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Origins

In the summer of 1972 I took the first of several sabatticals and hit the road on 
a small motorbike. That summer is still with me in many of the people I met. This 
account is of a salesman who camped out for the summer, and of his wife’s 
battle with a dog.
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turned and slammed him on the head with her
flyswat. It's a pity this wasn't a drug-crazed hippy
because he might have thought the sky had
fallen on him and slunk off to contemplate
patterns on the tent canvas.
No sir, this was a hungry hippy, and a hungry
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charged after the fast disappearing chicken. She
leapt fearlessly into the thicket, slashing the
undergrowth with her flyswat, and adding her
own shrieks to the rising mayhem. But she had
under-estimated the opposition. This was one
very hungry dog. The kid was ecstatic and
shrieked louder. 
A couple of hungry hippies were watching from
their tent. The same thought must have crossed
their minds at the same time. They looked at
each other briefly then joined the chase. Nothing
moves faster than a hungry hippy when there's a
liberated chicken on the loose.  
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The family sat down to dinner under the trees at
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the side of their big bungalow tent. Mrs. Exec
presented a steaming pan of coq-au-vin. It's a
good job Mr. Exec wasn't that mean kind of
person who sits down to a chicken dinner and
counts the number of limbs. If he had been, he
would have believed this story even less than
you do.
with a very hungry dog hanging on to a wing with
grim determination. The kid was hysterical and
motioned to Mummy to throw him the chicken so
he could play too.
With both hands gripping the chicken, Mrs. Exec
shook the bird up and down violently, trying to
loosen the dog's hold on the prize. Then,
suddenly, the chicken was free as the wing tore
off and the dog fell back into the undergrowth.
The abrupt loss of the dog's weight overbalanced
Mrs. Exec and she fell backwards into the path of
the hungry hippy. With a scream she leapt up
and I swear she just floated over that thicket,
landing at a run on the grass. Mrs. Exec, the kid,
and the chicken went into the tent and didn't
show themselves until Mr. Exec came floating
home on his mobile chainsaw.
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