Chapter 11 DB, Limo Man, Icabod, and Scott drill us.

“What memories were made here…”  

MCR

It was not often that Pharm evenings or their stories ended on a serious note.  Such chapters as this are reminders of that.

In the bottom drawer of my large black file cabinet sits about 39 pounds of large, medium, and legal sized envelopes.  The backsides often have message, such as:

<Begin formatting – text boxs>
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<End text box formattings>

The envelopes’ front sides are postal works of art.  They are covered with about 5,434 one-cent stamps, which used to be Michael’s protest to postage increases.  Sometimes these one-centers encase the envelope.  Whatever space was left would be pretty much filled with happy faces, pictures, and sketches of castles, dragons, and insignias perched next to BOLDED addresses and BOLDED MESSAGES free for postal persons and world to see.
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[[ envelope2.jpg ]]

Almost every envelope contained some sort of "Thank you" from Michael, along with some delightful drawings from children, photos, castle balloons, an entry pass to the Castle, or stuff that he preferred you file rather than he.  

One of the many 9 x 12” envelopes, with the drunken knight ensconced in his castle with his likewise inebriated Dragon filling one half of the envelope, has this bolded message filling one quarter of the envelope’s remaining space:

<Begin formatting – text box>


<End formatting>

Of course, I wasn't the only blessed one to receive such a message.

Memories of living in a special community of laughter and mirth, give and take, do and learn -- where each evening you gratefully rested your well used and fed body, while eagerly anticipating your next California day -- is not an easy spirit to convey.  Ever cognizant that typed words may not convey the “specialness” of Rubelia, this tunnel digger pasted several pictures and, believe me, they are not Photo Shopped depictions of fictitious doings a la the moon landing certainly was.

After a good day’s work, with old-fashioned food, and some wine, Michael could be coaxed into telling one of his magical adventures and from there he and others would revive memories of castle hijinks.

Among a growing pile of regrets, not having bookified more Rubelian adventures while Michael and Kaia were around ranks high.

So before we all become too old to forget what we already don’t remember well, and lose more special people and their wonderfully invigorating attitudes, here are a few stories that try to convey why living in a budding and building community of “Try it” pharmers, where safety was neither first or second, was so much plain, old fashioned phun.

 The DB, not quite my hometown’s BD, borrowed by Doonesbury 

(Not even a cousin to Gary Trudeau’s BD, aka Brian Dowling with whom Trudeau Yale schooled.  That BD threw oblong balls at my Cleveland St Ignatius High School, then for Yale, New England Patriots, and the Green Bay Packers.  This DB QB used his pizza hut-hut to throw cheese on a crust.)

 Ralph lived in the Pharm’s front house before it was washed and walled away in the Great Flood of 1969.  He managed Zio’s Pizza Parlor down on Route 66.  Whenever he got a troublesome delivery boy, he had a routine that would improve the boy’s manners, habits, and appreciation for the job, or divert a career path).  The routine usually started with a phone call to a band of dangerous, carnivorous omnivores.

"Michael would you and the boys order some extra zesty pizzas?"

"Okay, should we put extra cheese on them?"  Michael would ask.

"Yes, the works would be especially good tonight," Ralph said on this particular order.

"Good.  We’ll let the tunnel workers come up from the damp, dark, and dank for some zesty R&R and cheesy stuff."

With the pizzas second coming arriving in the dark of the night, the unrepentant delivery boy (DB) first faced the 8’ high walled compound topped with cast iron pokers and concertina wires.  Entering another walled entryway with very heavy doors framed with rough-cut 3x8’s timbers and steel bars, most un-coached delivery boys were at a loss as to what to do.  In this case, a speaker told the DB to pick up one of the several phone contraptions hanging from the masonry wall.  After telling the voice at the other end that he was here to deliver pizzas, the voice said, “When you hear the door click, pull it and step in.”

After hearing a hissing sound followed by a loud “Click,” the DB pulled the heavy door and stepped in to face a bouldered pillbox with slotted windows that had a machine gun pointing at the heavy door in front of which he now stood.  Quickly, he moved to the railroad-tied driveway that lay behind the huge, barbed in wire drive-in gate to his right.  He gingerly proceeded in the dark with his four pizza boxes.  Even in the dark, the DB could see towers rising to his left.  In front of him stood what looked like a windmill, with all sorts of weird stuff stacked around what seemed like a farm.  He didn’t notice the mineshaft on his left that ran downhill from the railroad-tied driveway, on which he had taken a half dozen baby steps.

“Halt!  Who goes there?” shouted a voice from the mineshaft on his left that had a steel track leading downward to another heavy and barred door.  From behind that door stepped a man with a flashlight taped atop his helmeted head.  His hands rapped around a big rifle that pointed at the DB.  

“Hands up!” was the guard’s next response, which almost caused the DB to dump his deliveries…

“I’m just delivering pizzas,” blurted the DB, as he juggled to obey.

