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FREEDOM OF (THIS PART HAS BEEN
DELETED)

After
some preliminary research which included listening intently to the
radio over my morning smoothie, it occurred to me that the idea of
freedom of information has been getting a major makeover
lately.

For
example, in the matter of (This part of the column has been
determined to be too closely related to an issue currently before
the courts and/or in the process of internal review and may be
prejudicial to the fair treatment of the parties concerned.). Don't
you find it strange that (This passage has been withheld in the
interest of national security.) and that (It has been determined
that the release of this particular observation is not in the
public interest at this time.)?

There
is also the recent furor over (Honestly, why would you want to stir
all that stuff up again?).

It can
be conceded that (This phrase is currently under review.) at
certain times. We'd like to think that we can trust the actions of
(The mention of any of these groups in this context has been deemed
to imply improprieties which have yet to be proven.), but
considering how frequently information being released to the public
has been (The use of this verb at this juncture has been judged
inappropriate.), it's no wonder that (This comment has been deleted
due to its inflammatory nature.).

Over
the past couple of years, the increase in (These comments have been
temporarily removed pending a more thorough and thoughtful
analysis.). It's getting hard to believe that (Someone didn't want
to let this part go through until someone could find him a
thesaurus so he could figure out what some of the words
mean.).

Just
last week, we saw (Informed editorial comment about this event at
this time has been considered premature.). The more this happens,
the more we have to question (Nice try, but no, we don't think this
is appropriate.).

The
idea that so much information is so sensitive that its release will
send our society into a tailspin is, at the very least, unsettling
(We were leaning heavily towards taking that part out, but we
didn't, though we do reserve the right to change our minds
later.).It's becoming obvious that (No, no, no, no, not in your
wildest dreams, buddy.).

Who
decides what we should know? (That's a very good question, but we
can't see how providing any kind of an answer will make anyone feel
any better about the world, so the rest of this paragraph is
definitely not for public consumption at this time.)

(This
next part, although exceedingly interesting, will only give
credence to conspiracy theories which have long been discredited.
Don't people deserve to think that they aren't being misled? Why
would they want to get all worked up about a few misguided people
who seem to think that speculating on the possibly dubious
intentions of people who are doing their jobs is beneficial?
Surely, people who are more rational than this writer can see how
much unnecessary grief we're trying to save the
public.).

(This
last part, to be honest, was unintelligible to most of us, and
rather than putting in a bunch of 'expletive deleted' entries or
allowing people to read it and confuse matters even more, it has
been removed. Rest assured that when we manage to get this all
sorted out, we'll let you know what's really going on. Until then,
feel free to get out there and get on with your lives, okay? And
remember, ignorance can be bliss.)

 


DEALING WITH
THE OMINOUS PIE THREAT

 Being a vigilant, patriotic citizen
with nothing better to do on weekends, I've assembled an action
plan that will finally put an end to the careless and dangerous use
of baked goods. In light of the recent appeal of the thirty-day
sentence for assault imposed on the young gentleman who pied
Alberta's premier last year, it has become obvious that the justice
system needs far more clout when it comes to dealing with this
grave threat. More and more pies are being baked every day, and
decisive action must be taken before another public persona is
besmirched.

A
pivotal part of this plan is the national Pastry, Pudding, Sponge
Cake, and Cookie Control Act (PPSCCCA), which will strictly control
access to these potential weapons of mass embarrassment. This
hard-hitting piece of legislation, along with a federal Banana Peel
Registry, will ultimately stem the rising tide of slapstick
terrorism.

Think
about it; at the moment, anyone can walk into a neighborhood bakery
and arm themselves, even a child. Consider that the seemingly
innocent ingredients needed to make these projectiles can be
purchased without any identification at grocery stores and easily
assembled at home using widely-distributed recipes found in books
and on the internet. People are currently free to amass substantial
caches of cakes and cream pies with absolutely no fear of
reprisal.

