
 
   

THE FAB FOUR 
 

 
"Okay, gentlemen, let's get started," said the one they called 

Ears to the three elderly men seated around the card table.  "Who has 
a report today?" 

 
"I do," said the one nicknamed Eyes – "with some help from 

Recall." 
 
"Let's hear it." 
 
"Well," said Eyes, "I checked the bulletin board an hour ago 

and saw something of interest.  Luckily, I was able to pass it on to 
Recall, who will tell you about it – I can't remember the damn thing." 

 
"Here's what it is," said the one dubbed Recall.  "The Tasty 

bakery store – you know, the one on Maple Street – is having a 
special discount sale today on its delicious crullers. They're eight for a 
dollar, but only while they last.  Eyes and I thought we ought to get us 
some." 

 
"Good thinking," said Ears.  "And you know what that means, 

guys.  We're putting our best man on the job.  Legs, you've just been 
chosen by acclamation to make the pick-up before they run out of 
crullers.  We'll each kick in a quarter, and Eyes will write down for 
you the details of the assignment." 

 
"I'm on my way," said the one nicknamed Legs, rising swiftly 

from his chair. As soon as he’d received the money and note of  
instructions, he was out the door to run the errand. 

 
"Meeting adjourned until Legs gets back," said Ears. 
 
It was the daily 10 am briefing held by the four men, each in his 

90's, who called their group The Fab Four.  Having survived their 
spouses, they all resided in an assisted living facility that they’d 
termed The Barracks, located in a medium-sized northeastern city. 
They had various ailments and shortcomings not uncommon to men of 
such advanced years, but they were far from senile and each possessed 
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one faculty that was still operating at peak performance (thus the 
nicknames): 

 
– Three of them didn't see that well and wore glasses, but Eyes' 

vision (glasses-free) had remained at the same 20-20 level as it was 
during his former career as a minor league umpire. 

 
– Three of them had suffered measurable hearing loss, but Ears 

– a retired  expert on hearing aids and electronic devices – could still 
discern a whisper at 40 paces. 

 
– Three of them hobbled about, often using canes or an 

occasional walker, but Legs – a former shoe salesman who had run 
annual marathons – could move around as briskly as a man half his 
age. 

 
– Three of them had declining memory functions, but Recall – a 

retired court stenographer who used to play a lot of bridge – never 
forgot a face, a conversation, a number, or where he'd put his keys. 

 
So the four men – still determined to enjoy life to the fullest and 

cope with some of its daily frustrations – had banded together to make 
the best collective use of the singular talents each possessed. 

 
Thus, on the cruller caper, Eyes was able to scan the bulletin 

board early that morning and take note of the attractive discount sale 
offered by Tasty. But fearful he’d forget the news before the group's 
regular morning meeting, he had passed it on to Recall.   When the 
group assembled at 10 am in the empty game room of The Barracks to 
plan the day's activities, Recall was able to make a flawless report.  
Since the task involved some fast footwork, it devolved upon Legs, 
who could be counted on to return within the hour with the goods.  
And meanwhile Ears – brainiest of the group and the only member 
who could consistently hear what everyone was saying – conducted 
the meetings and doled out the  assignments. 

 
Most of the time, it worked quite smoothly.  For example, 

several weeks earlier, an article appeared in The Barracks newsletter 
about a jazz trio that was coming there to perform.  Eyes, a heavy-set 
man who favored sleeveless sweaters, read the piece aloud to the 



3 
   

group, and plans were made.  On the night of the event, Legs – tall 
and slim, with his hairline intact and sporting a pencil-thin mustache – 
hotfooted it down to the auditorium early to save them good seats.  
After the performance, Ears – short and bald, always wearing a jacket 
– conducted a brief post-mortem in the game room, discussing  some 
subtleties in the bassist's chromatic line that the others might have 
missed.  Unfortunately, Eyes was ailing that night and couldn't make 
the concert. So Recall – back bent over, with white hair and thick 
glasses – visited Eyes the next day to pass on Ears' insights (which, by 
that time, Ears himself had mostly forgotten). 

 
Their activities were no secret, and they were the envy of The 

Barracks. Although several other occupants clamored to come aboard, 
the Fab Four kept a closed shop.  They did, however, sponsor a ladies' 
auxiliary called the "F-F Groupies" – sometimes including the women 
on special projects, in exchange for tasty culinary offerings prepared 
in their kitchens. 

 
A half hour later, Legs arrived back with the Tasty crullers.  

The members thanked him for his effort and munched on the pastry, 
while planning a certain foray scheduled for early that afternoon.  
They would report back the results at their regular 5:00 pm debriefing 
session in the game room.  As a special treat, they had also invited the 
two co-chairs of the F-F Groupies to attend. The women – nicknamed 
Dimples (for her still youthful cheeks) and Cuticle (in honor of her 
thrice weekly manicures) – had baked a pecan pie for the occasion. 