“Yeah, sure…” the armed guard replied while chewing a stick, “Don’t move one hair on your chiny-chin-chin or I’ll…  ” the guard said, as he stepped back toward the tunnel with his gun still pointed at the simmering boxes.  Picking up the wall phone from the railroad ties lined tunnel walls, the bearded guard, in between stick chews, called ahead.

“Oh, so pizza’s been ordered?  Wellll… okay...  I’ll bring ‘em in.”  

After inspecting the DB’s spread body parts, the guard pushed him down the railroad-tied path with his rifle over his forearm.  As the pizza boy approached the tower, with a 20x30’ gate with jagged 4x4’s ominously hanging overhead, the guard pointed his rifle and ordered, “Through there.”

Near the end of the 30’+ long tunnel lined with protruding bottles that an armored vehicle could drive through, two armed guards jumped out with their old rifles in hand.  DB jumped backwards -- into his back guard’s rifle, causing him to jump again, and again grab for his shaky pizzas.  Unphased, the trailing guard said, “S’okay.  He’s pizza delivery boy, and I checked the boxes, and frisked him.  They’re cheesy pizzas.  And he’s almost wet his…”

“Why didn’t someone alert us?  Geeze!  We could’ve blown you two to the after life.  And that blowing holes in people always pisses off da boss…  Okay, go back to your post.  We’ll take him from here…,” the new guards disgustedly said.

Tightly grasping his boxes, the DB couldn’t help looking up at the darkened beams, towers, hanging tools, ropes, clocks, pipes and protruding concrete obstructions that lain along the path he was being led down.  As he passed a long table made of 6-inch beams laden with grinders and pipes, he paused to stare at an anvil, coal bin, and blacksmith tools from Robin Hood’s day, only to be pushed by a rifle into a tunnel only wide enough for his hunched body to move through.  Bottles protruded from the walls, and there was a hanging light bulb that barely lit his wood laid footpath.  As he was pushed forward, about ten feet into the tunnel, another helmeted and pointed-gun guard jumped into the narrow exit way ordering, “Halt!”

There wasn’t much up or sideways room for the DB to jump, but the armed guards thought there was enough room to wet.

“It’s okay.  The boss ordered some pizza,” uttered the nudging guards behind the DB.

“Geeze!  Someone’s going to get killed again if people don’t!  …” said the upfront, uptight new guard, as he shook his head and backed up.  “Okay, leave him with us.  We’ll take him to da boss.”

With a bewildered look, DB looked around from the slope exiting the tunnel to see an outhouse with “Ladies” on the door.  A ramp ran from there into the darkness that seemed to have a metallic cylinder shaped room at its end.  Before him were many feet of running plate glass with pitchforks, harnesses, and lanterns hanging from the wall it fronted.  Directly in front of him was a metal rack holding about 300 shoes.  While looking at the shoes and noting a ramp and tin shed to the left he was pushed forward until he stood next to a red Coke machine that had cases of those aged greened Coke bottles, which he remembered seeing around his parents’ safe and secure house, for which he now longed.

Suddenly, in front of the Coke machine a 10x12’ rumpled tin door slid open as another armed guard stood there motioning him to come forward.

“Go ahead,” said his other guards “go deliver your stuff.”

DB followed the guard inside the Tin Palace, as the other two followed in tow.  To DB that night, the tin shed he walked into seemed to be three football fields long.  With flags hanging from its rafters fifteen feet in the air.  Drapes, pictures, art works, and cuckoo clocks adorning its wall.  Antique furniture sat everywhere, including a hand made 15’ long iron fireplace cut from a tank, as well as a 1927 Chevy truck with wooden spooked wheels…  But all that quickly disappeared as the guards led him through this long room, dimly lit from old chandelier-like lights.  As he tried to grasp the dark oddities around him, he passed what looked like a single woman in a nurse’s outfit, rising up from the single person elevator nearest to the sliding door.  She moved not at all and looked straight ahead, as though mummized.  DB followed the guards past what seemed like several refrigerator rooms (which they were) until the guard stopped at an open refrigerator door, grabbed the steel latch handle to open it wider, and stepped aside.  DB stood in a daze, as a couple cuckoo clocks popped out from their ticking wooded perches on his left and a picture of a lady with booming hat hung on the wall to the right.

“Go ahead.  Go in.  Give Michael the pizzas,” urged the guards to the bewildered DB as he stood in front of a handful of people sitting on the floor.  

Michael, all of the 220+ muscled pounds on his 6’ frame, snapped DB out of his daze by leaping from the cushioned chair to shout and dance around like an excited 12-year-old kid juiced with ADD.  “Oh, goody!  Goody!  Goody, the pizza has come!  The pizza has come!  YEAH!”

On cue, the sitting chorus joined in the cheer with similar juvenile behavior.  

