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              My brother tells me, for such a smart guy you sure pull some stupid stunts.  
To him I say, that can be a two way street.  These are humorous vignettes, some of 
which are foibles that come close to a nomination for a Darwin Award2.  We start 
with tales that have a Jeep theme.  That’s followed by tales of me and my family 
growing up in Colorado, circa 1949 to 1967.  Last are tales from me and friends as 
we travel around the world making a career of it.  These are based on true events, 
there’s some embellishment for humorous effect and names may have been changed 
to protect those who might be innocent, or more than likely I forgot the name.  Like 
the fish that got away, every time you tell it the fish gets bigger and bigger. 
 

1 Copyright Notice:  This is the obligatory legalese.  Copyright © January 2009 by Glenn A. Smith.  Any 
reproduction and/or distribution of this work by third parties in any other format must have the express 
written approval of the author.  Title graphic © ™ 2006 Crystal River Jeep Tours by permission. 
 
2 See Wikipedia: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Darwin_Awards.  A Darwin Award is a tongue-in-cheek 
"honor" named after evolutionary theorist Charles Darwin. Awards have been given, for people who "do a 
service to Humanity by removing themselves from the Gene pool," since 1985 via internet and email. 
 

 
JEEP TALES 
 
              You never know what’s going to happen when you off-road in a Jeep.  
These are tales of incidents that have happened to me or that I know about, and in 
some cases the trail fixes to get back to civilization.  About all you can do is be as 
prepared as possible.  I learned early on to keep a collection of tools, spares and 
hardware in the Jeep for such occasions.   
 
Bell Crank Woes 
 
              When I was a kid we were on one of our annual family camping trips.  A 6 
to 8 hour Jeep ride, 12 miles from the trail head, to Mackinaw and Crescent Lakes in 
the Flattops wilderness area near Burns, Colorado.  We were maybe 100 yards from 
our camp site when the steering broke (the bell crank dropped out of the cross 
member) on our Willys, a 1948 CJ2A flat fender Jeep.  My brothers and I kicked the 
tires to steer while Dad drove on to the camp.  We spent an entire day with chains, 
baling wire and a collection of trail hardware (bolts, nuts, washers, etc.) wrapping 
and securing the bell crank back in place.  We drove out of there fully loaded (family 
of six) and Dad drove it another few weeks showing it off before he fixed it. 

 



 

 

Filtering Debris 
 
              My brother found a '53 Willys (M38A1 military Jeep) that we split the 
purchase price.  One of those rare "barn fresh" finds.  It had literally been kept in a 
ranch barn for some 20 years and we drove it home.  I was home on vacation and we 
were preparing to go camping (same spot as the story above, Mackinaw Lake in the 
Flattops wilderness area of western Colorado) so we decided to give the Jeep some 
exercise.  I inspected the old military -- installed new tires, new shocks, and changed 
oil, topped up fluid levels and tuned it.  The seats were about shot, so we lashed up 
some shade-tree seat cushions and off we went.  We got to the same spot on the trail, 
about 100 yards from the camp site, and the military Jeep quit running.  Turned out to 
be a plugged fuel filter.  The fact that 20 years of junk had accumulated in the fuel 
tank hadn't even entered our heads, which was okay until the fuel sloshed around as 
we went up the trail.  In hindsight I was surprised it ran as long as it did.  My brother 
had a spare fuel filter in his Jeep, the type that you can take apart, clean and reinstall.  
We had to clean it about a dozen times to get back to the trail head. 
 

 
 
The Axle Incident 
 
              I was living in Marble, Colorado at the time.  Some friends and their 
families were visiting, some 10 total, adults and kids.  I had a 1959 Willys CJ5 and 
took the entire bunch on a ride to Crystal City.  The kids were almost literally 
hanging off the sides and we were having a great time.  When we got to Windy Point, 
between Crystal City and Lead King Basin, the left rear of the Jeep suddenly 

dropped.  On inspection I found the u-bolts -- the ones that hold the axle in place on 
the spring -- had sheared and the axle had slipped back.  We unloaded everyone and 
sent them walking to Crystal City, about one mile back.  
              My buddy Tommy and I proceeded to jack it up and re-center the axle 
housing on the spring.  Then we wrapped a chain around it as tight as possible to hold 
it in place.  In order to keep the axle from moving forward or backward, another 
chain was looped from the rear to the axle and yet another looped from the axle to the 
front of the Jeep.  On these we used bolts/nuts and baling wire in the middle of the 
loops to get plenty of tension.  We caught our passengers about 3/4 mile down the 
road, loaded up and went home.  We kept inspecting the lashed up repair on the way 
out.  It never did move, even fully loaded. 
 
Blown Rod 
 
              Marble, Colorado again, in the early 1970’s this time.  It’s hunting season, 
and as I recall I had a 1947 Willys CJ2A at the time.  My buddy Ed and I had headed 
out early in the morning, before day break.  The upper road from Marble to Lead 
King Basin was a muddy mess from the recent snow and melt.  We had chained up 
all fours and churned our way to the summit at Silver Creek, where the Jeeps’ rod 
began to knock. 
              We were going to hike anyway, so we decided to make our way through the 
wilderness back to Marble, maybe a four mile hike, where we would get Ed’s J-series 
Jeep truck to recover the Willys.  All day and 10 miles later we end up at Avalanche 
Campground.  We had taken the wrong ravine and to top it off we never even had a 
glimpse of a deer.  It’s easily 10:00 p.m. by the time we get back to the cabin in 
Marble.  After a couple shots of pick-me-up we decided to go get the Willys.  A big 
storm was predicted for the next day and we had to get it out of there. 
              You haven’t lived ‘til you come down a steep, muddy, narrow shelf road 
with sharp switchbacks towing another vehicle in the middle of the night.  Ed put the 
truck in granny gear and idled down staying in the ruts.  I was in the Willys with the 
engine off, in 1st gear 4-wheel low, with the clutch out sliding the entire way to keep 
the tow chain taught, praying we wouldn’t jump out of the ruts.  We lived to tell the 
tale. 
 
Meeting in the Snow 
 
              Back to Dad’s ‘48 Willys (that Jeep never did get a proper name for some 
odd reason, it was always “The Jeep”).  In the early 1960’s he had put new tires on it.  
Oversize tires with a knobby tread design as I recall.    
              He wanted in the worst way to go out and test the tires in the snow.  We had 
a big storm that day and he came home from work asking who wanted to go for a 
ride.  We went to the mountains west of Golden, Colorado where we lived at the 
time.  Out in the middle of nowhere, in the middle of the night, with a foot of snow 
on the ground.  He’s following some tracks left by another vehicle and we‘re in well 
over a foot of snow. We’re pushing snow to get through. 



