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Statistics, I had four
years in college, required. All I recall is the answers are x over why.  But
the probabilities make sense. The probability of winning the lottery is zero. I
did show one Instructor how to make an “infinity” sign, you make a lazy 8. I
got a B.


[image: Infinity symbol]


 


Engineers have their own
brand of logic. When frozen dinners first came out, I asked an engineer what he
thought of the new meals. He said, “You shouldn’t eat your food that cold.


 


I was a guest at a dinner
with a group of physicists, all exceptionally erudite - in physics. I
made a droll comment about the traffic in Boston, which had something to do
with the incidence of time as related to space. The scientists put down their
forks and stared at me. Apparently what I said violated the Law of Gravity. I
was not invited back.


[image: People having a meal.]


I arrived at the San Diego
terminal and waited quite awhile for my friend to pick me up. My phone rings,
my friend says, “Where are you? I have been waiting…”


“I’m
here, up at ‘Arrivals’,” I said. She replied, “Well, I’m down here down at
‘Departures’.” “Uh, oh…did you want me to go down there?”


“Yes.
It’s easier parking.”


 


A little old lady friend
of mine returned from a tour of England. “How did you like it?” I asked. “I
didn’t realize they had so much history.” She said.


[image: Tower Bridge.]


 


When I was a little girl,
cars were still a wonder. The scientists cautioned us that if we ever drove
over 35mph, the vacuum in space would rip open our doors and we would be sucked
out into space. So on our way up to the moon we kept the capsule door shut.


 


When I was a little girl
and a plane flew over the area, we’d all rush out and wave at the pilot. He
would wag the wings to say, “Hello!” Pilots were so handsome. I said, “One day
I’m going to marry a pilot.” And, I did.


 


A note, posted in the Obit
Column, said, “Jean, we’re sorry we missed the funeral services for John. We
had the office Christmas party that day. May God be with you in this time of
sorrow.”


[image: tombstone - RIP ]


An engineer I know bought
an organ. I said to him. “I didn’t know you could play the organ.”  “I can’t,”
he replied. “But where is the problem? You just have to put your fingers on the
right keys at the right time.”


[image: Music notes]


A woman was expressing her
love of music. I assumed it was classical music. I asked her, “Do you like
Debussy?”  “Who?” she asked. “Claude Debussy,” I replied. She said, “Oh, I
don’t do well with names. I remember faces better.”


[image: Music notes]


I was at dinner at an
engineer’s home. His wife was clearing crumbs out of the toaster with a butter
knife. I commented, “That’s a good way to get electrocuted.”


“Really?” She looked over
at her husband, standing by, and asked, “Is that true?” He nodded his head in
affirmation. She put the toaster down, holding the knife, and stared at him.


 


One Spring, in Alaska, I
was hiking, alone in the grass covered meadows. So many tiny, beautiful bright
blue flowers drinking from perky, bubbling, ice cold water falls. I happened to
notice a big dog watching me. He had grey fur and yellow eyes. So unusual. I
called to him, “C’mere, Boy…” But he wouldn’t come to me.


My next stop in Alaska was
the museum in White
Horse. They had one of those big, grey dogs on display. Curious to know why, I
walked over and read the label, it said “Grey Wolf”. I fainted.


[image: A wolf]


I had thought about
starting an easy business, something high-class that would manage itself.  I
thought about starting an upper-class port-a-potty, but I also wanted
high-class names. I thought about, “Van Go” for Vincent, or “Potty Doo”, for
the ballet duet in Swan Lake, maybe, “Peez on Earth”, in general. Maybe ‘Raisin
d’être ici” for Philosophers.  Think about it.


[image: Image of a toilet, with surrounding signs - Van Go, Peez on Earth, Raisin d'etre ici and Potty Doo]


That reminds me. Two
Shakespearean actors were shopping for vitamins. One held up a bottle and asked
the other actor, “Is this Vitamin B, too?” The other actor replied, “That
vitamin is not to B.”


[image: A Shakespearean character]


Two little old lady
friends, both easily distracted, one had a tendency to wander. Concerned about
this problem, I asked the better grounded one, “Where’s Nora’s I.D.?” She
replied, “In my pocket.” “Well, if Nora gets lost, how will anyone know who she
is and where to bring her?” She looked at me as though I were a dunce. “They
can ask me, I have her I.D.”