DB stood watching the outburst and feeling, probably, in much less danger in a room filled with cheering grown-ups acting like kids than he had been while exposed to guards in dark places.  While still frozen with boxes of warm pizza in hand, the guards lifted the boxes from his hands and passed pizzas to quell the maddening crowd. 

The guards then lifted DB under his arms, turned him around, walked him out of the 6” thick wooden refrigerator door, and back into the cavernous Tin Palace.  Only at the elevator did DB turn, staring again at the white uniformed woman who was again rigid, but this time heading down on the single space elevator.

After being led back through the same eerie tunnels by the same strangely armed guards, DB made one more run.  DB dropped his uniform to Ralph in the flats at Zio’s and went in search of safer pastures.  

Of course, that’s something a rookie DB would do, but a well-coached BD would never do while in the field at Ignatius, Yale, or New England, or while tattooed on a Doonesbury comic strip.

Dating Game’s Limo Man

While I was teaching, some of my high school students nudged me to audition for the Dating Game.  After auditioning with about 97 other guys, and probably because of my Pharmish response to their sausage wrapped questions, they chose me to be one of those who went live.

I was not chosen by the long haired beauty in my first television appearance, but I was so overbearing on host and contestants that afterwards the Dating Game spent months tracking this loser down all over the world.  They found me sweating amidst swarming no-see-ems (smaller than mosquito-like pests who love sweat) on sweltering St. John, Virgin Islands with Glen Speer, my patient Pharm building mentor.  When I inquired on their collect call, from the only phone booth then on St. John, as to why they were asking me – the loser – to reappear, the assistant producer in charge of finding rude guests said my ratings were off the charts.  

How about that, Grandfather Deuel?  See, Rudeness does pay!  And this stuff you taught MCR and us inheritable Pharm Hands about “Be quiet.  Watch and listen, I want you to learn something.”  That must be bunko.  For in the TV world, I was living proof that if you talk and talk with foolish stuff your ratings go up and you’re asked back.

So, the guy who had over-talked competing contestants as well as the host – but lost the girl, was begged to return to Tinsel Town.  Or, as the producer said, “As soon as you leave the sweaty U. S. Virgins, call us.  We want you!”  

Incidentally, that producer moved on to bigger paydays.  He became the prime mover in establishing overbearing, over-talking, made-up scenarios you hear on most of today’s far right wing radio.  And I returned from the isle of biting virginal no-see-ems to do another Dating Game, where this pharmer talked a little less and won the glamour date with a Hollywood babe.

After polishing my social graces for at least that night, I tried to spread my improved manners into more than an appearance on Dating Game (DG). Consequently, several times I invited the Hollywood babe, whose heart I had captured for at least a few televised minutes, to visit the Castle before we went on our prized San Francisco date.  Alas, the budding starlet consistently rebuffed my invites and my attempts to practice my dated dating graces, which probably had much to do with shattering my fragile ego,

Being the slow learner that I am, I didn’t see how her dust-offs of my junkyard overtures had started at our first intimate meeting.  After she had chosen me as her date, we sat back stage at DG’s get-acquainted table.  After a few minutes, she added a cigarette to her well-formed body and lips, ignoring the prominent “No Smoking” sign above our table.  While live on air, she seemed to heed my words.  Here, backstage, she ignored my healthy incantations.

After a haughty puff or two, an employee also reminded her about the sign.  Flicking in my direction, she replied as a queen might, “Oh, don’t worry, he’ll take care of it for me,” she said to the production assistant as she motioned at me.  Oh, sure, thought this pharmer, who has never been able to kiss or kiss up to an ashtray.

She was “too busy” to have a drink and chat after the show.  She had little interest in whom I might be, but had plenty to say about her career and the book she was working on whose working title was something like: Men pursuing women… and was it worth it to let them catch us.

Being closer to Sanford and Sons’ junkyard dogs than to Hollywood starlets, some of us Pharm Hands figured all Hollywood was jaded and pompous.  So, we figured we should attempt to deflate a little of their inflated hot air.  Now, if you haven’t read “The DB” story, read it now, since DB’s guarded Castle entry was replicated, albeit in day light hours, on the Hollywood chauffer sent to pick me up as part of The DG Prize.  

This time, however, the Castle Guards did not deposit the intruder into Michael’s refrigerator.  Instead, they took the Limo-man to our Big Kitchen, with its rough-hewn 10’ in diameter round table, whose fancy chairs were huge tree stumps, cooled by a Safari fan lumbering overhead as it hung from the corrugated tin ceiling.  Sitting at the head of the Knights of Rubelia’s Round Table, clad in a pressed suit with a row of telephones in front, was I -- answering one long distance phone call after another.  My assistant, scampering around like an overgrown and demented kid, was burly Michael.

