Chapter 12 Ted thunders for Michael.

“What memories were made here…”

Little Uncle Teddy

That he was five foot twenty-one inches high may not have anything to do with the fact that he:

· Looked phunny on a Pharm motorbike

· Wasn’t initially trusted by Michael (Hey, me too…)

· Gave you the impression that he looked down on you

· Cracked us up with his writings.

But then again, being oxygen deprived at that level for so many days after birth may have had everything to do with those points and subsequent weirdities.

One day, somewhat like it happened with newscaster Harry Reasoner appearing at the Castle’s front gate, this guy appeared outside the walls of the Castle.  It was a move junk around day for the pharm hands, so the gate was open.  When the guy wandered in, George Campbell wandered over to him, lifted his grimy hat, wiped his brow, sniffed his hat innards, and asked, “Hi, may I help you with something?”  (Michael actually seemed to know the proper time to use “may” versus “can” and often exhibited this confusing to the well-groomed hoi-poloi highbrow trait, while looking like a scavenging janitor.)

With little emotion, the stranger only glanced to his left at the pillbox, dozens of garbage cans, small and large tunnel entrances, and tower rising above the large tunnel, then responded,  “I’m looking for Michael Clarke Rubel.  Are you Michael Rubel?”

“No.  Who are you?  And why are you looking for Mr. Rubel?

“I am Eugene L. Meyer.  Mr. Rubel contacted my editor about doing a story about this place and my boss sent me to talk to Mr. Rubel and do the story.”

“Your boss said Mr. Rubel contacted him?  Your boss is editor of what?”

“My editor is Ben Bradlee.”

“And who is he?” George, a.k.a. Michael, responded.

“My boss is Ben Bradlee, editor of the Washington Post,” Eugene said to the sweaty guy in shouldered denim overalls, “You do know the Washington Post, don’t you?”  Eugene L. Meyer queried.

“I guess so.  It’s like the LA Times, isn’t it?”

“Ah, my boss might disagree.  But, it’s something like the LA Times.”

“I think there has been some sort of mistake.  Mr. Rubel would never write to some newspaper asking them to do a story about this place.  Newspapers write stories.  Stories bring visitors.  Visitors bother workers.  And nothing gets built.  Mr. Rubel doesn’t want anyone to even know about this place.  So I’m sorry you came all this way for a mistake.”  George responded.

“I don’t think there’s been a mistake, Mr. Campbell.  In fact,” reaching into his pocket to pull out a two-page letter, he continued, “I have Mr. Rubel’s letter with me.”

George began reading the nicely typed, wonderfully phrased letter.  It quickly brought a twinkle then smirk to his face, which caused him to quickly flip to the last page where a glance at Michael’s signature brought a broad smile to his face and a guffaw into the conversation.  “Oh, Mr. Rubel didn’t write this.”

“What makes you so sure?”

“For one, it’s much too well-written.  And the words are too smart.  For two, that’s not Mr. Rubel’s happy face.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, we all have our own happy faces here, and that’s not Mr. Rubel’s.”

“Whose happy faces is it?”

“Oh, that’s Ted’s happy face.”

“Ted?  Ted who?” 

“Ted Shepherd’s.”  George responded.

After a pause and look east, Eugene L. Meyer responded, “Why that son of a #!&#!”  .

Back-story

Ted Shepherd was from back East, but before he settled into hanging out around the Chesapeake Bay he traveled, like all young men are supposed to – West.  Ted came from well-stocked lineage.  His dad had quite a lot to do with making that thing that Alexander Graham Bell invented into a big, prosperous company.

Michael was theatrically forced into meeting Ted through America’s most renowned fan dancer, Sally Rand, who was good friends with Michael’s mom.  Michael didn’t like theatrics, but he liked his mom very, very much, so what could one do but meet Ted.  Because of the intro process and because the guy’s head was so high in the sky, it took a while for Michael to get comfortable around the guy.

