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​ To Wail like a Brat—and
Advertise

On what basis
do ‘you’ claim the right to publicize your desire for money—at my
expense? You use forests full of trees for unsolicited mailouts,
you produce and then dump tons of nonbiodegradable plastic for
oversized packaging, you destroy beautiful landscapes with your
signs, and you intrude on my consciousness with your insistent
voice—all because you want me to buy your product or service so you
can make some money.

Listings in
directories—by category of product, service, and so on—should be
free of charge; in fact, they are, for many online directories.
When we want to purchase something, we’ll find you in the
directory. Any other advertising should be illegal. Frivolous
depletion and destruction of the planet’s resources is
irresponsible. Shouting “I want I want I want” in someone’s face is
invasive and assaultive. In short, advertising is immature.
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​ Income Tax Deductions: Financial
Reward for Dependence and Replication

In Canada, if
one agrees to pay someone else’s way in life, one gets to pay
$7,500 less in income tax. I’m referring, of course, to the spousal
deduction.

If one decides
to make some people and pay their way, one also gets to pay $7,500
less. Per person. The deduction for kids.

What’s
the ethical basis for these deductions? After all, who picks up the
slack created by your reduced payments? People who
haven’t
chosen to pay someone else’s
way. People who haven’t chosen
to replicate themselves. How is that fair?

Maybe we can
answer that question if we first answer the question ‘Why are there
any deductions at all?’ That is, why shouldn’t we all just pay a
percentage of our total income, period? Why do we get certain
‘breaks’ depending on what we’ve chosen to use our income for?

Are the
deductions corrections for other errors? University tuition is too
high, so those who choose to pay it get to deduct a certain amount
on their income tax as compensation? Well, fix the high tuition!
And in the case of spousal and dependent deductions, what error is
being corrected?

Or are
deductions a sort of social engineering? Is the spousal deduction
meant to encourage men to have wives? Why? Why is it such a good
thing to have, or to be, a ‘kept woman’? Or, in the relatively few
cases in which it’s reversed, a ‘kept man’? And is the species in
danger of becoming extinct? Is that why we need to encourage people
to reproduce?
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​ Entertain me. Hurt him.

Given the
violent content of many prime time dramas and sports, both of which
are considered entertainment, it is apparent that many of us
consider it entertaining when people hurt other people. What does
that say about us?

That so many
people find violence entertaining should be deeply disturbing.
Instead, it’s so normal, it’s unremarkable. (And what does that say
about us?)
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​ Paying Stay-at-Home
Moms

Every now and
then, we hear the proposal that women be paid to stay at home and
be moms. That women are paid to be surrogate mothers suggests that
regular mothers also deserve payment. So. Should we pay regular
mothers the same as surrogate mothers?

For starters,
who is this ‘we’? Surrogate mothers are paid by the people who want
their labor. Who wants the children of non-surrogate mothers? The
state? If so, for what? There is no civil service labor shortage.
We aren’t at war. And if we were, we would need more soldiers, not
more children. So the job paid for should be not ‘making a child’
but ‘making a soldier’.

Because if
we’re going to pay, it would be a job. You’d have to wait for an
opening and then apply. And, so, not only would the state, should
it be the employer of mothers, have the right to be quite specific
about the job description (“Women wanted to make soldiers”), it
would also have the right to be quite specific about the
qualifications (“genetic make-up must include average IQ or lower,
above average physical health and fitness, pliant personality….”).
And it would have the right to be quite specific about the
performance standards—no drinking on the job, or substance abuse of
any kind except that prescribed by the employer, etc.

You want to be
paid for being a mother? Well, he who pays the piper picks the
tune.
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​ No People Skills. And proud of
it.

I’ve always
been rather proud of not having any ‘people skills’. Of not being
able to ‘talk to people’, smooth things over, talk them out of
their way of seeing things, talk them over to my way, persuade,
influence, manipulate, control. No wonder supervisors, salespeople,
and customer relations people need good people skills. And no
wonder I resent those skills: I’ve always been the subordinate, the
consumer, the customer—I’m the one the people skills are used
on.

Of
course, subordinates are expected to have good people skills too,
but what’s meant then is the
ability to get along, follow, fold, obey. And, well, as I said, I’m
not very good at that.

But no,
no, I’m told, you’ve got it all wrong. People skills are
communication skills. Hm. And what might skilful communication be?
Putting your message in words the other person will most likely
understand, instead of in words that most easily come to mind?
That’s okay. That’s just courtesy. But choosing your language, your
vocabulary and sentence structure, to increase the likelihood not
of understanding,
but of agreement—that’s
manipulation. (And if you abandon the meaning in order to get that
agreement, that’s just plain lying.)

There’s a
difference in intent. And loading your language shows that you
don’t respect the other person’s rationality. (Nor do you respect
your own—if your reasons were good, you wouldn’t have to resort to
manipulation.) Such wilful discouragement of dissent also slows
little respect for their autonomy. (What exactly are you afraid
of?).

But no,
again, it seems I’ve got it wrong: communication skills just refer
to the ability to listen to what the other person is saying, and
the ability to express yourself clearly. Still thinking about
control, and insecurity, it occurs to me that men must’ve introduced the term. Because women
grow up
with those people skills. It’s such a no big deal, we don’t
have to name it. And if we did, we’d call it maturity, and
self-knowledge.
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​ What’s so funny about a man
getting pregnant?