 
*    *    * 

 
Ears brought the 5:00 o'clock session to order, welcoming the 

two F-F Groupies to the sparsely furnished game room and thanking 
them in advance for the feast to come.  He then recounted with relish 
how the afternoon caper had turned out. 

 
"Listen to this one, girls – a real meshing of our talents.  I was 

talking on the phone yesterday to an old buddy of mine, who used to 
be a racetrack tout.  I asked him, half in jest, if he had any good tips.  
To my surprise, he replied that he did.  'Write this one down,' he said 
– 'You’ll want to put a few bucks on a sure thing horse with a funny 
name . . . .'  My ears perked up even more than usual. 
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"I asked him to wait a second while I searched for pen and 

paper, but nothing was available.  I could tell that my friend was 
getting impatient.  Just then Recall happened to walk by.  I corralled 
him to listen to my buddy's tip on a certain horse in a certain race at a 
certain track today – but, as usual, within minutes I couldn’t 
remember any of the details." 

 
"But I can," piped up Recall.  "He said it was SturmundDrang 

in the third race at Narragansett." 
 
Eyes picked it up from there.  "So when Recall told me about 

this, I naturally looked in the paper – but no horse by that name was 
running at Narragansett today.  I had to go through the listings for 
every track, but sure enough, I finally found the horse, scheduled to 
run in the third race at Aqueduct. Ears' tout had the right horse and 
race, but at the wrong track." 

 
Ears now joined back in.  "So we took up a collection this 

morning, got ten bucks together, and Legs hoofed it down to that OTB 
shop on Hamilton Avenue to place the bet and await the results." 

 
Legs interrupted.  "I couldn't hear what you just said.  Were you 

talking about me?" 
 
"I was," Ears replied, "giving you credit for the expedition to 

the OTB." 
 
"Not an easy trip, I'll tell you," said Legs proudly – "two bus 

rides and a lot of pavement to cover. 
 
"And whaddya know," said Ears,  "the damn horse won and 

paid twelve to one.  Legs came back with  120 bucks – we each took 
25, and we've saved 20 for our lovely ladies, in advance appreciation 
of their pecan pie." 

 
"Well," said Cuticle, plump and red-faced but still feisty at 92, 

“aren't you guys the sports. . . ." 
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"I think the Fab Four are wonderful," said Dimples, who looked 
much younger than her 91 years, "and we're very proud to be co-
chairs of the F-F Groupies." 

 
The men smiled in appreciation of Dimples' compliment – 

especially Legs who, if truth be told, had long fancied Dimples but 
was timid about making a move on her. But then Legs’ expression 
changed and he appeared to be deep in thought. I shudda gotten a 
better split on the winnings – after all, I did the heavy lifting to get the 
bet placed in time, and then stuck around to bring home the 
bacon. . . . 

 
*    *    * 

 
The next day, at the late afternoon meeting, Eyes and Recall 

had a tantalizing message to deliver. 
 
"It just went up on the bulletin board this afternoon," said Eyes.  

"It's a new contest being sponsored by – oh, you know, that outfit for 
seniors – " 

 
"He means the SCA – the Senior Citizens Association, the local 

group that's like the AARP," said Recall. 
 
"Right," said Eyes, "just as I said." 
 
"What did he say?" asked Legs. 
 
"SCA," said Ears, speaking  in a loud deliberate tone.  

"THEY'RE – THE – ONES – WHO – ARE – SPONSORING – THE 
– NEW – CONTEST." 

 
"Thanks," said Legs.  "I don't always hear so well." 
 
"Anyway," Eyes continued, "it's a competition to determine 

which man . . . uh . . . ." 
 
Recall finished the sentence for him.  ". . .to determine which 

man in his nineties has retained the most number of vital faculties." 
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"Which man anywhere?" asked Ears. 
 
"No, just one who lives in an assisted living facility here in 

town." 
 
"Can women enter?" 
 
"I think there’s likely to be a separate contest for them later on," 

replied Recall. 
 
"For the contest," said Eyes, picking up the thread, "they're 

going to test each guy's sight, hearing, mobility and . . . uh . . . there's 
a fourth thing. . . ." 

 
"Memory," said Recall with just a touch of irritation in his 

voice.  "And the winner will be proclaimed Spryest Senior Over 90, 
with a plaque and a cash award to the facility he lives in." 

 
"Well," said Legs, "this sounds like it’s right up my alley.  I 

don't know any ninety-year-old as spry as me – I can run rings around  
all of them." 

 
"Yeah," said Ears, his voice a trace softer than usual, "but how 

are you going to pass the hearing test?" 
 
"What's that you say?" asked Legs. 
 
"Point taken," said Eyes.  "But really, isn't that the problem for 

each of us?  I bow to no one over 90 in terms of my eyesight, but I 
don't think my walker would go over big in the mobility test." 

