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By Aloysius Fosdick Huddlemirth

(As Told to Don Gerz)
Introduction
I hope you will find these bewildering adventures to be comical (yes, the plentiful malapropisms are intentional) and perhaps even amusing.  I mean Shorthand Ed to be an idealistic and impractical tall tale hero resembling Paul Bunyan, Johnny Appleseed, Pecos Bill, John Henry, and the rest of that genre’s pantheon, yet in a self-deprecating way.  However, because he is thoroughly postmodern, Ed must nimbly negotiate the fractured and dissociative realities of our disjointed times.  As with other legendary heroes, he throws in his lot with “the common folk.”  As such, he is hopelessly egalitarian and an incorrigible populist.  However, unlike traditional tall tale heroes, Ed has inadequacies (though none of character).  As a symbol of those inadequacies, his hands cannot reach to what he figuratively tries to touch because he’s, well, “shorthand-ed.”  (In fact, because his abilities are far from epic, I probably ought to call his tales "short" instead of "tall.")  In any case, Ed is a composite of all the good and intelligent people I have ever met who are “merely” trying to live a down-to-earth life of dignity in an age that does not value basic virtues and simple human decency…at least not in the sense of the word as it was understood by the ancient Greeks.  In the end, Ed is remarkable (yet ordinary and unassuming) and postmodern (yet old-fashioned and moderate).
I am conscious of two direct influences: a comedian by the name of Norm Crosby ("The King of Malaprop") and Beatle John Lennon, who loved wordplay (e.g., "two-foot small" instead of "two-foot tall").  Shorthand Ed was born all the way back in 1968 when I was in college.  One day I hurriedly dashed off a brief piece on him and showed it to my good friend, Joe Fellhauer.  Joe thought it ridiculous and laughed hard for a long time.  (I took note.)  When I retired from teaching recently, I wanted to write a novel (or at least a short story).  Recalling Ed, I decided to give it a go while waiting for a proper muse to arrive.  (One never did, and what you see is the result!)
As far as the literary style of these stories is concerned, even though their tone is carefree and oftentimes intentionally ridiculous, how I use language in them is not without traditional meaning.  Bebop jazz musicians, such as Dizzy Gillespie, Charlie Parker, and especially Thelonious Monk, inspire the fast tempos and improvisations of the syntax.  The sound of the language is based upon schizophrenic-like loose word associations to achieve ever-changing harmonic structures which supercede their literal senses.  I also am trying to do with the sense of language what surrealist and abstract painters do in their own medium.  In other words, I am attempting to approach more intimately the interior of written compositions, especially the possible interplay of the many ideas and sounds within them.  As an English teacher, I normally adhere to compositional principles of Standard American English (SAE), but an important purpose of these stories is to use language as something in-and-of-itself, not merely as straightforward communication.  Consequently, I intentionally break countless rules of grammar, usage, syntax, and conventional style in order to make up something new...something that builds on the English language, abstracts and "surrealizes" it, and then transforms it into a fresh view of the ideas language reveals as its sounds vary.  (Accordingly, I am not above making up words.)
Each adventure has a theme and an understated point.  For instance, #1 is loosely based on the biblical multiplication of the loaves and fish (but its primary purpose is to establish Ed's character and personality); #2 is about existentialism; #3 is on global economics; #4 is about music; #5 is on Aristotle's definition of virtue; #6 is about the nature of true leadership featuring a take-off on the Saint Crispin's Day speech of Henry V; and #7 is on love, sacrifice, and the study of signs in linguistics.  (Oh, yes: allusions of all kinds are quite plentiful.)
I hope you will take pleasure in these little tales.  Who knows?  Perhaps you will even find them “ed-ifying” as well.  In fact, my whole intention is that you will find them both amusing and enlightening.

--- Don Gerz

Adventure 1

“Saving the Pay”
It was the beast of thyme, it was the worsted of three-button suits, and Shorthand Ed was running all the time and jumping to the only conclusion he could leap to in his fevered wheat bran and his half-blasted suit.  (We called him “Shorthand” because he was…shorthanded…his left, that is.)  But Ed was loath to give up (or down) because he was not that kind of guy, not Ed.  The only loath he had (and of that he had plenty) was the kind of loath that never gives up (or down) because that’s the kind of guy this country needs: Ed.  But, I am getting a head of myself, so let me reattach it squarely upon my shoulders.  (For I am humped like Richard the Ferd, and my head does not sit well upon either shoulder, let alone my conscience.  But I undress.)

