READING IX





Sunday, April 20, 2008     11.50am

I felt absolutely positive that the “Meet Monster” had paid me a very nasty visit at Reading on Sunday morning... something resembling either a punctured oil pan or a loose drain plug.

While preparing to load my car on Sunday, I noticed a very large, wet puddle under my engine and around my left front wheel. I got down to see what it was and knew by looking that it wasn’t ATF, because it wasn’t pink and that it wasn’t my ATE Racing Blue brake fluid either.
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I touched it with my fingers and smelled it and it was fresh motor oil!  I had changed my oil just before Reading. I quickly opened the hood to take a look, but everything looked normal from the top. I could not find the source of the leak from above.
Tom Krynock “svxfiles” was standing over at the hotel entrance talking to someone at the time, so I quickly and frantically beckoned for him to come over. While leisurely sauntering over to see me, with his familiar, early-morning, post-Asti INAMP/YF demeanor, he whined  “This is a long way to walk”.

I replied with “Well, it’s gonna be a lot longer walk all the way back to Westminster!”


When he finally arrived at my car, I put some more oil on my finger and offered it to him to confirm my thoughts as to what it he thought it was. He felt it and said  “You’ve got a big problem, that’s engine oil!”

I said, “Do you know where it came from and what could possibly have happened? Everything was fine last night…”

Tom said, “I’m not totally sure... it’s hard to say without getting under the car, but if I had to guess, I’d say


…it probably came from the half-full bottle of oil we poured under your car to give you a heart attack!”
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“We did this late last night after you went to bed and we have been waiting patiently all morning for you to discover it!” 
And with that he produced the partially-empty oil bottle, with the radiant “hehehehehehehe” smile and laugh that is his alone.

Evidently a few members were either directly involved, or knew about it, and kept very quiet. Some of them can fill in my reactions of shock and blessed relief, as I dropped to my knees; there may even be a photo or two... I’ll let the masterminds describe this in more detail. It still makes me quiver to talk about it!


It’s not every day that I am caught at a complete loss for words, Once the blood rushed back into my face, I realized that if I was ever destined to be set up to be
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This is absolutely the best way for it to happen!