After slumming a while in Michael’s junkyard, Ted went back East.  Ted would write the King of Rubelia who would sometimes share these mirthful scribbling with us.  We consumers of Tedisms were certain about what the good Shepherd should be doing – writing funny lines for plays to which people go to laugh their wallets, warts, and worries away.

Instead, Ted spent some time writing for National Geographic and the Washington Post.  We all thought that was good too.  Except, the Post’s style mostly made you cry.  Whereas Ted’s style might make you cry – but only from laughing to0 hard.  Ted’s writings made you pass high-fives.  Most Washington Post writings pushed you into bloody nose-dives.  Oh well, we thought, at least the Washington Post now had another great writer. 

Unfortunately, whoever is in charge of passing out high fives and paychecks at the Washington Post didn’t recognize Ted’s ability at pulling ink, paper, and happy faces together.  After being restructured out of a job, Ted wrote a letter to that Washington Post editor.  Keep in mind that this is the editor that a cabal of Richard Nixon, the Plumbers, G. Gordon Liddy, and the Justice Department could not throw off his editorial game.

It took Woodward and Bernstein reams of paper, phone calls, deep throated meetings, mixed with months of pushing, cajoling, and writing before Editor Ben Bradlee gave them more than a few columns of ink.  

It took one falsely signed letter from Ted Shepherd to convince Ben Bradlee to assign a reporter to devote five Washington Post (WP) pictures and about five pages to Fortress Rubelia Rises Midst the Junk in August of 1975. 

Mr. Bradlee made a big mistake.  About 81 inches of mistake.  Imagine if the WP would’ve teamed Ted Shepherd up with a Carl Sheepstein.  The insights and style of Shepherd and Sheepstein could have enticed and immersed Americans into cleaning up politics.  And they probably could’ve done it with a bunch of ( ( faces.  And WP could have sold a lot more papers, which would have made Bradley ( (.

But at least Eugene was shepherded into doing a nice story, and the title worked then and now amidst an era mixed with Cold Warring and recycling.

Oh, yes, and almost immediately after Bradlee had assigned recalcitrant reporter Meyer to fly out West to tap his fingers around Rubelia, Eugene got a phone call that went something like this,

“Hey, Gene, what’s up?  Want to have lunch next week to mourn my short-lived Post sojourn?”

“Wish I could, Ted, but got to go to California next week.”

“What’s in California?”

“Some castle or something.”

“Castle?  What’s that about?”  Ted asked.

“Don’t really know.  Ain’t my idea to go.  Some guy wrote the boss and I gotta go.”

“Well, when you get back, let’s catch lunch.”

“Okay,” replied Eugene.

((
Michael was a “Show me what you can do” guy.  With Michael, fanciful talk counted if it were embedded in a laughter-provoking story, and counted more if tied to the end of a productive workday.  .  So, yes, it took a while for Michael to trust Ted.  One of the means by which Michael came to trust Ted was by having Ted competently serve as his laundry boy.  But there is much more to this trust-building story than clean or soiled underwear, or so Uncle Ted tells.

Thundering Acme Thunderers 


Long ago, when there was a farmer and a farmer’s mother and a farmer’s brother and sister but no castle, there came to the Tin Palace a long, confused person.  And with him, he brought his whistle.  It was a fine whistle, made of shiny metal with a little ball inside that spun around when you puffed your cheeks and emptied your lungs.  It made a Big Shrill sound.  I loved it.


I got this whistle when I was working in the Poconos.  I was there for the lifeguarding.  All my life up to that time (at that time I was about 30), I had yearned to be a lifeguard.  Not for the savings of lives but for the winning of women.  I was not good at woman winning.  In fact, I stunk, and I do not exaggerate when I say that.  I know my stinks, but more about that later.


I had been working for the National Geographic and I was tired of that.  I wanted to find myself.  Not in the usual, head-scratching sense of the term, in the absolute and specific sense.  I wanted to find myself high in a lifeguard chair, under a pith helmet, looking out with a serious expression, a lifeguard kind of face.  And Fortune smiled upon me.  I had a buddy who was very good at going to the beach and fighting (and losing to) Cassius Clay (he had not promoted himself at this time), and my friend was in charge of the pool in a large resort—and he hired me.  Which was good, because I had quit the National Geographic and needed money.


