
So, the other day my car goes all to heck, in a kind of Ka-chunk Ka-check sort of way.  I’m just 
soaring down Ashland Avenue at eighty or so, when I hear a clickford-clank.  Well, it’s coming 
from under the hood of my 1982 Midnight Black El Dorado.  The biggest Love Machine 
Nightmare you can handle... without a permit or non-perscribed drugs.

So I pull to the side.

Slow down to fifty or so.  Rocks and gravel are spewing up at me like pre-historic petrified 
junebugs.  Bang.  Pow.  They’re gnawing at the paint, nibbling at the rustflakes.  Rustflakes... no 
doubt they’re good for you, even if you’re a junebug.  Full of iron and vitamins.

As I slow down and slip, in reverse order, through that magical world of my transmission, I 
notice that it won’t go into or out of third.  Now, I had been in fifth, and I had previously gone 
through third to get there.... but that was before good ol’ Mr. Ka-chunk Ka-check took hold.  
Now my El Dorado Love Machine Nightmare won’t go back into third.

So I crawl back home.  Back to my stale and slightly moldy household.  I crawl because I can 
only get the Love Machine up to a cruising speed of twenty.  I crawled home.  Did not shop the 
Pig, did not purchase my lemons, and tangerines, and grapefruit, nor my granola.  I crawled home 
alone.  WIthout the comforts of food to surround me.

On the side of plusness, I did not have to bear witness to the Wiggly Piggly.  The Wiggly Piggly 
clerks and stockboys, with their matching polo shirts and their adolescent over-fitness.

The employees of this stinkin’ town’s friendly neighborhood Pig are fanatical.  They are neo-
Nazi grocery store clerks.  

I’ve seen them break a young woman’s fingers for shoplifting a stand-up tube of Tarter Control 
Crest.

Once, when I wrote a bad check, they... well, let me explain first that I believe all my checks to be 
bad, as I have awful penmanship, always have.  Ever since my third grade teacher Mr. Kublowski 
made me write right-handed, when I’ve always believed in my soul that I am a lefty.

But on this fine day, the day in question, the check I had scribbled, or scribed depending on your 
view of penmanship, had another kind of badness that most bad checks posses.  There were 
insufficient funds within the account in my namesake to back up the claims that this piece of 
lemon yellow paper had made.

When I was discovered by the Neo-Piggly Patrol to be a check bouncing enemy of the Grocery 
State, they sent their stock boy storm troopers up front to cashier number three and slammed me 
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down on the conveyer belt.  They began beating me with clubs of summer sausage and frozen 
peas.  They screamed obscenities in loud husky voices, with a strong Germanic tinge I might add.

I remember seeing another small group of them chanting “Ten Items or Less” to a woman and her 
small child who cowered back to the aisles to lighten her load.

Then the group I was more concerned with kicked me in the ribs and I blacked-out.

All was not lost, however.  It took about three weeks of eating fast food and sending the store 
manager, the frozen foods fuhrer, gifts of Korbel before they let me past the boarder patrol that 
stationed itself by the carts, and into their store.

I’m on good terms with them and hope to continue to be so... which means maintaining my silent 
submissive status.  They’re the only grocery store in this stinkin’ town, and they know it.

But this fine day, there would be no Pig and I.  No day of being wary of cameras following you in 
the cereal aisle so you don’t dawdle too long on the nutritional facts.  They yell at you through 
electronic megaphones placed throughout the store.  No, none of that for me.  Since my Love 
Machine was on the fritz, the gremlins had taken over, there was no possible way I was going to 
parade my sorry looking butt through this stinkin’ town at twenty M.P.H.

I had a brain-o idea.  I called my friend Eyvonne on her one-eight-hundred extension and asked if 
she could help.  Eyvonne owed me at least a dozen favors for things I had kept straight for her in 
the past.  Three extramarital affairs, ten gambling debts with sharks on her ass for blood or 
money, preferably blood.  And one bigamy lawsuit.  

Yes, Eyvonne owed me big time.  And a little payback on interest due was in order on this fine 
day.

When I called, she said she was not coming out of doors for the lizardmen and sharks in sheep 
skin suits were in full heat today and it was certainly unsafe for anyone of her stature to be 
anywhere but in a cold dark room.  I reminded Eyvonne that it was dusk and the lizardmen would 
be headed to the bars soon, and besides they only attack and eat your soft parts when you’re 
alone.  And you’re going to have to bring the PAC along to help with this one.

