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How to Make Your Own Proverbs
Sure, everyone loves proverbs. If you go to any bookstore you can easily find many books with proverbs that can help you learn life lessons and get you through tough times. What is a proverb, you ask? Well, even proverb scholars are loathed to admit that there is little consensus about the definition of a proverb.
“Where there is a will, there is a way”
This is an easily identifiable proverb.
“Where’s the beef?”
This is clearly not a proverb. Proverbs are different than clichés, maxims and slogans. In the end, the definition of a proverb is usually summed up as a short statement that contains some piece of wisdom, truth or lesson.
But did you know you could make your own proverbs? Actually it’s quite easy. I’ll show you how.
First, let’s try to make a proverb out of a problem you’ve learned to overcome. Can you think of one? Now take what you’ve learned and state it in a colorful, illustrative way. Remember not to make it too long. I have a lesson I learned and here is the proverb I created out of it:
“Remember to read the labels on clothing. It is the only voice they have to keep from shrinking or bleeding.”
How did you do? Good! Next, let’s take something that you worry about and create a proverb that will help you to overcome it. Let me help. I have a worry that I am sure everyone has. I get embarrassed when people on the magazine covers that I keep beside my toilet are looking in my direction. So here is what I came up with:
“Keep magazines in the bathroom face-down, so the people on the cover don’t sneak a peek.”
See isn’t this fun! Of course, I have other worries that I use proverbs to help me out with. I am not shy about it. Everyone has worries. In fact, the best way to overcome them, I’ve been told too many times, is to be frank and admit to them. Here is another proverb that has helped me:
“Turn off and unplug the coffee maker in case the devil lives in its circuitry and wants to burn down your apartment.”
Now, I don’t really believe that the devil exists, at least not in a form that would really live in my coffee maker. I’m not that silly.
How about this proverb:
“The clock on the wall does not keep time to your heartbeat.”
I know everyone can relate to that! What about:
“All door locks should be checked each night in case their insidious lazy ways make them let go and then just about anyone can walk in to sit on your comfortable couch.”
See how proverbs can be helpful in your life. And, it’s not just to help you with your pesky little worries. No, you can use proverbs to teach future generations so they can learn the things you learned quicker than it took you to learn them. But, I mostly use them to keep my head on straight:
“The cat is, in fact, a cat.”
Not that I get that one confused too often, mostly. What about:
“Bad checks do not ring your doorbell at 3 A.M. and then hide in the bushes - they come in nice white envelopes from the
friendly bank.”
And, my current favorite which my friend, Dave, is having printed up on some bumper stickers so I can sell them at the bazaar to help pay my rent:
“The squirrels in the attic are not chewing through the ceiling and stealing your dirty socks to make warm homes.”
Good luck and have fun with proverbs!
(Published on McSweeney’s website – 2004)
A Life Reviewed: A Collection of Blurbs
“Maybe two or three times in a generation, a person transcends his or her humanity to become myth-like. Bradbury-Carlin is not an event of this order.” Time
“Bradbury-Carlin finds poignancy, terror, sacrifice, (some bit of) wisdom, mystery, numerable neuroses, heartbreak and a real emotional impact that emerges from a life lived just under the speed limit.” Newsweek
“A cross between America’s Funniest Videos Bob Saget and a slightly melancholic Friend’s David Schwimmer. This is no mere hyperbole.” Entertainment Weekly
“A strange, perplexing and, at times, indecipherable life.” Clark Derpot, The Christian Science Monitor
“Bradbury-Carlin’s tragicomic life - a fantasia of bad television shows and bizarre writings and an addiction to English muffins - invokes the glorious, unreliable promises of art, politics and beauty.’ Jack Krumb, WTOC Radio
“This man is truly mediocre. Middle-aged, white, middle-class and male - a heady pastiche of all that is deemed average.” The Washington Post
“Elegantly alluring - a life that works both as a paean to love (of caffeine) and a subtly sly comedy of errors.” Cosmopolitan
“Bradbury-Carlin is certainly pleasurable enough, I guess.” Cass Fremont, Saturday Review
“The scenes of his eluding the grade school bully for almost a full year with his elaborate methodical escape routes home - worth the price of admission. The scenes of his fumbling through a daisy chain of first dates and awkward sexual encounters – priceless.” New York Times
(Published on The Big Jewel website – 2004)
Living the American Dream:
True Stories of My Brushes with Fame
President Jimmy Carter:
I was very young. The President was traveling to the airport in a limousine using the highway near my home. My family and I waited by the side of the highway for three hours with hundreds of other people. Finally a line of cars, many of them black limousines, drove along the shutdown highway. I waved madly at every car. I think I saw a bulbous head-like object and either a bobbing stick or hand waving through one car’s tinted glass.
Darth Vader:
I was twelve when Star Wars came out. My mother read that Darth Vader was coming to a nearby Toys R Us. I had to meet the Dark Lord of Sith. We were forced to buy a Timex Star Wars watch and wait three hours to meet him. I was, however, disappointed when I realized that this wasn’t the actor David Prowse who played Vader in the movie, but some schmo paid to wear a costume and sell watches.
Peter Gabriel:
I saw Peter Gabriel at a small theater in Worcester, Massachusetts. After the show, my friend and I waited in the alley behind the theater with other Genesis/Gabriel fans, to meet the singer. After three hours, the numbers of fans dwindled to five. Finally, he came out of the back door with his wife. This was the first night of his tour and they hugged and kissed for a long time. Then she got into a limousine and was driven to what I guess was the airport to return home. Peter turned to his small
gaggle of fans and began signing autographs. I wondered how
thrilled could he be, at this moment, to sign autographs when he
was not going to see his family for months. But then he turned to me - pen at hand. He scribbled on the piece of paper I handed him, turned and scrambled into his limousine. His scrawled signature read: Pike Gab.
ZZTop:
On a string of post-concert waiting experiences, I was prodded by my friends to see ZZTop on their popular “Eliminator” tour and try to meet them afterward. We waited for almost three hours behind the Boston Garden for the long bearded rock stars to sign our t-shirts. Finally, they came out the back door drunk and barely able to walk. They waved at a buxom blond waiting beside us before stumbling into their limo.
Abe Vigoda:
I was having breakfast by myself in a restaurant during a visit to New York City. As I ate my eggs-over-easy with wheat toast, I noticed the long-faced actor who played “Fish” on Barney Miller. I didn’t talk to him. What do you say to Abe Vigoda?
Kurt Vonnegut:
Kurt Vonnegut changed my life as writer. After college, I was struggling to write like Lawrence and Hemingway, all to no avail while ending up with the worst case of writer’s block. But after reading every word that Mr. Vonnegut wrote, I realized that I didn’t need to torture myself to write. I could be playful and “important” at the same time. So I had to meet him when he read at the Boston Public Library. After his insightful talk, I waited three hours in line to have him sign my copy of “Hocus Pocus”. As I waited, I decided that I needed to make some type of impression beyond: “gee, I love your books!” So, in my head I wrote the beginning of a more substantial conversation. I knew that his daughter lived in the town I lived in - that was my hook. When I finally reached the table, I handed him the book and said, “I came a long distance to see you today.” He responded, “really, from where?” Just as my script had been written. “Oh, I’m from Northampton.” Kurt looked up at me, having scribbled his name in my book. “Well, my daughter lives there.” He
continued to look at me, waiting for a response. I said nothing. I
was stymied - this was as far as my script had gone. I turned red, stammered, “thanks”, and moved on. I didn’t write again for two years.
(Published on Facsimilation website – 2004)
Walt Whitman’s Guide to Cooking for Bachelors
English Muffins
Soft, fluffy vessels. Containers for rich empyreal savories. Cow’s butter! Orange marmalade! Drizzly peanut butter! The elixirs of the constellations! They aren’t just for breakfast. No way! (Cut in half. Toast until brown at edges. Cover surface with favorite condiment. 10 minutes.)
Macaroni and Cheese
Oh, workhorse of simple meals! Tasty fortitude found in the pairing of two plain ingredients. Winter’s warmer. The hearth heater to those languishing in the cold breath of solitude. Creamy and delicious. (Boil pasta until preferred consistency. Drain. Mix in cheesy packet.10 minutes.)
Chili
Strapping and robust. The young sweaty rail worker of meals. Spicy! Hearty! Consume and feel the spirit of your life blood thrum heavily in your chest. (Saute 1 LB of hamburger. Mix in drained can of kidney beans, stewed tomatoes. Add 3 tbl of chili powder. Cook at medium until done. 30 minutes.)
Hamburger
America! Your simple glories hailed in this profound tasty.
Maidens! Patriots! Lost shipyard workers! Wheat gatherers!
Those who affix those plastic things on the ends of shoelaces!
This is America’s food. As vast and mighty as the Great Plains. Hefty and filling like the Rockies. (Make burger in to patties. Grill to taste. Place on bun. Top with favorite condiment. 15 minutes.)
French Bread Pizza
Salute the world! Myself - Walt Whitman - lover and embracer. Mingler with people of other nations, sound my barbaric yawp about this pleasing foreign dish. O amazement of melty cheese! O fluffiness of soft bread! O tanginess of tomato sauce! (Take pizzas out of plastic wrap. Place in toaster oven. Bake until golden brown. 12 minutes.)
Corn Flakes
I sit and stare at a yellowish flake. Marvel at its contours and roughened surface. Each flake - creation of hundreds of hands: plower, planter, farmer, produce-buyer, truck driver, factory worker, grocery store clerk. Small flake before me, enough to inspire gazillions of infidels. Tasty in milk, too. (Fill bowl with corn flakes. Add milk. 1 minute.)
(Published on Opium Magazine website – 2004)
Summer of Sam I Am
Yes, it was a long, hot summer - steamy, fetid and humid. It was the kind of heat I experienced out in the swampland of Florida as a child. Heat that wriggles its sweaty fingers into your brain and changes your perception, causes you to see things that aren’t there, like that shimmering body of water glistening sweetly on the mid-summer horizon. The one you always approach but never reach. Yes, it was like those summers I survived as a youth – only I was in the hothouse, asphalt-baking city. A prescription for insanity.
I was always polite. I only asked each of them to try a taste. A little taste. Sure, it did not look as appetizing as, say a butter-drenched heap of fresh crawfish, ready for ripping into. But, it was my dish. A culinary piece of art that my grandma used to make for us on Sunday mornings. The recipe was in my genes. I perfected it – tweaked it until it was a pure piece of heaven. So, when those folks refused to even taste it, they, in a sense, refused me. I didn’t appreciate that at all. And, they were so callused about it – “no, I won’t eat it on a train or with a goat.” Well – damn them! They deserved the punishment I dealt. It was all so simple - my wrath could have been avoided. Just one little taste.
The summer of insanity – bloody, twisted insanity – finally ended on the morning after a nine-day heat wave broke. Fittingly – it was a Sunday, of all days. It had been a long, dogged search, but on that day, I met the right person. Oh, he was not open-minded at first. He quickly decided that he did not like me. He declared, right to my face, “I do not like that Sam I Am.” I was persistent, though. I offered him all different means and manners to try a forkful of my delicious offering. I suggested here, there, in a house, even with a mouse - all of which he refused. Eventually, however, his resolve broke. He took a taste. And, with a bright eager smile on his lips, that summer of horror ended. It ended with a declaration - so profound, so eloquent, so simple – “I do, I do like green eggs and ham!”
(Published on Uber.nu website – 2004)
Random Quotes on Fame and Nostalgia
from the Cereal Monsters
Frankenberry: “We were pretty fortunate. Three fairly untalented monsters given the golden throne of cereal icon – and then lucky enough to last as long as we have.”
Count Chocula: “I’m not trying to sound paranoid, but it was like the world was composed of millions of mirrors. Everywhere…everywhere you’d turn, there you were – TV’s, posters, cereal aisles. Sometimes it felt great, but that stuff can also screw with your head.”
Boo-Berry: “Okay, Frankenberry….Frankenstein. Count Chocula….Count Dracula. Boo-Berry...what? There are no famous ghosts, except maybe Casper, and he’s more wimpy than scary. So who am I based on? They gave me Peter Lorre’s voice and the style of a drunken Dean Martin: a bleary-eyed, laid-back ghost. Wooo! Frightening.”
Count Chocula: “It was like being a piece of film stuck in a projector – held in the consciousness of America – staring until it seared and burned. Paranoid has got nothing to do with it.”
Boo-Berry: “The current world of cereal characters is built on the broken backs of those characters who burned out or sold-out.
The three of us lost Yummy Mummy and Fruit Brute – short-lived
and forgotten now. What ever happened to the Freakies, Quisp or the California Raisins? And, Cap’n Crunch? He’s turned his previously red Crunchberries into multi-colored trash. What’s up with that? Its’ like turning a 1970 convertible Mustang into an SUV.”
Frankenberry: “Things are different now. No more spotlight or TV cameras. I don’t get floods of fan mail anymore. I like my life, though. There are a few internet fan-sites out there. But, otherwise, things are quiet. I can go to the gym and feel anonymous – something I treasure these days.”
Count Chocula: “Nostalgia’s what’s kept me locked up in this house for so many years. Its’ all about appearances. People come up to you on the streets ready to throw adulation at you. Then they see your pot-belly, wrinkling skin… and they back away slowly.”
Boo-Berry: “Nostalgia is someone else’s poison, man. I avoid it like the plague.”
Frankenberry: “Nostalgia? Well, in reality, things change. People change. It’s like that saying “you can never go home”. Forms of nostalgia are fixed in time. And, like certain smells that conjure up particular memories – pieces of nostalgia bring us back to idyllic times. Some people look at me and they can go home, back to Saturday mornings watching cartoons with a bowl of sugary cereal floating in pink milk on their lap.”
(Published on Facsimilation website – 2004)
How Are You Doing?
A Bit Too Direct
Awful, to be honest. Actually, to be completely honest - everything pretty much sucks to hell. My wife’s cheating on me, you know. At least it seems like everyone knew except for me. So everything is putrid. No, you know what it’s like, how I’m really doing? Well, it’s kind of like having a tiny splinter under your fingernail. The kind that you can’t dig out without drawing blood. And, no matter what you do, you keep bumping that finger against everything. That’s what its like - well, add feeling constantly nauseous, yeah - add that and you’re pretty close.
