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The Intro
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The idea behind silly old buggers isn’t new. Even in prehistoric times I am sure that there was a phase of a person’s life that could be described as silly old buggerydom. Many of the most famous and infamous characters throughout history have committed actions aligned with silly old buggery. However, the title for this series came from a comment that was accidentally caught on camera by a journalist accompanying the then Prime Minister, Bob Hawke, out on the hustings. Bob had been waylaid by an elderly gent who was determined that his entrenched point of view should not only be heard but adopted by the Prime Minister. After patiently listening, Bob started putting up a different point of view which made as much impact as water off a duck’s back. In the end Bob walked away muttering “Silly old bugger”. Bob had quite rightly assessed the phase the man was going through and Bob himself would even go through not long after when he left politics.

However, the conversation and Bob’s mutterings afterwards flashed across news media around the world and Bob was vilified as being an arrogant, self-centred uncaring individual who showed contempt for others around him. But being an arrogant, self-centred uncaring individual who shows contempt for others around him is a perfect description of many of us who are going through the phase of silly old buggerydom. Bob Hawke may forever be associated with the term "silly old bugger" but wasn't one back then. However, it is easy to confuse politicians with silly old buggers but there is one readily identifiable difference; silly old buggers aren’t pompous. They don’t care enough to take on the added baggage of pomposity.
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Doctors
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The transition from NOB (Naively Optimistic Bastard) to SOB (Silly Old Bugger) happens almost undetected by most people. Some say that it must have occurred whilst they were asleep; but for me I know the time and date and the location. The notion that visiting a doctor because you are unwell is a very good one but this is sadly fraught with danger because of what quite rightly is called the waiting room. The waiting room is a hot bed of disease. You may want only to see the doctor for an ingrown toenail but after a short time in the less than comfortable chairs, bubonic plague seems a strong possibility. The cynics amongst us might surmise that this is the way doctors get ongoing business.

So, you sit there and everyone in this abattoir’s holding yard gives you the once over. Before you even have time to smile and mouth hello, the other patients have diagnosed your illness, allocated a possible treatment and assessed your likely life span. Heaven help you if you cough or sneeze because their death stares may reduce that lifespan estimate to just thirty seconds. If there is room people tend not to sit directly next to one another, this is it. The simple act of accidentally having your clothes touch someone else’s may transfer billions of diseased atoms across the divide.

Doctors use the name patients rather than clients for a reason. Patience is what you need and it isn’t available on the PBS. On arrival you queue up at the desk. Ahead there are people holding a myriad of prescriptions and trying to book another appointment. The receptionists are run off their feet so they sit on their gas lift chairs and look down on those lucky enough to have survived a visit. The receptionists ask these successful patients their names. Heaven help you if you have more than 12 items or you will be sent to another checkout. Obviously as the patient has aged so much in the waiting room they aren’t easily recognised as the same person who arrived three hours earlier. Finally, you reach the desk and say you have an appointment and despite having rung through to check an hour and half earlier, you hear the fatal words, “You’re in luck, there’s only one ahead of you.” As you ensured you were the first person after the lunch break, you wonder how this could be. Is the doctor still finishing the morning list and is then about to go for a late long lunch or was your appointment time, as you suspect, randomly drawn out of a hat.

Seeing a doctor is something that men will often avoid as they try to tough it out. So, there is almost a complete lack of magazines available for them. You wonder whether they should issue rubber gloves at the desk as you pick up the freshest looking “No Idea” magazine. Perhaps there will be an article on how fatal disease microbes linger on printed paper. On the cover you see that even Prince Charles has had some work done and perhaps your shares in a Botox producing company might actually be worth something. Apparently, Charles has ditched Camilla and is to be married. But just who is this lady Diana Spencer? The crosswords, Sudokus are all filled in but someone has made a meal of the cryptic crossword. Not all the answers can be – “no bloody idea”, “waste of time”, etc. One clue has been answered correctly though. Doctor of the insane (2). MD for doctor and MD for Manic Depressive. You look carefully though and see that an A has been squeezed in between the M and D. Perhaps that is what you are in even believing that you will see the doctor before the sun sets.

Boredom sets in after a while and you look at the fee structure on the placard up on the wall. Mentally you are rewriting it.

Brief Consultation becomes Brief Wait and next to it the dollar amount morphs into the words “Minor Miracle”. Though it could be that the doctor is new and untested by the locals who prefer to wait for centuries to see their “own” doctor; or the doctor is really crap.

Normal Consultation/Wait – two hours minimum

Long Consultation/Wait - see Normal

Overnight Consultation/Wait – to be expected BYO pillow. Breakfast will not be provided

Home visit – Unheard of.