I could not swim well but I was excellent at walking around in a pool.  (That is why I chose to try the pool lifeguard route rather than the ocean brand, which I knew from experience was way over my head and had things that would nip and sting and even swallow you, whether you were a guard or not.)

I made one save during a month or so.  The story unfolds easily.  It is summer.  I am in my chair, under my helmet, with my whistle around my neck.  It was called an Acme Thunderer.  I am daydreaming, which is where I spent most of my time then and still do, today.  I can’t speak highly enough of the activity.  It is even better than being in denial, which is superb except when you have to come out of it.


In the midst of my daydream, I hear a voice yelling, “Guard!  Guard!”  This annoys me, first because it is interfering with my daydream but second because it indicates that somebody isn’t doing his job, and a guard at that.  After a while, I look around to see who is failing in his life-watching duties and I see, at the foot of my chair, a kid.  He is looking up at me.  He is saying, “Guard!”


I recognize him with a casual stare.  He turns and points to the pool, to a large woman standing in water up to her large thighs.  She is waving at me.  She does not look like anybody I want to save.  I finger my Acme Thunderer, ready to alert another guard—but there is no other guard. 


I step down from my chair, walk over to the edge of the pool, the shallow end, and then over to the steps, down into the pool, and, sloshing with the kind of easy athleticism that marks the veteran lifeguard, over to the woman.  “Yes?”  I say.


“It’s my earring,” she says.


“Yes,” I say.  What she says makes no sense but it is not bad to be positive.


“I dropped it,” she says.


These words make me sad.  This is an Olympic-sized pool with fifteen or twenty thousand people in it, all creating the kind of high-energy waves that could push an earring almost anywhere.


“I’m standing on it,” she says.


I can’t even get out a “Yes.”  Why would she call a certified life-saving specialist from his high lookout to get a damn dropped jewelry?  And then I see why: she’s just gotten her hair done.  She doesn’t want to stick her fixed up head down into the mix of chlorine and urine anymore than I do.


It isn’t part of my job description but I figure that in between saving lives I might as well add this complimentary service.  I feel down her great leg to the pudgy foot, lift it up, grasp a hard little object, bring it to the surface, and see a well-chewed ball of gum.


“It’s the other foot,” she said.  


I look at her hard to see if she’s laughing.  She’s not.  Not even a smirk.  I go down and  lift up the other leg, get the earring, gave it to her, receive thanks, think about saying, “No problem, ma’am.  Danger is my business.  That’s what I’m here for.”  But she wasn’t that thankful.  So I don’t.


I got out of the pool and out of the Poconos and several months later ran into Sally Rand who I had known through another guy whose specialty was getting fired from newspaper jobs and going on to bigger and better newspaper jobs.  He had, after his most recent firing, gotten to know Sally Rand and introduced her to me.  That was on the East Coast.  Our subsequent meeting was on the West.  She needed somebody to work her lights while she danced around half naked.  She was much older than me but I didn’t look all that bad, so I decided to take the job and wait for her to make a pass.


She never did.  I didn’t blame her.  Anybody who was lifeguard and never saved anything better than gum and earrings, who would find that attractive? 


What she did do was recommend that, as long as I was going on South to Holly wood to become a movie star within the next few months (I had shared my rough timetable), I stop off on the way to see her friend Dorothy Rubel who, Sally said, had an odd but interesting son I might enjoy meeting.  I thanked her and went South.


I didn’t want to be a movie star right away.  I knew that that kind of thing takes serious daydreams.  Be prepared—or at least have a good excuse—was my motto.  Still is.  You have to wait for the serious daydreams.  They don’t just happen haphazardly, even to a seasoned daydreamer.  So I decided to stop off and see Sally’s friend’s son.  It would give me a chance to meet somebody interesting (I have never found much time for un-interesting people) and also do some research on what people did Out West.  I didn’t figure that San Francisco was really Out West.  It was more just Far Out.


