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King Artie and the Legend: Part End

HUMOR THERAPY

uieting them, the king carried on, “My brave
knights, with the Duke on the run, we may
now finally turn our efforts towards finding
the most sacred relic in the entire world.” Sir
Render leapt to his feet, excitingly respond-

ing, “The Beowulf comic book!” Unaware, a thin,
deathly-looking, pale young man, dressed in black tights
and puffy shirt, has slithered in the room, lurking in the
back. He steps out from the shadows.
“I believe he means the Holy Grail,” uttered the pale
man. A gasp reverberated from the dining group, curi-
ous, with mouths agape.
“And who might you be?” Artie questioned. “If you’re
the plumber you were supposed to be here at noon. The
queen’s bucket is in dire need of plunging and a good
scrubbing.” “I assure you I’m not a plumber. My blood
is of nobility,” declared the sickly man with a dry, cocky
tone. “You look like you could use some blood,” Pelican
spoke up, causing the knight to roar with laughter. “And
pray tell, lad, of which nobility line do you descend
from?” inquired the king. “Why yours, sire,” he stated
with a smirk. The king looks amused as everyone roars
with laughter. “You have a morbid sense of humor, my
dear boy. What’s your name?” inquired the king. “Mor-
bid. Son of Morgan Da Lay,” he replied. The king’s face
turned to stone as he heard some eerie suspense music
play. He angrily glares over at the band playing music in

Q
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the corner of the room. They slowly stop playing, one
instrument at a time tapering off. “Who is this Da Lay?”
the queen asked. King Artie slumps in his chair as his
mind races back to the past. “As a teenage boy, I spent a
summer as a lifeguard at the palace of Prince Albert. I
never saw much of him — he was always in the can.
Anyway, I was simple pool boy in search of man-
hood...”
The king recounted his childhood story and how the
Lady Morgan Da Lay had seduced him one sweltering
day. How he was deflowered in the haystacks of the
royal barn. And, how awkward he felt losing his virgini-
ty to an older woman in the presence of a team of laugh-
ing horses.
After he finished his story, Chandelier stormed out of
the room and the knights sat in disbelief. It had become
obvious that there would be no “Duck, Duck, Goose”
game.
The illegitimate son was welcomed into Camelrot,
although not well liked by most. For several months
business went on as usual as Artie spent much of his
time trying to bond with his pansy bastard and avoid
fighting with his wife about the sexcapade he had had
earlier in his life.
One night, while Sir Dancelot was in his chambers mud-
dling through a series of stretching exercises a woman
with a shawl over her head slipped into his room. The
brave night grabbed a pillow and held it in front of his
chest and shrieked, “Don’t you touch me, or I’ll
scream.” The woman pulled down her head covering,
and he could see that it was the queen.
“My lady,” he gasped. “You shouldn’t be here.” She
quickly starts undressing. “Oh, shut up. There’s no time
for chitchat,” she responded while quickly undressing.
“Take me and make it rough. But do it quickly. If the
king should awake and find me gone he may grow sus-
picious. We must hurry if we wish to get in a spanking
session.” “We mustn’t,” the knight exhaled. “There is
already much talk and scuttle butt and scuttle talk butt
within the Camelrot walls. There are whispers of your
infidelity.” “Lies! Filthy lies!” Chandelier postulated as
she leapt onto the bed. “ Now drop them tight draws,
hot stuff.” Dancelot turns away from her and folds his
arms. “I think you should leave, my queen. My mind
has been in torment since our first embrace. I cannot go
on deceiving the king and tarnishing the honorable code
of the knights of the triangular table. Oh, if you only felt
the pain that pierces me, like daggers to my...” He stops
in mid-sentence as he turns to find the lady seductively
lying on the bed in a skimpy sexy teddy. Surprised, his
head quickly shakes back-and-forth, causing his cheeks
to flap as his eyes bug out as he mumbles, “Sacred bleu.
Woof!” He rips off his shirt, revealing an oily glistening
chest, then dives in bed with her. Three minutes later,
Chandelier is lying in bed with a glazed look on her
face, puffing on a fat cigar. “That was amazing. Where

did you learn that last move?” the relieved knight said
as he nibbled on a carrot. “I call that the “cream puff
squeeze.” She casually stated. “It was taught to me by
the dessert chef of Windsor. My God, did he have a pas-
try bag.” Suddenly, the door is kicked open. Morbid and
a group of knights rush in with drawn swords. He holds
his sword to Dancelot’s neck who timidly pulls the cov-
ers up to his chin as he mutters “Mommy” in a high-
pitched voice.
The following morning, a somber, distraught King Artie
sits on his throne next to Pelican. Chandelier and
Dancelot stand before him, accused of treason and adul-
tery. A teary-eyed Dancelot sniffled then spoke up,
“Your majesty, it’s not what it appears. We, us, were just
playing a game. You jump on the bed and one person
says a letter then the other says the name of an animal.
For instance, if I said “R” you would say...” “Rat. Lying
cheating rat,” Pelican bellowed from the corner. “Pellie,
please,” the king solemnly stifled. “Dance you were
found naked in the bed with the queen.” “Yes, well, as
we were carelessly jumping about, like innocent school
children, our attire became loose and in all the clean and
pure frolic our clothes must have dropped off. It could
happen to anyone... really,” the nervous knight
explained, causing the people in the court to erupt in
disbelief. “Is this true, my queen?” Artie asked. “Yes,
yes, it was all quite innocent,” she stated through her
hung-over headache. “I want to believe you but...” he
jumped to feet and pointed at her, “Liar! Liar! Pants on
fire!” “Sire, if I may intercede,” Morbid stepped for-
ward. “You are known throughout England as a fair and
just king. Your laws were written for righting the
wrongs. To be applied to everyone... including the
chivalrous knights of the... triangular table. If justice is
not served chaos will certainly ensue and Camelrot will
be tainted with the smell of... favoritism. The law is the
law. And, sadly, adultery carries a sentence of death.”
Everyone yells “Here! Here!” Troubled, King Artie puts
his head down in his hand as he contemplates the dilem-
ma. “What kind of death?” Pelican snaps his finger call-
ing out “The book” and midget monk runs in with a
large book. Flameer, standing next to Chandelier, whis-
pered “Must be a short story.” The monk sets the book
on the midget’s head and opens it. He begins reading
with his speech impediment that caused him to slur all
his S’s. “Let’s see. Stealing a saddle is a stoning. Smok-
ing in a restaurant is a slow scalding. Smashing a royal
sacred skunk is a stern stomping. Slandering a soldier
renders a six ass slappings. Whispering secrets is seven
scratches to the scrotum...” Flameer flinches, covering
his mouth in fright as an irritated King Artie interrupts,
“Oh get to infidelity crimes?” “Yes... certainly, sire...
sir,” the monk slurred as he began turning pages. “Sex,
sex sex... here it is,” then reading “Whomsoever con-
spires to sleep in the arms of another man’s wife shall
be sentence to swing from the gallows. The cheating
spouse shall join him in the solemn swinging.” “Do
either of you have anything to say in your defense?” the
king exasperated. “Does anyone have any aspirin root?”
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Chandelier murmured. “I’m gay! I like the boys!”
Dancelot cried out. “And I’m a dragon slayer,” Flameer
quipped as he powdered his nose. Panicky, Dancelot
started groveling, “I was raped! It was all her idea! I
was asleep when that, that wicked harlot attacked me.”
“Something was awake,” the queen remarked causing
Flameer to giggle.. The brave French knight dropped to
his knees, pleading, “Please, don’t kill me! I’ll take the
slapping... or a spanking... yes, a light spanking for my
treachery. Whatta ya say, my king... ole chum?” King
Artie and Pelican confer in a whisper, hoping to find an
out for the sniveling knight. The royal leader stood up,
“The law is the law is the law.” The ringing words
caused Dancelot to break down and cry.
Later that night, while Dancelot and Chandelier were
locked in a prison cell, the king brooded while in
slumped in a chair with a glass of brandy. Sledge did her
best to lift his spirits by doing some bird calls. His mind
was too foggy to even venture a guess between a Finch
or a Sandpiper. She eventually stopped chirping and
found herself massaging her neck.
“I wish there was a choice. But, the law is the law is the
law. If I could save their lives, I would,” the king
sighed. “But, my loyal knights would certainly over-
throw me and Morbid would take the throne. My hands
are tied.” “I’ve spent the last three days in the royal
library,” Sledge commented. “Very good, Sledge,” Artie
encouraged. “Children today don’t realize how impor-
tant reading is. If only we could get them to stop run-
ning around and exercising. Sickening.” “I came across
this book,” she mentioned, handing him a book. The
king began reading, ‘Rules and Regulations of a Shiny
Knight.’ Ah yes, this book was written over two hun-
dred years ago by the righteous council of King Pinn. I
got it from Merlot for a winter solstice present. He used
to rest his drink on it.” Sledge, looking for a passage,
leans over and begins turning the pages. King Artie
smells her hair. His eyes cross because of the flowery
fragrance. “Gee, your hair smells terrific.” She blushed,
“Thank you, I just washed it last month. Look, look
here. This says here, in Chapter Seven, titled ‘When
Knight Falls,’ ‘Any knight accused of any naughty
crime may have their sentenced eradicated if he success-
fully completes a given quest handed down by the king.’
The king leapt up, “My God. It’s a brilliant idea.” He
hugged her. “You’re a genius, Sledge,” he said, finding
himself looking deep in her eyes. “ A beautiful, soft,
rounded, kissable genius.” The two can’t help but
embrace in a juicy, passionate kiss. She quickly pulls
away, “No.” He pulls her close, “Yes.” He kisses her
than he pulls away, “No.” “Yes” she whispers, grabbing
and kisses him. 
After a brief ravish, Sledge stops, “Oh my God, what
about Chandelier?” “Oh please, Sledge,” responds the
king. “I find your identical twin sister ugly and repul-
sive.” She gives a look of confusion, shrugs, then goes
back to kissing the king as they fall on the bed.

Rather than kill the two people he had come to love
deeply in his life he used the loophole in the knight’s
handbook to spare their lives by sending them on a
quest to find the Holy Grail. The king wished the pair
luck, specifying that they only had forty-eight hours to
find the scared cup.
“So, it is said and so it is done. Are there any ques-
tions?” “Will our going away party be open bar?” Chan-
delier inquired.
The two of them rode out of Camelrot and made it as far
as the next town over. They found themselves in a pub,
trying to decide their best course of action in searching
for the grail. 
“Where should we start?” Dancelot asked.
“How should I know? You’re the knight,” she snapped.
“I’m hungry. I want some fish-n-chips.”
“We don’t have much time. Why didn’t you eat before
we left?” he said, rolling his eyes.
“I wasn’t hungry then,” she fired back.
“Yeah, I’m sure those bloody Mary’s filled you up,” he
instigated.
“Oh, that’s right, your mister high and mighty,” she
huffed. “I’ll tell ya what, the next time I have an adulter-
ous affair, it’ll be with a knight who can go… all night.
Make the whole damn thing worth it.”
“Yeah, well, your raunchy booze breath wanted me to
just get the thing over with as soon as possible.”
The pair spent the afternoon bickering and trading
insults. They tolerated each other by throwing down
pints of beer. By the end of the day they were too drunk
and tried to do anything. But, they were now apologiz-
ing to each other and decided to get a room at the inn.
The intoxicated couple soon became frisky and amorous
with each other but, Dancelot, because of too much
alcohol, couldn’t perform. He did his best to coax his
member back to life with small talk and shameless beg-
ging. The queen grew weary and frustrated, falling
asleep on his chest. Sometime in the night, she vomited
on him and he moved to the floor. 
The next morning the two awoke with splitting
headaches. Right away the blame game started, and the
pair began fighting again. Dancelot had arose in a mind
fog and accidentally put on Chandelier’s undergarments.
The brave knight stood there sniveling, “Well how was I
supposed to know?” But, she didn’t trust him. Down
deep, he knew fully well what he did, and it was no
accident.
With only hours left to find the grail, they knew it
wouldn’t be long before the king would send out the tri-
angular knights to hunt them down. There was no where
they could run and be safe. The adulterers decided that
it would be best to return to Camelrot and put them-
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10    ABILITY

selves at the mercy of the king. As they were preparing
to check out of the inn, Chandelier came up with a bril-
liant idea. She would reveal it to Dancelot on the ride
home but, before leaving town, she insisted they stop by
the pub to get mug of the hair of the dog that bit her, so
she could cope with the journey back and Dancelot’s
god-awful French singing.
King Artie sat on his throne, his eyes beaming as he
examined the wooden cup in his hands. He couldn’t
help but feel skeptical. “Where did you find it?”
“In Glastonbury,” Chandelier tossed out.
“In a church,” Dancelot added.
“Actually, in a catacomb, under the church,” she men-
tioned, making a cocktail.
“It looks so… humdrum,” the king commented.
“Yes, well, our Lord was a simple, ordinary carpenter so
one would assume he would use a boring, common ves-
sel,” Dance stammered.
“Yes, I guess that stands to reason,” Artie thoughtfully
surmised as he inspected the cup in closer detail. “What
is this? Here. On the bottom of the cup appears to be the
letters JA.”
In Dancelot’s mind he could see the big sign outside the
bar they had stopped in. It had read “The Jackass Pub.” 
Dancelot leaned over and quickly looked at it. “Hmmm-
mm, that is interesting.”
“Oh, it’s probably a few dings or scratches. It is old,”
the queen chimed in. “Are we done here?”
“I know what that is,” Pellie spoke up. He raced from
across the room to examine the cup. Upon further
inspection, he looked up a Dancelot. “You son-of-a-
bitch. You little son-of-a-bitch.”
Dancelot began to tremble in his curled booty shoes. “I
can explain everything. It’s not what it seems. Now let’s
try be adults here.” He held up his hands to calm the
room, took a deep breath then pointed to the queen as he
screamed, “It was her fault! It was all her idea! Please,
don’t kill me! I beg of you!”
Pellie approached him. He held out his arms to choke
the knight as Dancelot cowered. Suddenly, the old man
wrapped his arms around the scared chap and hugged
him as he lifted him off the ground and twirled around.
“You son-of-a-bitch! You did it!”
“What in God’s name are you talking about, Pellie?” the
king asked.
“Legend has it that the Holy Grail was brought over to
this country by none other than Joseph of Arimathea,”
Pelican put forth.
“The one responsible for the burying of the Christ,”