And
what about donuts? Those things can really hurt if you throw them
right, and a piece of oatmeal cookie could easily take an eye out.
Cream puffs, cherry flans, cheesecakes, peach cobblers, sticky
buns: a sane and sober person can see that this situation is a huge
food fight just waiting to happen.

Our
law enforcement agencies have been powerless to prevent widespread
pie and cake use. Even after the senseless (though admittedly
amusing) attack on our former Prime Minister a few years ago,
Vancouver police were later unable to charge a local civil rights
lawyer after finding an undocumented Black Forest cake in his
trunk, even though he was well within the security perimeter
established for the PM's visit. A rumour that he was also carrying
an undisclosed number of fully-charged seltzer bottles was never
confirmed by police authorities.

The
PPSCCCA includes the creation of a Pie Stoppers Hot Line, allowing
members of the community to anonymously report unusual pastry
activity. Tips which lead to convictions are eligible to receive
discount vouchers for a defense course led by a highly-trained
counter-pie specialist ("WE CAN TALK THIS OUT, OKAY? JUST PUT THE
PIE DOWN AND NOBODY GETS HURT!").

Another component of the PPSCCCA is licensing those who wish
to carry small pastries for their own protection, as well as
security checks for anyone registering for courses at a cooking
school. Additionally, politicians will be encouraged to wear
meringue-resistant clothing, public facilities will be outfitted
with cake scanners, and police dogs will be trained to sniff out
tapioca.

Some
might claim that this kind of legislation will only complicate the
problem. After all, if we limit access to unregistered goodies,
only criminals will have them. Citizens fearing for their lack of
firepower may resort to black market pastry suppliers.

However, even though this plan may cause some initial
discomfort, law-abiding pie and cake users are sure to realize that
proper monitoring and control of all baked goods will ensure that
they will only be used as an aid in the pursuit and consumption of
low-nourishment desserts and snacks. Let's make sure we're using
these things for gaining weight, getting sugar rushes, and ruining
our health, like all sensible people should. Let them eat cake?
Hey, you bet your biscotti.

 


IT'S ELECTION
TIME, BUT HEY, DON'T BLAME US

 Here at the Malaprop Institute, we
are keenly aware that nothing can alienate members of the
electorate faster than forcing a general election at an inopportune
time, like during their vacations, over the course of the Stanley
Cup playoffs, or when there is something good on TV. That's why our
brainstorming team in our Muckraking and General Glad-handing
Division has been hard at work coming up with strategies for having
an election without the prospect of losing public
support.

Admittedly, a general election is costly and time-consuming,
and if it weren't for the occasional open bars and free schwag at
rallies, most people would probably prefer to pass their time
tweezing away unwanted body hair rather than listening to
candidates reciting a set of tedious slogans sent from their
respective Head Offices.

Unfortunately, without elections there would be no mandates,
and without mandates, there would be no reason for governing
parties to apologize later for not carrying them out.

Democratically speaking, an election is a way for the public
to think that - no, let me re-phrase that - a way for the public to
have a say in the mysterious workings of government. It is an
intricate part of the process that turns an election promise into
an extremely good idea once an election is over and later into an
interesting thought that has proven to be impractical now that
they've had a good look at it. Of course, it would be nice if
candidates would quit promising to do things that later turn out to
be impossible to accomplish, but with such a long-standing,
promise-oriented election infrastructure already in place, it would
make the campaign trail kind of depressing and possibly even
boring. When someone asks, "What will your government do about this
problem?" we have a tendency to hope that the answer isn't going to
be, "We'll take a crack at it, but don't expect any miracles, okay?
Vote for me."

As you
may have noticed, none of the current government hopefuls are all
that thrilled about being identified as responsible for triggering
an election. Instead, they would rather be able to blame someone
else for making them run around, put up signs, and promise to do
things they can't possibly do.

Have a
look at this sound bite that one of our brainstormers put together.
We feel that this approach will tap into the sympathies of
election-weary voters. "We're all here because of THEM. Because of
THEM, you have to actually figure out what a carbon future is.
Because of THEM, you have to start wondering how a government can
spend so much money and get so little accomplished. Because of
THEM, you have to wait for a WHOLE DAY for the polls to close so
they can re-open the pubs! Is that the kind of people you want
running things?"