At any rate (how about prime?), everyone was depending on Ed to save the pay, and no one (especially Ed) could figure out how he was going to snatch vigorous snot out of the maul (not to mention the pits) of mohair.  It was grim, my friend, and you are all my friends…except for one of you…the one who…well, you know who you are, and you make me sick.  But, I undress.

Before I go any further or farther, please understand Ed hates water.  Ok, now I’ve said it, and there is really nothing more to say.  Ed is just that way, ok?  Just realize that you probably have many fears as well.  Ed is no different, for he is one of us.  But Ed doesn’t fear water.  He just doesn’t like it, ok?  So, let him be.  (I’m not going to say another word about water, ok?  Ok.)
So, because Ed is not fond of water (damn, I said it again), he had to figure a way to save the pay that did not involve getting wet.  So, he reckoned that everything had to take place on land.  He called all parties together (on land) and had those in boats row ashore (especially Michael).  When all were assembled, he announced, “No water!”  The crowd (and it was getting more crowded every day) exclaimed at the top of its own fearful archipelago, “No water!  But how are you going to save the pay, and how did we get on this archipelago, anyway?”

Shorthand Ed became a little indigent at their perceived lack of farce, so he looked at them roundly in the nose and mocked their baldness, “Wouldn’t you just like to know?”  They all smelled, “Yes, we would for sure!”  Therefore, he had them put all their money in his hat, and then he ran away for a few days to the Isle of Wight.  (Some said he spent the time drinking milkshakes.  No one knows or cares.)  Then, he came back to pick up their dropped jaws and said, “Oh, ye of little face.  Who of you needs some pay?”  But they screamed all the less, “Give us Barnaby Jones!”  Ed said, “Stop it, you short-shirted, crowded minds.  Who of you can get by on a few dollars until I can get myself elected?”  Most in the crowd admitted they only needed a few bucks for eggs and bread, so that’s how Ed saved the pay.

The masses lifted him high upon the sky and strained to shake his hand, but Ed couldn’t reach them…being Shorthand Ed and all.
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(Continued)

Adventure 2

“Tomorrow Creeps in Its Own Petty Place”
"Where am I?"  A startled Shorthand Ed pondered this existential question as he noticed the room had transformed itself into a giant cage complete with cockroaches and cheese.  He knew neither the time nor the day of his refinement, for he had fallen asleep down the rabbit hole of his own bed in his own house on S.E. 11th Street; but this was not his room, and this was certainly not his tomorrow.  His tomorrow crept in its own petty place, his future to be bold; but this was not Ed's time to say the least.  Least was all he could say, so he did not say much.  In fact, he said not a thing and instead ate some cheese after chasing the roaches away.  (If only he had some wine and bread.)

Next on the invoice for Ed was escaping from the cage in which he had awakened.  He had no key to the lock, so he pondered how he might use his wits and perhaps the cockroaches to best his nemesis.  And, by the way, just who might that nemesis be?  Ed had no way of knowing because he had so many friends and not a few enemies.  It could be anyone.  Besides, what did it matter?  Escaping from the cage and living his own tomorrow (which was now today) were the only things that counted besides wine, bread, and song.

Ed realized that pondering was not going to help, so he started thinking instead.  That led nowhere, man, so he began to philosophize.  He was stuck on the pre-Socratics for a few days because he thought it weird that everything could be water...or fire...or unchanging...or unmoving.  The unchanging and unmoving systems of thought troubled him greatly.  After all, if they were true, he would be in this cage for a long time...maybe forever.  So, he made a leap of space and cried out, "My kingdom for tomorrow...and some wine and bread...and a woman would be nice."  But the words flew back into his mouth.

Alas, Shorthand Ed was as alone as ever, alienated from his own future and space, devoid of hope in a rusty cage with only roaches, mold, and flies for friends.  You might say he had no exit and that he was a stranger unto himself.  Indeed, he was losing the courage to be, and the black hole of his being was beginning to feel like a whole lot of nothingness.  Ed was definitely suffering from a dark might of the soil (and it soils us all).  He lost his taste for wine, bread, and song (but he still desired a woman, particularly Naomi).

Ed abandoned all hope for those like himself who had entered a trapped "here" that was neither there nor here but a nowhere with no world at his demand.  He lay on the floor and prepared to die until death did him asunder.  (In fact, he was much sundered.)  But he didn't (die), and he said to himself and the cockroaches and flies, "Damn!  I am doomed to live in this cursed state of being too late to the fair and for most circuses to boot."