 

 

              Ahead we see headlights.  It’s an IHC Scout that we’ve been following.  
Now Dad hated the thought of a Scout beating his Jeep.  So we get to the end of the 
track and Dad keeps going, damned if a Scout was going to beat him, oblivious to the 
signs that they had to dig to get the Scout out. 
              At this point my brothers and I are white knuckled.  And we know full well 
that if anyone got out and shoveled, it would be us. 
              I could go off into a flight of fancy here and add to the tale.  In reality Dad 
decided about 100 feet was enough, backed out, turned around and we went home.  
We were saved and he was satisfied that those tires would get him there and back. 
 
The Devils Punchbowls 
 

 
 
              There’s a four-wheel drive road in Colorado between Marble and Crested 
Butte.  Gunnison County Road 3 over Schofield Pass.  Travel route mapping on the 
internet, or a GPS will send you over this road as the shortest route between the two 
points.   
              It took the better part of 30 years to build this road due to the rough terrain 
(circa 1880’s to 1930‘s).  The first part of the road, going west from Crested Butte to 
Crystal City, was built in the late 1800’s in part due to the mining in the area (mainly 
silver, lead, and copper).  The crew quit building at the Devils Punchbowls area, 
about two miles east of Crystal City, leaving a track barely adequate for a wagon.  It 
took until the 1930’s for the remainder of the road from Crystal City to Marble to be 
completed.  This FWD-only stretch of County Road 3 is about nine miles long. 
              Today the road from Crested Butte to the summit of Schofield Pass is a 
relatively tame gravel/dirt road.  It gets progressively rougher and primitive as you 

continue west to Schofield Park.  Just beyond the park you ford the Crystal River.  
You’re committed at that point, or as some would say, you should be committed. 
              The Devils Punchbowls section of the road is among the more dangerous in 
the state.  Literally cut out of the rock face, it’s a narrow, rocky shelf road barely 
wide enough for a full-size truck (mere inches to spare on either side).  More than a 
dozen have died going off the side.  Many more have gotten in trouble out of 
ignorance or lack of preparation.  Some years it’s closed due to un-melted snow 
slides covering the road, called the Snow Bridge. 
              A few years ago a dental equipment salesman was in Crested Butte heading 
west.  He decided to take County Road 3 over Schofield pass in his mini-van.  He got 
to Schofield Park, forded the river and made it all the way to the Snow Bridge.  He 
then tried to force his way through the snow, finally getting the van stuck.  By the 
time they got it out of there, the mini-van was totaled.   
              Many of the locals think there’s a perfectly logical reason for such behavior 
in this case.  He had to have nitrous oxide onboard.  Which must have sprung a leak 
and effected his reasoning.  That’s the only reasonable explanation. 
 

 
 
              Legend has it that in the early years the skeleton of a horse was found, reins 
tied to a tree.  The owner of the horse was never found.  Thus the name, Devils 
Punchbowl. 
 
Sliding on the Snow 
 
              Another family Jeep trip, to fish at Lost Lake if memory serves (which of 
the Lost Lakes in Colorado, I do not remember).  There was a large snow drift on the 



 

 

rocky hillside above the lake.  My brothers and I found an old piece of galvanized 
roof tin and decided that would make a good toboggan.  We dragged it to the top.  I 
was the brave one and went first.  My only mistake was not braking with my feet in 
time.  I hit the rocks at the bottom of the slope.  The tin stopped, and I rolled on 
down.  I would have hit the lake if Mom had not rushed over to stop me.  I was 
moving and crying, so she let me lay.  After awhile I got up, stretched and decided it 
wasn’t that bad after all, and hiked up to slide again.  We had fun and my brothers 
didn’t repeat my mistake. 
 
Spawning Season 
 
              Another Jeep trip to Mackinaw and Crescent Lakes.  We were camped at 
our favorite spot near the stream between the lakes.  The fish were spawning.  They 
would get into the little stream between the lakes to lay eggs.  My brothers and I 
decided that was pretty cool, and they were big fish.  So we damned up both ends to 
prevent the fish from escaping and proceeded to harvest them.  Dad didn’t catch on at 
first, we let him think we had caught them without mentioning the fact that we didn’t 
have a fishing pole. 
              When he did catch on the first thing he did was check that there were no 
Rangers around.  Even in that isolated setting a Ranger could arrive at any time.  
Once we got our talking to and destroyed the dams we had one great fish fry. 
 
Moving Rocks 
 
              My sister and a friend were out four-wheeling in her Jeep on the Taylor Pass 
road, south of the summit (Taylor Pass is near Aspen, Colorado).  They saw another 
vehicle approaching in the distance.  Knowing there wasn’t a good place to pass 
ahead they stopped at a wide spot to wait.  They could hear the vehicle ahead start, 
then stop.  After a few iterations of this the other driver finally came into view.   
              As they watched, this guy in a fancy SUV would go about 20 feet, stop, get 
out and move rocks from the road ahead, then drive another 20 feet and do it again.  
Brings tears to ones eyes. 
 
Spilt-Milk Falls 
(From Roger Neal, Crystal City, Colorado) 
 
              In the mountains of Colorado the spring water 
cascades down the hillsides and appear a frothy white.  
Traditionally the locals call them Spilt-Milk Falls.  There’s 
a reason for this.  The regional dairy associations attempt to 
keep the cost of dairy products artificially high by dumping 
their excess on the mountain sides.  As bad as that sounds, 
it’s not the worst of it.  As the milk makes its way down the 
hillside, over the rocks and through the brush, it churns into 
butter.  It’s a mess, especially for the wild animals in the 
area, including the wild turkeys.  But on the upside, in the 
winter it turns into ice cream and that‘s where they got the 

idea for Butterball turkeys... 
              This is one of the tales told to Jeep tour passengers.  Usually by the time we 
embellish and get to the ice cream part of the story people catch on.  But every now 
and then, someone believes it.  Even to the point of threatening to notify the EPA or 
write a Congressman. 
 
Trail Comments 
 
              “How did they get all the gravel up here to build this road?”  Question from 
a Jeep tour passenger as we’re going up the trail. 
              “At what age do deer turn into elk?”  A tourist asked my sister this question.  
Another variation I’ve heard is, “In what season do deer become elk?” 
              “If I jump start my car in a rain storm, will I be electrocuted?”  A tourist 
asked my wife this question. 
 
Second Best  
(By Tom Frasier, Colorado Springs, Colorado) 
 
              We’re taking a large family on a Jeep tour.  I am leading with the kids in my 
Jeep, Glenn is following with the parents in a second Jeep.  In order to assure the kids 
that it was safe I told them how I was the best Jeep driver in the state, maybe in the 
world.  Numero uno.  One of the kids pipes up and says, “I hope our parents have the 
second best driver.” 
 
