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Chapter 1
The Mighty Hunters
I’m a pork, which to all you laypeople means Portuguese. Many have pork neighbours, and are somewhat curious about these weird people who have huge, noisy BBQ parties, really big smokers in their backyards pumping out these odd U-shaped smoked sausages, and come around with a genial smile trying to get you to try the jet fuel they call wine as an aroma of moonshine wafts through the neighbourhood. Why do they do this? Welcome to the mysterious world of Porkland. Sit a while, enjoy...
***
I had this potato gun I made one time, and decided I’d bring it along next time I went moose hunting. For anyone who’s ever seen one, this is definitely a guy thing, and the porkers up in northern Canuckland LOVED this. Not at first though. At first they were suspicious. Being porkncheese they had never seen anything like it before but of course would never admit it, due to the Magnificents pride thing, which I may or may not tell you about. Anyway, he watched me carefully as I loaded the thing with the potato, opened the back chamber, carefully sprayed in 5 shots of gasoline, closed it quickly and hit the trigger. A very satisfactory WHUMP, with the accompanying flame shot the potato a good 300 yards.
I used to do this at work too. The guys and I turned this into an art, trying to get the greatest distance out of a potato. But we had rules though – it had to be made out of ABS plastic, although you could use any fuel you wanted. We tried regular gasoline, jet fuel, a mixture of jet fuel and oxygen and so on. Jet fuel sucks by the way. WAY too much Octane. It was a serious let down. It came so that we were using modified bar code readers to scan for microscopic cracks on ABS tubing at the plumbing store before we bought the stuff, which is kind of crazy now that I think about it. The how to is on the net. Look it up.
Spent a day rifling the ABS barrel on a lathe by hand, which was no easy trick I’ll tell you. But us porkncheesers are masters at lathes and mills. Boss was really impressed, but was scratching his head as I explained it was to allow for quicker, controlled water movement for the drain in my kitchen sink. Wasn’t buying it till I told him all porkers do it and promised to give him some smoked sausages and a bottle of jet fuel.
Sometimes, the chamber would explode. It had to be about six inches in length and made out of 3” ABS. Anything bigger meant more gas and air, which led to a bigger explosion and more pressure. So one day we were dumping in the oxygen when we decided it was now time to use the acetylene instead of gasoline. We were worried but didn’t want to break our rules, so we ended up electrical taping the explosion chamber to strengthen it, having learned from before. Uncle Retard couldn’t feel his hands for two weeks after the other chamber blew up and he burned his crotch too, so we knew. Even with the modified bar code scanner approved ABS, it was best to be careful.
Went outside, dumped the fuel in, and when we hit the igniter, wow! It was amazing! A blue flame shot out about 6 feet in length, we heard a sharp crack like a rifle shot and the potato literally disappeared from sight. So we picked a target, a problem apartment building that was always in the news with gunshots and drugs and stuff, and it sat at least a thousand meters away, which is 3000 feet for all you weirdos who don’t know metric. This time though, we sharpened the end of the potato into a bullet nose and shoved it down the one and one half inch barrel, took careful aim, my partner filled in the explosion chamber, hit the trigger and CRACK! Off it went sailing, over, over and smash, broke a window in the apartment building a thousand meters away.
WE were onto something here. Spent the next fifteen minutes breaking windows, until the SWAT team showed up cus someone said shots were being fired. They knew nothing of the broken windows cus no drug dealer was so stupid as to call the po-po, and once they realized what it was that was going on – that there were no guns but only a spud shooter, the SWAT commander gave the thing a try himself. He asked about the range, and I said, “You could point it into the field over there in the direction of the building in the distance. It’ll never reach the building.”
And sure enough, when his buddy hit the igniter, the solid and satisfying crack was heard, the potato sailed, and another window was broken in the building. The commander hurriedly threw it on the floor, but then he picked it up again and put it into the SWAT truck, saying that he would have to confiscate it, and they left without giving us a ticket or anything. ANYWAY,
This is about our hunting trip. The guys were really impressed, but they refused to show it, cus porkncheesers, especially the older geezers, are kind of stuck-up and proud. They take their pride to a level unknown by Americans and Canucksters. And so it was with this group too. They spent the rest of the afternoon setting up camp but I could hear the whispers. I was no dummy, you know. I knew what they were up to.