The PAC is the only biker gang this stinkin’ town has.  PAC stands for Possible Avengers of 
Crime.  They want to be a force for good, like Batman, but there isn’t much crime in this stinkin’ 
town, and their leader, Eyvonne, had been in and out of therapy and clinics too often to do as she 
had promised which was to write up the complete PAC constitution and twelve step goals.  
They have, consequentially, never really started any big projects.

I sat in my stale living room and waited for the familiar humroarthunder of the twelve step PAC 
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and their insane leader Eyvonne to come tearing up my driveway.  As I sat in the dusk, I pulled 
and yanked at stray hairs within my nose that had gotten too long for their own good.  As I 
pulled, hot tears welled up and my temples tingled.  Not my favorite activity by any stretch of 
any wild imagination.  But, it passes the time, and there’s a certain amount of pleasurepain 
involved.   And if I don’t, my nose produces long hairs that venture out of their nostril confines 
and make it look like someone got mad and shoved my mustache up into my face.  Perhaps for 
writing bad checks.

At precisely eight-oh-two in the PM the girls arrived in all their multi-colored leather clad glory.  
Women of all shapes and sizes, both mentally and physically, made up the PAC and I was 
damned proud to have them as friends.

I explained my Ka-chunk Ka-check problem and they all nodded solemnly in full knowledge of 
what we would have to do.  We would have to get the Love Nightmare to Flying Eddie and the 
Randolf Brothers as fast as we could take her.  

Flying Eddie and the Randolf Brothers.

No one else in this stinkin’ town could help for they could only understand matters of the 
physical nature in distressed times of cars.  The people in this stinkin’ town know not where the 
heart of an automobile lay.

Only Flying Eddie knew for certain.

I told the PAC of my belief that I could go eighty if I could get up to fifth, it was getting through 
third that was the problem.  A wall of annoyance lay between second and fourth.  They said, 
‘Say no more.  We’ll get you up to speed and you can drop it into fifth.’

With that, we saddled up.

They all reigned up to the Love Machine and I threw her into neutral.  It was a sight to behold as 
we roared down the highway.  I looked like Ben Hur with headlights, being pulled by Amazon 
women on metal horses.

There’s no finer more glorious sight then midnight bouncing insanely off the hot asphalt while 
you steer your car being pulled by six Harley’s at seventy or eighty.  

I was sitting through the sunroof with my feet on the steering wheel.  The original Love Machine 
Nightmare had not come with the optional sunroof, but in a single afternoon of becoming 
aquatinted with Mr. Blowtorch, she did, by God and a lotta stuff, she did.

Nightwind tore at my hair and danced off my scalp as we screamed by houses and I yelled my 
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victory cry of warning to all.  Those who may find it in their black hearts to mock my trials and 
laugh?  Laugh in fear.

We flew into Flying Eddie’s junk yard like Santa Claus in a monster truck rally, breaking 
numerous laws of physics, logic, rationality, and good taste.  But, as I say, that’s the only way 
to live.

Flying Eddie’s a sixty-five year old, crotchety, self-described sonofabitch, veteran from the 
Korean War.  He had, in his childhood dreams and fantasies and futurerealities, wanted to be a 
circus performer.  A trapeze artist, heavy emphasis on the word “artist” if you please, or even if 
you don’t please.  But, he got drafted before he got up enough nerve to run off with the circus.  
So he fought, paid his dues, did his time, played gin rummy with Mr. Death... I don’t know, I 
ain’t never been in a war.  But Flying Eddie sure had, and he’ll tell you all about it.  Heavy 
emphasis on the word “all” thank you very little.

He was a gunner in the war.  He used his thumbs a lot, I mean A LOT.  He was right in the 
middle of the thick fighting most of the time and his thumbs never got a rest.  His family’s 
arthritic.  Have been for generations, probably passed down from Charlemange, lucky bastard.  
The arthritis only hit Flying Eddie’s thumbs and firmly convinced him that he’d never be a 
trapeze “artist”.

But I think he talked himself out of it over the years and only used his crumbly bumbly thumbs 
as an excuse.  Cause you should see him handle a lug wrench.

Besides, he’s afraid of heights.

Flying Eddie always insisted everyone call him Flying Eddie, he also insisted everyone call his 
kids The Randolf Brothers even though they weren’t brothers.  And this really bothered the 
better part of hell out of his daughter Suzy Lee.

Sometimes it seems to me that Flying Eddie’s leading a fantasy life, poor bastard.

Flying Eddie, poor bastard or not, cured my Love Machine, purged her soul, cleanzed her 
system, all for free.  He owed me a favor for fixing him up with Eyvonne.

The next week, however, the Love Machine’s brakes went out and I slammed her through the 
plate glass window of the restaurant I work at.  Which is just as well, cause I quit my job by 
then.

