. Or even what
they just said to you. It’s spine-chilling.
People fall in and out of love, but in
our case, two of us fell in love and a whole
bunch of us fell out. I never learned the
names of any of the entities inside my
love’s brain. Whenever I asked her about
them, there was an almost feral response.
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There was a look of hatred that could
penetrate steel and it was often
accompanied by a low, barely audible sound
(a dainty growl? a subtle shriek?)
What brought on this psychological
manifestation in a woman who had seemed
relatively normal up to that point in life?
We’ll probably never find out. I do know
that she faced several stressful situations
and many painful personal decisions that
may or may not have been part of the
disorder. She cut off dealing with relatives,
hers and mine. She changed jobs a number
of times. She got rid of all our mutual
friends. She became a “minister” in a
“church” that had created its own version of
the Bible by inserting diagrams of chakras.
She received a shock right after the
deaths of her adoptive parents. All her life,
they told her they didn’t know her birth
parents. But when we were settling the
estate, we obtained the contents to their safe
deposit box. On the way to our car, she
pulled out letters they had exchanged with
her actual mother. They had been lying to
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her for her entire life. The blood drained out
of her face. She lost her balance and I
helped her to the car where she could regain
her equilibrium. After that moment, I no
longer saw very much of the person I had
married. The other personalities began to
take over.
The last time I saw even a remnant of
my love was the week she decided to have
me served with divorce papers. After a long
period of celibacy (on my part, anyway; I
have no idea what any of her personalities
had been doing), she came on to me and we
went to bed one last time. When the process
server showed up at my office door later in
the week, it was quite a jolt. Looking back
on our amatory dalliance, I guess I should
be flattered, but instead there’s a feeling of
having been conned.
“Perhaps the entire marriage was a
con,” said Uncle Man. “You may have been
a cog in a master plan in which she helped
you succeed to the point where it was
economically beneficial for her to file for
divorce.”
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One part of the marriage ceremony is
the phrase “Let no man put asunder.” But
some states offer what is known as a No
Fault Divorce, meaning that you can simply
write “irreconcilable differences” on a form
and you’re good to go in terms of
destroying your own family. Even if you’re
the one who is screwing up the relationship,
you can initiate the divorce without penalty
or penance.
In my closet are a number of manila
folders labeled “Divorce.” Stacked on a
scale, they total just a little over 14 pounds.
My editor, who has not experienced divorce
herself, didn’t believe me about the weight
until I sent her a JPEG of the stack and
began e-mailing her quotes from the Orders
to Show Cause, the Declarations, the Form
Interrogatories, the Requests for Trial
Settings, the Demands for Production and
Inspection of Documents and Tangible
Things (gotta love that wording), the Notice
in Lieu of Subpoena Duces Tecum to
Appear and Produce Documents at Trial,
etc. And then in the second manila folder....
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Also in my closet are folders labeled
“Kid Communication” and these weigh
about seven pounds. There are photocopies
of cards, notes, and letters I wrote, reports
of my involvement with parent-teacher
conferences, and reactions when learning of
school pageants or programs to which I was
“mistakenly” not invited. For the first year
of our separation, I was under the
impression that the letters for birthdays,
Thanksgiving, Christmas, New Years,
Valentine’s Day, Easter, graduation, and so
on, were being delivered. As soon as it
became evident that this was not the case, I
made two copies of everything (I always
made my own cards), mailed one, and kept
the other for when we met in person.
These files represent one of the most
depressing experiences in my life. Consider
the lack of human decency in hiding or
destroying a kid’s birthday card. The same
thing happened with birthday and Christmas
gifts. If a gift was taken home, it somehow
“got lost” within a day or so.
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“You can’t trust women,” my Uncle
Man told me.
“Well, I obviously shouldn’t have
trusted this particular woman,” I said.
“It’s a mistake to get married.”
“You got married lots of times.”
“And every one was a mistake.” He
took a breath and then became quietly
intense. “But none of ‘em were ever like
this broad. I mean good-god-damn-allmighty what a bitch. ‘Losing’ a kid’s
Christmas presents. God damn!”
“I know.”
“And ‘losing’ a kid’s birthday cards.
What the fuck?!”
“I said okay.”
“And ‘losing’ a kid’s Christmas and
birthday presents.”
“All right!” I wanted to hit something.
“Jesus.”
Uncle Man was shaking his head back
and forth, muttering “Shouldn’t have
married her.”
“Damn it,” I said. “This isn’t helping
me now.”
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“And your pre-nup was a killer.”
“There was no pre-nup,” I pointed out.
“Sure there was,” he said. “Biggest
pre-nup in the world.”
“No, Uncle Man, there wasn’t.”
He cocked his head at me. “Okay,
kiddo, listen now and listen good. When
you sign a marriage contract, that’s exactly
what it is, a contract. And it says your
contractual obligations are contained in the
marriage laws in your state. All the
marriage laws. You hear me? All the laws.”
He leaned toward me. I thought he was
going to say something at a lower volume.
“ALL the laws!”
I jumped. “Whoa,” I said. “Not so
loud, I’m right here. So, what’s the point?”
“Look,” he said, “a pre-nup carves out
which laws pertain to your marriage. A prenup says, ‘You can forget all those
bookshelves full of laws about other
peoples’ marriages.’ A pre-nup says, ‘Here
are the rules that are gonna apply to us.’ If
you don’t block out what applies to you and
what doesn’t, then your marriage contract
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involves every law, decision, and legal
footnote that has ever happened to any
marriage in the state! All the laws—that was
your pre-nup.”
He paused for breath. He just stared at
me. I mostly stared off into space. He said
quietly, “You really loved her, didn’t you?”
The silence was an abyss from which it
was difficult to crawl. I tried to speak but
there was no sound. I cleared my throat and
tried again. “Yes,” I said. And returned to
the abyss.
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Outrageous Behavior