King Artie augmented. “Thus, the inscribed initials JA.”
“Precisely. It must be the long-sought Grail,” Pellie
beamed.
He picked Dancelot up again, spinning him around as
the knight gave an uneasy hysterical laugh of relief.
“I decree that the death sentences for Queen Chandelier
and Sir Dancelot be abolished for according to the law
once a quest, deemed by the ruler, has been achieved the
prior sentence becomes null and void,” the king pontifi-
cated.
“Booyah!” Dancelot exclaimed.
“It is a grave mistake,” a voice called out from the back
of the room. Everyone gasped as they turned around to
find Morbid casually leaning against a pillar. “You see,
my dear king, by allowing treachery and treason to go
unpunished you open the door to an unlawful, chaotic
Camelrot and a house divided cannot certainly stand. I
simply won’t have that in my kingdom.”
“My dear boy, perhaps you were in the garden to long
today and over did your pale skin with fresh and have
become, shall we say, a bit delusional.” Everyone
breaks out laughing until the king continues, “Need I
remind you, my deathly chap, that this is still my king-
dom. A kingdom that abides by my rules.”
Morbid arrogantly paces around. “Can we be sure that is
indeed the true Holy Grail. Perhaps it is just a cheap
beer mug from Tiny Timmy’s Tavern?” “Hogwash!”
Pellie cried. “Tiny Timmy closed his tavern years ago
over religious reasons of serving alcohol. It’s now a dry,
respectable brothel.”
The Holy Grail sits alone in the center of the room on a
stand. Circled around is Morbid, Dancelot, Chandelier,
Pelican, Sledge and a hideous, wrinkled old maid ser-
vant, Millie. King Artie, holding a wine bottle,
approaches the relic. “This cup was touched by no other
than God himself. When lifted towards the heavens it
was promised to bring new life and that whosoever
dranketh from thy Grail would be rejuvenated back to
their youthful days.” He slowly pours some wine into
the cup. Chandelier makes a move towards the wine but
Dancelot holds her back. “I think we’ve toyed around
enough here. No one knows where the Grail is, if such a
thing exists,” Morbid insisted. Enough with the games.
These two must die.” “Millie, could I borrow for a brief,
shining moment?” the king pleasantly asked. The old
woman flashed a toothless smile accompanied by an
awkward curtsy. The king holds up the Grail in front of
her, giving an agonizing double-take as he looked at her
repulsive face. “For me, sir?” Millie inquired “Yes.
Please, partake and quickly,” he said avoiding eye con-
tact. She bashfully giggles then guzzles the wine down,
capping it off with a soft, hoarse rolling burp. “Very
good hooch it is, your majesty.” “Just as I thought,”
Morbid roared. “A cauldron of scolding oil on this
woman’s head might help a little but, this is all a royal
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scam. Insanity has stricken the king and he is unworthy
to rule. I motion that he be removed from the throne
and... and...” Morbid looks at the aghast faces of the
onlookers peering behind him. He slowly turns around
to see the old maid magically metamorphosing into a
young, gorgeous woman with long, flowing hair. Every
guy’s mouth in the room drops open. “Hubbada,”
Dancelot mumbles, elbowing the queen out of the way
to get a better look. “Well save me a snoot,” Chandelier
exclaimed. Morbid grabs the Grail, examining it. “My
God, it’s real.” “Yes,” King Artie stated. “And with holy
goblet I can unite all the kingdoms in the world under
the righteous and godly laws of Camelrot. Where every
human being is treated fairly with kindness and compas-
sion.” Morbid grabs the king’s sword, holding it to his
neck. “Or, even better. All the kingdoms of the world
are ruled by me and the people are treated like the pigs
that they are. The Grail please.” “Scoundrel!” Pellican’s
shaky voice reverberated. Chandelier moves over to
Morbid and rubs his arm. “I’ve always liked you.” “My
foolish child,” snickered the king. “You think you can
just waltz out of here with the Grail?” “He knows noth-
ing about waltzing,” Dancelot chimed in. “Oh, give me
some credit,” Morbid laughed. “You think I would just
take the Grail and leave? Oh no, my idiot friends, the
Grail stays here... with me... in my kingdom.” “Camel-
rot is King Artie’s kingdom! It’s all of ours,” Sledge
reminded. “We are family!”
“Well put, Sister Sledge,” Artie nodded. “If you haven’t
notice, my little bastard child, you’re well out-num-
bered. There will be no kingdom for you. You’re a very

selfish and bad boy with poor manners. Now, if you put
down the sword, I’ll give you a light punishment. Some
community service; cleaning up mushy horse doo-doo
and scrubbing the stained piss pales.” “My days of
scrubbing urine buckets are over. It’s taken me three
years to get the tinkle smell off my nails,” Morbid
sneered through his gritted teeth. “This kingdom is mine
and I’m going to take what’s rightfully mine.” “Ha! You
and what army?” Pelican jeered, inciting everyone
around him to laugh at the pale cocky fool. “Funny you
should ask,” the boy heir grinned. “Why, the Duke of
Wayne’s army.” Suddenly, the doors burst opened as a
group of knights piled in, wearing their black suits of
armor, led by the Duke. “Well hello, pilgrims. I’m not
gonna hurt ya. I’m not gonna hurt ya… like hell I’m
not.” “I sincerely hope you all don’t mind dying?” Mor-
bid mocked with his devious smirk. Dancelot stepped
forward with his chest out, “We would love it.” Morbid
shrugs, “Well then... you’re first.” Dancelot shrieks and
runs behind Pelican to hide. Morbid snatches the sword
Exposure off the table and goes to run it through the
trembling, unarmed knight. The sword, as if electrically
charged, sparks, then flies out of his hand onto the
ground. It magically slides across the floor right over to
King Artie who swiftly picks it up. “Yoink. The sword
can only be used for good, my little fella,” King Artie
said in a sing-song tone. “Well played,” Morbid nodded.
“I see I have no choice but to have the Duke kill you.”
“It’ll be my pleasure, missy,” replied the Duke. “Would
you please stop calling me that? It’s Morbid” he sighed.
Pelican tosses Dancelot a sword. Catching it, he stands
frozen, unsure of what to do. “Oh my God, his Lindy-
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hopping legs are off. His rhythm. He’s lost it,” Chande-
lier cried then leaned over to Pellie, “Is this fight open
bar?” The Duke takes a stab at Dancelot but he stylishly
leaps onto the triangular table. The angry Duke wildly
swings his sword, trying to cut the graceful knight
down. Sir Homey runs over and lays down a rap beat
from his mouth. Dancelot starts to feel the beat, becom-
ing more agile. “By Jove I think he’s got it!” Pellie
beams, then runs over to the window where he begins
clucking like chicken to the street below. It was signal
he once set up as a call for help to summon the knights
that no one ever believed would ever be used. Dancelot
continues to dance, with remarkable dexterity, as he tus-
sles with the Duke. Remarkably, it leads into a tap danc-
ing display as he dodges the flailing weapon. In awe,
Pelican and Sledge applaud the performance. Dancelot
smiles and bows. Suddenly, the knights of the triangular
table burst into the room. “We heard the distress
clucks,” Sir Loin cried. The knights charged the black
knights and a battle ensued. Morbid made his move
towards the unarmed king. He faced off to his father. “I
hope you won’t mind a sword through your heart?”
“Not at all, brat. As long as you won’t mind a foot to
your balls,” King Artie responded with a kick to the
groin. “You’re dead meat, daddy” Morbid squealed in a
high-pitched voiced, giving the king time to grab a
sword. In no time, the pair were swashbuckling.
Dancelot found himself cornered by a group of black
knights. Out of options, he tried a little soft shoe number
to distract them and throwing out a few wavy Jazz
hands. It was futile. The Duke parted his soldiers as he
made his way up to the nervous knight then held a
sword to his scrawny, cologne-scented neck. Trembling,
Sir Dancelot held up his hand and murmured “Time
out?” “More like... time’s up, my frightened French
poodle,” the Duke grinned as he attempted to jam his
sword into Dancelot. The quick-thinking agile knight
dropped into a split, finding his face eye-level and
directly in front of the Duke’s groin. Seizing the
moment and the sack, he reached out and grabbed a
handful of testicles. “I’m having a ball. How ‘bout
you?” Dancelot quipped. “You cheating pilgrim,” the
Duke wailed in a high-pitched voice then swung his
sword at his enemy’s head causing Dancelot to duck and
scamper away.
On the other side of the room, Sledge grabbed can-
taloupes from the buffet tables and fired them at the
black knights, hitting several of them in the head and
knocking them out. Morbid and the king continued
fighting. “I didn’t think “your kind” could fight,” the
king baited. “My kind. Are you implying I’m a... social-
ist?” the clumsy bastard retorted. He then pointed to the
ceiling, “Look, there’s... something.” Foolishly, King
Artie looked up and Morbid knocked the sword out of
his hand, throwing out a cocky “Ha ha” as some sort of
cherry on top. “I will die before I relinquish my throne,”
the defenseless king hissed. “You must be psychic cause
you read my mind,” the ruthless boy sneered as he
reared back and swung his sword at the king’s head. The
weapon cut through the air but wound up hitting nothing

because, magically, Artie had vanished and now sat
plump beaver on the ground with the king’s clothes on.
“What the hell,” he wondered as he winds up again to
kill the beaver. Suddenly, the beaver changed into a
chimpanzee, wearing the king’s clothes. They are face-
to-face like pro wrestlers. The monkey bops him on the
head then flashes his teeth. “You’re trying my patience,
monkey man,” Morbid festered. The chimp screeched as
it jumped up-and-down. The villain, at wits end, raised
his sword to finish off the hairy king who was now cov-
ering his head with his arms. Before Morbid could chop
downwards, he is blindsided in the head by a melon,
dropping him like a drawbridge. Sledge shoots the
chimp a thumbs-up. The Duke had cornered Dancelot,
knocking his weapon out of his hand and was now push-
ing the tip of the sword into Dancelot’s neck. “How
would you like to die, mister?” “Is “old age” a choice?”
the French knight responds in a Woody Allen manner.
“I’m not gonna kill ya. I’m not gonna kill ya. Like hell
I’m not,” the Duke chimed, preparing to strike him. Pel-
lie, realizing the dire situation, raced across the room
like a crazed bull and jumped on the Duke’s back, lock-
ing his arms around his neck. Unsure of what to do next,
he bit the Duke’s shoulder, leaving a mark and a rotted
tooth in his skin. The stabbing pain sent the Duke into a
frenzy. He reared up and screamed then began to buck
about like an unbroken stallion. The old man hung on
for dear life, rubbing his rough, unshaven, whiskered
cheek into the enemy’s neck. The Duke pushed back,
slamming the feeble pest against the wall, and still, Pel-
lie held on. Feeling claustrophobic, the Duke struggled
harder to free himself, knocking poor Pellie into doors,
chairs and stone pillars. And yet, the king’s counselor
refused to let go. The Duke could hear Pellie snorting in
his ear like a wild forest boar as the wrinkled old man’s
bad breath poured over his back, seeping into his nose
and cynging his nostrils. Desperate, the Duke flipped
the old guy on the buffet table, sending bangers and fish
and chips flying. Everyone in the room was amazed to
see Pellie’s meat hooks still clinging around that neck as
the Duke was now pounding the old guy into a vat of
pudding.
The Duke had had enough. He collapsed with exhaus-
tion as Pellie fell on top of him. The gritty old man
stared into his enemy’s eyes as he heavily panted
through his toothless mouth. The halitosis stench blasted
on the Duke’s face like a coal cloud and, as a final act,
he vomited on Pellie’s shirt then passed out. 
That day, the knights of the triangular table fought
bravely, beating back the Dukes army of thugs. 
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WRITERS NOTES:

On the far side of the room, Sledge had grabbed some
cantaloupes from the buffet table and began firing them
at the black knights, hitting several of them in the head
and knocking them out. Morbid and the king continued
their swashbuckling exchange as their swords clashed.
“I didn’t think “your kind” could fight,” King Artie
exclaimed. “My kind. Are you implying I’m a... social-
ist?” Morbid answered then pointed up to the ceiling.
“Look, there’s... something.” Foolishly, King Artie
looked up and Morbid knocked the sword out of his
hand, throwing out a cocky “Ha ha” as some sort of
cherry on top. “I will die before I relinquish my throne,”
the defenseless king hissed. “You must be psychic cause
you read my mind,” the ruthless boy sneered as he
reared back and swung his sword at the king’s head. The
weapon cut through the air but wound up hitting nothing
because, magically, Artie had vanished and now sat
plump beaver on the ground with the king’s clothes on.
“What the hell,” he wondered as he winds up again to
kill the beaver. Suddenly, the beaver changed into a
chimpanzee, wearing the king’s clothes. They are face-
to-face like pro wrestlers. The monkey bops him on the
head then flashes his teeth. “You’re trying my patience,
monkey man,” Morbid festered. The chimp screeched as
it jumped up-and-down. The villain, at wits end, raised
his sword to finish off the hairy king who was now cov-
ering his head with his arms. Before Morbid could chop
downwards, he is blindsided in the head by a melon,
dropping him like a drawbridge. Sledge shoots the
chimp a thumbs-up. The Duke corners Dancelot, knock-
ing his weapon out of his hand. He pushes the tip of the
sword into Dancelot’s neck. “How would you like to
die, mister?” “Is “old age” a choice?” the French knight
responds in a Woody Allen manner. “I’m not gonna kill
ya. I’m not gonna kill ya. Like hell I’m not,” the Duke
chimed, preparing to strike him. Pellie, realizing the dire
situation, raced across the room like a crazed bull and
jumped on the Duke’s back, locking his arms around his
neck. Unsure of what to do next, he bit the Duke’s

shoulder, leaving a mark and a rotted tooth in his skin.
The stabbing pain sent the Duke into a frenzy. He reared
up, screamed, then began to buck about like an unbro-
ken stallion. 
The old man hung on for dear life, digging his rough,
unshavened, whiskered cheek into the enemy’s neck
while slobbering down his back and making odd moan-
ing noises. The Duke pushed back, slamming the feeble
pest against the wall, and still, the tenacious Pellie held
on while his legs flailed and whipped in the air. Feeling
claustrophobic, the Duke struggled harder to free him-
self, knocking poor Pellie into doors, chairs and stone
pillars. And yet, the king’s counseler refused to let go.
The Duke could hear Pellie snorting in his ear like a
wild forrest boar. The elderly man’s bad breath poured
over his back, seeping into his nose as the foul odor
singed his nostrils, sending tars in his eyes. Desperate ,
the Duke flipped the old guy on the buffet table, sending
bangers and fish and chips flying. Everyone in the room
was amazed to see Pellie’s meat hooks still clinging
around his opponents neck like a bulldog locked in on a
slab of raw meat. The Duke was now pounding the old
guy into a vat of pudding. Ironically, it looked like old
Pellie was enjoying the tussel.
After another ten minutes of trying to get the dragon-
breathed monster of his back, the exhausted Duke had
had enough. Unable to carry the wrinkled baggage any
longer, he collapsed in a heap with Pellie falling on top
of him. The gritty old man stared into his enemy’s eyes
as he heavily panted through his toothless mouth. The
halitosis stench blasted on the Duke’s face like a musty
coal cloud as Pellie huffed, “You’re a feisty thing.” As a
final act, the Duke gagged then vomited on Pellie before
passing out. 
That day, the knights of the triangular table fought
bravely, beating back the Dukes army of thugs. The
Camelrot kingdom was spared as well as the lives of the
unfaithful Dancelot and Chandelier as long as the queen
agreed to an amicable divorce. Morbid and the Duke
were thrown in the dungeon then, later in life, made the
plumbers in charge all the royal loos.
Merlot would visit his boy Ootie from time to time, as if
to check on him and ensure all was well. The king
always knew he was close by when he heard the soft
whisper of the wind and a bottled being uncorked. Just
as knew Merlot had saved him on the day of the great
battle by changing him from a beaver to a chimp. King
Artie lived a long happy life with his new queen Sledge
and their two kids — one of which had buck teeth and
the other was a bit hairy and loved bananas. Every night
he drank from the Grail believing he would live forever.
Perhaps it was the true Grail because King Artie has
never been forgotten. 

by Jeff Charlebois

Humor-Camelraot3__QuarkTemplate.qxd  12/7/18  1:08 PM  Page 13



Jing-Hu__QuarkTemplate.qxd  12/7/18  12:14 PM  Page 14



ABILITY   15

y name is Jing Hu, and I was born in 1984 and
raised in Urumqi, the capital city of Xinjiang,
West China. The first three months of my birth

were the first and last happy moment in my family.
Then, in early 1985, I developed what appeared to be an
inflammation in my lymph nodes. Treated improperly, it
caused damage to my brain, leaving me in the gravest
physical condition that any parent could ever imagine.
My muscles became hyper-tense, my nails cut into my
palms, and my legs twisted like a pair of scissors. 

