Monstrous Monkee M*A*S*H by Ray McFay


“Hey, Mick, be careful with that!” Mike hollered. It was too late; Micky let out a high-pitched squeal of terror as the falling drill bore into his leg. “Man, you really done it this time!” The Texan set his guitar aside and jumped up from his beach chair, running to the side of the house where Micky lay. Mike winced as he approached Micky and his bleeding leg. “You still with us, Shotgun?”


“Hmmnmphman,” Micky mumbled, opening his eyes and looking at the drill sticking out of his limb. “I don’t think that’s supposed to be there,” he muttered.


“No kiddin’. Listen, we better get ya to the emergency room ‘fore ya bleed any more. Better get ya inside, too, so the wound won’t get dirty. Can ya get up?”


Micky shot Mike a crude glance, “Does it look like I can get up?”


“No, guess not,” Mike replied sheepishly, scratching the wool hat on the top of his head. “Well, let’s see here,” he thought to himself aloud, “If I lift ya by yer arms….”


“What’s all the noise about, mate?” Davy asked as he strolled out of the house. “Hey, Micky, that’s not supposed to be there, is it?” he asked, pointing at the drill protruding from his leg. The Manchesteran hurried to help Mike lift Micky off the ground. “What were you trying to do, get a knee piercing?”


“This drill’s going in your little head in a minute if you don’t shut up and get me inside.”


Once Micky was safely lying on the couch inside the Pad, Mike strode to the telephone to call an ambulance. Davy was staring at the drill as if it would jump out of Micky’s leg and into his head any moment. Peter shuffled into the room, humming to himself. He sat next to Micky, oblivious of the situation, and turned on the television set. After a moment of flipping channels, Peter sighed and turned the TV back off.


“Nothing good on,” Peter moaned. He turned to Micky, hoping he would give him better entertainment than the television. “Hey, Micky, I don’t think that’s supposed to be there,” he pointed to the tool. “You should have someone check that out, or else you could bleed to death.”


“Thanks, Pete, I don’t know what I would do without you.”


Peter’s dimples shone with bashful delight, “Aw, it was nothing.”


“Whatta ya mean, ‘There’s no ambulances available’?! It’s a hospital, there’s gotta be ambulances available!” Mike roared into the receiver. “Now, just a darn minute, you don’t need to use that tone of voice with me…I got a friend, here, with a tool drilled into his leg! How’m I s’posed ta get him to the emergency room if ya ain’t got no ambulances?!…I’m NOT SHOUTING!”


“Mike, maybe we should drive him to the hospital ourselves,” Davy suggested, still keeping his eyes on the drill to make sure it didn’t make any sudden movements.


“Yeah? Well, right back atcha, lady!” Mike yelled, slamming down the receiver. Clearing his throat and straightening his now-disheveled hat, Mike looked at the others. “Well, it looks like we’ll have to, uh, take him ourselves,” he laughed feebly.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


“Nurse, when did you say the next patient was?”


“Tomorrow morning, Doctor.”


“Nurse, when did you say you were off duty?”


“I didn’t.”


“Oh, my mistake.” Dr. Benjamin Franklin “Hawkeye” Pierce pulled off his gloves and untied his surgical  mask. “When are you off duty, nurse?”


Giggling, the nurse hurried out of the operating room with the tray of tools before Hawkeye could make a move on her.


“Aren’t you getting a little too old for chasing nurses, Hawk?” Dr. BJ Hunnicut asked.


Hawkeye looked his best friend over as if he had just asked him to do the impossible, “No one’s ever too old for chasing nurses! I mean, look at my father…”


“Peg and Erin are making fried chicken tonight, do you wanna come over?” BJ asked, cleaning up.


“Are you kidding, it’s a Friday! I’m bound to hunt down some poor, unsuspecting nurse before nightfall.”


“But Erin’s been practicing her cooking all week! If Peg could cook this good when she was 16, I’d have married her a lot sooner.” Hitting Hawkeye’s arm playfully, BJ begged, “C’mon! You moved to California to be near us, the least you could do is come have dinner with us.”


“First of all, I moved to California to be near the beautiful women in swimsuits; second of all, I had lunch with you yesterday. I’m still trying to get over that meatball sandwich.”


“All right,” BJ sighed, shaking his head, “But I’m not gonna enjoy telling my daughter that Uncle Hawkeye doesn’t even want to try her delicious cooking.”


“Uh-uh, you’re not trapping me like that again.”


“I’ll go ahead and call Erin right now—let her know that you couldn’t take one night out of your life to see her. She’ll just be heartbroken. Not to mention little Benjamin, whom I named after you.”