Thinly Veiled
Oh, great! Fine, fine - though I lost my job last week after my key broke off in the ignition again and I was late for work for the third time. Ha, ha - you know - “one too many - you’re fired”. But otherwise everything is very good. Except I think I have that cold that’s going around. You know, the one that starts out as the sniffles and then keeps you in bed for a week with a raw, phlegmy, cough. Ahem - but things are going pretty well. And, you?
Too Many Self-Help Books
Okay, let me see (quietly to self) be direct, honest and remember to not ramble. (Louder) I am doing okay. Today, I am going to the post office. Today, I am going to mail a letter to my ex-lover to make amends for sitting on her pet ferret five years ago. (Quietly to self) whew, good job. Remember you are a lovely person. Feel good.
Too Strange
Doing? Doing? Well, I’ll tell you about doing, doing is what doing does. Too much work makes Francis a dull boy. Doing, doing, doing - I can’t always be doing. What about don’ting, huh? Don’t, don’t, don’t - that’s more like it. That’s what they say - do, do, do - da, da, da. Hey, where are you going?
Close but No Cigar
I’m doing great. Started a new job, which is always a bit stressful. And, I’m in a new relationship. I like her a lot. How about you? Whoa! Check out the legs on the blonde over there. HEY HONEY! YOU’RE KILLING ME WITH THOSE LEGS!
Back Away Slowly
That’s it! Everyone keeps asking how I’m doing. Is this some type of conspiracy - “hey everyone, be sure to ask Alfred how he’s doing because, you know, something’s wrong”? What’s wrong with me that I don’t know? Is it my hair? The color of my new loafers? Do you know something about my ex-wife? I’m telling you - its feeling a bit freaky. Either tell me what’s wrong now, or lay off - and tell your little cabal to lay off, too. Why are you staring at me?
(Published on Uber.nu website – 2004)
Diary of A Grocery Cart
May 11: Oh, I am shining. I am glistening with hope. Here I am in the tractor-trailer with all of my shining, glistening comrades making our way to a Piggly Wiggly in Penopshaw, Indiana. After all of my time dreaming about this day, it has finally come. I am going to be of service to the common man. I will wheel over asphalt and tile to carry his or her burdens, help families provide sustenance, to be an integral part of the Capitalist system - I am the future of grocery transportation devices. No higher calling could I think of.
May 13: I thought that being at the end of the truck meant I would be one of the first fresh carts for customers to make use of. Instead, they took us off one by one, and I was jammed deep into the far recesses of Backup Cart Storage Area #2A in the plastic-covered, dirt-floored side lot of the store. I am not discouraged, though. This is giving me ample opportunity to drink in all aspects of my new life. Sure, I share my space with the over-ripe fruit disposal container. But, who said the life of a hard-working grocery cart would be all soft loaves of Wonderbread and bright bags of Cheetos. I feel lucky to have this time to watch the veritable ballet of fruitflies dancing around me. I will be patient. My day will come.
May 21: Today I was moved to the main backup cart storage area at the front of the store. Oh, the bright lights, the bustling murmur of customers entering and leaving the store. I am almost
sure I can hear the laughter in their voices as they wheel other
carts from the store ladened with their freshly bought grocery items. That is the good news. The bad news is that my back right wheel is almost completely covered in some sort of sticky
brown muck with a gum wrapper stuck to it. I fear that I may be unbalanced - that if someone takes me, they may reject me - because who wants to push a cart that wobbles. I will keep my hopes high as best I can.
May 23: Today I was outfitted with an advertisement card on my child seat. I’m happy because it means I’m being suited up for my first foray into the store. It means I’m finally getting my chance. Unfortunately, the downside is that I feel as though the message on the advertisement - “Wiggle Your Way To Great Savings At Piggly Wiggly!” - makes my mucked up rear wheel more apparent with the “wiggle” reference and all. I know paranoia is a drink best taken in sips. I mustn’t let this damage my excitement. I will hope that no one will make the connection.
May 24: It was a bit of wait, but I’m in! It was a busy Saturday so this morning I was moved into the main cart station. After a number of people started to roll me into the store and abandoned me after noticing my wobbly wheel - I was given the opportunity to assist a family of six. As they loaded me up with Tang and butterscotch pudding, I bopped along with the muzak version of “Losing My Religion”. I was overflowing with abundance. I think I’m going to like it here. What am I talking about? I do like it here.
June 14: Children - God bless them - should not be allowed to be unsupervised in a cart. It says so on the placard near the front door. This one little tyke who was fond of a can of strained peaches, decided to take out his latent aggressions on me by pounding the can on my frame. The damage wasn't too bad - a few dents and chipped coating. I hope it doesn't rust. I will soldier on, though. Despite my shredded finish, I will finish my job. Despite my disappointment, I will not disappoint.
August 28:
Shakespeare once wrote:
The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices/make instruments to
plague us
And, I almost told this fat guy about his apparent vice - gluttony.
"Hey, buddy! Didn't you hear that cola can take the rust off of metal? It turns your teeth into dust. Do you really think you can drink twenty cases of cola in a week and not have your stomach dissolve? It will dissolve or my name isn’t A Grocery Cart."
August 29: I want to apologize, Diary, for my entry yesterday. It was the week before Labor Day and I had been constantly out in the store and in the lot for seven days straight. My head's clearer now. I am clearer now. I will not get upset like that again. Because my head is clearer now. I am relaxed.
September 4: Those scummy little punks! Last night, near closing, a group of rogue juveniles nabbed me as I sat out at the side of the store. Who parents these violent and untamed youths? They took me for a joy ride - deciding it would be fun to slam me into the sides of buildings. I lost a wheel in the vestibule of the pet food store. Then, these desperate youths dragged me out to the copse of woods behind the store and shoved me into the swamp. As I write this now, I'm half-buried in mud. In the dim murky distance I can see the inert outlines of other carriages. I am sure they are covered in rust, I can smell it from here. I'm trying to keep my hopes up - at least mosquitoes don't bite metal.
September 6: I’m still trapped in this viscous swamp. But, I continue to pray for the best. It is difficult. I fear I may be too far from the store to find my way back alone. At night, I have fever-dreams of families in the store juggling produce and meats in their arms, entire rounds of cheese, sausage links, and celery stalks crashing to the floor in a dirty and distasteful floor salad. I could be there right now. I could be helping them.
September 8: I am guessing, at this point, that the Cart Organizer, Ben, will not come looking for this lost member of his flock. I remember thinking him lazy when I first laid eyes upon him and now I know for sure. I write this now knowing I will
never make it back home. I was so ready a few short months
ago to fill my open carriage with the bounty of life that lines the well-stocked shelves of Piggly Wiggly. Now, all I am left with are boxes of shattered dreams, cans of disillusionment, and bags of
lost hopes. So please remember me faithful reader, whoever you may be. Remember me for my once steely optimism. Remember me for the corners I turned - despite handicaps. Remember me, world. And sing out my name. Sing out A Grocery Cart.
(Published on The Big Jewel website - 2004)
The Music Mash-Up Phenomenon Expands:
Some Suggested Movie Mash-Ups
Godfather’s of the Caribbean
A Street Car Named Cujo
Rear View to a Kill
Apocalypse Same time, Next Year
The Cook, the Thief, His Wife, JFK
The Day the Earth Shot Liberty Valance
Who’s Afraid of John Malkovich?
What’s Eating Dr. Zhivago?
Citizen Kane 2: Electric Boogaloo
Some Like it Psycho
Hedwig and All the President’s Men
Dances with Goonies
My Dinner with Gandhi
(Published on Opium Magazine website – 2004)
Hills Like Stuffed Tigers:
Calvin Discovers Hemingway
I am on the hunt. My hands feel gritty against the stock of my rifle. Sweat and dirt have tightened my grip. I turn to my faithful friend, Hobbes.
“Do you have the scent of the prey?”
“What prey?”
“An antelope. A buck, I’d prefer. I think we should climb that hill. We can settle in a bower and wait, just as we did that time in the Sangre de Cristo Mountains.”
“Sure, what ever you want to do Calvin. But don’t you think that your dad will be upset with your taking his gun?”
“I think, being a good man, he’d tell me not to return without blood on my hands.”
“That sounds kind of yucky to me.”
“You wouldn’t understand.”
And we were off.
I thought about Margaret, back at home. Her wondering if I would return. She was always too concerned. She didn’t understand my need to hunt. She understood little. Yet, I did feel a bit of love for her. Enough, it seemed.
“What do you think it means to be a man, Hobbes?”
“I wouldn’t know, I’m a tiger”
“It is moments like this, that I know I can test myself - see what separates the boy from the man.”
“You weren’t much of man last night when you wet the bed.”
“Is it the light breaking through the trees while I perch behind a rock, ready to shoot? Or is it the sound of skinning your dinner - freshly killed?
“Or is it the sound of your dad chewing you out?”
“When we get home, Hobbes, I owe you a drink - maybe more.”
We settled in behind a large oak tree. We would have to wait until dusk for the hot fetid sun to set. Then, the animals would appear looking for food and water.
I considered my friendship with Hobbes. An odd thing, having conversations with a stuffed tiger. Perhaps this is not what a man does. It is what a boy does. I eyed the talking tiger suspiciously. Perspiration ran down the back of my neck.
“How long are we going to sit here, Calvin?” the tiger asked.
“As long as needed.”
“I thought we were going to tape down all of the toilet seats at home.”
“Those are children’s games, Hobbes. I am on the verge of no longer being a child.”
“Too bad, sounds like fun.”
A group of young boys played football in a distant yard. Grunting, rolling around in the dirt. I felt a dryness in my throat that could only be quenched by a stiff drink. Something hard. Like grape Kool-Aid.
“Hey Calvin, I know. Why don’t we grab that bag of balloons you borrowed from Margaret’s party, fill them with water and throw them at her?”
Doesn’t this tiger ever stop his talking? How can I keep my head clear with his incessant noise? Perhaps, this “Hobbes” was more of a liability than I had previously considered.
Perhaps this was that moment when I would truly become a man.
I gripped the stock of my rifle harder. A hot breeze blew over the hill.
“Hobbes, is that an antelope over in Mrs. Wilson’s yard?”
“An antelope? Here in the neighborhood? I can’t see it”
The stuffed tiger was turned away. I brought up the barrel of the rifle. The harsh caw of a crow echoed in the tree above us.
But, the barrel was caught on my pant’s leg. I fell forward. My face landed in the dirt. My finger pulled on the trigger of the rifle accidentally as I hit the ground. A metallic click told me that the rifle was empty. Something I had not considered.
I lay in the dirt for a moment. Humiliation struck a match and began to light up, like the old Guajiros I had encountered in that dusty Cuban town.
“Calvin, that wasn’t an antelope, that was Margaret. And, look she’s all dressed up to go to a party or something.”
I jumped up, ready with a new plan.
“Hobbes, let’s go get those balloons!”
“Great!”
I was already half-way down the hill.
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2005)
Parents as a Narcotic
Last weekend, Candace, Will and I visited my mother. And, while I was there, I realized I was very tired. Granted, I had not slept well the night before, but it suddenly occurred to me that I am often tired when I visit my mother. Then, on the way home, it also occurred to me that I often feel tired when Candace and I visit her father or mother. I brought this up to Candace. I asked her if she thought I had some kind of problem. “Have I developed a mental association with our parents…some self-imposed Pavlovian condition…is it my way of checking out around them?” Candace, defending me from myself, offered another perspective - “maybe you just relax when you visit our parents. You know, kind of like going back to your childhood home. You don’t have any obligations or chores like at home. You chill.”
Good, I thought. Then I realized that our eight month old son often seems tired. He certainly sleeps a lot - three solid naps a day and he snoozes through most of the night. He can barely keep his eyes open after two hours around us. Then I thought about all of the other parents that I know. And, you know what? Their babies sleep a lot, too. And when we get together with these parents all we talk about is how tired we are. I am beginning to suspect that its not babies that make parents exhausted…its themselves. It is us.
If my supposition is true, parents are a sedative, even to themselves. We (or at least I) get sleepy around our parents, our children get sleepy around us, and we get sleepy around other parents. In fact, for the last eight months all I’ve talked about is how tired or not tired I am (usually the former). My daily condition is based on this. But, I’ve been eyeballing the wrong culprit. It is not Will. It is myself.
I wonder if babies were left to their own devices if they would stay up all day like a “normal” human being. Maybe that’s the way it should be. We let the babies hang-out and play with each other all day, while we parents hang-out with ourselves and breath in the sweet sedative that is us. Then we could all curl up on the floor, like in kindergarten (maybe they used to keep a stash of parents in the closet so we’d get tired at “nap-time”). It certainly would be nice to give into the red-eyed junky-demon that is exhaustion sometimes.
The more I think about it, the more this makes some kind of wicked sense. All of my older friends who suffer from insomnia either don’t have children or their children have grown up and moved on. Perhaps the sedative-effect only occurs while you are actually parenting.
You know, I could rent out parents to insomniacs. I could set up sleep clinics where those who suffer from sleep disorders are administered three or four parents a night until they can return to restful nights of sleep. Or I could even create a Parent Channel that features a line of parents jumping over a fence like sheep to help those who need a little assistance to drift off. Yeah, that’s it.
Besides, who likes warm milk anyway.
(Published on The Science Creative Quarterly website – 2005)
The Secrets of Parenting
That No One Will Tell You
Parenting can be very difficult. And when you become a new parent, people will give you hundreds and hundreds of books about how to be a good parent. But what they don’t tell you is that there are secrets to parenting that you will not find in any book, even one from a bookstore. These secrets have been handed down generation to generation, parent to parent for eons. I learned them from my mother and she learned them from her father, who learned them from his Great Aunt Larry. And so on and so on. Well, today, I would like to reveal just some of these secrets about parenting.
The first secret that no one talks about is quite simple: babies are amazing creatures that look a lot you only they are much, much smaller. Now who ever told you that? No one, right? Also, you may know that children of all ages are little balls of energy. But did you know that if one is not careful, they may spontaneously combust. Yep, happens hundreds of times each year. Similarly, if your child screams like he or she is possessed, they probably are.