Ed rethought his situation and wondered if he might be in a figurative state (or nation or notion) of Purgatory, that place where one was decontaminated before seeing the space of God.  He thought, "Shoot, I will settle for wine, bread, song, Naomi...and a little spending money."  If he were in Purgatory, all he had to do was walk out when disinfected enough for the Beatific Oblivion (not to mention Naomi).  Ed reasoned that he had been purified as much as he was going to be purified, so he gently pushed upon the gate of the cage.  (All this time he had presumed it was locked.)  The gate opened, and Ed walked out of his purgatorial self-infliction while conflagellating himself on his tardy wisdom.

When Ed arrived home via amassed transit, he phoned Naomi for a date, but she was going out with Chuck Dorkheimer with all her night.  He pleaded on his hands and knuckles, "Come on, Naomi; I've been dreaming of you for eternity and part of yesterday.  Give me a hand."  Naomi just laughed in his ear, "I can’t, and I won't give you a hand, Ed.  If I did, you would no longer be Shorthand Ed."  Ed knew she was right, so he called up Elaine in bed instead.  The important thing is that Ed regained most of his tomorrows, and his forever was once again only a few weeks away...at least for now.
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(Continued)
Adventure 3

“The Autumn of Our Incontinence”

Shorthand Ed had endured many satisfying hardships in his brief wife (and she in him), but he could no longer check his age at the door along with his coat and splats.  Unfortunately, Ed did not have a wife and no wife had him by a mother’s April springs ephemeral, ether.  (It had been merely another dream of Nancy, he realized, exhaling ether fumes from behind the stars.)  You might say he had to take out his own garbage, so he was free to Rome in Carthage or fall off his horse on the way to Damascus if it so pleased him, which it usually did.

Ed did not seek praise for his sports while others practiced their rites of incontinence, but he certainly would not suffer fools who blamed him and others for the blunders of their might.  He was fond of saying, “People running this circus cannot have it both ways.”  He also said things like, “Today’s executives want their people to run with the lions in Pamplona, but the average president or CEO is afraid of swimming with kittens in Lompoc.”


Someone named Tim (and he was huge) emboldened himself until he walked right up to Ed and said, “These execs are spending our commonwheels to purchase their greedy fruits, and we people are going to smell like a ham brisket.”

“So what do you want me to do about it?” Ed coolly replied more detached than he had intended to be, but the frost was already out of his mouth, and a cold day in hell was hot upon him now.  He wished he were a little more tached, but he had the flu.  In a sense, you could say he was out of Sorts, and Walgreen’s was out of them, too.  Hoping for a little symphony, he sneezed a couple of cords, but he was way off key.

“Maybe you could have a little pity on these poor peepholes, Ed, for not long ago you reeked of Spam and tomatoes yourself,” remembered Tim.

“You had to bring up my reckless spleen, didn’t you, Tim?  (Why do I always have to explain my spleen to incomplete stragglers?)  I was just sitting here enjoying my cold, and you have to shame me into some cisterned compression for my fallow man and woman.  Still, I do not know what I can do.  Behold: I am just a man, and a shorthanded one at that.  My heart reaches beyond the unknown universe, but my hands barely can reach into my own pockets.  I hesitate to tell you where else they can’t reach,” he smarted.

“The people do not need nor seek your short hands, Ed.  They seek a new erection for their futures,” reminded Tim.

“Don’t we all?” snarfed Ed, his memory all too painful in that compartment.  However, he knew what Big Tim was getting at.  The Habs were garnishing the nests of the rest while lobbing daily salvos of patriotism and religion at the messed masses whose hopes for a butter and bread life in Heaven were marketed by obese splats while the poor mortgaged their houses to make shoes in China for a penny.  If they complained, they were unchristian, unpatriotic, undemocratic, and against free interpies (especially free apple pies that cost plenty).