Anyway, I’m not the drinking type. I like a beer now and then, but I never get drunk, unlike my Pork relatives. By mid evening they were very happy, and by midnight they were pickled, as in stumbling around blindly in the bush looking for gold toilets (it’s a pork thing – don’t ask). I was already in bed when I heard them sneak in to get the potato gun.
Alfonso, my other uncle, was stark naked for reasons I won’t even start to fathom; then there was José, the leader of the group, Avelino and finally Samuel who rounded out the bunch on this escapade.
Why was Alfonso naked? Well, this is the weird part. Portuguese are perfectly comfortable being naked with people of their own sex. There’s nothing sexual here, it’s just the way it is. The reason why is because they would go swimming after school, and they didn’t have bathing suits and they couldn’t of course get their clothes wet, so they chucked them and dived in. HOWEVER, after they got married, they were very self-conscious with their wives for some reason. Many older couples have never seen each other naked in the 50 or so years they’ve been married. Even though they had ten kids. Weird, I know, but remember, the church said sex was sin, unless you wanted a child. Even then it was still sin, bet less of a sin - like ten hailmarys instead of twenty. And a few ourfathers too. ANYWAY,
Alfonso bumped into my cot and I tried as quietly as possible to avoid having any of his body parts touch my clothing. He had one eye and smelled really bad, aside from the fact he was naked. Aunt Vampira was still alive and somewhere else, probably sucking the blood out of some poor raccoon. I could smell the powerful odour of dead flesh and haemorrhoid cream emanating from her empty cot, which she usually placed beside me so she could smack her chops as she watched me change. Think I told you about that.
So, one-eyed Alfonso got the potato gun, grabbed the fuel, pocketed a few potatoes and made a racket in the process while the other three kept on going “Shushhshsssssss” in their pickled way. Then they would start swearing at each other in Portuguese in loud whispers as they kept telling each other to shut up and stop shushing and swearing. I thought a fight was going to break out, but they eventually left with all the ingredients, somehow loaded it up, sprayed some gas inside, hit the trigger, and then...
Nothing.
“Hmmm,” said Alfonso.
“(Swear word) Mabe you needa to putin more gazzuh,” Avelino said. They talk like that. They make English words into Portuguese words. Like ‘Garbage’ becomes ‘garabeeshe’ and Honest Ed’s the famous downtown Toronto emporium of the guy who wouldn’t die by the same name, it becomes ‘unerstairs’. For years I always thought of it as that, not realizing that the name had been basterdized. When I did find out, it was equal to the aha! moment I had when I was told Santa wasn’t real. ANYWAY,
My other uncle Samuel, the brighter one of the group, said “No, you bota rronge. (they roll the R’s remember? Think I said that.) Da problema is dat you puta too muche gazzuh in. Puta lesse gazzuh an you see,” he said, his arms flapping for emphasis (and balance).
So they wiped the inside, which really impressed me, grabbed another bottle of wine, poured the wine in, drank the wine out when they realized they goofed, wiped it again, and tried again. The satisfying thump spelled success and they patted each other in the back. Then the trouble started, as it usually does in a camp full of drunken pork men.
Samuel was a little jealous of his cousin Jorge, sleeping in the tent about a hundred yards down, because Jorge was the really good one with the rifle and he actually had shot a moose, unlike any of the others. The bull turned on him and almost killed him but while he was being dragged under he had the smarts to pull the trigger, blowing the bull’s balls off (if you’re squeamish don’t read that last part). On a raging bull, that’s about the only thing you can do to distract it. The shot also took out his big toe. Jorge, that is, not the bull, cus bulls don’t have a big toe, as you know.
So here was Samuel, eyeing the tent with the sinister plot forming in his pickled brain. Grabbing the potato gun, he loaded, filled, aimed, smacked the igniter and the potato launched, overshooting the tent. It took three tries but he finally hit it. And then got it again, and again. The sixth shot hit home, roundly smacking the body that was touching the tent wall, which just so happened to be Jorge’s. They happily laughed as a mostly naked Jorge came fuming out of his tent rubbing his butt, wondering if someone had kicked him from outside.
“Wadda hell?” he didn’t exactly use those words but I don’t like swearing. Anyway, he soon found the answer to the mystery and came storming over. I heard some kind of fight, with Jorge finally grabbing the spud gun off of Samuel’s hands. Being much more sober, he somehow convinced Samuel that he wanted to try it out against a tree and Samuel stupidly helped load it. By this time I was already snickering from inside the prospector tent, thinking I knew full well what was about to happen, although I was very mistaken.