“Not again with the naming,” Hawkeye groaned. He glared at BJ. “Oi, you got me. This time you didn’t even have to show me your family photos.”


“Great! I’ll tell Peg to set the table for five. Come over ‘round seven?” BJ grinned.


Shaking his head with defeat, Hawkeye mumbled, “Yeah, sure, seven’s fine. And you better be right about Erin’s great cooking.”


“After eating the sludge Igor served in Korea for three straight years, anything should taste great.”


“Please, don’t even compare it to that mess—I might lose my appetite. I can still taste that split pea soup.”


“We never had split pea soup.”


“Exactly, but that’s what everything tasted like.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


“All right, now, we can do this calmly and safely,” Mike explained, coordinating the Micky-rescue unit. “Um, Peter, you take his left arm; Davy, grab his right arm; I’ll take his left leg; and Micky, you can take the right.” Pausing, Mike reviewed in his mind what he had just said. “No, wait a minute, that won’t work. Okay, uh, Peter take both his arms; Davy, you get hold of his good leg. Yeah, that’s right. And then I’ll, uh, carefully take his—”


“YEEEEEEEEEOOOOOOOOW!”


Mike jumped in the air before stumbling to catch Micky’s leg. “I’ll—carefully—take his injured leg.” It was all he could do not to drop the leg and run away for fear of what Micky would do to him. “And, uh, he-hear we go!” his voice cracked, trembling with panic. “To the Monkeemobile!” the three unharmed Monkees wailed, hurrying Micky into their red car.


As Mike sped down the street, heading for the hospital, Peter looked around the floor of the Monkeemobile for something. Davy was still watching the drill.


“Whatcha lookin’ for, Pete?” Mike called, looking hastily in the back before turning his eyes back to the road.


“Ah-ha! I found it!” Peter grinned, holding up a siren. He reached out the window and placed it on top of the car. The siren lit up and began screeching. The cars on the road pulled over and allowed the Monkeemobile to pass.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


“Hold on, doctors,” the nurse at the front desk called to BJ and Hawkeye as they walked towards the front doors.


“What is it, Susan, having second thoughts about my offer?” Hawkeye grinned slyly, leaning on the counter.


Ignoring Hawkeye’s statement, Susan said, “We just got an emergency call—you’ll need to suit up and be prepared for their arrival in a few minutes.”


“What happened?” BJ asked, already pulling off his coat.


She rolled her eyes, “I think something about a drill in the leg. Between the guy’s accent and shouting I could barely make it out.”


Hawkeye and BJ looked at each other before rushing back to the locker room.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


When the Monkees arrived at the hospital, they scrambled around the car a bit before successfully carrying Micky out of the backseat and onto the waiting gurney. Mike glared with malice at the ambulance that just pulled into the drive. A doctor ran out of the hospital, hastily tying on his mask; another followed right behind him. As they reached Micky, they ordered the nurses to move him inside at once to the emergency room. One of the nurses fixed a mask over Micky’s nose and mouth and began applying the anesthesia. Micky could have sworn that he heard one of the doctors say, “Why couldn’t you have drilled a hole in your leg on a day Erin wasn’t cooking?” before he blacked out.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


“This kid really wanted to dig that drill in there, didn’t he?” BJ muttered, cautiously cutting into his patient’s leg in order to pull out the tool. “Suction.”


“Suction,” the nurse repeated, obeying his orders.


Hawkeye joked, “Well, if he wanted to remodel, he sure did a lot of rearranging, didn’t he?” 


“What happened to the other surgeons? I thought we were supposed to be the head of cardiac surgery?”


“Well, Beej, it appears that our unbelievably good hands need to be used in another department. Speaking of my unbelievably good hands—Sheila, how about—”


“No,” the nurse replied instantly.


Giving BJ a glance, Hawkeye said, “Hey, it was worth a try. Sponge.”


“Sponge.”


The room was silent a moment before Hawkeye spoke again. “This kid can’t be much older than Erin. I thought the ruthless damaging of the youth only happened in Vietnam nowadays.”


“Brings back the good ol’ memories of Korea, eh?”


“You’d think I’d never return to surgery after what I saw in that war—but, let’s face it, not everyone’s hands are as good as mine. You remember that, Nurse,” he added.


“Yes, Doctor.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


“Hey, Mick!” Davy called, noticing that his friend was awake. He sat down next to the bed, abandoning his former task of finding a cute nurse. “’E’s awake, guys.”


The other two Monkees gathered around Micky’s bed as well, all greeting him somewhat cheerier than usual.


“What day is it? I feel like I slept for days.”