I met Dorothy.  I met Michael.  He immediately distrusted me.  Not so much because I was a stranger, but because I had been recommended by Sally.  Michael was always leery of Sally although she always thought a lot of him and loved his mother.


Dorothy invited me to stay in the Tin Palace.  This was getting on towards Christmas and she pointed out that in the room where I would sleep—it was approximately five miles long—there were 144 paper angels swinging around from the rafters.  Michael pointed out how I would need to go if I wanted to go to the bathroom.  This involved going outside and around and then in several directions.  Because I am not good at directions (I have a one in four chance of getting them right, which does not inspire confidence unless you are at one of the poles, where you will be going only South or North) I resolved not go out until it was daylight and I could see to ask directions.


It was a long night and I couldn’t hold it.  I got up and walked several miles back and forth in the huge room.  Then out and about and it was cold and dark.  I wondered whether I would die from a fall, the cold, or a bladder explosion.  I finally found relief but then got more lost trying to find my way back. 


Michael had stayed awake to wait for me to try to steal the silver or something else.  He followed me around, wondering whether I was casing the entire farm, which would help me to steal the whole damned thing, or I was just casing my escape route for when I snatched the silver.  He told me these years later.  I said I was sorry about that.  He said he was, too.  I asked if I had let him down by not fulfilling his expectations.  He said, no, I had not fulfilled a lot of other expectations anyway.  I took this as a compliment.
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Not too many years after that, he decided to walk around the world with two mules named Babe and Geronimo.  (It may have been Sonny and Cher though; my memory is not what it used to be but then it never was.)  He was in some deserty part of California down near Mexico and he called his mother to ask if she would take back some of the far too many clothes she had insisted he take with him.  She asked me would I go get the excess haberdashery.  I said I would.  


I drove for a long time through the most uninteresting country I could remember.  Finally, there in the middle of nowhere were the three jackasses, Michael, and the mules.


It was cold, a raw kind of weather, the kind of thing a desert will do to you when it is tired of baking your top couple of skin layers off.  So we sat in my car.  He gave me about twenty pounds of underwear.  Now, right here, is a warning.  What I talk about next is not fit to go into the ears of women, children, or men of good background.  If you want to risk it, go on.  Otherwise go and take a walk, a nap, maybe both.


Right there in my nice, well kept, clean, sometimes polished car, Michael Clarke Rubel committed an Ill Wind.  You may think I am trying to smooth over a passing of gas or the creating of flatulence.  You would be wrong.  We are not talking about your average colon perfume.  What he committed in my car was a Crime Against Humanity. 


My life began to pass before my eyes, which were watering terribly.  Between prayers, I struggled to open the door before he could fire Round Two.  Finally, the door fell open and I fell out on the hard desert floor.  It was cold there but at least I had gotten away from Agent Orange.  I lay there, glad that God had chosen not to call me home, and I listened to sounds from inside the car that sounded like Har!  Har!  And Tee!  Hee!


Because God had chosen not to end my new Western Life, I tried to find good in what had happened, to see if this gas attack contained any silver lining.  I found one.  “Getting rid of THAT,” I hollered back into the car, “you have GOT to feel better.”


Michael Clarke didn’t answer.  He was laughing too hard while he rocked back and forth on the seat, an inventor in love with his awful invention.  Swinging around his great thick neck I could see my Acme Thunderer.  I had given it to him to take on the trip in case he needed to save anybody.  What a mistake!


 I thought about taking it back but it was in the car with the poison fumes.  So I stayed outside and he proceeded to warm up the car some more.  Then he got out and thanked me for returning the wardrobe to his mother.  I said there had to be harder ways to go south than the one he was following.  He said, yeah, but he hadn’t been able to find one.  So, off he and his fellow travelers went, and I, after waiting around another hour or two to allow the main thrust of the toxicity to leave my car, drove his underwear and me back to Dorothy.


Later on, after Michael had gone around the world or to Panama or gone to work for Captain Ahab or whoever, he came back and I asked him about the whistle.  It seemed to me that AcThun, as I had come to conceive it, might be the subject of a biographical movie someday, like a rare violin that has been passed down the generations from one genius to another.  The movie might be called Whistle While You Play.