ALLRIGHTY THEN! 
(From Marilyn Smith, Parachute, Colorado) 
 
              My sister reminded me not to forget this one.  Circa 1995 a bunch of family 
and friends are in five Jeeps doing the Lead King loop above Marble, Colorado.  It’s 
spring time and the river is still full from winter run off.  It‘s a nice, warm, sunny, 
beautiful day.  This is also when I found out my sisters nickname is “The Wench with 
a Winch,“ commemorating 
the fact she has a winch on 
her Jeep and her brothers did 
not.  I was leading the pack, 
and when we got to the river 
ford in Lead King Basin I 
motioned for my sister to 
drive up.  We discussed 
whether to cross the ford or 
take the bridge.  I pointed out 
that she had the winch and 
that it would be fine, I didn’t 
think the water was all that 
high.  Trusting her big 



 

 

brother, with a loud, “Allrighty then!” off she went.  Her friend in the passenger seat 
looked a little dubious. 
              They were perhaps half way across when the Jeep died and it started to float 
down river.  It went three or four feet before it filled with water and settled.  My 
sister and her friend are grabbing what they can to keep it dry, sitting on the back of 
the seats cussing up a storm.  We’re up on the bank cracking up.  I was not a popular 
fellow at that point. 
              The rest of us drove across the bridge to the other side of the ford.  David 
waded out, got the winch cable and we pulled her out.  By this time everyone, 
including my sister, is yucking it up.  When we finished lunch the Jeep had dried out 
and we continued our trip.  She may never trust me again. 
 
 
It’s Raining 
 
              It’s Saturday and I’m out doing yard work, the kids are playing nearby.  It 
starts to rain so I yell to the kids, “It’s raining.  Go quickly and roll up the windows 
on the Jeep before it gets wet.”  Off they go running as fast as they can.  When they 
get all the way over to the Jeep they realize there’s no top and no doors on it.  I did 
this to them on two different occasions‘.  They still haven’t forgiven me. 
 
Two-Lazy Two-P 
By Kenneth B. Smith, Glenwood Springs, Colorado 
 

 
 
              I was up on the Flat Tops with a bunch of buddies (The Cowboy Gun Club, 
which is a whole 'nother story ) goin' up a Jeep road.  I was in my 1954 Willys 
M38A1 bringing up the rear, as usual.  All of them were in their later model, jacked 
up, V8-equipped Jeeps and none of them could stand puttering along as slow as I 
normally go.  It had rained off and on all night, so things were a bit mucky, if ya 

know what I mean. 
              They had all stopped at this particular hill.  By the time I caught up, they all 
had spun out trying to get up it and were in the process of putting their tire chains on. 
Needless to say, they'd torn it up pretty good.  My buddy, MaKee, says, "You might 
as well chain up, we can't make it up."  To which I replied, "What the hell, let me 
give it a shot."  I dropped her into 4 low, pulled the throttle out to a medium steady 
idle and eased on up to the hill.  
              The old Willys spun a little on the way up.  I turned around at the top and 
came back down.  About half way I stopped, put it in reverse, and backed back up the 
hill. 'Course I was beepin' my horn and laughin' my ass off, while the Gun Club boys 
were rollin' around in the mud & spilt beer trying to put their chains on. Yuk, Yuk, 
Yuk. 
              They did eventually get up the hill, 'course I made 'em run behind me the 
rest of the day... 
              (Comment:  It’s a Jeep thing…  I get it! -- GAS) 
 
GROWING UP IN COLORADO  
 
              One of my Uncles swears that he never thought my brothers and I would 
ever reach puberty.  These tales are why. 
 
Buried 
 
              My brother Randy was the digger in the family.  He had a spot on the 
hillside behind the house where he was digging a cave, as he called it.  Loose dirt 
land fill so it was easy to dig in.  I had just happened to walk over to see what he was 
up to and saw his feet sticking out of the ground, so I pulled him out.  It had caved in 
on him just before I walked up.  He learned the hard way why they use bracings in 
mines. 
 
The Bicycle Bridge 
 
              We had set a long 2x8 plank across a ravine at the back of the house which 
we would ride our bicycles across.  It was about a 15 foot span and easily a 10 foot 
drop.  They caught us teaching our cousins how to ride across.  That was the end of 
the bridge. 
 
Ropes Swing 
 
              Dad had a big sisal rope, over 1 inch thick and 30 foot long, that we would 
use to make a swing.  The first one was attached to a telephone pole, wrapped around 
one of the foot pegs (they put pegs, similar to railroad spikes, in the poles to climb up 
and down) and big knots tied at the end of it for foot and hand holds.  The pole was 
on the edge of a ditch with about a 10 foot drop to the bottom.  We would get a 
running start, launch out over the ravine, swing in an arc and land on the bank on the 



 

 

other side.  The contest was who could swing out the farthest and still land back on 
the bank. 
              I was in the middle of my swing when the rope came loose.  I must have 
flown 20 feet before I belly flopped at the bottom of the ditch.  Knocked the wind out 
of me.  I was crying, my brothers didn’t see any blood so decided I was okay.  They 
retrieved the rope, shinnied up to reattach it and began swinging again.  It wasn’t too 
long before I rejoined them. 
              A few years later we had rented a house in town.  It had a big porch and an 
even bigger cottonwood tree at the front.  We attached the rope to the tree and would 
swing out over the street from one side of the porch roof to the other.  Great fun.  
Then one of us got the bright idea to swing out as a car went by to give the driver a 
scare.  Things were fine until some guy took exception to our shenanigans.  
Fortunately Dad was home at the time and heard the ruckus.  He almost got into a 
fight with the guy.  That was the end of that swing. 
 
Stilts 
 
              I don’t recall how, but we learned to make stilts.  Rather simple 2x2 legs 
with a 2x4 wedge for your feet and enough length at the top to hold them to your 
thigh.  The first were 3-foot stilts.  We would compete with each other and got so 
good we could run, dance and pirouette.  That led to the 6-footers that we were just 
as good on.  We added a strap to the foot pegs to hold our feet in place and a belt to 
hold the poles to our legs… Look Ma, no hands! 
              Then came the 10-foot monster stilts.  I never liked them much, but little 
brother did.  One evening he was walking down around the softball field showing off 
for the girls and tripped on the gravel, breaking his arm when he fell.  That was the 
end of the stilts. 
 