“Almost, babe,” Mike replied, “It’s Saturday night, the operation was yesterday. How’s yer leg feel?”


“Okay, I guess; could be better,” he answered. “Did you get a load of the nurse that put me under?” Micky clenched his eyes and whistled, “Outta sight!”


“The one that helped with the operation wasn’t too bad either,” an unfamiliar voice came from behind the three Monkees.


Mike, Davy, and Peter jumped, turning to see two doctors in the doorway. Regaining his dignity, Mike ambled over to the one with greying hair and held his hand out, “Michael Nesmith, musician and chick magnet.”


“Benjamin Franklin Pierce, surgeon and nurse magnet,” the man replied, grinning. “But you can call me Hawkeye,” he fluttered his eyelids, “It just melts a man’s heart. This is BJ Hunnicut, the other fine doctor that tiptoed through Mr. Dolenz’ leg.”


The doctor with a full beard shook Mike’s hand. “He’s just being modest.”


Hawkeye shook Davy’s hand. Sizing him up, Hawkeye turned to BJ, “Almost makes me wish he sleeps with a teddy bear and drinks Grape Nehi.”


Slightly confused, Davy decided to ignore the statement and introduce himself. “Davy Jones.”


“I’m Peter!” Peter grinned, energetically shaking Hawkeye’s hand, then BJ’s.


Looking to Mike, Hawkeye asked, “Does Peter have a last name?”


“Only during the daytime, he likes to lock it up at night.”


Peter answered, “Tork, Peter Tork.”


“Well, Peter Tork, it’s certainly nice to meet you.”


Turning to Davy, Peter grinned, “He said it’s nice to meet me.”


BJ started looking over Micky’s medical chart, saying, “It’s real nice of you all to visit your friend, here.”


“Oh, well, ‘e’s more than just a friend,” Davy corrected. “’E plays drums in our band and pays for a fourth of the rent—we need ‘im.” 


“He’s going to be just fine—I’d just keep him away from any drills, hammers, or butter knives.”


“And watch those spoons, they can be real killers,” Hawkeye added.


“Did it really take the two of you and a nurse to get the drill out?” Micky asked.


Hawkeye leaned towards Micky and stage whispered, “Actually, it took me, BJ, five nurses, and a travelling circus. But, good news! You’re the father of a beautiful baby bore.”


“Little joke, ‘bout that big,” BJ smirked, holding up his thumb and index finger in measurement.


“That’s my line,” Micky argued.


“You shouldn’t be having any lines, Mister, you just get some post-op rest.”


Folding his arms over his chest, Micky huffily consented to taking a nap. Hawkeye and BJ attempted to wrangle the other Monkees out of the room. “All right, boys and girls! Visiting hours are already over, and I gotta get home before my wife locks me out.”


“Yeah,” Mike agreed, “We better get home ‘fore Mr. Babbit locks us out.”


“But ‘e can’t do tha’, Mike!” Davy voiced, stomping his foot in indignation.


“Never stopped ‘im before.” He glanced at his watch. “Shoot! It’s late, we’ll never find a place to eat at this time ‘a’ night.”


Peter frowned for a moment before grinning again, “I can make dinner!”


“No!” Davy and Mike chorused immediately. “Um, that’s okay, Pete,” Mike added.


Hawkeye pulled BJ aside, and whispered, “You said Peggy loves visitors, right?”


“Well, yeah,” BJ shrugged, “But—oh no! Not tonight, not after I already had to cancel last night’s dinner because of the operation!”


“So we’ll make up for it by throwing a party! Come on, just look at them, doesn’t it make you feel sorry for them?” Hawkeye gestured towards the Monkees. Micky was talking to his hands, which had socks on them (apparently forgetting about his nap); Peter was poking at Micky’s green Jell-O longingly; Davy was craning his neck to peer at a nurse outside the door; Mike pulled off his green wool hat and started dusting it off affectionately.


BJ sighed, “It is depressing.” He shook his head, “But it’s also crazy! Peg’s never gonna let me bring home four boys we don’t even know.”


“Not four boys, Beej, Micky’s gotta stay here overnight. Besides, if I know your wife, I know that she’s a caring woman; a caring, understanding, lovely woman who enjoys having company.”


“Without a warning? The house is a mess!”


“Oh, but if I come over then it doesn’t matter?”


“You’re an old buddy! A friend of the family! These guys are—” he looked around again, “long-haired weirdoes. Friendly, lovable long-haired weirdoes, I’ll give ‘em that, but to take home with me? It’s not like I’m bringing home a puppy for the kids.”