Jorge smiled and once everything was ready, he quickly turned to Samuel. Samuel, realizing the situation, jumped out of the way at the last second. Jorge smacked the igniter and a very surprised naked Alfonso, who had bent over to puke, felt a potato go up where things were only supposed to come out of. He promptly fainted on the spot, and the exclamations of “Ay Jesoosh!” told me something serious had happened.
A few seconds passed in silence as my ears propped up trying to figure out the mystery. Then someone, I think Samuel, said, “Is he dead?”
Now I was really worried.
“I dunno,” came the answer from someone else.
“Ay Jesoosh!” came next from Jorge, followed by AyJesooshAyJesooshAyJesoosh, repeated over and over again. For those who don’t speak Pork, that means oh Jesus, very common. You could tell he was crying, thinking about my now dead uncle. I was worried too, but I know that old cheezergeezers are tough, they’re like crocodiles actually. They drink, smoke, eat fried pigskin happily as desert and somehow live to see a hundred. They start dying the moment their doctor tells them to stop eating fried pigskin and drinking aguardente, usually.
Anyway, everything was going crazy outside and the whole gang was getting up to find out what was going on. Samuel came in and quickly threw the potato gun in my corner, but I refused to touch it in case cops came and took prints. Jorge was now balling his eyes out, and everyone crowded around Alfonso, trying to shake him. They eventually did revive him to Jorge’s relief when they poured some aguardente down his throat, but he quickly passed out again. I have yet to see a porkncheeser pass up a drink of aguardente.
Anyway, they threw him in the car and drove off, came right back, pulled him out, dressed him up, took him to the hospital, and two days later he joined us back at the camp. The doctors wanted to know how he had gotten a potato stuck so far up his butt, but he didn’t tell them. Luckily, the moonshine had toughened up his intestines and they hadn’t burst or anything. You know, the crocodile thing. He spent the rest of the time standing up as his butt really hurt, though he did say that this event cured his constipation problem. He even saved the potato to show people. I am sooo glad I hadn’t shown them the whole sharpening technique.
Chapter 2
The Mighty Hunters 2
I used to hunt deer, but I don’t anymore. Deer are really cute, and worse yet, seeing them in the wild is fun. Put a group of does together and they’ll jump up and down while playing with each other. The bucks, all stately and even majestic at times are truly impressive, even for a pork. Now, I liked the venison steaks but the deer were REALLY cute, whereas I LOVE a good cow steak and cows are only mildly cute (but very stupid), hence, I have no problem eating a good cow steak.
Having said that, we still go for Grouse, and it’s not because they’re not cute - it’s actually the chicken factor. Grouse are like little chickens, and chickens are absolutely evil birds, having been spawned by seeds laid by our very worst nightmares. Sure the chics are cute and that just makes it worse, as we’re unsuspecting when we buy them. This chapter should really be called “The Killer Chicken” chapter because I’ll talk about hunting in the next chapter.
Anyway, as you know, us porkncheesers see things a little different. First off, it is an absolute must for our parents to plasticize everything. Like that greek wedding movie. Porkncheesers are so like Greeks in that way except we make better wine.
I think we would orgasm if someone came along and said they could plasticize our dining table. We have the amazing $50,000 kitchen upstairs that no one is allowed to touch, and the real kitchen downstairs that we use every day, and many of us have the backyard as an extension of our basement living room, with our chickens, rabbits and stuff running around out there. We tell the city officials they’re our pets, but all porkncheesers know the truth. The real up-n-up porkers have a top notch kitchen upstairs and a BETTER kitchen downstairs (think women friends fainting at the sight as they’re shown the ‘working kitchen in the basement’), but wait – then they have their REAL kitchen in the garage, where the family eats (but not the guests, see, cus who would ever invite guests to eat in the garage?) so as not to dirty the other museum quality kitchens in the immaculate house. It sounds terribly confusing, but there’s a method to this madness, which you will read about in the Magnificent chapter.