Here's
another one. "The last thing I wanted to do is travel around
convincing all you good people that I'm listening to your concerns.
I'd much rather be going to committee meetings making sordid
comments about the intellectual capacities of members of the other
parties, but thanks to THEM, all you good people have to suffer
through me grunting out a list of half-baked plans into a
microphone."

These
two beauties are part of a list of three dozen sound bites that
we've assembled into a handy reference guide called Hey, Don't
Blame Us. We're fairly confident that once one of the parties slips
up and causes an election, sales to the other parties are sure to
be brisk.

 


THE COMMODITY
GRILLE BREAKFAST SPECIAL

 SERVER: "Welcome to the Commodity
Grille, sir. What can I get for you this morning?"

CUSTOMER: "Can I get some bacon and eggs?"

SERVER: "Would you like to try our Market Supply Wake-up
Special?"

CUSTOMER: "Sure. What do I get with that?"

SERVER: "As of 6:35 this morning, you get three eggs, four
slices of bacon, multi-grain toast, jam, coffee, and orange juice
for $7.95."

CUSTOMER: "That sounds pretty good."

SERVER: (LISTENS BRIEFLY TO A WIRELESS EARPIECE) "Yes, it
certainly does, sir, but now that it's 7:10 and there has been a
slight correction in coffee bean futures due to some recent civil
unrest in Central America, the coffee is extra."

CUSTOMER: "Really? Oh, well. Okay. That's fine."

SERVER: "Very good, sir. (LISTENS BRIEFLY TO EARPIECE) We've
also been informed that because of indications of another possible
avian flu outbreak, you will only get two eggs, but we can
substitute an extra piece of bacon if you'd like."

CUSTOMER: "I see. Can I get ham instead?"

SERVER: "That would have been no problem yesterday, sir, but
the current assessment of six month ham reserves makes that
particular substitution fiscally irresponsible. At the moment,
bacon stockpiles are considered relatively secure."

CUSTOMER: "Uh, yeah, okay. Bacon it is, then."

SERVER: (LISTENS BRIEFLY TO EARPIECE) "Ooops."

CUSTOMER: "I'm not going to lose another egg, am
I?"

SERVER: "No, but the jam is out. There's been a wildcat strike
on the Eastern Seaboard and sizable condiment shipments have been
held up indefinitely. For now, we should be able to provide a
continuous supply of marmalade, but according to our sources, the
current situation may escalate, so we can't guarantee that
marmalade will still be available by the time we serve
you."

CUSTOMER: "Okay. Look, I'll take the marmalade if I can get
it."

SERVER: "Very good, sir. (PAUSE) How do you want your
eggs?"

CUSTOMER: "What? Uh, well, over easy, I guess."

SERVER: "Oh. That complicates matters a little."

CUSTOMER: "It does?"

SERVER: "As you are aware, there has been some wild
speculation in the energy industry lately, and price surges make
the net effect on the over easy option hard to predict. We're not
in a position where we can guarantee that it won't impact the final
delivery of your breakfast."

CUSTOMER: (POINTS AT KITCHEN DOOR) "You do have some eggs and
bacon back there, don't you?"

SERVER: "Of course we do, sir. Look, I may be going out on a
limb here, but I feel fairly confident that we can accommodate your
over easy request. (LISTENS TO EARPIECE) However, we're getting a
little worried about the stability of the multi-grain toast supply.
Would you mind if we substituted white toast instead, just to be on
the safe side?"

CUSTOMER: "I dunno about this. Maybe I should just order
something else."

SERVER: (LISTENS TO EARPIECE) "Actually, you're in luck. We've
got a really nice surplus Spanish omelet with a cheese scone ready
to go."

CUSTOMER: (SIGHS) "Fine. I'll take that."

SERVER: "Very good, sir. (TURNS, STOPS, LISTENS TO EARPIECE,
TURNS BACK) "I'm afraid there have been frost warnings posted for
Florida and California. Do you mind paying extra for the orange
juice?"