Now, a common experience that many parents often have is their babies and children interrupting their sex-life. In fact, your baby can be sound asleep and if you and your spouse make any kind of physical contact they will wake up crying. This is because of a small pheromone-sensing organ buried deep in their nostrils. But don’t go looking for it. Babies don’t like you touching their noses, and besides the organ disappears when you look at it.
Great. Are you still with me? One thing that many people don’t know is children are quite thrifty. Just put down an old battered box and a multi-colored all-the-bells-and-whistles Fisher Price toy and see what he or she goes for. They know how you spend your hard-earned money and are trying to teach you that it is better to save - especially for their education, or for the huge credit card bill that they are racking up by ordering all of those pairs of lime-green fleece pants that you are pretty sure you yourself didn’t order, though things were a little fuzzy again last month.
Children are mysterious. No, this isn’t a secret, but its true. You never quite know what is going through their tiny, teeny, little minds. So, if your baby throws things and watches them roll around the kitchen floor, he is really trying to tell you that he wants to be a major league baseball player, no matter how much you tell him he can have a better career in skeet-shooting or spelunking. A lot of people don’t know this, but it is a fact. You should also expect that he won’t appreciate the little miner’s helmet you gave him either, or the cool cave you made out of the all the pillows in the house and from your neighbor’s houses and from the stores.
Another secret is - when your child leans forward as if he or she is preparing to crawl, they are just playing with your head. Children already know how to crawl from birth and will do so when they are damn ready to - no sooner. Similarly, when your child is babbling and seems to say “da-da” or “ma-ma”, he or she is really, truly calling you by this term of endearment. They know it will get you excited and make you clap loudly. Children like to tease their parents and make you do tricks, like slapping yourself in the nose repeatedly for an hour or two or calling your ex-girlfriend and asking her if she’s been ordering lime-green pants on your credit card. It’s innate.
Finally, it is important to know that Children communicate telepathically. If you ever notice them staring off into the distance, it is because a new signal is coming in. I think this is because they are secretly planning the domination of much of
the Earth’s resources, especially for some odd reason, coal.
Either that or they are sending updates about baseball scores.
Good luck, new parents!
(Published on The Science Creative Quarterly website – 2005)
Future Broadway Hits
(now that Spamalot is popular
with straight males age 18-35)
Dial B For Beer
A Ford F-150 Named Desire
Rambo From Oz
Punk’d – A Musical Revue
Damn Yankees…And The Knicks Suck, Too.
Guys And Dolls And Tom Clancy’s Splinter Cell For Xbox
CSI: The Great White Way
Lysistrata – Starring The Women Of Hooters
How To Succeed In Business Without Actually Going To Work
Nyuck, Nyuck, Nyuck – The Three Stooges Musical
(Published on Uber.nu website – 2005)
“I Sound My Chlorophyll Yawp”:
One of Whitman’s Leaves of Grass Responds
It started with a corpulent guy who loafed and looked for my soul,
crawling on soft knees searching for stem and stone,
bearded head lifted toward leaves and branches,
looking for something beyond pulse in fingers
or beyond clutch of thought.
Myself – a spear of grass –
existence comprised of a tiny world
within reach of a small section of soil,
supposedly with all the answers to birth, death, reasons why,
connections to neighbors, alignments to the sun -
all at the tip of my roots…
and plenty of time to contemplate.
Now, drug-trippers and askers come to me
seeking knowledge and responses
on heaven and hell, recipes of health and sickness,
on beginnings and endings –
I do not talk of the beginning or the end.
Don’t you get it? I’m a blade of grass. I don’t talk
(though, obviously and strangely, I can write).
It’s hard enough seeking light, water and oxygen.
But, of course, you look to me.
Men – nomadic by virtue of mobility –
don’t plant roots.
Those feeling up-rooted, rootless, not knowing their home-soil –
look to those who have.
Awed by the breadth of the world –
its mountains and forests, its oceans and plains,
and the universe –
beyond the grasp of your small minds,
always looking beyond, further away,
seeking and seeking and seeking,
never stopping and staying,
waiting for grand collections of nothing
to accumulate into something.
I’ll tell you all that I do know -
stand still long enough,
reach out to the world within your grasp:
the firm grip of the dirt surrounding your roots,
the scent of the pungent oxygen-filled air you breath,
the sensation of the glorious sun on your broad blade -
everything eventually comes to you.
So, if you want to seek me again – look in your own boot soles.
Failing to find me at first – look for a friend.
Missing me one place – call a therapist,
maybe you’ll find yourself somewhere waiting for you.
(Published in Yankee Pot Roast website – 2005)
Masters of My Domain:
My Vices as Characters from Seinfeld
Characters:
Pride - Jerry
Envy - Elaine
Sloth - George
Gluttony - Kramer
Scene: Pride’s apartment. Pride, Envy, and Sloth are standing around the kitchen. We come in the middle of a conversation.
Pride: I could go without it for a couple of weeks…easy.
Envy: No way. You wouldn’t last four hours.
Sloth: I think I could go a long time without it…usually I do.
The door bursts open and Gluttony enters and takes a deep bow (applause)
Gluttony: What are we talking about?
Envy: Pride and Sloth here think they can go for weeks without tempting Russell.
Gluttony: That’s easy. I could go a month. In fact, he’s been spending a lot of time with me and could use a break. All that
winter-fat is bulging over his shorts.
Envy: Get real! You, especially you, couldn’t go five minutes.
Gluttony: Let’s put money on it.
Sloth: I’m in.
Pride: I’ll go against my better judgment, but only if Envy doubles the best time. It’s too easy to go with out wishing you were Brad Pitt or Tom Hanks for a few weeks.
Envy: You got it.
Sloth: It’s set then.
Gluttony: Oh yeah!! (Laugh Track)
Envy(Smiles): I can whittle us down by one right now.
Pride: How?
Envy (Loudly): Sara Lee!! Moist cake!! Rich frosting!!
Gluttony: Hey, quit it!
Envy: Hostess Cup Cakes!! Chocolate chips!!
Gluttony: I’ll be right back.
Gluttony leaves the apartment slamming the door. We hear the door across the hall slam. The others exchange glances. Suddenly we hear the door across the hall slam again. And, Gluttony re-enters. He approaches the kitchen table with chocolate around his mouth and slams a $20 down.
Gluttony: Well, I’m out.
Pride: That was easy.
Envy suddenly stares up.
Envy: Great, now that Russell’s stomach is full, he going to sit and watch a movie. There’s a Troy and Fight Club double feature on. (She tosses a $20 on the table). I’m going to go home and flex in the mirror, I guess.
Sloth: Well, it looks like it’s down to the two...hold on, the phone’s ringing. It’s Tuesday, it’s probably his mother. He’s supposed to go help his mother fix her computer tonight.
Pride: This could be trouble…
Sloth: Hey, get up and answer the phone, you bum! Great, he’s turned up the volume on the TV to drown out the phone.
Pride: Isn’t that a yawn?
Sloth: Don’t do it, don’t do it….oh, wouldn’t you know it, he’s fallen asleep. YOU SHOULDN”T HAVE STAYED UP SO LATE LAST NIGHT WATCHING THAT BUSOM BUDDIES MARATHON, YOU IDIOT!! Congratulations. (He tosses a $20 at Pride’s feet and walks out of the apartment).
Pride: Excellent! I won. I am Numero Uno!
The door bursts open. Sloth, Gluttony, and Envy step back in and grab each of their $20 out of Pride’s hand, then leave.
As he is closing the door behind him Gluttony looks at Pride.
Gluttony: You let it go to your head.
Door shuts.
Pride (through gritted teeth): Russell!!
Applause and credits.
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2005)
Introducing: Baby Talk
Most parents are anxious to know the meaning of the various cries, groans, and sounds their child makes. Recently a Spanish electronic engineer named Pedro Monagas created a battery-powered device called “Why Cry”. This instrument about the size of a calculator is reportedly able to tell a parent whether their baby’s cry is indicating hunger, sleepiness or tiredness. Mr. Monagas states that his “Why Cry” is 98% accurate.
Well I, myself, am considered a kind of “tinkerer”. And, as a new parent I often wonder what all the sounds that my baby makes might mean, not just his crying. So, I gathered together some random things lying around my basement: a bike frame, a tube of caulking, some bits of string that I keep in a metal tub, the metal heads from golf clubs I found, amongst other things and started to put together my own device.
“Baby Talk” is a small instrument about the size of a 70’s Volkswagen. It will listen to any sound that a baby makes and translate it into its true meaning. On a good day, it boasts 61.3% accuracy. I intend to place it on the market in the next year. I intend to sell it for a reasonable price. I intend to make a lot of money.
But does it work, you ask. Well, I can tell you that the communication between my 11 month old son and I has greatly improved since I’ve been strapping this device to him. Let me give you a sample of translations.
Mmma-maaa: Why don’t you give me some Cheerios…in fact give me the whole box.
Blaa-Blaa-Blaa: Dad, you’ve put the diaper on backwards again.
Tthhhpttt: I’ve recently come to realize that my tongue is capable of spraying some kind of liquid from my mouth all over everything, making a nice glistening sheen.
Gaa-gaa-grrmm: I quite like to look in the mirror as it seems to contain the twins of my parents and an amazingly handsome young child.
Bbb-bb-bbb: Excuse me, but you are invading my personal space.
Huhhhh!: Actually, these Cheerios are quite bland, I’d much prefer a case of Cocoa-Puffs.
Tweeemm: If you ask me to give “kisses” again, I’ll give you a big kiss, all right, buster.
Rrrrrrrrrr: It would be awesome if you would let me sit in the car alone, start it up, and let it roll down the hill.
Ddd-ddd-ddd: Where is that really cute girl-baby that came by yesterday? I’d really like to see her again, let her yank toys out of my hand, and make me cry. Rowr!
Whaaap: The “Baby Talk” machine is amazing. It has changed my life! By the way, where are those Cocoa-Puffs I asked for?
My “Baby-Talk” machine has been a bit of a miracle in our house-hold. Now, instead of waiting for our son to communicate clearly to us, or having to go through the long anguishing work of teaching simple sign language, I just plug the “Baby-Talk” machine into its gasoline-powered generator, attach it to my son and we’re “talking”.
I am also currently working on another device. But this one
works the other way - translating parent’s words into baby-sounds so the child can understand us. Does anyone have a bucket full of used staples or the frame to ’68 Cadillac?
(Published on The Science Creative Quarterly website – 2005)
How to Frighten the Grim Reaper
Tell him he's looking a bit paunchy and ask if he has put on some weight.
Hire a clown as a bodyguard. The Grim Reaper is terrified of clowns.
Ask him what it was like to take the immortal soul of Mr. Frederick Hooper of Augusta, Maine on April 11th, 1934. For some reason these two guys did not get along at all.
Offer him a fruit smoothie with wheat germ. The Grim Reaper is deathly allergic to wheat germ.
Mention Blue Oyster Cult.
Take out your old plastic toy light-saber from the1970's and when the Reaper enters the room recreate the Obi-Wan/Darth Vader fight scene from Star Wars. This won't necessarily frighten him, but when you make the fake-electric-sparks-noise with your mouth as your saber touches his scythe, it will totally freak him out.
Offer him an anti-depressant.
(Published on Uber.nu website – 2005)
Pay The Rent:
A Solo Play Exploring Gender Politics
Characters:
Evil Landlord
Female Tenant
Male Hero
Sociology Professor with a concentration in Gender Studies
Scene: none, except for one prop - a single piece of paper folded into an accordion.
Enter Actor. Picks up piece of paper, holds it in the middle, and places it under his nose - a mustache. He is now the evil landlord
Evil Landlord: You must pay the rent!
Actor now places the piece of paper, still holding in middle, on top of his head - a bow. He is now the female tenant.
Female Tenant: I can’t pay the rent!
Evil Landlord: You must pay the rent!
Female Tenant: I can’t pay the rent!
Actor now place piece of paper in front of his collar - a bow-tie. He is now the Male Hero.
Male Hero: I’ll pay the rent!
Female Tenant: My…
Actor now places the piece of paper diagonally from his chin - a goatee. He is now the Sociology Professor with a concentration in Gender Studies.
Sociology Professor: Excuse me, but aren’t you dragging out the same old misogynist act of saving the “helpless” female.
Male Hero: Well, I…I’m not…
Sociology Professor: Why not try another approach?
Male Hero: Okay…ahem…I’ll punch the Evil Landlord in the face!
Sociology Professor: No, no, no. Now your relying on the old male paradigm of conflict resolution - don’t fall-back on the ways you were socialized to repress any feelings of vulnerability or sadness by acting out aggressively. You can certainly think beyond that.
Male Hero: You think so? Okay, what about this: I’ll pay the rent and you can pay me back!
Sociology Professor: No! Now you’re saving her again.
Female Tenant: Listen, I need to get going.
Sociology Professor: Please do not interrupt me. I am talking. Male Hero, go ahead.
Male Hero: I’ll share the burden of paying the rent!
Sociology Professor: Closer. But what about countering the ways in which she was socialized to look toward others to help her?
Evil Landlord: This is Gay. I’m out of here.
Sociology Professor: Gay? Great now let’s throw some homophobia into the mix…
Male Hero: How about this Sociology Professor - I’ll do what you need me to do to feel more empowered!
Female Tenant: I’m leaving, too. I have a date with a biker, anyway.
Sociology Professor: Oh, that’s nice - give males the message that women really want the “tough-guy”. Why not date a poet? Or a college professor?
Female Tenant: Yuck!
Evil Landlord: Do what you all want, I’m going to contact my lawyer.
Male Hero: Now what do I do?
Sociology Professor: Well, now that you’ve made some realizations about the ways that traditional gender roles have boxed you into a corner, why don’t you and I - two heterosexual males - go out to a movie together as friends.
Male Hero: Sure, but only if we keep an empty seat between us.
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2005)
Sugar and Demons: A Scientist’s Field Notes
Day 1:
While changing my thirteen month old son’s diaper, he begins to spin around and around on the bed at an extremely fast pace and giggles loudly to himself, like a madman. This is not his usual behavior.