You go back up to the desk to ensure that you haven’t been overlooked, dropped off the list or the doctor hasn’t been called away. Strangely you find that there are now only two people ahead of you. Perhaps the patient ahead of you has been there so long that her second and third trimesters have been completed whilst waiting and she has given birth. No, it turns out that the receptionist has the power to triage patients and shuffle things around. Australians are so used to patiently queueing that you are not surprised. Graciously you say nothing and look back at the gently lowing herd in the cattle pen and head for the exit. You want to give the doctor and the receptionist a piece of your mind but realise that you lost it somewhere in the waiting room.

It is not until you get the bill for not attending your appointment that you get annoyed and muster your courage and wear your most indignant pose as you walk past those queued at the reception desk to complain. Apparently, no-one ever does this and challenging a bill is unheard of. The receptionist wilts under your gaze, phones through to the doctor and then meekly says, “If you have time the doctor could see you now about the bill.”
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Shopping Technology
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As someone who can still remember money being put in containers and sucked up in vacuum tubes to be counted at a department store, I am still marvelling at how technology is influencing the way we shop. Gimmicks such as a chiropractor having the door handle a little lower to force you to bend as you enter their practice are being phased out and will be replaced by real-time x-rays of your back flashed on a huge screen as you enter the waiting room. Nothing worse than peer pressure, is there, to get you motivated for a spine crunching session.

The more I read about broadband and 3D printers the more I like. Home delivery of cappuccino in an instant is not far away. I think that the dating sites however will hog a lot of broadband width. The hologram shop assistant will be such a boon. They will be created having charm, genuine interest and always be there when you need them. Gone will be the day that a male partner is asked “Does this make my bum look bigger?” To which there is no reply. I mean if you say either yes or no it still indicates that the bum is big to start with. A hologram will be programmed to avoid answering altogether or at least won’t be able to be physically assaulted if a yes or no answer is given.

I think I will invest in a gym. Not in a membership but in owning one. To me the word gym invokes memories of running, jumping and landing legs akimbo on wafer thin mats, or sometimes bouncing off a tiny trampoline into the end of a horse that somehow is sitting in a hall. The authoritarian gym instructor would ask us to re-vault when this happened and sometimes we did, by running away. The purchase of a gym however is a sure winner. All those sweaty people walking on treadmills and riding bikes probably won’t realise that all that energy is being harnessed and put back into the electricity grid by the owner. My gym would have a ramp leading up to the door that imperceptibly moves. The person entering would not know that they are having the same feeling as having to battle up the wrong way of an escalator ramp. And when they leave the same ramp would give them the feeling of being much fitter.

Weight loss centres will have automatically adjusting doors so those enquiring will have to turn sideways to squeeze through and after a few sessions will find that there is always a slighter widening of the door opening for them to exit after each session. Pawn shops will automatically scan your bank account and wallet to assess just how much that you really need to borrow before they offer a token amount for a valuable object.

But by far the biggest innovation that changes in shopping technology will bring to us will be tailor made goods: Clothes that actually fit; breakfast cereal that is nutritious and doesn’t taste like cardboard; electrical goods that don’t crash and burn the day after the warranty expires; and food that doesn’t need a use by date because it is always fresh that day................................ oh wait, that used to be the case in days gone by and yet now it just sounds like science fiction. Go figure!
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MAMILs
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They crowd around one of the busiest intersections in Warragul. People cross the road to avoid them as it is difficult to get past and with so many of them there, it can appear quite intimidating. The police won’t move them along as there is no crime committed. Although I reckon thinking that wearing lycra in public as a positive fashion statement is a crime or at best the first sign of madness. I think too that the constricting effects of lycra has caused them to speak in a whole new language that only they can understand and has affected the brain functions of a normal human being. They believe that exercise is fun; that riding 50 km before breakfast is akin to the joys that most sane people get from sleeping in on a Sunday morning.

They sip their extra decaf light soy lattes affecting the mannerisms of the gentry by not using their pinky fingers at all. These they reserve for picking up their bikes which are super lightweight and like their owners appear that they would be blown away in the lightest of zephyrs. The owners are gaunt; skin stretched tight across the bony structures of their faces. Their bodies are so thin that they don’t even cast a shadow when the sun is low in the sky. Each thigh has a wider circumference than their waist. Their wiry frame looks as though it has been ravaged by a combination of amoebic dysentery and anorexia.

I too have a bike. Not one that costs more than a luxury car, but one that has served me well over the years. It is in almost as new condition and one of these days I will wipe the dust and the rust of it, take off the spokey dokeys and the pegged-on piece of cardboard that I once thought made it sound like a motorbike, and actually ride it. Perhaps I will even go down to that corner and order my own latte with double caffeine and whipped cream on top and try to assimilate with other riders. More than likely I will leave my bike stuck high up on the wall in the garage, safely out of reach. I will continue to cross the road to avoid breaking through the veil of lycra clad bodies that congregate on that corner, just so they can’t catch sight of my looks of envy.
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Supermarkets
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I just looooooooooove shopping. Oops! Some sarcasm has just dribbled across the page. Supermarket shopping is the worst. I am getting better at it though. I now watch to see which trolleys are brought back that have all four wheels functioning in some sort of working partnership. Invariably however, even with this careful scrutiny, I get one that has a wobbly, recalcitrant or unmotivated wheel and have to suffer the indignity of trying to steer this wilful untamed machine around aisles that seem to narrow the further you get into them. The only time the wheels work in unison is later in the carpark when they make an uncontrollable beeline towards my car. So far, my car insurance company has refused to pay out on claims of the wanton destruction caused by these malevolent creatures.

