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The Funnies

Early Computer Joke:

Back in the early 1960s as manufacturers announced faster and faster systems.  A group of the worlds greatest Scientist got together to build the ultimate machine.  After a few years they had produced a machine that had an infinite size memory with a zero access time.

As they finished the machine one of them said, “Now that we have the ultimate computer we must find a fitting problem for it to solve”.

After a discussion one of the men said, “You know, mankind has always argued over whether there was a God, Let’s solve that problem”.  They all agreed that was the most important problem they could think of to solve.

The Chief Scientist went to the input console and entered the question, “Is there a God”.

The machine ran a few seconds and then the output printer printed this message:

“There is now”.

Early Lockheed Joke:

When Kelley Johnson and the Skunk Works were designing the F-104 they had a serious problem.  Every time they did a certain wind tunnel test the wings would tear off at the same place.  They made many changes but the same thing would happen.

On night they were discussing the problem as the Janitor was cleaning up the room.  He over heard the conversation and walked over and pointed to the torn wings and said, “If you put a row of small holes in the wing here it will not tear there any more.  

They ignored him until they had run out of things to do then in desperation they decided give it a try.  When they ran the test the wings stayed on.  They ran to the Janitor and said, “Where did you get your aerodynamics training and how did you know to do that.

He said, “I don’t know nothing about no aerodynamics but in my job as a Janitor I have noticed that the toilet paper never tears where the holes are”.

A Man Named Rudder.

I had never heard of anyone with the surname of Rudder until one showed up as the new Manager of the keypunch Operators at Lockheed.  He was the first male to have that job.  To get to know the “Girls” he called them all, one at a time, to his office and began by saying, “All right, I know all about it I just want to hear your side of the story”.  He told each one to take the rest of the day off so they would not go back to the keypunch room and spread the word.  There were 27 women and he heard 27 different stories.  

It seems he got to know the “Girls” pretty well, as he said later, “Some of them are good Typist but the others are just “Hunt-n-Peckers”.

He told us one of the women said she didn’t know what he was talking about unless it was about that CE.  He asked her what she meant about that CE.  She said some of the women thought a CE was squatting down to work on the keypunches so he could look up their dress.  He asked which CE it was.  She said she didn’t know his name but he was the one with the big ears.  At our next group meeting we all looked at each other’s ears and Frank McGee won.

Mr. Rudder’s last remark was a classic.  He said, “A couple of those girls are so dumb they think a tail assembly is a company picnic”.
Here is one for you. 

Back in the 1960's I was returning to the Atlanta airport from an assist trip.  As I walked

through the terminal I met the IBM Salesman for Lockheed.  He said, "Hey Van!, You

here to catch a plane"? 

I said, "No I just came to use the runway."

Classic Pattillo.

One day after Pat and I had started working in Atlanta several of us were in the CE room at Southern RR.  Pat returned from a meeting at the branch office and said he had met the new female CE IBM had hired.  He said her name was Cheoka Douglass.  Someone said that was a strange sounding name.  Pat said she was half Black and half Japanese.  There was a slight pause then someone asked Pat, “What does she look like”?  Pat thought a few seconds then said,  “Well, she looks like that on December 7th the Japanese attacked Pearl Bailey”.

Bo Barnwell
Bo had been the Customer Engineering Manager in Hawaii when the Japanese attacked on December 7, 1941.  He watched the attack from his front yard on a hill overlooking Pearl Harbor.  At that time he had two small children so he sent IBM a message that he and his family was returning to the United States.  He said that when he got on the plane he did not know if he would have a job when he got back but the safety of his family came first.  He worked as a Customer Engineer until retirement.  I always said he was the best CE to put a new man with the first year to teach him what he needed to know.  He also had a great sense of humor and quick wit.  Bo maintained the EAM machines at Lockheed and the surrounding area so he was in and out of the plant at random.  The keypunch room at Lockheed was in the middle of the basement of a building that covered 45 acres.  The plant had a concrete floor thick enough to support C-5 airplanes.  If there were a Hurricane outside you would not have been able to tell it in the keypunch room.

One day when Bo returned to the keypunch room one of the Operators yelled out, “What’s it doing outside today”?  Bo without blinking an eye, bent over slightly, looked down at his fly and said, “I didn’t know It was outside today”. 