I decided to investigate.
Day 2:
After spending all night breaking down the circumstances that led to my son’s bizarre behavior and pouring through numerous scientific journals on-line, I’ve narrowed it down to two possibilities: 1) he ate too many Dannon Children’s Yogurts right before I changed him, thus consuming a high amount of sugar. Or 2) demonic possession.
Day 3:
I continue my investigation by pursing my first hypothesis: my son is possessed by an apparently very, very silly demon.
After a bit of research on possession I discover the following:
Historically, Christianity has taught us that Satan and his minions of demons move about the world attempting to torment and destroy humans. The Christian Scriptures contains dozens of passages that describe the belief that demons can possess a human being and cause them to behave strangely. A large part of the Gospel message concerns Jesus’ healing ministry of exorcism. He is described as having cured numerous sick people by removing demons from their body, including in one
notable moment, transferring a thousand demonic spirits from a person to a herd of pigs.
My research ends, however, when I am unable to identify any demons that are specifically silly.
Day 4:
I am, again, changing my son’s diaper, when he starts to spin and giggle insanely. I struggle with my current hypothesis when I notice that the top-edge of his diaper is sprinkled with cookie crumbs. I entertain the concept of sugar being the source of his bizarre behavior. But, I am pretty sure that the seemingly incoherent babble he is emitting is Latin spoken backwards. I am not too clear on this as I flunked out of Latin in high school and took Spanish instead.
I decide to try a little exorcism and see what effect it will have. I gather a cross that my wife keeps in her bedroom dresser, a copy of the Bible that we use to prop up a window, and a glass of water that I was drinking. I ask Jesus to bless it and consider it holy water.
I am forced to abandon my experiment when my wife walks in and asks me what the hell I am doing. She grabs the cross from my son’s forehead, picks up the pieces of the Bible that he tore up and grabs a towel to wipe up the holy water that I poured over him. She mentions my needing help. I counter with a clear articulation of the possibility of demonic possession. I ask her if she is specifically aware of any silly demons. She walks out with our son.
I am disappointed as I was pretty sure that my son had begun to speak Latin forwards as he ripped out pages of the Bible.
Day 5:
After returning from a couple’s counseling session with my wife, I abandon my first hypothesis and pursue a new one: my son ate too much sugar.
In my research on sugar, I find: Sugar or sucrose, is a carbohydrate that is present naturally in fruits and vegetables. All plants use a natural process called
photosynthesis to turn sunlight into the nourishment they need for growth.
Sugar is a carbohydrate. The body’s primary source of energy is from carbohydrates. All vital organs—brain, heart, liver—need carbohydrates to meet their energy demands. Carbohydrates, including sugar, also play key roles in muscle function, growth and regulation of body temperature.
I am not sure where to go with this information, so I take a break to watch The Exorcist.
Day 6:
I have an idea for a next step. But, since my wife won’t leave me alone for too long with our son, I decide that I will test my new hypothesis on myself. I head to the grocery store where I buy twenty-five bags of Pepperidge Farms Double Chocolate Milanos, a gallon of whole milk and ten bags of sugar.
While my wife and son are out for the day, I begin to consume all twenty-five bags of cookies. Before eating each cookie, I dip it in milk and then into a bag of sugar. I am not sure of the amount of sugar my son ingested, but I assume that I need to exceed it due to my larger body-weight.
When I am done with the cookies I eat the rest of the sugar, just to cover all bases.
Day 7:
Man, what have I been missing! Sugar is so, so friggin’ excellent! It is the elixir of the gods, the Holy Grail, pure Heaven in granular form. I feel like Superman. I can’t fly but, man, I’ve managed to mow the lawn, paint the garage and catch the bats that live in the attic – all in one hour. I can’t stop grinding my teeth, but so what, sugar comes in liquid form anyway. Soda is manna.
Faster, faster…I find that I, too, now enjoy spinning around on
my back on the floor, laughing like a maniac…faster, faster, faster…I guess I confirmed my hypothesis.
More sugar…fuck this science-stuff, who the hell can concentrate on all of the details. I’m quitting. Need to find more sugar.
Hold it, I think my wife is calling an exorcist.
Maybe he can bring some more milanos!
(Published on The Science Creative Quarterly website – 2005)
The Absent Adults of
Childhood Favorites Speak
Mrs. Sally Smith - Mother of the Children From The Cat in the Hat
I came home and found the house in complete shambles. Those kids must have pulled open every drawer and cupboard, then thrown everything into the middle of the room. They tipped over all the furniture, and emptied the contents of the vacuum cleaner onto the floor. To top it off I found Muffy, my goldfish, flopping around on the floor in a pool of his fishbowl water. What really made me flip my wig was when they told me that the house had been a wreck, and that it was at that very moment cleaned up. If that wasn’t psychotic enough, they also told me that it had been destroyed and cleaned by a large cat in a tall red-and-white hat with his two friends Thing One and Thing Two, instead of by two hellion children who should be made from now on to play outside no matter what the weather is. There was no television for a year after that, and I certainly made them scrub the floors harder and longer on the next scheduled cleaning day.
Mrs. Tina Brown - Charlie Brown’s Mother
We know Chuckie is a good little-boy, but something is wrong. We’ve tried to be good parents, to offer him what a growing boy needs to become a man. We gave him a puppy (I wanted to give him a pony, but his father would hear nothing of it). We encouraged Chuckie to get into sports. We even tried kite-flying, all to no avail. Personally, I think he wants to learn gymnastics (his father does not agree at all). Then, after seeing that little frail girl, Lucy, make Chuckie fall flat on his back again while playing football - well, we gave up. My husband signed him up for military school. He leaves next week. His father thinks this
should straighten him out before he deviates too far. I’m not so sure. I suggested art-school, which fell on deaf ears. Next I’m going to suggest a divorce.
Ms Emily Longstockings - Pippi’s Grandmother
Pippi. Poor, poor, Pippi. I’ve still got a closet full of nice lacy dresses waiting for you. And a big vat of freshly-made soap to wash all of that grime and sea-salt out of your hair. If you come to live with me, I promise you three square meals a day and all of the dolls and doll-houses a little girl could want. Of course, if you do live with me it will be a proper finishing school for you and no more playing “sea captain” and such. Not for a little lady. In fact, I am prepared to move as far away from the ocean as possible, maybe Kansas or Idaho. Yes, tea-cakes, piano lessons, and buckled shoes for you. Longstockings? It may be our namesake, but I’ve got a jug of kerosene and a hole in the yard to burn each and every one.
Mr. Gregory “Teeny” Herman - Pee Wee’s Father
Sure I guess he spends a lot of time hanging out in the basement fun-room. He calls it his “play-home” or some such shit. I don’t know what’s wrong with that friggin’ kid. To be completely honest, I’ve given up on him. You know, I’m a boxer - a great one at that (especially if I hadn’t taken that blow to my left-eye and nearly knocked the damn thing out). Anyway, as a boxer I think its important that kids get good exercise. I tried Pee Wee at running and hitting the bag and stuff, but all he wanted to do was run in circles and jump up-and-down like some kind of fruit. And that damn outfit! I don’t know if that kid’s got my genes or not. He refuses to wear a sweatshirt or sneakers. Instead, he collects those stupid bow-ties. What kind of kid wears bow-ties? I’d have gotten my ass kicked in school if I looked like him. As far as I’m concerned, he can stay down in the basement talking to his imaginary friends. Keep the door closed, leave food at the top of the stairs…end of story.
Timothy Flaherty - Uncle of Jimmy From H. R. Pufnstuf
The last time I saw Jimmy, he was carrying his flute around in his pocket like some kind of huge pen. He told me he was going to
go take a walk by the sea. He seemed a bit spaced out. Now I
know that he didn’t really like learning a musical instrument. My sister - his mother - forced him to learn the flute, which he detested. He told me that day that he wished the stupid thing would play itself. My main concern, now that Jimmy has been missing for so long, is that my good buddy, Ernest, was visiting that week. Now Ernest is a nice guy but he has a bit of a drug problem - which thankfully he’s trying to kick now that all of this has happened. You see, Ernest isn’t sure if he brought four or five hits of acid that week. I told the police, without saying why, that they should probably see if Jimmy ended up in San Francisco or where ever drugged out hippies live these days. He should be easy to find - a smallish boy with a bowl haircut, a long scraggly hippie-beard, and a huge flute sticking out of his pocket…unless, of course, he sold it for more drugs.
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2005)
Some Suggestions for the Next Film
in George Romero’s Zombie Series
Twelfth Night of the Living Dead
The Bard meets George Romero: cross-dressing zombies in the sixteenth century. Whose a man? Whose a woman? Whose living? Whose dead? Hilarity ensues.
Another Night of the Living Dead
Night of the Living Dead meets Ground Hog’s Day. A zombie finds himself back in 1968, in black and white, attacking a farmhouse - re-“living” everything, again. He realizes that he knows exactly where people will be hiding and running to. So, he decides to wait behind trees and buildings, grabbing people instead of chasing them with those stiffened zombie legs.
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern…Living Dead
Two minor zombie characters from Dawn of the Dead set themselves up on a theater stage. While struggling with the inability to form any dialogue, they begin to attract living audience members - whom they grab from the seats and eat on stage. This attracts more intrigued theater-goers. This is a film that delves into the limits of meaning, and besides, what is more of an existential nightmare than a zombie movie?
Following the Dead
The world is teeming with the living dead. A young zombie develops a strange desire to nibble on Bob Weir’s right forearm. He begins to follow the Grateful Dead, who - despite the absence of most living people - are still touring.
Bub vs. Jason vs. Freddie vs. Alien vs. Predator
The zombie from Day of the Dead is caught in a melee with the
other bad-boys of horror cinema. No real story line. Geek-boy dream.
Tea-Time for the Dead
All the living are now dead. The world is a swarm with aimless, wandering zombies. Until one zombie finds a lone tea-cup lying on the ground. He picks it up, fumbles it in his fingers and begins to experience flickers of memory from his “living” past. He remembers how to gather fresh mint, which he does from a nearby garden and clumsily boils a pot of tea. This moment begins a change in zombie purpose and culture. Soon, many give up the search for living flesh and begin to brew cups of Earl Grey, Chamomile, and even some fine medicinal teas that help settle the stomach. The film ends with another zombie recalling how to make crumpets - though they come out all flour-y and tasteless - which is okay because most zombies, even when living, never knew what crumpets were anyway.
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2006)
An Interview with Old Man Last Year
Mr. 2005, Old Man Last Year - who was replaced by the Baby New Year on January 1st, 2006 - is currently in retirement at a condo-complex in Florida. He was very open to answering questions. When our reporter caught up with him he was relaxing on his front porch.
Reporter: Thanks for meeting with me Mr. 2005.
2005: Who are you?
Reporter: Remember, I talked to you on the phone about answering some of my questions?
2005: Did that asshole next door send you to complain about the loud TV? I told him I can’t hear so well these days. Did he get the earplugs I left in his mailbox?
Reporter: No sir. I have nothing to do with your neighbor. I am wondering since you have had some time to reflect on your tenure as The Year, if you recall any highlights?
2005: Oh, I see…I don’t know if I have much to say about that. But, I have got some suggestions for 2006. First of all, I think we should get rid of November. That’s right - I hate that month. We can put Veteran’s Day somewhere else. How about putting it in August? Now that’s a good time to take a day off of work. As a matter of fact, my August was quite hot…too hot for my liking. I
had to buy a number of pairs of shorts as I recall…not those
Bermudas though, they make my legs look too skinny….anyway, maybe we can make the months all even-numbered instead of this confusing “thirty days has September” nonsense. That’s another idea I had.
Reporter: Well, that’s interesting, sir. But I’m wondering if you have any thoughts on…
2005: Tell me, have they come up with a name for this decade, yet? I bet not. It used to irritate the hell out of me: “The Oughts”, “The 0’s”, or “The 2000’s”. I lobbied forever to get my choice in there: “The Fantastically Grand First Ten”. But no one seemed to give a damn.
Reporter: Hmmm, what about your thoughts on…
2005: I’ll tell you a thought I had: a lot can happen in a year. And there is a lot to keep track of, especially if your memory is shot all to hell. My suggestion: the miracle of Post-It Notes. Those buggers are quite amazing.
Reporter: Sir, if we could get back to…
2005: Who are you, again?
Reporter: I work for the paper. And I am here to ask you some questions.
2005: 2006 sent you didn’t he? I knew he’d get all screwed up. It’s a lot more difficult to be The Year than he thought. Young punk. He was all bright and shiny with his nice taunt skin. Full of attitude…did he find my pipe? During those last few weeks of December, I kept losing everything. If he didn’t find it, ask him to look behind the stove or in between the cushions on the recliner.
Reporter: Well, sir, this doesn’t seem to be a good time to talk. Perhaps I should come back on another day. Are you sure you don’t have any last thought you’d like to impart to the world.
2005: Yeah, tell 2006 to look out for those Callahan twins across
the street. They egged the house last Halloween and called me “Mr. Cranky-Pants” while I was out raking leaves. Damn kids, no one respects their elders these days. That’s right - I’ve got something to say: just because an old man likes to do yard work while wearing shorts and no shirt is no reason to sick your kids on him. Go ahead, tell the world that.
Reporter: Um, thank you.
(Published on Opium Magazine website – 2006)
The Calls of Cthulu
Call #1
(Phone rings)
Cthulu: Hello.
Solicitor: Hello, Mr. Cthulu?
Cthulu: Yes?
Solicitor: Do you have good car insurance?
Cthulu: I am an Elder God of the Damned. I don’t need that simplistic mode of transportation.
Solicitor: Well, as an elderly person, I understand you must pay a high premium.
Cthulu: Cthulu does not pay for anything.
Solicitor: I am sure that living on a fixed income can make affording good car insurance a difficulty. What if I told you that I could save you a minimum of twenty-five percent on your yearly premium?
Cthulu: I hate human scum like you. You know, I could transport myself through this phone-line and reveal myself in all of my
horrible grandeur – causing you to live in a world of constant nightmares. You would pray for a swift death at my hands.
Solicitor: Okay, okay. What about life insurance?