M

y outburst of violence was
sudden, swift, and unrelenting. I
lashed out with as much force as
possible, delivering severe blows with my
hands. Without pause, I spun my body
around and administered a kick that
produced a thud and a ripping sound.
Striding forward, I picked up the object of
my anger, raised it over my head, held it
there for a second, and then brought it
crashing down to the floor with as much
force as I could muster. The result was a
very satisfying crunch. This auditory
evidence of destruction was followed by
oppressive silence.
Sunlight picked up swirling particles
of dust in the air. They danced and sparkled
a bit as I took a deep breath and surveyed
the result of my explosion of energy and
rage. I nodded with a small sense of
satisfaction. The piece of furniture was
broken beyond restoration. Yes, I had killed
a chair.
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I am unrepentant about the annihilation
of that piece of furniture. Well, I am a little
sorry about it. That was a perfectly adequate
chair and it probably did not deserve its
fate. But I am sorry for anyone who viewed
that destructive act and several others over
the years. And mostly I am sorry for the
verbal violence that I sometimes sprayed
around in seemingly random directions.
If you knew me in the nineteen
nineties and the first part of the twenty-first
century, you may only have been aware of a
few surface details. Here’s the situation, and
it is something that many of my clients
never knew as I wrote their ads, brochures,
commercials, publicity releases, articles,
and books. They didn’t know that I was
reeling inside from a feeling of dread that
festered within me for about fifteen years.
During that decade-and-a-half, my
father battled and lost to cancer, my mother
battled and lost to Alzheimer’s, and I
battled and lost to a spouse who possessed a
multiplicity of personalities, each without
much in the way of human decency.
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Therefore, to clients, coworkers, and
colleagues who were around me when my
temper flared, I hereby offer my sincere
apologies. All I can say by way of excuse is
that I was under a teensy-tiny extra bit of
pressure from which there was no escape.
One of those challenges was always present,
and sometimes the obstacles overlapped
each other.
The pain never entirely subsided.
Humor helped; sarcasm helped; profanity
helped; mood-altering substances helped;
and even occasionally kicking, smashing,
strangling, and mangling inanimate objects
helped. But nothing could entirely relieve
the anxiety and pain from one or more of
those three shitstorms. Stress builds up
inside you minute by minute, hour by hour.
Even if you can set aside the normal
everyday burdens, there are other forces that
weigh you down...
That newspaper ad needs a last-minute
rewrite? Okay, I’m on it. (I’ll return later to
the insurance form needed to approve my
father’s chemotherapy treatment.)
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The client wants an in-person meeting
about the goals of the direct mail campaign?
Sure, let’s set that up immediately. (I’ll just
re-schedule my meeting with the hospital
administrator who needs to discuss the
latest requirements for my mom’s assistedliving.)
We have to re-revise the latest budget
revision for the commercial? Absolutely, let
me see what we can cut. (I’ll cut short my
phone conversation with the nurse who is
explaining the latest lab results concerning
my dad.)
A new media announcement is needed
ASAP for a client’s next personal
appearance? No problem! Let me start
writing that right away. (I can always find
time later tonight to read about the various
treatment options and their potential sideeffects for one of my parents.)
A new article needs to be ghost-written
for the illiterate head of the polystyrene
institute? Sure thing. (I’ll just get up extra
early tomorrow to work on the response to
the fourth Order to Show Cause that is
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attempting to prevent me from seeing my
children.)
My life was a constant balancing act
and I sometimes fell off the high wire.
Where do I put my time and energy? Can I
play favorites? Not really, because
everything needed to be accomplished; it
was just a matter of which one got my
attention first. Advertising vs. the spread of
cancer cells. Publicity releases vs. attending
the state-required mental acuity test being
administered to a parent. Budget meetings
vs. watching the shutting down of the mind
and body of those closest to me. Client
meeting vs. going to court for more
visitation arguments, most of which were
cancelled as soon as I arrived at the
courthouse.
So every now and then, I punched out
a wall. A briefcase. A lamp. A picture
frame. Sometimes I caused a lot of doom,
destruction, and death. Well, okay, there
was never any doom or death. Every now
and then I lashed out unwisely: I once
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punched a truck tire and nearly broke my
hand.
I had a lot of anger. Tons of it. I was a
human pressure cooker. So I humbly beg
your indulgence. And for those of you who
still cannot forgive me for any of my angry
outbursts, slashing words, cutting sarcasm,
and cynical put-downs, consider this: I
could very easily have kicked you instead of
committing some minor mayhem on all
those walls, desks, bookcases, and
wastebaskets. A violently slammed door is
much easier to tolerate than a fist to the
face, and I was sorely tempted to batter a
whole bunch of you during that period of
time. Look, the fact is that a lot of you
really pissed me off. But hey, I mean that in
the nicest possible way.
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Perfectly Poetic Poisons
verybody uses drugs. That’s what
my doctor told me. Before I could
reply, he continued. “Aspirin is a
drug, So is caffeine. So are vitamin
supplements, nicotine, codeine, alcohol,
tranquilizers, diet pills, birth control pills,
artificial sweeteners, mood enhancers,
antacids, pump inhibitors, and food
preservatives, not to mention tetracycline
and other antibiotics.”
“How about salt?” I inquired.
“That could be called a drug, don’t you
think? And god knows that some of us
consider television a drug. We haven’t even
gotten to recreational and illicit substances,
and that could be another good-sized list. Or
so I have been told.”
The point is: everybody is into
perfectly poetic poisons in some form. And
the pharmaceutical firms are certainly doing
their part to keep it that way. Consider their
commercial pitches to us:

E

261

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

“Can’t get it up because you are a
normal sixty-year-old man who is not
attracted to women your own age? Have we
got a pill for you!” (Online versions of this
one may also offer a link to the good folks
over at the Real Doll organization.)
“Feeling stressed or hyper? Whoa,
slow down, pardner. Just relax, take a few
deep breaths, and then try Calmazone90!
Just two time-release capsules of
Calmazone90 will remove the cares of the
world.” (It does so by killing some of your
brain cells.)
“Occasional allergies got you sniffling
and sneezing? Introducing Stuff-B-Gone,
now fortified with extra-strength MegaDripInhibitor IV. Just seven or eight or nine
little pills every other half-hour and you can
breathe easy!” (Side effects are printed in 6point type on a nine-page fold-out booklet.)
“Feeling depressed, dull, logy, mopey,
and moving like a snail tossed onto the ice
during a hockey game? Try new N-R-G
Plus! Each dose has four times the boost of
Rock Star or Red Bull!!!” (Not sold in
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stores. Mail order only—send cash, check,
or money order. Product may be illegal in
some parts of the Continental U.S. Check
your local district attorney for details.)
Since Big Pharma is happy to peddle
additional drugs to counteract the symptoms
of the previous drugs, it seems that selfmedication is more reliable as well as more
fun. Consider mescaline, for instance, a
naturally occurring alkaloid that produces
hallucinations while raising your heart rate
and dilating your pupils. In other words, it’s
pretty neat.
Or consider lysergic acid diethylamide,
a psychoactive substance that is derived
from the fungus ergot. LSD induces
hallucinations and alters other sensory
experiences. The visions can be nifty-keen.
Or not. Patty, the girl I was with on what we
called “the acid bath experience,” had some
issues with the effects of the drug. Perhaps
the best illustration of this was when we
went outside the condominium and strolled
across the bridge walkway that connected
one building to the next.
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“Let’s climb up on the railing and
jump in the pool!” she said to me eagerly.
I glanced down at the courtyard several
stories below us, swiveled my line-of-sight
over to the swimming pool and calculated
that it was probably fifty feet from the
walkway where we stood. We might have
reached it with a catapult.
“Instead,” I suggested, “let’s see how
many stars we can count.” Luckily, that
took her mind off the leap to sudden death
or at least sudden maiming. After we
counted eleventy-eight bazillion stars, we
went back in the condo and put on some
Betty Boop cartoons. They freaked her out
so we switched to a Doris Day comedy, but
that freaked me out, and so we tried Witness
for the Prosecution, the Billy Wilder movie
of the Agatha Christie play. That seemed to
calm us both down. As in putting her to
sleep. Sure, the film is pretty boring but it
has the most amazing twist on top of a twist
on top of a twist ending. I think.
Cocaine is a powerful substance
whether you use it in powder form or in the
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heat it up with baking soda and water
method. (Oops, did I just reveal a dark
secret? Hold on while I check the Internet...
Nope, that seems to be common
knowledge.) There are people who are into
the stuff in a big way. Desire it, demand it,
devour it. “The smart move is to deal it,”
said my friend Gary.
“Deal it?” I inquired.
“Yeah, sell it. You know, on a small
level. That way, you’ll always have some
for yourself, and you can make some money
on the side.”
Gary had begun using coke in a casual
way. Tried it once at a party, liked the
effect, and began hanging out at parties with
cocaine available. Next came purchasing
just a small amount of coke from someone
who was making a full-sized buy. A little
use here, a little more use there, and he
quickly got to the point where he was
procuring the stuff on a regular basis. The
only way to afford it was to buy more and
sell some of it. Gary became a small
distributor. That’s correct, he was running
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one of those famed Small Businesses the
GOP is always trumpeting about. He joined
a group of buyers who were all working in
the motion picture industry. The Movie
Connection, they called it.
The Movie Connection began with a
man who was scouting locations for a film
that would be photographed in South
America. This was a promising beginning
that led to an amazing breakthrough when
they discovered it was not that difficult to
get their shipments into the country via
diplomatic pouch. Gary felt he had
stumbled onto the solution to one of the
biggest problems in the drug import
industry.
One bright morning, Gary went to
work as usual. Everybody asked him how
he was feeling, but not in a good way. They
did so while speaking in a very concerned
tone of voice, which didn’t make Gary feel
very well. Kind of spooks ya when you hear
“Are you okay?” instead of “Good
morning” and they keep asking you over
and over again. (Try it: everybody in the
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office ask the boss if he’s feeling okay and
in a few hours, he won’t be.)
Anyway, Gary was nettled and he
called me.
“Hello?”
“Jay Ess, it’s me.”
“Hey! How ya doin’, Gary?”
“Yeah, uh, listen, I don’t, uh, I’m, uh,
I’m okay. Listen, did things go all right this
weekend?”
“Sure, fine,” I told him. “It was good
stuff. You were a little, well, ‘out there,’ if
you know what I mean.”
“I know, I know,” he said.
“Other than that, it was swell. What
time did you leave the beach house?”
“Um,” he said, “I don’t remember.
Actually, I don’t even remember going
home. Didn’t I go with you guys?”
“Nope,” I told him. “We asked if you
wanted a ride and you said, ‘No, this ride’s
fine.’ Everybody cracked up. Then we left.”
“Oh,” he said. “Man, I was wasted. I
must have come straight from the beach to
work.”
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“What about last night?”
“What do you mean? We were at the
beach house last night.”
“No,” I said, “we were at the beach
house on Sunday night.”
“Wait,” he said. “What are you saying?
This is Monday.”
“Uh, no Gary, today is Tuesday.”
There was a pause, an intake of breath,
and then Gary said, “Oh shit.”
“Gary, did you lose track of a whole
day?”
“Uh, listen, I gotta go. Talk to ya
later.”
{Click.}
Gary had misplaced Monday. Kaput.
Vanished. Lord knows what the hell he did
during the hours from Sunday night ‘til
Tuesday morning. I spoke with him a
couple weeks afterwards and he still had not
been able to piece it all together. “I
remember something about an oxygen mask
and some people with a lot of feathers,” he
told me, “but that’s about it.”
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He decided to “go easy” on the coke.
Which didn’t really last long according to
my observations and the reports of several
people in the mob. Oops, I mean several
independent witnesses. Gary would
purchase or obtain a couple grams to get
through the week. And then a couple grams
to get through the weekend. And then a
couple more. And so on in a mad rush of
craving and need and dependence and
cerebral unmooring.
One night, Gary went out with some of
his closest, sweetest, nicest, dearest, and
kindest best friends (read “bunch of
hangers-on who hoped to score a taste”).
The leader of the evening’s merry band was
a guy who had been dealing for a while, a
man who that night was celebrating his leap
into the Big Time. Before this, the guy had
never quite made scores that were up there
with the elite dealers in the county. But
now, finally, this guy thought he had made
the right contacts and he was feeling like he
was The Man.