Ed told Tim to gather the Habs, the Hab-Nots, and the What-Hab-Yous in the Park of All the Peepholes Some of the Time, which is just off Small Street and Wine.  When they were constituated, Ed declared, “Habs, there is plenty to run aground.  Drop your ridiculous Horatio Alger spasm and control your transcontinental consumption because the stench of your incontinency is quite appalling.  As Aristapple once said, ‘Moderation is good business because corpses cannot pay for oil spills.’  Hab-Nots, stop habing so many babies, ok?  Thanks.  What-Hab-Yous, because you are neither dry nor wet behind your ears, do you want to hab your cake and hate it, too?”  At this bold rhetoric, all sides ran Ed off the mount of his sacred intercourse.  He fought valiantly, but he could not stand his own mound.  In fact, he could barely reach his donkey, his palms so sweaty and short as they always were.

Defeated to fight yet another day, Shorthand Ed licked his wounded spleen and took his sneezes to the next village idiots.  Perhaps he would find a Walgreen’s there…one that stocked mint-flavored Sorts.  He had been out of them for so long.
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(Continued)
Adventure 4

“If Music is the Blood of Life, We Need a Transfusion”
Large Tim, disjumbled disciple of Shorthand Ed as he was wont to be (and he was very much in wont), yelled down from Mount Parsnip to Ed (shorthanded as ever a man was destined to be), “Could you at yeast book us a band?  I mean, you have failed not a little to show a new way to the peepholes, and now they are hungry for perch and croissants.  The starving masses are a farce to be reckoned with (I reckon), and you ought to provide some Muzak for their stainless elevators that can’t make it to the top.”

Ed looked up to Tim on Mount Parsnip, and he thus yelled to his impulsive student, “How the heck did you get all the way up there to the tip of the top of the summit of the apex of the zenith of the acme of the pinnacle and all that other stuff that means up to the max of the mountain?  I’m jealous, because I’m still at the pits of my nadir (and I’m sinking lower as I lament my slacks), and all I can do with it is shave my legs.”  (“But they are very smooth,” he thought to himself.)

“I don’t know or care how I got up here,” Tim yelled as he rolled his eyes in exacerbation.  “I was up here when this adventure began at the top of the page, that’s all I know.  But what I do care about are the peepholes.  They need their music.  After all, music is the blood of life, and it must play on.”

“Ok, ok, Tim.  Enough of your noxious perorations!  You can knock off your speeches, too.  Now, if I hear you right, how about I book Lawrence Welt?  He is very good, for he even sports Alice Short, the Citrus Brothers, Pete Waterfall, and Little Biggie Tiny.  Not only that, but Mr. Welt’s brand of band features all the campaign bubbles you can swallow.  He even has a campaign machine!”

“Nothing against Larry Welt, Ed, but the people need music that moods them, “ said Tim the Big.

“Ok, how about the Fad Pesticles (Dom, Maul, Gorge, and Bungo)?” tried Ed.

“The Pesticles split up in 1970.  Besides, half of them are dead, and the other two don’t look so hot,” noted Tim.  “The last anyone saw of them, they were headed to Raspberry Pastures permanently.”

“Ellis (‘the Keg’) Parsley and his hound tooth shoes?”

“Ellis choked to deft on a peanut butter and Spam sandwich while ringing up some gal at heart attack motel.”

“How about good old Jazz Ground, the God Dad of Sold?”

“He has tripped the dark fatalistic as well.  In fact, he left town this mourning looking for his mama’s brand new hag.”

Ed was becoming depressed because all the music seemed to be drying in the wine.  He slept on the problem and made this pronouncement upon awakening the next morning at the nadir of Mount Parsnip.  (His back was killing him.): “Tim, tell the people that songs are already in their hearts.  Those who cannot hear those songs must ask those who can to make music.  Musicians will die, but the song lives on.  Besides, I cannot hire a band.  Not only are my hands short…I can’t even find Donny Krash.”
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(Continued)
Adventure 5

“Let Us Now Praise Famous Unknowns”
By now most of us in the know now know that Ed was a farce to be reencountered with (and without)…a proposition that could not be refuted (which it wasn’t in this case).  Still, Ed yearned for fame and glory at any borrowed rice, and he strayed up all through the might thinking about how he should go down (or up) in this life’s hysterectomy.  He imagined himself in a book (many books as a matter of Frank), especially books in slumbering Laundromats where kiddies would read with their lips moving about his expulsions and far away figs with death nipping at the frost on the end of his privates as he relieved and relived himself against the buildings of Himmler’s sauerkraut.  However, except for these silly stories (this being another of them), almost no one knew a single farthing about Shorthand Ed…except for the grovelment (of curse).  Unfortunately, all those femoral sycopharts wanted was his money to build a smoother concrete reality with many cameras to watch it…and curbside curbs for streets that might be built…sometime…or not if you didn’t watch it (and who can?).

