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Freaky, Funny Friends of Mine.

The following stories aren't the usual 'surprise ending' or 'punch line' as a lot of posted SA stories are, but I think they make good reading, nonetheless; I suppose I'll find out when I get the thread rating. [image: image1.png]




(1) Mr. Everton White

You may have read about this wiley Jamaican in this thread, A Quick, Hilarious Story About PC-ness Gone Wrong 

Well, there's another story.

Everton is a very black man, bordering on midnight blue. He's bald, clean shaven, and has two rows of teeth that could blind the Orbit Gum spokeswoman. He's about 5'10", if I remember correctly, and has a born-and-raised thick Jamaican accent. I? I'm about 5'9", have facial hair, medium gold-toned skin, hair far down my back, and, despite my multi-colored accent and speech, has never been confused with a Jamaican one.

We worked at a private resort in Florida together, after working a few summers in Nantucket; the level of good-feeling and earnings were night and day between the two cities; we were miserable with Florida, if for no other reason, the worst clientele in the bloody world. To join the resort, you needed to purchase a home there ($200,000 efficiency on up,) $150,000 to join the resort, $7,000 a year to keep your membership, $7,000 mandatory spending on resort grounds on top of that… and you need $10million in your bank account, MINIMUM, to join. Note that members still needed to be 'voted' in, or 'approved' by other members. This means, basically, you won't find a Black, Hispanic, Asian, or otherwise there, just WASPS and Jews… unless you're working there.

So, counting days to the end of our term there like prison inmates, we worked with an odd detachment, taking everything with a grain of salt, and, if pressed, would shrug at the possibility of ever being fired.

One day, I pass a table of two couples, a 60-ish couple dining with a 40-ish one. They catch my attention as I was crossing the dining room, and I went over to investigate.

Man1 : "We'd like our wine now."
Me : "Your wine?"
Man1 : "Yes!" he said, a little exasperated, "The wine you went on about for 10 minutes."
Me : "I… didn't speak to you at all about anything."
Lady1 : "I'm sure you're busy, but we really would like our wine now."
Me : "Ma'am, of which wine are we speaking of?"
Lady1 : "What do you… *sigh* …just give me the wine list again, please."
Lady2 : "Oh, and we're ready for our appetizer, sir."
Me : "Appetizer? Sure, I'll write it down, and give it to your waiter."
Man1 : "It's the special you told us about."
Me : "Sir, I'm not your waiter, I've never met you before, please specify what you need, and I can get it to you."
Man2 : "Oh, GOOD GOD, what is this a joke? You spend ten minutes going on about the specials, and you don't even-"
Everton : "Can I help you sir, is dare a problem?"

All four people look at him and I in shock, as if they just saw a ghost.

Man1 : "Which… which one of you is our server?"
Everton : "It is I, sir, remember, we went over de specials…"
Lady1 : "No… it was this gentleman…"
Everton : "Ma'am, I am telling you, dis man here is all de way on de odder side of the restaurant, I am the one you spoke to. Are you ready for your wine we talked about?"
Man2 : "Jesus Christ, people, are you playing games with us?"

Everton and I look at each other confused, genuinely, then comically.

Everton : "Are you telling me you confused him for me?"
Man2 : "Well, um… look, can I see a manager? Where is the manager? Is that him, walking this way?"
Dale (manager) : "Hello folks, what's going on?"
Everton : "Apparently, Mr.Dale, the four fine folks at our table here tink dat Jian and I look so much alike, they're yelling at him for their order."

Dale said nothing, confused, to the fact that the four people didn't argue, but visibly wanted to.

Dale : "Is… this… true…?"
Man2 : "These guys are the RUDEST…"
Everton : "Oh, no, no, no, my friend, you and your pals just spent ten minutes insulting and offending my good friend because you are blind as bats. One of you, yes, but all four? I am BALD, I am BLACK, I have no facial hair, and you are getting hostile? Dale, I never want to see deese people's face again. If dey want wine, den dey can squeeze the grapes with dare old-lady hands, if dey want dare appetizers, I'll give dem a skillet and an apron; how can you believe any word dey say when they mistake me for Jian? What kind of people do we serve here? Should I give dem a Braille menu? Should I give dem a white cane wit a tapping-end? Tell you what, why don't we give dem chicken and tell dem it is filet mignon, what do dey know?"