 
"And while I can remember anything I read," said Recall, "my 

eyes aren't good enough to read much at all." 
 
What a bummer, thought Ears, we ought to lobby the SCA to 

turn it into a team contest – I bet the Fab Four could lick any 
superannuated nineties outfit in town. . . . 

 
*    *    * 
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When the group convened the next morning, Ears – wearing 
one of his least threadbare jackets – was in a state of high agitation as 
he called the meeting to order. 

 
"Gentlemen," he said, "I’m here to announce that yours truly – 

he of the perfect hearing and myriad electronic talents – has had a 
brainstorm!" 

 
"Uh, uh," said Recall as he wiped his thick glasses, "I 

remember your last brainstorm – that walkie-talkie network so we 
could be in touch with each other 24/7 – whoosh! – a couple hundred 
bucks down the drain." 

 
"That was unfortunate, to be sure," mumbled the temporarily 

chastened Ears – "but who'd have figured that all those blood pressure 
monitors around The Barracks would interfere with the sound 
waves. . . .?" 

 
"Enough of that," said Eyes, whose cotton sweater vest was 

stretched by his ample stomach. "I want to hear your new brainstorm.  
Then we'll decide whether we're willing to fund it." 

 
"Okay," said Ears, "it's about the contest you reported on 

yesterday.  Well, I got to thinking last night as to how each of us 
individually would be a flop, but a melding of our four talents would 
carry the day.  I realized, though, that the SCA would never agree to 
make it a team competition.  And then it hit me – the answer to our 
dreams. We enter their individual contest –” here he paused for 
dramatic effect, before completing the sentence with a loud bellow – 
"and WE CHEAT!" 

 
The game room fell silent for a few moments. This might have 

been interpreted as a kneejerk rejection of  the intention to cheat, but 
more likely it was because they didn't know what Ears had in mind.  
The enlightenment wasn't long in coming. 

 
"We enter Legs in the competition, because mobility – his 

strong suit – isn't something any of the rest of us can fake. But 
everything else that's needed we feed to Legs through a tiny radio 
receiver planted in his ear.  He already wears a hearing aid, so it won't 
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look out of place.  The rest of us will each be outfitted with a 
miniature transmitter in our fist – like the Secret Service people use.  
As we figure out the required information in our specialty, we 
transmit the news to Legs in time for him to respond in the contest.  
It's a piece of cake – we'll sweep the field." 

 
This led, as you might imagine, to a lot of dialogue, questions 

and speculation.  But throughout the discussion, Legs had a big smile 
on his face under the mustache – having, for once, heard every word 
Ears had spoken and proudly pondering his central role in the 
competition.  The Fab Four couldn't pull this off without old Legs – 
the marathon man – carrying the ball. . .  

 
After a while, the group adjourned to get more facts and reflect 

on this ambitious new caper before reconvening in the afternoon. 
 

*    *    * 
 

By the afternoon session, they had elicited more specific 
information on how the contest would be conducted, which Recall 
now recounted for the group. 

 
"Okay, so the contest will take place at a big hall downtown 

that has a stage.  The contestants, including our own Legs, will be on 
the stage, with the audience a level down in chairs or standing." 

 
Legs beamed at the mention of his name. As the vision of 

himself upon the stage flashed across his consciousness, his legs 
started shuffling in a warm-up for the physical exertions to come. 

 
Recall continued.  "For the vision test, they're going to project 

letters onto a screen – just the way it's done in eye exams – with big 
letters on the top, decreasing gradually to small ones at the bottom.  
Each contestant will have a different screen, which will be visible to 
the audience – so if Eyes gets a good seat, or can stand near the stage, 
he'll be able to read the letters off and relay the right ones to Legs." 

 
Eyes broke in here.  "I may not be able to get down to the 

lowest line if I'm too far away from the screen, but I'm sure I'll get a 
good ways along the page." 
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"For the hearing test," Recall went on, "words will be read 

aloud to the contestants through a loudspeaker – different words that 
each guy has to repeat back – with the volume being turned down a 
little for each word." 

 
Ears commented, "I'll try to get right up near the loudspeaker – 

it shouldn't be a problem.  How about your test, Recall?" 
 
Pausing before he replied, Recall had a vision of himself back 

in the courtroom, instantly memorizing and transcribing words of 
witness testimony.  Our justice system wouldn't work without the 
contribution of the court reporter – but we never got the credit we 
deserved for what we did . . . . 

 
"As for memory," said Recall "each contestant will be 

separately shown the same blackboard display, containing a dozen 
two-digit numbers, for two minutes.  He’s supposed to memorize the 
numbers and then write them down on a pad three minutes later.  This 
is my kind of test – I should get at least eleven of them, which I'm 
sure will be a winner." 