Chugs 
 
              We loved to go sledding in the winter.  The city would block off a street 
with a big hill for the kids to sled down.  We would sled until our lips were blue and 
our pant legs and coats were stiff with ice and snow.  We longed for that same thrill 
in the summer, so we started to build sleds with wheels that we called Chugs.  I have 
no idea where the name came from, perhaps from the slang term “chugging-along,” 
to go doggedly down a path.   
              These were rather crude but sophisticated at the same time, like a poor mans 
soap-box derby.  We used baby buggy wheels and metal rods for axles.  The body 
was a sheet of plywood and a 2x4 on the front that 
pivoted on a bolt for steering and a rope for 
stability and to pull it with.  We attached the axles 
by bending nails over the metal rod and a washer 
and cotter pin on the end to hold the wheels on.  
Everything we used we scavenged in Dads junk 
pile or found when we would go to the local 

dump.  We later added a wood lever to a rear wheel for a friction brake (like on a 
horse-drawn wagon) because Mom would get upset when we wore out the soles of 
our shoes so quick.  But what a thrill going down a steep hill. 
              Everything was fine until my brother came home wounded.  He had lost a 
wheel and wrecked.  When he flipped the axle had put a hole in his leg.  It wasn’t 
long after that we got bicycles for Christmas and lost interest. 
 
Light My Fire 
 
              I was perhaps 14.  We were with Mom fishing at Dinkle Lake south of 
Carbondale, Colorado.  She had brought hot dogs and marshmallows for us.  The 
kids decided to start a fire.  Emulating our father, we gathered wood and poured 
some gas on the kindling.  Then I realized I didn’t have any matches.  But, I had a 
Zippo lighter!  I got down low to the ground, stretched my arm as far as possible 
toward the pile of kindling, and lit it.  About a month later what little facial hair I had 
grew back. 
 
Jackass 
 
              My brothers and I would go up the mountain behind the house to target 
practice with our BB rifles.  Walking home one day they spied the neighbors jackass 
with a hard-on. What a great target... the poor thing got no rest that afternoon and 
may never have gotten horny again. 
 
CAREER TRAVELS  
 
              Most of my career was spent stationed overseas with the US Government.  It 
wasn’t the job, it was the adventure. 
 
Oxen Confrontations 
 
              My first overseas assignment was to the American Embassy in Rawalpindi, 
Pakistan as a US Marine Security Guard, popularly called an MSG.  Nearby 
Islamabad was a new city at the time and we would have to commute from there to 
“Pindi” for duty at the Embassy.  I had just gotten off duty and was driving home.  
I’m going along at about 50 mph when I spot a farmer and his oxen ahead.  In my 
inexperience I thought, surely he would stop the oxen and let me pass before crossing 
the road.  He didn’t. 
              In Pakistan, if you are unfortunate enough to somehow kill an oxen you end 
up owing the owner of that oxen its cost, and the cost of all the goods it would have 
produced over its lifetime.  This was going through my head as the oxen stepped onto 
the road.  I hit the ditch risking myself and the car rather than face that dilemma.  I 
was able to control the fishtail and get back on the road.  The car had to go to the 
garage. 
              Later one of my friends, we’ll call him Bill, was driving his girl friends 
brand new VW Beetle.  Just going to the store and back.  On his return he came up 



 

 

behind a farmer and his oxen walking along in the middle of the road oblivious to the 
fact Bill wanted to pass.  Going along slowly, pacing the oxen, something diverted 
Bills attention.  He didn’t see the oxen stop and the front bumper of the VW hit the 
back of the oxen.  The oxen sat on the hood, put a big dent in it and crapped.  The 
farmer and the oxen continued down the road.  Bill was devastated… his girls new 
car, oh my!  He went directly to a local panel beater (that’s what they called an auto 
body shop).  An hour later, poorer but wiser, the damage was fixed.  I don’t think 
anyone ever told his girl about that incident. 
 
The Cure-All Sign 
 
              One night the guys at the 
Marine House were tying one on.  The 
conversation turned to a discussion of a 
particular sign in Rawalpindi that 
advertises a cure-all.  You would not 
believe all the maladies it would cure.  
Someone had the bright idea to go out 
and get the sign as a souvenir.  Off we 
went.  While trying to get the sign, we 
did not notice the chowkidor (guard) 
coming around the corner.  He started 
screaming, we got in the car to make our 
get-away.  The chowkidor threw his 
walking stick, shattering the rear 
window. That ended our night time 
forays for awhile.  It wasn’t too much 
longer after that Washington HQ banned 
MSG’s from driving overseas and they 
were assigned a vehicle and driver from 
the Embassy motor pool. 
 
Pakistan vs. India 
 
       The Indo-Pak war circa 1972, the Indian Air Force is attacking the airport 
outside of Rawalpindi.  They attacked a number of times, over as many days, but 
never seemed to be able to put it out of service.  It was realized later that if the pilots 
had flown down the runway, instead of across it, they would have had the devastating 
effect they were after.  Gen. Chuck Yeager was the Defense Attaché at the time.  The 
Indians blew up his plane.  He was not happy. 
 
Mafia Connection 
 
       Newly married and starting college, our first home in Pueblo, Colorado was a 
basement apartment in the middle of what turned out to be Little Italy, circa 1972. 
We learned later that the landlord was the local Don.  While we were living there 
(this is reportedly a true story) he was thrown in jail for shooting some guy in a bar 

fight.  Not only did he get the VIP treatment in jail (color TV, open cell, the best 
food), but the case was thrown out of court because the DA could not find a witness 
that saw the bullet leave the gun.  Did I mention that shortly after that event, we 
moved? 
 
Snorkeling 
 
       If you snorkel or scuba you know how time and distance can easily be forgotten.  
New to the sport, I was snorkeling off the coast at Dar es Salaam, Tanzania.  I was so 
focused on the coral and spotting shells that when I finally did look up I could barely 
see the shore.  The tide was going out, taking me with it.  I slowly worked my way 
back to shore, lesson learned. 
       Another snorkeling trip off an island in the Seychelles.  I’m with a friend and we 
come up on a Grouper, coming out of it’s hole to check us out, like we’re potential 
dinner or something.  He was easily 10 foot long.  Big fish!  We were glad he wasn’t 
that hungry.  Later we saw a shark in the distance.  It didn’t take long to get out of the 
water for that day. 
 
Shocking Solution 
 
       The house we were assigned in Dar es Salaam, Tanzania would give us electrical 
shocks off the appliances.  The power there was 220 volt, so it was rather serious.  
Nobody could solve the problem so we got into the habit of never going into the 
kitchen without rubber soled shoes on. 
       An expatriate American engineer finally found the solution.  Seems the house 
was built on land fill with a deep strata of coral just a few feet down.  Typical of 
construction at the time, grounding of the house had been accomplished by sinking a 
copper rod into the ground, usually about 6 feet deep.  He had installed a 12 foot rod 
which should have solved the issue and did not.  Once the underlying coral was 
discovered he realized that coral is electrically inert, very poor grounding material.  
Installation of a metal grounding grid in the yard solved the problem. 
 