CUSTOMER: (STANDS UP) "Tell you what, why don't you just sit
down? I'm going to run into the kitchen and pile whatever you've
got ready on a plate before anything else happens."


THERE'S NO TV
LIKE NEW TV

 It's almost time for the new TV season,
and, as you might imagine, producers, directors, and explosives
experts have been busy putting together exciting, new, and improved
programming to attract the interest of the discerning
viewer.

Thanks
to having an email address that is amazingly similar to someone in
the television industry, I've been receiving information about some
of the new shows in development for the coming season. You know,
it's amazing how many ways a handful of basic cookie-cutter show
ideas can be overhauled and re-packaged with only a modicum of a
new veneer. Here are some examples.

Science Now: Join a rotating roster of ex-MuchMusic veejays as
they host explorations into cutting-edge scientific and
technological issues. In the premiere episode, a panel of esteemed
scientists who also hang out at trendy metropolitan dance clubs
(they managed to find three) compare features on their cell phones
and speculate on the chemical composition of Donald Trump's
hair.

Baskets, Caskets, and Gaskets: An enterprising insurance
salesman develops a lucrative sideline selling wicker containers,
coffins, and plumbing fixtures out of his garage. The production
company warns viewers that due to the sleep-inducing content, they
should refrain from driving or operating heavy machinery while
watching the show.

We
Hang Around With Famous People and You Don't: You won't believe
what Gordon Pinsent buys at the store, what kind of toiletries
Sandi Rinaldo keeps in her bathroom, and which brand of potato
chips David Cronenberg prefers. Then again, maybe you will, but
these people are famous, so they must be living far more
interesting lives than you are.

Front
Page Challenge - The Next Generation: This resurrection of the
long-running series features an unusual twist to the original
concept. Instead of having the panel of near-celebrities ask vague
questions and miraculously guess the stories that put the guests in
the news, the guests will supply samples of hair, fingernail
clippings, and personal objects to the panel for examination. Then
the panel will exchange witty pleasantries about the items until
it's time for them to guess the right answer and go to the next
commercial.

Sex,
Coffee, Golf, and Dinner Parties: A group ofwomen, none of which
have any visible sources of income, go shopping at upscale stores,
complain about the service at clubs and restaurants, and have
affairs with their neighbours' husbands while wearing and/or
partially removing outfits worth more than most people's
houses.

Wrestling Al Fresco: See your favourite all-star wrestling
heroes as they stage rumbles at shopping malls, pubs, and movie
theatres. The producers of the show plan to remind viewers that
although some of the best footage features impromptu performances
from passers-by who joined in the fun, the real wrestling heroes
are the ones wearing tights.

We
Won, Nyah, Nyah: Teams of normal people are given the chance to
turn into crazed morons while completing silly tasks in exchange
for the possibility of winning big bucks, not to mention the chance
of belittling the abilities of their competitors in public, or,
when things are really working out well, members of their own
teams.

What's
Wrong With Me?: A perennial favourite of the afternoon viewing
audience, maladjusted people and families bear their souls to
reasonably credentialed hosts who tell them how to live their lives
before giving them autographed copies of their latest self-help
books.

The
Protege: People with far too much money, skewed morals, and
questionable social skills teach other people how to be just like
them. The producers were originally worried that the supply of
toadies willing to be openly ridiculed on network television was
dwindling, but once they doubled the amount given to the Grand
Prize winner, they were beating them off with rubber
nightsticks.

Rites
of Passage: A young teenager with strange parents living in a city
with next to no crime or cultural diversity tries to grow up and
graduate from high school without ever questioning the nature of
capitalism.

So Who
Wants To Be Temporarily Famous?: Competitors do their best
imitations of famous performers in front of a well-dressed panel
and then hope that everyone they know calls the toll-free number
and votes for them.

Hey, I
don't know about you, but I can't wait.