Chickens are so evil they’re Portugal’s mascot. Go into any souvenir shop in Porkland and you will see red and white Roosters everywhere. Big small, plastic, china, they’re on plates, on pictures, and I think there’s a miniature one on the flag too. Unlike other country souvenir shops, all you will find in a pork one is chickens. It is so famous I’ve seen the Portuguese rooster pop up in souvenir shops in other countries, like lonesome refugees out of place with the flag spoons, the ‘I love___’ T-shirts, the big pictures of Elvis with little LEDs in them, the pictures of the funky saints in the hallucinogenic colors that seem to follow you with their eyes and the glass snowballs. I’m sure most people will look at them and say, “This is cute!” but not the Magnificents (told you about them), cus they know better. In fact here’s one little bit of FYI piece of, well, info: Portugal was named after the friggin rooster. Porto - do - gallo was the original name, meaning Port of the Rooster. There you go.
Our relationship with chickens is a love-hate one, as we love to eat them but hate to have them around, kind of like a wife, baddaboom. We love chicken breasts, chicken legs, chicken necks, chicken hearts and livers. Go to any Portuguese chicken store and buy the whole chicken with the hot sauce. It is to die for. Ask your Pork neighbour for a bottle of wine, but only the pork from the continent, not the islands, cus island pork wine is like 50 proof. See, they buy old whisky barrels and check to see which ones have more swish in them, and then take them home and pour two pounds of sugar, one pound of green apples and then the grape juice. Weird. It’s like rocket fuel but with a weird taste. If an island pork gives you wine, accept it or he’ll get angry and collect all the slugs off his tomatoes and put them carefully on yours at night. Anyway, add one cup of it into a full tank of gas cus it cleans your injectors. Otherwise, drink the chicken and eat the wine with pleasure.
Speaking of which, if you ever see your pork neighbour peeing on his tomato plants in the middle of the night, don’t call the cops. They all do that. Though it may seem a tad weird, you must admit porks have the biggest tomatoes of anyone. You can take this allegorically too.
ANYWAYS,
My father used to hypnotize them. He took this course on how to hypnotize people after buying this book advertized on the back of a comic book, but only progressed so far as to be able to hypnotize chickens. He’d go to a bar in his hometown in porkland, do his thing, and once the bird was under, he’d flip it upside down. And everyone would come by really impressed at seeing an upside down chicken, with its feet ‘walking’ in the air as it clucked. He spent hours perfecting the skill and when I asked him why many years later, he said it was cus he could pick up girls like that. He always used the same chicken though until it went crazy and we ate it.
With me, I tried something else. I read the comic books and knew it was fake after buying the x-ray glasses. So once I was old enough, I changed my four middle names, which for the sake of SOME privacy had something to do with rabbits, flowers and Georges, into K.
As in Killer.
Paul Killer Dayton.
Figured it would be a hit with the women. I’d go up to one, say, “Hi. My name is Paul K. Dayton.”
They would roll their eyes and start to walk away, but then, they’d turn around and ask, “What does the K stand for?”
And I would say, “Killer.”
They would go, “Yeah right.”
So I’d pull out my licence and show them. But you know, it didn’t work. They would all say, “Buddy, your parents must be dysfunctional or something.” And then they’d think about it and realize that maybe I was called Killer for a reason and all sorts of interesting reactions would follow.
Hmm. Dysfunctional. No kidding. Wrote a book about it. Except Killer was given to me by me, so it doesn´t apply.
Anyway, when I was a young kid growing up in porktugaland, we NEVER had chicken except when they went crazy. That’s the other thing us porks are good at, we make chickens go crazy, though it took me a long time to figure out this time-honoured secret.
One day I saw my weird aunt do it. This is not Aunt Cockroach, and it’s not Aunt Vampira, nor is it Aunt Petunia or Aunt Maria (well, they’re all Marias, but ANYWAY), it was one of my other aunts, the really old one.
Every time I asked grandma “When are we going to have chicken,” she would say ‘when a special day comes’. So I would wait for a special day, and it would never come. I came to realize that a special day meant when Marymotherofgod (I can say that really fast cus I used to be catholic) comes down in a vision and appears to three children, and the three children come to our house for dinner, then we’ll have chicken. Of course, that only happened once in Portugal at Fatima in like the fifteenth century or something, and the kids hadn’t come over for dinner after cus they were locked up by the church, and then Mary went to Mexico and Lourdes, I think, cus she was on a special assignment to appear to people with secret messages that the world couldn’t be told of.