“Sir, sir, line 7 has London on it…  And New York’s still waiting on line 3…  Oh, my!  Oh, my, what to do?  What to do?  Oh, golly, so busy…Oh, my…” he lamented, as he flapped his muscled arms and hands as an effeminate would.

Bewildered Limo-man stood about 15 feet from the table near the 6’ in diameter cemented fireplace, encircled by quarter cut telephone poles with a 48” steely top hat chimney serving as a caged veil as well as crooked fireplace headband.  Then all hell, or heck, if you are a little kid reading this, broke loose.

The WHISTLE BLEW four or five times in a row.  Sirens rang.  Bells went off…  People started running out of the Packing House, up the stairs surrounding the Big Kitchen…  The greased chain on the elevator from the dungeon below started clanking and moving.  One at a time, people started jumping off the elevator, while others jumped onto it on its return downward.

I maintained my executive composure, as all big bosses are supposed to, as someone yelled, “It’s the third tunnel level, sir.  They’ve had another cave in.”

“Hang on,” I said to Tokyo, as I asked Michael and a reporting tunnel worker, “How bad is it?  Can you straighten it out?”

“Well, we’re not sure yet, sir…”

The pandemonium went on for several more minutes, as did my commanding command performance bolstered by Michael’s imbecilic antics.  After several minutes of stellar performances by all – buttressed by winning sound effects and choreography, Michael and I figured out that this bewildered Limo Man was not a fatuous Hollywoodite, but just a regular Joe Good Guy.  Consequently, we fixed the tunnel flooding.  The wheeler-dealer phone calls were completed.  And a Pharm crew found time to give Limo Man a Castle tour.  After that, I apologized to the Limo Man for our emergency and for being tied up with phone calls.  

Michael, acting as my solicitous assistant during the tunnel breakdown, escorted me to the limo, while cannily scanning the skies for drones that he was ready to dispose of with his laser-guided rifle.  Unassuming Limo Man thanked Michael and was just plain nice, as we drove to pick up my Dating Game Gem.  Pulling up at her Hollywood address, he excused himself and returned to deposit the beauty – who luckily for her had chosen me, not for life, but only for a San Franciscan night -- next to me for our stretch limo ride to LA's airport.

Once Limo Man seated starlet-to-be next to me, and reseated himself, his previously quiet vocal cords ignited.  After asking, “Miss, have you seen this man’s Castle...”  

After portraying this wondrous Castle and powerful executive ruling from a wood splintered roundtable all the way to the plane, I had little to add.  I do, however, recall answering my glamour girl’s question.

“Why," she asked with a tint of glare and just the right amount of uppity in her voice, "didn't you have me out to see your Castle?"

"But I called and asked several times,” I responded in my best powerful, but humble, sounding Castle Executive’s voice, which I had many opportunities to use throughout the rest of the night.

At Sam Francisco’s Top of the Mark, we had the menu's most expensive meal that the cooks flamed tableside, which seemed to cause every other more cost conscious diner to stare at us with that look of “Who are you?”  That was followed with entertainment by a great, big name singer, (Diana Ross, Mahalia Jackson, someone like that) which was making me feel like getting dressed up in a suit wasn't that bad after all.  In the wee hours of the morning, the taxi took us to catch the last flight back to LA, where Limo Man would be waiting to take us home.  At Gough and Fillmore, I stopped our taxi, told the taxi man to make sure that our starlet got to the airport, gave him a big Dating Game supplied tip, and thanked my starlet for a great night.

With a bite to her words, she asked, “What are you doing?  Then words like, "Why didn't you tell me you were going to stay in San Francisco?  I have friends here too.  I could've stayed too.”

“Well, I called and tried to … but you were too busy to talk."

I had a good SF weekend and wondered if the Limo Man talked to her anymore about the Castle.  I also wonder how her book did and what became of her career.  Maybe she’s a star that I forgot to recognize.

Hey, Limo Man and starlet, if you read this, let me know if there is anything more to this Rubelian Castle story. 
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Dating Game's Limo Man 1
Icabod flies into a Garden of Eden

Not 6,000 or 6,000,000,000 years ago as some wont ya ta believe, but somewhere in the 1960’s, God created Icabod.  God said, “Icabod is good.’

God then had Icabod delivered to Rubelia.  Amidst the cumquat, lemon, orange, avocado, boysenberry, Palm, Oak, etc., trees, Icabod would prance and display its array of glistening feathers that were so much more illustrious than those of mere fellow chickens, roosters, ducks, mallards, horses, rabbits, dogs, pigs, bees, termites, etc.

But, alas, for Icabod it was a lonely prance in paradise.  While on one of his galactic reviews, God pulled over his clean fusion powered chariot and surrounding legion of angels for a nanosecond review of Icabod’s condition.  There, in front of the old tool shed, next to the staircase leading to the Big Kitchen, God found the fully plumed Icabod, waiting for someone to note and respond to his overwhelming plumage.

