Chapter 13 Immaculate thank-yous.

Cry alone --- laugh with others.

Grandfather
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Thank you letters 

Old fashioned Michael didn’t Twitter.  Didn’t call friends much.  Didn’t do e-mail.  He wrote letters.  He wrote a lot of “Thank you” letters.  Every year he’d send all those living at the Pharm, and some others, a “Thank you for all you do to make this wonderful place work…”  

Sometimes, if you also read between the lines, those letters would give a glimpse into what was being done, or no longer able to be done, at the Pharm.  Of course, to some of us, it seems that all of his letters were “Thank-yous” and glimpses of all that could and should be done.  A couple of those follow. 

Glen Speer, one of Michael’s dearest friends, who was turning the Box Factory into a wondrous place with curvy epoxied wooden sinks, shiny exposed copper pipes, a sunken wooden bath tub, and well read books, was dearly missed when he set sail to St. John, Virgin Islands to be a window framer; and ended up building his renowned Mongoose Junction Shoppers Castle.  Glen was dearly missed at the Pharm in those early years away.  Glen would send solitary, lonely sounding tapes, with sounds of virginal crickets and the nighttime countryside life buffeted by ocean waves in the background.  The tapes would be shared with Pharmers and Michael’s response to one of those tapes went with hopes that it would cheer Glen’s after work solitary evenings.  And, of course, MCR’s letter reflected some of Grandfather’s advice, 

“Laugh at yourself -- Taking yourself seriously means you have not looked at the heavens.”

What follows is from a letter Michael wrote to Glen Speer on May 27, 1970.  Michael had just lost his bid for election to the Glendora City Council, defeated by standing firmly on his platform that women should not be allowed to vote and by the infamous campaign slogan, “Because you love them, protect them from Rubel.”  The Pharm was still recovering from the 1969 floods.  Glen went on to build Mongoose Junction in the Virgin Islands, leaving Michael to continue building his ‘Dream Castle.’ 
Dear Glen,

We have all listened to your tape recordings and we are all impressed with the amount of equipment you are purchasing.  The whole project down there sounds tremendous.  We are all pulling for you and we know you can do it if you decide to.  Dwayne is talking about coming down to see you this summer.  Karen Sue may (I’m sure she will) take Dwayne’s place and live there until he returns.  Eleanor Riker is enjoying your place and she is a true delight to have here.  A beautiful, industrious, positive, happy girl, and we ALL literally love her.  Dwayne dated her heavily, however, at this point it appears, from my tiny vantage point that Walt Wiley is moving in like the large metal war ship.  It is wonderful to watch.  Poor Skipper got sat on at the beginning, however, he is in possession of a most beautiful, wonderful, pleasant girl: ANN BROWN.  I am so jealous I can hardly stand it.  However, I keep pouring cement.  Cement everywhere.  The towers are going very slowly.  We must gather rocks and haul them in and mix the cement and work.  Well, the hammock seems to monopolize most of my time and this slows down progress.  We have lots of help, however.  Wonderful new people who add a lot to the Farm.

The election was a horrible failure.  Even my 7 supporters wonder what happened.  It was disastrous.  My ego was and is, really smashed.  The only solution seems to be -- pour more cement.  Cement everywhere.  Everyone is pleased with the way it turned out, so that should make me happy.

I am driving a school bus once again, and it is going well.  It is not as much fun as driving Bus #11, however, the hours and vacations and other time off pleases my attitude with working.

We finished the birdbath structure several weeks ago.  It is truly a masterpiece.  Much larger than the last structure and all constructed out of palm trees and eucalyptus hunks.  You will be horrified, and I stand about grinning at it.  We had thirty people helping to lift the logs into place.  It is truly a wonder.

The Farm electrical system is so complicated that I cannot get a bit of rest.  Lights, buzzers, indicators, meters, bells and flashing red and yellow and green lights make my room look like a submarine control room.  It is truly a marvel.  We turned it all on the other evening after we had had our fill of visitors and for the rest of the evening I sat up in bed at attention, watching the marvelous room change colour and shake.  My brother was staying in the living room that evening, and he finally came in to ask if there was anything to be done about the electric room.  He claims the door shakes and the relays vibrate so strangely that his bed was giving him a message.  We finally turned it off, and this caused the main gates to close, lock and seal automatically, which I forgot would happen when the power was shut off, and then Scott, Eleanor and Klaus came to try and get in.  