“Of course not—they’re only coming over for dinner.” Hawkeye smiled and pointed a finger at BJ, “Didn’t you say Erin was wanting to show off her cooking? What better way than to feed three hungry young men? Anyway, I don’t think Erin would mind if you showed up with them.”


BJ saw Davy kissing a nurse’s hand out of the corner of his eye; he glared at Hawkeye, “Okay, now you’ve made up my mind: I’m definitely not gonna let them near my daughter.”


“Daughter?” Peter asked, walking up to the doctors. “A nice young man like you with a daughter? Congratulations, when is your wife gonna be home with the baby?”


Laughing, Hawkeye raised his eyebrows at Peter. “See, BJ? How can you resist a charming boy like that? A bit naïve, maybe, but that’s probably for the best.”


His expression softening a bit, BJ sighed. “Uh, I dunno. Just let me call Peg and see what she says. Just know, Hawk, that if she yells at me, it’s you that’s in the doghouse, too. No more pork chops, no more macaroni, no more spaghetti.”


“Please, please, just call before I change my mind,” Hawkeye pushed BJ towards the door. “Oh, wait, shouldn’t we ask the guests if they’d like to be guests, first?”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


BJ entered his house, leading four guests in after him. “Peg, honey, I’m home!” he called, taking off his coat and putting it on the coat rack. He took Hawkeye’s jacket and hung it next to his.


“Almost ready, Daddy!” a girl chimed from inside the kitchen. “Go ahead and get everyone seated.”


At the sound of the girl’s voice, Davy gave Mike a desperate look. Mike closed his eyes and firmly shook his head no. He, Davy, and Peter were seated at one side of the table, Hawkeye sat on the other side. BJ walked into the kitchen for a moment before returning with some glasses. After setting the cups, he sat at the head of the table.


“I have a son, too, but he’s at a friend’s house for the evening.”


“Sure got a big table for the four of you,” Peter noticed.


“It’s expandable; Peg likes to host a lot of dinner parties.”


In a moment, an attractive woman in her late thirties came out of the kitchen carrying a salad bowl. She placed it on the table, smiling at the guests, and returned into the kitchen after kissing her husband. A young girl of sixteen appeared from inside the kitchen, bringing mashed potatoes to the table. Seeing the Monkees as she set the bowl down, she blushed slightly and hurriedly slipped back into the kitchen. A loud clatter was heard from behind the kitchen door, and the girl soon emerged with a deeper blush as she brought out a pitcher of juice.


“It’ll only be a second more,” she assured somewhat timidly. Again, she quickly disappeared behind the door. She and her mother periodically came out from the kitchen with other foods. Peggy came through at last with the bread rolls; she sat at the other end of the table, across from BJ. The girl came out with a plate of pork roast; she sat next to Hawkeye, across from Davy. She avoided eye-contact with any of the three young men as she scooted closer to the table and told everyone to eat up.


Peter leaned over to Mike and whispered in a panic, “I forgot to say I’m a vegetarian!”


The girl, who apparently heard Peter’s plea, looked up from her plate. “Oh no,” she sighed, as if her whole night were now ruined. “I’m terribly sorry. I could make something else, if you want?”


“No thanks, ma’am,” Mike declined, giving Peter a meaningful glare, “We’ll be just fine.” He whispered back to Peter, “Eat everything else!”


Immediately Peter loaded his plate with the non-meat foods. “Pass the corn, please,” he asked Davy.


BJ caught his wife’s look and remembered, “Oh, yes, I forgot to introduce everyone.” He gestured across from him, “This is my wife, Peggy. And that’s my daughter, Erin.” Davy flashed a dazzling smile, Peter showed his sweet dimples, and Mike nodded his head to her softly. “Um, these are three of the Monkees: Mike, Peter, and Davy,” he pointed towards each one as he said their names.


“The Monkees?” Erin asked curiously. “Hey, you’re not that groovy band from by the beach, are you?” her eyes lit up excitedly. They nodded, surprised she had heard of them. Suddenly Erin lost her bashfulness. “My friend Amy went to one of your gigs last month, and she said it was a total gas! She went on and on about how swingin’ this one song was, um, ‘I’m a Believer’? Anyway, she’s gonna wig out when she hears I had dinner with you!” Erin’s shyness caught back up with her. Flushing, she mumbled as she played with her potatoes, “But I guess you guys get that a lot.”


Hawkeye raised his eyebrows at BJ and had to shove a piece if bread in his mouth to keep from laughing.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Well, that went well,” Hawkeye grinned.


“I’ve never seen Erin talk so much and so little all in one night before,” BJ shook his head.