Fortunately, my parents didn't give up on me. With mas-
sage, training, and a lavish amount of love, as well as
help sought from the constantly overlooked realms of
traditional Chinese medicine, I started to gain oral and
communicative aptitudes at age three and to walk with-
out support at age 12. Controllable mobility in my upper
extremities, though improved over the years to a point
where the muscles are no longer hard as rock, remains
too little for me to do anything other than hold small
objects in my hands and use my computer at a special
desk designed by my father. No school accepted me. I
was self-taught in almost everything a student should
learn at school: math, Chinese, physics, chemistry, Eng-
lish. The last was my favorite subject and now is my
career. Now I'm a published translator of six books and
a member of the UK's Chartered Institute of Linguists,
and I have done all these from home, with my toes.

The Stage of Love

I take my last step into the pool of light. Everything
seems so painfully out of focus and in constant motion.
A black shadow in the shape of a camera rolls back and
forth along a rattling rail. Some shining particles around
the hostess’s eyes declare their proud existence while
the others are shrinking to total nothingness at the
slightest movement of a muscle. As quickly as I try to
grab a train of thought, it slips away.

For everyone, it is a dream state. With a population of
nearly 1.4 billion, Set Your Way to Happiness, a popular
thanksgiving show hosted by China Central Television,
offers an extremely limited chance for a heartfelt
expression of gratitude before a national audience.

For me, it is a lucky revisit to the past with Dickens’s
ghost.

• • •

At the end of a forlorn suburb street of Urumqi, a pover-
ty-stricken, multi-racial city in northwestern China, a
woman was ploughing through the snow. She was in her
late twenties, of average build, and wore a dark blue
China Railway uniform. She had black permed hair, a
broad jaw and little triangular eyes. What seemed most
prominent about her was her protruding belly. She’d had
an unusually long period of morning sickness, and the
baby would be due exactly one month from now.

M
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On each side of her stood a low clay-built wall, like the
ones you often see in impoverished communities of
Afghanistan. It was almost dark, but a wooden door was
still visible at the end of each wall leading to a small
yard. The woman turned to the left and put a basket of
eggs on the snow. She fished out a key from under her
belly, thrust it into the keyhole of an unnecessary lock,
and with a “click” pushed open the door to her yard.

It was an evenly flat surface of cream, occasionally dis-
turbed by pieces of metal and wood here and there. At
the farthest corner lay a shed. The woman sighed.
Clumsily she trudged over to what appeared to be
clumps of snow, bent down to grab hold of a shovel and
a broom, and then set out to work. First the pathway to
the shed where she would get coal to heat her home;
then the entire yard. She was such a diligent spirit, strict
with everything she thought should be done, even after a
full day’s work as a train attendant.

Thousands of miles apart from her parents, she was also
too modest to ask for anyone’s help when her husband
was away on a business trip.

The next day, I was born.

• • •

In the doctor’s office, a young couple was waiting for
their turn to have their child checked. The man held the
baby in his arms as if she were a piece of fragile art, but
she was still whimpering and wriggling in discomfort.
How could she otherwise? Look at her. She craned her
head at a peculiar angle, as if in excruciating pain. Her
hands curled into little hammers, waving out of the
swaddle in a sort of frantic way. Her eyes rolled in and
out like those of a mentally affected patient who’s hav-
ing electroshock therapy.

The father looked down at his child with a grim face. He
could have been good-looking, with his olive-shaped
eyes and flat nose, but his unkempt hair and beard made
his face grimmer.

Finally, it was their turn. By a mere look at the baby,
the doctor said, “ This is a severe case of cerebral
palsy.” He pointed at her body and continued, “Look.
Her whole body is badly affected. She may not even be
able to walk, smile or recognize you later in life. As far
as I know, there is no effective treatment for patients
like her.”

The couple walked out of the office. Same results again.

The woman couldn’t take it anymore. She leaned on her
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husband’s shoulders and began to sob. “Why us? Why
my baby?”

The man kept silent.

“Our baby ... what are we going to do with her?” She
looked a little dazed.

The man shut his eyes tight. When he opened them
again, it was with a look of determination.

“What are we going to do? She’s our daughter. Take her
home and take good care of her, of course!” His voice
vibrated with the same resolution.

His words became the final verdict of my life—and his
as well.

• • •

The terraced house was a typical brick-and-mortar
building of the early 1980s. It was collectively owned,
which means that China Rail, a state-owned company,
held the deeds in place of its worthy workers. The
young family lived on the ground floor.

The first thing you’d notice upon entering might be a
pale blue cupboard on the left. At the farthest right cor-
ner sat a coal-burning stove. A black pipe stuck out
from one side of the stove and took a 90-degree turn up
through the adjacent wall.

Push open the door next to the stove, and you’d see a 13
x 13 foot room. There was no sofa, TV, or any other fea-
tures you’d normally find in a Chinese home today. On
the right was a window, which was only a few feet away
from the second-floor neighbor's clay shed. A blue,
polyester curtain usually hung over it to keep privacy.
Below the window sill was a wood-panel bed big
enough for at least three grown-ups.

On that bed sat a woman, with the baby girl in her lap.
No older than one year of age, she still had little ham-
mers for hands. Her feet were bent downward and criss-
crossed, similar to those of a ballet dancer, only more
rigid and unnatural. From time to time her body
twitched as though an electric current passed through
her. When this happened, her head tilted sideways to
make it look like she suddenly saw something that only
she could see.

But the mother was oblivious to all these movements.
She held the children’s magazine Good Baby in one
hand and pointed at what was in there with the other,
stopping here and there as she went.

This went on for a while, and then the mother’s voice
trailed away. And then the room fell into silence. The
hands of a tiny clock on the wall behind her pointed to a
quarter past nine. It was completely dark outside.

Just as the magazine began to slip down toward the
cement floor, the child twitched violently in the 
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mother’s lap. The woman gave a jolt. Then she resumed
her position and continued to talk. Fifteen minutes to go
before bedtime.

It must be out of her wildest dream that sixteen years
later I taught myself the foreign language that she could
not understand.

• • •

Same room. Same furniture. But this time there was a
man hunching over the bed, his arms down at a 45
degree angle to his body, and his hands moving in a
swift, fluent motion like that of a cook kneading dough.

Sometimes he pressed down with both his palms; other
times he just smoothed it out with his long fingers.

Lying on the bed was a strange looking figure of a small

girl. She could be three years old, but
then again she could be five. She was
face up, but her head kept turning both
ways as if she were refusing an invisi-
ble offer. Both her arms were twisted in
a tight knot and pinned to her chest, her
right hand clenched into a fist, and her
left thumb was curving toward the back
of her hand in an uncomfortable way.
Her legs seemed much less peculiar,
but her right foot always pointed the
wrong way.

Now the man sat down at the edge of
the bed, placed the child’s legs upon
his, and began to massage her ankles
with the same dexterity. He looked at
the tiny clock on the wall behind him.
It was a quarter past nine. Fifteen min-
utes to go.

How much this private, self-taught
practice could do, he had no idea. Nor
could he expect, at that time, that I
would begin to walk independently at
age 12.

• • •

Another patch of dark clouds bore
down on the new six-story, cement-cast
building. It rained harder. Looking out
from her second-floor bedroom win-
dow, the woman heaved a sigh. She
closed her eyes, squeezed them tight
and grimaced. She looked as if in
unbearable pain or… perhaps in a deep,
ominous thought? 

A moment later, her face was relaxed,
eyes opened, but the frown was still
there. Then she slowly turned from the

supine position to the left side and slipped her right
hand under her other armpit, supporting her left elbow
that now served as a jack. After a few yelps, she sat
upright, stood up, and padded out to the dining table.
From there she picked up a flask and dragged herself
across the living room and into the study.

It was the smallest room of the three-bedroom apart-
ment. On one side was a wall of books, most of which
were published in the ‘60s and ‘70s. The other side was
lined with two desks displaying a hodgepodge of elec-
tronic devices, souvenirs, and English publications. A
teenage girl was reading at the smaller desk under the
window. She looked up as her mother approached her
with the flask.

With a seamless motion, the girl drank the water as the
woman held the container for her at the right angle.
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Then the woman spoke in a dry voice,
“We will die together.” She paused.
“Don’t look at me like that. You can’t
even drink by yourself. I won’t leave
you alone in this world suffering. These
books can’t help you.” The girl buried
her head deeper into the book to hide
her tears. Was it her or her mother’s
hopelessness that made her cry? She
looked confused.

Seventeen years later the mother lived to
see that “these books” lay a path for my
career as a published translator of six
books and a member of the UK’s Char-
tered Institute of Linguists, all done in
my study, with my chin, lips, and toes.

• • •

A round of applause from the remaining
audience pulls me back into reality. A
little dazed, I hear the host, in conclu-
sion, asking all three of us to stand up.
It’s my time to give thanks.

Considering that I’m a nervous speaker,
I wrote a little poem in both languages
earlier. Here under the spotlight, all I
have to do is recite its Chinese version
while the big screen displays the Eng-
lish version:

I started my earliest days

Twisted and contorted

Beaten and tormented

In the iron grip of cerebral palsy

You came to my rescue

Strong as an anchor

Ready to conquer

In the face of life’s greatest adversity.

Now here on this stage

Mom and Dad

I thank you

For all you've forgone to make all I can be.

Now I remember how, upon learning that my family
was going to attend a national TV show, one of my
American friends, a geophysicist, congratulated me:

“Let me say, that in my opinion, your life reflects the
spirit of China in an important way: It has been a real
struggle, like the Long March; obstacles like the civil
war and economic disasters have been overcome. Every
person must be given the best chance to develop to their
full potential through love.”

That’s exactly what my parents bestowed upon me.
Life itself is a stage of love. It encompasses the truest
sentiments of humanity. It harbors compassion, com-
mitment, and care. Most importantly, it glorifies human
life by setting a way through impoverishment, turmoil,
and fear.

Here on this stage, I know this is true for every human
being and for the world we live in.

pea-learning.epizy.com
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s  much as I enjoy riding all over the country and
hanging out at motorcycle rallies and trade shows,

it only takes a minute to remind me of the reason I left
the security of a steady job and decided to dedicate my
foreseeable future to bring education, inspiration and
hope to others living every day with the unpredictable
symptoms and progression of multiple sclerosis (MS). 

It was a chance meeting at the American International
Motorcycle Exposition (AIMExpo) in Las Vegas this
past October that quickly reminded me of my purpose
for being there. I was a guest of Yamaha, showing off
my new Star Venture motorcycle, as well as handing out
my brochures and Chasing the Cure wristbands. Inside
the Mandalay Bay Convention Center, I stood on my

Ride to Reach Rural America

A
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when they had more questions. They left with some
information and hope. 

Forty-five minutes with a couple who must have had
some interest in motorcycles (we never did actually talk
about bikes) quickly reminded me of the importance of
my mission and reassured me that the struggles I face
and the sacrifices I make while continuing to share my
story are indeed worth it. 

After six years on the road, 350,000 miles and over
$150,000 raised for charity, I am shifting my  journey
once again. As of 2019, I will no longer be speaking at
pharmaceutical-sponsored events, but will continue to
share my story at unbranded and unbiased patient pro-
grams presented by a non-profit organization called MS
Views and News (MSVN). Based out of Miami, MSVN
has been providing free educational events across the
country for many years. After spending quite bit of time
and energy trying to find an MS charity that had the
same goals as I did and was willing to help promote my
efforts and fundraising events, I am excited to be part-
nering with MSVN President Stuart Schlossman and his
organization. 

feet for twelve hours each of the four days of the event.
The first two days were for dealers and press, and the
last two days were for the general public. It is the largest
motorcycle trade show in the country. It was exhausting
but great exposure for my journey, as I am always on
the hunt for new corporate sponsors, as well as trying to
grow my social media followers.

Some time on Saturday afternoon, a middle-aged couple
approached me after seeing the graphics on my bike
showing that I was Chasing the Cure for MS. It didn’t
take them long to tell me their adult son had just been
diagnosed with MS a week earlier. They were clearly
shaken by the news, sad, scared and a bit overwhelmed
by all of it. I started as I always do, inquiring about their
son’s symptoms, where he was at regarding treatment
and stressing how important it was to find an MS spe-
cialist. After a while, they realized that I was actually a
patient as well, bringing a few tears but also a bit of
relief. I gave them resources and websites to help them
navigate the vast information available as well as
offered to call or speak to their son if they thought it
would help. By the time they left my booth, the tears
and fears had been wiped away and replaced with a
round of hugs. I made them promise they would call me
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Together, we are developing a series of presentations to
deliver information to remote areas of the country
where MS patients are not getting the same level of
help or resources that bigger communities receive. The
Ride to Reach Rural America initiative will utilize me
on my motorcycle to bring education, inspiration and
hope along the back roads of America, one small town
at a time.

Much like the events I was already speaking at, I will
be delivering a bit of inspiration, some insight into my
disease and treatment history, and for the first time, be
allowed to add humor and a slideshow to my talks. No
longer will my talk be scrutinized by legal and compli-
ance departments or the FDA, as it had been in the past.
Being able to tell my story, share my journey and
inspire others freely will allow me to reach more peo-
ple at each event. For the first time in six years, I don’t
have to be anonymous and can provide my audiences
with the means to follow me or contact me through
social media. 

