                            ON THE SPICY-SIDE
                                     The Art of Fart

    A while back I met a guy that I am now convinced has formed what I believe to

     be a very strong 'infatuance' 

     With highly caustic odors, and would not be too surprised to learn he’s actually

     earned himself a - PhD in flatulence!
     To ace a course in spewing fumes this lethal can’t be done by someone whom -- 

     about-which-foods-will-cause-them isn’t smart --

     So -- given his toxicity -- he’s obviously earned his 'Masters' in what I’d call -- 

     in 'laymans terms' -- the prestigious -- “Art of Fart”!
                                           Ol’ 'Willie' Isn’t Dead!
From every 'day' the first few months, to every 'week' - but only once, to -- if I'd stoop to begging -- once in a while!
The following year - believe it or not - the closest thing to 'sex' I got was… "TAKE 

A SHOWER", and - a condescending smile!
Denied my needs, I took to lookin'... hittin' the bars - thinkin' by hookin' up for a one-night stand with a fired-up fillie…

Given the number of "NO"s there’d been… an' tired as hell o' 'now 'n' then'... I'd get a chance to make things right with Willie! 

Obsessed with feelin' gratified by bein' sexually satisfied -- on account, o' course, he ain't been treated well --
I've been trollin' drinkin' holes, hangin' 'round the 'stripper-poles', to prove that he ain't died an' gone to hell!  

Well… a gal I spotted 8 joints later, pret' near big as a ‘frigerator, sauntered up real sultry like an' said,

"Looks like yer on the prowl, honey, an’ fer 3 - 4 drinks -- and a little money -- just to prove yer - you-know-what - ain't dead --
"I'll verify it's workin' right!"   And on that 'definitely-worth-it' night we slithered out o' Curly’s arm in arm,

An' I can guarantee ya', friend, thanks to what I chose to spend --- I know ol' Willie’s workin’ like a charm!
                                 Absolutely No Pride                   

While wandering ‘round the car show at the fairgrounds in Des Moines, my wife came racing up, severely choking!
Being quite the prankster, when she warned me - “Mark… go back,” - instinctively I figured she was joking!
“What’s the matter, cupcake?” I replied, to play along.   To which - after grabbin' a chair - she gagged - 

“Just turn around and sit back down ‘cause -- if you go much farther -- I guarantee -- you’re gonna choke to death!
“Bob an' Bill are just ahead, and both of them are REAKING!    They stink so bad it actually made me cry!
People even halfway close are actually throwing up -- an' I won't be surprised to see one DIE!!!
“Nothing you would care to look at’s worth what I went through.  I swear to God... I’m telling you the truth!”

The way her eyes were filled with tears - and gasping like she was - and knowing how pathetically uncouth
Bubba-Joe and Billy-Joe tend to act at shows - I figured I’d be wise to turn around!
That was when -- from prob’ly close to fifty feet away -- I heard that too-familiar, horrid sound -

Followed by what most assumed an echo -- Mr. Dead-Ass -- his nose up in the air and looking proud --
Let what had to be at least a - thirty-second fart - that would have made a palomino proud!
Trailing just behind the pair of unrepentant jerks - a stench - for which it’s hard to find the words -

Drifted ‘cross the parking lot, as both - without a care - you’d swear to God were leaving trails of turds!
I remember saying, as we fought to dodge their course, “Now, that’s the strangest thing I’ve ever seen!”                                                                                                                 They were being followed by a murky, chartreuse haze - and flatulence, as we all know -  is green!
Also, in the wake they left, were countless glaring people -- an angry, vengeful scowl in every glance -- 

Absolutely stunned to watch these two disgusting morons wander pass their cars and shit their pants!
Heeding Connie’s warning, I revolved and raced away, but couldn’t help but feel a bit concerned,

Wond’ring if the victim’s of their 'inconsiderations' -- those whose grills an' faces they had burned --

