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Why do they put such wacky directions on things that should be second nature?  A box of pop tarts has directions.  Who the hell doesn’t know how to make Pop Tarts?  Perhaps a child?  Well, if the kid is old enough to READ, he should be old enough to understand how to use a toaster.  Apparently, someone decided to sue because he/she put Pop Tarts in the toaster while still in the wrapper and it started a fire.  I firmly believe we should enact a “moron rule” when it comes to litigation. If you are too stupid to know that heat will melt paper then you really should not be permitted to have a lot of money from a settlement.  You might go buy more Pop Tarts…Geary County, Kansas (where I live) is trying to drum up support for a statute to allow casinos in the county.  They are also floating a bond proposal related to the gambling issue that includes children.  I find this totally reprehensible.  How can we stand here and allow the gambling interests to take over our communities?  It isn’t enough that they take our money?  Now they want to allow children to gamble as well.  Casinos are notorious for harming communities more than helping them.  While they do provide jobs, they also bring in the criminal element, make poor people poorer, and lead to a decadent lifestyle that is at the heart of this country’s problems.  NOW, they want to exploit children.  Are we really sure we want Little Johnny taking his milk money to the casino and betting on black?  This is so appalling this is to me…(Editor’s note:  It has been brought to my attention that the bond issue is not to legalize gambling for minors, but to use the proceeds from gambling to fund programs to help kids).  Well, um, I’m a bit red-faced here.  I am all for the bond issue now.  I think if we have kids who are gambling addicts we should have a program to help them kick the habit.  Plus, casinos can provide great entertainment and fantastic buffets at a reasonable price.  Come on, Geary County!  Let’s vote YES!...Why are women so self-conscious about their weight?  I know they say it has to do with men and magazines objectifying women, blah, blah, blah.  Its not like we men haven’t slipped a bit and you don’t see us running around buying corsets and control top panty hose.  We just borrow our wives’.  My girlfriend, Michele, decided it was important for her to lose some weight.  I, being the sensitive boyfriend, told her I thought she looks great and, like me, just needs to tone.  Of course, when I compliment her, she totally ignores the comment.  But oh my god, let me make some off-handed comment (like when she told me she used to weigh 120 pounds in college and I asked, “which thigh?”) and she never forgets it.  So after completely disregarding my compliment about her body, she decided we needed to both lose weight.  I suggested we weigh ourselves in the morning on my really cosmic digital scale at work.  Notice the word “morning” in the previous sentence?  This is how sneaky women are.  She waits until 1300 (1 P.M. for you civilian types) to come up and remind me that we are supposed to weigh ourselves.  I explain to her, even though I know she is perfectly aware, that I just ate lunch.  She insists.  I demur.  I step on the scale first and weigh in at XXX (in the interest of national security, my actual weight cannot be disclosed).  She then gingerly stepped on the scale as if hoping she would weigh less the slower she got on it.  Women!  Now I am not claiming to be the smartest guy on the planet all the time, just most of the time.  I thought it would be funny to put my foot on the scale.  When she clocked in at, um, 25 pounds heavier than usual, you would think she had just lost a cherished old aunt.  (I am not so stupid as to put her actual weight in writing.  Duh!)  Tears started flowing, she couldn’t breath, she went into cardiac arrest.  I then casually mentioned that perhaps she would weight less if my foot had not been on the scale.  Yes, for your information, I slept on the couch for a week because of that little stunt.  It was worth it.  Nothing is too cruel if its funny enough…Back in the 80s we had the cola wars between Pepsi and Coke.  In the 90s the fast food giants (Burger King, Wendy’s, and McDonald’s) gave us super size meals to outdo each other.  Now in the 00s (do we pronouns it “zeros” or “oughts”?  Either one sounds weird), the razor blade companies, Gillette and Schick, are trying to outdo each other.  First there was the single-bladed razor that kept men’s faces smooth and nicked for many years.  Then someone hit on the idea of TWO blades being better than one.  Then Gillette figured if two were better than one, then certainly THREE must be better than two.  The Mach 3 Turbo features three razor sharp pieces of metal to cut the hair and skin off your face.  But wait, don’t order yet, because Gillette figured if three was better than two, than making it vibrate had to have some validity.  So we get the Mach3 Power Nitro razor.  Imagine taking three pieces of stainless steer razor and rubbing them side to side against your face.  (This would be like trying to shave in your car with flat tires on a road full of potholes.)  Enough must be enough right?  Wrong.  Schick, not to be outdone, introduced the Quattro which has, for those of you not proficient in Spanish, four blades AND it vibrates.  So, is it possible for the “Razor Blade Wars” to go any further?  This is America.  Of course it can.  Gillette’s response to the Quattro was to add another blade and call it the Fusion.  Five layers of razor sharp metal scraping your face.  The first blade lifts the hair, the second blade trims it, the third blade slices off the first layer of skin, the fourth blade removes the hair follicles completely, and the fifth blade severs any arteries nearby.  They wanted to call it the TransFusion, but the marketing department nixed the idea.  Gillette then violated razor blade protocol by adding a sixth blade on the rear for trimming sideburns.  To quote an unreliable and totally made up source, Schick is planning a razor “with ten blades called the Hemorrhager.  It comes with an I.V. and a quart of blood.  There will be no need for replacement blades.  Use it once and you won’t have any skin or hair follicles left to shave.”  The jump from 6 blades to 10 is in direct retaliation for Gillette skipping the fifth blade.  Apparently, razor blade makers are very thin-skinned (odd for companies that make their living providing products which are designed to slice things off our skin) and do not take breaches in protocol very well.  Not sure these are the best people to be putting razors out to the public.  In fairness to Gillette, since the sixth blade is on the rear of the razor, it’s technically not a sixth blade, but more like half a blade.  There is still room for Schick to escalate the war to a sixth blade on the front.  However, Gillette’s unsportsmanlike tactic can be seen as a serious breach of razor blade etiquette.  Everyone knows you have to go one blade at a time and wait for your opponent to add a blade.  That is simple courtesy.  It’s like that old game show, Name that Tune.  Contestants would bid on how few notes they needed to name a particular song.  The bidding normally started at 7 notes.  The next contestant would say six and then the first opponent would say five and so on.  Invariably some jerkoff who would violate protocol and jump from 6 notes to 3.  It was just rude.  I used to yell at the screen, “You can’t do that!  That’s bad form.  Go back to 5 you arrogant so and so!”  They never listened.  I understand most of them work for Gillette now.