Safari and the Maasai 
 
              On our way to the game park in Tanzania I spied a group of Maasai warriors 
ahead.  As we drove by I took their picture.  Looking back, they were throwing their 
spears at us.  Phil, the driver, was pissed.  Taking a picture of natives was forbidden 
without their permission.  Seems they believed the picture would steal their soul.  
And we had to drive back the same road to get home.  Unfortunately the picture came 
out blurred. 
              The same trip, we arrive at the home of a group of researchers from the 
University of Pennsylvania who are studying chimpanzees.  It’s dark and we get out 
and go inside.  No sooner do we get in the door of the hut, two of our party start 
yelling and slapping at themselves.  It didn’t take long for them to strip off most of 
their clothes.  Seems they were in the back seat and got out on top of a large pile of 
army ants.   



 

 

              A later safari to the 
Maasai Mara game park in 
Kenya.  We are visiting a local 
village and the chief kept 
getting next to my wife, 
touching and giving her more 
attention than one would 
expect.  We found out later that 
he asked our guide if she was 
available.  He wanted to add 
her to his harem. 
 
The Russians vs Nick 
 
              In the Seychelles we had a young Foreign Service officer assigned, we’ll 
call him Nick.  Now Nick was born in the USSR.  His family immigrated to the USA 
when he was about 10.  He spoke native Russian, but his English was pure American 
so you would never guess.  The U.S. Ambassador would attend monthly luncheons 
with the Chinese and Soviet delegations, and I was dragged to one as a guest, partly 
to make them wonder who I was and needlessly spend resources trying to find out.  
At the end of the luncheon Nick started talking to the Russians, who up to that time 
had no idea he spoke their language.  They left with very worried looks. 
              The Russian navy would frequently anchor in Victoria harbor.  When the 
crewmen would come onshore, they always came in groups.  They would buy a pack 
of gum for the entire group, a soda to share, etc.  The locals hated them for it.  A 
guard on one of the ships spied a launch coming out of the harbor.  The launch pulled 
up to the ship claiming to have a case of booze for the Captain compliments of the 
Russian Ambassador.  The ship called the Soviet embassy and were told they had no 
information about such a gift.  And from the description it had to be the American, 
Nick (who had his own boat).  They dumped the booze overboard.  Later it was 
learned that the story was true, Nick wasn’t the culprit after all.  Little victories 
counted too during the cold war. 
 
The Outback in Ethiopia 
 
              Our daughter is visiting in Ethiopia and we decide to take a road trip from 
Addis Ababa to Gondar.  Normally a one day trip, overnight in Gondar and return.  
Gondar is the former capital of Ethiopia and is historically significant to their 
religion.  We had to register with the government and get travel permits before 
departure.  Shortly after crossing the militarily significant bridge at the Blue Nile 
gorge we stopped at a waterfall for lunch.  Some military guys are washing cloths in 
the falls.  While we’re eating lunch they strip and start showering.  Our 14 year old 
daughter was fascinated.  We had also given one of the passing soldiers a cold can of 
Coca-Cola.  He went down the road holding it to his face and to those around him, 
fascinated that it was so cold. 

              Not too far from Gondar 
we had a flat tire.  Blew out the 
side wall.  This meant our return 
trip would be without a spare.  In 
Gondar we found out the hotel had 
two rates.  One for locals, another 
for feringees (foreigners).  No 
amount of arguing would change 
their mind.  It was rather late when 
we returned to our room after 
dinner.  No hot water.  They turned 
it off after 6:00 pm and would not 
turn it on again until late in the 
morning.  American logic just did 
not apply there. 
              Our return trip was uneventful until we had another flat tire.  This time a 
slow leak from a nail.  I did not have a tire repair kit nor an air pump or tire tools, but 
I did have a spare inner tube.  Our Ethiopian friend traveling with us decided he 
would hop a bus with the tire and get it repaired at the next town.  The first bus to go 
by was going the wrong way, but he boarded anyway since it could be some time 
before the next would pass.  Meanwhile I put the other, blown out tire and wheel 
back on just in case.  It hadn’t been five minutes, here comes another bus from 
behind us.  As it passed our friend waved to us.  We now know he’s ahead of us.  We 
found out later a lady on the bus was beating him with her cane because he left us 
there alone with no protection and she was sure bandits would get us. 
              When we had the flat tire there was no one in sight.  Within mere minutes 
we had an audience of 3 locals who seemed to come out of nowhere.  After our friend 
left with the tire my wife picked up enough of their conversation to know they were 
talking about our daughter and planning something.  So I told her to get in the car 
while I stood at the front.  Once she was in, I got in, started the engine and headed 
down the road limping along on the flat tire.  The locals thought this was crazy.  They 
ran beside us chattering, pointing at the tire, for about almost a mile.  Others did the 
same as we went down the road.  Looking in the rear view mirror I noticed one guy 
pointing a rifle at us.  I put on a little more speed after that. 
              We must have gone about 10 miles when we saw a car approaching.  As it 
got closer we could see the lights flashing and it was full of people.  It was our friend 
returning with the repaired tire and an entourage wanting to see the white folks.  Cost 
us US$100.00, but worth it to get us back on the road. 
              At this point we’re way behind schedule to make it to Addis Ababa by 
nightfall.  We arrive at the Blue Nile bridge check point at dusk and the military 
refuses to let us continue.  The threat of bandits along the road ahead is too great.  
Who do we meet on the bridge but the same soldier we gave the cold Coca-Cola too.  
We were instant friends with he and his mates.  Our dinner consisted of whatever 
snacks and drinks were left in the car.  Mosquitoes like to eat us alive sleeping in the 
car, but we left in the morning and made it home without further incident. 



 

 

Fish Story 
 
              The American Embassy in 
Ethiopia maintained property at 
Lake Langano that the Embassy 
staff used as a weekend get-away.  
We were spending a weekend there 
with our friend Diane.  The lake 
had fish, but they were strange 
looking, almost prehistoric.  The 
head was like a catfish, but the tail 
fin formed a half circle around the 
tail from about mid-body back.  
They easily weighed in at 4-5 
pounds.  Diane had never fished so 
we talked her into giving it a try.  
We’re sitting on the dock talking 
and joking, she’s holding the butt of the fishing rod in her crotch since she was 
unsure exactly how to hold it.  She gets a bite and things start getting interesting. 
              The fish was fighting, she kept holding the rod tight in her crotch saying 
over and over, “Oh my God… What do I do... Oh my God…”  I suggested a number 
of times that she reel it in but she was too excited and wasn’t listening.  Next thing I 
know she’s saying, very loudly in an excited voice, “Now I know why men like to 
fish!  This is the best orgasm I’ve had in years!”  I fell off the dock I was laughing so 
hard. 
 
Camel Herders 
 
              We were returning to 
Addis Ababa after having 
recovered from the fish story 
when we came upon a large herd 
of camels being moved from one 
point to another.  Ethiopian camel 
herders, like so many other tribal 
cultures in Africa, believe a 
photograph steals their soul 
unless they permit the picture to 
be taken.  Typically this involves 
the exchange of some form of 
compensation, preferably money.   
              Our friend Diane decides to take a picture as we go by.  In the rear view 
mirror I see one of the herders raring back to throw his spear.  I little déjà vu there.  
 