Johnny Rimm, that’s my manager’s name, that’s what I call him, he owns the restaurant.  The 
only rib joint in this stinkin’ town, and I’m his dishwasher.  The reason I’m the dishwasher is 
because I love the restaurant business, but can’t cook without burning the food and myself, and I 
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don’t deal well enough with strangers to be a waiter.  Oh, yeah, I’m also not a bartender because 
being near alcohol, even bottles, makes my neck tingle.

One fine day, a different day then when I had run the Love Machine through the window, I had a 
major run in with the sink.

First and foremost it is important for you to understand that this stinkin’ town’s military 
militia’s lead representatives reside, for the most part, under the restaurant I work in.  They’re 
quite an extensive bunch, this volunteer group, and they’ve created a town wide web of 
interlocking labyrinths beneath this stinkin’ town.  But their main headquarters is right below my 
little restaurant.  Communications are specifically beneath the sink that I work at scrubbing off 
bar-b-que and ribdrippings.

The night in question I was working.  A hot night in the back room, but damned well cold in this 
stinkin’ town’s January outdoor frozenpost.  

I was scrubbing away like a machine.  My hands a-flyin’ away through the watery waterblood.  
Suds sudded and bubbles blew.

Suddenly, my hand caught hold of something tricky near the drainhole.  It caught hold and 
wouldn’t let go.  Mind you, my hand let go, but the thing, which felt like slimy metal, wouldn’t.

I decided not to make a general announcement of this miniature Loch Ness since it was a busy 
time and I was working just fine with one hand.  Besides, discretion is the better part of valor, 
whatever the hell that means.

I just washed and tossed the wet dishes to my fellow dishwasher Juan, and asked if he cold dry 
them.  Thank God and a lotta stuff that Juan was there, and a good catcher.  I think he used to 
play professional baseball in Cuba, and he was the catcher, but I suppose any position would 
work.  He’s this stinkin’ town’s softball team catcher and manager, he’s also this stinkin’ town’s 
only drug dealer and abuser.  Luckily, he was clean this night ‘cause if he wasn’t, I’d a been doing 
a hell of a lot of drying with my face.  Dry towel in mouth, head rotating around, a trick I did not 
much like to repeat.

About halfway through the night, the Loch Ness gives a little and a small test tube bobs to the 
surface.

Corked up and containing a little note.  I pocket it with my free hand quicker then a bunny on 
Juan’s crack, and continue washing.

Later that evening, business slows down and I’m still there with my hand wrinkling more and 
more from the water.  I’m washing slower and slower feigning exhaustion and keeping my hand 
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under.  Finally, the restaurant is closed and people are leaving.  The cook’s the last to go and I 
explain that I’ve only got a few more dishes, and I’ll lock up.

Well, I couldn’t sit there all night, and I couldn’t get my hand out of good ol’ Loch Ness.  I was 
reminded of them raccoon traps they used to have.  They’d drill a hole in a piece of wood and 
smuck some nails in around the sides at a downward angle.  Then these crazy 
frenchmenfurtrappers would stick something shiny in there and good ol’ Mr. Raccoon would 
stick his hand in and couldn’t get it back out.  Well, this stinkin’ town’s militia may have thought 
they caught themselves a life-sized Mr. Koon, but I had further plans.

I kicked the better part of hell outta that stainless steel liquid trap and pulled it off it’s drainhole 
spouts.  Water poured and gushed all over that sorry excuse for a kitchen.  And there was my 
hand still stuck in the drainhole, sucked in there by some power I could not comprehend.  And 
held there, apparently by suction-friction.

I looked down that suckhole in the floor and saw their goo-goo eyes all freaky and jivey and said, 
‘See ya’ later big guns!  I’m committing Grand Theft Sink!’

On the way out I wrote in bar-b-que sauce on the floor with my foot, ‘Consider this my 
resignation’.  I hope he considered well.

I went home and sat on my couch with my new best, and heaviest friend.  I called Eyvonne, but 
she could not be reached.  Not at her home, office, therapist, one-eight-hundred number, FAX, or 
spotlight beacon.  Perhaps the lizardmen had gotten her.  I would have to dig through this 
mountain my own self, but I was not so much like John Henry, I still had the Love Machine on 
my side.

I looked through the medicine cabinet to find some sort of lubricant for my hand first.  I found 
some in the emergency rescue kit that this stinkin’ town’s Coast Guard had given me the night I 
helped them save that little girl.

Quick story, then I’ll get back to the sink.  It always comes back to the sink anyway, doesn’t it?