 
"How about me?" asked Legs impatiently.  "What do I have to 

do on my own?" 
 
Recall turned his way.  "Sorry, Legs, I didn't mean to ignore 

you.  They're positioning chairs in an oval covering about 50 feet.  
You'll have to walk as fast as you can around the oval ten times.  
Whoever does it the quickest wins that part of the contest." 

 
"I'll lap those other guys," said Legs, hugging his still flexible 

knees in a self-congratulatory embrace. 
 
After a few more minutes of discussion, Ears said, "Okay. 

Hearing no objection, I'll order the radio equipment tomorrow and 
should have it in hand several days from then – so we'll have plenty of 
time for a few dry runs to work out any kinks in the plan." 

 
*    *    * 
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It was the day of their dress rehearsal for the contest. The Fab 
Four were assembled in The Barracks game room, testing out their 
new radio equipment.  They had invited the co-chairs of the F-F 
Groupies to attend, after filling  them in on the plan and pledging 
Dimples and Cuticle to secrecy.  "We want your  honest opinion," 
Ears told the ladies, " as to whether the deception will work." 

 
After warming up his limbs with a few short sprints around the 

room, Legs posed by a card table for inspection.  The tiny radio 
receiver had been inserted in the ear that didn't have his hearing aid.  
Everyone agreed that it looked quite authentic – just like a second 
hearing aid.  The only problem was that when Eyes activated his 
transmitter, pretending  to read letters from the eye chart, Legs 
couldn't hear a word he said. 

 
"Hey, Ears," said Eyes, "I don't think the signal is getting 

through to Legs from my transmitter – one of the two gizmos must not 
be working." 

 
Ears, bristling at the suggestion that any piece of equipment 

he'd acquired was defective, performed some tests but found no 
electronic problem at either end.  Some consternation was expressed 
over the crimp this could put in their plan. A muted muttering could 
be heard and, Cuticle began rolling her eyes. Matters were starting to 
get out of control, when suddenly Recall spoke up. 

 
"Wait a minute, I know what the problem is.  Legs is totally 

deaf in the ear we inserted the receiver.  We've got to take out his 
hearing aid and put the new gizmo in his better ear." 

 
Sure enough, this did the trick; and after some volume 

adjustments, Legs could hear each of them clearly.  He began to strut 
around with a big smile on his face, although he might not have been 
so cocky if he'd overheard Cuticle whispering to Dimples, "What if 
the guy conducting the contest tells Legs where to stand or sit, but 
Legs can't hear him with the radio set in and the hearing aid out?" 

 
"Oh, Cuticle," said Dimples, "you can be such a downer.  Look 

how much fun the Fab Four are having." 
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"Yeah – they're behaving like little boys playing 'spin the bottle' 
or 'capture the flag' – it's ridiculous." 

 
"Don't you dare tell them that.  We're here for support, and 

that's what we're going to give." 
 
The men continued about their tasks – Eyes and Ears 

calibrating their skills to sights and sounds emanating from a greater 
distance than usual, Recall practicing his mnemonic devices with the 
entire gamut of two-digit numbers.  Gradually each became more 
comfortable with the process – that is, until Cuticle raised an issue 
they had somehow failed to consider. 

 
"I don't mean to be the skunk at the garden party, but please tell 

me how each of you three guys, standing there in the audience, is 
going to talk into your transmitter without arousing suspicion among 
nearby viewers as to what you're up to?" 

 
It was, they agreed, a valid point.  Onlookers could observe 

them raising their fists that contained the transmitters to their mouths. 
Nosy folk might also be able to hear them pass along the answers – 
unless they whispered, in which case the odds were that Legs wouldn't 
be able to hear them.  Cuticle's question provoked a lot of agitated 
discourse. 

 
Recall said little during the discussion, but he was clearly 

troubled.  Having been so close to lawyers for many years in the 
courts, his mind emulated their frequent refrain:  What can possibly go 
wrong here? And he realized that  A LOT CAN! Recall saw, lurking in 
this brainchild of Ears, a plethora of adverse possibilities that could 
undo their efforts and subject them to negative scrutiny. . . . 

 
It was Dimples who came up with the best solution to avoid 

suspicion.  The three transmitting men would stand together near the 
stage, positioned inside a large circle of F-F Groupies whom Dimples 
and Cuticle would round up for the event – thus keeping at a distance 
any intruders who might otherwise uncover their secret. 

 
At last, everything seemed in reasonably good shape.  Ears 

asked his buddies if they had any final thoughts before the big day 
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tomorrow, but none did. He then called upon the F-F Groupies for 
their opinion on what was about to happen. 

 
Dimples blessed the project with her rousing endorsement.  

"The Fab Four rides again!  How clever you gentlemen are at your 
advanced ages.  I have every expectation that it will succeed without 
mishap, and that you'll win the contest." 