 


It’s a good idea for
everyone to know more than one language - or, maybe even know their own, for
example.The super market had a sale on shrimp. The ad said, “Colossal Shrimp
Scampi - special sale.” “Scampi” is Italian for  “shrimp”.  A “shrimp” is small.
So selling “colossal” shrimp told us the seafood for sale was “extra large
small shrimp”. Having small “extra large” shrimp is extraordinary. But, how can
you have “extra large, small” shrimp?  I had meat loaf for dinner.


[image: A shrimp]


One woman I know belongs
to a small and obscure religion. She told me that their leader foretold the
future of the world on a note which he placed under a rock in San Francisco
five thousand years ago. I gently mentioned that San Francisco didn’t exist
5,000 years ago. “Yes, it did,” she replied. “That’s where he left the note.” I
wonder what the future will be?


 


Another night of lost
sleep. I keep thinking about thinking. How do we think? Where are all the words
stored? How do the words know which ones we want and when? Do words float
around and when we need to formulate a thought, do they appear at the front of
your head and line up?


[image: A random lot of colorful words bunched together]


That’s what Fritz Perls
says happens. We have concepts, ideas, memories, worries and what if’s all
jammed in our mind together. I hope I figure this out soon. I need some sleep.


 


My granddaughter and I
agree statistics make no sense.  My stat professor had x’s, y’s and epsilons,
this over that, minus something, all equaling y squared to the third power. The
problem stretched clear across the board. Who cares? When the dust clears, the
answer is, “Maybe it will happen, maybe not. No guarantees.” You can figure
that out while you’re brushing your teeth.


 


Have you ever looked at a
tree? Everyone is different. Some are really tall. Others are short and bushy.
Some trees have branches that stretch out to greet you. Other branches
hug the trunk and reach up high like they’re trying to catch a cloud. Some have
a rich perfume that clings to your hair when you go by. Others have ruby
colored apples, gold oranges or fat avocados hanging low enough you can grab
for lunch. How do trees know what to grow? Aren’t they amazing?


[image: A green tree]


I just finished reading
“Tractatus Logico”, Ludwig Wittgenstein. It’s a lotta words about a lotta words
- not much plot.  I have just one word to add, “Why?” I said I read it,
I didn’t say I understood it.  Well, actually I didn’t read it at all -
I looked at the pictures. What I wonder is how can you discuss the origin and
purpose of words that have not yet been invented? And, who invented language at
all? We could do without irregular verbs. If verbs become irregular over time
usage, let’s give each word a time to expire.


 


Logic. Yes, logic, who’s
logic? It seems each person has his, or her, personal version of logic. 
However, often logic is followed by the word, “but…”. If there is a “but”, then
there is no logic. That’s logical.


 


A friend and I were
engaged in a heated discussion about evolution. I pointed out some
discrepancies in her point of view. But she countered the argument by saying a
Professor at Stanford said so! That’s the Truth!


[image: A dinosaur]


When I was a child
everything was plugged in: the toaster, the iron, the radio, the lamps, the
phone, but not people.  I knew that cords plugged into the wall made everything
work, but what made people work? How come we could walk and move without a cord
plugging us in?  I used to sit on a stool in the kitchen watching people, and
the dog, move by themselves. I still wonder how we do that.


[image: A plug lying beside a wall socket]


My 84 year old neighbor
has hit a bad patch in life. She had to put her husband in a home for care, and
to save money she moved in with her 63 year old daughter. “Carolyn,” she joked.
“Now I have no place to meet my lovers.” I told her, “My house is your house.”
That’s what friends are for.


Lately I have been reading
the contents of canned foods more closely. Some brands put in something besides
salt. That will never catch on.


 


I heard someone say to a
friend, “I wanted to tell you, but I couldn't find the right words.”


“Couldn’t find the right
words? Well, where did you use them last? Did they slip down between the ante
and the bellum? You should be more careful.”


 


When I
got in my car ready to drive, I noticed a tiny spider had made a web on my
steering wheel. What to do?  I won’t make any U-turns.


 


When I
was a child, we had no clock. I was always late to school, and I was
exceptionally tall for my age. One day, when I arrived late to class, the nun
put down her eye glasses, stared at me and said, “She’s late again! And the
size of her!” To this day I wonder what my size had to do with my being late…?


[image: A girl with pigtails, standing beside an alarm clock surrounded by question marks]


I asked
my daughter to get me an ice pack. She got one from the freezer and said,
“Here. It’s nice and cold.”


 


Recently
I read an article about someone who was so surprised he was non-plussed. When
you are not surprised, are you “plussed”? “Do math teachers ever get annoyed
and say, “I am so plussed off…”? …maybe accountants?


 


My dog at
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