Might decide to take revenge and actually hunt them down - then take this pair of disrespectful dorks -

And whip their frickin’ undies down and -- like they both deserve -- spread their cheeks an’ plug their butts with corks!
                                    The 'Showing'
Now Pop's a hardcore bowler, and a good one, that’s a fact.
Pictures showing him with teammates decorate his walls!
His favorite things to do are --- 
telling folks about his curve ball ---

the 'seven - ten' he once picked up ---

and showing them his balls!
So when the gang dropped by one night, the comments that he made

Shouldn’t have come - I don’t believe - as such a big surprise -

But you could very easily tell - when Mother overheard them - 

That she was absolutely shocked!    I saw it in her eyes.
          “These are what I call - ‘the twins,’” he very proudly said,

Then added - “ain’t they cool as hell?  And I don’t mean to brag,

But I can guarantee ya' this  - from here to Timbuktu -

Five ‘ll get ya' ten you’ll never see a finer bag!” 
Busy washing dishes when his words assailed her ears,

She very nearly drowned when she collapsed into the sink -

And as she cleaned her glasses off, she mumbled to herself - 

“I simply can’t believe that fool would show our friends - his DINK!
After toweling off a bit then scurrying off to where

She’d need to stand to make his group of tourers walk her way -
She bellowed, as the crowd approached -- “Melvin, I’m appalled!

We really need to talk about what I just heard you say!
“Our friends, I’m sure, did not drop by to see your balls, ya’ dork,
And you can pack that frickin’ ‘bag’ you think is so damn great
And hit the road,” she hollered, as her strength at last returned.

Her mind was filled with doubt -- her voice with pain -- her eyes with hate! 
          Their visitors, of course, were stunned, and Pop was shocked as well,

As thus began what -- like so many other classic brawls --

Turned into a screaming match when Dad would holler back --
          “What the hell is so damn wrong with showing them my balls?”
           “Bowling balls like mine are quite unique, and, when I asked -

‘Would you like to see them?’ they assured me that they would!”

“Oh, my Goodness,” Mom confessed, “I take back all I said!
I heard you call your balls ‘the twins’… and I misunderstood!  
“You’re right about your bag and balls -- they’re absolutely great!
And every single time I stay up late and surf the net --

When I find a site where you can buy that sort of thing --

I’m always reassured that what you’ve got is --- quite a set!”
“Golly, cupcake,” Pop replied, “that’s nice of you to say!
And by the way -- like any -- you know -- 'frugal' guy that bowls --

I've been takin' lessons, and - the next time that I buy one -  
          I’ll show ya' just how good I've got at, you know --- drillin' holes!
                I Wouldn’t Turn My Back On ‘Em, Fellas      

Me an’ my 'buds' are debonair, refined, and cool as hell.    We’re graceful… agile… tough as nails… and chic.

We stand when women leave their seats, and when the flag is raised… and when - except for Bruce - we take a leak!
Always patriotic - when our National Anthem’s sung - we sing along… with hands across our hearts,

(Though every time that squirrely dork, Stellinga, tries the high notes -- he winds up turnin’ purple… then he farts!) 

Still - despite these minor flaws - the gals who do our bidding are well aware of  - who’s the stronger sex!
We’re highly skilled at keeping them exactly where we want them, and not afraid of sticking out our necks. 

Why, just the other day my wife, you know - Connie Sue… while getting spiffied up to leave the house…

Right while I was watching 'Barrett-Jackson' had the nerve to ask for my opinion --
on a BLOUSE!
Of course I told her, “Listen, bitch, it don’t really matter, ‘cause, ‘til this house is clean and I’ve been fed --
You ain’t goin’ nowhere!   And - when Barrett-Jackson’s over - I might consider takin' you to bed!”