 
Now it was Cuticle's turn to speak.  But rather than opine on the 

practicality of their efforts, she took another tack.  
 
"Has anyone considered the propriety of what you're doing?  To 

put it in the worst light, if you win, some individuals who are more 
deserving than Legs of the title of Spryest Senior Over 90 will have 
lost – victimized by a bunch of clever. . . uh. . . well, let’s call a spade 
a spade, clever cheaters." She paused for emphasis. "Are there any 
pangs of conscience here?" 

 
The room fell silent.  Her words hit Eyes the hardest.  A long-

time minor league baseball umpire, he had an innate sense of fairness. 
Early on, he’d realized that their scheme wasn't fair to the process nor 
to the individual contestants.  But he had been reluctant to speak up – 
not wanting to be seen as a wet blanket on the group's enthusiasm for 
the project. Now that Cuticle had put the issue on the table, however, 
he felt somewhat freer to express his views on the matter. . . . 

 
Legs was annoyed.  He had been buoyed by the faith his three 

compatriots had placed in him to undertake the most difficult role.  
Pretty good for an ex-shoe salesman, huh?  He was basking in the 
rave review from Dimples, for whom he had a sweet spot -- 
something that might  blossom into an elder romance, especially after 
she was bowled over by his world-class performance in the contest.  
And now along comes this damn Cuticle, who I never cared for, to 
drop a bombshell that might derail the whole thing. But he didn’t 
know how to handle this situation, so he remained silent for the 
moment. 

 
Recall wasn’t overly troubled by Cuticle’s indictment of their 

efforts, but he thought others might be. So, he wondered, might this be 
a good time to bring before the group some of his concerns about the 
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practicality of what they were doing, the possibility of things going 
wrong, the fear of being exposed. . . .? 

 
Ears was very much in favor of going ahead with the project – 

it would validate that he still “had it” at 92. He’d known all along that 
the issue raised by Cuticle was bound to come up at some point, and 
that overcoming her objection was crucial to proceeding. So he had 
prepared a rebuttal, which he now proceeded to deliver to the group. 

 
"Of course we've considered that, Cuticle, but here's how we 

justify what we're doing.  If we can pull this off, it will be a great 
triumph for our ingenuity, at an age when most guys are doddering 
around, dribbling into their soup.  We think that ingenuity is just as 
important as sight, hearing, mobility and memory – it's simply harder 
to test.  If we win, we'll deserve it – make no mistake." 

 
Cries of "Right on!" and "Yeah, man!" went up around the 

room – notwithstanding any of the congregation’s private reservations 
– and Ears promptly signaled the meeting to an end. 

 
*    *    * 

 
The contest to determine the Spryest Senior Over 90 was taking 

place at a spacious downtown hall that had seen better days. It had a 
stage on which the contestants were to perform.  The large crowd in 
attendance had been drawn mainly from the several local 
establishments offering assisted living services.  Chairs were 
sprinkled around the room for the infirm, but much of the audience 
remained standing, milling around.  Some unappealing refreshments 
and a tasteless punch were available on a table placed along one wall. 

 
The rules of the contest were posted on a large sign near the 

entrance.  Eyes read them over and noted a change in the memory test 
– only six of the numbers to memorize would be two-digit, while the 
other six would be three-digit.  He passed the news along to Recall, 
who was standing near the stage with Legs and Ears. 

 
"Well," said Recall, "that does make matters more complicated 

– especially since I've been practicing all my memory hooks on 
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double digits.  But for only a three minute delay, I should be able to 
handle the triples." 

 
The F-F Groupies were there in force – a dozen or so elderly 

women, some with canes and walkers, all prepared to do battle for 
their heroes.  After organizing the group in a tight circle around the 
Fab Four near the stage, Dimples and Cuticle took off to scout the 
opposition.  A few minutes later, they returned with their report. 

 
"The biggest threat," said Dimples, "is a good-looking 

gentleman  named Otto from the Elm Street house.  We were told that 
he just turned 90 last month, and all his faculties appear to be intact – 
well, I guess I'd even call them admirable." 

 
Listening to Dimples gush over Otto, Legs felt a sharp pang of 

jealousy. Who is this guy Otto?  I'll make him wish he never entered 
the contest. . . .  Just watch me shine, Dimples, and you'll forget all 
about that handsome bum. . . . 

 
"We listened to him practicing," said Cuticle.  "He was reeling 

off a bunch of numbers and letters, while marching around in a criss-
cross pattern with no problem at all." 

 
"I've heard of that guy," said Recall, "and it's true – he is 

remarkable.  But my guess is that if we all perform up to our 
individual maximum skill levels, we can take him – otherwise, he 
wins." 

 
"There's another guy over there with the Elm Street gang who 

worries me," said Cuticle.  "I think his name is Bela, and he looks to 
be in charge of things.  He was very suspicious of Dimples and me 
nosing around, especially when he found out we were from The 
Barracks.  He gave me such a look. . . ." 