 

What Goes Up Must Come Down 
 
              Celebrations while we were in Ethiopia always included the military firing 
their weapons in the air.  Many houses in the city, including ours, have holes in the 
roof from this tradition, and a few people have died.  While I was away on a trip my 
wife was surprised one morning by one of these celebrations (we had a military 
compound on three sides of our residence).  She noticed blood and thought she’d 
been shot.  She panicked and started calling everyone she could think of.  It turned 
out that when she was startled awake she had scratched her face with a fingernail. 
              Many of the houses on the Embassy compound had holes in their walls.  
These were from nearby guards going to sleep with their fingers on the trigger. 
 
The Road Crossing 
 
              Circa 1992 in Ethiopia the civil war there had come to an end.  The majority 
of the military were young soldiers, 16 at most.  I was off on a trip and my wife was 
driving to work alone one morning.  As she approached an intersection a young 
soldier walked into the road, stopped, put his rifle to his shoulder and pointed it at 
her.  She of course stopped immediately with thoughts of how to escape this 
dilemma.   
              A moment later that soldiers platoon crossed the road from the side street.  It 
was now clear that he was the crossing guard.  As they passed he lowered his weapon 
and joined them.  The incident definitely got her heart started. 
 
Driving In Taiwan 
 
              We lived about 11 miles from work.  Our commute was a hour in the 
morning to work, and an hour and a half in the evening to get home.  Cushman-like 
scooters are on the road everywhere, per capita one per family.  As we’re going to 
work one morning I see a young woman on a scooter entering the eight lane street 
we’re on.  She’s moving across the lanes as we pass and she runs into the side of the 
Jeep.  I slowed and watched in the mirror.  She got up, picked up the scooter and 
continued on her journey as if 
nothing happened.   
              In Taiwan most deliveries 
were made using scooters.  You 
name it, it would get tied to a scooter, 
including chickens.  Many of the 
Taiwanese use butane for heating and 
cooking.  Typically small bottles like 
we use for grills.  Bottled gas was 
delivered using scooters.  They 
would have 10-12 gas bottles tied to 
a scooter, like a bomb on two wheels.  
I shied away from them. 



 

 

              One of the Taiwanese employees purchased a nice Chevrolet from one of 
the Americans.  He was returning home late one night when a car full of drunk 
soldiers jumped the median and landed on the hood of his car.  The young soldier 
driving died.  The case went to court and he was found guilty and held liable for 
damages even though he was clearly innocent.  The reason?  If he hadn’t been there, 
it wouldn’t have happened and the young man would not have died.  There was also 
an unwritten rule that if you were in an accident, and you had the bigger vehicle, you 
were automatically at fault.  I never did come to terms with Chinese logic. 
 
Save Your Battery 
 
              You had to be especially careful driving at night in Africa.  There’s the near 
universal belief that driving with your lights off saves the battery. 
 
Lost Luggage 
 
              In the Foreign Service transferring to a new post can be a shipping 
nightmare.  Each employee is allowed one small air freight shipment and a larger, 
slower, surface freight shipment of household effects (HHE) destined for the new 
post.  After arriving in Ethiopia, our air freight did not show up.  We lived the first 
six months out of our suitcases.  A week after the delivery of our HHE, they found 
our air freight at the airport.  It had been there the entire time.  One of the Embassy 
employees spotted it as he walked through their warehouse.  It had arrived without 
paperwork.  Despite the fact it was clearly stenciled, addressed to me at the American 
Embassy, it got stuffed into their warehouse as unclaimed. 
              Traveling home from Taiwan we stopped in San Francisco.  We were 
staying a few days there with friends.  When we got to their house we were preparing 
to go to Fisherman’s Wharf for dinner.  That’s when we realized one of the bags was 
missing, the one with mail in it to be posted on arrival in the US.  One of the mail 
items had jewelry to be mailed to the Ambassadors daughter as a gift.  We were 
frantic.  Calling the airport lost and found drew a blank, and security was no help.  
We decided to go ahead and go to dinner via the airport on the off chance that we 
could locate the missing suitcase.  We pulled up to the arrival area and there it is.  
Sitting in the middle of the sidewalk where it had been left when I loaded the car two 
hours earlier. 
 
Visiting Fiji 
 
              We were stationed in Fiji when my brother and his friend Paul came for a 
visit.  Their first time out of the USA.  They arrived the night before my arrival from 
DC, and the three of us were driving home to Suva.  This is what I wrote after the 
visit. 

              Kenny came for a visit for two weeks, with his buddy (and long-
time family friend) Paul.  This may be a long story, but worth it I think.  
              I left Washington, DC and met them at Nadi (non-dee) 

International airport on the second of February.  Since Nadi is some 120 
miles from Suva, they rented a car for wheels during their stay and I drove 
them to Suva on the southeast coastal road (Queens Highway).  I guess Paul 
got a few more gray hairs the night they arrived.  It seems Kenny wasn't 
really focusing on the fact that Fiji is a right-hand drive country, as he drove 
from the airport to the hotel in the rental car.   
              I had intended a leisurely drive around the island.  But my plan 
didn't include the fact that the Super Bowl was being played that day.  Not 
that we're Bronco fans or anything, but there was some little pressure to find 
a bar with a TV or get home for “The Game.”  I got the hint when Kenny 
pulled out his battery operated Bronco hat.  Suffice it to say, after that ride 
Kenny may have a few more gray hairs, and maybe Paul too.  
              We made it home for the start of the game (Monday 12:00 noon 
Fiji time), with minutes to spare since I was faced with a newly installed 
satellite system I had never seen. Then that night a Super Bowl party at the 
Defense Attachés house to watch the replay, under threat of death if anyone 
told the score.  
              The next morning I showed Kenny and Paul the general street 
layout in the city, where the Embassy was, and how to get home using a city 
map.  They left me at the Embassy, and off they went in a cloud of dust.  
They ended up in a Fijian Village some 2-hours out of town, on the coast to 
the north.  I think I forgot to tell them that it's cannibal country.  They ended 
up making a sacrifice by drinking Grog and eating fish with the villagers.  
Grog is made from the local Kava root, mildly intoxicating.  Surprisingly 
enough, none of that gave them a rolling belly.  