Michael said he had used the Acme Thunderer once.  He was in the middle of a town in Nicaragua when someone had the impulse to rob him (or he had the impulse to just see how a North American whistle would sound in Central America; he would lie not just at the drop of a hat but even if a hat looked like it might drop.).  Michael said that in order to discourage the robbery, he blew the whistle.  It made things happen.  The robber stopped robbing.  And all sorts of soldiers came running out from all over and pointed their rifles at Michael and the reformed robber.  Then the soldiers said that you were NOT to blow whistles in or around that town. 


Michael said the whole episode had something to do with being frightened.  Hearing that made me feel kind of guilty.  I could have explained to him that this was a thing to be used ONLY when you were wearing a pith helmet—and certainly not the ugly thing he put on and usually kept on top of his head.  But I kept the guilt in check because I figured the real reason the guy had threatened Michael wasn’t because he wanted to rob him.  I also figured that the real reason the soldier had come out and pointed their rifles wasn’t because somebody had blown a whistle.


The real reason the guy threatened Michael Clarke Rubel and the soldiers came charging out with their rifles had nothing to do with robbery or a whistle.  The real reason, I figured, was right in the middle of a friendly little town on a hot day, Mykee had cut one.  I don’t know how he made it home alive.


I sure hope that Acme Thunderer ended up with Kaia or Scott or Chris or Glen or Skipper or veteran ROMEOs  or somebody else who knows how to handle a fine piece of machinery.  The Chief Rubelian might have been good at castles and fire engines and clock towers and such.  But as far as I’m concerned, he may have known beans about beams, but as far as I’m concerned he didn’t know beans about lifeguard whistles.

(Editor’s note: ROMEOs = Real Odd Men Eating Out)

(   (
This little kid’s book deals with the tended and unintended consequences of being raised by wizened old timers and the resultant dreaming, goofing, learning, and building it evoked in a mature suburban community.  It deals with basics.  Even as basic as flatulence.  It suggests how those basics address life’s complexities – from community, politics, economics, and the environment.  Between its lines, it is filled with a special kind of leadership instilled behind fully grouted and reinforced walls by a very benevolent dictator whose replication would generate many more healthy communities and happy faces -- with or without whistles, but certainly with a lot of Rubelian balloons and happy faces.

Ted’s following memories of Michael (sent to nephew Scott Rubel) dishes out similarly consequential stuff, while delving into such basics as dirt, money, business, elections, the White House, and whatever your vivid imagination creates after perusing well-intended words…

“Breath for …”

As Michael Memory Day approaches, my mind meanders over things Rubelian.  There are times when I sat in your father’s long bathtub because I had valley fever, whatever the heck that is, and my skin looked like it wouldn’t find a buyer at a toad convention.  And times when Kaia would do things like make a long red and white clown costume so that I could wear it while I rode around on top of a fire engine and hurled Frisbees.  Good times, better times, all fallen down in the hourglass. 

For me, in those long ago days, Michael was one of a troika: Skipper, Glen, and “George,” as he liked to be known now and then, feeling easier as the zoo’s hired man than as the proprietor.

Of the three, I spent the least time with Skipper.  He was this bright guy who lived up against the hill down the road with his mother and a raccoon named Mitzi.  I went up to see her one time.  She was, like Skipper, an engineer.  But whereas he specialized in putting things together—gate mechanisms, short wave radios, anything electric—Mitzi specialized in deconstruction: telephone, kitchen faucets.  

Glen I got to know better.  He was always making things, a home, things that went in it, things that went on you (he made me a motorcycle jacket and a helmet with the Wizard of Oz characters on it; I still have the helmet), things that might come in handi in or around a castle, things that would make the castle a castle.

I had names for this trio.  Skipper was the Everlasting Engineer, Glen the Artful Thing Maker, Michael the Primitive Doer.