Being the universe’s undisputed foremost social anthropologist, God immediately knew what to do.

Peering deeply, as only God can, into those beady peacock eyes, God said, “I feel your pain, Icabod.  On the sixth day, I will send you an Eve.  Then I shall rest, and your life and days of rest will never be the same.”

Icabod heard and believed.  On the sixth day, Eve, the plainly garbed peahen arrived, without even an attractive apron.

Like the tribes of Israel, the peacocks and hens multiplied.  First, they kibitzed in the Pharm’s trees.  Then they spread to the more pedicured neighboring lawns and trees surrounding this Rubelian Garden of Eden.  Soon neighboring trees and yards had flaunting peacocks adorning and prancing about their spaces.

That is when the Peacock Problem (PP) began on this little corner of God’s increasingly crowded, stressed, and climate challenged blue green planet.  

One smoggy California day, the confused portly Pharmer and upset Head Janitor, George Campbell, threw their heads together regarding the city’s latest regulatory epistle.  In the realm of city chapters, verses, commandments, and regulations, Michael and George readily admitted that even together their intellectual acuity amounted to little more than that generated by a pea brain, or peacock’s brain.  

According to some city census, similar to one done around Noah’s time, Rubelia was responsible for 18 peacocks.  City codes, rules, regs, politics, or something, only allowed Rubelia to have what Noah had, two peacocks, whether with or without spousal peahens, was not clearly chiseled even back then, but must have been allowed for the sake of posterity.

Now for those of you who know the prodigious strength, girth, and clumsiness of Michael and George, you know that Tarzanically pursuing over populating peacocks, who have long camouflaged their ability to fly, whether on lawn or from tree to tree is not the forte of these two guys.

“What to do?”  George and Michael whined as they faced off against each other well before Stephen Colbert understood the importance of formidable face-offs.  For days on end, over the occasional cackle of neighboring peacocks, George and Michael agonizingly mimicked each other over morning tea and evening wining whines in dreaded anticipation of confronting their peacocked formidable opponents.

Their pea-brained solution?

Michael adorned himself in his best peacock chasing overalls, fresh shirt, shined shoes, including rare matching socks, and went into the neighborhood in quixotic pursuit of…

“Michael Rubel, what do you think you’re doing to my peacock!” shouted Mrs. Crane from her patio door, as buffalo-like Michael chased a peacock around her manicured yard.

Grateful to have a breather from chasing, Michael lifted his hat, wiped his brow, and between breaths uttered, “Sorry, Mrs. Crane, I am only following orders from the city.”

“What are you talking about?”

“The city said I have to get rid of all the peacocks -- but two.”     

“What kind of stupid order is that?  You go back to your Pharm right now and leave my peacock alone, you hear?

“Yes, Mrs. Crane.”

Being a law-abiding citizen as well as a reserved Marine, Michael adjusted to both instincts by pushing onto other neighboring terrain, where his peacock trapping ventures elicited similar alarms, outrages, and orders, sometimes vulgarly flavored.  

“I’m so sorry, but…”

After his wildlife forays, Michael would follow up with profuse written and verbal apologies to the neighbors, much like our diplomatic corps does after a rude infringement on neighbors.  And the neighbors, knowing how pitifully Michael and George performed in peacock chasing and other endeavors, also followed up.  Their follow-ups, however, went to those officials renowned as much smarter than a Rubelian janitor.

While a trickle of calls started going to city hall, the grapevine of gossip planted the PP story among the San Gabriel Valley’s most potent lobbying group, whose independence, courage, common sense, and connections are legend.

The Union of Grade Schoolers…

Once the union of grade schoolers learned of the PP problem, they raised their pencils and crayons and began flooding the low lying city hall with thousands of 8.5”x11” billboards depicting, in their pure minds, the fate of the peacocks, whom many of them had met for their first times on Pharm Tours,.  

Forsaking expensive public relations firms like Whitaker and Baxter, the union of concerned kids blitzed city government, the mayor, and the police chief with a theme from Melissa and Albert that revolved around…

<insert text bloc> 


<end text block>

Relentlessly prodded by their young, the parents of these innocents were pressed to side with city hall or with their potent little loved ones.  Consequently, phones, faxes, and mail began bombarding city hall and anyone little kids thought mattered.

Now some of those parents knew people or worked themselves in media.  Newspapers told the story.  Then one of the LA TV channels ran with it.  Not waiting to be outdone by a story of well-armored Pharmers eliminating dangerous peacocks in foreign territory for the good of democracy, other TV newscasters ran with this big news.  Before too many naps had passed, a national television network picked up the story of little David’s and Jessica’s tossing crayons at behemoth-sized Governmental Goliaths.  City hall moved from adding innocent staff and interns, to hiring private contractors from Dick Cheney’s KNBR.  No longer was the city merely inundated with a trickle of PPs.  Now they needed protection from a droning PP carpet-bombing of their walled, not yet Green Zoned, city hall premises by little kids in Pink and Green Berets.  