Dale was stunned, as all of us, the four blind mice included.

Man2 : "I'm going to tell Mr.Croh about this…"
Everton : "Tell Mister Croh all you wish, tell dem this tall, blond girl wit a German accent named Evertina got rude wit you!"

Dale (laughing quietly) "Oh, god, what…how do…"

…and Everton simply walked away.

Everton didn't get fired (as he probably secretly hoped) and apparently Dale told the Four that Everton's wife just got out of the Hospital that evening from an emergency a few days ago (see linked thread above,) and therefore a bit upset already; and Dale 'comped' the meal, assuring them that neither Everton or myself will ever, ever wait on them again.

Fine by us.

(2) Mr. J.Murray

'Murray,' as we called him, was one of the few in our high school that was an acceptable outcast, meaning he listened to music that everyone else would in about five years' time, and he had this half-80s thing going, stylistically. He was a cool guy, just simply frowned on all things popular. Not so strange, eh? Well, the popular crowd and Jock demographic would argue with you. Anyways, as I got to know him, yeah, he was a little weird, but, oh, god, he was the picture of normalcy compared to his family.

He lived in a huge house with his grandparents, because of a falling out with his family. How bad was his immediate family? I can't say, but obviously he preferred to be in his (then) current residence, oddities aside. What I'm saying is, relatively, it may actually have been worse than this cast of characters he resided with :

Emma : College student, completely emotionless and naturally androgynous; she was a complete sexless human being, from her haircut to her glasses, manner of dress and demeanor. Nothing masculine about her. Nothing feminine about her. She had a boyfriend, Sean, who could have been her fucking identical twin if not 2 inches or so taller than her. She was bossy and 'ran' the house, for what reason I'm not clear on, unless vocal range and volume constituted leader of the abode.

Bubba : Overweight (no, strike that,) Corpulent look-alike to Captain Lou Albano, a truck driver by trade, who often paraded around in only Y-front underwear (briefs) with an abdominal fat-flap so prominent, that he might appear naked at first sight. He was 12 years Emma's senior, but would get in arguments with her and always cave in, calling for 'Ma' when backed into a corner. Bubba had a girlfriend who loved only liquor more than him, had a Harley Davidson tattoo on her arm, and smoked more than a Halliburton plant, with a voice raspier than the sound of vomiting into the back of an electric desk fan.

Ma : Grandmother to Murray, mother to Emma and Bubba, was slated to die by her doctor years ago. She didn't put up a fight at all in arguments; she gave up on proving or standing up for anything. She cooked enough to feed an army, demand everyone clean their plate, and would wax poetic about the wonders of corn after grace and during dinner. This old lady apparently had token-ticket 2,500, whereas Hell was 'now serving' number 6. Her waiting room for the reaper was that very house.

Pa : Grandfather to Murray, who would pontificate incessantly about the good that joining the Army will do for a man's character, will, and 'straightening him out,' which meant, by connotation, 'not being a sissy.' I should note that 'Pa' often drank in the afternoon, and would wake up in the middle of the night for a snack, forgetful that he was wearing a woman's negligee… he cross-dressed at night, because, apparently, there was a wide array of different outfits that didn't belong to Ma or Emma… suggesting that he bought his own women’s clothes.  In his defense, he had more energy than Murray and I combined, and I am convinced he could run a five-minute mile and not get exhausted.

The Pets : Amber : Was a 'familiar' to Ma, a tiny toy dog of some kind that would chirp and bark like a canine crack-head around and in Ma's arms; it was the most prissy, whiny, annoying little fuck in the world. The house had a silent rule that, when Ma finally died, Amber would be dropped off 100 miles away from the house, and be put to sleep if that little cottony rat ever found its way home.