The Coast Guard, God love ‘em, are the finest men and women of this stinkin’ town.  By some 
fluke in the crew assignments and recruitment paperworks, every member of this stinkin’ town’s 
Coast Guard are, or is, blind.  

They’re truly incredible though.  Never a single person lost or drown in the ten years they’ve 
been stationed here.  Not a one.  They use Human Sonar and a lotta luck.

On the night in question, a little lady had found  herself in the water and over a dam before you 
could say ‘waterlogged clogs and frogs.’  The Coast Guard’s boat, for reasons that only Flying 
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Eddie could ever guess, had lost the ability that night to steer herself.  She could scoot forwards 
and backwards... or aft and not-aft, but port and starboard were not in this big lady’s vocab on 
this fine night.

So, the Coast Guard coasted.  Straight down the river that cuts smuck through the middle of this 
stinkin’ town and asked people to swim aboard and help steer this mother. 

So, I jumped on.  Hell, I didn’t have nothing better to do with my arbitrary time that fine night.  
A whole volunteer crew jumped on and hopped to port or starboard to the Captain’s wishes.  
Human ballast.  Steering by weigh-shift.  We steered that mother with our combined puny 
masses.

Round and round until that mother bore down right on top of that little girl.  Everyone who 
helped got a free rescue kit and safety instructions written in braille.

In the kit, for reasons that escape my capacity, there was a tube of silicon based lubricant.  Well, 
I lubed up my hand and went outside to the Love Machine.  Roared up her engine, and put a 
cinder block on the gas and clutch.  Round back I chained my grand theft Loch Ness raccoon trap 
of a sink to the Love Machine’s bumper and began tossing rocks through the sunroof at the stick 
shift.

It took about a half an hour of tossing rolly-polly ‘til I popped her into first.  She tore forward 
like a flying rodent outta hell, kicking my face with stonefrozen junebugs and amputating sink 
from man.  The Love Machine splintered her way into my garage and popped herself out of gear 
like a good girl upon hitting the back wall.

I think that’s when her brakes might have gone all hurly burly and sent her through Johnny 
Rimm’s Rib Joint the next day.  History may never know the true answer.

It wasn’t until around midnight that I remembered the test tube sink buoy in my pocket.  It 
contained a note from this stinkin’ town’s Military Militias brain communications center.  The 
note was addressed to ‘Anyone’ and as far as I can fathom that definition includes me.  It read 
and proclaimed in bold font ‘A grand display will take place tonight at Midnight in Hype Park.  
Bring your flag.’

Well as quick as Juan’s crackbunny I hopped over there.  I pulled the Love Machine outta my 
splintered garage.  What I saw when I passed the first barrier of pineoaktreebushes was the most 
glorious sight this stinkin’ town must have seen.

Everyone was there, Eyvonne and the PAC, Flying Eddie, the Coast Guard, the Militia.  They 
had all brought flags.  Flags of every nationality.   Every nation from America to Zimbabwe.  
Every conceivable group or organization as well.  The Kiwanis, the Loyal Order of the Moose.  
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The Coast Guard brought all them semaphore flags, God knows they don’t use ‘em.  The PAC 
brought in these brightly purple twelve step program banners.  I felt a little out done with my 
miniature American plastic pups.

They had stacked them all in the center of the park and had already started the biggest whopping 
bonfire since witch hunts in this stinkin’ town.  They danced and cried with joy and shook their 
fists in the air with jubilation.

It filled my eyes with deeeee-light.  All of us silhouetted against dancing yellow-orange.  Flags 
crumbling to ashes and melting into one another.  For a moment we were all suddenly one.  One 
mixture complete in it’s smoothness and texture.  We were men and women and neither.  All the 
same, all one mass of gibbering laughing fools.

But the burning crucibilian sensation was there and gone in a flashfire kinda way.  The party was 
broken up too soon when the Wiggly S.S. showed up.  They were originally in the park to break 
up a softball drug-ring.

I sat home, by myself, in my moldyhole and thought back on the day’s events.  Then stretched 
my puny squishy mind back over the span of my life.  Things that happen, happen.  Things that 
don’t happen, more likely then not, happen somewhere to someone else.  Someone who’s really 
you anyway.  Or, they will happen somewhere to someone, sometime.  If you hang long enough 
in a spot you’ll see the entire gambit of probopossibilities.  You’ll see it all or all that can be.  
Pretty deep, hey?

I don’t know.  Sometimes I think I’d want to move out of this stinkin’ town.  Just up my 
haunchers and leave.  But then I think, ‘what the hell?  One town’s just as stinkin’ as the next.’
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