That’s right folks,  Paul P. (actual patient) is dead. 
LONGHAULPAUL is alive, on the road and coming to
a small town near you. 
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riya knows a lot about pumping iron and doing
what it takes to look her best. Born in India and

now in Orange County, CA, Kaur was an athlete and
fitness contestant before a severe concussion in 2017
left her incapacitated and leaving her career in jeopardy.
But Kaur is no quitter. She developed her own protocol
for healing and is now pumping her way back to health,
one barbell at a time, one jog at a time, with a daily
regime of discipline and sweat. Her goals now are not
just to compete, but to inspire and motivate others. Kaur
spoke with ABILITY’s Chet Cooper about her journey
back to health and how she sees her injury in a whole
new light.

Chet Cooper: When did you get involved in fitness 
compition? 

Priya Kaur: Four years ago I started competing in bikini
shows and national fitness contests.

Cooper: Was this in the States or in India?

Kaur: In the States.

Cooper: Had you been doing that prior in India?

Kaur: No.

P
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Cooper: What drew you to the fitness industry?

Kaur: I actually started backpacking and traveling in
northern California, and when I got back to Orange
County, I met with a girlfriend in Long Beach who did a
lot of bodybuilding shows and pageants. She got me
involved in bodybuilding. I didn’t want to be fat then. I
wanted a change of pace in my life, and I thought that
after backpacking and rock climbing, jumping right into
bodybuilding would be an easy transition.

Cooper: How old were you when you started fitness
training?

Kaur: I started training in fitness at the age of 18, back
in 2008, but I started competing in bodybuilding and
bikini shows in 2013.

Cooper: What caused your head injury?

Kaur: The head injury happened one year ago. I got into
a freak accident, a fight, and the person who attacked
me slammed me against the wall, and I hit my head. I
was in a concussion after that for several months. That
was my entire year.

Cooper: So the concussion laid you up for many
months…

Kaur: With an inability to remember anything.

Cooper: And how are things now? What’s the rehab for
something like that? 

Kaur: I couldn’t get to work, so I lost my job. I didn’t
really have rehab or therapy. But I had a lot of friends
who are educated, and in the industry, who recommend-
ed just getting up and just doing things, regardless of
not having health. So I just continued to work. I got

Kaur won NPC (National Physique Contests) in San Diego and Culver City
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fired from every job I applied for. I still continued to
work and show up at certain jobs, though. I just contin-
ued to work on projects and volunteered a lot, and then
by the time the last four or five months came around,
just recently, my memory improved. All my abilities
have improved.

Cooper: You just dealt with it yourself?

Kaur: Well, yeah because I’m an independent person.
I’ve always lived away and on my own. I lost my job
when I actually just started competing aggressively, and
that was around the time that my injury occurred. After it
happened, I didn’t have much help from anyone because,
as I was saying, all the memories were not there, so my
first step in rehabilitating myself was just acknowledging
the fact that I was injured and immobile and not able to
do anything at that time, which was about a year ago.
And then the next step was learning to acknowledge my
surroundings and the things that actually matter to a per-
son who’s unable to do anything for themselves. Mental-
ly, that’s a very tough process for anyone. If you’ve
watched Stephen Hawking’s story, you know what it is to
be helpless, and it’s very similar to that.

Cooper: How long were in this state of helplessness?

Kaur: The first month. But I have an amazing willpower
to push through problems and obstacles, mainly because
I’ve been an athlete since 2008. And, since childhood,
I’ve been very aggressive about pursuing what I want in
life. So within a month or two, I was easily able to push
through that mental barrier that kept me from under-
standing problems and being helpless and in a wheel-
chair. I was able to get up and walk and understand the
problem of being in pain and how to work through the
pain. I had a support system of friends in the LA area
who didn’t want to see me fail. So learning to work
through the pain and just giving myself up entirely to
God was a big step in making progress.

Cooper: The fact that it’s an invisible condition proba-
bly didn’t help.

Kaur: Well, it’s not an invisible condition because being
helpless and unable to understand your surroundings,
names, colors, people, any of that, makes you feel like a
vegetable. Being told by close friends that I either had
to make an effort or I’d lose all of my abilities is not a
fun response to hear at all. That’s not something anyone
wants to hear. It’s not a fun life for anyone. So that’s the
state of mind I was in.

To get someone out of that, you either leave them there,

www.zoomaxusa.com
Phone: 844-496-6629

 

 

 

  

 Low Vision Aids
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or you encourage them to pull themselves out of it.
Honestly, I just got myself out of it. I didn’t want to just
stay in that place. I didn’t want to feel like a person who
just gets up and feels sick and in pain for the rest of her
life. It’s better to just get up and push through the pain.
It worked.

Cooper: How do you feel now? Do you feel like you’re
getting better each day?

Kaur: Yeah. I still put in effort every single day. I defi-
nitely improved a lot from a year ago. A funny thing, I
think I’ve actually improved more from before my
injury because my willpower to succeed and to move
and to create things in the world and to inspire others is
actually much stronger than it was before my injury. Am
I completely back to running a triathlon again? Definite-
ly not yet. But I’m walking, I’m jogging. It’s not an
hour triathlon, an hour run, but I’m definitely on the
treadmill and I’m making an effort again. And that’s
what matters. I’m jumping. I’m moving. My mood is
great. My emotions are excellent. I’m a happy person.
I’m definitely not depressed. I think before my injury, I
was quite depressed. Going through that injury, I feel
like it’s definitely been a blessing. And that’s kind of
what I want to talk about, the blessings that it’s actually
brought into my life.

Before the injury, I was unappreciative of my blessings

and what I have. Now that I’m dug out of all of that, I’m
actually healthy, and I feel like miracles are real. Giving
up is not a choice or an option for anyone, even if you
have to struggle in life and live through pain. That’s
what you have to do to dig yourself out.

Cooper: Do you have plans to enter more competitions?

Kaur: I’m competing—in December and prepping for
that competition. So then that kind of closes off that
chapter and diminishes the doubt and voice in my mind
that says I can’t do it. It’s time to get back into competi-
tions again. Actually, I’m going to get up and go work
out today, too. It’s going to be the hardest thing on the
planet, but I’m still going to go do that today. (laughs) 

I’m going to make an attempt to go run and make an
effort to work out. Pushing weights is still a challenge
because I hate doing that now. But it’s mostly a mental
challenge, more so than a physical one. I think over-
coming that challenge of getting up in the morning was
the hardest part. Since I pushed past that barrier and
obstacle, I feel like my body’s definitely recovered, and
I feel much better.

Cooper: Good for you! Anything else you want to add? 

Kaur: Just never give up. That’s it.
instagram.com/PriyaKaurfitness
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velocity of the impact. A striking example is the great
variation in injuries incurred in high-speed motor vehi-
cle accidents (often referred to as MVA’s). Sometimes
the face and skull are severely damaged, yet the brain
remains relatively protected. Other times, many severe
TBI’s occur without a scratch to the face or scalp, yet
the forces, for whatever reason, mostly affect the brain
tissue, which is fragile. Further complicating matters is
the fact that the brain is kind of “floating” in a thin layer
of fluid inside the skull, allowing it to “bang” against
the inside of the skull repeatedly when the head is force-
fully shaken.

The fragile nature of brain tissue goes far beyond its
Jell-O-like texture and structure. Of greatest issue is that
destroyed neurons lack the capacity to regenerate. In
other words, once a neuron dies, it’s gone forever, and
new neurons, for the most part, do not occur in the
human brain, particularly after early childhood.
Although the brain is made up of many types of cells,
the ones most important to us are the neurons. Oddly
enough, much of the cell (neuron) death does not occur
as a result of the initial impact. Instead, the true problem
arises often days later when the injured tissue begins to

blow to the head is referred to by many terms, but
the most widely accepted, both within and outside
the medical field, is “traumatic brain injury” or

TBI. A TBI is most often characterized as “blunt” or
“closed” (the latter meaning the skull or cranium was
not penetrated). Car accidents are the most common
cause of closed TBI’s, but many types of mishaps can
result in significant impact to the brain. “Penetrating
head trauma” is less common in the civilian world, and
would be more so if there were fewer guns, but that’s a
topic for another issue. (See our article on Gabby Gif-
ford from …) Other injuries can penetrate the skull and
injure the underlying brain. For example, being struck
by an object while working on a construction site.

As you might imagine, the severity of injury varies,
leading to a rough categorization of TBI’s into mild,
moderate and severe. TBI’s are defined clinically by
doctors using an old, but relatively reliable, scale called
the Glasgow Coma Score. However, brain injuries vary,
making such a simplistic 12-point rating system some-
what coarse. Ultimately, the nature of an injury boils
down to how the forces of the impact are distributed in
and affect the brain. This depends on the size and

Traumatic Brain Injury

A
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swell. Those of us who have sustained injuries to an
extremity might wonder why swelling (called “edema”)
is such a serious problem. If we injure an ankle or a
wrist, for example, we’re told to elevate it, apply ice,
and within a few days healing is underway and the
swelling abates. Not so with the brain. Because the
brain is in a tightly confined space—the skull—there is
no room for it to swell. You don’t have to be a physics
whiz to realize that the pressure must rise (think of a
beer bottle left in the freezer, except the skull won’t
crack like the glass does). It is the elevated “intracranial
pressure” (ICP), which can be measured by a monitor-
ing device in many Intensive Care Units, that ultimately
causes most of the brain damage. Most frustrating for
those who treat brain injuries is that little effective treat-
ment exists for this problem.

Thus, a grim picture emerges: fragile vital tissue is
destroyed, little can be done about it, and the tissue has
limited capacity for recovery. Therefore, all severe
TBI’s, most moderate TBI’s, and a surprising number of
mild TBI’s result in deficits in an individual. Given the
myriad functions of the brain, these deficits can range
from just occasional headaches to what is clinically
referred to as a “chronic vegetative state” (where an
individual is rendered little more than a body lying in a
bed requiring 24-hour care), and virtually everything in
between. Disturbances to the sensory systems (sight,
smell, hearing, taste, sensation) are common, and these

manifest in a number of different ways. Most significant
head injuries result in some level of cognitive dysfunc-
tion, which is the most debilitating aspect of TBI. While
some improvement typically occurs in the first six
months to a year after a TBI, full recovery from any but
the most minor injuries, is difficult. Yet, some deficits
are so subtle that only the individual or persons close to
the individual notice. 

In the end, the best way to address a head injury is to
avoid one in the first place. Take precautions: wear a
helmet, even when engaged in an activity that seems
unlikely to result in a head injury, such as riding a skate-
board or rollerblading. This is especially important for
children, especially those under the age of 10 or so,
whose brains are not yet fully developed. You would be
amazed at the unlikely nature of many severe head
injuries that result in the devastation of not only the life
of the injured, but those close to the injured as well. 

Then there are the obvious things, like safe driving prac-
tices. Every year, TBI destroys many lives in this coun-
try at a great cost, and on many levels, financially and
otherwise. It is unlikely that significant advances in
treatment and recovery will be made in the near future,
so Be Safe!

by Thomas Chappell, MD
A former Professor of Neurosurgery 

at several major California Universities 
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tandup is hard enough to do, even when you have
everything going for you, but throw in a baseball
to the neck and still crack up audiences, well that’s

magic.

Actor and comedian Drew Lynch continues to do just
that. A sports injury at 19 left him with a stutter, but
Lynch hustled and pursued his dreams winning second
place for his standup routine on America’s Got Talent in
2015. Since then has works busily across multiple plat-
forms, from acting and standup to creating various types
of YouTube videos/blogs that frequently feature his dog
Stella. 

ABILITY Magazine met up with the witty 27-year-old to
discuss his many platforms and what got him to where
he is today. 

Lia Martirosyan: How did you get your start in show
business? And why comedy?

Drew Lynch: I moved to LA when I was 19 and
knocked out my first year of college in high school so I
wouldn’t have to go to college, at least not yet. And
then I wanted to do the whole actor thing, and when I
moved out here I looked so young, I was able to get
some good traction in Disney roles and Nickelodeon. I
worked at a comedy club because it was a perfect night
job, so I could have my days free for filming and audi-
tioning.

And that comedy club had a softball team. I played
baseball growing up. I don’t even know how far into the
season it was, but I know one game in a grounder hit me
in the throat. I fell and hit my head. I had a minor vocal
contusion with a major concussion. I went home and
slept and woke up the next day—my memory can’t even
serve me because I don’t remember that day. All I know
is the events that were told back to me from my room-
mate, who at the time knew from the moment I woke up
that I was a little off. Things were blurry and I was
dizzy. He rushed me to the hospital and they were like,
“Yeah, you had a pretty severe concussion and you went
to sleep on it, which is why there are some things that
are out of line.

I couldn’t even do simple things like touch my thumb to
my other fingers. It had affected my speech greatly. In
fact, to a point where I was speaking so much slower. It
was more like—I don’t know the word—isolated in the
way it sounded.

Martirosyan: How old were you?

Lynch: I was 20.

Martirosyan: So you were already out here, playing
baseball, and bam?

Lynch: Yeah. October 2011? It was a coed softball
league.

S
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Martirosyan: Oh, the coed will get you!

Lynch: (laughs) Yeah. The girl who hit the ball, four
foot eleven, just a beast. Based on the diagnosis of the
neurologists and the specialists and all the speech
pathologists who had visited me during the short stay in
the hospital told me that my voice would get better in
two weeks. And it’s been, I don’t know, how many
years? It’s certainly improved. At that time it was so
traumatizing for me because I wasn’t talking the way I
usually had. I had grown up speaking a certain way and
to have it feel like, “Oh, no, I don’t have control,” that
was so much of a loss for me. No one in the acting
world wanted to hire me at the time. I had an agent and
a manager and all this traction as far as getting sent out
on auditions and—

Martirosyan: You’re saying you have a stutter. But
you’re also saying that your voice actually changed as
well? 

Lynch: I guess my brain wasn’t able to process in the
same way that it had. But it was definitely clear that my
voice was different at that time.

Martirosyan: Had you ever stuttered prior?

Lynch: No, I didn’t stutter beforehand. But with the

stutter, no one would hire me, acting-wise. And that was
the only reason I had moved out here. So it was devas-
tating for me. And working at the comedy club, they
still had me as their employee, and they didn’t want a
legal issue or anything like that. So I was very, very
self-conscious about it at that time. I was just aimless
about what I was supposed to be doing, because acting
had been pulled from under me, and that was my whole
passion growing up.