I first saw/met Michael around Christmastime of 1965 when I stayed in the great room of the tin palace while Michael waited for me to steal the silver.  After Michael had watched me for days or weeks or months (my memory is not what it used to be, but then it never was), he decided I might be trustworthy—or at least not extremely un-trustworthy.  We began to talk about a variety of things—one of them money.  Michael said he trusted having his money in dirt.  Dirt, he said, would be there when you went to sleep on it.  And there was a pretty good chance it would be there when you woke up. 

I was from Back East and we didn’t have much dirt there, aside from what was in our ears, and most of it had been paved.  Michael said yes, dirt could be lost.  I asked, “Is that why you never wash your hat?”  He said it was.  The hat was kind of an insurance policy.  If a landslide or earthquake took the rest of his dirt, he’d have a stake to get started again.

I said I liked stocks.  Being made out of paper, they were easier to deal with, cleaner, too.  I told him that I had my eye on a good stock.  He asked what was a good stock.  I said one that when you put money in it went higher.  Well, he gave me some money and I put it in the stock.  The stock sat there quiet, waiting for its opportunity to go up.  Michael got nervous and antsy and anxious.  One day the stock went up.  I sold it.  He got his money back and the new money, too.  He was happy.  I was happy.  (I had gotten to having second thoughts about the stock.)

Then, sometime later, Michael said there were some houses that it might be wise to buy.  I said OK.  My mind really wasn’t on houses.  It was on a movie I wanted to see.  “I guess you’ll be needing some money,” I said, showing that I knew a thing or two about business.  He said that was exactly right.  He named a figure.  I can’t remember what it was, maybe ten thousand dollars.  My memory is not…well.  I told him I had ten thousand dollars and asked would a check do.  He looked horrified.

“You mean you’re just going to give me ten thousand dollars, just like that?” he said.

“Well,” I said, “If you prefer, I could give you a dollar a day for ten thousand days.” 

I kind of liked that reply.  It was sarcastic, and I prided myself on doing some pretty fine sarcastic when I set my mind upon it.  He ignored that reply.

“What would your father say,” Michael asked, “if he knew you were going to just give somebody ten thousand dollars and you hadn’t taken even a little time to check out the business proposition being offered?”

“He would say I was an idiot,” I said.  It was a true statement and I felt good being honest.

“Well?”  Michael said.

“Well?” I said.

“Don’t you realize I could cheat you?”  Michael asked.

“This is going to be a good movie if we can get to it,” I said. 

It wasn’t the right thing to say.  Michael wanted a better answer.  He was stubborn.  He could do stubborn better than I could do sarcastic.  I decided to do non-sarcastic.

“Let me ask you something,” I asked.  “If I studied this proposition carefully, up and down and sideways and even operated on the problem and looked into its insides, could you still cheat me?”

“Oh yes!”  Michael said and nodded.  He was one fine nodder.  Sometimes when he nodded, he would get so excited that he’d smack his lips.  That was a thing to see: nod smack nod smack.  But time was running out.

“Then why,” I said, trying hard to be logical—it has never come easy to me—“should I study this housing proposition when all it is going to do is waste valuable time and no matter what I come up with, you can cheat me anyway?”

Michael could see he was trapped.  We went to the movie.  I remember this because it was the one and only time I ever came out ahead in a Logic contest with Michael.  But that is beside the point.  The point is: what happened with this housing proposition?

Well, what happened was I got the best business partner I have ever had.  I have had more dishonest business partners, several of them.  There is no shortage.  I can tell you that from experience.  But Michael couldn’t do dishonest worth a damn.  That is why I gave him the money. 

He never asked for anymore.  This was astounding.  Houses, in my experience, cost.  While you are asleep, your average house lets termites in to eat your beams, water to rot your doors, bats to foul the attic, radon to poison the basement.  This is in addition to forest fires, earthquakes, appliances going kaput on the day after their warranties expire, and floods.  I have lived in my share of houses and every one of them was ready to take my money.  But in these houses, which I did not live in, there was never a problem, or I should say there was never a problem for me.

