Chapter 18 Moving up

Life is difficult.  If it were easy -- everyone would still be alive.

Grandfather

Yes, Grandfather Deuel used to say that.  But “Life is difficult” was not an expression often used by MCR, probably because it was overwhelmed by “Work is fun,” which often made “Safety Third” and MCR so much phun to work, eat, drink, and just hang with.  

Of course, its limited quoted use may have also had something to do with how Marine Rubel’s body replicated a Humvee’s design.  

His well-armed and armored torso -- topped with a battle-scarred pharm hat, twitching fingers held in the air acting like radars, synchronized with his darting, smiling headlights, pushed by Sally’s Army shoes -- seemed to make heavy load carrying easier, especially when you had to help MCR move cement, rocks, beams, or telephone poles.

But alas, whoever designed our bodily machines didn’t exempt Michael’s hard charging engine and parts from wearing down.   

 Yes, Grandfather also used to say,

“The final journey is death --- a great adventure.”

Grandfather

Instead, MCR talked of the after life as a place where, “Maybe we…” post mortem mortals zing around like “electricity …” in the cosmos.

Twitching and playing his fingers as though there was an invisible piano sitting shoulder high in front of him, he’d said, “Maybe our energy goes back up somewhere, circling around…” and touching his fingers together, he then made a gentle ignition-like clap explosion.  “And then it goes back down, and someone else gets zapped with that energy.  But what do I know?” he’d add with a laugh and roll of his eyes, “I hardly know anything about anything.  And I’ve been wrong on just about everything.”

Both Grandfather and Michael had a Twainish take on the world.

When they spoke, people listened.

When Twain spoke, much of the world listened, including Grandfather.  When Grandfather spoke, Michael listened.  When Michael spoke, many Pharmers listened.  Ipso facto, if zapping from space has something to do with the after and present life, maybe Mark Twain, Grandfather Deuel, and Michael Rubel were jolted by some good, lively, quixotic souls who soared years before them into the cosmos.

If Michael’s post mortal theory is anywhere near correct, then our little crowded 21st century Earth could use lots of zapping from the likes of Twain, Grandfather, and Michael.  May such healthy electrical zapping dramatically outnumber the charging of the crazy souls doing little good and evil down here.  Lately, there seem to be too many of those crazies on our crowded little globe.  For, as Grandfather said,

“It takes a thousand people to build a bridge and only one to destroy it.”

Certainly, Twain’s words,

“Let us endeavor to live so that when we die even the undertaker is sorry,”

applied to all those who rubbed shoulders with Michael’s earthy and eccentric electricity.
So often, sitting on the deck with the humming birds, old chairs, orange crate stools, sipping orange juice from glass jars, listening to the Castle’s elevator music from a 1930’s radio, priming MCR for yarn telling with a bevy of questions, MCR would sum up his years of lifting with…  

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

So often, you could be discussing politics, greed, and sad happenings, and MCR would change the course of the conversation to something lighter and funnier.  It would remind you of the attitude implanted in MCR’s little black notebook filled with Grandfather’s words…

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

No matter where one roamed around the Pharm, one could find cause to laugh, be it in looking through a tunnel lined with cemented bottles encasing pictures of Hollywood starlets to the…

· Harley cemented in the Castle wall,

· Tin-reservoired swimming pool stocked with gargantuan gold fish and connected to the,

· Neighbor’s swimming pool and pharm’s wooden washing machines rollickingly powered by a windmill,

· Ship engines powering birdbaths to the Tin Palace’s Coo-coo Clocks of old doubling as radar devices…

Rubelia’s chiseled spirit
Even on Rubelia’s Cemetery grounds, Michael’s spirit gave pause and cause to laugh.  On such hallowed ground, under the shade of sometimes thirsty orange and avocado trees, Grandfather’s words had been carried by his diapered grandson to chiseled tombstones.  

“4 slugs from a 44… no less, no more.”  

Lester Moore’s tombstone

“I told them I was sick.”  

Maude “Auntie” Baxter’s tombstone

Yes, even the cemetery, perched behind the Red Caboose, which cleared entry through the massive Pharm gate with just 3 inches to spare, reminded us to approach life with Michael’s twinkle, smile, and attitude.  But for his best friend, it was still a wrenching loss to bear…
“You know, when you were a kid in the school yard and all your friends and your boyfriend left you?  You felt like you were ditched.  That's the way I feel without my best friend being here.  Feel ditched."
Kaia Rubel 12-1-07

Even in moving on and upward, ever polite but jolly Michael’s spirit still manages to produce ( (, as the polite shriek from the lady, standing aside our red caboose reminded us on MCR’s 2008 Memorial Day.

Looking down to see why her red high heels felt so solidly grounded in a Rubelian Cemetery, she shrieked.  With celebrants and Pharmers coming to her rescue, they all peered down to the marbled stage beneath her patent leathered high-heeled feet, standing where a Scottford designed top stone would soon sit.

Beneath her toes were Ted’s Shepherd’s words chiseled on Michael Clarke Rubel’s tombstone, recycled onto a once used stone from Valley Monuments.

“Please move over!  You’re standing on my stomach.”
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Confessions pried from the Rubelian author.