So, at that time, just being around the environment of a
comedy club made me want to go onstage, based on
suggestions from some comedians who had also heard
my story. They said, “Why don’t you just go onstage
and talk about it?” I had no idea how to write a joke. I’d
only been onstage to do standup maybe two times
before, and that was just to mess around or whatever,
prior to my injury. So I had some notes I had written on
a napkin in the hospital about my feelings, just so I
could document it at the very least, not knowing it
would ever be something I would end up talking about.
Again, based on the diagnosis at the time, I was like,
“It’ll be gone. I’ll be better in a few weeks anyway.”

So then I went onstage and had an open mic, and I just
started to make jokes or self-deprecating quips about my
situation. Back then, it wasn’t necessarily like, “Oh, my
goodness, this was the best set ever,” but I could tell the

Lynch brings humor to social media          
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other comedians in the room had a lot of compassion for
my situation, because some of them had heard what I
had gone through. But they had also felt how emotional-
ly raw I was at that time, because I felt so helpless. I had
no direction. It was just like, “What do I do?” I get that
this is kind of a long-winded answer, but—

Martirosyan: You know, I’m already sleeping.

Lynch: (laughs) Yeah. It feels a lot like my shows. So in
a way, that was kind of a thing that elevated me to a
career path that I hadn’t ever really wanted to choose for
myself.

Martirosyan: But acting’s still possible?

Lynch: Oh, yeah. I’ve done some acting since. But it
was interesting the way that even at the time, especially
when we were talking about diversity and the Media
Access Awards, one of the big questions that came up
was how diversity has, if at all, changed casting in the
industry. And it really has. I mean, from first-hand, that
was seven years ago, I experienced that no one was
interested in that at all. And now there are so many
other factors that come into play as far as how someone
identifies with what their ethnic background is, disabili-
ties or not. So in that way, it’s really cool that it’s
become more accepted. So there’s definitely still a hope

to be able to get to do some of the projects I felt I
missed out on during that time. But it also showed me
that I had to overcome something that would season me
and ground me as an adult. I would like to say that
beforehand I wasn’t a bad person, but I wasn’t necessar-
ily someone who empathized or showed compassion
with people who had day-to-day struggles, or things that
they considered to be crippling, be it anything. It could
be a physical impairment or something emotional or
financial. There are a number of things that were made
privy to my perspective, based off of something that
changed my life.

Martirosyan: So why the America’s Got Talent competi-
tion? Why reality TV?

Lynch: I had auditioned once before for that show, and
they told me I wasn’t ready, and I felt like I wasn’t. At
the time, dealing with rejection, I was like, “I need this.
This is the only thing I need to be able to validate my
current life right now.” I was looking for anything to
hold onto to be like, “OK, this makes sense for what the
universe is trying to tell me.” Because you can only play
the victim card so many times. For me, when they told
me I wasn’t ready, I had overheard a fellow comedian
say that they did 500 shows—500 sets in a year, and
then miraculously they were able to get a spot on televi-
sion. So I took that as a personal goal for myself, to be

     Lynch and Logan Browning hosting the 2018 Media Access Awards
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able to be like, “I’m going to do 500 sets in a year in
any different environment, going everywhere: outside,
in living rooms, laundromats, Korean barbecues—I’ve
been everywhere. And then that way, I’ll go back and
audition for America’s Got Talent.” And I did, and I
ended up getting to do it.

As a comedian, you’re clamoring to get any opportunity.
For me, I was never going to be in a position to say no
to it, and I think that that show did such a great job at
telling my story and also elevating my jokes on that
platform. And the way they packaged it really let me in
on something that was deeper than just going onstage
and making jokes. In that way, a lot of people have
since reached out to me saying, “Your performances and
who you were on that show and what your perfor-
mances meant to me and my family or someone who’s
close to me, have inspired me or rejuvenated my out-
look.” And that’s something I never could have even
foreseen for myself. I was like, “I’m just a guy who’s
doin’ jokes.” You know?

People who are inspiring don’t necessarily know they
are. They’re just doing what it is they do, and people let
that affect them that way. So that was cool. That show
did such a great job at saying, “Here’s who this person
is.”

Martirosyan: So you’re pleased with the results?

Lynch: Hated it! (laughs) No. Yeah, it was great. And
even to speak more on America’s Got Talent, I got so
caught up in wanting to win that competition. A comedi-
an has never won that show. To come in second, while it
was such an amazing experience, I was happy for the
guy who I was competing against, a very talented ven-
triloquist. But I remember I would do anything to mas-
ter the results of that moment. I wanted it so badly. That
was my own ego speaking again in a way that was
almost like me falling back into my old ways of being,
“I’m going to try to control this so much,” to the point
of wanting something so badly as to not be able to step
away and see that there could be something later that’s
much bigger. Or there would be something later and rea-
sons why I shouldn’t win the show.

There are a lot of contractual obligations in winning the
show, a lot of artistic liberties that you might give up.
I’m not saying it would have, but it could have hin-
dered, stifled, or slowed the trajectory of my career. And
again, it showed me that I have to be in control of what
it is that I do after the fact, despite any circumstance
being stacked against me or something looking unlikely.
And I should just accept whatever it is regardless and
not be like, “Oh, this is the outcome I want, and then I’ll
be happy.” If there’s anything this career has taught me,
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it’s that you can’t do that. You’ll never be fulfilled, and
it’ll never end up panning out the way you had hoped.

Martirosyan: One of those personality types has that as
a slogan. “I’m submissive when I’m in control.”

Lynch: Yeah, yeah.

Martirosyan: It’s this catch-22 that occurs in certain
types of temperaments.

Lynch: Yeah. And it oftentimes feels that way. Some-
times just relinquishing control is so difficult. Especially
when you are the person who is in charge. What you put
into something is hopefully what you get out of it, and
when your own business is contingent on your work
ethic and what it is you’re able to do and produce, there
is that stressor. That’s what I say about any given entre-
preneur, that they would rather work however many
hours a week for themselves than for anyone else.

Martirosyan: The old saying that it’s half a day, 12
hours a day.

Lynch: Yeah.

Martirosyan: So you didn’t go back to college?

Lynch: No, I didn’t. I had a lot of older friends who did.
My background was in theater. I had gone to performing
arts middle schools and high school in Las Vegas, so
again, it was all in preparation for acting. So I had had
older friends who were ahead of me and who were in
college, and they felt that by taking that path they’d
deviated from what they had experience in doing and
how many productions they had done. So I took the
chance. I was like, “I’m going to do this. I have the
advantage of time being in my favor with how young I
am and how hard I’ve worked.” My work ethic has
never changed.

Again, the circumstance of having a softball alter the
way I perceived myself and my confidence and almost
inhibit my ability to go out for auditions really threw
me, but also revealed what it wa I need to do, which was
to continue to go after the things I want and to pursue a
creative outlet.

Martirosyan: Are you going to use the softball eventual-
ly as part of your logo?

Lynch: (laughs) Yeah. It’s funny, but I have a shirt that
has a softball on it.

Martirosyan: Did you do the intro animation to one of
your videos I watched of the softball hitting you?

Drew doesn’t ask permission, he will sign anything that has surface area. Drew always uses permanent marker.
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Lynch: I have a buddy who does animation. He animat-
ed that. It intros all of the blog-type videos.

Martirosyan: There’s a clip he did coming out to his
parents, and then the intro is his child running ahead of
him and the ball coming and hitting him—

Lynch: So it’s kind of—I don’t want to say clever, but
it’s a short way to set up who I am.

Martirosyan: It is clever!

Lynch: That’s even another avenue, too, exploring digi-
tal media and being in this era where a lot of people are
creating opportunities for themselves.

Martirosyan: So what you’re doing now with what
you’re calling blogs is blogging?

Lynch: I guess so. I have a few different styles of
videos. Just in case you don’t like one of my videos,
you might like something in this style, or you can hate
all of them, like Chet. (laughter) But one of the styles is
a blog style that I do with my dog. A lot of people love
her and our brand and our relationship together. The
dynamic is, she sits perfectly still in a chair and she’ll
have little captions that pop up above her in reproof. I
just kind of blog about any kind of experience that

keeps people informed and updated on what I’m doing.
And there’s another day of the week that we upload a
standup clip of things that are interactions amongst
audience members that are silly or innocuous or fun.

And then once every other week is an animated show,
the clip that you referenced. I write each episode and
then I cast it and voice it, and then I send it off to one of
my editors who puts it together and then sends it to my
animator who gives me a two-week turnaround. So we
do one video every other Saturday. Naturally, it’s very
busy. But it’s a way to be like, “Here’s an unscripted
format with a dog to keep you updated. Here’s some
standup. This is where I came from. Here’s the visibility
on that platform. And then here’s me in a scripted, more
adult-like kind of cartoon.” 

Martirosyan: So you hire a voiceover with the cartoon
to put in the other characters?

Lynch: Yeah. I’ve got friends who are actors. I have
friends, is what I’m saying.

Martirosyan: (laughs)

Lynch: Let the record show I have friends. I have
friends who are actors, and there’s just an endless
amount of talented people I know. And people who
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deserve opportunities or people who are excited to be
involved in anything in any capacity. And then my ani-
mator is so, so talented. Almost everything I’ve created
was—I don’t want to say for preservation—but it was to
push myself in a way that I might not be as experienced
or in a way that I can improve myself somewhere. So
the blog style was to be like, “Here are these experi-
ences or stories that have happened to me, either on the
road, at a show or in general.” I want to tighten the writ-
ing jokes just in the moment, and then the scripted ani-
mated style was to be like, “How do I improve a more
structured format of things that are just jokes to put
myself in an environment with circumstances?”

Martirosyan: Do you like doing all of that more, or do
you prefer standup? 

Lynch: I hate all of them. No. (laughter)

Martirosyan: I can tell you don’t like what you’re doing!

Lynch: I don’t want to say I like one more than the
other. I’ve always felt, because of maybe my age or how
I was introduced to people or whatever, that I—and it’s
probably just me projecting my own insecurities onto
people and holding them accountable for a thing that
doesn’t even exist—

Martirosyan: That’s so mean!

Lynch: Yeah, I know. I’m a terrible person. I sometimes
underestimated, so I have to overperform, or prove to
more than just myself that this is the tip of the iceberg in
terms of what I’m capable of, or what it is that I can do.
I only do all these projects to be like, “Here’s this and
this environment.” I thrive a lot on people supporting
me, but I also thrive on people saying, “You can’t do
something,” because I’ll immediately process that as,
“Let me show you why it is you’re wrong.” I love all of
them, but I guess it all comes back to the heart of
standup. It’s such a first-person vocation. All of it relies
on the comedian to write it, perform it, and edit it.

Martirosyan: Did you know you had that writing capa-
bility when you were in school, studying theater and
acting? Did you have that comic mindset in the back of
your mind and say, “I really like comedy”? 

Lynch: I always loved comedy. In fact, in my spare time
in middle school and high school, I read so many plays
by Neil Simon and Neil Labute—all the Neils. (laugh-
ter) I just loved them. And the injury was such a bless-
ing because sometimes—if you ever hear a comedian’s
joke that’s a little bit too long or verbose, like a lot of
my answers today—if there’s too much fat on it, you
have to cut things out. You have to learn word economy.
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I was very limited on what I had to say and in getting to
the funniest part in the shortest time possible, with the
fewest words possible, and there’s no better way to
teach someone that than having the inability to do it.

In that way it forced me to get really tight with struc-
ture, writing things regardless of whether it was about
my stutter or not, in order to understand the structure of
jokes. That wasn’t something I necessarily understood
about myself, but that was something I knew, so I kind
of had to reteach the fundamentals of, “That’s why a
joke can have a turn like that. That’s why something
like that can make sense or present itself as a reveal.”

Martirosyan: Why do you think so maany comedians are
going back to standup now?

Lynch: I could be completely wrong, but I think we’re
in an age where so much content is being consumed all
the time. And again, there are influxes of things in our
industry where it’s like, “Oh, this person or this actor
could be popular,” or “This style of show can be popu-
lar,” and then it can change in an instant. Just because
everything that happens in the time of social media, or
any kind of digital media, is consumed so quickly. And
the element of live performance is something that can-
not be feigned. It can’t even be replicated. Live perfor-

mance is something that people always want to go back
to because the heart of it will still resonate with people
forever.

So there are people like Adam Sandler, who just came
out with a special on Netflix, which Netflix has done in
a huge way.

Martirosyan: I saw it.

Lynch: I haven’t seen it yet. Is it great?

Martirosyan: I liked it. They did a new twist on it.

Lynch: Yeah. And that’s another thing, too. It’s how
adaptable you can be. Like Will Smith, who is probably
one of the last movie stars, or from the generation of
movie stars where a big motion picture would come out
and people would go see it, is doing shows on Netflix.
He still makes a lot of money doing them, but you can’t
necessarily pigeonhole or slash an opportunity of being
like, “I’m a movie star.” And in that way, because of
social media, people are becoming more accessible as
well—people can connect with someone firsthand. And
for standup, a lot of these bigger name guys who are
from a different generation than me, I have no idea of
what their idea is of going back to it. But I think even
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somebody like Adam Sandler doing a special is such a
smart move. He started in standup and then did a ton of
movies, and his career spoke for itself for a while, and
then to be able to go back to it, it’s great. It’s in demand.
And it’s fresh. It’s fresh in a way that people want to be
able to know what he’s up to now. Much like musicians
when they disappear for a while, it creates a demand.
No matter how many times you hear a comedian or a
musician announce their retirement, and then they come
back, it’s like, you don’t know what’s there until it’s
gone. I think standup is a great way to reintroduce your-
self. It’s so involved and requires so much of the indi-
vidual.

Martirosyan: So you write all of your material. How
much do you think when you’re onstage—

Lynch: Not at all.

Martirosyan: Zero? How much is improv when you’re
up there? Or is everything scripted?

Lynch: Over the years I’ve tried to maintain the stan-
dard of some of these big comedians like Bill Burr, Jim
Gaffigan or even Louie Anderson, where they get rid of
their whole set. They write an hour each year and then
get rid of it. And that, for me, is such a good goal. 

I want to be able to hold myself to the same standard.
It’s my way of saying dress for the part you want. I have
material onstage that I can pull out at any given time,
but lately I’ve explored the interactions and things that
are off-the-cuff in front of the audience. Because again,
going back to feeling underestimated or feeling people
are unaware of what it is that I can do, it’s  a skill set
that I’ve had for so long—and it’s content that I can get
rid of. That moment will never be recreated that way
again. I’m only doing it in the interest of trying to top
myself again. 

A lot of it is written. You have to have written material,
because ultimately people want to see that. And once I
can film a special and just get rid of that, or when there
is enough demand that people want to see my written
material and they see a live show, I will have scrapped
all of that material, and started to work on new material
in the process. I’ll have fun with off-the-cuff stuff.

Martirosyan: Interesting that you call it “off-the-cuff”
and not “improv.”

