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It all happened fifty-six years ago in 1940.  A popular night club singer named Sid Stillez bought it and lost it within five minutes.  The worldsworld of three people that knew about it havehave not been seen since that cold October night.  It was forgotten and lost...until now.





	The band finished their final song.  The audience at the East 9th Street Pier Club of New York cheered as lead singer Sid Stillez took his final bow and walked off stage.  The manager of this busy club, Edward "The Head" Folwin, was waiting in Sid's dressing room when he got there.


	"You were great!" eExclaimed Edward, "Are you booked next week sometime?"


	"Do me a favor, will you?"  Sid said grumpily, "Call me next week and if I feel like it I'll tell you then. Or you can pay me double, NOW for tonight. Then, I will think about it."


	"Look, Sid, you're my favorite act but I do not have the money so I can..." Sid rudely interrupted.


	"Pay me tonight?" 


	Sid often finished other peoples  sentences as sort of a hobby and a fairly good way to get what he wants, when he wants it.


	"Look Sid, tomor..." Again Edward was interrupted by Sid.


	"No excuses, Head, I need the money now," Edward now knew by Sid's tone of voice and by being called by his nickname, "Head," Sid was serious.  Edward gave him the money.  Sid stomped out of the dressing room.
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		Sid raced out of the parking lot in his new 1940 Ford pickup.  He Sid was going to go pick up an amplifier on the E. 22nd St. pier. He wWasn't aware of the of the surroundings and he turned down E. 14th St.  If he wouldn't have had that dispute with Edward, he might have concentrated a little better. 


	Sid pulled into the E. 14th St.  pier.  He paid no attention to the signs, got out of the truck, and went up to the captain of the ship.


	"You're not the same captain that brought me the last one."


	"Heim and I  switch off every couple of weeks.  Can I help you?  You must be here for it, right?"


	"Is that what you are calling them now?  I guess I'll take it now."  Sid started to laugh. The captain looked at him strange for a few seconds.


	"Are you sure they sent you?"


	"Yes, I ordered it a few weeks ago."


	"Okay then,  sign here and it's yours."


	"Can I look at it before I take it home?"


	"Sure."  A small crane lowered the box into his pickup truck. Sid followed the captain over to the medium size box covered by a blue cloth in Sid's pickup.  The captain lifted the blue cloth and opened the box.


	"That's not my amplifier!"  eExclaimed Sid,  "What is that?"


	"You mean to tell me this isn't yours?"


	"I ordered an amp, not a thing." The captain clapped his hands three times.  Several people came out and went after Sid.  He ran over to his pickup and pulled the emergency brake  and the truck went into the lake.  Sid was caught, gagged, and taken away.  The ship's crew made a frantic effort to recover the box but it went down with the truck.


	Fifty years later the box still lay at the bottom of the lake.  A local yacht club bought the property that used to be the E. 14th St. pier.  They were dredging the lake to make it deeperwider. They stumbled on to the old truck with the box covered by an extremely dirty blue cloth still in it.  They moved it into a warehouse basement and it was forgotten...for a few years.


	It was March of 1996.  The warehouse was being torn down and in its place was going to be "Fred's Used Cars".   The building was gone later that month but Fred of "Fred's Used Cars" was cheaep.  Instead of tearing the basement out he put a concrete block over the doorway, carpeted it, and used it as a display for the best looking junky car on the lotit until someone bought it for too much.


	Three months or so came and went.   "Fred's Used Cars" came and went until a family bought it.  They built a very small house ona the large property.  It was like they put a guppy all alone in the Pacific Ocean.  They decided to get rid of the block of concrete.  When they moved it they discovered the old basement.  Then they saw it.  The box was dusty and dirty they were eager to find out what was insidebut they opened it anyway.


	They found a small, strange machine about as big as a pillow with a rotary phone dial and a lot of buttons on it.  Most of the captions by the buttonsthem you couldn't  be read because of the water damage but there was one that said clearly "power."  The father pushed it thinking it was a joke.


	At the E. 9th St. Pier Club in a dressing room that no one ever used, a small cabinet opened as sound poured out and a few seconds later it lit up and a picture came on.


	It was a television remote control to the first television.  In the 40's it would have been very popular and very expensive.  But it was lost for fifty-six years.


	


	


	





	


