Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind XCV, 30 Sep 04

Suppose a woman has sex with a corpse in a morgue and while she is doing it, hits her head and knocks herself unconscious.  Does this mean she was cold-cocked?…Recently, Random House published a book by former President Bill Clinton on his life called My Life.  I spoke with a source of mine at Random House, Orville Fleckenshicker (who asked to remain anonymous), about the book.  I asked him if he was worried that some of the facts in the book might be untrue and if Random House was worried about its reputation.  He laughed and told me the top brass considered the issue and decided to color code the book.  Anytime they felt something Bill Clinton said might be untrue, they printed it in black and white…

Previously on Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind:  Eric had a date with The Kitten Witch in which he found himself trapped in her lair.  Through her diabolical mind trick, she forced him to massage feet that looked like Joan Rivers on her worst day (as if there is a difference between her worst and best days).  Let’s now rejoin our story as Eric tries to heroically extricate himself from the situation.

There I was:  trapped.  Sitting on a couch with Alicia Silverstone’s inhuman clone in an edifice that had seen better days.  How had I gotten here?  What had caused me to go insane enough to enter this unholy den of inequity?  For years I used to mock those old horror movies where incredibly stupid people would hear a noise in the night and proceed into the darkened woods or basement to check out the sound.  No one does that, I thought to myself.  Here I was, faced with the horrific possibility of being turned into a kitten for all of eternity and I was going along without so much as a whimper.  Rhoda slithered off the couch and began walking down the hallway to her bedroom asking me to follow.  I tried to resist.  I really did, but I kept hearing this voice in my head telling me, “Don’t you want to see what’s down that hall?”  I told the voice no, but I was helpless against her mind control, so I followed.  As we walked down the hall, she began shedding clothing (or maybe it was her skin).  Halfway down the hall, I froze.  Was I strongly regaining control of my will power?  No.  The kittens had mounted another assault on my ankles and I had stepped into another hole in the floor.  From the darkened bedroom she called to me, “Eric, come here.”  In Greek mythology, the sirens were women whose voices could entrance sailors so much that they crashed their ships against the rocky shore.  I am quite sure this woman was a descendant of the sirens.  Her voice was so sweet and I continued down the hallway despite the howling protestations of the kittens.  As I entered the room, I saw Rhoda lying on the bed with nothing on but her underwear.  She was on her stomach, smiling up demurely at me.  At this point, any last remaining sense of resistance left me and I crawled onto the bed and straddled her back.  Author’s Note:  Lest anyone think this story is turning into a Penthouse Letter, I would like to remind you that up to this point, the only article of clothing I had taken off was my uniform blouse.  I was completely clothed.  To their credit, the kittens did not give up on me.  As I knelt onto the bed, three or four of them clung to my legs and boot.  I heartlessly kicked them away.  Rhoda handed me another bottle of baby oil (the other one had been vanquished in the living room earlier).  I began to massage her back and suddenly, I didn’t feel nervous anymore.  I was surrendering to the sweet bliss of the Dark Side.  I had succumbed.  All seemed right with the planet, when suddenly, Hurricane Veruca returned!  The “door” of the mobile home whipped open and the trailer rattled as Veruca screamed for her mother.  Rhoda lifted her head and yelled out, “We’re in the bedroom!”  Now, I am not a prude, but I started regaining some sense of decency when I realized the daughter was going to walk in with me sitting on her half naked mom covered in baby oil.  Sure enough, Veruca swirled into the room and started screaming.  So high was her decibel level that it took me a second to understand what she was saying.  (The smartest things in the mobile home were the kittens who seemed to disappear at the sound of Veruca’s voice.)  “MOM, I WANT TO GO TO THE PARTY!”  Rhoda replied, “No, I told you I am not taking you there!”  Undaunted, Veruca countered like a seasoned defense attorney, “GRANDMA SAID SHE WILL TAKE ME!”  Rhoda agreed and Veruca set off to destroy the eardrums of another segment of society.  Or so I thought.  Like most hurricanes, the worst winds/rain are on the backside of the storm.  Hurricane Veruca was no different.  When she left, a sort of silent vacuum was left in her wake.  This current calm was merely the eye.  It was shattered moments later when she returned with full gale force winds.  Veruca stormed into the room with the house phone in her hand.  As with every other conversation that happened in this house, the below conversation took place at such high decibel levels, Helen Keller would have been embarrassed.

Veruca:  Grandma said she will take me if you tell her its okay!

Rhoda:  I am not talking to that bitch!

Narrator’s Note:  Apparently, earlier in the week, Rhoda and the grandmother got into an argument and had not spoken since.

Veruca (into the phone):  Grandma, mom said I can go!

Grandma (loudly, through the phone):  I want to hear it from her!

Veruca (offering the phone to Rhoda):  She wants to hear it from you!

Rhoda (with me still sitting on her back):  I’m not talking to that bitch!

Veruca (into the phone):  She said I can go!

Grandma (from phone):  I want to hear it from her!