269

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

The celebration was to be suitably
outlandish: limos, hookers, champagne,
plenty of white powder, a posse, and a
couple of low-rent bodyguards. They were
all at a big table on a riser overlooking the
dance floor of a nightclub that had enough
flashing lights to be seen from outer space.
Turns out that the guy should have
paid more for the bodyguards because he
got a five-inch knife sunk handle-deep into
his back, right between the shoulder blades.
One minute he’s laughing it up on the dance
floor with an exceedingly well-built redhead
who said her name was Princess Kyla and
the next minute there’s blood all over the
place. Screams. Shouts. Confusion. Frantic
calls for the paramedics, for the cops, for
someone to mop up the blood. The redhead
had excellent crime scene evasion skills:
she melted into the crowd and was not seen
again.
Here’s the weird part. Nobody at that
VIP table screamed. Nobody spoke up.
Nobody did anything. In truth, they all just
seemed a bit annoyed at the interruption.
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Someone they knew was stabbed to death
practically in front of them, and it was, like,
whatever.
Gary was now one of these jaded
people. True, he also died a year or so later,
but in the normal drug overdose method,
not by murder. But at that moment he was
very much alive to witness the true “blood
on the dance floor” scene. As for the lack of
reaction to the slaughter of that man, here’s
how Gary explained it to me: “Hey, the guy
was a dealer. He knew the chances he was
taking. So,” he continued without missing a
beat, “you comin’ to the beach house with
us tomorrow night?”
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The Others

T

here are things that go bump in the
night. Bizarre, otherworldly things.
They’re big, bad, bold, and
sometimes icky, these nocturnal creatures.
They wait until you’re alone in your room,
the covers pulled up to your chin, and you
want some sleep so you’re rested for
tomorrow’s activities, but then WHAT WAS
THAT? You hear a creak, moan, crack or
groan somewhere in the house and your
spine stiffens up like a tetherball pole. You
may never close your eyes again.
“It’s just the house settling,” my Uncle
Man said. He didn’t seem worried at all, so
sleep became possible. Until the next night
when the house offered up another chorus
of Sounds That Cannot Be Explained.
My dad told me, “It’s just the walls
reacting to the change of temperature.” He
pointed out that it had been eighty-five
degrees that day and now was down in the
sixties and everything expands in the heat
and contracts in the cold.
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“Your dad’s right,” my Uncle Man
chimed in. “Ever notice how your cock gets
smaller when you go into a cold swimming
pool?” My mom sent him a withering
glance but he ignored it and continued.
“Same thing. Only difference is that your
cock doesn’t creak or moan or crack or
groan,” which didn’t seem to be necessary
to say. But then he added, “Actually, mine
does, but mine’s bigger than the rest of
yours, and therefore...”
“No,” my mom said firmly, “we don’t
need more information.” She added, “And
don’t you be showing us.”
“Yeah,” my dad added, “we don’t need
to see that again.”
“You’re jealous,” Uncle Man said. He
marched out of the room, his cock leading
the way, creaking and groaning.

M

y dad was a mathematician. That is a
branch of science where you can
assert anything you want as long as you can
prove it. Otherwise you have to shut the hell
up. Two plus two always equals four, any
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time, any place, any language. The point
about math is that my upbringing didn’t
include ghosts, specters, aliens, auras, ESP,
and so on. “Where’s the proof?” was the
mantra, although my upbringing didn’t
include mantras, either.
Yet one day, my dad totally floored me
by admitting there are things that go beyond
proof. “People increase their weird behavior
during a full moon,” he said. “Random
events tend to cluster,” he pointed out.
“And there is only evidence of God when
someone does good even when they cannot
benefit from it,” he said.
“You mean there are things that cannot
be explained?” I asked him.
“That's right,” he said. “Although,” he
added, “you should ask for proof anyway.”

T

he National Academy of Recording
Arts and Sciences, NARAS, is the
organization that runs the Grammys,
although some people think NARAS stands
for Nabobs and Reprobate Asshole Suckups; but not me, no, never, ever. I love the
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Grammy people. Note to self: The Grammy
People would be a good name for a bad
rock band. “Excellent,” said my friend
Danielle, “and they’d have band uniforms
that included name tags.”
Danielle accompanied me to a
Grammy party at the Shangri-La Hotel in
Santa Monica, California. We had a pretty
good time. Oh sure, some people forced
crummy CDs into our hands (“This is a
great recording by Tia Carrere who is not at
all using her looks to be able to get
recording time for these schlocky
conglomerations of Hawaiian sounds and
real music”) but that was a small price to
pay to mingle with a bunch of people who
are responsible for awarding some of the
most wretched music in history.
After the party, we took one of the
hotel’s two elevators to the rooftop bar. We
stood outside by a fire pit and watched the
moonlight shimmer on the ocean waves.
Time to leave. Now Danielle and I are
waiting for one of the elevators and there’s
a pause in the conversation. We’re looking
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at each other with quizzical expressions on
our faces. A pall of gloom is settling upon
us for no apparent reason. An elevator
arrives and the door opens. It’s not the
elevator we rode to the top of the building.
Instead, it’s The Other One. I step halfway
in while holding my arm across the door to
make certain it won’t close on the lady’s
shoes while she enters. But she doesn’t
enter and the lights get very bright and the
sound of the wind and ocean are suddenly
turned up good and loud in my ears and the
audio onslaught shoots into the center of my
skull like a hot needle penetrating a cold
grapefruit.
There is no way to see because of the
bright blinding fog. There is hardly any way
to hear, but way off in the distance is a
friendly but urgent voice saying “Get out of
there! Get out! Get out now!”
A hand grabs me by the shoulder and
pulls. Hard. I stumble back onto the
landing, breathing heavily. The lights
suddenly dim back down to normal and the
noise level abates.
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“What was that like?” Danielle asked.
“What?” I said, still not getting enough
air in my lungs. My body went from stone
cold sober to having the shakes to feeling
exhausted in the space of about three
seconds.
“What happened in there? What was it
like?” She was genuinely interested in my
moment of confusion and incapacitation.
After hearing my response, she said, “No
way are we getting into that elevator.”
“You’re wearing heels,” I said, “‘and
it’s a lot of stairs to the lobby.”
“Hey, I’ll crawl down if I have to.”
The other elevator arrived. “Or we can just
take this one,” she said and stepped inside.
“No problems with this elevator?”
“Nope. C’mon.”
In the lobby, Danielle waved over both
the Concierge and the Doorman and asked,
“What can you guys tell me about that
elevator? Not the one on this side, that one.”
“Nothing,” said the Concierge, but the
Doorman said, “That one is from the old
hotel. Everything you see here,” there was a
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sweeping gesture taking in the entirety of
the premises, “was recently built, but some
of the original building is still right there.”
“Anything unusual happen in the old
elevator?” Danielle asked.
“Nothing,” the Concierge said, but the
Doorman said, “Someone was killed here a
lot of years ago.”
“Okay,” Danielle said. “That might
have something to do with it.”