Cthulu: …no thanks. (Hangs up) Arrgh!
Call #2
Pizza Delivery Service: Hello, Salvatore’s Pizza Palace. How can I help you?
Cthulu: I would like a Meat-Lover’s Pizza, delivered to 235 Main St. Arkham.
Pizza Delivery Service: I am sorry. We don’t deliver to Arkham.
Cthulu: R’lyeh! I am one of the Great Old Ones. I am from the ancient primordial depths, and the sheer sight of me would strike such fear that you would find yourself in a nightmarish psychotic stupor for the rest of your life.
Pizza Delivery Service: Oh yeah, buddy. How about my brother Vic coming over there and breaking each of your fingers one-by-one while your family watches? See if that doesn’t strike fear in you.
Cthulu: Arrgh! …do I get a discount if I pick it up?
Call #3
(Phone rings)
Young Male Voice: Hello is spaghetti-face there? (Laughter in background)
Cthulu: How dare you disparage the mighty visage of Cthulu! I have lived ages beyond the time of men. My horrible beauty is
one to be worshipped…besides their feelers, not spaghetti -
Young Male Voice: Hey, would you like an omelette to go with your pasta.
Cthulu: Grrr! You stupid Callahan kids - you’re the ones that egged my house last Halloween, aren’t you? I ought to kill you -
Young Male Voice: You and what army?
Cthulu: I don’t need an army, one look at me and –
Young Male Voice: -and everyone runs away, you’re so ugly, spaghetti-face…
(Cthulu hangs up. Cthulu sighs deeply.)
Call #4
Phone Company: Hello, you have reached the Arkham Phone Company. Our goal is to make your phone service the best. If you have a question about your service, press 1. If you wish to change or cancel your service, press 2.
(Cthulu presses 2)
Phone Company: If you wish to change your service, press 1. If you wish to cancel your service, press 2.
(Cthulu presses 2)
Phone Company: Please stay on the line while we connect you to an operator.
(Cthulu waits)
Phone Company: Hello, you have reached the Arkham Phone Company. Our goal is to make your phone service the best….
(Cthulu hangs up. Cthulu quietly weeps.)
Call #136 (One Month Later)
(Phone rings)
Cthulu: Hello.
Solicitor: Do you currently have a subscription to TV Guide?
Cthulu: I’ll take it!
Solicitor: Uh, all right. But don’t you even want to hear about our subscription rates?
Cthulu: I am ready to do your bidding. I will pay whatever you request. Whatever the Phone-Master wants….just don’t hurt me.
Solicitor: Okay. Well, our current rate is $50 a year. Do I have your permission to bill you and start your subscription?
Cthulu: Yes, sir.
Solicitor: Thank you.
(Cthulu hangs up. Cthulu sits and stares at the small black phone, waiting for its next instructions).
(Published on McSweeneys website – 2006)
Hierarchy of Needs for Parents
(In 1943 Abraham Maslow gave us his psychological theory of the Hierarchy of Needs. His theory, simply stated, posits that humans inherently seek higher and higher levels of needs, starting with the basic physiological and ending with self-actualization. One needs to meet each “lower” need in order to seek the next level (one needs food and shelter before seeking the security of employment and morality before trying to attain love, etc). Somehow I suspect Mr. Maslow was not a parent, otherwise he would have re-thought his infamous hierarchy.
Physiological
Parenting brings you closest to your base needs. Living in a forest eating grubs while living in a cave for protection from predators is nothing compared to months of sleep deprivation, nearly drowning in spit-up, and your child’s discovery of the word “no”. The underpinnings of intelligence, experience and confidence that you had as a pre-parent adult is kicked out from underneath you and you often become a babbling, confused, disturbed individual. From the moment you bring home your new mewling little human, you must begin to re-attain your basic physiological needs:
The need to distinguish between day and night again
The need to remember that your spouse is the person you married and not a hazy stranger who has come to kidnap your child in the middle of the night
The need to take a shower more than once a week or at least splash yourself with some kind of perfume or essential oil
Once these needs are met, you can move onto:
Safety
Spelunking, sky-diving and race-car driving have nothing on the dangers of parenting. Bruise-for-bruise and flu-for-flu parenting has got to be the most danger prone profession. Protecting yourself from the minefield of tending to your young is a priority. Here are the basic needs to make your way through this level:
The need to clear your head with little chunks of sleep so you are coherent enough to distinguish the coffee table from the air around it and to stop the layer of black-and-blue marks that you are developing around your shins
The need to find the perfect formula of vitamin C, herbal remedies and Tabasco sauce to stave off any little cold germ that is breeding and hovering in an invisible cone around your child
The ability to remember that your finger is not a carrot while chopping vegetables
Once you have gone at least a month without using a band-aid nor visiting a medical doctor or emergency room, you can move onto:
Love/Belonging
Isn’t this exactly why you had children in the first place? Is that why? Actually I don’t remember. Anyway, it is certainly a great benefit, and increasing your family’s size certainly does increase the potential for love and belonging. But this can also bring up a new set of needs:
The need to do “more” with your spouse than exchange sleepy grunts while handing your baby over to each other
That’s it there is no other need
Once you’ve had sex….I mean met this level of need you can jump to:
Esteem
As pre-parent adults, you often think you’ve got your life pretty
well figured out. You’re livin’ large and you are wired. Then your little tyke enters your world and you become quite small and unplugged. Here is what you need to grow a bit and re-plug in:
The need to buy new clothes to replace the ones that are stained and worn out at the knees
The need to seek good chiropractic work to repair the twisted and bent muscles in your back (from lifting your increasingly weighty child and letting them swing from your arms and neck)
The need to come up with a good, serious list of comebacks to all of the parents who find it their business to give you the evil-eye or make comments on your parenting-style (bonus points if you make them cry)
Once you have reconstructed your esteem, you can finally move onto the final level:
Self-Actualization
Maslow held out that human-beings are driven to reach this level. I believe that parents stumble and crawl here. This level is not about needs but more about the attributes you hold once you find yourself here. Oddly enough, it seems that this level is reached when one has stopped parenting – when your children are grown-up and out of the home. Ironic, huh? Anyway, you are finally here. Here is what self-actualized parents really look like:
They have relatively smooth facial features (no grocery bags under their eyes)
They are clear-eyed and alert (no stunned look like a deer in headlights)
They are able to remember what they had for dinner the night before
They say, quite unbelievably, that they can’t wait to become grandparents
(Published on The Science Creative Quarterly website – 2006)
A Brief Conversation with My Hair
Me: My Hair has had a career defined by wild extremes. Each highlight such as His First Trip to the Barber has been followed by failures like So This is a Mullet. I am confident that My Hair will have lots to say in what is his first opportunity to speak out publicly. Welcome, My Hair. Thank you for taking time out of your busy schedule.
My Hair: The pleasure is all mine. Frankly I thought no one really cared about my career anymore.
Me: Let’s start by focusing on some of those moments when you struggled. What were you thinking when you found yourself working on The Too Tight Perm?
My Hair: Yes, yes, that was quite grueling wasn’t it? Well, the fact is, I had always had dreams of being a loose mane of long curls - unkempt but sexy - kind of like a modern day Jim Morrison. I expected a loose perm, but came out with a set of tight curls - more Weird Al Jankovic than Mr. Morrison.
Me: Did Shave It All Off come as a relief because of this experience?
My Hair: Somewhat. Actually, Shave It All Off had been something I wanted to work on since the Limp Mohawk Incident - another tragedy that I’d rather not get into.
Me: Let’s go back to some of your early work. What do you look
back on most fondly?
My Hair: From my early years, I look back on Before My Classmates Cajoled Me into Washing My Hair Everyday as a particular nadir. Before then, I basked in the innocence of just being who I was. I did not feel the incessant pressure of needing to look like everyone else. I miss the days of that free-flow of creativity: letting dirt and dead leaves stick to me for days on end. Splattered mud was a form of unconscious self-expression. All of my contemporaries were in a thriving creative cauldron; then came junior high school. Suddenly, my peers were smothered in gels and drained of life by blow-dryers. That’s when I became involved with The Hairspray Debacle. Can after can of that stuff can rot your brain and eat away at your follicles. Let’s just say - when you wake up one day surrounded by empty cans and the dank scent of aerosol in the air, you learn to stop cold turkey.
Me: Your career kind of faded for a bit. You were long ignored and didn’t try anything new or edgy as you attempted to do in your 20’s.
My Hair: I chock that up to the relative implosion that followed: Damn, Is My Hair Thinning? I found myself in a deep depression. I was riddled with anxiety and my contact with the outside world became limited. I became a virtual recluse - hiding under baseball caps and winter hats. As far as I was concerned I would have been happy to never see the light of day again.
Me: That changed however.
My Hair: As everyone knows, I came out of my shell with I Have a Girlfriend Who Loves Me, Potential Male-Pattern Baldness and All. Yes, thank God for that. If that hadn’t happened, I might have languished in constant re-runs of Shave It All Off forever.
Me: These days you seem to have gained the respect of your peers. You are very visible and generally admired, or at least tolerated by your audience. Do you think it had much to do with I Have a Girlfriend…?
My Hair: Most definitely. Especially since that was followed by
She Married Me, Now I Can Go Completely Bald and I Won’t Be Alone. This whole period of my life has given me a confidence that I never had before. It’s allowed me to tap into a sense of just being myself, which I never had as a youth. I think this happens to most in my position. It has also given me the confidence to engage in riskier material again.
Me: You mean such things as Why Pay $25 to a Hair-Dresser When I Can Cut My Own Hair with a $25 Pair of Sheers?
My Hair: Yes. And Mutton-Chops Can Look Good on a Forty-Year Old.
Me: Well, I want to thank you for talking with me today. Before we go, can you tell us which of your future projects you are most excited about?
My Hair: I probably shouldn’t say anything about this, since so few know about it yet, but I’m currently in hot negotiations over Honey, What Do You Think of Cornrows?
(Published on The Big Jewel website – 2006)
Clouds: Important!
Clouds are fascinating. Day after day we flit about our lives and pay little attention to these fluffy airships. We shouldn’t ignore clouds, though. No, there is much – much, much, much – that is too important about them. Let me take a moment and give you some facts about clouds. So pay attention and learn:
Clouds are an important part of the ecosystem. Clouds are repositories for all of the moisture that is evaporated from the oceans, lakes and even the glass of water that sits beside me now. In fact, almost half of the water in my glass has disappeared since I started writing this - all stolen by the clouds that pass over us. Occasionally, clouds do return some of the water they swipe. They do this by emitting rain or snow. Clouds only do this when we start to suspect that they are hording too much water.
Clouds are everywhere. There is no part of the Earth’s atmosphere that does not at one time or another contain a cloud. They may take the appearance of thin wispy streaks or a huge pile of dark ominous sheets, but they are always above us. In fact, if one considers fog as a type of cloud, one could say that they are also among us as well as above us. To continue this line of thought – general moisture in the air is a kind of a dispersed fog. I may have been called paranoid before, but this means that we breath in clouds, too. So, in fact, clouds are everywhere all the time. That isn’t paranoid. Just because I wear a surgical mask covered in clear shellac doesn’t make paranoid, okay? It makes me safe.
Clouds are not pieces of floating cotton-candy. No, that would
be silly. They are also not really drops of water, either. Everything I said above was a lie. I didn’t intend to lie to you. Sometimes I just can’t control myself. Anyway, the truth is clouds are really disembodied spirits. Think about it. After we die, our spirits fly out of us and go up to heaven. Except any rational human being knows there is no heaven. The idea of some kind of paradise floating in the sky is a myth. So where do the disembodied spirits go? They float up and become clouds. Of course they take moisture with them and that’s who is actually stealing all of the water – including all of the water from my glass, which is now empty. Actually what worries me is Bobby – the guy who lives in the bushes at the end of my street –who died recently. He didn’t like me too much. He always jumped out of the bushes and threatened me – wearing his chocolate pants and bearskin shirt - he would scare me so much I would drop my container of Tang (which I kept in a special shellac and gauze covered cup to keep the spirit-ghosts from stealing the water, leaving only Tang-powder). Anyway, since he died I am pretty sure that I’ve seen a particular cloud follow me everywhere. It’s often in the shape of chocolate pants, but not always. Then, the other day it was foggy and it was a Tuesday. I think I may have been breathing in Bobby despite my mask.
Clouds are scary. Remember that. I’m pretty sure the Bobby-Ghost-Cloud just stole my glass, too. To be safe everyone should gather up a lot of shellac and surgical masks. It is our only hope. Hurry! Run out now. I hope you learned something.
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2006)
Gilgamesh, King of Uruk in Babylonia (B.C. 2700) Responds to Advertising’s Biggest Questions
How many licks does it take to get to the Tootsie-Roll center of a Tootsie-Pop?
Who is this “Tootsie” you speak of – the one which you ask me to lick, roll and pop? The Great Gilgamesh is part human, part god. He is the king of the great city of Uruk. This city is fortified by huge walls and the finest mason-work in all of the world. The stories of my exploits are carved in lapis lazuli at the base of Uruk’s great gates. The tales of my….where was I? Oh, Tootsie. I will fight anyone, anytime, anywhere.
Wouldn’t you really rather have a Buick?
If I am not mistaken, Buick is beyond the mountains of Uruk where the trickling streams of the great Euphrates are slowly amassed. Would I like to have Buick? Certainly. The more land in possession of a king, the more of a king he is. I will prepare myself for battle and take this land – Buick.
Where’s the beef?
Why? Did someone take my beef? Was it those Buick-ites? Perhaps beef is a type of currency for them. They came, stole my beef to gather their fortunes, and are now preparing to enlarge their armies, overtake Uruk, and attempt to defeat Gilgamesh. I had better get on it right away. Where are my boots?
Pardon me. Do you have any Grey Poupon?
You seem very concerned with what the great Gilgamesh has in
his possession. I have no idea what a poupon is. But, since a
king owns everything within the walls of his realm, if there is a
single grey poupon running around there, it is most certainly his.
Hey! How about a nice Hawaiian Punch?