 
"Let's keep an eye on him,” said Ears. “Good work girls – and 

make sure the rest of the sisters stay in a tight circle around us, so we 
don't have any nosy onlookers." 
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Minutes later, the mistress of ceremonies made a few brief 
remarks to get things going. She then called the six contestants and 
three judges to the stage to begin the competition.  

 
The Fab Four came together inside the F-F Groupies circle, 

linked their hands in the middle – as teams do before a basketball 
game – and uttered a resounding "let's go!"  After a final quick test of 
the radio transmitters and receiver, they sent Legs out to do battle on 
their behalf. 

 
Fortunately, the contest began with the mobility test, a ten-trip 

circuit around some spaced chairs.  Legs was in his element.  Hell, I 
can run a marathon – this is a piece of cake.  With quick strides, Legs 
took the lead around the first turn, leaving four of his competitors 
strung out behind.  But not Otto, who was right up there on his 
shoulder.   

 
Outstripping the others, Legs and Otto were locked in a tight 

two-man race. The Elm Street and Barracks rooting sections erupted 
in shouts of encouragement to their candidates.  "Go, Otto!" "Hang in 
there, Legs!"  At one point, when Eyes noticed that Recall was about 
to clap his hands, he whispered, "Don't! – you may wreck your 
transmitter." 

  
With a burst of speed around the last turn, Legs pulled away to 

finish a few feet ahead of his adversary at the finish line.  The F-F 
Groupies cheered wildly.  On the stage, an out-of-breath Legs beamed 
in the direction of Dimples.  I showed you, Dimples, didn't I?  I put 
your good-looking Otto is his place.  It's time for you to focus on me – 
the spryest senior around over 90." 

 
Ears clapped Recall on the back with his non-transmitter hand.  

'How about that?!"   
 
Recall replied, "Yeah, that's great.  But mobility is Legs' strong 

suit – the real tests are yet to come." 
 
The vision competition was next.  The first four contestants 

achieved moderately good results.  Then came Otto, and he wasted no 
time showing his excellent eyesight.  Clearly the class of the 
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competition, he had almost 20-20 vision, reading flawlessly down the 
page of diminishing-size letters to one line from the bottom. 

 
Now it was Legs’ turn.  By a pre-arranged signal, Eyes 

mouthed the word "Testing" into his fist transmitter. It came out loud 
and clear, which Legs acknowledged by touching his nose with his 
right index finger.  If he had needed Eyes to speak louder, he would 
have used his left index finger. If he didn't touch his nose, that would 
mean the "testing" password wasn't coming through at all – or 
alternatively, as Cuticle had whispered to Dimples at the dress 
rehearsal, that Legs, whose memory was suspect, had received the 
signal but forgotten the code response. 

 
Eyes had stationed himself as close to the eye chart as he could 

get within the F-F Groupies circle, but he was almost 15 feet further 
from it than where Otto and Legs stood on the stage.  His eyesight 
was remarkable though, and he proceeded smoothly down the chart to 
the smaller print.   

 
Eyes spoke slowly into his transmitter, pausing before each 

letter to give Legs time to hear and repeat it without needing to 
memorize anything – "Okay, third line, left to right, E. . . P. . . M. . . 
Q. . ."  Legs could hear Eyes clearly. As Legs voiced each smaller 
letter for the judges, he made a little show of squinting at the chart to 
pretend he was verifying his selection. 

 
"Look at that ham," whispered Cuticle to Dimples – "a little 

over the top, don't you think?" 
 
Had Eyes been located in the same place as Otto, he would 

have nosed him out, going all the way to the bottom of the chart.  But 
due to his further distance away from the screen, the best Eyes could 
do was to tie Otto's effort – to lusty cheers from both The Barracks 
and Elm Street supporters. 

 
For the hearing test, which came next, the on-stage contestants 

had a relatively quiet environment to work in.  Again, Otto 
outstripped the competition, identifying the softest sounds.  Ears, 
however, soon realized he’d be hampered by the crowd noise around 
him on the auditorium floor.  He alerted Cuticle and Dimples, who 
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proceeded to stomp around outside the F-F Groupies circle, shushing 
the nearby spectators.  The electronics worked fine, and Legs hammed 
it up some more as he passed along the transmitted words. But Ears 
still labored under a noise disadvantage, so that Legs' score here was 
slightly below that posted by Otto. 

 
At this point, the judges of the competition called for a brief 

intermission before the final memory test.  A scoreboard on the stage 
showed Legs and Otto in a dead heat for first place, with the four 
others trailing at a distance.   

 
Otto came down off the stage and rejoined his Elm Street 

buddies, who were standing not far from The Barracks circle.  Cuticle 
sashayed over there to eavesdrop and reported back that she overheard 
Otto performing some warm-up exercises for the memory contest – 
"1492, Columbus discovers America; 1941, DiMaggio hits safely in 
56 consecutive games. . . ." 