Finally, finding a free communications line amidst the PP phone and mail assault, Glendora’s City Hall called Michael, “Michael, please have your people stop.  We can’t get any work done…  We’ve changed the rules...  You can keep the peacocks…”

As usual, in explaining this Pharm event, Michael claimed he “didn’t really understand” what and why all this happened, as he tried to light his pipe, with that twinkle in his eye.  

Rocking gently in his chair, he’d puff, look out from the deck at the humming birds visiting the hanging red sweet water filled canisters, and add, “Isn’t life beautiful.”

You may think that was a nice story.  You may also think it was made up.  So, here’s another Pharmer’s view of the peacock story for you.

Ron Riegel’s email of 1-6-09

Happy New Year All Ye Old and New Pharm Hands,

Over the holidays, I was reading the newspaper and found an article about the City of Altadena and how they are trying to expel an undisclosed number of Peacocks from their city, mostly because of the many complaints they have been receiving from residents and city workers.  I guess the Peacocks are a little noisy, poop all over the dichondra and patios and live whereever they please.  No S*#t Sherlock!  That is exactly what Peacocks have been doing for many millennia.

I wrote and sent this next poem to the Glendora City Council to voice my protest against their proposed banishment of our beautiful peacocks from the Pharm back in 1976.  It must have worked because right after I sent it the Council proclaimed we could keep our “damned peacocks!”
Oh, did I forget to mention that Michael went to all the neighbors within a quarter mile radius of the Pharm with these huge gift baskets of honey, avocados, and balloons among other items to get them to write letters to the City Council in favor of the peacocks?  Oh, I think I also forgot to mention that Michael orchestrated one of his largest mailings ever to people all over the country/world to get them to write letters to the City Council in favor of the peacocks.  Oh yeah, one more thing I also forgot to mention was the big party we had for all of the neighbors and city employees who wanted the peacocks to remain at the Pharm.  I guess I don’t have to tell you who didn’t receive invitations to the party, do I?

The City Council ended up begging Michael to call off his letter writing campaign as it was costing them thousands of dollars to handle and process all that mail and besides they disliked being excluded from the party list even more.  Once again, Michael prevailed and the peacocks are still around, thank God!

I hope your New Year is joyous and fulfilling.  Remaining an old pharm hand, Ron...

~ The Peacocks Belong to us All ~

From “Pharm Phantasy”

Along the byways of Glendora we see



Beautiful peacocks whose numbers are three

They’re as free as the winds and forever could roam



But this is the place they have made their home.

We see a child’s look of delight



At the splendor of a peacock in flight

‘tis then we realize their value in city



To expel them from here would be quite a pity.

From heaven above did our Father declare



That peacocks be given to all of us here

Not just to those who live on a Pharm



But to EVERYONE, so that no one would harm.

Most neighborhood families, for these great birds, care



And until their safekeeping, we will not despair

Our lives without them would be less complete



Besides – Try to catch them, it’s an impossible feat!







R. G. Riegel







3-14-’76







Year of the Peacock

Kid Scott Rubel

Rubelia’s Sun Tzu

Like most kids around the age of 13 living around 1970, Scott Rubel had a short attention span.  Unlike his dad and Uncle Michael, he sometimes seemed to like the physical part of building and destroying much less, than he liked the art of writing and arting.  Nonetheless, when his uncle asked him to do something physical, he generally showed up for work, albeit sometimes late and sometimes disappeared early, or went missing for long segments of time.
For chunks of his life, Michael would consider interactions with the many governing bodies as a form of warfare although, as Icabod and his warriors can testify, he undertook warring against officialdom’s official-dumb with a twinkle in his eyes and devastatingly delightful tactics that gave him a battlefield voice.  While traveling the world in search of castles, Michael had also learned, probably from the likes of Sun Tzu, that the art of warfare was “deception.”    

One morning after exiting from the sun’s early morning baking of my Bottle House rendered confinement, imposed until I could build a bigger dog house, Michael said, “You’ve got about four days to finish your kitchen roof…  That’s about as long as I think I can distract the city official spying on you and your plans.”

Telephone poled thingamajig

With that, Michael marched out the tunnel and down the driveway with sleepy, but always smiling, Scott in tow and started putting another of his contraptions together.  Like so many of his thingamajigs, this one had come-alongs, pullies, chains, ratchets, ropes, hooks, bolts, and BIG beams.  The tentacles that sprouted from this thingamajig wrapped themselves around one of the many telephone poles the telephone company unloaded upon us in their early recycling efforts, for which we were their primary tinker toying debris box.  

Reacting to my leader’s battle plan, behind the northwest wall that separated me from the sniping, auto-camouflaged city spy, I gathered battle materials to assault the ridgeline, capture the land below, and expand the roof of the embryonic Chip House.  