The Pets : Neige : A beautiful medium-sized dog with a driven-snow coat; it was a dog you couldn't resist petting. You were informed by way of panicked screaming not to, though, because Neige had a 'weak bladder' and would piss like frat-house bar patron if you even touched him lightly. Useless animal.

Through some magic of recessive genes, Murray did okay, got the hell out, and now lives far, far away from that House of Horrors, marrying a rather succulent Asian girl.

(3) Mr. Trevor

Trevor is a long-time pal of mine that I’d recently hung out with in Phoenix, and he’d told me of two incredible stories that happened to him/came across since he moved from New Orleans a few years ago.

-

The Bastard Cop

A cop pulls up to Trevor's parked car, while Trevor was reading a book under the dome light, in the lot of a closed business… this is in the wee hours of the morning, mind you.

"What are you doing, sir?"
"Me? Well, the bar closed earlier than I expected, sir, and I don't think I'm quite fit to drive, so I'm waiting it out."
"Are you drunk?"
"Not anymore, sir."
"You know, if you have those keys in the ignition, I can arrest you."
"No, officer, as you can see, they're in my pocket."
"Well, you need to drive home."
"I don't feel comfortable doing that, sir, not right now."
"Do you want me to arrest you for trespassing?"
"No, but I don't want to get a DUI either."

The cop paused, irate.

"How long are you gonna be here, because if I come back in a half-hour, and you're still here, I'll arrest you."
"I don't know, officer… could you give me a breathalyzer test?"
"What? No! Why?"
"Well, if I'm sober enough to drive legally, I'll leave now; but, if not, I'd rather give it another half-hour, hour or so."
"I'm not wasting a breathalyzer on you, son."

Trevor paused, confused.

"Well, it IS for the better good, isn't it?"
"You... you just better be gone in a half hour... why don't you call a cab?"
"I don't have a cell phone, sir, and I don't know if it's a good idea to walk around this neighborhood farther out, looking for a pay phone. Besides, I don't have any change, just bills… are you offering to drive me home?"
"Hell no, that's YOUR problem."
"Sir, I'm doing everything possible to do the right thing, legally, and, well, I guess morally, why are you being so hostile?"

The cop got back in his car, and shouted through the window.

"You better just be gone in a half-hour, you arrogant little prick, drunk or not!"

The cop drove off, obviously incensed with the situation. Yay cops.

-

The Ballsiest Kitten On Earth

A pal/neighbor of Trevor's works in a local zoo, and was opening up a series of cages/traps to guide a Tiger back into its cage, after it had been cleaned. Upon closing and locking the gate behind the tiger, the zookeeper saw something in the corner of the tiger's cage shifting about… it was a kitten, a domestic kitten, that inexplicably found itself in the cage.

The tiger began to eat the meal set up for it, the very bait that got him into his cage; this meant that it would be extremely difficult, if even possible, to coax the tiger away from the center of his domain, as to retrieve the kitten.

The zookeeper watched in panic and dread as the tiger sniffed the air about him, sensing and approaching the wide-eyed kitten in the corner.

A small crowd gathered about.

The tiger looked at the kitten (within a few months old, far smaller than a tiger cub) with curiosity and confusion, the kitten innocently and whimsically staring right back at the beast. The tiger's massive head sniffed about the tiny mammal, and began to nudge it with its nose.

The kitten, as most kittens do, reacted unfavorably at this intrusion, bared its teeth, pricked up its fur, hissed, and took a swing at the tiger's imposing sniffer.

The tiger flinched, and hurriedly ran into the opposite corner of the cage, his eyes now wider than the kitten's, and more confused than those of the spectators outside; the hapless tiger looked at them, as if to pose a panicked question.

Amazing, but improbable? I can only compare that a hissing roach or a screeching rat less than a foot from my face would have a similar effect. 

The kitten soon pranced out of the cage, and the zookeeper promptly caught it, and later took it home with her.

I'd pay good fucking money for that kitten. [image: image2.png]




-

P.S. Follow-up to Ooh, do have I a NEW Ghost story for you... +Bonus Material... coming really soon!

-

Now, a photo of gorgeous Bollywood actress Priyanka Chopra :

Stuntcock decided to show you this image:
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