I
recently read The Fourth Procedure by Stanley Pottinger, in which, during a surgical
procedure, a man is given a uterus containing a fertilized egg. He
is enraged when he finds out, afraid that if it becomes public
knowledge he’ll be a laughingstock. Turns out he’s right. But I
don’t get it. What’s so funny about a man getting
pregnant?

Is it like
laughing at the guy who slips on a banana peel—laughing at
another’s adversities? Because when pregnancy is unwanted and
occurs in a world without abortion, it is certainly an adversity.
Forget going to college, forget that career. You’re screwed. (The
double meaning of that phrase is no coincidence.) Even if you give
the child to someone else, a good year of your life has been
derailed.

It
takes— I was going to say immaturity, but that’s an insult to the
many children who do not laugh when another kid falls down and hurts him/herself.
And then I was going to say it takes a lack of empathy, but those
who laugh at others’ adversities seem fully aware that they
are
adversities. So what is it
then? Well it’s sick. (There’s a philosophically precise term.) To
laugh at others’ adversities.

Perhaps it’s
not the adversity that’s funny, but the unexpectedness. But there
are many unexpected things we don’t laugh at, so that can’t be
right.

Then I read
that one of the characters who laughed at the situation called the
guy a ‘wuss’—which, of course, means the man is effeminate,
feminine, womanly, womanish, whatever. So how does that fit in? To
be pregnant is to be female, and to be female is—laughable?

And why is
that exactly?
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​ Poor Little Kids

So I heard on
the news the other day about the poor little kids whose school
backpacks are so full of books they’re developing debilitating back
pain... Oh please.

If they’d
worked on their homework during the time allotted for just that
purpose, instead of text messaging the person next to them, one
painstaking letter at a time, to send the monumentally important
query ‘HEY BRITTINY HIG’, they wouldn’t have so much left over to
take home.

If they’d paid
attention during class, engaged their minds in the mental effort
required to learn something, they might have even finished it
during that allotted time.

If they wore
their backpacks properly with both straps over their shoulders and
high up, instead of oh-so-fashionably slung low over one shoulder,
they wouldn’t develop such back pain.

If mandatory
physical education hadn’t’ve been cancelled, or if they actually
played outside after school instead of watching tv, or walked the
five blocks to and from school instead of getting chauffeured by
mom or dad, they might have enough strength in their little
backs—wait a minute—are these the same kids for whom pens with
rubberized grips are designed because the user’s thumbs and
forefingers are too weak to hold onto it otherwise?
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​ Dolly—what’s in a name.

Wilmut’s
team named the sheep cloned from a single adult cell “Dolly”
because that cell had come from a mammary gland. I’m
tempted, on
that basis alone, to
cast my vote against human cloning. I mean, if that kind of
short-sightedness or immaturity is going to be in charge, things
are bound to go horribly wrong.

Did they
really not foresee that “Dolly” would become headline news? Or did
they not even recognize how juvenile they were being (and therefore
not ‘fear’ the publicity)? Mammaries = women = mammaries. Women are
not seen as people, or perhaps colleagues, certainly never as
bosses. Really, need I go on? This is all so old. And yet, grown
men, brilliant men, on the cutting edge of science, who become
headline news, are apparently still forcing farts at the dinner
table and snickering about it.

So, cloning? I
don’t think so. Not until the other half of the species grows
up.

(Then again,
since cloning means we finally don’t need them at all, not even to
maintain the species, let’s go for it.) (Could it be they never
thought of that either? That cloning makes males totally
redundant?)
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​ A Gold Watch

At one of my
previous workplaces, we had a little ceremony each year honouring
employees who had worked there for five, ten, or fifteen years. I
used to go. (There was free pizza.) But then I stopped. (After
three years, I could afford my own pizza.)

It’s a curious
thing, this esteem we have for longevity. Why is an anniversary
cause for celebration? I can see it in some Purple Heart
sense—congratulations for surviving—but that doesn’t seem to be the
spirit in which such celebrations are intended. (Then again…)

So what’s the
big deal about being married to the same person, or working for the
same company, for so many years? Is it supposed to be some
expression of loyalty, which is then rewarded? But what’s loyalty?
And why is it good? Excuse me, but the day my partner or my
employer starts making weapons or selling unsafe products, I’m
outta there.

Let’s admit
it, ‘seniority’ rewards quantity rather than quality. What if it
were a shitty marriage? Why applaud someone for staying in it? (Do
you want fries with that?)

And what if
the person’s a mediocre employee? We give them a raise every year
just because they’ve been there one more year. But we don’t give a
raise to the guy who’s doing a good job. Is it any wonder then that
so many employees develop a clock-punching mentality, that they
figure just being there, just putting in time, is enough? Because
apparently, it is. If they put in enough time, they get a wage
increase, extra holidays, protection from lay-off, and eventually,
so very appropriately, a gold watch.

Granted,
sometimes there’s a connection between quantity and quality: the
longer you work at it, the better you get, the more you know.
Sometimes. (In which case why
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