Unbeknownst to the city scout and with battlefield precise timing, Michael’s canon-like thingamajig started to breach the southern skies just as I mounted the 2” x 6” girded ridgeline and started firing bullets, which some would refer to as nails, in a crouched position, to capture that ridge line for the rebels of Rubelia.

Before I started hammering away at the ridgeline, the city spy noted Michael’s thingamajig cannon rising in the sky.  Rolling his early-modeled humvee forward to obtain a clearer view, the scout left the northwest ridgeline open to hours and then days of continuous ridgeline assault.

Deception is the art of warfare

Michael, ever deliberate about when he left the main gate open, left it open on these forthcoming days.  For those of you who failed at Sun Tzu Warfarenomics 101, Michael was orchestrating an economically efficient campaign of deceit, deception, and distraction so essential to winning bloody as well as political wars.  And he was recycling while doing so…  What a general!

The city official reacted with a predictable city tactical reaction to the specter of a twelve year old pulling ropes and chains tied to trees and buildings, under the command of this goofily dressed man who, with pliers hanging from his bib overalls, shouted commands as the first of several lined up telephone poles lurched skyward, looking like a wobbly canon in the sky.  

Why early Romans built like this, not 20th century regulated Californians!  

As most lower echelon spies in the field of battle are wont to do, this official reported to headquarters before making his battlefield move.  Such timely indecisions allowed the Rubelians to consolidate their northwest ridgeline gains, while also establishing the southern thingamajig fortification.

So, when the city official finally came in to demand that Michael tell him what he was doing, Michael calmly replied, as he and Scottford continued raising another telephone pole skyward, “Why, isn’t it obvious?  We’re building a windmill.”

“Ah… what?  But…  But you can’t build a windmill here.”

“Oh, sure we can.  Lots of people used to build windmills for water and such.  There’s no code against windmills…”

As most victors know, from General Maximus Decimus Meridius to Paton and Schwartzkorpf, speed in battle is essential.  By the time the city couldn’t find a code prohibiting Michael’s windmill, the telephoned pole framed windmill was well underway.  While the heavily fortified and creosoted poles were being bolted into place, the ridgeline (aka kitchen roofline) of the Chip House was secured.

Scottford’s ADD keeps him wandering about

Michael continued pulling Scott in to help him crane telephone poles into place without a crane, but some of us would also find the artful Scott available to help us with our projects.  I distinctly remember Scott helping frame the bathroom walls under the ridgeline that the city forgot about during the Northwest Frontier Thingamajig Windmill Assault.

Here, however, is how some Pharmer remembers Scott helping with framing, and other things.  I say “some Pharmer” because the essay it comes from has Heinze Rubel typed in as author, who is scratched out in favor of Scott Rubel, although artful and attention delinquent Scott has little recollection of penning.  So, the question remains for those who care, was this penned by:

A. Heinze Rubel, aka Grandfather.

B. Scott Rubel, still suffering ADD.

C. Michael Rubel, a flat out liar.

D. This typist, on the IBM Selectric, from which Dan Rather was accused. 

E. Other, who Rubelians may or may not know. 

 When Rubelia’s Crazy Bill irrefutably determines the author’s identity, we’ll post it at both the Rubelian and the Whitehouse.gov websites.

Scott says he’ll drill my wall

"Sure sounds like work," says I, when Dwayne asked me to drill a hole in his wall.  Where is the drill, I thought, and went searching for it. 

Going up to the barn, I noticed a water leak and thought I better fix that first, whereupon I went to the shop to get a pipe wrench to take the faucet off.  The pipe wrench was gone, which made me mad, but I got out the truck to drive up to George's place and borrowed his when I noticed the right rear tire was flat.  Dwayne and I put the spare tire on and let the jack down to find that the spare was flat.  I walked up to George's and asked if he had a pipe wrench.  He said he would drive me up to his barn to get it and drive me down to our Farm.

We were almost up the hill when his old truck ran out of gas.  I said I would go to town and get some, but he said he had a fifty-gallon barrel of gas down by that well.  I walked down to the barrel and found a little tiny hole had rusted through the bottom that let the gas out.

I went to Jed, a neighbor, to see if he had some gas, and we took the plug out of an old model A to drain some gas into a bottle.  I thanked him and took the jug back up the hill to George.  He poured the gas in and tried to start the truck.  It would not start, and we found after several hours that we had poured water into the gas tank from the jug.  That was the reason Jed was having trouble with the model A, we decided.   

We had supper and I walked home and went to bed, after a few drinks.

The following day, Dwayne asked me if I would help him drill that hole in his wall, and I said that reminded me of a leaky faucet that had to be fixed and  wondered if you would roll the tires to town and get them patched so we could get our old truck going.  He said, yes, and I went out looking for our pipe wrench.