 
She continued.  "I've got to tell you, though – that guy Bela 

really spooks me.  I watched him and Otto having a lively 
conversation, but they were talking a different language so I couldn't 
tell what it was about.  They kept looking over at our circle, though, 
and Bela was tapping his ear to make a point.  Then Bela spotted me 
near their group, and came over to ask me what I was doing there.  I 
was polite, of course – I told him, ‘It’s none of your goddamn 
business!” – but I thought it was time to come back here." 

 
Recall was about to say that she was right to be worried – that 

Bela sounded like the pompous linguist at the ball in My Fair Lady 
who was bent on labeling Liza as an imposter – when Legs entered 
The Barracks circle.  Recall decided to say nothing, so as not to alarm  
their spear-carrier with such fears. 

 
His colleagues congratulated Legs on a fine performance thus 

far.  They told him his sprint had been exemplary, and he was doing a 
good job of disguising his assisted responses in the other categories. 

 
At first, Legs wallowed in their approbation.  Then, without 

warning, his eyes seemed to widen, his lips flared below the 
mustache, he faced in Dimple’s direction, and all semblance of 
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modesty disappeared as he jabbered on: "Did you see how I outran 
Otto in the mobility test – that final burst of speed? . . .  Could you tell 
how well I heard those sounds, even when the decibels got low? . . .  
Did you notice how handily I came up with those numbers for the eye 
test? . . .  And now, I'm going to whip Otto's butt in the memory 
department, and the prize for Spryest Senior Over 90 will be 
mine. . . ." 

 
Legs went on in that vein until called back to the stage for the 

final memory event.  After he left, his colleagues compared notes. 
 
"What an asshole that Legs turned out to be," said Recall.  "He 

didn't even acknowledge the superb job you two guys did on the 
vision and hearing."   

 
"Can you believe it?" said Eyes.  "This goofball thinks he 

actually read that chart. . . ." 
 
"Such hubris!" said Ears.  "If he wins, he'll probably want to be 

elected president of the Fab Four and have us all kowtow to him." 
 
Ears then summed up the general sentiment.  "All Legs is good 

for is to go get us pizza and such.  He can't see, hear, or remember a 
thing.  When we send him out, we have to write down the directions 
and the order, and then worry whether he can even read them." 

 
"You're right," said Recall.  "But now he's become  

insufferable, and it'll only get worse.  We've got to take him down a 
peg." 

 
"Exactly," said Eyes – "and speaking of that, Recall, I think you 

and I know just how to do it. . . ." 
 

*    *    * 
 
The memory phase of the contest now began. A dozen numbers 

were written on a blackboard which had a sheet-like covering 
attached. The contestants all started out backstage, and then one at a 
time were brought forward to view the blackboard. After two minutes 
of their viewing and committing the numbers to memory, the emcee 
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lowered the covering over the blackboard. The contestant then had to 
remember the numbers for three minutes, at which time he was asked 
to write down on a pad as many as he could recall. 

 
The four other contestants went first, producing mixed but 

generally unexceptional results. Then Otto came on and was able to 
remember nine of the dozen numbers – all six of the two digits and 
three of the threes – a fine performance, loudly applauded by the 
spectators. 

 
Legs was the last contestant. He took his place and proceeded to 

made a show of peering intensely at the numbers on the blackboard, 
although he couldn’t see a thing at this distance, let alone memorize 
any of them. But he wasn’t concerned because he knew Eyes was 
reading the numbers and relaying them to Recall, who was 
committing them to memory – and then, after three minutes, Recall 
would speak the numbers into Legs’ earpiece, and Legs would write 
them down on his pad. 

 
In fact, Legs was so cocky that well before his two-minute 

viewing period was up, he signaled the emcee to cover the blackboard 
– he had seen enough and was ready to begin the memory phase. 

 
But when that three minute period passed and the emcee 

indicated it was time for Legs to write down the remembered numbers 
on his pad, there was no voice in Legs' ear.  Suddenly he became  
worried.  He muttered a series of sounds and coughed a few times to 
justify his delay. He tried the left-finger-to-nose password in case the 
volume had been turned down. But alas, he heard nothing. When the 
emcee called on him once more to record the numbers he 
remembered, Legs gave up all pretense and slapped his receiver ear 
several times, just in case a temporary malfunction had occurred.  

 
At that point, Recall finally started feeding him numbers.  Legs' 

face broke into a broad smile. As each number came into his ear, the 
now confident Legs – recovered from his distress and full of beans – 
wrote it onto his pad with broad strokes. 
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The only problem was that most of what was coming into Legs' 
receiver from Recall were wrong numbers.  They weren't wrong 
because Recall couldn't remember them; Eyes had accurately fed him 
the dozen numbers from the initial sighting, and Recall was able to 
recall ten of them correctly, which would have resulted in victory over 
Otto’s nine. But Recall only transmitted three correct ones to Legs.   