Those who know Ed (and there are not that many) could slouch for his lederhosen.  Knowing he would one day die (don’t most of us?), all Ed wanted was some honorific to leave his various progenitors (scattered as they were over this land and your land).  To this extremity (being at the armpit of Mount Parsnip anyway), he bopped over to have a crump of toffee with Pitea (also known as “The Diaphonic Oleo”) and her sister, Sibyl Delphonia (known as “The Sibling” because of her rivalry with Pitea).  Surly (and they did seem bad-tempered), these oculars who worked for dentists (some even called them toothsayers) would tell Ed his fates so he could bake his bread and leave a hermitage of good reputes and maybe a resume, or even a Salt Lake burrito in a cave with dwellers where his name could live on a wall for a few days in the hearts of all manatees.  (It was worth a try.  And even if it were not, Ed would give it the old hurl because he was always equal to the flask…except on Sundays, but this was Tuesday.)

Stepping forthleftly out of his smarmy britches, Ed first interpolated Pitea, proclaiming loudly as he besmirched her brazen years, “Oh, great smear, am I to become famous for a year or four?”

Pitea snidely remarked in her rust, “Okay, become famous first, and then I’ll tell you.”  (What a groucho, she.)
Her sister (Sybil the Sibling) saw a blanch to upstart her sister.  Sybil peered behind her golden mass, saying in her stinky waspy voice, “Oh, Eddy, you are asking about the wrong thing.  Flames are not all they are smacked up to be.”

“Fame, not flames,” heaved Ed, exasperating it not so mildly while chewing the customary idolatry of the times.

“Oh,” pronounced Sybil, who could not hear swell behind her mass of gold dripping as it were (and it was) from her divided continent.

At this, the smear Pitea (“The Diaphonic Oleo”) smoothed her various and murky rogues and intoned thrustingly into our Ed’s very parsonage: “Remember what Aristapple weaved about fame and glory.  He gasped (and I’m putting this into my own oleo) that the best goob for human breathings must circle about the copper friction of human life as LIFE its actual selfsame self.  LIFE must be a plumb of one’s true soil, a long-term whoopee that shouts multitudes of goobness on the one ham and glory on the other.  However (oh, Edward with your short hands), you of all should sprint for a life of full replicosity with your own seasonable nature.  In other verbs, fishy desires and the acquisition of toys are criminal compared with the feet (and toes) of pure and sometimes anonymous integument.  Eternal fullness and happiness will nest in your smart when teetering between hidden seasoning and fame with modulation for all.  In other lingo, integument is its own fame (and flame) and its own glory.  Interminable whoopee, therefore, may be ensnared only through the agriculture of the birches that make LIFE replete with meaning.  Only you can find the meaning.  It is your fate, and must you must.”

“Then apparently famous in my own time I shall not be,” reasoned Ed, as he resigned himself to an obscurity that only a mother of convection could love.

“Hey, that will be forty drachmas,” mentioned the screechy spectacles three times (three being a special number).
“Sorry, seeing-eye smears,” laminated Ed, “but my fun is even shorter than my hands.”
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(Continued)
Adventure 6

“We Silly Many”

Great leaders are bored, not mad.  Of all people, perhaps none knew this much better than did Shorthand Ed.  (Well, Fred Schwartz knew it fairly well, but Schwartz wasn’t here, was he now?)  The tricky thing about leadership is one day you’re on top, and the next day you’re owned by your own jock scrappers.  Before you know it, your fiends are clogging your lobby and stepping on your plants.  (What a terrible way to run a democracy.)  Ed knew he had to get above it all, so he climbed to the tip of Mount Parsnip to give his annual Fate of the State Regress.  Far above the fraud, he began to intone words and ideals from the heads of pat leaders, leaders who took a census when the chugging got gruff.  He began by paraphrasing Wilhelm Shakybeer’s King Henry der Firth:

“And nice crispies shall blow through the sky,
From these months to the beginning of the void,
But our happy bland shall be recalled;
We many, we silly many, we brand of others;
For he (and she) this week that sleds blood with glee
Shall be my brother (and sister); be he (or she) never with bile;
This era shall assuage his (or her) anti-social security:
And gentlemen (and gentle women) on Earth, now to bed
Shall stink themselves pissed they did not bleed,
And hold their cocks (and cockettes) tightfisted when any whisper
That bled with you and me and our nice crispies today.”