              The next day they ventured into the interior.  No villages this time, 
though.  Then Friday we all golfed.  No comment on who did what.  
Saturday rolls around and we go with a group of Embassy people to 
Nukalau Island, just off the coast from Suva.  Paul ended up being the 
anchor man (at low tide he found the anchor we lost while water skiing).  It 
was rainy and overcast, not a great day for the beach.  I spent most of the 
day reading and catching up on some much needed sleep.  
              Sunday we three go fishing with a local friend, Guy Hawley 
(Australian doctor).  Caught one Mahi-Mahi and about eight Yellow Fin 
Tuna.  It was a nice rolling ocean, I got sick and crashed, but I did catch one 
fish at the end.  Kenny helped clean/filet them and we ended up with a nice 
mess of fish for dinner.  
              Tuesday found Kenny and Paul on their way to Beqa (bang-ah) 
Island, about 45 minutes away and 20 minutes off the coast.  They stayed at 
Marlin Bay and went snorkeling and diving at another outer island.  Highly 
recommended, especially the snorkeling.  Mosquito bitten, tired and happy 
they returned on Wednesday night only to find Patsy and I waiting a surprise 
dinner party for them, with some local friends in attendance.  How were we 
to know they wouldn't arrive 'til after it started?  By now they are firmly into 
"Fiji time," where things happen when they happen.  



 

 

              On Thursday the daring pair, in their by now intrepid little rent-a-
car, took off on the King's Highway (the northern route around the island) to 
Nadi.  Much of the King’s Highway is a narrow dirt road and not an easy 
drive.  You pay dearly if you miss seeing one of the local buses careening 
around a blind corner.  On the way they stopped and saw their village 
friends, leaving some traditional gifts, and were given straw mats woven by 
the village.  What luck!  I guess the cannibal reports were false.  They even 
trotted out the single village girls for Kenny's approval, on the off chance 
that he would take a Fijian wife!  
              Friday they take a day trip to Beachcomber Island off the west 
coast.  A favorite spot of the twenty and thirty something’s, and Japanese 
tourists.  It turned out to be a rainy day with a bottomless glass at the bar!  
Again, what luck.  
              Saturday is departure day, and Patsy and I drive to Nadi.  The 
weather cleared nicely and we spent the afternoon playing golf at the 
Denarau Sheraton.  Paul and Kenny now look like a couple of very happy 
boiled lobsters.  Quick showers, a couple of drinks, and off to the airport.  
We say goodbye to the brave little rent-a-car (gears may be missing a tooth 
here or there, but none the worse for wear), stand in line to check onto the 
flight, and barely make it to the Restaurant before closing.  Foiled again, the 
cook had already cleaned up!  We went to the bar and Patsy wheedled the 
cook out of some appetizers.  Happy goodbyes all around, then off through 
the departures gate they went.  
              A wonderful two weeks, and Kenny is telling me I can't leave here 
'til he comes back again.  Some kind of veiled threat.  Parts left out of the 
tale above: Tex-Mex dinner with the Embassy staff, Guinness Appreciation 
Society meeting, darts (I still think Paul was sandbagging), and a tour of the 
Embassy and Ambassador's residence.  

 

WAWA 
 
              Stationed in Ghana I learned a new acronym, WAWA (wah-wah).  
Whenever something would happen, or fail to happen, dealing with the local 
populace or culture, we would look at each other and say, “WAWA”, nod knowingly 
and go about our business.  WAWA: West Africa Wins Again! 
 
Chickens and a Goat 
 
              While stationed at the American Embassy in Freetown, Sierra Leone, part of 
my wife’s job was to go to villages in the bush to inspect projects financed by the 
U.S. government.  Inevitably the village would honor her (as the USG representative) 
with a gift.  The first time it happened she came home with 3 chickens and a basket of 
cucumbers.  Another time, a goat.  The chickens were still in the vehicle when the 
dispatcher sent the car and driver to pick up a VIP at the helipad.   
 
My Zippo 
 
              I was flying across Africa, 
returning home to Freetown from a 
conference in Zimbabwe, circa 2003.  
I had to change flights in Accra, 
Ghana for the last leg of my trip.  I 
had gone through the first security 
check and was entering the second 
one at the gate.  We had to take 
everything out of our pockets and 
shoes off to put through the x-ray 
machine.  The guard spied my Zippo 
and asked what it was.  I told him a 
cigarette lighter.  He said he would have to confiscate it because cigarette lighters are 
“incendiary devices.”  I told him it was not because it was a Zippo and I would prove 
it to him.  No way were they getting my Zippo.  Even if it meant walking away with 
the empty case, because my daughter had given it to me as a Fathers Day gift.  
Besides that, airport security in Africa had a reputation for scamming travelers. 
              I got through the security check, put my shoes back on, and with the guard 
in tow found the supervisor.  As they watched I took the Zippo apart, used a pen to 
take the cotton wadding out and laid it all on the table.  The guard picked up the case, 
turned it over a couple of times inspecting it, and asked, ”Where’s the gas?”  I told 
him, there is no gas because it’s a Zippo.  He looked at me mystified and the 
supervisor said okay, I could keep my lighter. 
              After I put it back together, before I could slip it back in my pocket, the 
supervisor said, “Light it.”  I did, and it did.  One of my more satisfying moments. 
 
 



 

 

Airport Travails 
 
              I was departing Addis Ababa, in the airport security check area, when I was 
told they would have to confiscate my Leatherman.  I was so used to having it on my 
belt that I forgot.  It was a Christmas gift from my daughter and no way did I want to 
lose it.  After some rather animated discussion they escorted me and my Leatherman 
to the tarmac where I found my bag and locked it up. 
              Traveling in Africa you had to be alert for airport security scams.  They 
would occasionally prey on the foreign traveler taking them into a curtained off area 
for a body search.  They would then go through your purse, wallet or briefcase, 
claiming that it was illegal to transport cash out of the country, regardless how much 
you might have.  If you’re adamant enough they will finally get frustrated and let you 
board. 
              In Taiwan we had a rotating schedule for non-pro courier duty, escorting the 
classified pouch to and from Okinawa, circa 1997.  As we were touching down in 
Okinawa the plane suddenly accelerated back into the air.  Later my partner, who had 
the window seat, said the pilot had not lowered the landing gear.   
              I was in the habit of keeping my darts and a pen knife in my briefcase.  At 
the end of the same trip above, airport security found them when we checked in for 
our return flight.  Rather than confiscate them they sealed the darts and pen knife in 
an envelope and the pilot would return them to me upon arrival in Taiwan.  As we are 
approaching Taipei, about 30 minutes out, the stewardess handed me the envelope.  I 
said thank you. 
 