 
Legs finished entering the mistaken numbers onto his pad, and 

then preened to the crowd in anticipation of soon raising his arms in 
victory. The judges checked Legs’ numbers against those on the 
blackboard and announced Legs’ low score.  Legs let out a howl, 
reflecting his astonishment at this turn of events. And his mood 
quickly turned to outright anger when the emcee held up his fierce 
rival’s hand, proclaiming him the winner of the contest – Otto from 
the Elm Street house, the Spryest Senior Over 90. 

 
*    *    * 

 
While the contestants were being herded to the side of the stage 

for photos, the other three members of the Fab Four  caucused. Eyes 
passed along his visual report of how upset Legs was with what had 
just happened.  The question they debated was how to handle things 
with Legs upon his return to The Barracks group. 

 
"We could lie," said Eyes.  "Recall could just say he had a brain 

freeze." 
 
"I don't like that idea," said Recall.  "I'm proud that I 

remembered ten of the dozen numbers – I don't want to plead failure.  
How would you like it, Eyes, if I told him the original numbers I got 
from you were wrong – you hadn't seen them clearly – so I was giving 
him right answers to the wrong numbers."  

 
"No," said Eyes, "I wouldn't like that – since I saw the numbers 

perfectly and passed each of them on to you." 
 
Then Recall said, "How about this lie, which would be 

supported by the fact that he had to bang on the receiver – namely, I 
gave him the right numbers, but because he didn't hear me so well 
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through the transmitter, he wrote down the wrong numbers he thought 
he heard."  

 
Ears, protective of his own turf, said, "I don't like that one.  My 

devices worked great – I don't want to disparage them."   
 
Eyes said, "How about just telling him the truth – that we didn't 

like one bit how he was hogging all the credit." 
 
"No," said Ears, ever the pragmatist, "we'd lose him as a friend 

– and let's face it, we need Legs for the pizza. . . .  I've got a better 
idea. . . ." 

 
*    *    * 

 
When Legs finally rejoined the group, he was furious. "What 

the hell's going on here – why did you guys sabotage my big win?" 
 
Ears put his arm around Legs' shoulder and spoke in a soothing 

manner.  "Legs," he said, "you did a fine job up there – we're all proud 
of you.  Truth be told, though, we did give you the wrong information 
on the memory portion.  But before you explode, let me tell you why 
we did it." 

 
Legs, still twitching perceptibly, calmed down just enough for 

Ears to continue. 
 
"The problem was that during the intermission, Cuticle 

overheard this guy Bela from Otto's Elm Street group talking to one of 
his cronies. And guess what he was saying –  that he was sure we 
were feeding you information through a gizmo in your ear.  When 
Cuticle reported this to us, you had already gone back on stage, so we 
weren't able to warn you. 

 
"The three of us huddled and decided the risk was too great. If 

you had won, the Otto camp would have claimed foul, which would 
be easy for them to prove. Even if they didn't object, we also worried 
about what might happen if you won. You may have been called upon 
to read or hear or remember something during the post-contest 
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festivities and been unable to do it – so the judges would discover on 
their own that we cheated.  And that would be terrible." 

 
"That's right," said Eyes, "we'd be outcasts in the community." 
 
"So," said Ears, "we sabotaged you to save all of us – and to 

preserve the reputation of the Fab Four. But we do have the 
satisfaction of knowing – since, in fact, Recall remembered ten of the 
numbers, one more than Otto – that if we'd gone all the way through 
with our scheme, we'd have won." 

 
"Damn straight," said Recall, muttering something that sounded 

like "428,751.  . . ." 
 
Dimples, on the periphery of the group, then chimed in with, 

“And Legs, at least when it come to mobility, you’re still the spryest 
senior over 90 around – my hero!” 

 
Legs blew a kiss in Dimples’ direction, her adulation helping 

him to reluctantly accept the group’s explanation.  "Well," he said 
evenly – although not without a tinge of regret – "I guess I see your 
point." 

 
"Good man," said Ears in the same soothing tone.  But then, 

abruptly, his voice became all business. "And now, let's make some 
good use of those great feet of yours, Legs.  Since the food they're 
serving here is crap, we want you to run down to that little fish-and-
chips shop three blocks south and get us and the F-F Groupies a dozen 
orders to go.  Here's the money, and we’ve even written down the 
directions for you. . . ." 

 
Back in harness again, Legs took the money and directions and 

dutifully turned to head for the exit. At which point, Eyes added – just 
so there was no chance of Legs' hubris ever resurfacing to undermine 
the mutual dependency of the group – "And here's a magnifying glass 
for you to see what we wrote. . . ." 

 