Well, this was four in the morning, and they tried to use the gate telephone, but when the power goes off it does not work.  They tried to open the gates, but they were locked.  Then, Scott climbed over the wall, breaking the alarm wire which runs on twelve volts and which in turn set off the horns, bells, and buzzers.  I ran out into the world naked as a spider, shot gun in hand.  “INVASION,” I yelled, half asleep, and began methodically shooting it out with the Indians.  

When all quieted down we had the culprits and everyone got up to have tea.  When the main alarm system comes on the lights on the wall, drive, garages, kitchen, and living room all come on, which blew my brother’s mind.  He was fed up, and left at five AM.  

I think Dwayne is getting tired of the gates and controls he must cope with to get out and in, however, in the Shriek, (Mrs. Friezner’s Pharm newsletter), there is a cry from the Editor to turn off the whole damn thing.  She was cleaning the north bathroom the other day and thought she would open the north doors.  Well, since we have no use for the north doors, I put micro switches or them so when they open a bell in the north bath room and the electric room come on and stay on for twelve minutes and then goes off, and in so doing (off) turns on the drive lights and my room lights and honks the fire horn three times.  Mrs. Friezner was running around and doing what any normal women would do, began to cry.  

Well, we’re going to shut this monster down, I guess.  

Love Michael (  

A RUBEL FARMS PEOPLE STORY

BY

KAIA  RUBEL

MICHAEL TALKS MORE AND MORE OF TAKING UP A MOST GENEROUS OFFER.  THIS ENTAILS MOVING TO DENMARK AND GIVING THE FARM TO OUR LOCAL HISTORICAL SOCIETY.  I DO NOT WANT TO LEAVE MY FAMILY SO THIS BOTHERS ME.  I WILL GO WITH MICHAEL IF THAT IS HIS DECISION.

LET ME OUTLINE SOME OF THE CIRCUMSTANCES BEHIND THIS TALK.  I’M GOING TO LIMIT THIS STORY TO THE MONTH OF MAY 2001.

STARTING ON TUESDAY, MAY 1ST, MICHAEL TOURED OVER FIFTY PEOPLE.  DICK MACY WAS ON A TRIP.  JIM RILEY WAS BUSY AND WARREN BOWEN WAS FACING A HIP REPLACEMENT.  MAY 5TH, SATURDAY, WE HAD TO DRIVE TO LAX TO PICK UP A LADY WHO FLEW IN FROM DENMARK AT FOUR IN THE MORNING.  MAY 7TH MICHAEL’S SISTER CALLED TO ASK THAT A FAMILY MIGHT STAY AT THE FARM WHO WERE COMING IN FROM TEXAS.  FRIDAY, MAY 11TH, A FAMILY STAYED IN THE CABOOSE WHO ARE FRIENDS OF BILL FORMAN WHO LIVES IN TEXAS.  MAY 12TH WE DROVE OUR DANISH FRIEND TO LAX AT 10 IN THE EVENING AND RETURNED BACK TO THE CASTLE AT THREE IN THE MORNING.  FROM THE 13TH TO THE 17TH, WE PROBABLY HAD FIFTY (NO EXAGGERATION) PEOPLE VISIT.  LA FETRA SCHOOL BROUGHT SIXTY PEOPLE AT 9:30 AM AND JIM RILEY AND DEAN DEMPSEY TOOK THE TOUR.  DWAYNE HUNN HAD SOME FRIENDS VISIT ON THE 19TH, WHO WE MISSED BECAUSE WE WENT ON THE METRO LINK TO OLVERA STREET.  MAY 20TH DWAYNE CAME DOWN FROM MILL VALLEY TO STAY FOR A WEEK.  HE STAYED IN THE CABOOSE AND WORKED REALLY HARD ON RESTORING THE LADIES’ LAVATORY BY THE OLD FARM KITCHEN.  HE DID A GREAT JOB, I MIGHT ADD.  CULLEN SCHOOL BROUGHT SJXTY CHILDREN INCLUDING PARENTS AND DICK MACY TOOK THAT TOUR MAY 23RD.  MAY 24TH DICK MACY TOOK ANOTHER SIXTY-FIVE PEOPLE ON A TOUR FROM CULLEN AT 10:30 AM.  FRIDAY, MAY 25TH, ANOTHER SIXTY PEOPLE CAME FROM CULLEN.  SATURDAY, MAY 26TH AND SUNDAY MAY 27TH WE HAD PEOPLE FOR LUNCH AND DINNER.  SUTHERLAND SCHOOL CAME AT 8:45 WITH FORTY SOME PEOPLE.  ON TUESDAY MAY 30TH, CULLEN SCHOOL BROUGHT OVER FIFTY PEOPLE AT 10:30.  MAY 30TH, THREE TOURS TOOK PLACE; CULLEN SCHOOL, SELLERS SCHOOL AND AT 2:30 PM A GROUP OF BOY SCOUTS.