Lynch: Sure, either one. Impromptu.

Martirosyan: Did you ever finish the joke that you were
doing, the OCD joke?

Lynch: I eventually finished it. And the lady for that
joke, it was so funny. That lady came up to me after the
show and said, “I had a lot of fun with you poking fun at
me about it.” It was good that it was buoyant enough

that she didn’t feel ostracized or isolated. I never want
anyone to feel like I’m personally attacking them. It’s
always in good fun. You give a little bit and take a little.
I started by making fun of myself, so I don’t want any-
one to ever think that I’m above making jokes about
myself. We can all take ourselves a little less seriously, I
think.

Martirosyan: So what’s next? A little bit of the same?
Have you got some new goals in mind?

Lynch: It would be an excellent goal for me to get a
Netflix special that has a unique twist. I’ve been fortu-
nate in the number of people who have been advocating
for me to be on Netflix.

Martirosyan: Great!

Lynch: If I can do that and get rid of what I’ve been
working on this year and start again next year, then I
can hopefully try to bolster my way into a similar brack-
et as some of my comedy heroes, like Sebastian Manis-
calko, who’s able to write so much and get rid of it
because he’s in demand. Also, Netflix now comes to
him and says, “Hey, we want this for this year.” Or to
Sarah Silverman they say, “Hey, we want this this year.”
But for right now, I’m not on their radar to the degree
that I would like to be. Hopefully, I’ll just keep working
towards that, and we’ll see what happens.

Martirosyan: Do you remember what your first joke
onstage was that you said to yourself, “Wow, people are
laughing at that”?

Lynch: Yes. One of the first jokes that I think I was ever
super-proud of was, I don’t ever want to have kids
because I’m afraid that they’ll be born with what I
have—a disappointed father.

Martirosyan: (laughs)

Lynch: That was one of the first ones that I wrote.

Martirosyan: And what did your father say about that?

Lynch: He doesn’t talk to me. He didn’t before I did
this.

Martirosyan: Sorry. Did you really do the coming out?

Lynch: No, no, no, I didn’t really—that was a joke,  Lia.
It was a twist on—you know. It was personal to my
story because I grew up with my parents thinking I was
gay because I did so much theater and things like that.
So despite the fact that I wasn’t, they still weren’t super
supportive at first with me doing something like that.
My dad was always very much into sports and wanted
me to succeed at that. I think it’s very clear that that is
not my calling. 
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Martirosyan: Well, you’re not good at softball.

Lynch: Thank you.

Martirosyan: Too soon?

Lynch: Are you trying to be my dad now since I told
you the position was open? Yeah, I know I’m not good
at softball. 

Martirosyan: When doing standup, what joke did every-
one respond to that you never expected? 

Lynch: Oh, that’s such a tough question. One of the first
jokes I did which, earlier in my career, all my jokes
were about my speech, just because it was so apparent.
In one of the jokes that I did, I said I wanted to get
famous enough that they’d use my voice as a GPS.

Martirosyan: (laughs)

Lynch: And obviously that was like a little act-out. “In
1,000 ffffffeet, make aaaa aaaa U-turn.” It was about
keeping the buoyancy in what could otherwise be a dark
subject matter, or it’s easy for people to maybe feel like,
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“We need to feel bad for this guy,” and I never, ever
wanted that. Only recently in my career have I deviated
from that. I rarely talk about my voice now. I just
address it up front so you’re aware that I’m aware of it,
and then I move on. 

Martirosyan: So from your acting background and after
the injury, you went ahead and decided, “Let’s try
standup comedy”?

Lynch: Yeah. I’d wanted to be an actor my whole life,
so I went to a performing arts middle school and a per-
forming arts high school that was focused around the-
ater and the performing arts, and standup comedy
wasn’t something that I had ever considered. It’s inter-
esting how there are some skill sets that can be used in
both, and then in another way you’re almost drawing
from two different aspects of your life. As an actor, you
are using yourself, but you’re using yourself to play
someone else. And with standup, you have to be so hon-
est and transparent so there is no falseness that the audi-
ence can pick up on. Instinctively, if an audience feels
that something’s not honest or not real or not in that
moment, then they can pick up on it. Or, if it’s planned
or contrived, they’re not as receptive. So in a way,
standup forced me to be honest with myself and not just
with my stutter, but other insecurities or other things
that I had to reconcile within myself, and then making
those frustrations the butt of what it is I talked about
onstage.

Martirosyan: So you’ve been pretty successful. Tell us

about your— [Lynch: sneezes] Bless you! —social
media— [Lynch: sneezes] Bless you again. [Lynch:
sneezes] Wait, if I say three Bless you’s, I think some-
thing happens, Beetlejuice or something.

Lynch: Does the blob explode?

Martirosyan: It’s ready to do it anyway. So you have the
social media and you’re doing well on YouTube—

Lynch: Yeah. I hate the part where you advocate for
yourself, but yeah, my YouTube channel has been the
thing that’s helped me sustain a career, or at least an
online presence, and translating that into people coming
to see my live performances. On YouTube we’ve got
about 1.6 million subscribers. That’s cool and some-
thing I never thought I would have. There’s a lot of
influencers and YouTubers who aren’t necessarily live
performers, so in this way I’m trying to almost merge
these two audiences by saying, “Here’s me doing
standup and here’s a bunch of other shows or platforms
that I’m on,” coming from using my platform to help
broadcast my abilities. 

Martirosyan: Your ability.

Lynch: Yeah, ability. 

drewlynch.com
youtube.com/channel
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f you haven’t heard of Kathy Buckley, then drop
whatever you’re doing and Google her. Watch her on
YouTube, find her on Amazon. You won’t be disap-
pointed. Known as America’s first deaf comedienne,
she’s wickedly funny and highly inspirational. But

she’s more than just a comic; her humor is infused with
a higher purpose: to teach us that anything is possible
when our hearts and minds work in tandem. Although
she eschews labels, we’re going to throw out a few to
give you some scope of her accomplishments: she’s a
popular motivational speaker, a five-time American
Comedy Award nominee for best stand-up female
comedienne, an actress and a best-selling author.

Buckley clearly excels at overcoming obstacles: Born
HR negative, she had spinal meningitis as a toddler and
subsequent hearing loss that went undiagnosed until she
was in grade school; In her late teens, she was run over
by a lifeguard jeep while sunbathing on the beach, a
recovery that took five years, and some years thereafter,
she survived cancer. Recently, ABILITY Magazine
caught up with her to chat about her speaking engage-
ments and her passionate dedication to an after-school
program for deaf and hard of hearing students.

Chet Cooper: Kathy, what have you been doing since we
first met?

Buckley: (laughs) Well, for the last several years, I’ve
been getting myself a little facial, showering, eating
(laughs)—all the things that are essential for living.
(laughs) Actually, I’ve been traveling the country. I
went to Sweden, Denmark, Fiji, and Norway. I’ve been
all over the world, pretty much. A lot of places I don’t
care to go to, but, you know—

Cooper: And this is all for motivational speaking?

Buckley: Yes, motivational speaking.

Cooper: What’s your message? Who’s your audience?

I
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Buckley: The audience is always different. If I’m hired
to speak to a hospital or something medical-related, I’ll
teach more about bedside manners. Sometimes I think
doctors are more deaf than their patients. I’ve spoken to
lawyers, and I just did this thing in Alabama for miners.

Cooper: Did you speak to young people?

Buckley: (laughs) That’s what I thought they meant.
They said it’d be about 800 miners, and I go, “Oh, I
love working with young people.” And he goes, “No,
no, no. They go under the ground.” I’m going, “Why
are the kids under the ground? That’s wrong!” (laughs)
But yeah, 800 miners. I’m from the old days, Bonanza,
where the mine was that little hole in the wall with the
wood. But these guys, they had an opening 20 feet by
30 feet so they could get their equipment in. And they
go about a 1000 feet under the ground. It was amazing
to watch the videos they had. They would teach me.
Because I was nervous. I really didn’t know what I
was going to say to 800 men, you know? So somebody
said, “Just go up there and pretend they’re all naked.”
And I said, “That’s what I want to do, go on stage and
drool! No!”

So, I invited five of the men out to dinner the night
before I had to speak to get some information. The iron-
ic thing is, as I was watching them talk, no one was lis-
tening to each other as they were sharing their journeys.

So, when I went the next morning to give my talk, I did
this whole thing on communication. I noticed that
men—and nothing personal—but what was happening
was they were assuming what the boss was telling them
to do and just going along with what they thought was
being said. So I taught them how to repeat what they’re
hearing so they’re getting accurate information.

It was awesome. I got such a high being there. It was an
amazing event. So yeah, I’ve been traveling all over the
place doing motivational speaking. I have an after-
school program that I’m very passionate about called
No Limits for Deaf Children and Families. We also have
an after-school program called The City, one in Las
Vegas and one in Oxnard, CA. We have groups for chil-
dren who are deaf and hard of hearing. I’m a little busy!
And then I clean the house.

Cooper : Awesome. You put on a hard hat?

Buckley: No. My head’s hard. I don’t need a hard hat
for this head.

Cooper: So you have these kids you’re involved with.
Tell me more about No Limits and what it entails.

Buckley: It’s amazing. I’ve been with them for 21 years.
It started out as a theater group right here in LA because
kids who were deaf in LA Unified School District were

L to R: Leeza Gibbons, Fran Drescher and Kathy Buckley during the Paul Mitchell cosmetology schools annual FUNraiser                
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getting 15 minutes of speech therapy a week, in a group
of kids, and when you do that, nobody’s learning the
language. They were passing kids who were deaf along
in school and graduating them with a fourth-grade read-
ing level. They weren’t getting a proper education. They
weren’t learning how to communicate. Nowadays, we
have technology, such as the technology of cochlear
implants and digital hearing aids. It’s almost impossible
for a person not to have spoken language with the prop-
er therapy. So Dr. Michelle Christie, the founder of No
Limits, created the after-school program. It gives them
personal one-on-one therapy, so a child gets about three
to four hours a week of one-on-one therapy for speech
and language development. And then we also have par-
ent groups every Saturday where we educate the parents
on how to be advocates, to be a voice for their children
when they go to the schools, and know what their needs
are according to the ADA law. We have a lot going on
with my babies.

It’s so cool because we work with low-income families.
Our kids come to us at five years old. A five-year-old
hearing child has a vocabulary of 5,000 words. A child
with a hearing impairment comes to us at five years
old, and they don’t even know their names yet. You
have to catch them up to their age group. What people
don’t understand is, if you give them a cochlear implant
but don’t give them the therapy to recognize sounds, all
they’ll hear is white noise, because that part of the

brain has atrophied for five years. Our job is to exercise
it, get it up and going again. It’s just amazing to watch
the process.

The great part for me is, I get to see when they first say
their name or their first “Mom” or “Dad.” That’s the
first time in five years that they’re actually making a
connection with their family. All of a sudden, the mom
hears the child’s voice for the first time, when they
should have heard it when they were, like, one years
old. So the connection is amazing to watch.

We also take care of their siblings. When you’re work-
ing with low-income families, they have to take two or
three buses to get to the program. They can’t leave their
siblings at home, so we also have a special room for
them where we provide tutors and counseling. Some-
times the siblings feel left out. They don’t get to have
their life because everything’s being arranged to accom-
modate the sibling with special needs. So now it’s
become a little community. In the deaf world and the
American Sign Language (ASL) world, there’s a cul-
ture. But there’s not a culture for kids in the middle.
Even for me, hearing people see me as deaf because I
wear hearing aids and have a speech impediment. Peo-
ple who are deaf see me as hearing because I use my
voice. There’s no safe place in the middle.

Cooper: Your voice that you’re using, I remember Miss

                 Marie Osmond, Michelle Christie, Paul Mitchell and Kathy — raising money and awareness for selected charities
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America, Heather—

Buckley: Heather Whitestone.

Cooper: —how when she used her voice, she was criti-
cized and beaten up by people within that advocacy
group who didn’t want her. The thought is that if you’re
deaf and you have the voice and you can speak, you’re
no long considered ASL deaf.

Buckley: Right! And the sad thing is, it really shouldn’t
make a difference. It’s really just the hearing loss. When
it comes to deafness, it’s about communication. How are
you going to choose to communicate? I don’t care if you
sign, mime or write it. All I care is that you respect peo-
ple’s choices and how they choose to communicate. It’s
not for you to tell me that I’m not “deaf enough.” You
get a lot of that: “You’re not deaf enough.” I say, “Well,
apparently I’m tall enough. I’m taller than most people.”
But it’s that you don’t judge people. It’s not for me to
say to somebody, “You’re not seeing good enough.” It’s
not my place. Just respect people’s choices in how they
communicate. Deafness is a culture. 

A lot of my kids at my school, as they get older, learn
sign language. They learn it because they’re confused.
They don’t know which world they belong in. But it’s
great. It’s just a matter of picking up a second language
for them.

But if you’re going to have a $100,000 surgery of
equipment in your head, the least you can do is learn
how to talk. You know what I mean? These kids, my
God, the technology! They hear better than hearing peo-
ple, I think. It’s amazing. And before you know it, you
would never know they had a hearing loss because of
their speech. It’s so clear and articulate. It’s amazing
what the technology’s going through.

Cooper: I mentioned earlier that you sound like a 
New Yorker.

Buckley: I know. I sound like I’m from New York, with
a bad attitude. So get over it! (laughs)

Cooper: It sounds like a great program you’re working
with. Do you know Ashley Fiolek? She’s the fastest
woman in motocross.

Buckley: No.

Cooper: She’s been writing a column for ABILITY Mag-
azine for about 10 years. When we first met her, she was
a teenager, and hadn’t had much experience in writing.
Her writing includes a lot of exclamation points and a
lot of symbols —

Buckley: I’m the same way, I admit. I call it “deaf writ-
ing.” I’m serious, especially if you’re raised with ASL,

Kathy and No Limits founder, Michelle Christie. No Limits teaches underserved deaf children and their families the skills to succeed      
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because like, if I told you in English, “My bicycle is bro-
ken,” in ASL it’s “Bike my broke.” So it’s backwards.
It’s kind of like Spanish. So you really can’t write Eng-
lish if you do ASL. You have to learn English. But I
have a problem with the same thing. In ASL, every-
thing’s visual. If I say “sit,” “stand,” “dance,” the signing
is all visual. We don’t have “he” or “she.” We point to
the person, or we sign their name. So we don’t have “if,”
“but,” “when,” “where.” We just flow in our sentences
because we know it’s supposed to be there somewhere.

I wrote my book and it was all one big paragraph. I did-
n’t know when it was supposed to end. (laughs) And
they said, “Man, what the hell is she trying to say now?”

Cooper : She’s saying “bike”!

Buckley: (laughs) I hate writing. But I do it.

Cooper: And yet you’re writing a book?