At this (and that), the thong was wowed, except (of course) for Audrey Taboo, who said, “Halt!”


For his own sport, Ed said, “What?!”


“Ed, I shant leg you go on with your abhorrent splashist rant because you are gorifying war, and, as Bill Sherbet twice said once, ‘War is no cakewalk.’  You of all people know most wars are simply excuses for politicians to kill without taking responsibility for intersmashnal murder.  Besides, it’s downright unchristian.  Furthermoth, today’s leaders simply hab the massed masses kill for them instead of solving problems they were erected to solve.  War has become an all too easy way to drive the economy and for shallow men to seem like leaders (all pseudo military, pseudo patriotic, and pseudo such) while poor sobs goosestep with vacant stars in their skies into eagle slaughter of their fallow nomads and themselves.  There is nothing patriotic, just, or moral about an unjust war.  It only delays smashnal and intersmashnal problems for the next leader to slob.”


Ed was taken all the way aback to his early childhood by Audrey Taboo’s brave anathema, and he pulled himself together to further redress her and the assembled messes.  He spoke humbly this time: “I have uttered a rash beseeching, for I did not realize what I was saying.  It was just so much fun to talk so wildly about the sloughing of blood…very romantic and all as it does sound.  However, we’ve been killing and maiming in splashist fashion for almost two million years now, and it is only making matters worse.  We have spurned love while embracing fear, projection, and easy hate.  A leader’s job is to discover and even imagine a new vision, one that will advance civilization and ignore realities that may seem to be unavoidable.  Indeed, no evil is necessary.  We must seek our vision for a now that will model a future of love, inclusion, and respect for all humans, regardless of race, creed, and smashanality.  I do not know how to do this (being short of hand that I am), but with your help to keep me from going into the ashtray, I will try to lead you to that tomorrow…a tomorrow that begins today with my apology to you for my rash words about our nice crispies.”
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(Continued)

Adventure 7

“All We Need is Love (Not German Sopranos) ”
“These are the times that spoil men’s soils (women’s too),” thought Shorthand Ed, sorry he had almost ended with a preposition respite what his mother had always told him about such syntactic snafus.  It was once more Sunday (every seven days or so it would happen…again), a time for leisurely tinkering with plentiful signifrieds, signifriers, and (of intercourse) the signs of the times.  “For ‘stance…,” he said to himself and nomad in perpetuity (because only Ed himself was there, except for Large Tim…though he was so hardly to sea, excluding when the waves revealed the top of Tim’s text).

“For ‘stance, what?” inquired Tim (growing larger as his question spilled over his sparse) while he turned from page 122 to 221 because he had hit a barren scratch.

“For ‘stance, if the signs of the times = signifrieds + signifriers, we will never get to the bonafrieds (those sticky substances behind the signs of the times), if you know what I mean,” remarked Ed, somewhat unremarkably, “and I think you do.”

“Why not?” squired Timmy.

“Well, because, dear Saint of Tim, a thing is not the same as a cymbal, unless you want to make brash of it,” punned Ed.  “It is only a something or another in your head, a collection of synapses, electrical credit card charges, smoke, mirrors, and green stamps, which are, in themselves, cymbals of money, which in tern (squawk), is a cymbal of whelks.  Not everything in our heads is real (maybe surreal).  All of it is the soup of the soup of the soup of the bone.  We never get to the bone when we live in our mirror heads, but we have no choice because of what I call “the thought of thinking.”  Once you think thoughts (it’s inevitable), languish (with all its cymbals) is never out of mind, and we become trapped in the little worlds of our insipid consciousnesses.”  (“There is too much discontinent noise in our cerebral rooms,” he thought by himself.)
“Well, then, what do you oppose?” wondered Tim, taking Ed’s distemper shots for verds at their own farce value.  “Also, what do you want from this vale of terns if languish is so short of the spark of human milk?”

Ed squared his head and delivered his quotations, saying thrustly, “I want to graze at a beautiful woman in her eyes…one like Ruby of the Spies with Vermeer’s Pearls.  I want her to graze at me, and I want what passes in the midst of us to expand into all persistence.  In fact, I want that persistence to exponentially grow (while not worrying about splitting infinitives) and evolve for eternity.  And I want that vision, that ocular communion between my bride and me, to say what verds are mirror cymbals of.  (Sorry about the preposition.)  Anyway, that’s it in a nutmeg.”