The town priest, the one that stole the money and the church bell (told you about that I think) says she was a busy woman confirming everyone’s faith and all, and so didn’t have time to come back to Portogallo. Once was enough. I figured a follow up visit wouldn’t be such a bad idea, but to be honest I was only interested in the chicken. So no chicken. Now she only shows up on toast. Mary that is, not the chicken. You can find it for sale on ebay.
Anyway, every six months or so we got to eat it, and it wasn’t even a special day. My aunt, the one I pissed all over when I was 14 (I told you about that I think) and the same one of above, always had this big smirk on her face just before we ate the chicken and I eventually figured it out. I sneaked behind her one day when she let slip that we’d soon have chicken (she was really nice in a mean sort of way) and watched through the crack in the wooden fence as she very carefully stuck a needle in the chicken’s head, and then pulled it out (don’t read this if you’re squeamish).
Within a few days, it would start walking funny and making weird noises, and grandma would butcher it quick so she could say we ate the bird before it died. Till grandma’s dying days, she never figured it out.
Now, before I tell you of this next event, it’s important to keep in mind that I was nine years old, and no, I am not psychotic. A little history first.
When I was eight, I was flipping channels on TV when I hit open the scene of a medieval decapitation, blood gushing and all quite by accident. Needless to say I was a little shocked. Although today five-year-olds decapitate aliens and people in video games all the time, not then. Most children of that era would suffer nightmares over what they had seen, and I did, to a degree, but mostly I was intensely curious. MY BIG QUESTION was, did the brain keep working after being chopped?
It’s a good question. Although blood does stop flowing, how long does it take before the brain dies? And if it’s still alive, what’s it thinking? This has puzzled me for years, though I admit to having decided there’s no way to know.
HOWEVER.
This is what I can’t figure out though. I’ve seen lots of chickens butchered cus that’s what every good pork does. And if you cut off their heads, they can run around for a good five minutes, wings flapping, blood spurting everywhere and they don’t die until the blood’s all gone (don’t read this part either if your squeamish).
The first time that happened, again I was shocked and had far more nightmares over a headless chicken then I did a headless human, but after a few dozen, you kind of get used to it to be honest. That’s how I knew from early on that chicken nuggets don’t grow on trees. This somewhat explains the next part. I was so curious about the head thing that I devised a test to be done with the next butchered chicken.
I waited carefully for Aunt to finish, and as soon as the knife chopped, I ran in, scooped said headless chicken and ran at my top speed, which wasn’t very top seeing as I was more round then long. While running, I put an elastic band around its neck. 114 year-old aunt was flapping her arms as she chased me. Anyway, I was way faster than she was so I escaped successfully and somewhat proved my point (the study was inconclusive.) A chicken will run around for 1 hour and 52 minutes without a head under those conditions.
The poor headless critter walked happily as they all seem to do, and headlessly scratched at the dirt until it sat down and went still. Every once in a while, I’d touch it and it would immediately flutter away in a panic, only to poke around a bit and then sit once again. Knowing I had to go back, I concluded the bird would likely live until it died of hunger.
Don’t try it here cus it’s not right and you’ll go to jail. Kids do the darndest thing.
To get to the point as to why I don’t like chickens, and the reason why I have no problem with eating grouse is that unlike other animals, a chicken will eagerly watch another chicken get butchered and dive in for a snack. You have to swat them to keep them away, and it’s near impossible. They are cannibals. So I eat chicken guilt free now.
I left Portugal soon after, but one day when I returned for a visit, my grandpa and I were sitting by the fire, and I kept on throwing pine cones in cus they burst into flames. Grandpa had to collect pine cones to start the fire, so to stop me politely, he said, “play with fire and you’ll pee in bed.”
He said that so many times as I kept throwing them in. In between sentences, my aunt, the crazy chicken woman, kept saying, “And you’re going to sleep in my bed tonight with me cus I miss you so much.”
It’s a pork thing and totally innocent. I couldn’t stand the thought, cus I was 14 and she was 114 and smelled, but she said it so many times and I would have to sleep on the floor if I didn’t so I did cus of the rats. And when I woke up the next morning, I was really sweaty and couldn’t figure out why. Turns out my granpa was right. DON’T play with fire. It was the last time I slept in her bed, thank goodness.
We had no chicken on our visit either, just so you know.