Tillie The Teller.
When the ATM machines came out First National Bank Started their network by putting one in the lobby of their 40 story office building in the center of Atlanta.  They had a big advertising campaign where they referred to their ATMs as “Tillie The Teller”.  I spent a lot of time in their data center on the fourth floor and every time I went there I went by the ATM as it was at the foot of the escalator.  It had a sign beside the ATM that said, “Tillie The Teller”.  One day when I arrived the complete ATM had been removed leaving a large hole in the wall.  Over the old sign was a new one that said, “Tillie Has Gone To The Toilet”.

A sign at Lockheed.

Every Armed Forces Day there would be an air show at Dobbins Air Force Base that adjoined the Lockheed Plant.  Many thousands of people would come to see the air show and static displays.  The Air Force would try to have at least one of every aircraft in their inventory there.  One year special arrangements had been made to allow people that worked in the basement computer room to take their families there to see where they worked and the computers.  Only the people that worked there were allowed to do this.  Everyone had to enter through the B-2 lobby and sign in before going to the main plant B-1 building.  At that time Lockheed’s motto was “Look to Lockheed For Leadership”.  That was painted on a sign beside the entrance door to the B-2 lobby.  When we got there someone had added the words “And To Boeing For Airplanes” to the bottom of the sign.
The Phantom Poet

We had a Phantom Poet in our group unknown to anyone but the Phantom himself.  Sometimes when we came to work in the morning there would be a little poem on the bulletin board in the CE room.  These poems were always about a current subject and straight to the point.

The first Christmas after Dick Arbuckle had changed from Applied Science Rep. to Sales Rep.  He showed up in the CE room with a very large tray of Cashew nuts for all the CE group, wished everyone a merry Christmas and left.  A few hours later we found out he had just come from a meeting with the Customer where he had volunteered us to work Christmas installing changes on the 705.

The next morning the Phantom had struck hard.  I don’t remember all of the poem but I do remember the ending. It said:

We bust our butts

And eat Cashew nuts

By shafting the CE he gained his fame

Benedict Arnoldbuckle should have been his name.  

The Phantom Strikes Again

Ode to a C.E.

He knocked upon the pearly gate.

His face was worn and old.

He meekly asked the man of fate

Admission to the fold.

What have you done? St. Peter asked

To seek admission here.

I was an IBM Customer Engineer

For many and many a year.

The gate swung open cheerfully

as St. Peter rang the bell.

Come in, he said, and take a harp.

You’ve had enough of Hell.

Firehouse Funnies

During Basic School in Endicott, NY we had some classes at the West Endicott fire station.  Everyone always had a good laugh during their first trip to the restroom.  They did not have toilet paper on a roll but had a small metal hopper mounted on the wall.  It was filled with individual folded sheets of paper that came out a slot in the bottom like a box of Kleenex upside down.  This was the same system used in the public schools I went to in the 1930/40s.

Someone had printed “Take One” on the hopper and under that had placed a label from a 552 card interpreter hopper that said “12 Edge First – Face UP”.

Edna’s Boots
I have always been careful in the language I used and what I said to women.  It always made me cringe to be around someone like Jim Foxworthy, Jeff Foxworthy’s Father, and hear the things they would say.  I believed Jim was the one who invented sexual harassment.  I can only think of one time when I actually said something I should not have but I just could not help it.  It just came out.

It was during the time miniskirts had become so popular.  There was a computer Operator on second shift at Lockheed named Edna.  She was the only one there that came to work dressed like someone going to pose for a fashion magazine.  I don’t remember ever seeing her wear the same outfit twice.  I used to marvel at the way she put a box of paper in a 1403 printer.  She would carry the box away from her clothes and drop it on the floor in front of the printer.  Using her high heel shoe she would push the box up against the printer.  Then she would squat just enough to reach to top sheet of paper and thread it through the printer.  Every move was dainty and graceful and never bending over in that miniskirt.  She had the legs to go with it.

Late one afternoon I was headed back to the CE room to put my tool bag up and go home.  I took a short cut through the computer room and as I entered I saw all the male Operators standing around Edna.  It was shift change time so they were all there.  As I approached I saw that Edna had on high patent leather boots.  Apparently the boys were teasing Edna about her boots.  Just as I reached the group she turned to me and said, “You say one word about my boots and I’ll give you a bust in the mouth”.  Without thinking I said, “Promises, Promises, All I ever get out of you, Edna is Promises”.  That brought the house down.  She turned red when she realized what she had said and I left when I realized what I had said.

Endicott Hearing Test.