If I am not mistaken, you have just challenged the powerful Gilgamesh to a fight. Perhaps you have not heard the name Gilgamesh nor heard tales of his battles (I advise you to check out the cool stories on those lapis lazuli tablets I mentioned earlier). For if you had heard of my battles, you would most certainly tremble at my feet and quiver at the mere sight of my shadow. My guess is you are not from around here. Perhaps you are from the land of Buick. Perhaps that is why you are asking me all of these questions about my possessions. Are you here to swipe more beef?
Can you hear me now?
Ah, you are clearly coming to your senses. You have run and hid yourself, wondering if the great Gilgamesh can hear your tiny whimpers. Yes, scaredy-cat, I can hear you now.
Is it Live or is it Memorex?
Is this your response to my taunts? You bring in simple proxies – bigger men than yourself to do battle for you? Have you not heard tales of my great battle with the ferocious demon, Humbaba the Terrible, Guardian of the Cedar Forest? My good friend Enkidu and I faced down this horrific demon (some say I was frightened of the demon and hid. Really, I thought I had lost my wallet in the forest and was searching for it before some demon stole it. Honestly.) Anyway, the battle latest many hours. In the end I had Humbaba on his knees with my sword at his throat. Enkidu wanted me to lop his head off. I was concerned about getting blood on my brand new boots. We argued a bit…. Oh, where was I. Yes - I will take on your largest competitors – Live or Memorex. Let me look them in the eye and cause their brows to quake. If I have to I will, as you say, “lick, roll and pop” them.
Have you had your break today?
Do you really want to know? Let me tell you how I will take my “break” – I will break each and every one of your warriors in half – first your Live, then your Memorex. Following that, I will
capture a grey poupon and ride it to your kingdom of Buick where I will hawaiian punch your Tootsie and gather all of your virgins and take all of my beef back. I will then return, victorious to Uruk where I will, once again, be honored as the hero that I am. Finally, I will get out my little carving kit and carve this story into the lapis lazuli tablets at the front gate. It takes a delicate hand, but is well worth the effort.
(Published on McSweeneys website – 2006)
Ferris Bueller Fills in for
The New York Times Magazine’s The Ethicist
At my place of work several employees must share computers. The other day I got on the computer after one of my co-workers. He left a screen up with his email, and I noticed that he had been sending out emails with his resume attached. I quickly closed his email window and tried to forget it. But, we are both working on a big project and it would be important for me to know if he is planning to leave or not, his early absence could affect the outcome. Should I say something to him?
Anonymous, Boulder, Colorado
The ethical thing to do would be to pretend that you didn’t see anything and continue on with your project. Then again, you could always try the slightly less ethical approach and pull up his account again. Then you could send-off emails to all of his potential employers with a message such as: “Sorry, I was drunk when I sent you my resume. I was upset at my current boss and instead of letting the air out of all of his tires, I send off resumes to places I don’t really want to work at.” Who knows, you may be doing him a favor. And by the way, did you know that with only a little bit of knowledge of computers and a few hacking tricks, you can go into your high school’s computer system and change your grades? You should give it a try.
I recently took a new job in the administrative offices of state university. When I was hired I was not informed of a sexual harassment policy. Now, as a woman, I’ve experienced sexual
harassment several times in various jobs. I have never left a
position due to this, but I am nervous about being made uncomfortable again. I am also nervous to address this to my new supervisor because I don’t want to start off on the wrong foot. What should I do?
Anonymous, address withheld
Well, the simple answer is to avoid going to your supervisor and go to the human resource department of the school. You should be able to ask someone there to look up the school’s sexual harassment policy. And, while you are at it, ask them what the sick-time policy is. This way, you can plan ahead for those first beautiful days of spring when the last place you should be is at an office desk all day long. If it turns out that you need a doctor’s note for time off, schedule a regular check-up with your doctor. Then, while you are sitting in his office waiting for him to examine you, grab one of his note-pads – there you go – ready made time-off. Or, if you find you are sitting at your desk and are itching to be free for the rest of the day, grab the envelope moistener and rub it on your forehead and palms. Then go tell your supervisor you aren’t feeling well. Make them touch your head if they seem skeptical. Remember – the question isn’t “what you are going to do with a fake day-off from work”, it’s “what aren’t you going to do?”
I am a political science major and a senior in college. I hope to run for office someday. Well, my house-mate gets drunk every weekend and hits on my girlfriends. He’s done this for years. What I want to do is get him drunk and take him for a long ride in my car to some secluded place in the woods. I want to hit him over the head with a two-by-four, tie him to the bumper of the car and drag him along a dirt road for a few miles, then leave him there to walk home. But, I’m afraid I won’t get away with it, and it will ruin my political future. What should I do?
Ralph Krensky, Wichita, Kansas
You know, I could give you some ethical advice about the nature of revenge, perhaps even some historical anecdotes about political figures who have crossed some ethical boundaries in their past. I could even toss in some mild jokes about public distrust in politicians. But I won’t. The best answer is too easy,
Ralph. What you need to do is find some form of revenge that you won’t get caught doing, but will make you feel extremely good afterward. I can give you a few suggestions to get you started: try placing a good dollop of Vaseline on the earpiece of his phone. Or, if he’s one of those guys who sits on the toilet seat when he goes to the bathroom in the middle of the night – duct-tape the toilet seat to the toilet lid so he’ll sit right in the toilet. You could also exchange all of the doorknobs with new ones when he’s out one night so his keys won’t work. Of course, you could also go with the classic hand-in-warm-tub-of-water-while-he’s-sleeping-trick, so he’ll wet his pants. Good fun isn’t good if it doesn’t make you feel good, Ralph.
Send your queries to bueller-ethicist@nytimes.com or Bueller, The Ethicist, The New York Times Magazine, 229 West 43rd Street, New York, N.Y. 10036, and include a daytime phone...You’re still here? The column is over. You can turn the page now…
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2006)
Masterpiece Theater Presents: Charles
Dickens’ Bleak House, Starring the Gremlins
Host: Welcome to another evening of Masterpiece Theater. Tonight, we have a special event – an adaptation of the classic novel Bleak House by Charles Dickens. Bleak House is a tale of the absurdities of English law in the 1850’s; something which Dickens knew well from his work as a law clerk. Many consider Bleak House to be one of Dickens’ best novels. Tonight, though, we have an added treat. This version of the English classic will be portrayed by the Gremlins from the 1984 motion picture named after them. We hope you enjoy….
Scene opens on a horse hoof landing in a muddy puddle. The camera pans up and pulls back. It is a rainy, foggy, and yes bleak, November day in 1850’s London. We see filthy dogs pulling at heels of wet bread, while throngs of people scramble and bump into each other as they make their way past dimly lit store-fronts and buildings. Through the dank, cold slits of daylight we see thick sooty smoke bellowing out of the chimneys of various buildings. The camera makes its way to the wide stone steps of an obviously important building. We see a soot stained piece of stone with the words Lincoln’s Inn Hall on it. The camera moves through the entrance, down dimly lit halls to a pair of doors that swing open. We are inside a packed court room. The camera lands on someone sitting at the bench. We zoom in and focus on his grim (scaly and reptilian) face with a languid expression of boredom and exhaustion on it. The background music swells to a crescendo. We are looking at the Lord High Chancellor.
Lord High Chancellor: AArrggh! Sppattt! Thiipt!
The Lord High Chancellor picks up a sheet of paper throws it in his mouth and masticates it with wide bites, then spits it across the room where it lands squarely on the forehead of Mr. Tangle.
Mr. Tangle: Haag! Phhhit, franglaang!
Mr. Tangle stands up, picks up his chair, and throws it in the direction of the Lord High Chancellor. The Chancellor ducks. The chair knocks over three law clerks.
The Lord High Chancellor: Heh-heh-heh-heh!
Suddenly a bottle of ink lands on the back of the Lord High Chancellor’s head and explodes, covering him in black ink. He turns and whips a thick law book in the general direction that the bottle came from.
Within seconds all of the characters are throwing anything not nailed down. A Gremlin, who is wearing gobs of thick make-up on his face to make him look like a lady, takes off his matted wig, lights it on fire with a lighter, and throws it across the room. A couple of Gremlins run outside, grab handfuls of mud, return to the chaotic courtroom and start throwing it into the melee.
Scene ends: the backdrop, now covered in mud and ink, lifts up quickly revealing bright spotlights that fill the stage with light. All of the Gremlins scream in pain, run off stage.
Host: Well, that was invigorating. Please tune in tomorrow night when we will return to Bleak House in our second installment. In this segment, we will meet Lady Dedlock, Sir Leicester Dedlock, and Esther Summerson. As well, we will meet Krook, portrayed by the infamous Gremlin, Stripe, who, as readers of this venerable classic know, will spontaneously combust. Good evening.
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2006)
Language Acquisition and “Poopie”
The way that human beings acquire the ability to understand and use language is a hotly contested scientific question. Often the various theories have fallen on either side of the usual nature/nurture divide: are human beings born with a built-in capability to use language? Or, do we learn most of our language use through interactions with parents and other people? Noam Chomsky, arguing for the “nature” end of the answer, believes we are born possessing a language acquisition device (LAD); a part of the brain that contains most of the major principles of language. On the nurture-end of the spectrum, Social-Interactionist Catherine Snow claims that language is almost entirely entrusted on adult-interaction.
The profound tension between these two classic responses to human development occurred to me as my two-year-old son, Will, declared one day: “poopie, poopie, poopie”. Now, I am quite sure that my wife and I had not uttered this word in his presence. But, I also recalled hearing this very same word, and its various derivatives (“poop”, “poo-poo”, “poopie-doopie”, and straight-forward “poo”), from other children that I’ve interacted with during my life. In fact, I could safely say that I’ve heard this word used by nearly every single child I have known. I began to wonder: did my son “acquire” this word from interaction with others? Or, was this word hard-wired into his brain; did “poopie” come from the language acquisition device in his brain?
My investigation into this question began with a phone-call to
every parent of every child Will interacts with on a regular basis. At first, I simply asked them, “does your child say ‘poopie’?” But, I found that this simple question does not really get at the main
question I was trying to answer. I had to switch the question to: “did your child teach my son “poop”, “poo-poo”, “poopie-doopie”, or “poo”?” Sadly, I can not entirely rule out the social-interaction theory as an explanation for my son’s learning this word because many parents simply hung-up on me. But, of those who did engage with me in this scientific inquiry, all answered with some version of “no” (“nope”, “of course not”, “are you crazy?”, “leave me the hell alone”, “don’t ever let me see you, your child or anyone from your family near my son/daughter, again”).
So, I turned to nature theories to answer my question. This proved to be a bit more difficult. I decided, since I could not (I am sad to say) go back in time and make my son a feral child who lives with wolves and has no interaction with human beings. I decided, however, to do the next best thing: I constructed a completely safe and self-caring environment in his room. I put his bed on the floor, gave him a food dispenser that dispensed raisins, yogurt, and Fig-Newtons as needed, as well as two dozen water-filled sippy cups. He was also supplied with every single toy he owns.
At first, I left him in his safe-room for three hours without any contact with myself or his mother. When I opened the door, he stepped out and declared, “Poop!” rather triumphantly; I then upped-the-ante by leaving him in there for six hours without human interaction. When he came out, I thought I had made a break-through when he asked to be “pick-a-up” and wondered if Sesame Street was on. But, ten minutes later, he was pulling on our dog’s tail and calling out “poopy-tail, poopy doggy”. I decided that it was hopeless for me to prove or disprove the nature answer to my question.
In the end, I’ve decided to follow a completely different track. I now suspect that “poopie” may have nothing to do with language acquisition at all. In fact, I am fairly certain that it may actually be a virus. The proof of this is established by the fact that this word
has now attached itself to other words, effectively replicating
itself. Not a day has gone by that my son has not uttered at least one word without “poopie” leeching off of it: “poopie-head”,
“poopie-helicopter”, “poopie-daddy”, etc. My plan, at this point, is
to confirm this theory. And, if I am correct, I will begin to work on a proper response to the virus: a “poopie-vaccine”.
(Published on The Science Creative Quarterly website – 2006)
Magician Doug Henning
Has Something on His Mind
The Illusionist. The Prestige. Jonathan Strange and Mr. Norrell. This sudden flood of “magician” movies and books would lead one to think that magicians only existed before our modern times. Sure, there were hack magicians back in the time of Houdini, but what about the glorious 1970’s and 1980’s – a time when magic was a man’s sport. We didn’t stand around in artsy-fartsy suits and use flimsy mirrors to do our tricks. No, we used real tigers and really huge tanks of water. We had the cojones to walk around in skin-tight rainbow-colored bodysuits. We had long manes of hippy hair and huge manly moustaches that barely hid our buck-teeth. Those old-fogey 19th century magicians had tiny stages to do their parlor tricks on. I had television, baby! Bright lights and multiple cameras. I was in people’s friggin’ homes – by the millions. Try that Mr. Strange-Norrell. You’d probably cry and wet you pants knowing that half of America was watching you risk your life. Late 20th century magicians – we had game. You know, I may have been told that I looked like a reject from H.R. Puffenstuff, but at least I had the balls to chain myself up and nearly drown in a tank of water in prime time. The beauty of it all was that Mr. and Mrs. Middle America were hoping the freakin’ hippy would drown on television. And, you know what? I didn’t. I was a testimony to the fact that the open-hearted, bleeding-liberal, love-children were the real tough guys. Okay, okay, in retrospect I may have lost a bit of street-cred when I decided to run for Canadian parliament as a candidate of the Natural Law Party and lost (I certainly thought my campaign slogan was brilliant: "If I can make an elephant disappear, I can make the deficit disappear."). Can I help it if the rest of you were so far behind my forward thinking?
Anyway, I digress. The Prestige? Does that sound anywhere near as captivating as “Doug Henning’s Amazing Hour of Incredible Magic”? Jonathan Strange and Mr. Norrell? It sounds like a creepy law firm. And, The Illusionist? What a wimpy name for a magician. Is Edward Norton afraid to go by his real name? I didn’t. I was DOUG HENNING. Everyone knew my name – DOUG HENNING! DOUG: a man’s man’s name. “Hey, DOUG, what’s up?” “Yo, DOUG, wanna go skydiving or wrestle some alligators?” “DOUG do you want go find that Paul Skane from junior high school and give HIM a wedgie for calling you a buck-toothed pansy!” You bet I do – and then I’ll dunk him in a tank full of tigers and see if he can disappear before being mauled to death. Go DOUG!
