Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind CV, 31 Jul 05

I was recently watching that paragon of yellow journalism, uh, I mean of truth, CNN Headline News.  They were doing a story on a hospice set up by Mother Theresa somewhere in Africa.  The reporter on scene was Christian Amanpour, their international correspondent, and she was talking to the current mother superior of the hospice about conditions in the country.  They passed by the bed of a child with a terminal case of AIDS.  To my astonishment, Ms. Amanpour stood over the child and asked the mother superior, “How long does this child have to live?”  The mother superior blinked as if she had misunderstood the question, and then quietly replied, “We pray he has a long life.”  Ms. Amanpour looked almost disappointed that she was not going to see the kid die on camera.  The cameraman even did a closeup of the kid lying there with flies on his forehead.  Those uncooperative Africans!  Refusing to die on cue.  The very nerve!  I guess CNN will now stand for “Come on Negro, kNock off!”…Turning to sports:  Ricky Williams, the erstwhile running back from the Miami Dolphins, has returned from his one-year dope smoking and holistic medicine sabbatical.  The Dolphins are understandably nervous about their new/old running back.  Things got off to a bad start when team officials told Mr. Williams they wanted to do a joint press conference and he produced several cigarettes of questionable origin.  Let’s hope Mr. Williams enjoys playing on grass as much as he enjoyed smoking it.  Another prodigal son, running back Jamal Lewis of the Baltimore Ravens, has returned after serving jail time for drug trafficking.  Mr. Lewis will be a bit rusty and it may take him a while to adjust to having a guard block for him, rather than tackling him.  In other sports news, Sean McDougle of the Philadelphia Eagles was shot in the stomach during an apparent robbery.  He was visiting his old neighborhood in Miami prior to returning to Philadelphia for the start of training camp.  Three teens asked for his watch and wallet.  One of the teens apparently panicked and shot him.  This is a tragic thing, but what the hell was he doing in a rough Miami neighborhood with a brand new silver Mercedes and gold all over him?  Why didn’t he just paint a target on his chest?…Author Terry McMillan who wrote How Stella Got her Grove Back is getting divorced from the man she wrote about in the novel.  For those of you who don’t know the story, Stella is a 40-something divorce who went to Jamaica, fell in love with a man half her age (played by Taye Diggs in the movie), married him, and brought him back to America.  Turns out the novel is actually autobiographical.  Ms. McMillan is divorcing the man because it turns out he is gay.  Apparently, gay men in Jamaica woo lonely American women so they can get out of the Caribbean island, which is not very tolerant of homosexuals.  Once in America, they get divorced and move to San Francisco.  The part I don’t understand is why it took Ms. McMillan so long to figure out her husband is gay.  She should have gotten a clue when his dick tasted like shit…There is a recent trend in movies lately about remaking old TV shows.  Wild, Wild, West, Charlie’s Angels, Dukes of Hazard, and The Brady Bunch are but a few.  Its obvious Hollywood is running out of original ideas.  I can understand the concept of making a movie with a built-in fan base, but a newer trend in this regard is really getting under my skin.  They keep remaking the movies but changing the race of the characters.  The worst example is Jim West being played by Will Smith.  Now I like Mr. Smith and he has made some great movies (aside from that ridiculously illogical Independence Day).  However, the idea of a BLACK secret agent in the Old South just after the Civil War seems rather incredulous.  (Its nearly as moronic as James Bond running around Harlem in Live and Let Die).  Is it just me or does anyone else think it might be hard for a black Jim West to stay secret with shotguns up his ass constantly?  How well do you think 1870s Southerners are going to take to a black man bossing them around?  Some of the other examples are Kojak (played by Ving Rhymes; not a bad choice) and the Honeymooners (with Cedric the Entertainer; who green lighted this piece of garbage?).  To be fair, I think they should remake some old black TV shows with a white cast.  Consider it reverse affirmative action.  For instance, imagine a white Cosby Show, or perhaps a white Jefferson’s, or an entirely white cast of What’s Happening?  (Okay, this is a pretty obscure reference to a show I watched in the 70’s…I recently heard a story of a man who died after being dropped off at the emergency room.  He apparently died of a lacerated colon.  (This is totally unrelated, but a pitcher for the Cleveland Indians is named Bartolo Colon and after a recent poor pitching performance, the newspaper headline read “Colon Hammered for Two Hours”).  Surveillance photos got the license number of the car that dropped him off and it was traced to a farm where thousands of videotapes were uncovered of people having sex with animals.  Apparently, this guy and his friend (who dropped him off and then bolted) were running an Internet porn site for those who enjoy this sort of thing.  He was in several of the videos and got his colon broken by having sex with a stallion.  As you might guess, he was on the receiving end.  Now, while all this seems rather funny, the really strange part (yes, it gets stranger) is that there is no law in the state of Washington against beastiality unless the animal is a minor.  That’s right, if the animal is too young to drive, then its animal cruelty.  Otherwise, get on it!  (No word yet on the animal age of consent in Arkansas.)  That guy was a real horse’s ass.