 


CLOUDY WITH INTERMITTENT BRAINSTORMS

Greetings once again from the Malaprop Institute, a remarkable
collection of well-dressed visionaries who are renowned for
dredging up catchy dogma for any occasion.Once the seasoned and
tenacious members of our Raison d'etre Division are given a
seemingly innocuous topic, they won't rest until they can identify
potential strategies and come up with elegant-sounding rationales
which are sure to inconvenience just about everybody.

How do
they do it? They brainstorm. Whether it's sorting out how to
respond to a major global catastrophe or deciding what would be
politically correct to serve at a brunch buffet, be assured that
they won't rest until they've met a healthy number of times and
concocted an impressively-worded plan to hold more brainstorming
sessions.

One of
our regular clients recently asked if we could share our
brainstorming secrets with others. Immediately realizing that this
query was worthy of at least half a dozen brainstorming sessions
just to discuss the possibilities, we chewed the idea down to
pablum and eventually decided to accomplish this goal through the
creation of the So You Think You Can Brainstorm Handbook. After
another twelve sessions, we came with a solid consensus about the
cover art for the hardcover and paperback editions, the paper
stock, and even the typeface.

Three
sessions after that, during a heated exchange about who to include
in the acknowledgements, an especially astute participant pointed
out that it might speed things up significantly if someone actually
started writing the manuscript. A mere eighteen sessions later, we
have pieced together a preliminary draft. Here are a few of the
juicier excerpts.

"The
first step in successful brainstorming is to properly define any
topics of discussion in such a way that solving them is considered
absolutely critical to moving forward. Veteran brainstormers know
that assuming that something doesn't need to be fixed if it isn't
really broken can be extremely detrimental to the brainstorming
process" (page 16).

"When
executed properly, the devised solution for an identified problem
creates unexpected problems in other areas, which in turn
necessitates the need for even more brainstorming. This fosters a
constant need for brainstorming sessions and helps to cultivate an
on-going sense of uncertainty" (page 27).

"Apprentice brainstormers - around here, we call them
drizzlers - are often unaware of some of the problems that can
arise during brainstorms. Simple things like having a few extra
pens, bringing a back-up oxygen canister, and wearing the
appropriate protective headgear can go a long way in preventing
regrettable mishaps" (page 10).

"Please be on time for the commencement of a brainstorm.
Arriving late can be extremely confusing if other participants have
already started heaving binders at walls or are threatening each
other with cutlery from the snack table" (page 36).

"An
appropriate venue for an effective brainstorming session includes
reasonably comfortable seating, suitable table space, acceptable
acoustics, and sturdy locks on all the venue doors and windows"
(page 88).

"It is
advisable for brainstorming neophytes to refrain from pointing out
that a similar issue has already been thoroughly discussed and
resolved. This will result in the striking of a number of ad-hoc
brainstorm committees to determine why the current brainstorm was
scheduled, as well as cause a temporary flurry of activity while
participants search through their notes and try to figure out why
they weren't invited to the last one" (page 121).

As you
may well imagine, this groundbreaking resource text will be in high
demand, and we suggest to our potential customers that they
seriously consider having a number of preliminary brainstorming
sessions to determine how many copies they will need, where they
will be archived, who will be supervise their distribution, and how
the subsequent effectiveness of the handbook will be assessed. That
should keep everyone busy long enough until we can brainstorm a
little closer to getting it published.

 


IN SEARCH OF
THE THREE-LEGGED UNDERPANTS

 In my relentless efforts to
keep you, the discerning reader, informed about the best in useless
trivia, I recently undertook an exhaustive twenty minute internet
search to find an online store that sells three-legged
underwear.

Someone mentioned them to me at a pub recently, and once the
idea got into my head and started bouncing off my neurons, I
realized I would never get a good night's sleep again until I
checked this out.

Surely, I thought, if functional three-legged gauchies do
exist, some shrewd entrepreneur must be making a fortune supplying
them to discerning cyberspace shoppers. Though my search turned out
to be, well, fruit-of-the-loom-less, I've uncovered a wealth of
amusing, contradictory, and thoroughly unreliable information about
this legendary garment.