W

hen my dad was near the end of his
life, I would drop by his hospital
room on lunch breaks, after work, and on
the weekends. As the days wore on and my
dad’s health wore down, laughter was not
much in evidence. Conversation ceased and
so I would read a poem or just talk quietly.
It was also gratifying to tell him that people
were sending me e-mails about how he had
influenced their lives.
One afternoon, my mom and I were
visiting with him. Out of nowhere, my dad
spoke to us, his first coherent words in quite
some time.
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“After I die,” he said, “and there’s
thunder, lightning, and rain, that’ll be me
and Louie.” He was referring to Louis
DaPron, the man who guided tap dancers
ranging from Donald O’Connor to Savion
Glover. Louie had died the year before and
my dad often joked about “visiting Louie in
heaven.” And when he thought my mom
couldn’t hear, he’d add “And Marilyn
Monroe.”
My dad’s statement about thunder and
rain was the last sentence I heard him say.
He died shortly after during the hot days of
summer and my mom and I worked through
the intense sadness and emptiness by
staying busy with the memorial service and
all the work that surrounds the settling of
someone’s affairs.
Two weeks later, after returning to the
normal workday schedule, I was in the
offices of a company about ten miles from
my mom’s house. It was a bright sunny day
with piercing blue skies and hardly a hint of
clouds. With the temperature approaching
triple digits, it was the kind of day when
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even the shade seems to be quietly
simmering. I’m sitting at a desk, writing an
ad or a brochure or a script or something
equally worthless in the scheme of things.
Wait. What was that? Was there a change of
atmospheric pressure? The air conditioning
system just kept on pumping out the phony
but pleasant breeze. Everything seemed the
same as it ever was in those oh-so-corporate
suites of work spaces. So, what made me
stop?
I turned to glance out the tenth-floor
window. It provided a nice view of the
suburbs, including the one where my
parents’ house was located. All the way
across The Valley was something that is not
often seen in Southern California during the
summer: Storm clouds. Flashes of lightning.
A rainbow. And the unmistakable
downpour of rain.
I picked up the phone and called my
mom. She was crying.
“Mom, are you all right?”
There was a sob and what sounded like
the word “fine.”
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“Mom, is it raining where you are?”
My mom was weeping openly now,
but happily. “It’s your dad,” she said
between her tears, “your dad and his friend
Louie, dancing up a storm for me.”
Who am I to argue with that?
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Radiating

M

any Americans lack initiative
and energy when it comes to
acting on what they claim is
their morality: We say we want economic
fairness but we elect people who support
plutocracy. We say we want freedom but
elect people who support theocracy and
fascism. We say we want to eradicate gang
violence and the homeless, but we elect
people who support economic policies that
exacerbate those problems. We say we want
energy solutions but look away when the
nuclear industry tosses used reactor rods
into the sea.
“Come on, no one would throw used
reactor rods into the ocean.” My girlfriend
looked at me with a somewhat hopeful
expression. “Would they?”

T

he officials at the nuclear bomb
factory—oops, I meant to say The
Facility—were stymied for a while. That
was their unofficial position. Officially,
282

Secret Sex... by John Scott G

things were just peachy-keen. Relax, folks,
everything is under control! The facility’s
brain trust simply needed to have a few
more meetings on the topic of:

The room held a small number of
middle-level dweebs. “Well,” said Dweeb
One, “we could do what we did last time
and bury them out in the desert.”
“Don’t think so,” said Dweeb Two.
“Not after what the top brass told us last
time: ‘We don’t want the desert turning
red,’ was what they said. Ha! Shows how
little they know. It’s not going to be red out
there, it’s going to be orange.”
“Actually,” said Dweeb Three, “it will
appear to be yellow.”
“No, it will be orange.”
“Sorry, but I think you’re mistaken.”
“Pardon me, but you’re incorrect.”
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“Hey, you’re just wrong, pal. It’d be
yellowish.”
“No, iridescent orange.”
“No, yellow.”
“Orange.”
“It would be yellow.”
“No it wouldn’t.”
“Yes it would!”
And suddenly the meeting became the
equivalent of a grade school shouting
match, approaching the level of “Your
momma wears army boots!” and “Your
daddy eats sock lint!” until one of the more
scientific types said, “Whoa, calm down,
everybody! The hue isn’t the issue right
now. And besides, while we’ll never know,
science will know in a few hundred years.”
“You’re right. It’s silly to argue.”
“Right, right.”
“Although it wouldn’t take a couple
hundred years.”
“Sure it would.”
“Sorry, but I think you’re mistaken.”
“Pardon me, but I believe you’re
incorrect. It wouldn’t take that long.”
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“Yes it would.”
“No, it wouldn’t.”
“It would so too!”
And now they were off into another
round of bickering, this time accompanied
by tossing clipboards at each other until one
of the more administrative types pounded
the table to get their attention and then led
the group in their favorite chant, “There’s
no need for anyone to be upset because...”
All together: “There is absolutely no
problem with radiation leakage or seepage
or anything like that!”
“That’s right,” the scientific type
added, using his arms like an orchestra
conductor, “and that’s because...”
All together: “Mr. Radioactivity is
your friend!”
Of course, some people found it
peculiar that in the last place they buried
used core rods, you could fry eggs on the
desert sands. At midnight. In the middle of
winter. During a snowstorm.
But then someone brought out a copy
of National Geographic magazine. “Hey,
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did you read about these deep trenches at
the bottom of the ocean? They go down
thousands and thousands of feet. We could
dump the rods there.”
“You think so?”
“Sure! Who would ever know?”
“Will the brass like it?”
“We’ll make it sound safe. We’ll seal
the rods in lead barrels!”
“Great! We can dump a hundred
barrels down there!”
“A thousand!”
“Well, we wouldn’t ever produce a
thousand of ‘em.”
“Hey, we’ll be there in no time.”
“No way. It’d never go that high.”
“Would so.”
“Would not!”
“Would so too!”
And they were off once more.