When a toilet or a boiler or a stove or some other apparatus broke and the people called up and said, “It’s broke!”  Michael would go to his back-up room and get an old whatever was needed that he had gotten earlier from a dump or a ruined house.  He would take the thing and a hammer or Scotch tape or whatever and bash or glue the thing into working order.  And that would be that.  Occasionally, I would ask in a letter what I owed and he would say I owed nothing.  Let me tell young people who think getting a Love Letter is thrilling and makes you feel soft and joyous, that simply can’t compare to the feeling you get when your business partner says, “It is fixed and you owe nothing.”

This went on for years because whenever I offered to help him with house maintenance, he said, “No thank you.”  He knew what that would mean to the partnership.  I don’t think I had told Michael that in high school woodshop we were supposed to construct, as our first project, a ruler.  Or that I was the only guy in the whole class who had a ruler none of whose inches were the same length.  Or that this outcome put the teacher in a terrible mood.  Michael didn’t have to be told.  Things like that he knew.

After a long time, the houses got to be worth more.  Michael said it might be a good thing to sell the houses.  I could find no reason to argue with that.  The thought of making a lot of money thrilled me.  If there is anything I am fond of, it is money.  Simply said, it just agrees with me.  Michael felt like that, too.  He felt almost religious when he could get something for a dime that most people would have paid a dollar for.  He would say that he felt bad because he really only wanted to give a nickel, but I could tell he felt pretty good about being Thrifty.  Anyway, I said, “Yippee!  Sell the houses for a lot of money!”

Well, he said that we weren’t planning on selling the houses or going to sell the houses and get a lot of money.  We were going to finance the houses ourselves and get a humongous amount of money, although it would take time.  I said what did he plan to do.  He said he had already done it.  He had asked the people renting the houses if they would like to own the houses if the payment wasn’t a whole lot different than the rent and if they could have forty years or so to pay the house off.   

I thought it was a dumb thing, an incredibly stupid and idiotic and brainless thing.  I shared these thoughts, though in a tactful way (I think I picked up a nearby hammer and began to hit myself along the part of my hair).  But I was wrong, magnificently wrong.  (I don’t like to boast but if any of you listening think you are good at being wrong, I say that I can be wronger faster and worse than you even when I am sick and you are well.)  Wrong?  I KNOW wrong.  I have never been so happy to be wrong.

Michael understood that many people do not think about next year or next decade or even the day after tomorrow.  They think: Can I make the payment?  Can I make the payment easily?  Can I make the payment so easily that I think I’m living in a dream?

And Michael made the dream come true.  Which made the people very happy.  And us a lot of money. 

I began to have this thought: If we could let this guy run the country, things would be a lot better.  When Michael said he was going to run for mayor, I said I already had his campaign slogan: BREATH FOR RUBEL!

I said that his slogan should be one he said out loud.  When he went before a crowd, instead of nodding and smacking his lips, he should say, “I don’t need you to say right out loud that you are going to vote for me.  If you could just let me know you are by breathing, then I will know.  So, if you’re going to vote for me, just keep breathing.  If you’re not, stop breathing.  It’s entirely your choice.”

Well, he didn’t get elected.  I personally think that was because he didn’t give my slogan a chance.  But it didn’t bother me all that much.  I wanted to get him Back East.  I thought he would have been much better suited to working in the White House.  I still think that. 

But, just like Life, Death happens and instead of sitting there telling lies to Michael and Kaia, I end up writing memories.  Well, what is there to say?  I say this:  I’m not all that religious but if I should happen to meet my old business partner again, even on something as shaky as a cloud, it wouldn’t bother me a bit.  

Let me close my memory with a quote I stole from your magical uncle (it is worth far more than silver) and plan never to give back:

“Joy to the World!” 

Ted Shepherd sent to Scott Rubel, son of Christopher, Michael’s brother, October 1, 2008.
So, it was said

“Don’t bore people with the truth.”

Business must be based on reputation --- not trust.

"I'm like an Oxon.  I like to work hard"

"My three mottos in life are: 
"Work hard, enjoy life, and safety third!”  
Signs are posted throughout the project, "Safety third!  -- Shut up and dig!"