Buckley: I’m writing my other book, With a Lift. Yup,
that’s what I’m doing.

Cooper: How far are you into the writing?

Buckley: I’ve got all my chapters. I’m doing outlines on
what I want to put in each chapter. I’m working on all
that. It’s pretty good.

Cooper: You had said something to me, years and years
ago, about the first time you heard laughter, that you
would feel vibrations on stage during stand-up—

Buckley: When I first started out, the quality of hearing
aids was nothing like they are today. I would play off
people’s faces, and I would wear tennis shoes, so I could
feel the vibration off the stage. That way I could do my
timing. And then, when I got another pair of hearing
aids, I was at another comedy club when I heard the
laughter. At first, I was like, “That’s loud!” But no, I
stood there, and I almost started crying, because I real-
ized that I was receiving acceptance at the same time.
You talk and you get a reward back from your audience.
But I never go on stage to make people laugh. I really
go on stage to share, and if they should laugh, that’s a
gift that’s given back. 

Cooper: I haven’t tried doing stand-up.

Buckley: Yeah, they’d probably tell you to lie down. 

(laughter)

Cooper: I thought you had gotten a cochlear implant?

Buckley: No. Almost every year, for a while, I was
getting new ones. And, literally, every year there’s
something new they can do, except do windows. The

                   Kathy and close friend Geri Jewell
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technology is really good. I don’t know how to explain
the gratitude I feel about the technology, because I get
to watch my kids go from absolutely nothing to talking
within 10 weeks. It’s hard work, but they’re amazing.

Cooper: How many years have you been involved in the
program?

Buckley: 21 years.

Cooper: So that means you’ve seen those students go on
to regular colleges?

Buckley: Every one of my kids. We have a 100 percent
rate of high school graduation and on to college and col-
lege graduates. We are the only program that works with
school-age kids. Most people, for deaf services, work
with them from about three to five years of age, but
after that they’re on their own. They may send them into
public schools. Even the government thinks, “OK, they
got hearing devices. They’re fixed.” No. It’s work!
Some insurance companies don’t pay for hearing aids
because they consider it cosmetic, and the government
won’t pay for all kinds of education. They pay for deaf
signing, because deaf and signing go together. So our
kids are really lost in the middle.

When we fundraise for No Limits, we put on
walkathons, galas—anything we can. We have a large
waiting list of people waiting to get in, but we can only
take in X amount, according to our income.

Cooper: What do you think about Gallaudet 
University?

Buckley: Gallaudet is the school for people who are
deaf and for ASL deaf students. I remember speaking at
Rochester Institute and a young man asked, “What do
you call yourself? Deaf? Hard of hearing? Hearing-
impaired?” I said, “Kathy.” Why do I have to put a label
on myself? I don’t go around saying I have brown hair. I
don’t say I am six foot tall. I’m Kathy. That’s my first
name. I’m not going to associate myself with my chal-
lenges—or my successes. Even when people say, “I’m a
comedian.” I’m not a comedian. I’m a person who per-
forms comedy. But I’m still Kathy first. I don’t like
labels. I don’t like, “You are this, this, and this.” Then
you’ve got to live up to those labels. 

But when I was there, they looked at me like, “Oh.”
They didn’t realize because it’s “I’m deaf, I’m proud.” I
don’t say, “I’m Kathy, I have brown eyes. I’m proud.”
I’m proud when I do something nice for somebody. That
makes me feel good, that I would have the heart to see
that somebody else needs help. To me, that’s the kind of
stuff I’m proud of, when I show a good heart. 

kathybuckley.com
nolimitsfordeafchildren.org

L to R: Tobias Forrest , Mark Povinelli, Kathy Buckley, Lia Martirosyan, and Geri Jewell on radio
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What Is An International Auxiliary Language?

An international auxiliary language is a language meant
to be used, per the name, internationally. It’s not a lan-
guage that anyone speaks natively, but ideally, everyone
would learn it as a second language so that everyone
could communicate. International auxiliary languages
tend to be simpler than regular languages so they’re eas-
ier to learn, which means they lack the extensive vocab-
ularies of other languages.

The most famous spoken example is Esperanto, which
was created by a Polish doctor with the hopes of con-
necting people around the world through language.
Despite traction early on and a lasting community of
devotees, Esperanto has never reached the level of use it
was intended for. This makes International Sign all the
more interesting, because it is a real-world example of
an international auxiliary language that extends beyond
fringe groups.

How Was International Sign Created?

ariety is one of the greatest assets of language—
there are over 7,000 languages spoken world-
wide—but it can also be frustrating. We just have

to live with the fact that we can’t communicate with
most people in the world because of language barriers.
There have been efforts in the past to use spoken lan-
guages that can cross these divides and allow people to
have simple conversations, but most have failed. There’s
one, however, that continues to be used regularly: Inter-
national Sign.

International Sign is a sign language that is considered
by many to be a pidgin (though some people disagree).
That means it was developed by people trying to com-
municate across languages, and it’s not as complex as a
full language. Pidgins form when two groups of people
who speak different languages try to communicate, and
they tend to be rudimentary. International Sign is not
just any pidgin, though, because it’s also termed an
international auxiliary language. But what does that
mean, and how was this language created in the first
place? We dive into these questions and more.

International Sign Language

V
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Unlike most spoken international auxiliary languages,
International Sign was developed almost entirely natu-
rally. The earliest evidence of people using international
signed communication dates back to 1924, where people
developed a method of communicating with signs at the
International Games for the Deaf (now the Deafly-
mpics). Because people were coming from all over the
world, they would attempt to communicate by finding
what their languages have in common. In the years since
then, the informal language has continued to develop,
with people picking and choosing terms from their own
lexicon to communicate with others. Because it’s not as
fully developed as other sign languages, International
Sign tends to be used only in simple conversations.

At one point in the 1970s, the World Federation of the
Deaf tried to make a Standard International Sign to ease
communication during meetings. The result was Ges-
tuno (a portmanteau of “gesture” and “uno,” the Spanish
word for “one”), and a book was published featuring
1,500 signs for people to use. It never really caught on,
though, and people just continued to develop the lan-
guage naturally.

Why Does International Sign Work?

Given the lack of success with Esperanto and other
attempts at spoken international auxiliary languages,
International Sign is an outlier. There are a few factors
that have helped it along the way.

For one, the natural development of the language has
helped International Sign, because trying to artificially
impose a language rarely goes well. International Sign
was formed by people adapting their own native sign
languages so that other people can understand. Thus, it’s
really a mixture of (mostly Western-based) sign lan-
guages. In a study done on International Sign’s vocabu-
lary, only 2 percent of signs originated in International
Sign, whereas over half appeared in at least two other
sign languages.

The real key to International Sign is that many of the
signs roleplay exactly what they mean. While a Spanish
speaker might have trouble understanding directions
given in English, International Sign can literally act out
directions so that others can understand.

The other factor to take into account is that evidence
shows signers are better at interlingual communication
than non-signers. There’s no exact explanation as to
why they’re better, but there’s something about signed
languages that make the language barriers easier to
cross. Even though International Sign is not standard-
ized and people differ in how exactly they use it, sign
language users are able to split the difference between
languages to facilitate simple communication.

Does Every Person Who Knows Sign Language
Know International Sign?

The short answer to this question is no, as some people
have never had occasion to use International Sign.
Knowing one national sign language does make it much
easier to learn International Sign, however. Because of
the lack of a standard vocabulary, International Sign
requires its speakers to have a knowledge of other sign
languages; it doesn’t really work without knowledge of
at least one of the more expansive signed languages that
were used to create it.

One of the largest defects of International Sign is that it
is based on certain Western languages, however. People
who know American Sign Language—one of the most-
used sign languages in the world—have a leg up under-
standing International Sign, for example, because Amer-
ican Sign Language had such a key role in its develop-
ment. Speaking this “international” language is harder
for people who speak non-Western sign languages, even
though people who use International Sign are currently
trying to fight this bias toward certain languages.

This kind of bias is why many creators of international
auxiliary languages like Esperanto choose to build a
whole new language from scratch. That way, no one
group has a natural advantage over others in learning
and understanding the language.

Why Don’t All People Use International Sign All
The Time?

Among people who are unfamiliar with sign language,
there are still a number of pervasive myths. Some peo-
ple believe sign languages are not as advanced as spo-
ken languages (not true) and others think all sign lan-
guages are the same (they definitely are not). And even
people who know that these myths are false might be
left wondering why people don’t just develop Interna-
tional Sign so everyone in the world uses it all the time.
But that is kind of like wondering why all speakers of
all language don’t just choose one language to speak.

While people have certainly made the argument that
everyone should learn the same language, that would
take away language from established communities. Lan-
guage is an important part of identity, and while various
circumstances have led to sign languages being much
less formalized than spoken ones (mainly because spo-
ken languages have the benefit of accompanying written
languages), it’s an important part of organizing the glob-
al community of signers. International Sign is a fasci-
nating linguistic development, and it shows how much
there is still left to learn about human language.

by Thomas Moore Devlin
twitter.com/reddevlin

babbel.com
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is: except for me. I was a snot-nosed toddler on her way
to being a first-class smart aleck the first time one of my
tiny hands was given a new tag.

I was also a sassy-pants three-year-old whose sweet
tooth would ache anytime chocolate was near. I knew
confidently well, without help from a red-crayoned map
or a nose-powered radar, exactly where the Oreo cookie
jar could be found. There it was, perched high on the
kitchen counter, like some blue sapphire treasure chest,
just waiting for me to try and get my sticky fingers all
over it.

“I’ll fly you,” my agreeably sweet dad would say, any
time I needed to be picked up and carried here or there.
I didn’t care how; the only concern was getting my little
booty seated squarely on that linoleum countertop and
my chubby cheeks smeared with chocolate cookie dust.

Fly Me to the Moon
I’ll fly you. Those three words meant careless freedom.
No matter how fleeting, every time my feet escaped the
footrests, I was no longer restricted, but released from

am a 32-year-old woman, juggling a career in PR and
marketing and an over-flowing social calendar. And I
do it all on wheels. My physical disability has never

stopped me from reaching for all the things I want in
life, but it has made it a little more challenging to grab
and hold on. The older I get, confidence comes much
more naturally. It’s taken a long time to fill the space
that I’m in now, and I would have gotten here sooner
had I heard a voice whose perception and perspectives I
could relate to more closely. I will hopefully be that
voice for many more women like me, fighting self-
doubt and stereotypes for the sake of love and every-
thing that makes them happy.

don’t know too many people who, affectionately, name
their body parts.

No, that wasn’t meant to be a provocative statement
pointing to the clever minds of men and women who are
quick on the trigger to celebrate the biological gifts, the
differences, that make up femininity and masculinity.
Rather, the far less spurring end to that opening sentence

If You Give a Girl a Cookie… (she’ll eat it)

I

I
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the barrier of my wheelchair. My pocket-sized hands
wrapped around his hulking neck and shoulders, it was
all I needed to feel my dad’s muscles and know he was
strong and stable; with his body as a careful guide and
dependable helper, nothing could hurt or restrain me. I
also knew, from his careful hand and the gentle half-
smile that he gave whenever he looked in my direction,
he had a sizeable soft spot just for me somewhere under
his sturdy exterior.

A curious child, I was incredibly observant. It wasn’t
long before I learned what made people tick; the certain
actions or words that made people respond, particularly
in ways benefiting my candy-coated, chocolate-covered
wants and needs. (Hey, maybe instead of calling me a
once-upon-a-time manipulative brat, we can go with
career-long creatively crafty kid in search of sweets?
Ok, good. Glad we got that straight). I knew enough to
understand that my particular variety of cheeky charm
and shameless sass was just about all I needed to get my
way.

A dreamy tilt of my head plus a wide-eyed grin at my
dad equaled a free flying lesson to the top of our
kitchen’s highest peak, in value at least. Once I landed, I
could finally open the blue stained-glass treasure chest
and dig around until I found the perfect chocolaty coin.
But not without paying for my ticket on dad’s Airway
Express.

I Got a Cookie, I Got a Cookie, I Got a
Cookie…Hand Hand Hand
“Use your cookie-hand, Squirt,” affectionately translat-
ed to, “pay up, Kiddo.”

He was referring to my right hand, the one affected by
my cerebral palsy diagnosis. Weaker than my left paw,
its movements were also much less smooth and way
stiffer. Getting my fingers to bend and grip anything
worth holding onto was just about as easy as trying to
control a slimy, slippery fish in above-water duress.
Simply, and without a colorful marine animal metaphor,
my birth-given condition means that the muscles in my
body have a tough time talking with each other. Like
bad cellphone reception in an elevator between floors,
the messages passing between my brain and my body
are garbled by sticky static (what can I say - similes and
metaphors are my bread and butter - I eat ‘em up). Phys-
ically, that manifests as minor to major - depending on
the day - trouble moving and controlling my ability to
stand and balance.

Turns out, top-notch muscle tone, coordination and con-
trol is pretty high up on the list of things you need in
order to stand and walk, without fear of falling. Enter a
sexy set of wheels.

The big, brightly colored power wheelchair acts as a
chariot for the pair of my small stems, whose muscles
are wound so tightly that they’ve never known the feel-

ing of full extensions, even after surgery to free them
from a spastic hold. There certainly isn’t much I can do
to camouflage the rigidity of my right arm and hand,
either.

Have You Seen My Broom?
I was a watchful tot; it didn’t take much staring for me
to realize how differently my body moved compared to
the other half-pints in my preschool class. I learned that
if I kept the movement of my right hand minimal, then it
didn’t look so scary. But if I tried to use it to grab some
blocks or a crayon or even animal crackers during snack
time, then my right hand looked like the crippled, knob-
by hand of a wicked witch trying to grab her broom.
I didn’t want to scare anyone or be different than the
kids in my class. So, I didn’t use my right hand. I kept it
hidden, tucked under the table in my lap. Instead, I
learned how to use my strong left hand for everything,
especially nabbing cookies. God forbid, the witch’s
black cat escapes the bag, letting everyone know: I am
disabled.

I don’t need to be disguised as a grumpy, old witch to
fool anybody into thinking that I feel anything but dis-
tain for that word, disability. No, this is raw, real, no-
face-painted-or-masked, me speaking: it’s a word rotten-
er than that nasty, poison-filled apple being tossed
around by a fruit-hustlin’ hag.

This may be a bit of a stretch on a metaphor about a
princess’ nemesis, but stay with me for a hot minute.
Think about that blood-red apple: on the outside, it’s a
simple fruit with sweet flesh. In truth, the apple was
opposite simply sweet. It was sinister trick-bait, used on
a naïve, unwitting person, moving them to believe that
the thing - in this case an apple- they saw in front of
them was exactly as it seemed.