T

he dumping began. No one seems to
remember the number of rods or the
number of barrels but whatever the figure,
the radioactive waste is even now slowly,
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inexorably transforming the lead barrels
into a radioactive substance. All of which is
now slowly, inexorably raising the
radioactivity level of the seas themselves.
If that isn’t a parable for the human
race, then I just don’t know parables for the
human race. Which I probably don’t. But
the point is that people are not acting in
their own best interests. Perhaps it’s a lack
of education. Perhaps it’s a lack of
perspective. Ask someone in your
neighborhood if they know where their
water comes from. They may not
understand that some of it is from the runoff that passes over their property, and some
of it seeps directly into the water table from
the ground above. Then ask them if they
would like their H-two-Oh to be
uncontaminated.
“Yes,” they’ll probably say, “we want
the water supply to be clean because our
children bathe in it, and we wash our dishes
and clothes in it.” Yes, “Clean water is
important,” they’ll tell you, not long before
saying something like, “Excuse me a
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second, I was changing the oil in my truck
and just have to dump this old stuff in the
side yard.”
Yes, they want uncontaminated water,
but:
“Excuse me a second, I just cleaned
some paint brushes and I’ll be with you just
as soon as I dump this turpentine out behind
the house.”
Yes, clean water is a must for these
folks! Except, you know, in their personal
actions or when they support politicians
who allow companies to do exactly that
same type of pollution but on a larger scale.
“People are smarter than that in the
long run,” my girlfriend told me.
“Really?” I asked her. “And what is
the duration of this ‘long run’ of which you
speak?”
Besides, just look at the politicians
elected by red-state folks and you can see
that people are not smart at all.
With all that has happened, escaping
death so many times, watching my parents
age and die, experiencing my family being
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destroyed, I can’t help thinking that life is
really all bullshit.
“I know what you mean,” said my
editor, “but life isn’t bullshit.”
“It isn’t?”
“No. It’s peopleshit.”
I stand corrected.
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Your Place in the Universe

H

ow would the world be altered by
your death? Would the average
I.Q. go up or down? Would the
aggregate amount of morality increase or
decrease? Would there be less kindness,
wit, and insight in the world? For most of
us, the sad fact is that our absence would
cause not a ripple. Perhaps that’s why so
many people embrace religion; it is a sad
effort to affiliate with something larger and
grander than themselves.
“You are godless,” some have told me,
but my antipathy toward religion does not
preclude belief. I believe we began from
some power and it can be called by many
names: creator, supreme being, big kahuna,
the force, or, of course, Mel. I am fine with
using the word god, although you can see
that I don’t always capitalize it. The concept
is interesting, the word is not. Dog spelled
backward, and all that. Still, there are a few
things I know about god:
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God may be a he, a she, or an it. I’m
leaning towards an energy field, but no
one knows for sure. God doesn’t care
what name we use to describe him or her
or it. God is annoyed by how often we ask
for help in achieving or acquiring things
that are inconsequential. Like fame or
wealth. Or a passing grade in geometry.
Which doesn’t work, by the way. Or so I
am told. God is really pissed off at our
smarmy shouts of Thank the Lord and
Praise Be to God, etc., especially when
dealing with things that are silly like
touchdowns or Tony Awards.
When god glances towards earth, the
reaction will not be positive. Look at what
humanity is accomplishing:
 Pollution of the air, water, and soil.
 Depletion of natural resources.
 Global poverty, hunger, and disease.
 Unchecked power of multinational
corporations.
 Nuclear proliferation.
 Over-reliance on the military.
 Genocides on several continents.
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 Racism, sexism, homophobia, and
anti-Semitism.
 Narrow-minded fundamentalism.
 Terrorism.
 Oligarchy.
 Theocracy.
 Religiosity.
The god in which I believe is appalled
by religiosity freaks because of their
condescension, fear mongering, suspicion,
self-righteousness, proselytizing, hatred,
violence, and interference in people’s lives.
I think we are just one of god’s
experiments. “Let’s create life in a big Petri
dish,” god said to, well, whoever. “A Petri
dish like earth,” god continued. “We’ll just
wait a few millennia and see what happens.
Maybe try a few thousand Petri dishes
across the universe.” Earth may be one of
the experiments deemed unsuccessful.
Do you grab what you want from
anyone who is helpless whether it is within
the law or not? Then you will have
everything taken from you for an eternity.
Do you behave as if your pleasure is the
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sole reason for doing something? Then you
will be at the mercy of the selfish forever.
Do you behave as if you are better than all
other things on this planet? Then you will
be under the direct supervision of the
condescending for eons. Do you push your
religion on others? Then you will be
badgered by religious nuts forever.
I have faith in god’s merciless
vengeance. When we die, we will be dealt
with by creatures just like ourselves. And
for most of us, that will surely be Hell.