Identifying the true inventor of three-legged underwear is, at
best, controversial. A number of personal websites claim that they
were invented by them, relatives, or close friends, often while
they were sharing a few drinks around a campfire.

One
site, View From The Grove, claims that the woman's son discovered
what he thought was three-legged underwear mixed in with a batch of
the family's laundry, but unfortunately, it only turned out to be a
sports bra.

Context is everything, I suppose.

According to Sandra Blake at viovio.com, the Japanese invented
them about twenty-five years ago. "The premise was that underwear
takes up a lot of space in luggage." Someone identified as "Webbie"
at hallsguide.com claims that when he was in Japan, a salesman
showed him "an add" (sic) for them. "Serious!!! You would wear it
like regular underwear, then the next day you would rotate them so
you used two other legs and on the third day you would rotate them
again."

Not
so, according to Alan Thomas of New Zealand, who claims that they
were the brainchild of Sir Les Paterson. "They were invented for
the busy executive so you can wear the same underpants for seven
days in a row. Think about it." I have, by the way, and the logic
of Alan's math still escapes me, as well as a contributor at
halfbakery.com, who contends that, "On Sunday, it's laundry
time."

A
translated Japanese book site talks about a study of women's
underpants during the Early Chosun Dynasty, which included the
discovery of three-legged underpants in a number of tombs. "The
part of short leg that contacted with the right long leg puts in
opening a left long leg or puts on opening a left long
leg."

I
don't know about you, but I think that says it all.

In a
related fashion matter, a less-than-reliable site claims that an
American patent was issued in 1997 for three-legged pantyhose.
"With Pantyhose 3x, you don't have to carry a spare and chuck the
old pair when you get a run or hole."

But I
digress. There is some documentation that shows that three-legged
underwear RACES are becoming popular. In 2006, the Windy City
Thunderbolts of Crestwood, Illinois staged their first annual
FanFest, which featured their debut of the three-legged underwear
race. "Three contestants have to squeeze together into a pair of
size-100 underwear and beat the opposing team to the finish line."
This, along with appetizing samples of hot Italian sausage and
Mexican jello, "gave fans an exciting preview of the upcoming
season."

Well,
they may be big, but at least we know SOMEONE is making them.
According to another site, someone was trying to sell some on
Ebay.uk, but the listing "was either removed or the item was no
longer available." Considering their purported convenience and
factoring in their environmental benefits in these tough economic
times, they may not be just for races any more.

 


THE 38TH
ANNUAL LABOUR DAY SHOWDOWN CLASSIC

 Good afternoon, football fans,
and welcome to the 38th annual Labour Day Showdown Classic from
Serendipity Stadium. The crowd here is geared up for three or four
solid hours of cheering, screaming, booing, and, if the past is any
indication, some entertaining displays of minor hooliganism. Yes,
there's nothing like a football game when it comes to bringing out
a person's inner Roman citizen.

Apparently, there has been an on-going tailgate party in the
stadium parking lot since last week, and lucky ticket holders were
already lined up at dawn today waiting for the gates to open so
they could start forming lines at the beer concessions. Scalping
reports put the price of a last-minute ticket in the
late-model-car-with-low-mileage range.

The
air is already thick with the smell of corn dogs and sunscreen, and
both cheerleading squads have been busy contorting their ways
through awesome pre-game performances, pom-pomming their hearts out
and building the excitement to a fever pitch.

Yes,
this crowd is certainly ready. We've already had our first streaker
of the day, and our crew of crackerjack camera operators have been
combing the stands looking for the next Pamela Anderson so we can
show her on the big stadium screen between plays.

We're
overwhelmed with the vast array of props that the fans have brought
along. From giant sponge hands to hats, flags, and sunglasses that
could easily have come from a Liberace floor show, it's hard to
imagine that any of these people will respect themselves in the
morning.

And as
usual, groups of fans, many of whom are sporting body paint jobs
that would scare a circus clown, are holding up all manner of
banners and signs. We may even show a few of the groups to you, our
viewing audience, just to see if they'll get really excited about
being on TV and start dancing around like clockwork dolls.
Personally, a couple of my favourite signs so far are, "Send Don
Cherry to the UN," and "We're just hiding here until our kids go
back to school."