I walked up to George's and he was just getting his truck started.  He had broken the drain plug out of his gas tank, when trying to get the water out of his tank and had stuck a piece of wood in the hole.  I told him I would fix it if he would bring it down to our Farm.  He said he would.  

We drove up to his barn and looked for the pipe wrench, but found that some of the old tarpaper on the roof had blown off and George asked me if I would help him tack some other stuff on.  I went up to the peak of the roof and lowered a rope to pull up the roll of tarpaper, when the wood under my feet gave way and I fell through.

George asked me if I was all right.  I told him I was.  He smiled.  We decided to go up and take a swim in the cement reservoir in the canyon.  When we got there, the reservoir was bone dry.  George looked sad and said the pipeline going up into the canyon must have rusted through or something.  We hiked for a long time through brush and it got pretty dusty.  We found the line had broken where an old dead oak tree had fallen across it.  The pipe was smashed and broken and the tree was too big to move without going down and getting an ax.   

We hiked down and decided to go to my place to eat lunch.  We got to my place we had a beer and I went to turn on the stove, but the gas had been turned off.  Since the flood last year, there has been a gas leak somewhere under the ground.  I started to go about digging here and there and the gas company would not help.  They finally told me to get it fixed by a plumber or they would not turn the gas on again.  George told me he had a wood stove that worked pretty well, but no stove pipe, so we got into the old truck to go get it when the neighbor Jed drives in and tells us about Dwayne rolling the tires to town.  At the base of a hill, one of the tires had bounced right through a big picture window of one of those new subdivision houses they are building down near town.  (He said Dwayne had told him about the water in his Model A and he was sure glad to figure out why it didn't run after all these years.)  We told Jed we better take ourselves down and see if those people were mad about their window.  Jed said hop in and we were off, with George following us in his truck.  Dwayne was talking to a police officer about the tire in the house and the lady was saying something about she could have been killed. 

George seemed mad, and said to me that we could all be killed every day -- and that to think about what might have happened is ridiculous.  Just be happy it did not hurt anybody.  The window was really all broken up.  Dwayne looked at me and I offered him a ride home.  The lady would not let us have the tire unless we paid for the window -- so we had to leave the tire.  We agreed to meet up at George's place and have some lunch

Dwayne asked me if I had found the drill about the time George drove in with his truck.  I told Dwayne I had to fix Georgia's gas tank first.  We took the gas tank lid off and ran water into it to wash most of the gas out so I could patch the hole in the bottom.  I got the hole almost brazed up when something happened.  I got out from underneath the truck and we all stood around and watched George's good old truck burn up.

I was sorry.

Curing ADD
 After two psychologists spent two days observing how we Pharmers handled the inmates and visit mates, they acknowledged us as certifiable medical and psychological savants.  (Seriously, two psychologists did believe that we ran an effective institution after we ran a 48-hour institutional game on them while they visited.  They believed Rubelia was turning troubled lives around.)   

We thought some of that award might have stemmed from our discovery of the cure for ADD, which we demonstrated to them with stories we told bolstered by exposure to inmates like Scott and several others.  

Michael, however, was never sure that our cure cured Scottford’s ADD.  No matter how often we applied the Rubelian curative for ADD, which was clearly labeled on most of our drinking mugs and given to the world free and clear of patent infringement:

Thinking stops many good things from happening -- just shut up and dig.

Plow deeper.  Dig deeper.

This, MCR figured, stemmed from Scott’s own Rubelian ADD immune response – Avoid Digging Deeper.  Scottford’s ADD seemed to be just as powerful a response to our homeopathic ADD cure -- Always Dig Deeper. 

So, it was said…

“Gossip’s good.  Keeps people in line when everyone’s willing to know and tell their neighbor how someone else is misbehaving.”

“If they would have lived in a tent, they would not have had all those problems.”
Grandfather

Behind every great disaster goes a lot of work…  Grandfather used to add.

"We spend very little on materials.  People call us up and tell us an old building is being torn down, or a freeway collapses and we all roll out our trucks."

MCR

“And then Buster Keaton would say, ‘Throw all those damn scripts away and just do what you want.  It’s better than the stuff I wrote for you.’  ” 
MCR’s mentor, Odo Stade, repeating Buster Keaton response to the work of their production crew.
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Deer chef Posey,





I luv peacocks. All my 4th grade fends do too, 





Whie don’t yu?  





Sarah





Skipper LandOn made this 20 minute DVD.  You made all this possible by being part of this place.





Thank you for being in my life.  What memories were made here.





We look forward to your visit.


One man can’t fix everything.  If it does not work, don’t fix it.  Remember to fulfill your anxieties.  What the hell, I’m a Rubel.


                





Be well


do good work


AND keep in touch


   Garrison Keillor





Zsa Zsa said, “I am happy I finally married an archeologist.  The older I get the more interested he is in me.”  