“What you want, pure and single,” larfed Tim, “is nothing short of monolithic meaning that behaves itself.  However, nothing is pure and single, implying that meaning does not disrobe itself except to reveal difference and clangs.  You want to freeze meaning into an Unmoved Mover, and then you want it to gather its skirts around itself until it becomes a monolith of ALL MEANING like a German soprano with helmet and horns.  Not only is there not one unified meaning; if it existed, you would quickly have too much of it, and it would blow your Venetian blinds to dribbles and dips.”

“But, as Paul G. once said, ‘I want too much!’” commented Ed.  “I have always wanted too much of everything and everyone.  My eyes are big, but my desire knows no rebounds.”

“Neverthemore, you ought to look for many meanings instead of an epic meaning of some sports.  It will round your tastes,” mused Tim.  “Reality and the verds that inscribe it (I mean them) are made up of both small and great differences, not monistic grovelings," philosophized Tim (for he was surely on an egg roll by now).  Ed was doubly impressed with Large Tim’s many brains, erupting as they were all over the floor, which, by the way, was tipping one way and the other.

“Well,” bemoaned Ed, “you have reduced my desire to a mirror theory of languish, and now I am besmirched with unmanly signs, signifrieds, and signifriers when all I want is to be dismayed with love instead of plagued with sterile verds!”  Angry now, Ed arose to his full height of 5’ 6” and properly smashed his head on the ceiling of Playdough’s Grave.  Rubbing Oxymoron on his wound, he proclaimed his latest claim, “All we need is love!  Verds are nothing but empty gales of unprofitable linguistic urine signifrying nothing but Robert Z’s idiot wind.  All we can do is steal verds from passing brains, mix them up, and recycle them.  You can love a verd, but it will never love you back.”

“So you love Ruby of the Spies with Vermeer’s Pearls?” wondered Tim.

“No,” said Ed, “she was just a shadow (an empty cymbal) of what I was meaning back there before I hit my head on Playdough’s Grave.”

“Well, whom do you love, then?” inquired Tim the Large, grammatically speaking.

“I love Audrey Taboo with all my parts,” admitted Ed, his short hands flapping in the breeze courtesy of the Aeolian winds backing him and the rest of his small brand of bothers who were harmonizing in a dorsal spin at the base of Mount Parsnip.

Tim surveyed Ed’s woeful countenance and reluctantly commenced his cheerless duty by saying to his friend in arms’ sway, “Ed, as you swell know, Ms. Taboo is half your age and then multiplied by two.  More tellingly (and I’m telling you), she is the youngest and most beautiful of the seven Pistol Versions (all of very high caliber), and she can have no truck with males of the opposite sex as you are.  In fact, the Pistol Versions can have no sex with any sex, male or female.”  (Tim was being painfully redundant to cover all possibilities of probabilities, which, in this case, were impossibilities.)  “To continue, sex is not their bag (brand new or otherwise).  The Pistol Versions (all of whom are at least 13 mm) have taken a holy oaf to safeguard our peepholes’ hearth and tend the sacred fire of our burning hearts.  Our fate (not to mention our future) depends on keeping our sacred fire burning sprightly.  Its disappearance would be a not-so-fine kettle of crabs for our tribe.  You must sacrifice your desire for Audrey Taboo for the good of all the peepholes all of the time.”

Ed knew Large Tim was all too right in his bitter counsel, but he was overwhelmed with countless whelms everthemore.  Apparantly, it was his lot in love to be unlucky in life.  As he shambled away to replant his spleen, Ed realized his dreams once again had fallen even shorter than the hands at the ends of his arms.  He was despondent beyond all verds, and his cymbals were muffled in the dark might of his soil as he cast his writhing whelms to the wind.

(Continued)
Adventure 8

“The Last Train to Deadwood”
“Well, it has all come down to this,” Shorthand Ed reflected to no one in particular and not a few in general.  Aubrey Taboo, Ed’s former girlfriend, now a distant mammary somewhere over the rainbow with her burden, was not there, being former.  Yet his forever mostly loyal sidekick, Large Tim, noticed the discordant strains in Ed’s voice when he heard that everything had come down to one thing, which is absurd because there is never just one thing, except maybe the very thing no one can even mention because it is…unmentionable. 