Announcement 
 
              I was stationed at Ft. Devon’s, Massachusetts, training Company C.   We 
had a soldier assigned that the First Sergeant took a special liking to.  He loved to get 
on the barracks PA, crank up the volume, and announce, “Peter Eaton… Eat’n Peter.  
Report to the First Sergeant ASAP!“ 
 
Boys Will Be Boys, Even in Berlin 
 
              My job in the Army was 
communications intercept and analysis 
targeting the Soviets and East Germans.  
A Cold Warrior, if you will -- a code 
breaker -- and if I tell you any more, I‘d 
have to shoot you.  I got a FIGMO 
attitude and decided to mess with my 
fellow warriors.  The technical 
descriptions aside, I repetitiously 
transmitted the five-note theme from the 
movie “Close Encounters of the Third 
Kind” and tipped it off to the Linguists 

in another section of the building.  When they dialed up to it, many thought the aliens 
were outside, including the watch commander.  I admitted to my indiscretion and had 
my hand slapped,  but it was worth it. 
              This happened at Field Station Berlin (FSB), an Army Intelligence and 
Security Command (INSCOM) unit.  There were two hills in Berlin, rubble piles 
built from the debris when they cleaned up the city after WWII.  FSB was built on 
one of the rubble piles to maximize radio reception since it was the highest elevation 
for miles.  The site was called the Tuefelsberg Radar Facility.  The funny thing was, 
from a distance the structure looked like a dildo with two balls.  I always thought that 
was a rather ironic image for the American Army to project. 
              The other rubble pile had a park at the summit where the Germans would fly 
model airplanes.  We would occasionally transmit a jamming signal to mess with 
them.  No one was safe. 
              We had a young soldier assigned that was, shall we say, different.  We 
called him Gary Glitter.  He would jog from the barracks to work on a daily basis.  
More than once he showed up with no clothes on but otherwise unscathed, claiming 
to have been attacked as he was jogging through the Grunewald (forest).  Gary had a 
side job, exotic dancer in a downtown club.  He would practice in the barracks by 
oiling himself up, sprinkling glitter, and posing in front of a mirror.  Then take a 
shower and do it all again.  He had a good time.  His roommate was nervous. 
              The Army grunts would occasionally have an exercise in the Grunewald. 
Top brass decided to run an INSCOM 
tactical operation against them (mainly 
monitoring their radio transmissions). The 
story goes that a few hours after the 
operation started, one of the grunts could 
not get his secure radio to work so he 
transmitted in the clear. Based on that 
information, the team had the General 
pinpointed and killed on paper shortly 
thereafter. I imagine if they found the guy 
his Army career was significantly shorter. 
              Berlin, before the wall came 
down, was a city of contrasts. The west 
appeared bright and cheery, while the east 
was dark and dreary. The radio tower in 
East Berlin had a myth associated with it, 
locally called “The Popes Revenge“.  
When the sun would shine, a cross would 
reflect off the tower ball. The designers 
swore this was not supposed to happen 
and it has been rebuilt at least once 
because of it. The church steeples in the 
foreground of the picture are in West 
Berlin.  



 

 

Puzzle Palace 
 
              NSA is full of head cases.  More than once they discovered employees 
wandering the hallways.  They had a workplace, but walked the hallways all day 
looking like they knew what they were doing.   
              There’s also a story out of the Department of State.  It seems a civil service 
secretary, now called office manager, wasn’t quite enamored of her job.  She would 
sit and watch daytime soaps at her desk.  No amount of work load, cajoling or bad 
evaluations deterred her.  And if you have ever tried to get a USG civil servant 
transferred or fired, it is not for the faint of heart. 
 
 
Playing Possum 
 
              Our retirement home is 
somewhat isolated, out in the 
country in East Texas and various 
wild animals occasionally show 
up in our yard.  It’s winter, along 
about February.  It’s getting dark 
early and I had gone out onto the 
patio to fire up the BBQ for 
steaks.  My habit is to open the lid 
to light the grill, make sure the 
flame is going, then shut the lid to 
let it warm up.  No sooner had I 
lit it than I smelled burning hair, then heard and saw some movement under the grate 
near the burners.  I turned it off, pulled the grill from the wall and could not see 
anything.  By the time I returned with a flashlight whatever it was had crawled out 
and was hanging there not moving. 
              Using a broom stick I coaxed him to the deck and realized it‘s a possum.  
Whenever I would poke him, he’d bare his teeth and growl, then go back to playing 
possum.  The poor thing was burnt real bad, we were sure he would never survive 
and decided to put him out of his misery. 
              I had never dealt with a possum before.  I first shot him with a pump pellet 
rifle.  That didn’t seem to phase him, he would still growl and bare his teeth.  So, 
right in the head with a .22 pistol.  He’s still moving.  He could not possibly be alive 
with a bullet to the head.  Another shot and he’s still moving, pushing with his rear 
legs barely inching along the ground.  So we decide to leave him there and dispose of 
the body in the morning. 
              The next morning, no possum.  I could not find him anywhere.  We figured 
another animal had dragged the body off for dinner.  The following spring I’m raking 
leaves into a pile to burn, perhaps 50 feet from where the possum was shot, and I find 
the body.  He had crawled that far and buried himself under the leaf pile.  I now have 
a new perspective on the term playing possum. 

Tortoises Do It Too 
 
              In Washington, D.C. we are taking our daughter to the National Zoo.  As we 
enter the gate we hear this horrendous sound, like an animal in great pain.  We 
followed the sound and not far ahead was the tortoise pen.  You cannot imagine the 
amount of noise a male tortoise makes trying to copulate.  It was not an easy 
explanation to a little girl. 

 
 
 
Christmas Tree 
 
              Christmas, 2002 in Sierra Leone.  Freetown was a 
limited shipment post and we didn’t have our usual holiday 
decorations.  We’re playing golf and my wife spies a tree 
branch that struck her as being the perfect Christmas tree.  
So she stuck it in her golf bag.  As we’re leaving the club 
house one of the ladies, out of the blue, comments, “Found 
your Christmas tree I see.”  We all got a chuckle out of that 
one.  She put that branch in a planter basket with stones to 
prop it up, we bought some cheap local decorations and had 
a very merry Christmas indeed. 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Dildo 
 
              A dildo has strong image value across all cultures.  This 
is how it was told to me, to my knowledge this is a true story. 
              While we were in Ethiopia USAID initiated a project to 
supply the populace with condoms as a preventative for AIDS, 
circa 1993.  Part of this effort was teaching the populace how to 
use a condom properly.  At first the instructor used a finger as a 
prop to represent a mans penis.  When they observed the men and 
women walking around the village with condoms on their fingers 
it was back to the drawing board. 
              The next teaching aid selected was a stick roughly 
symbolic of a penis.  When the sticks with condoms started 
showing up stuck in the ground in front of huts, strike two.   
              The final effort was the acquisition of a supply of dildos.  
We contracted with a local artisan to carve a supply of 
recognizable erect penises roughly equivalent      to the average 
male. The final product was easily 10 inches long. Reports were 
this succeeded as a teaching aid.  I liked to tell people I modeled 
for it. Similar efforts were mounted in other countries. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

_____________________________________________ 
 
If you’ve read this far, I hope you enjoyed the tales.  I’m just another guy trying to 
make his way in this world.  If you liked it, send a donation to the author in 
appreciation.  Kind of like the shareware concept.  If you want to submit a tale, read 
on. 
 

_____________________________________________ 
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