Chapter 3
Diarrhea
I was going to talk about hunting but diarrhea was an issue in porkland, and because we’re still talking about porkland, I figured I’d add this in.
It involves the time my uncle, well, he got the stuff all over my dad. On purpose. It sounds really gross but you’ll understand if you keep reading.
My uncle and dad had a wicked sense of humour. It was twisted, really. Their house was on a major street corner (if you could call a two ghost town major), and everyone (like 3 people) passed by it day and night. So one day dad decides to pop out a small hole in the centre section of the four pane glass, and at night they would take turns popping their butts up against the glass and letting one rip at the people that passed by. The people passing by would hear the fart, look and get shocked at the big moon squished on the window and horrified at the smell. It was really gross but somewhat funny at the same time. I can remember it like it was yesterday.
Anyway, my uncle had a real problem. He’s not the same uncle as the first uncle who died on the operating room floor from an exploding bowel. It’s true, look it up. He’s not uncle Pigman, Uncle Mouth, Uncle Caulk or Uncle Spud. It was Uncle Diarrhea.
Anyway, this uncle had constant diarrhea. And school was really awful in porkland. You had half a day which was great, but you couldn’t leave the class, and the teacher would use the ruler or the strap to smack you if you didn’t behave. My dad’s teacher was really mean because he never let uncle go until the bell rang, and sometimes he’d keep uncle on purpose. See, he knew uncle had a problem.
As soon as he was let out, uncle would run home as fast as he could (he still runs fast to this day) but he would never make it. The furthest he would go is to this field-rock fence, and uncle would throw his pants down in a huge rush, pop his butt over the fence, and the stuff would fire out like a cheap shaken Champaign bottle, cork and all, except much worse. My dad, who never lies, says that they measured it one time at eighteen paces. 18! That’s 54 FEET in English. Or 18 meters in world language.
It must have been an amazing thing to see. The other kids thought so too, because they would run behind him as fast as they could and gathered around to watch the action. Uncle hated it and was always embarrassed, and the town bully took advantage every time - constantly making fun of uncle or trying to delay him. One day after a particularly gruelling event when the teacher had kept him a good hour after class, uncle didn’t quite make it, and ended up pulling his pants down at the edge of the street. I was told that the ejecta cleared the street straight to the other side without touching the tar. Of course, the bully took advantage of the opportunity and started braying like a mule, to which every mule in town would answer to, to which every mule owner would look at the source of the braying, to which they all saw uncle opening the valves. That’s when uncle and dad decided to get even, on the last day of school.
First off, because class ended early they stoned the teacher. With real stones, not the other stuff. That was the last time the teacher came. Coincidentally, it was also the last time they saw the priest cus he got away with the money and the church bell. But they had nothing to do with that.
ANYWAY,
Uncle of course had to go, and usually he would go just before school so he could make it through the morning. But this time he had gone at six am and held it in. By the time they were done stoning the teacher, uncle had to go really bad. A cold sweat was already pouring down his face, which was a no brainer for the bully who had learned to read the signs. Worse yet, uncle was already doing the jiggy dance thing and figured he was about primed to explode, so he started carefully running.
OF course, the kids ran too, and so did the bully. My dad ran right behind him, and just as my uncle got in position, my dad grabbed the bully in a headlock and my uncle turned around just in time, pulling on the string that popped out the cork he had ingeniously put in place early that morning. It shot out so fast my dad says it would have shattered a window. The bully was chocking cus dad had an arm around his neck, and he had his mouth open as he gasped for a breath, and I’ll stop here cus it just gets worse.
Anyway, that was the last time we saw the bully. So they got rid of the bully, the teacher and the town priest all in one day, though they had nothing to do with the priest thing.
Chapter 4
The Man with the Killer Fart
Farting is a national pastime for a pork, just so you know. I want to make this very clear: I wrote this for my late uncle in the first person, so it’s my uncle speaking, not me. You’ll see why in the end. Here goes...(don’t forget, it’s not me.)
You may think this is funny, and to be honest, I thought it was really funny too, except that I’m looking at my dead body right now and it’s NOT funny.
See, when I was a baby I knew I was special. Honestly. People in the know say that you can’t remember much before you were five, and they’ll add that it’s impossible for anybody to remember anything before they were one year old. This is not the case with me.