W

e are living on a minor blue dot
suspended in a humongous heaven.
In every direction, there are stars bigger
than our Sun and galaxies bigger than ours.
If aliens were trying to locate us, they
would have to look past oodles of
pirouetting galaxies, masses of pulsating
stars, a hodgepodge of planets, cold moons,
glowing nebulae, twirling asteroids, and
imploding black holes.
Other occupants of the galaxies
probably know about Earth because of the
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radiation we’re causing, but if you ever get
to wondering about your own special spot
in the scheme of things, consider that it has
taken three million millennia to bring us to
this point. Matter was formed from
nothingness. A lightning bolt, perhaps
thrown from the outstretched fingers of god,
streaked across space, transferring energy
into the cosmic uncongealed stew of the
universe. Amino acids became protein,
followed by charged molecules merging and
mating. Organisms sought more matter to
help their own growth, followed by singlecell creatures becoming multi-celled and
multi-dimensional. Swimmers became
crawlers and crawlers became walkers. And
now, after three-and-a-half billion years, it
is possible to stand up proudly and say with
some certainty and not a little astonishment:
“You are here.”
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Epilogue
John Scott G interviewed
by John Ray, Jr., Ph.D.
Q: In Secret Sex, you alternate
between comedy and tragedy.
A: Sure. Life is funny, once you get
past the pain. Writing a few truths about the
bizarre bipeds on Planet Earth requires a
variegated approach.
Q: “Bizarre bipeds” is certainly one
way to describe humanity.
A: We are weird, peculiar, and
inexplicable creatures, especially in groups.
We need to be vigilant.
Q: How so?
A: People need to keep watch on
corporations, religions, government, and the
people running those institutions—you’ve
got to be like a lioness guarding her cubs.
This book is a warning.
Q: A literary lighthouse?
A: Hope so. Plus, reading about my
mistakes may help people avoid errors in
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their own lives. And if just one kid being
raised by a conservative jebus-freak is
saved by Secret Sex, then the book is a
success.
Q: Just one?
A: Okay, two.
Q: We should point out that Secret
Sex began with weekly chapters on the
Web. Did the idea of serialization appeal
to you because it’s how Thomas Hardy,
Charles Dickens, and Robert Louis
Stevenson got published?
A: Actually, Secret Sex began as a play
about twenty years ago. Then came the
novelization in serial form. But any time my
work can be put in the same category as a
few dead writers, count me in.
Q: Do you interact with readers?
A: Sure, by e-mail or text.
Q: Anything else?
A: We tried carrier pigeons but it’s
messy.
Q: Droppings?
A: There’s a feral cat in my backyard
who enjoys having a hot lunch flown in.
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Q: Would you say you’re the hero
of the Secret Sex book?
A: No.
Q: But the main character has your
name.
A: Pure coincidence.
Q: Well then, who is the hero of the
book?
A: The reader.
Q: That seems disingenuous.
A: Okay.
Q: Have you always written for a
living?
A: Yup, I’ve been a professional word
nerd for all my adult life. Unfortunately, a
lot of the stuff I wrote in advertising and
publicity was disingenuous.
Q: That’s one way to describe the
incessant marketing of the modern age.
A: Ad agencies and PR firms were a
writing academy where they paid me to
learn composition, crowd psychology, and
propaganda.
Q: You equate advertising and
propaganda?
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A: Sure. Advertising, public relations,
and much of marketing are offshoots of
propaganda. Different goals, but the same
techniques.
Q: How much of Secret Sex is
invented, how much is altered, and how
much is reality?
A: All of it happened. It didn’t all
happen to me; some friends’ experiences
were appropriated for the trials and
tribulations of Jay Ess Gee, our not-soheroic and very humble narrator.
Q: You came from a small town but
now you live in one of the largest cities in
the world, correct?
A: That’s right.
Q: Do you like it?
A: It’s okay. A large city is better than
a small town in many ways. Libraries. Used
book shops. Theaters. Museums. Lots of
restaurants and grocery stores. Diversity.
More importantly, you can be anonymous
in a big town, if you like. You have no
choice but to be examined by everyone in a
tiny burg.
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Q: I’d like to ask you about writers’
traits and see how many you share.
A: Okay.
Q: Are writers loners?
A: It’s not a requirement but it’s true
in my case.
Q: Are writers weird?
A: Sure.
Q: Freaks?
A: Frequently.
Q: Alcoholics?
A: Let’s just say that many writers are
on a first name basis with distilled spirits.
Q: Are writers addicts?
A: Some of them.
Q: Do you imbibe when writing?
A: No.
Q: Never?
A: It doesn’t work for me. Sentences
get garbled. Paragraphs don’t make sense.
Chapters don’t get completed. Believe me,
I’ve tried that approach. It seems like such a
great idea but it just screws everything up.
For me, it’s not possible to drink and write
or get high and write.
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Q: Maybe...
A: You’re not suggesting I combine
drinking, drugs, and composition?
Q: Just a thought.
A: Been there, failed at that.
Q: You tried it?
A: Of course. I mean, what if it had
worked, what a blast! “Excuse me, gotta go
have a joint and a shot.” Then someone
would protest, “But John Scott, it’s ten
o’clock in the morning!” And I’d say,
“Sure, but I’ve got a chapter to finish.”
Q: I guess you’re right.
A: Getting altered in any way means
distractions take over. Music gets played
while the TV is on with the sound down. A
Douglas Sirk movie with Bach on the
stereo. Or a sporting event with Miles Davis
blasting out of the speakers. Fun, but often
unproductive.
Q: Where do you do your writing?
A: Mostly I write in a spare room in
my house. But I keep pencils lying around
and a pen in my pocket so I’m almost
always ready to jot things.
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Q: Any tips for writers?
A: What works for me might not work
for them.
Q: At least tell us what works for
you.
A: I have one simple rule: when in
doubt, write. Just write it down. Whatever it
is. Scribble it, dictate it, compose it,
whatever. Get some sort of start. You can
always expand it, tweak it, edit it, turn it
into dialogue, turn it into prose, turn it into
song lyrics, rewrite it, or toss it.
Q: How many rewrites do you do on
a chapter?
A: Dunno. A dozen?
Q: A dozen?
A: Probably that, on average.
Q: That’s a lot.
A: I don’t think so. You write
something. You go over it to make sure
you’ve covered everything. You go over
that to make it do what you need it to do—
flow smoothly, entertain the reader, shock
the reader, explain a political problem, elicit
horror or humor—whatever are your goals.
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You print it out and read it on the page,
‘cause for some reason, it feels different on
paper than on screen. You tweak it. You
read it out loud. You tweak it again. You do