In the early days it was customary when you went to school in Endicott they would send you over to the plant Audiologist to have your hearing tested.  The last time I was there my turn came up.  The young lady put me in a sound proof booth and put me through a series of test.  After the test she began filling out a form asking me the questions:

Question.  Did you ever work around any textile machinery?

Answer.    Yes, my first job out of high school was as a machine fixer in a hosiery mill.

Question.  Were you ever around any gunfire in the war?

Answer.    Yes, I was a Fire Control Technician on a battleship in the navy.

Question.  Have you ever worked on the IBM 1403 printer?

Answer.    Yes, I am the Southern Region Designated Specialist on the 1403.

She put down her pen and turned to me and said,

“Gee, I never met a three time loser before”.

Then she told me my hearing fell off 50% above 9000 hertz.  That explained something to me.  I had been trying to fix my high fidelity amplifier that I had built while in the navy for the last year.  I could not find anything wrong with it and my wife kept telling me there was nothing wrong with it.  The violins just did not sound sharp and crisp like they used to.  I quit working on it after that.       

The Next President of the US.

When Pat Pattillo and I were in 2321 school in Poughkeepsie one weekend we decided to go down to the IBM Country Club and shoot some pool.  It didn’t cost anything but you had to check out the balls and leave some form of ID to make sure you returned them.  

As I gave my Georgia drivers license to the young man behind the counter he noticed it was signed by the then Governor Lester Maddox.  He said, “I see you are from where that Lester Maddox is from”.

I said, “Lester Maddox, the next president of the US”.

He said, “I’ll be damned if that’s so”.

I said, “That’s exactly what I said about him becoming Governor of Georgia”.

1401 Class Picnic

I have always had trouble understanding some of the words spoken by some people from the northeast.  Like the word “saw”.  It sounds like they put an “r” on the end of it and say “sawr”.  When the talk about their “Dad” it sound like they are saying “Dead”.  All the “a”s get turned into “e”s.  This can sometimes lead to confusion or a misunderstanding.  

This happened to me when our 1401 class was planning a cookout and picnic in the park behind the IBM Homestead in Endicott.  One of the students named Pete Rothman from New York wanted to know if IBM would supply the “grills”.  I thought he was just being a wise guy and had said “girls”.  The Instructor said, “Yes, but you better bring some rags as they will probably be black and greasy”.

I said, “What girls are you talking about.  Then someone said, “Grills – grills- grills”. 

Priceless
Whenever the competition raised its ugly head with a new product the customer executives would start digging at the IBM sales force.  Sometimes they would counter this by taking a small group, the ones that made the decision or signed the check for new equipment, to a plant or research site.  They would put them up in the Homestead, play a little golf, wine and dine them and give them a tour of the IBM facilities.  They would never preannounce a product with details but the customer could form his own opinion.

In 1960 IBM had built a new research facility at Yorktown Heights in Westchester Co., NY south of Poughkeepsie.  Everyone wanted to see it.  Our sales force had taken a group of Lockheed executives to Poughkeepsie to see all the facilities there and Yorktown.

While at one of the research facilities one of the executives made the remark, “This had all been impressive but I see where this Japanese scientist, Dr. Leo Esaki, has invented a thing called a tunnel diode that’s going to make all this stuff obsolete”.  

The man conducting the tour said, “Oh, you think so, how would you like to meet Dr. Esaki”?  

He then took the group down the hall and introduced them to Dr. Esaki who had gone to work for IBM.  

Wally White Shoes
The rest rooms at Lockheed were in the basement at the foot of each large stairwell.  There was a separate men’s and women’s at each site.  Everything in this area was spray painted with a thick green latex paint that had white flecks in it and when it dried it looked like a terrazzo floor.  There was a small sign at the entrance of each room to identify the sex but it was easy to overlook if you got turned around in the stairwell.

One day a woman came screaming out of the restroom next to the CE room with her girdle in her hand.  She was hysterical and said a man had looked over the partition wall of the stall she was using.  He had said, “Well, hello honey, what are you doing in here”?  He was obviously in the wrong room himself.  She was asked if she could identify the man.  She said no, the only thing she remembered about him was he was wearing white shoes.

The only person any of us could remember ever seeing wear white shoes in the plant was Wally Stewart, our Branch Office Manager.  He would show up for meetings sometime wearing a sport coat and white shoes.  Wally could do that, as he was a cousin to the T. J. Watson family.  Nobody was going to say anything to him about his dress code.  We all wondered if Wally had been to the plant for a meeting that day and got lost.

