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Burning Balls Light Up Ides of March Eve
The top drawer men of Junction City pulled out their best clothes for last night’s Ides of March Eve gala “set your balls on fire for libraries” festival at the miniature golf course on County Road 3724.
The brain child of Hot Balls Miniature Golf Magic Land president Corinne Manchester, the debut of what will become an annual event raised $276,000 for the Junction City Public Library.
Hot Balls uses a secret mixture of kerosene, glue, and eleven herbs and spices to transform ordinary golf balls into flaming golf balls with enough fire in their hearts to burn for nine badly played holes.
"Men, with their balls on fire, whacked their sticks all over the 18-hole course showing that they have what it takes to give until it hurts,” Manchester said.
Random sources close to the golf course whispered that many balls remained on fire in the steamed-up automobiles in the parking lot after the gala, suggesting that wives and lovers also put out for the cause.
Mayor Clark Trail, who burned up the course during practice sessions earlier in the day, confessed that while he voted against the zoning variance that allowed Hot Balls to open its doors to adults who loved playing with fire and give the fire marshal the finger, he now sees how wrong he was.
“Fewer people than expected have gotten hurt,” said Trail, “and most of them knew it was their own damned fault for trying to keep too many balls in the air at once. Tonight, we all got burned for charity and the city is richer for it.”
Fire chief Mary Ash said that the department “hosed down players who got too hot for their own good.”
In other county news:
Leona Andrews, 235 Crooked Creek Road, Pinedale, celebrated her 106th birthday today by burning down a backyard picnic table when she was unable to blow out the candles on her angel food cake.
Martin Lantz, Star Route, Prairie View, was arrested on suspicion of shoplifting when he was caught with a mouthful of beef jerky at Bunting’s Shop ‘n Serve on South Ten Mile Road last night at closing time.
According to Parker House, security chief at the Hot Balls Miniature Golf Magic Land on County Road 3724, the nuts being handed to customers getting a hole in one (a golf term) are “only Cashews.”
Quiet Crowd Celebrates Penicillin G'day
A line of 575 people flowed from the north wing doorway of St. James Infirmary all the way down Fleming Avenue past Florey Street at high noon today in a quiet celebration of the Society for a Safe Valentine's Day's 50th "Penicillin G'day."
After the uphill walk to the infirmary, every man and woman making the annual February 13th pilgrimage must take the last steps down the darkened hallway of alternating green and white squares to a door labeled "Sanitation" in 144-point Bodoni bold type alone. Once inside, either Nurse Smith or Nurse Jones will administer a single dose of intramuscular Benzylpenicillin.
"We provide the only certified germ-free nooner in town," said Nurse Smith. "The shot is a safe stick."
Penicillin G'day began inadvertently in 1961 when a young sailor returning home to Texas on a tramp steamer out of Port of Eden, New South Wales, Australia reached town just before Valentine's Day with a heavy heart. While he had tried to remain true to his sweetheart while sailing the seven seas, he confessed that he had said "G'day" to more ladies of the evening than he could count.
He blamed the tramp steamer for his dalliances.
The sailor, who chose forever to remain anonymous, stopped by the "Sanitation" doorway on February 13th for an injection "just to make sure that in his sweetheart's thoughts, VD would always stand for Valentine's Day rather than venereal disease."
The city fathers the sailor met as he trudged up Fleming Avenue to the infirmary were so impressed with the sailor's love, honor and dedication that they followed along, conversing about ships, sealing, wax, and sweet young things, and as they did, it came to them that if faithful men and women stood together with those "who had a sporting eye," then nobody walking to the "Sanitation" doorway could be shunned or shamed because the guilty and innocent would be as one.
The following year, according to local historian Ruth Meyers, the young sailor was back in line again with SSDVD, aka Same Sweetheart, Different Valentine's Day.
So, too," Meyers explained, "were a few waitresses from the Kit Kat Club and some men who worked at the Seed & Feed, and the candlestick maker and the mayor and the ministers of several of the off-mainstream protestant denominations along with random everyday people who were either walking the street to walk the street or who were out to enjoy a breath of air during their lunch hour."
The tradition has become such a strong one that, according to experts in the State Department of Unmentionable Diseases, Valentine's Day lovers in Junction City are wearing their unmentionables rather than carrying them.
Mayor Clark Trail told reporters on the infirmary steps that "he stands in the Pencillin G'day line every year whether he needs to or not."
Lorraine Morton, a paralegal at Tinkers, Evers and Chance, said that "my boss Bob Evers told me years ago never to take a Chance when it came to a safe Valentine's Day. So I stand with my sisters in the Fleming Avenue line every year as a way of saying that my marriage matters in both sickness and in health."
According to the Gladys Nelson, president of the Society for a Safe Valentine's Day, Junction City has fewer couples in need of counseling per capita than any other berg, down, city of metropolitan area in the known world.