This little tete-a-tete continued for about three more rounds.  Finally, a car pulled up outside again.  Veruca dropped the phone (without hanging it up) and raced outside.  In a flash she was gone.  We were left to pick up the debris of fallen trees and busted eardrums.  This little whirlwind of whining seemed to snap me out of my trance, for I realized I needed to get out of there.  (Okay, I had to pee)  I explained this to her and asked where the bathroom was located.  As I am walking down the hall to the restroom, she calls out, “Don’t use the toilet, its broke.”  Now, I ask you, loyal readers:  If someone told you they had to pee and asked where the bathroom was, why would you direct them to a bathroom with a BROKEN TOILET!!!???  Did she expect me to just piss in the sink?  I stared at the bathroom fixture and wondered how they went potty if the toilet was broke.  My eyes then fell on the litter box just to the left of the toilet.  Oh no, I thought.  Not that!  Not wanting to contemplate the possibilities, I quickly suggested we go out to eat.  (Have you ever wondered why it is animals can pee and poop and never have to wipe their butts?  Is it a reflection on the advancement of man over animal or are we just too inept to figure out how to poop without making a mess?  Even with toilet paper, sometimes you still get that icky, sticky feeling the rest of the day.  But they lick their butts, you might say.  Of course they do!  How foolish would they look wiping their asses with toilet paper.  Plus, where are they going to throw the used toilet paper.  It would be all over your lawn.)  I offered to take her to the nicest, swankiest, and most expensive restaurant in town and asked her to name it.  She thought for a second and we went to (drum roll) PIZZA HUT!  This town was so small that their epitome of fine dining was a pizza joint!  After dinner, we returned to her place and, yes, I reentered her ramshackle abode.  All I can tell you is her mind control thingie was at work again and I was actually considering sex as an option.  Before you condemn me, just remember that it had been almost a year since I had last experienced the female fruit.  I was due.  The expiration date on my winkie was about to run out and I needed to have it serviced.  Fine, call me a pig.  Its not healthy for a grown man to go more than a couple weeks without test firing his gun.  (This is my rifle and this is my gun.  This is for killing and this is for fun!)  But first, the toilet.  A quick inspection of the inside of the tank revealed that the chain had come off the handle.  I quickly fixed it and the toilet worked just fine.  The sound of the toilet flushing brought her running.  Apparently, this was quite an event in her household.  Remembering the fabled story of the mouse and the lion, I asked her to spare my life since I had pulled the thorn out of her paw (or toilet).  She agreed and started kissing me.  Truth be told, she was not a bad kisser.  She pushed me backward so I sat down on the closed lid of the toilet and she straddled my lap.  We were kissing and really getting heated when suddenly the door to the trailer flew open AGAIN, and a high-pitched wail stung my ears.  “MOM!  MOM!  WHERE IS MY DRESS!?”  I was pretty sure this was a new voice and I was right.  Her youngest daughter (the one we had dropped off at the friend’s house earlier) came storming into the bathroom.  No matter how manly or tough you are, there is nothing more humbling than someone walking in on you while you are on the toilet.  It does not matter that I was fully dressed and not using it for its intended purpose.  I was sitting on it with her mother straddling me.  Like Veruca earlier, Violet did not seem too concerned to see her mom sitting in the lap of a stranger in the potty.  “MOM, WHERE IS MY DRESS!?”  Rhoda asked to what dress she was referring and Violet screeched, “MY CHOIR DRESS.  WE ARE HAVING DRESS REHEARSAL TONIGHT AND I NEED IT!!!”  Rhoda told Violet she had no idea where the dress was located.  This was not a large bathroom and yet three of us were crammed in it with one of us shouting at the top of her lungs.  Apparently, this is a family trait.  Unwavered by her mother’s lack of knowledge, she started to bolt from the room.  I felt terribly uncomfortable, and it was not the pizza.  I struggled to my feet, pushing Rhoda off my lap.  My elbow hit the handle and the toilet flushed.  This stopped Violet in her tracks.  “THE TOILET’S WORKING!!!!?”  At this moment I felt sort of like one of Custer’s soldiers at Little Big Horn who has earned the praise of the other soldier’s for my marksmanship.  Too little, too late.  Violet raced into the bedroom and started throwing clothes out of the closet as she looked for her dress.  Having found it, she raced past me and out the door.  Yet again, a vacuum of silence engulfed us.  I finally broke free of my trance.  I thanked Rhoda for a wonderful time (HA!) and left.  I actually considered taking some of the kittens with me as a way of saying thanks.  However, my mind was only on self-preservation, so I left them to their ghastly fates.  The last thing Rhoda said to me was, “Call me.”  I nodded.  I then lost her phone number on the way home.  As a matter of fact, I tossed it out the window into the parking lot of the Pizza Hut as I passed by.  Maybe some other sucker would take it and she could latch on to him.  Was this the end of my incredible adventure?  Of course not.  Tune in next month for the epilogue of this saga.