a couple of “final passes” at it. Maybe you
read it out loud again. Hell, I’ve done a
couple dozen rewrites of things.
Q: You love words but you don’t use
big ones as often as writers who, well,
who take themselves very seriously.
A: That’s because of my steadfast
allegiance to eschewing obfuscation.
Q: Do you admire writers who are
also disinclined to go multi-syllabic in
their choice of words?
A: Ooh, nice sentence.
Q: Thank you.
A: Size may matter, but not word size.
Good writing matters. Communication.
Q: Do you prefer reading fiction or
non-fiction?
A: Novels were my favorite in high
school, but non-fiction gradually took over.
By the way, what the hell kind of a
description is “non-fiction,” anyway? What
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if we started reversing it? I think we should
have different names: reality writing and
invented writing.
Q: Not going to happen.
A: Not yet.
Q: Do you like e-books as well as
traditional books?
A: I prefer regular books. But the
potential for disseminating the work is
greater with digitization so it’s a
compromise I’m willing to make.
Q: There is a sequence in Secret Sex
that some people say is, well, let’s use the
word “familiar.”
A: Let me guess: the sex while
destruction derby footage is on the screen.
Q: Yes. You care to comment?
A: Sure. Although I experienced it, I
hesitated about putting it in the book
because someone else had invented similar
scenes, but screw that—it happened, it
happened to me, it’s funny, and so it’s
going in the book. Anybody wants to
complain about it, fine; I just hope the
complaint generates some discussion.
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Q: For the publicity?
A: Right.
Q: Some people have said that
certain scenes in your book are
misogynistic.
A: I don’t have much respect for
humanity, so if a charge is going to be
leveled at Secret Sex, misanthropic might fit
better. My dad once told me, “People are no
damn good.” I think the book, in between
the laughter, demonstrates that.
Q: You touch on a number of issues
in the book. Sex, obviously, but also faith,
religion, education, rebellion, creativity,
and more. Is it fair to say that Secret Sex
veers all over the map?
A: Sure. Just like life.
Q: Speaking of life, do you have
thoughts on its conclusion?
A: I choose to believe that there is
something else awaiting us, so I admit to
looking forward to getting answers to a lot
of questions that have occurred to me over
the years. And I am definitely planning on
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coming back to haunt a whole bunch of
people, so I’ll be very busy after I die.
Q: You wrote that you believe in
God but reject religion.
A: I did, and I do.
Q: You make fun of some faiths in
your writing.
A: Cults are the object of my derision.
Using the word “faith” is giving them too
much respect.
Q: You are strongly anti-religion.
A: Yes.
Q: But they do a lot of good.
A: Whatever good they do can be done
without any of the religiosity. They could
do more good if they dropped the rituals,
the folderol, the costumes, the rites, the
stained glass windows, the proselytizing,
the condescension, the meddling in politics,
and so on.
Q: Have you had any backlash from
conservatives?
A: Not much.
Q: I would think they would object.
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A: Maybe if they read it. The average
conservative voter is too stupid or lazy to
read any book that has not already been
read to them while they were growing up.
Q: Do you see conservatives as
enemies of democracy?
A: Absolutely. The only reason for the
existence of conservatism is their core
belief: greed. Forget what they say and look
at what they do—conservatives want to give
money and power to those who already
have money and power.
Q: Do you see a difference between
the conservative movement and its
followers?
A: Sure. The weasels who run the
conservative movement want to financially
rape the country. The conservative base is
oblivious to that. Conservative voters don’t
even know what their movement stands for.
They take their input from authority figures
who profess belief in jebus and that makes
them feel warm and fuzzy with a false sense
of safety and security. They attack any
scientific fact that challenges their feelings.
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The people who run conservatism are
greedwhores; the masses who vote for
conservatism are racist and stupid.
Q: You write in several genres, you
have composed music and song lyrics,
you’ve created interactive art events, you
discuss politics, healthcare, music, books,
the paranormal, and religiosity...
A: Each of those topics interests me,
so I figure: why the hell not write about
them? Besides, writing has been at the heart
of everything I do. Even the art and video
work began with my writing down goals for
each event. And each one was concluded
with my written review or post-mortem.
Q: On the topic of post-mortem, can
we conclude this interview with the
Bernard Pivot list of ten questions?
A: Can we pretend we’re on “Inside
the Actors Studio” while we’re doing them?
Q: If you wish. Ready?
A: Set.
Q: What is your favorite word?
A: Now.
Q: What is your least favorite word?
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A: Forbidden.
Q: What turns you on creatively,
spiritually or emotionally?
A: When a writer tweaks a familiar
situation so you experience it in a new way.
Q: What turns you off?
A: People who do not like to learn.
Q: What is your favorite curse
word?
A: My preference is for combo
cursing. As in “God damn shit fuck it!”
Sometimes one word just won’t do.
Q: What sound or noise do you love?
A: A woman in ecstasy.
Q: What sound or noise do you
hate?
A: Raffi, Teletubbies, Barney, that sort
of thing.
Q: What profession other than your
own would you like to attempt?
A: Chairman of the Federal Reserve
might be interesting.
Q: What profession would you not
like to do?
A: Complaint department clerk.
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Q: And finally, if heaven exists, what
would you like to hear God say when you
arrive at the Pearly Gates?
A: Assuming we don’t get do-overs, it
would be great to hear something like:
“Gene Tierney, Hedy Lamarr, Jane Russell,
and Martha Vickers are waiting for you in
the master bedroom.”
Q: Is that your version of the 72
virgins?
A: Yes, but without the hymens. Those
women were all extraordinarily beautiful
actresses working in Hollywood so I am
positive that they had the necessary
experience.
Q: Do you ever have secret sex with
them?
A: Hey, I’m with them right now.
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About the Author
kay, so there’s this guy, this
strange guy. JSG he calls himself,
and he’s annoying, opinionated,
annoying, and sometimes repetitious. On
rare occasions he is able to plunk an
adjective in front of a noun and sprinkle in
some punctuation, and presto, he’s got
himself some sentences. String enough of
those together in a way that makes people
smile, cry, cringe, or react in some way,
and, well, I guess then you get to call
yourself a writer. I guess.

O

JSG, performing an unspeakable act in public.

~ johnscottg.com ~
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