I LIM1TED THIS STORY TO THE MONTH OF MAY.  SOME MONTHS ARE BUSIER AND SOME MONTHS ARE TERRIBLE.  MICHAEL GETS DEPRESSED WHEN HE IS INHOSPITABLE.  HE TALKS OF DENMARK MORE AND MORE.  MICHAEL SENT OUT OVER TWO-HUNDRED LETTERS RECENTLY ASKING HIS FRIENDS TO STOP SENDING THEIR FRIENDS BECAUSE WE ARE SOCIALLY EXHAUSTED.  THIS HAS HELPED A LOT.  MICHAEL HAS TURNED DOWN FIVE CAR CLUBS IN ONE WEEK WHO WANT TO HAVE A DAY AT THE FARMS.  HE HATES DOING THIS.  HE HANDS THE TELEPHONE TO ME WHEN HE CAN SO THAT I CAN SCREEN WHO VISITS.  WE HAVE HAND SIGNALS, WHICH THE KINGS OF ROME USED AT THE COLISEUM.

I’M WRITING THIS TO EMPHASIZE WHAT WE ARE GOING THROUGH HERE AND TO TRY AND HEIGHTEN PEOPLE’S AWARENESS ON WHAT WE FACE.  MICHAEL AND I BOTH ENJOY OUR FRIENDS’ VISITING, BE ASSURED!

<begin text box>
“I don't live here in peace and harmony by being pleasant to everybody.  Be selective.”

“The castle is a young man’s dream and an old man’s nightmare.”

<end text box>
Michael was built like a 6’ spark plug.  Thin legs supported a chiseled hard body that churned energy all day long.  He consumed food, juice, and wine and shot that energy back into rocks, cement, beams, and anything else that might build castle walls.  

The spark plug was invincible for years, which is a common malady of the hardened, hard charging young, especially when supported by a team of doers who liked playing that way too.  Like so many hard charging heavy-lifters, for a long time Michael just seemed to get stronger, and found more and more creative ways to move the castle higher and forward. 

Maybe some of Michael’s mentors, and probably his mother, told him to rest or slow down some, but at a Pharm whose mantra was “Safety Third”, we Pharmhands heard little of taking R&R for body and mind therapy.  (If you expressed personal problems at the Pharm, you were likely to hear some such answer as, “You gotta a problem?  Work harder, dig deeper.  It’ll go away.”)

So, as happens to great athletes, some parts began breaking down.  After handling, lifting, moving 20,000+ tons of cement, rocks, steel, beams, and junk, (check God’s computer if Goggle, Bing, or OpenSecrets fails to supply the exact tonnage lifted) Michael needed a surgery.  Thence forward, Michael had trouble turning, the beeping R2D2-like head atop the well chiseled spark plug that had long been conditioned to lift, push, and drive.