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2006)
Today’s AA Speaker: Mr. Tom Waits
(If Mr. Waits Is Actually Like the
People He Writes Songs About)
Hello, I’m Tom. I am a partial alcoholic - partial to the whiskey Mickey Nickels concocted in his basement still. I did most of my hard drinking while living with Mickey in Reno - a dusty place full of loose cash, loose criminals, and loose women - my kind of town. I should have known not to mix whiskey and hookers. Her name was Rosie. She found me at Harvey’s Late-Night Diner – where the eggs are greasy enough to lube the carburetor of your father’s Lincoln. Rosie leaned toward me at the counter and said, “I prefer my bacon as crispy as a brand new $20 dollar bill and my eggs over-easy like I want you”. I was out of my seat before the heat came off my coffee.
This began a long alcoholic romance. Each day I’d play three-card Monte in the alley, rolling suckers for extra cash. Then Rosie would roll me over at her place. The day she lost those pasties and g-string in her grimy apartment was the day I found religion. Then I found cheap bourbon. Then Rosie found me in the alley, necktie around my head, talking to the trash cans. She stomped on my heart like a barrel full of grapes, and then left me and a bottle of cheap wine to find our way home.
I tried to quit on my own after that. I smoked a lot of Camels - so much it made my throat hoarse. I soothed it with a bottle of tequila – fourteen bottles, actually, and a fourteen day bender. I barely remember that last Saturday night. I cruised the streets in my old Oldsmobile, watching the street-lights gleam like diamonds on the windshield (tequila makes you hallucinate). I
came-to, parked on someone’s lawn, my head pounding like a ham-fisted piano player.
I went to find Rosie. I found her with her new boyfriend, Mickey Nickels, who had pockets full of cash from whiskey sales. He and my sweet Rosie tossed out dollar bills to the derelicts and vagrants like he was the King of Sixth Avenue. Sure my pork-pie hat was dusty and my coat had more patches than the tire’s on my uncle’s old Coupe Deville, but I knew I’d hit bottom when Rosie tossed me a fiver like I was some kind of gin-eyed hobo. It was then that I realized that I was a gin-eyed hobo. I didn’t drink again.
My final words to you are: remember to Keep It Simple, live One Day at a Time, and most importantly to Let Go and Let God - but don’t let your two-bit loser bootlegging buddy anywhere near your dusty old hooker girlfriend.
(Published on McSweeneys website – 2007)
All I Really Need to Know I
Learned from Kindergarten Cop
Drug Dealers Have Cool Names: Kindergarten Cop is about a cop, John Kimble (played by Arnold Schwarzenegger), who is out to prosecute a drug dealer named Cullen Crisp. “Cullen Crisp”: very cool name. “John Kimble”: not so cool. I decide that I need to seek out a cooler name. I don’t really want to sell drugs (though I consider selling my stash of Bayer aspirin). Instead I simply co-opt the name of the villain from Kindergarten Cop. My new name is Apple Crisp. It positively reeks of coolness.
Move to Astoria: A bulk of this film, if not every frame of it, is filmed in a place called Astoria. I have no idea where Astoria is. I guess it’s somewhere in California since Mr. Schwarzenegger is president or something there. Astoria seems to be an idyllic place to live. There is a lot of affluence - everyone seems to be gifted with a luxury car such as a Lexus or an SUV. I told my neighbor I was going to move to Astoria and he told me to get out of his fucking clothes closet.
Fighting Crime is a Great Way to See The World: John Kimble is a New York City cop. He gets to travel to the West Coast. Not only that but he gets to be a kindergarten teacher. It is decided: I will move to Astoria and fight crime in my spare time, kind of like a super-hero. “Look up in the sky, it’s a bird, it’s a plane…it’s Apple Crisp!” This means I need a costume. I return to my neighbor’s clothes closet and find a brightly colored poncho and a baseball cap that says “Dodge” on it. I will “dodge” things like bullets, criminals, and traffic cones. My outfit is complete.
Get a Sidekick: John Kimble gets to know one of his kindergarten students very well. The student says cute things and is instrumental in saving the day. This prompts me to seek out a sidekick. I go around to all of my neighbors and ask them if any of their children would like to help me fight crime in Astoria. I don’t get any takers. Perhaps my multi-colored poncho, Dodge hat, and Saran-Wrap mask (I added that to protect my identity) intimidated them. I try a homeless shelter to see if anyone there wants to be my sidekick. I have just about convinced a man named Mickey when the police come. I do manage to sell Mickey a baggie of aspirin before escaping out the backdoor. Go Apple Crisp!
Bulk-Up: Mr. Schwarzenegger is a fairly buff guy. He was a circus strong-man at one time I think. I begin a regime of eating huge breakfasts and pumping iron all morning. Unfortunately, this regime is broken up when my neighbor insists I stop eating his food in my underwear and to please honor the restraining order or he’ll call the police.
Seek Out Serendipity: In the end, after he catches the criminal and realizes how much fun he had in his pretend job, John Kimble decides to stay on as a kindergarten teacher. When I am evicted from my apartment for harassing my neighbors and not paying rent for a few months, I decide that I will begin my life as a super-hero. Of course I need something to fight for. This is a bit of a serendipitous no-brainer - I will fight for the homeless. I don my Apple Crisp costume and look up my new sidekick, Mickey. We break into my former neighbor’s apartment and fill it with as many homeless people as we can fit.
Apple Crisp (and Mickey) strikes again!
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2007)
The Gummy Bear Survival Guide
Gummy Bears want to kill you. It’s true. Sure those cute little confectionary morsels appear to be harmless and even quite tasty. But don’t be lured into a tummy-filled comatose stupor. These bears are ferocious, single-minded killers. I, too, was once coaxed by their seemingly delicious appearance. I bought bag after bag of the empty-eyed innocuous-looking bears. But soon I noticed some strange occurrences. For instance, when I bought one bag of Gummy Bears at Stop and Shop, I returned home to find eight bags amongst my groceries. Then, now matter how many I ate, the nice blue ceramic bowl I kept them in was always completely filled. I mean, I ate at least four to six cereal bowls full in the morning alone. They know how to replicate. Now I can’t find my cat. The obvious suspect? The Gummy Bears. I have become convinced that Gummy Bears have a plan to not only eat our cats, but to over-throw the human race. And, after exhaustive, meticulous research I have come up with a response. But I need your help. Here is a mini-guide on how to survive and perhaps stop the full onslaught of Gummy Bear hordes:
Why are they out to get us? This is a great question. I have two theories. One is, simply, they are sick and tired of watching us eat their own kind by the handful. They are sickened by our gluttonous nature. The other theory is that the Gummy Bear (which originated in Germany in 1922 as the Gummibär – “rubber bear”) were a secret weapon of Hitler as he tried to create a flesh-eating army of SS candies.
How will they attack us? I believe that Gummy Bears are not unlike Venus Fly-Traps or Pitcher Plants. It is their amazingly
brilliant and yummy-looking colors that lure us to not only eat them, but to also purchase them by the box-load. Their Gummy-Strategy has been to cater to those that will most easily be tempted to buy them by the case-full: stoners and children who have their own credit cards. As you know, these are also the most vulnerable people in our society. So, not unlike the use of the Trojan horse, we will have carried their armies into our very homes. And, at some undisclosed time that I have not yet been able to ascertain, they will rise-up and overtake us – turning our warm fleshy bodies into piles of crumbling bones.
I also have a pet theory based on the fact that Gummy Bears are made of sugar, glucose syrup, starch, flavoring, food coloring, gelatin, and…citric acid. That’s acid, folks! Just recall the creatures in Alien and the acid in their blood - you can see where I am going.
What can we do? The image of millions of translucent red, green, yellow, and orange bears stampeding en-mass across the streets, houses, and malls of America obviously sends deep chills of abject terror into anyone. But do not fear. As difficult as it is to conceive, the Gummibär are vulnerable. In fact their vulnerability is so obvious, you will smack your own head when you wonder why you didn’t think of it yourself: You must eat more Gummy Bears. Yes, the source of their monstrous rage is the source of their own demise. We must up the ante and not just eat them by the delectable handful, but we must eat them by the shovel, bucket and large-troughs-that-we-use-to-mix-cement-in full. Of course, if you are concerned about eating too many bears – that your stomach might explode as you are saving humanity – just eat their heads. It is the only sure way to immobilize them.
Final thoughts: The war won’t be easy. We will be victorious. But, even then we can not rest. Once we have repelled the Bear invasion, after we’ve eaten every last one of the Gummy-Hordes, we must be prepared for the next assault – for there is a Gummy Alliance at work in the world. Yes, keep your eyes peeled for the Gummy Frogs and the Gummy Worms. A tasty but noble war we must all be prepared to fight.
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2007)
If Allen Ginsberg Had Written Pay-Per-Click Ads
AMERICA I’VE GIVEN YOU ALL AND NOW I’M NOTHING
America two dollars and twenty seven cents
Cheap tixs to Europe and the Far East
I WALKED ON THE BANKS OF THE TINCAN BANANA DOCK
And sat down under the huge shade of a Southern Pacific locomotive
To look at the sunset over the box house hills and cry
Try the only all-natural Prozac alternative.
MOLOCH! SOLITUDE! FILTH! UGLINESS!
Ashcans and unobtainable dollars!
Save on bulk boxes of Swiffers at the Marketplace.
IN MY HUNGRY FATIGUE, AND SHOPPING FOR IMAGES,
I went into the neon fruit supermarket, dreaming of your enumerations!
Try Phedra the true slimming alternative.
THE BEST MINDS OF MY GENERATION
destroyed by madness, starving hysterical naked -
did you say “naked”? Cum see naked chicks here.
(Published on McSweeney's website – 2008)
Happy Birthday from the Future
Sweetie:
Happy birthday from the year 2023!
I have not changed much since 2008. I was the first one on the block to get an iPhone. In 2011, as you'll find out, I will pre-order the GoogleCoffeeMaker. And ten years after paying for a voucher I am still waiting for my Blackwater Water Filter. I could have picked you up a blender or a couple of roses. Instead, I was the first in line at the local post office to send you this unique gift. Once a geek, always a geek!
Anyway, laws on sending messages to the past restrict the number of facts about the future I can reveal to you. So here is one: in 2018, we will buy an AngBurmaDoodle – a genetic hybrid dog, cat and rabbit as a pet. We will name it Harvey and we will be absolutely in love with it!
Love, George
***
Sweetie:
Well my birthday gift did not go over as well as I had hoped. I won't go into detail, but let's just say that it had something to do with buying a gift that you will receive twenty-five years earlier instead of on your actual birthday. We had a big argument and
I've been forced to sleep out in the docking bay with Harvey. I
thought I'd send you this letter which you will have read long before we get into the argument. Perhaps by using this (as you call it) "new-fangled-techno-crap" it will help smooth things over.
I am sorry.
Love, George
***
Sweetie:
Okay, you asked me to be more specific about my apology: I am sorry that I ruined your birthday. And, yes, you are right - it would have been more helpful and practical to warn you about World Plague I and II in my first letter instead of telling you about, as you put it, "that psychotic flea-trap Harvey". To use a phrase from the time you are reading this: my bad.
Love, George
P.S. do you think you could leave the keys out to the HoverVan for me? I'm tired of having to thumb a flight to work every morning.
***
Sweetie:
I know I've screwed up many times. I've repeatedly spent all of our savings on gadgets and fads. I've not been the most communicative of husbands. I know that I've tested your patience over and over. But it can't be all bad, can it? We've stuck it out all of these years. We've had some fun times. Here is a preview for instance: we are going to go to San Diego for the World Tech Expo 2010. And, besides daily migraines that will keep you from checking out the booths with me, we will have a blast.
Love, George
P.S. I received the divorce papers this morning. Your claim that we never "consummated" our marriage because I was too exhausted from text-messaging is both hurtful and really only partially true
***
Dear Joyce:
I don't know if by sending this letter I am technically breaking the restraining order. But I want to let you know that I have finally gotten the message. I am beginning to accept the fact that our thirty-five year relationship is coming to an end. I am sending this last letter from the future because I want to actually thank you for helping me learn something about myself. And even though divorce is really such an extreme, I feel I will be a better human being because of this.
Sincerely, George
P.S. I am wondering if you could at least let me have the 18-foot roll-up Beryllium Plasma television. Halo 215 comes out next week.
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2008)
The Coyotes Who Sometimes Hang-Out in the
Woods Near Frank Stellgard’s Home Talk to Him About Their Preference in Beer (Sort of)
Hey, Frank – wake-up. It’s us. You know, the coyotes that hang-out in the woods behind your house. Don’t panic, we know you’re a bit drunk, and this could easily be a beer-induced dream. Or, it could be real. We also know that you think we sound like a group of frat boys laughing around a keg when we’re carousing near your home. Well, hey, we are “wild” animals, aren’t we? Truth be told, that drunken frat-boy thing is closer to the truth than you would think. You see, the reason that we are increasingly being seen in suburbs and towns is not because people have been cutting down forests to build more homes and malls. Nope, it’s because of beer. That’s right. We love the stuff! We can’t get enough of it – Guinness, Sam Adams, Corona, even Miller. All it took was a taste from half-filled cups left at keggers in the woods, and now we can’t get enough.
Let me tell you why we are here, Frank. It’s because we understand your “situation”. We’ve seen a lot of mid-life crisis stuff before – though not personally, of course. Believe it or not, coyotes, while generally a bunch of beer-gulping carnivorous animals, are also quite wise and perceptive. This is why we came to you tonight and are whispering in your window. Initially, we came here because we caught scent of the empties from the two six-packs you polished off tonight (clearly you are quite the light-weight since it took only six beers for you to start screaming
at the lawn that you are sick-and-tired of mowing it every few
days. I wonder what Dave’s Paving will think about that message you left for them to be at your house at 8 A.M. sharp or you’d come down there and show them what’s what. It’s a good thing your wife and kids are away for the weekend – wouldn’t have wanted them to see you in such a state).