Carl's another prime example.  Always rules the roost… and told me once, “When Deb gets out o’ line…

All I have to do is tell her, ‘Don’t forget the rules:   Everything you think is ours… is mine’,

“So if you want a place to sleep you’d better keep in mind that I’m the one who rules within these walls -
And never… I mean NEVER… on an evening when I bowl... forget to shine my shoes 

and clean my balls!”

Tom’s a wee bit tougher than the rest of us, most times… but always gets the job done 

just the same.

He claims that he controls the way his women take commands simply by the way he -- 
says their name!
When he says it firmly, they’ll appease him near as quickly as Freddy's famous fumes 'll clear a room --

And when he says it flirtingly they’re putty in his hands… and know that to refuse would mean their doom!
And Andy said just yesterday -- “When Hilda’s ‘ridin’ broom’ and acting like a menopausal witch…

I’ll tolerate her  'hissy-fit' --- to let her blow off steam --- then - if she won’t shut-up - 
I beat the bitch! 
The only thing that worries me is… even though we’re smarter… and range in size 

from slightly to much bigger…

Dumb as all our women are… it doesn’t take a genius -- or any strength at all to --- 
pull a trigger!
                    The Supposedly 'Accidental' Assault        

Now, I’m not one to gossip… and I wasn’t actually there the day this crude, atrocious thing purportedly occurred…

So bear in mind, the claims that you’re about to hear from me are based on nothing more than ugly rumors that I’ve heard. 

I’m told our gals were shopping ‘round the city some time back, when somewhat unexpectedly the one we know as Jenny

Blurted out, from in the back - “Hey, Con, we need to stop!  I ate too much for breakfast, and I need to - spend a penny!”

Connie said, “No problem.” And then queried all the others, “How about we find someplace we all can drain our tanks?”

Rose and Tina both said, “Fine.”   Missy said, “Let’s do it,”  while Becky answered - 

“I was smart - and didn’t eat… but thanks!”
Now… I forget who told me this, but, someone said that Jenny -- only seconds after Connie’d put the car in park --

Getting up to make her way to exit from the van -- in response, apparently, to Becky’s barbed remark -- 
Grabbed the seat in front of her and… leaning toward the door… placed a foot between the seats, then sharply turned her hip -

Drew a giant breath and briefly held it - turning red - then aimed her keister right at Becky’s face and -- let ‘er rip!
“Holy shit,” poor Becky screamed, “you coulda broke my glasses.   Now I know the reason Mark appointed you your name:
‘Blue-eyed - blonde-haired - Thunder Buns’ fits you to a T - and I don’t think this frickin’ blouse will ever smell the same!”

Ranting on - (while others roared) - they say she actually said - “Anyone who does that sort of thing near someone’s head
Ought to go to prison!    Hell… you blew away my perm!   I swear to God there’s somethin' up your ass that’s frickin' dead!”
As the laughter tapered off, a dazed and gasping Becky stumbled out and bee-lined 

toward the waiting Deli-Mart.

“Do you carry anything,” she asked the young cashier, “strong enough to counteract 

a huge, disgusting fart?”

“We’ve got Scope,” the cashier quipped... that oughta do the trick.  We also carry brushes… if you need to fix your curls!”

“Kiss my ass, you mouthy turd… I’ve got a brush,” she snapped, with icy cold 

conviction like you seldom see from girls!
Twenty minutes later she had doused herself with Scope... gargled - Connie claims - 
a dozen times, with Listerine...

Used Murine to rinse her eyes - the sink to rinse her blouse, and headed back to where we’d parked - fairly close to clean!
Now… all but prob’ly Becky were content to let it slide - and write the situation off as 

just an awkward slip -

But I can’t help but wonder if that’s true - considering how -- the way I heard it -- 
Jenny'd actually paused and -- cocked her hip!!!
Was it accidental?     Only Jenny knows for sure.    And, yes… she did apologize for 

what she did that day ---

But how do you forgive someone -- particularly a sister, when -- even unintentionally -- they blow your face away?