We've
also been informed that the man they call "The Wandering Pain" is
once again in attendance. He happily makes his way through the
stands with a portable air horn, sounding it at random intervals
and blowing out the odd eardrum in the process. He ended up in a
body cast after last year's game, but thanks to follow-up
physiotherapy and reconstruction surgery, he feels he's ready to do
his part.

It
doesn't get any better than this, that's for sure. Not only do we
have a great game coming up eventually, but I'm sure some fans
can't wait for the half-time show featuring world-famous performers
that can barely be heard or seen above the middle bleachers. An
internet poll was conducted to determine fan preferences for this
year's show, and promoters have promised they would include at
least one of the top five acts voted "most in favour of having a
wardrobe malfunction."

Why do
the fans do it? Ask anyone staggering through the throngs looking
for a first aid attendant and they'll tell you: bragging rights.
They want to say they were here when their team won, and by gosh,
if their team loses, they can say they were here and their team had
BETTER fans and it wasn't their fault that the bloody referees were
paid off.

Yessiree, it's all about pride. Sure, the food and drinks and
parking are hideously expensive, and the seats are small and
uncomfortable, and it takes half an hour to get into a washroom,
and Lord knows what you're getting sprayed with from a couple of
rows up, but this isn't just a game, folks, it's an
experience.

And
besides, if you go to the game, you don't have to sit through
endless commercials breaks, but for now, sit back and relax, and
after ten or twelve words from our sponsors, we'll bring you live
coverage of the coin toss and a comprehensive post-toss
analysis.

 


JUNK FOOD AND
COMPUTERS

 Computer visionaries have
speculated that it may not be long before our PC's can run on sugar
instead of electricity.

It
sounds amusing, but on the other hand, it sounds kind of
scary.

From
there, it's not much of a leap to think that someone will
eventually be able to get them to run on actual food.

For
those who already pay more attention to their computers than they
ever do to their friends and families, having a unit that can eat
things as well would make it a near-perfect replacement for human
contact; they could even take it out for dinner.

Unfortunately, though, the prospect of being able to feed
tender morsels to our Pentium companions may be opening a few doors
which would be better left closed.

We
already know what a diet of unfortunate foodstuffs can do to human
operating systems, and given the capacity of some people to
overindulge pets by feeding them all kinds of 'forbidden' snacks
that they enjoy themselves, it may not be long before desktops and
laptops - through misguided expressions of affection - fall prey to
the ravages of their owners' bad diet choices.

There
will probably be a list of sensible feeding suggestions in the
manual - possibly even recommendations about buying various brands
of specialized computer chow - but eventually, they'll start giving
it the odd potato chip - just to see how it reacts.

Then
they'll try some reasonably harmless snacks, like pieces of fruit
leather and bits of granola bars. Then they'll move up to offering
it a chocolate kiss or two for a treat, or splitting an apple
fritter with it once in a while.

Over
time, these lapses will escalate even more. "I know this is a
little naughty, but it makes the cutest gurgling sounds whenever I
feed it malt balls."

Before
they know it, they'll be waiting in a drive-through line-up and
telling the order taker to add an extra burger for the laptop, "and
what the heck, you might as well throw in some onion rings and a
shake."

"Don't
worry," they'll tell it. "Your screen is looking a little blotchy,
but the guy at the computer store gave me some salve to clear that
up."

One
morning, they'll notice that it's getting a little sluggish about
booting up, so they'll give it a large coffee with two sugars with
it usual breakfast, and then try a can of cola or a power drink
with lunch. When that doesn't seem to help, they'll think that
maybe it's just a little peckish and give it a Danish, or maybe a
little almond bark. After all, that usually works for
them.

Then
they'll notice that its ventilation fan is getting a little wheezy,
that it's having trouble calculating square roots, and that it's
been emailing things to the wrong people. It will start shutting
down programs for no particular reason - even more than it ever
used to before.