Well, initially, we were disappointed that you not only drank both six-packs, but also licked out the inside of the bottles, too. We were about to run off to the apartment complex a few blocks over where some college kids are spending the summer (last week they were drunk enough to think we were neighborhood dogs and gave us beer in dog-food bowls. It was Bud, but we long-ago decided that when it comes to free beer, we aren’t going to be choosey). Anyway, we decided to hang-out here for a bit and help you with your dilemma. I think we have something important to impart to you.
But before I “impart”, let me explain something. You seem like a pretty smart guy, what with the glasses and the Prius in the driveway. Perhaps, then, you’ve heard some Native American lore – maybe in a movie or on TV. There is this legend of the Coyote-Trickster. Yes, you see, we have various myths and legends attached to us – in other words, we carry some serious mojo! To put it simply, some Native American tribes think our spirits come to them and speak the truth about something. If a coyote comes to you in a dream, or in your case a drunken stupor that doesn’t really pass for anything close to true-sleep, than you should listen. Of course, the “tricky” thing is, we are “the trickster”, so what we say may actually be true, or it could be a trick.
But don’t worry about that now; we’ll let you sort that out when you are awake and sober in the morning.
Anyway, we know what’s going on in your psyche, man. You’re in your forties. You have a wife and two kids. You have way too much debt. Your wardrobe went from city-slick to country-bumpkin. You have a house with two more bedrooms than you
really need and a too big lawn. Your kids even found your old collection of Fantastic Four comics and colored all over them
with markers. You feel you’ve lost something. And, you’re freaked.
We also know that some nights you’ve heard us baying out in the moonlight while you’ve tried to sleep. You’ve heard us and thought we sound like the previously mentioned frat-guys. And, instead of thinking of that analogy and laughing it off, you feel jealous. You remember all of those keggers in the woods with your buddies. You remember drinking to excess (like tonight, without all of the psychotic yelling at the lawn). You remember those nights of slobbery groping with girls in the darkened woods or in the backseat of your car. And now that your life is so staid and predictable - you find you miss that stuff.
We get it. We love our lifestyle, too! Sleep all-day. Get up in the late afternoon, rummage for some grub (or grubs) and then hit the streets (or woods) and look for fun – in our case, more food and beer. We’re always surrounded by a group of female coyotes, barking and flirting with us. It’s pretty damn awesome.
But, you know what Frank? You can join us. Sure, just for one night. The wife and kids are with her mother. We’re alone. No one will know. We could use some new blood. So go for it, let’s go romping!
That’s it Frank, get out of bed. We know the ground is spinning a bit, but ignore it, you’ll get your bearings in a few minutes. No – don’t puke – hold it back…there that’s better.
Now, of course, you can’t go coyote-romping in your sweat-pants and t-shirt. No way. You need to get naked – connect with that inner-wild animal. That’s it – throw away those symbols of conformity. Let yourself roam free. I know it’s a bit cool out, but after running around on all fours for an hour or two, you’ll warm up and be glad that you’re stark-naked. Oh, what’s that? Of course you need to run on all fours, you’re a coyote now, damnit. Come on Frank, time to think outside-the-box. That’s it. Now try running around in a circle, look out for that floor-lamp…whoops.
Don’t worry about it, just avoid the glass. Okay, now let’s hear
you bay – let’s hear you cry out like a freakin’ wild coyote. Don’t worry about the neighbors, they’re sound asleep. Go for it! Okay…well, perhaps we can work on that.
Are you ready to come out and hit the wild night-life? No, don’t go through the window. You should go out the door, so you don’t break anything else. Maybe go out through the kitchen door. We’ll meet you on the back patio. We’ve still got three hours until dawn – lots of fun and frolicking to be had. We’re waiting…
Oh, by the way Frank, can you grab that other six-pack in your fridge on the way out? Thanks, man.
(Published on MonkeyBicycle website – 2008)
So Now You’re a Therapist
Congratulations! You’ve finished your graduate classes. You have your diploma. You’ve completed your internships. Now you're ready to start seeing clients. Well, almost. There are a few more things we need to impart to you before you can hang the placard on your office door that says: “Therapist”.
First of all, you need to change your hair. Yes, it's a perfectly fine hair-cut, but it's too flat. As a therapist you need frizzy hair. It needs to stick out and be a bit unruly. I suggest a loose perm. Why do you need frizzy hair? Well, actually it's a trade secret. But I can tell you that it has something to do with distracting clients from your drooping eyes when you're bored stiff by their constant yammering about “unmet needs” and neglectful parents. Also it has something to do with hypnotism and sleight-of-hand. We can tell you more when everything is official.
Next, you need scarves - lots and lots of brightly colored scarves. And you need to learn to tie them around your neck in jaunty knots. Of course, you wonder, what if I were a male therapist? Well, it's not an issue since male therapists don't exist. Why scarves? No, silly, its not so you can have something to give a client when they tear up because of the masterful question you pose which exposes some unbelievably deep hurt in their life. Actually, we don’t really know why therapists wear scarves. Perhaps it's so you have something to juggle when clients don’t show up (which, by the way, happens all the time. It is a little known fact that some of your most successful therapists spend seven to eight hours a day seeing no one, and still get paid by insurances).
Then, you need to use these patented pastel-colored paints for your office walls. They appear to be colors that will sooth and calm anxious patients. Actually, its not the colors that matter, it’s the fact that you can wash blood off the walls with these paints. I don’t know if they told you this in graduate school, but you should expect at least one or two patients to commit suicide in your office each week.
Finally, here is your clipboard and some pads of paper. This is where you will appear to take notes on what your client is saying. Actually, the pads of paper are specially made for therapists. If you look at the pad from an angle it looks like lines of neatly hand-written notes. But, from straight-on, it is actually games of Soduku. Soduku is a great way of keeping your brain alert and in condition for those moments when your client “might” reveal something of significance; such as a lurid affair or the fact that he or she keeps a beaver costume in their closet and likes to wear it when they dance their little frolicking animal dance for their forest of animal friends. Not that there is anything wrong with believing in and, actually, worshiping a small menagerie of invisible animals that live in your closet and only come out to dance for you. Lots of perfectly sane people love to frolic, right?
I see they taught you in graduate school how to nod quietly and in-tone “Mmm” and “Uh-huh”. Actually, you are quite good at it.
Good luck, Therapist!
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2008)
I Am Glad My Childhood
Dreams Did Not Come True
I wanted to be the Six Million Dollar Man.
I am married and divorced several times. Each of my wives become increasingly annoyed with the constant "do-do-do-do-do" sound I make when I lift, run, stare at, or listen to something. My non-bionic left arm atrophies due to lack of use, making me look oddly lopsided. Then as I reach the age of fifty, my bionic limbs begin to stiffen and creak with overuse so I walk with a gimp and creak like a rusty truck. I decide to hire a lawyer and sue the doctors who turned me into a half-robotic freak. Since I have been unemployed for several years I try to get a loan based on the six million dollars I am worth. Finally, I commit suicide when I realize that the six million dollars, after inflation, is not worth much more than forty-six bucks.
I wanted to wear the X-Ray Specs I ordered from the back of a comic book for the rest of my life.
The X-Ray Specs consist of plastic frames with cardboard lenses that have a hole filled with red-threads. The ad suggests that I will be able to see through girl's clothing amongst other things. The only way I can see "through" anything is if a person is standing in front of a bright light. And then I only see a shadowed outline. Since I am now stuck wearing these things for the rest of my life, I am ostracized throughout high school. I
become an isolated misfit. The only job I am able to find is at a
joke shop. I am arrested several times for harassment after stalking women who are wearing dresses and are standing in front of unusually bright lights. I get a good lawyer. He supplies the judge and jury with similar X-Ray Specs. They see how lousy they are and conclude, also, that you can't really see shit with them.
I wanted to be able to use The Force.
I find that whenever my little brother Danny is annoying me I am able, like Darth Vader, to make him feel like he is choking. I also try to do some good things, too, such as mentally lift the sofa my mother wants to move across the room or write essays for school by lying on my bed reading comics while "The Force" types my paper across the room. But I find that the choke-hold trick becomes more and more useful. I am able to dispatch bullies with a wink. I am able to get liquor store clerks to let me buy beer when I'm fifteen. But after awhile this truly gets away from me - anyone who pisses me off gets the choke-hold: the driver who cuts me off, my bosses, the guy in the theater who keeps text-messaging during the movie. I can't control it anymore. I hire a lawyer to sue George Lucas. We lose due to Mr. Lucas' phalanx of attorneys. My lawyer, the judge, and George Lucas mysteriously die of asphyxiation.
(Published on Yankee Pot Roast website – 2008)
Dionysus: Party Clown
Hello tiny humans!
Now that your mothers are gone, let me introduce myself. I am Dionysus, god of wine, inspirer of ritual madness and ecstasy, also known as Bacchus and the Liberator. I am the patron deity of agriculture and the theater. My divine mission is to usher forth the beautiful music of the aulos so as to bring an end to care and worry.
And, little Bobby Paxton, to make your party for turning four super-duper fun!
For starters let's review the list of libations offered at this mini bacchanalia. Little Bobby, please tell me that is a fine heady and robust merlot in those cups and not cranberry juice cocktail. How can we expect to strip ourselves of all of our social influences and inhibitions without a glorious liberty-freeing vintage?
Excuse me, smallish woman, what is your name?
Yes, Margaret, while I appreciate your predilection toward fulfilling one's primal need to consume that which pleases you, little Bobby's mother demanded that I keep you "little beasts" away from the birthday cake. There is a line, Margaret, between unbridled hedonism and just plain old gluttony. And I must say from the size of your girth I would guess gluttony is a demon with which you probably wrestle consistently.
What? No, I don't know how to make balloon animals. I am, however, prepared to produce a small retinue of my Maenads to feed us, by hand, juicy red grapes.
No, I do not know how to walk like a robot and chase you around the room. And a true celebration does not involve one getting "pantsed" and honking one's red nose. We should simply just lounge around while drinking...
Margaret, please stop your tears. Your loud crying is beginning to upset the other revelers here.
Why is that boy under the table and sucking his thumb? Bobby, calling him a "stupid baby" is not helping. Go pull him out from under there. Margaret, please don't call out for your mother. Don't you know that mothers are a significant impediment in life? I should know, my mother was a mere mortal. While the daughter of a king, she was not a god, like my father Zeus. I've never lived that down up at Olympus. Plus moms can put quite the damper on a good debauchery-filled party.
Yes, that is leopard skin I am wearing. No, I did not kill the leopard with my bare-hands. Yes, I know that Leopards live in the jungle. Listen, enough with the questions! And will all of you diminutive kids stop crying and get out from under the table! Where's Margaret? Oh great, here come the mothers! Little Bobby, hide my wineskin of Riunite under the couch. Listen, let's just eat the damn cake, I'll grab my paycheck, and then I'm out of here.
You kids are impossible!
(Published on McSweeney's website – 2008)
There Must Be Fifty Ways To Heave Your Brother
(or seven at a minimum)
Over your back, Jack
With a two-hand toss, Joss
What about a little lob, Bob?
Use a bit of heft, Jeff
Ask friends to give him a hurl, Earl
Be sure to bend at the knees, Lee
Try some C-4, Elmore
(Unpublished)
Interview with a Butler
Please listen: I was always very loyal to Master Richie Rich - right through to the end. As a butler, I was trained to know what the highest definition of loyalty is. Of course, Master Richie’s recent death has been difficult to contend with. But, I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about his murder and who the culprits might very well be. Richie Rich would surely have done the same for me. Let me be clear though - I assure you that I had nothing to do with his untimely demise. I am here to set the record straight.
Those slapdash money-managers of Master Richie’s, they were the real killers. They couldn’t sell chapeaux at a haberdashery. All of their promises of more billions by investing in all of those dot-com companies, that’s when the end began. Richie’s riches were all lost, more money than anyone will ever know.
There were other murderers, too, like those heathens of the comic book business. And, Richie’s damn lawyers. The ones who ignored the clause in his comic book contract that said, “you will forfeit all rights and remuneration’s when and if your yearly income drops below $100,000.” That was it. While his cartoon image went on to play with Richie’s fictional billions, the real Richie moved into a one-room flat.
But, I remained loyal. Always did. I’ll tell you, most employees would turn-tail and run for the hills when their employer was no longer able to compensate them. I stayed with Richie, though. I said to myself, “Hugh Cadbury, the Rich’s have always treated
you well, And, Richie has always been able to get himself out of
difficult situations. You should live up to your butler-oath and
stick it out with him.” So, I did. I took up residence on the couch in that one-room flat.
The drinking was an issue, of course. Richie found a deep affection for Jack Daniel’s. His drinking became worse after he tried to re-gain notoriety by dating too many viscous starlets. But, of course when they found out he didn’t have any money, they dropped him like yesterday’s Wall Street Journal. It became a bit pathetic. In the midst of a drunken stupor, I remember him pleading to me: “How do you make money without having money?”
Sure, I had my loyalty tested. There were many moments when I thought, “Hugh, m’boy, you could live better than this - making baked beans and canned brown bread for an alcoholic blond-hair boy who will apparently never grow up.” Sure I had thoughts of helping him out by smothering the fool. But, I stuck it out.
The nail in the coffin, so to speak, was when that misguided boy thought to re-structure his image and make a comeback. I have to admit that I counseled otherwise. The idea of becoming a white rapper was ill conceived at best. But, he went forward. His one album “Po’Boy Blues,” as everyone knows, flopped - rejected by the rap community for being insulting. Something about Richie’s lamentable idea of writing songs concerning his experience of “oppression” in going from rich to poor.
And you can be sure I was upset about that article in Rolling Stone. The one where he blamed my bass playing as the reason his album went belly-up. Who wouldn’t be furious after spending so many years being a contrite, obedient, and yes loyal, servant and then read in a magazine that “the stupid butler could not find a groove to save his life”? Yes, I was quite reasonably irked. Did I kill him? Would it matter what I said to you now? Everyone thinks I did it. You know, the truth is, in the end loyalty is like a starched shirt: stiff, awkward, and no one bloody-well notices or cares anyway.
(Unpublished)