But, that perfectly crimson crop was unavoidably more
than it seemed. Its outer-layer gave way to a small,
insignificant fruit, but at its core was packed a poi-
sonous punch.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m not trying to compare disabili-
ty and it’s implications to a poisonous tree-fruit, but I
am trying to creatively illustrate that like the witch’s
apple that was innocently unassuming, disabilities (of
the physical variation, to be clear) and how they mani-
fest and appear to other people can be more deceiving
than a blood-red apple.

Dictionary Say What??
First, without being up close and personal with a 3-D
rendering, all you have to do is read the 2-D word.
There on the dictionary page, a physical explanation
absent, the word disability stands, effortlessly declaring
less-than. Asserting that anyone born to bear this label is
missing a handful of essential doings and understand-
ings from their makeup. Announcing that anyone whose
trials and tribulations are defined by this word are living
in the space of mediocrity.
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Says who. Merriam Webster, for one. Dictionary.com,
for two. According to these sources, a disability is a lack
of adequate power, strength, or physical or mental abili-
ty; incapacity.

Shall I continue? These supposed educated sites
also say that disability:
1. Prevents a person from living a full, normal life or
from holding a gainful job.
2. puts one at a temporary or lifelong disadvantage.
I smell heaping piles of bullshit. I refuse to pick up this
load of crap; an us vs. them mentality.

That kind of thinking is dangerously toxic. Equal to the
power of invisible chemicals, baneful thoughts burn
through bridges built on equality regardless of common-
ality. Compassion breeds connection; without it, endless
opportunities for comprehension, appreciation and
admiration are lost.

The ‘you and me are not an us’ mindset is an honest
interpretation. The tendency to put people into labeled
boxes because of certain physical characteristics or
mannerisms is a learned behavior. Judgment is not pre-
meditated malice, it is uneducated ignorance.

The more we don’t know or understand someone or some-
thing, the more that person or circumstance is feared. The
most common response to fear is turning away, separating
ourselves from the source of discomfort.

The impulse to fill our heads with false ideas or expla-

nations, making the thing - in this case, a physical dis-
ability - we don’t understand more recognizable is also
a popular coping mechanism. In other words, throwing a
blanket over the thing that scares us and calling it some-
thing else in order to feel more in control of our sur-
roundings - that’s stereotyping.

I am a woman and a lifelong wheelchair-user. I am
acutely aware that stereotypes about those two
unchangeable, God-given lots will continue to lead
other people’s opinions about me.

There will always be some people who believe that
because I am a woman or because I am differently-abled
and use a wheelchair, I am somehow less-than, inferior. I
drank that soul-stealing poison and believed the false-
hood for too long. Today, I’m working to change my own
perspective and use the unkind comments, ill-timed ques-
tions or stares that linger a little too long as motivation.

Growing in Gratitude
My motivation is education and awareness; fostering the
positive changes that can happen when we allow our-
selves to be taught by other people, learn lessons from
their Book of Life and grow through gratitude for differ-
ences.
It would be better than great if the Book of Words, our
dictionaries, offered more realistic teachings about dis-
abilities. It would be so much more illuminating if the
official definitions of disability were more factual, more
like the people who have them: empowered, engaged
and equal. After all, the negative opinions or damaging
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stereotypes are nothing but the absence of facts. The
fact is, people with disabilities are just people. Sounds
simple, right? It should be, but messily slapping labels
on people based on their outer shell can be an easy habit
to build and an even harder one to break. I know.
The first time I was approached by another person with
a visible disability, I was frightened. Before you go
thinking I should know better and I should practice what
I preach, I was only five-years-old and sheltered from
the colorfully collaged world around me.

The stranger, a man, spotted me at the airport gate. He
weaved his mammoth wheelchair through the waiting
crowd to get to me. I sat there, frozen in my much
smaller, less intimidating chair, trying to shrink behind
my mom.

He said, “hello”, and I was startled. The sounds, similar
to the staccato, robotic cadence of ET, were unlike any-
thing I’d heard before. He didn’t speak with his mouth -
it was blocked by a breathing tube -instead he commu-
nicated with a small computer mounted on a tray
attached to his wheelchair’s armrests.

There was some kind of a magic wand - what it seemed
like in my Disney-obsessed mind - he controlled with
sharp movements of his head to activate the buttons of
his electronic voice box. His hands, small with fingers
folded into the palms, looked like they probably hadn’t
held anything in a long time. But with a tap here and a
tap there on his masterfully-controlled speech device, he
was able to string together words to form sentences that
create entire conversations.

I don’t remember a single detail about the things he said
to me. What I know for sure is that I was frozen in fear.
I was afraid of what I didn’t understand, what I had
never seen before - not even in myself. I came away
from that interaction promising myself that I didn’t look
like that, that I wasn’t disabled like him. I never wanted
anyone to be afraid of me the way that I was frightened
by an outgoing man in an airport waiting area. I never
wanted anyone to be so intimidated by my wheels that
they made a conscious choice not to approach me or
engage with me.

In years following, I obsessively pored over every inch
of my body, dissecting how it did or didn’t move. I tried
to be calculated in how I sat or held my arms, especially
my hands. In photos, I was adamant that not too much
of my wheelchair could be captured, in case it distracted
away from me.

I didn’t then, and I still don’t, want to be thought about
as disabled. In my mind, I’m not. My body is not wrong
or damaged; it’s beautiful. I am strong, intelligent,
insightful, wickedly funny and capable of achieving
anything.

I’m just me

The thing is, the man in the airport wasn’t disabled or
not disabled, he was just himself, too. I remember he
had kind, bright eyes. I am willing to bet he is also com-
passionate and smart and funny. He wasn’t trying to
scare me, he was trying to teach me.

The man in the giant electric wheelchair with a robotic
voice wanted me to learn a powerful lesson as early as
possible: never be afraid to show up and be exactly who
you are. In a world not made for you, make space - and
fill it all the way up.

It’s important for me to honor his teaching and remind
you to believe in yourself and embrace who you are
without apologizing. And for goodness sake, never read
the dictionary.

Get Your Tires Pumped
I’m still learning to willingly and enthusiastically accept
myself, even today. About a month ago I started physi-
cal therapy. I haven’t done any kind of PT in almost 10
years. It’s hard to do the work and it’s even harder to
come face-to-face with my spasticity and rigidity, the
things I don’t appreciate about my body.

The first day I met my therapist, he called me out for
apologizing. I didn’t even realize that I was apologizing
for everything: how slow I was moving, how stiff my
legs are, how difficult it can be for me to move my body
in a certain way. At one point, he requested I do a new
exercise. Absentmindedly, I told him I couldn’t move
correctly. He looked me square in the eyes and said,
“no, it’s not can’t. It’s not yet.”

I gave him a skeptical grin while remembering what my
mom used to say to me. “Can’t is not part of your
vocabulary,” she’d say, pretty regularly. They would get
along, I think.

Here’s another thing I know: the moments of my mom
getting on me to think differently and loving me tough
or my dad encouraging me to use my cookie-hand or my
physical therapist reminding me to never give up were
never punishments. These instances are lessons in hav-
ing pride in myself and in my body.

No one has ever said they have enough cheerleaders.
Our own drive and focus is important to dream-catching
and self-loving but so is a group of like-minded go-get-
ters and tire-pumpers. Go find your own cheerleaders;
the people who, while you are working to polish and
shine-up your own rides through life, consciously
pump-up your tires, helping you go further.

Now, if you excuse me, I am going to go eat some
chocolate chip cookies - with my cookie-hand.

by Mollie Miller

instagram.com/mollieannmiller
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How airlines meet the standards of the ACAA is decid-
ed by the individual providers, so the degree of service
can vary.

Although you are not required to notify the airline of
your mobility issues or other disabilities, it can help if
you do so, allowing them to make any necessary prepa-
rations. Try and contact the airline 48 hours before you
travel and get to the airport around two hours before
your departure, giving you plenty of time to get where
you need to be.

espite being one of the most common forms of
transport for vacation, airplanes can still pose

problems for those with mobility issues. To
attempt to address this, the ACAA was introduced in
January 2015. This legislation states that disabled peo-
ple cannot be refused transport by an airline on the
grounds of their mobility unless this poses a serious
safety risk.

There cannot be a limit on the number of disabled peo-
ple on a flight, and airlines are not allowed to demand
prior notice that they are flying.

D
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The ADA requires all car rental companies to make at
least some provision for those with mobility issues. The
minimum standard that must be met is the supply of
controls and spinner knobs for those who need them.

Many operators provide other features, but this is on a
case-by-case basis, so it’s worth checking before you
book.

When making your booking, go straight to the provider,
rather than using a third-party site. This will allow you
to be clear and direct about your needs.

Accessibility on trains varies from station to station.
Check ahead of your travel time to make sure you will
be able to get on and off the train safely, or that someone
will be on hand to help you. Across Amtrak, you will
find that there are areas of support for disabled travelers.

Assistance animals will be able to travel free of charge
and, in some areas, there are discounted tickets for dis-
abled travelers and their carers. Some accessible stations
will have staff to help you board and disembark from
the train. In these cases, arrive at the station well ahead
of your train departure time. You’ll often be able to
board before other passengers so you can ensure you
have adequate space.
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The information displayed in these infographics was correct at the time of publication and provided by insuremyrentalcar.com
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1. SNL comedy star who overcame being in a bad car accident 
with her family when she was young, Molly ____

5. Cry for help
7. Hoop edge
9. Dawn’s moisture
11. “Good Day in Hell” singers
13. Classical music superstar who suffered with polio, Itzhak____
14. Laughter on the internet, abbreviation
16. Colors
17. Intuitive insight, 2 words
21. Pour __ on troubled waters
22. Santa Fe’s state
23. Endearing deer, in film
24. “Life is not a ___ of roses”
26. Sound system
28. Simple melody
30. Look for a website
31. Rain Man’s condition, in film
34. Inspire respect
36. Jeans brand
37. Real big goldfish
38. Summer month. abbr.
39. Place to put your feet up
42. Refusals
43. One of the King Henry series
44. Pen point
45. Melting
47. Stadium sound
49. Super ___
50. ___ Joe
51. “The Miracle ____ “ - film based on the life of Helen Keller
52. “Lord of the Rings” bad guy

D O W N

1. Genius physicist who had ALS but continued his pioneering 
work despite that, 2 words

2. “Life of Pi” director, 2 words
3. Christmas carol
4. Bismarck’s state, abbr.
5. “Blood ___ and Tears”
6. Rides the waves
7. Ray on “Everybody Loves Raymond”, who plays golf for 
charity causes

8. He ended apartheid in South Africa
10. Old vinyl record
12. Part of U.C.L.A.
15. Johnny Depp character who looks after his mentally impaired

younger brother, 2 words
18. Core
19. Sample
20. Make waves
25. Web address ending
27. Star in the film “At First Sight”- his character is blind and then 

has surgery and regains his sight, Val ____
29. “Somewhere Over the ____” song famously sung by Iz 

Kamakawiwoole
32. Last word of “America, the Beautiful”
33. One of the greatest violinists of all time, Yehudi ____
35. Tom Cruise’s character in “Born on the Fourth of July”—

Ron ___
40. Can material
41. Bengal beast
46. Combat
48. Earlier
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CALL NOW FOR YOUR FREE INFORMATION KIT AND DVD!

1-800-413-6115

According to the Center for Disease Control, 
one in three seniors will suffer a fall this year!

Acorn Stairlifts has an A+ Rating with the 
Better Business Bureau, and is the only 

stairlift in the world to earn the Ease of Use 
Commendation from the Arthritis Foundation.

A PERFECT SOLUTION FOR:

Anyone who struggles 
on the stairs

Those with mobility issues

Arthritis and COPD sufferers

*Not valid on previous purchases. Not valid with any other offers or discounts. Not valid on refurbished models. Only valid towards purchase 
of a NEW Acorn Stairlift directly from the manufacturer. $250 discount will be applied to new orders. Please mention this ad when calling. 
License where required: AZ ROC 278722, CA 942619, MN LC670698, OK 50110, OR CCB 198506, RI 88, WA ACORNSI894OB, WV 
WV049654, MA HIC169936, NJ 13VH07752300, PA PA101967, CT ELV 0425003-R5.

THE
PURCHASE
OF A NEW

ACORN
STAIRLIFT!

MENTION THIS AD FOR

PURCHASEPURCHASE
OF A NEW

STAIRLIFT!STAIRLIFT!
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Annual Digital Subscription also includes 
ABILITY Magazine Premium Membership

$29.70

On-line: e-book format with flipping pages and multi-media 

Annual Digital Subscription also includes ABILITY Magazine Premium
Membership
$29.70

On-line: e-book format with flipping pages and multi-media 
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More and more Americans are reaching the age where 
mobility is an everyday issue. Whether from an injury 
or from the everyday aches and pains that come from 
getting older– getting around isn’t as easy as it used to 
be. You may have tried a power chair or a scooter. The 
Zinger is NOT a power chair or a scooter! The Zinger is 
quick and nimble, yet it is not prone to tipping like many 
scooters. Best of all, it weighs only 47.2 pounds and folds 
and unfolds with ease so you can take it almost anywhere, 
providing you with independence and freedom. 

Years of work by innovative engineers have resulted in a 
mobility device that’s truly unique. They created a battery 
that provides powerful energy at a fraction of the weight 
of most batteries. The Zinger features two steering levers, 
one on either side of the seat. The user pushes both levers 
down to go forward, pulls them both up to brake, and 
pushes one while pulling the other to turn to either side. 
This enables great mobility, the ability to turn on a dime 
and to pull right up to tables or desks. The controls are 

right on the steering arm so it’s simple to operate, and its 
exclusive footrest swings out of the way when you stand 
up or sit down. With its rugged yet lightweight aluminum 
frame, the Zinger is sturdy and durable yet lightweight 
and comfortable! What’s more, it easily folds up for 
storage in a car seat or trunk– you can even gate-check it 
at the airport like a stroller. Think about it, you can take 
your Zinger almost anywhere, so you don’t have to let 
mobility issues rule your life. It folds in seconds without 
tools and is safe and reliable. It holds up to 265 pounds, 
and it can go up to 6 mph and operates for up to 8 hours 
on a single charge.

Why spend another day letting mobility issues hamper 
your independence or quality of life?

Zinger Chair
Call now toll free 

1-888-643-4064
Please mention code 66924 when ordering.

Not intended for use by individuals restricted to a sitting position and not covered by Medicare or Medicaid.  Zinger is not a medical device. 
 © 2018 first STREET for Boomers and Beyond, Inc. 83

92
3

Just think of the places you can go: • Shopping • Air Travel • Bus Tours 
• Restaurants– ride right up to the table! • Around town or just around your house

It’s not a Wheelchair...
It’s not a Power Chair... 

It’s a Zinger!

�e Zinger folds to a mere 10 Inches.

10”

Meet the future 
of personal 

transportation.
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