MONKEY BITE

We spent a lot of hours practicing our high wire act in front of the high school. A short time before, the school district had decided to put up little barriers made of four inch pipe, welded together, and painted with silver aluminum paint to keep the students from taking short cuts across the grass. The high wire act consisted of starting at one end of the "fence" in front of Mrs. Kearn's house and walking, maintaining one's balance, the entire length to near the Band Room.

One day as I was performing, Keith Wooten showed up. He had come to practice riding his bicycle down the stairs. Upon seeing me, he asked if I had ever had a monkey bite. When I answered negatively, he asked if I wouldn't like one. "Sure," I replied. So Keith and I sat down on the "fence" in front of Mrs. Robinson's house and he proceeded to give me a monkey bite. It took a long time, but I showed great courage throughout the entire ordeal. Keith would wet his thumb with his own saliva then rub it firmly back and forth across the back of my right middle finger just below the knuckle, this creating heat and friction. After awhile I began to feel a burning sensation, but by then it was too late. Keith had worn through the first layer of the epidermis and was into the second. Ouch! That monkey bite stung for days afterward.

That was the first time I can ever remember being taken for a ride or "played for a sucker" as the old saying goes. It wasn't the last though. On numerous future occasions I would demonstrate my great gullibility.