I clearly remember being at my mom’s bosom and looking at her face. I was looking at her face while I ate, or rather drank or whatever, for a very special reason. I loved seeing her reaction as I farted. At first she thought it was cute, but then my farts were so consistent that her agonized reaction and twisted face had me gagging in laughter. They were fond memories and the best months of my life.
As I grew up, it was even better.
I quickly accepted the fact that I had an unusual gift.
I had so much gas that I was constantly farting and was a hit at school. I could do silents, wet ones, long drawn outs, the works. I once tried doing the alphabet too, and before you say “I did that!’ I’ll say this was in public and I could usually do the whole thing in a sort of continuous melody, but with exceptions. I would masterfully grab my cheeks with my hands and manoeuvre things just so and did it really well, but couldn’t do the a, e, f (which sounded like ‘ep’) and h. Other than that, it was amazing. I had real talent, and my classmates thought so too.
At 13, we started science class, and that’s when I felt especially proud. At the time, they were talking about greenhouse gasses and how CO2 was warming the atmosphere. However, my science teacher was way ahead of her time and said to the class that a much bigger danger to greenhouse gas was the methane being released if the permafrost in Siberia started to melt. That’s when I realized that I was a significant contributor, which was about the only thing I had ever contributed significantly to.
The fly in the ointment showed up around the time I was 14 or so. The problem was that, although I could do just about any kind of fart imaginable, I really did have to fart. If I didn’t, my belly got distended and I’d start to sweat and things would get ugly. Here’s the rub – sometimes I had constipation too. Things would get so clogged up I inflated like a balloon. If you don’t believe me, you may remember the story of the kid that went to the hospital with the business end of a toothbrush stuck up his ass. That was me. Damn thing was so clogged and I was so inflated I had to use my toothbrush and...it broke.
ANYWAY,
Every time I went on a date, about half way through after trying to hold it in I’d break out in a cold sweat, get really nervous and would try to excuse myself. I always brought a second pair of underwear cus I knew I’d need them, which I always did.
Even though I got up and left said date before releasing the valves, the aroma would waft back with my clothing and the date would end right there. In a small town, girls would talk quick and my teenage years were very lonely.
Which leads me to where I am now. I knew my flatulating was a problem, but I had no idea it could kill me. One day I had this bowel obstruction and needed emergency surgery. And halfway through, the doctor watched horrified when he opened me up as this intestine popped out, inflated to the size of a basketball. He mistakenly figured it would be a good thing to ‘pop’ it with his laser scalpel, and the ensuing explosion knocked me off the operating table and knocked the doctor out.
So here I am, looking down at my body. Jesoosh. Who’d have guessed? I was all depressed, thinking about how my life was shortened because I wasn’t able to fart. And then a smile crossed my lips as a thought came into my mind: ‘It will be one hell of an obituary.’
Note: I wrote this for my uncle Emanuel. He’s dead. Before he went into the operating room, he said, “Paul, in case I die, write my memoir. Except, don’t say it was me, say it was, well, you can say it was you cus I don’t want anybody to know the real story.”
Chapter 5
Can I be Portuguese too?
What you should be asking is this: Can I be part of the Magnificent Four?
The Magnificent are composed of four groups, grouped together because their only difference is language. These are: Porks, Greeks (who porks know nothing about and vice-versa), Italians and Spanish.
Porks usually believe that they are special because they have Magalhaes, who navigated around the world.
Italians think they are special because they believe everything that has ever been invented has been invented either by 1) an Italian, or 2) because of an Italian. Plus, all Italian men think they are great lovers. The truth is that there’s so much cheating going on simply because the women think otherwise. They think they are looking for a better Italian lover, but in fact they are looking for a Portuguese and don’t know it. And Italy has the Pope and is a catholic country too! But there’s a reason why all the cheating happens regardless of the Pope, you’ll see.
Greeks think they are special because of their history, which they often remind you of by their larger than life statues that surround everything they own, including the dog houses.
Spanish ARE special because they keep their good wine for themselves, but have discovered the amazing secret of making this stuff out of chemicals that looks like wine, smells like wine and tastes like it too, to such a degree that canucksters will pay good money for it. (They can pull the same trick with olive oil, which is somehow related, they tell me secretly.) Why they do this is a mystery as grapes are by far the most common thing found in Spain and are cheap, while the chemicals are expensive. So it costs them more to make fake wine. But they feel good when they cheat you, and laugh themselves into serious debt about it as they play cards.
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