"When love goes wrong, Penicillin G, aka Benzylpenicillin, makes all the sweet nothings right again," she said, adding, "Take the injection to make sure your clear of infection and ready for affection. Now that is safe sex"
With a little over two years left in humanity's lifetime, scientists at the Center for Absurd Prophecies (CAP) sheepishly announced this morning that the world will not end December 21, 2012.
"The bottom line," said CAP president Henry Shearer, "is that all of us can breathe a collective sigh of relief. It's too early to say whether the Mayans simply ran out of rock while carving the calendar on which all of our fears have been based or whether the Great Mayan Tomfoolery (GMT) constant used to convert Mayan dates to normal dates simply has a bug in it."
According to scientists, the new end-of-the-world date cannot be re-scheduled until the computers currently being used to manage World Series betting odds are freed up.
"When the World Series is over," said Shearer, "our HAL5000 will begin a 200-year recalculation of the glyphs in the Long Count calendar."
Vegas odds makers say there's a 2-1 chance the world will end before HAL completes the calculations. However, the Leumrian Institute at Mount Shasta says the world ended already on the day the music died and that everything since that moment has been accomplished by Disney Animation backed up by the professionals at Pixar and Industrial Light and Magic.
"We're all in the movies now," joked Shearer.
On the other side of the street from the brick and ivy office building housing CAP, actuaries in the glass and steel building housing General Amalgamated Life (GAL) "drank themselves silly" when they heard they would not be required to pay off any end-of-the-world claims based on the company's popular Armageddon Policy.
Policy holders, each of whom paid $150,000 to GAL for the increasing term life insurance policy, were promised that in the event of an act of God, the Devil, Ancient Mayans, Nuclear Winter, Global Warming or any other perils, the Earth ends on or before December 21, 2012, General Amalgamated with pay $1 million dollars to policy holders or to their heirs and assigns.
Head actuary Naomi Caldwell told reporters that some 200,000 policy holders will be pleased to hear that life as we know it will continue, but with "a tad less money" in their bank accounts.
Lawyers for numerous calendar companies, Armageddon party planners, screwed life insurance policyholders associations and Hollywood production companies, have hinted that "somebody is going to get their ass sued" over the Calendar Gate boondoggle.
"Billions of dollars have been lost," said attorney Hank Grede.
While Grede would neither confirm nor deny that he knew what he was talking about, sources whose panties are not yet in a wad said that Congress will soon be calling in movie stars, psychics and drunks who see visions to testify about "how such a thing could happen" after so many Senators and Congressmen were "paid to look the other way."
Shearer cautioned pseudo scientists against taking calendar research into their own hands, claiming that while most cosmic-focused scholarship is "rather like arguing about how many angels can dance of the head of a pin," great damage can be done through the creation of end-of-the-world prophecies which, in the long run, are seldom very fulfilling.
No matter how many times I told my high school cafeteria workers "beer is food," they never gave us anything green on St. Paddy's Day except broccoli.
The only broccoli the kids at PS 666 thought was important was Albert Broccoli, producer of the James Bond films. Broccoli in any other form was an oversized slab of garnish some cooks used when they ran out of parsley.
Student Government to the Rescue
The head of our student council, Jack Hopps of Prairieview, became a genius on St. Paddy's Day Eve when it occurred to him while drinking beer at a triple-feature horror-rama at the drive-in theatre on County Road 3724, that the head cook at PS 666 might serve beer greened up with broccoli under the pretext that it was simply a loose dip.
Disguised as his own mother on a bad day, Jack arrived at the school's cafeteria loading dock at 6:00 a.m., backing the family pick-truck in between the gravy tanker truck and the truck of loose crackers. "Jack's Mother" packaged the dip in one-gallon mayonnaise jars, so it looked right at home on the loading dock with the other factory fresh foods delivered in mass quantities for the kids who couldn't afford to pack a sack lunch from home.
Mamie Slams Down a Few Shots
Head cook Mamie Staunton, whom it was rumored served time at the state pen for serving fresh botulism at a café closed down by the health department, took a quick liking to “Jack’s Mother’s” dip. According to several truck drivers, she consumed “enough to be stinking drunk because, as everyone knows, broccoli in any form smells really bad.”
Needless to say, Mamie viewed the concoction has “a fine broccoli dip” that would disguise the fact the crackers prepared for that day’s lunch had more sawdust in them than usual. Meanwhile, those in the know—which included everyone but the real or imagined adults on the premises—viewed the “dip” as beer with a dash of broccoli in it.
Restrooms Searched to No Avail
After lunch, the school principal noted that the kids being hauled into his office “were drunker than usual.” The restrooms, PE department, band room other “usual locations” were searched, but no alcoholic beverages of any kind were found.
Suffice it to say, that if any of this really happened, it was a long time ago, so telling about it now isn’t going to get me into any trouble. Should you wish to donate a couple of gallons of Mama Hopp’s Broccoli Dip to your school cafeteria or civic organization, here’s the recipe:
How to Make the Stuff
200 gallons of light Irish beer.
1 package of chopped frozen broccoli (thawed out)
1 small jar of diced pimentos
1 pound of grated Parmesan cheese
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/52309 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!