They'll try to ignore these things, but when they finally get
an alert box that says, "Not that it really matters, but what day
is it?" they'll know something is terribly wrong.

The
computer repairman will arrive, open it up, and point at a few
suspicious-looking circuit growths and some swellings around its
memory buses. A diagnostic will reveal that it's suffering from an
enlarged hard drive and a clogged RAM cache. "My god, WHAT have you
been feeding this thing?"

Overcome with a combination of guilt, grief, and
embarrassment, they'll lie.


THE SLACKER'S
GUIDE TO LAZINESS

 According to yet another study,
some thoughtful data compilers have discovered that lazy people
tend to live longer.

Putting aside for a moment the issues of who paid for the
study and how they determined how lazy these people were, it's good
to know that something most of us have tried with varying amounts
of success can actually help us to see a few extra
sunrises.

This
must mean that anyone who has managed to survive more than a
century has laziness down to a fine art, so I'm no longer certain
if I should be impressed or just plain jealous about a person's
longevity.

Considering that the average human life span has increased
significantly over the last couple of decades, it could be that, as
a society, we're getting very good at being lazy. Like anything
else, the more we work on honing our skills, the more likely it is
that we can all avoid those rookie mistakes.

Unfortunately, a common side effect of competent laziness can
be the unwanted accumulation of bulk. Many people hypothesize that
we tend to expand with age because of reduced metabolism, but I
suspect that we are all well aware of this mass delusion and know
deep down that a person's ever-growing lazing ability is the real
culprit here.

It's
enough to make you curl up in a La-Z-Boy with a big bowl of cheese
corn and a soda and mildly consider your options. Luckily, food and
beverage consumption have never been grouped in with all those
labour-intensive chores best left to the uninitiated, and besides,
thanks to modern improvements in preparation and delivery methods,
they're getting to be far easier tasks.

When I
consider my younger, less technological, pre-car life and compare
it to my current ability to avoid any major shoe wear, I can no
longer claim to be surprised at the swelling of my love handles.
Even the airline industry has started to acknowledge this expansion
with suggested increases in their average weight calculations. One
can only hope this will eventually translate into wider seats with
a little more leg room.

Still,
maybe it's getting a little too easy to be lazy. Coupled with the
ever-increasing number of low-cost "power-lazing" products,
relatively young, undedicated slackers can quickly reach impressive
levels of laziness previously unavailable to our
forebears.

The
mere act of walking is a perfect example, and I'm not talking about
marathons and nature hikes. Remote controls alone have allowed us
to avoid steps that could easily add up to miles over a lifetime.
If you have a cell phone in your pocket, that's another cumulative
walking regimen eliminated. With a few more innovations like that,
nobody will have to move for days at a time.

This
evolution of laziness also brings with it a dilemma. Practically
speaking, the available lazing time could be channeled into
planning and accomplishing even grander things with progressively
less effort, but when you are constantly searching for challenges
and struggling to find more ways to maximize your laziness
potential, then you miss out on the life-extending benefits derived
from all those excellent lazing opportunities you've already
managed to uncover.

To put
it more simply, how can you get around to being lazy if you're
always doing something? How can you strike that perfect,
life-enhancing balance?

I
originally thought it would actually be beneficial if someone
developed an official laziness system, perhaps with adjustable
belts or sashes, but let's face it, if you aren't performing to
standards, what are you supposed to do, try harder?

In my
heart, I know that anyone who is truly adept at being lazy would
realize how counterproductive a rating system is to the process and
never get around to designing the program. Hey, if you want to live
longer, don't worry about measuring up; just try to be the best
lazy person you can be. Okay, so let's watch Jeopardy.

 


TOWARDS A
CONFIDENCE-FREE WORKPLACE

 A while
ago, I received an e-mail offering a subscription to an on-line
newsletter featuring the latest in management techniques from a
California-based institute specializing in cutting-edge business
practices. (Why are these places always in California?) The offer
included a sample newsletter with a lead article about how to
increase employee productivity. The advice, given by one of
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