As you enter the supermarket you are besieged by either one of two groups at the doorway. One is a charity trying to sell you poppies, badges or to make a donation by preying on your guilt. The other is the regular sausage sizzle where you at least console yourself that you are getting something in return rather than just a good feeling. What you actually get in return are a few extra centimetres on your waistline. So, you feign that you are busy as you walk past and for the former charity group you plan to leave by a different exit. For the sausage sizzle group, you are sure your willpower will be enough but your trolley knows better and directs you to the antacid section in healthcare and you get some just in case.

Everywhere there are signs that offer you specials such as “two for the price of one” or “20% off regular price” even though the regular price seems quite exorbitant. You check your list, if you have it. Mine is either on the kitchen bench or still in the car. Despite your determination to get just what is on your list, things magically appear in your trolley by the time you get to the checkout. You can’t remember going up the confectionary aisle. Your trolley contents seem to resemble an inverted food pyramid. What you do remember is the long wait at the delicatessen, where you have been caught standing holding you ticket, hoping your lucky number will come up. In a mindless stupor, somehow your number gets bypassed and you have to get another number.

In the meat section you wonder how the meat actually stays cold because there is no top on the unit and you also try to work out what the difference between “best by” and use by date” is and what the actual date today is. There is only a clock on the wall which seems to running too fast until you realise that you have wasted the better part of half a day or half a lifetime shopping in this maze of produce. And it is a maze because you are surrounded by too much choice. You may want eggs but should they be barn laid, free range, or large, extra-large, in six, twelve or eighteen packs. Should they be certified as organic, orgasmic or transcendental? You just want eggs. In the end you just buy a roast chook.

When it comes to the check out, there are enormous queues at the manned registers. So that you don’t fritter the last remaining years of your life away you go to the self-serve registers. You scan everything by its barcode and the machine at its own leisure and whim decides if it will read the barcode. You find there is no barcode on the Gazette and so go hunting through the various sections. Not in stationery. Not in miscellaneous. Tempted to put it back, someone who is there to assist and been trained in recognition of panic, politely tells you to look in the bakery section. It is there and bakery just happens to be one of the few sections that you haven’t tried. You scan the tomatoes by weight and that same someone peeks over your shoulder and says that they aren’t tomatoes. Meanwhile the machine is beeping at you asking why the hell you haven’t put the tomatoes in the bag. You turn to the assistant and beg to differ. They look, smell, feel and probably taste like tomatoes, but you are told you are wrong. They are truss tomatoes. Your selection is cancelled and you are asked to search for truss tomatoes. Are they the ones grown locally or not? Were they harvested on the south side and on what day? It is the eggs thing all over again.

At long last everything is sorted and the machine has gobbled up all the notes in your wallet and spat out some change, reminded you to take your bags and you smile at the assistant who wishes you an enjoyable day. You smile, thinking it was an enjoyable day until I entered the automatic doors, and that there isn’t much of the day left anyway. Absolutely famished you head to the sausage sizzle to find it has been packed up. After you put the damn trolley back and investigate the scratches it has made on your car, you sit munching on some roast chook and a very expensive tomato. You look at your list and realise that you have missed a couple of essentials. A quick glance at the supermarket is enough to see you turn the key in the ignition, gun the motor and head for home but not before damaging the bottom of your car as you hit the poorly designed driveway crossing of the supermarket carpark.
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Chemistry
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Shakespeare was wrong. There are no seven ages of man. There are seven shelves of man. Recently I went to a chemist to have a prescription filled and unlike many others who are told there will be a ten-minute wait and that they might like to come back; I always say I will wait. I have seen what they do. There is a pile of prescriptions for those who will come back and those who will wait. The chemist’s ratio is usually one in every four will be from the “come back” pile. I may have silly old bugger tattooed on my forehead but it isn’t all that legible. I mean once upon a time you could reason that it took the chemist ten minutes to decipher a doctor’s prescription or even longer to mix up the powders and put them in a tablet. Nowadays the scripts are typed and the tablets or capsules are already prepacked. All he or she has to do is find the right box and put a sticker on it and then charge you a fortune if it isn’t on the PBS. How long can it take?

No, the ten minutes is to get you to wander around and accidentally find out that you have something else wrong with you and you will buy herbal remedies for weight loss, memory loss and er ... um... something else. The range of products that fill the shelves is amazing and are laid out so
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