Luckily, most of the physically demanding castle building era had been done before Michael’s pain drove him to fusing his disks into limited movement.  Michael, always with people to his left and right, never complained about losing his unfettered ability to swivel right or left to see you.  Your position didn’t matter much.  He already knew who you were in so many different ways that, if he chose to ask your help with work, he didn’t have t o look, because he already knew what you were capable of doing.  If he were encircled in conversation, he didn’t need to turn your way, since listening had allowed him to know where you stood.  And if the conversation were in his kitchen, he could look out from his all-encompassing chair and see you whether you were washing dishes, chopping food, sitting in a chair, or mingling with dogs on the carpeted floor. 

So, as Glen often says, Michael “learned to cope” with every adversity in a wonderful way.  There was, however, an adversity that hurt him more than exposure to fusion power.  It probably stemmed from his driving desire to get things done quickly.    

Both on and within the Castle walls lie a lot of arc-welded steel, iron, and other rusting stuff.  The arc-welding masks used in the Castle’s early building years where pre-historic hand-me downs then.  Their soiled and old windows hindered arc-welding efficiency.  So, in forwarding the rapid can-do spirit inherent to the Safety Third Brigades, Michael too often discarded those old arc-welding helmets.  

Several experimental eye injections and surgeries did not help.  Nonetheless, Michael had his unique way of defining his situation and coping, as he revealed in his annual letter to pharmers in 2002.

[[insert plower.tif]] 

The Yearly Farm Letter, 2002

This is a long rambling letter.  You surely have better things to do with your time than to read this.

This year has been a challenge.  I have a condition called "immaculate deception" which affects my vision.  With this change comes a slow down in hosting so many people here.  We are beginning to host only schools, which take up a lot of time for Dick Macy.  Without his help, we could not handle the social pressures.

Rebuilding the gate this year was work that nearly defeated me.  Attitude is everything in life, and mine went south with the inability to see wires.  I'm so blessed with friends who volunteer to help me keep the farm going.

David Thum and Dean Dempsey help me constantly.  David copes with the nightly activity that we face each night with such willingness that it amazes Kaia and me.  Dean has provided the countless cords of firewood that we go through.

Slowing the farm down is a tedious process.  It's like slowing the train that has run for years at full speed.  We still host countless schools and turn down countless organizations.

I remember how ecstatic it was when my properties were sold.  Now this emotion is again within grasp as the Farm is less chaotic.  It is called retirement.

I can't remember not managing so many situations that managing properties entails.  Forgive me if I dance.  Perhaps my deteriorating vision is what is needed to make this retirement work.  I am so fortunate to have Kaia by my side.  I am so thankful that she likes me.

This book that David Traversi has written is incredible.  He has captured the energy that we all had to create this amazing place.  I'm in shock when walking around the Farm.  How did we do this?

Thank you for supporting the Farm.  Thank you for your friendship.

With love, let us remain,

Your local farmers,

Mykee and Kaia
So, it was said

Change is one guarantee we have through life.

Health is wealth.

Eliminate the "I" from your thoughts.  We and you are of interest to the other person.

Notice how the Willow tree survives?  It bends. 

�





"It will never be finished, will just go on my whole life," the Lord of rebellious sighs and says more hopefully, "it's all a big dream but I think it's going to come true because I've got 40 years left."


Washington Post Tuesday, August 19, 1975 by Eugene L. Meyer 








Although grandfather would say, 


“Don’t tell people about the labor pains.  Show them the baby.” 


Michael didn’t even like taking time out to show the baby.  Sometimes, during the Golden Era of high-energy building, a group might get Michael to give them a tour, but MCR usually finagled another Pharmer into doing those supposed honors.  In the post Golden Era, just scheduling, allowing, and observing the tours became an imposition and drain on MCR and Kaia’s energy and the serenity that the Castle’s hummingbirds, towers, music, and story telling was meant to provide…




















There is something special about a letter.  We all like to get one.  E-mail on the other hand, has all the charm of a freight train.  When I was growing up we all knew when the mailman was coming and we waited for him even though we hardly ever got a letter.


Andy Rooney, 60 Minutes, October 4, 2009