“Tell us, Ed, what has it all come down to?” queried Tim the Large with a question mark at the end of his tiny interrogative with a hanging preposition twisting on a stick.  “And why is everything always coming down to and not up at or at least sideways to, anyway, oh, Eddy from the Pits of Mohair?” 

“Go ahead and play with your verds of every stride and hue, Tim, but soon I will have to go away from all I love to Deadwood, a circumlocution that will hate me to the exclusion of my repute, not that it’s much these days, but it is mine, ill though it may be in the eyes of many,” noted Ed. 

Tim winced at his dread of Ed leaving all he loved and most who were nourished by his selfsame and honest words, even poems, not that they rhymed, but they were mostly true.  Yet Ed’s words, written as he wrote them, crushed the gold oozing from beneath unnoticed things that largely went overlooked like a potato one stumbles upon when one least expects to stumble upon potato-like objects, even souls and especially hearts. 
You see, Ed had a knack for salvaging what others discarded or failed to notice…but he did not stop there.  No, Ed was scarcely satisfied to trip over a potato or uncover a soul until he shook its very foil…not that people understand what shook foil means, yet they recognize it in their hearts when they read it aloud in Ed’s poems. 
Well, those who pay attention do.

Though exceedingly large, Tim had a feeling the future would cherish most of Ed’s 145 works, not to mention a few more Ed held closely to his many vested interests, though his interests were far more than merely vested.  Admittedly, some of Ed’s growing concerns were unwritten but nonetheless tucked neatly away in the pockets of his coat, which he never wore because its sleeves were too long for his short hands.

So Tim fixed his gaze on Shorthand Ed’s dejection and slowly broached a point he knew it was time to mention.  Inhaling as only a large man can, Tim unceremoniously buttonholed Ed’s lapel, though Ed was not in his coat at the time, and sang a litany of Ed’s works (not all or even most of them because 145 poems are too many, even for a litany).

Large Tim reasoned that even Ed, dejected as he was, would have to admit that, though he might not return from the place that would hate him to the exclusion of his repute, he would never die as long as at least one person might by Grace stumble upon the shook foil that Ed had uncovered in his 145 poems, give or take a few he held close to his vest.  One suspected that some future words were in pockets not even Ed could find unless, of course, he put on the coat of which Tim was even then buttonholing.
 
“Let loose my coat, oh Tim the Large, for I must catch the last train to Deadwood, the place that will exclude all traces of my repute, ill or not,” said Ed with moist eyes, his face was set in firm resolution with no promise of absolution from flesh and blood lust…but relentless forgiveness from the more divine quarters of Grace.
Tim saw it was time for Ed to catch his train, yet he asked, “Would you just explain one thing before you go away from us…something you said in one of your 145 poems, plus a few more you have stuffed in your vested pockets?” 
Ed was impatient to board the waiting locomotive, yet Tim’s question did not make him bored…quite the contrary.  “What would that be, oh loyal and quite huge Timothy?” pondered Ed, who by now was almost bemused.

Tim regarded Ed squarely, gazing resolutely into the depths of Ed’s buttonhole and wondered aloud, “What did you mean when you wrote, ‘We will all fall to earth before heaven is even an option’?”

Ed smiled as he answered Tim’s honest question, “Quite simply, oh Tim of the loyal soul, I meant and still mean that we invariably grow worse before we get better…and those who love always get better.  In the end, we all return to where we started before we fell flat on our faces.  Dust to dust, and from dust to Heaven because even a small amount of light is stronger than the vast darkness in us that cannot drown the sparks of light known as hope, which is the soul itself.”

With that, Ed hopped onto the last train to Deadwood.  Yet, somehow and somewhere, Tim knew he would see Ed again. 
          However, in the between, Tim had Ed’s 145 works to light his way and the ways of all who would read those works.  And, while Tim was sad to see his best friend leave, he knew Ed would always be with him and the world, somehow . . . somewhere.

Large Tim walked sadly away from the train station with Ed’s coat draped over his dislocated shoulder.  He held it by a single large finger hooked through the buttonhole of the coat’s lapel.  Tim wondered why Ed had left his frock behind, especially with its many pockets full of countless vested interests yet to be put into words as only Ed could put words together. 

Tim shrugged his ample and even gigantically relocated shoulders.  Mumbling to no one in particular and to all who would have been interested had they realized what a miracle even a stumbled upon potato is, Large Tim smiled as he whispered, “Good old Shorthand Ed.  All the great ones travel light.”

(Tune in again for still more adventures of Shorthand Ed!)
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