Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind CXII, 31 Mar 06 
Last month, archeologists discovered an intact tomb in close proximity to King Tutankhamun's tomb.  Inside were five sarcophagi and many other items.  Why is this not consider sacrilegious?  If I go dig up Aunt Martha at the local cemetery and take all her jewelry, that is a crime.  But digging up some guy’s corpse after 500 years is called archeology.  Exactly what is the rule about how long a body has to be in the ground before its considered in the interest of science?...Forget finding a cure for AIDS and cancer, are they ever going to find a cure for stupid?  Man, there are too many people on earth suffering from this affliction....Got married last month and it was awesome.  A few nights before we left for Vegas, Michele dragged me to Dillards to do some last minute registering for gifts.  Now I am all for gifts, but I had wedding burnout and I just did not have the mental capacity to deal with more decisions.  She kept showing me dishes, and glasses, and utensils and asking my opinion.  I told her whatever she liked, I liked.  I really don't care what pattern is on my china.  The food tastes the same regardless of the pattern.  I told her I wanted any utensil that would get the food from the plate to my mouth.  The night BEFORE we were to depart for Las Vegas, she decides to dye her own hair.  Now I have some experience with a mate dyeing their own hair and it did not turn out too pretty.  So, trying to be helpful, I suggested to Michele that dying her hair less than 48 hours prior to the wedding might not be such a good idea.  Boy, you would think I called her fat!  She threw the box of dye at me and stormed off.  I followed her trying to explain myself, but she insisted I was just being a jerk.  Okay, on some level, I was, but it doesn't change the fact I was right.  Of course, it all came back to haunt me because she went to a beautician the next day and I paid $80 for her to have someone else do it...Airline travel has continued to deteriorate more and more.  Our flight left Kansas City 30 minutes late, left Phoenix 30 minutes late and apparently had no air conditioning.  The overly perky stewardess says, "Welcome to Vegas.  Come see us again."  I told her to kiss my ass…Florida has dropped all charges against the female middle school teacher who had sex with one of her male students.  Now, if you have not seen pictures of this teacher, you are missing something.  She is no wrinkled up hag, but is super hot.  We are talking Playboy Playmate hot.  Now, I am not saying there is a double standard, but if the teacher had been a male, Florida would have bumped him ahead of a serial killer in their haste to get him to the electric chair.  The little punk in this case went and shot off his mouth to his friends and of course they told two friends and they told two friends and so on and so on, until it got to the ears of some uptight, fun-hating mother who decided to wreck all the fun.  If I was the father of this kid, I would tell my wife to relax and let me handle it.  I am the man of the house, after all.  Then I would have stormed off to that school, locked myself in the room alone with that little tramp and told her exactly what was on my mind:  “So, you like middle school boys, huh?  Are you interested in doing some post-graduate teaching with me?”  I am sure I could handle her oral exams.  The case was dropped because the mom and prosecutors felt the child was being mentally harmed by all the publicity.  I really feel bad for the kid.  He is going to be scarred for life.  He has slept with an older woman who rates about a 10 on the hot scale.  Sorry to say, its all downhill from here…A new book about Barry Bonds just came out detailing his “diet” of pills, injections, and creams of which he claims no knowledge.  I am 99% sure Bonds knowingly took steroids, but that last 1% percent was settled for me this week when Bonds’ lawyers filed a lawsuit to prevent the authors of the book from receiving any money because they illegally obtained grand jury testimony.  Notice they are attacking the gathering of the facts, not the facts themselves.  It’s a common lawyer trick to attack the messenger when you can’t attack the facts.  As for Bonds, despite mounting evidence to the contrary, he continues to deny he knowingly took any illegal substances to improve his performance.  One quote had him saying, “steroids do not make you hit the ball and they don’t make you see the ball any better.”  Either he thinks people are just really stupid or he is.  (I vote on the latter).  A player who is a natural talent like Bonds could improve his performance tremendously by taking steroids.  I feel the producers of the next James Bond film were wrong to chose Daniel Craig to take on the role.  They should have picked Bonds, Barry Bonds.  He could be the ultimate secret agent.  He already has his own Q Section providing him with gadgets and drugs to keep him in the field.  I can almost see how this plays out.  Bonds, Barry Bonds travels to New York to play the Yankees.  Before the first game, he walks down a street in Manhattan, then covertly ducks into an alley, raps three times on a door, and then steps through.  Inside are scientists and doctors at various tables, desks, and vials working on new drugs and toys to enhance his play.  A corked bat that looks and feels like a regular bat, a new drug undetectable by urinalysis, or perhaps cleats that have rockets in them to propel him faster.  Bonds, Barry Bonds is quite the ladies' man already and would need tons of Viagara to overcome the dysfunction caused by steroids.  Is the scientist who works on sexual enhancement drugs called “V”?...A Navy ship recently crashed into an oil tanker in the Arabian Gulf.  Now I am no expert on boats, but how do you crash a ship the size of a football field into another ship also the size of a football field?  This would be like Roseanne Barr crashing into Oprah in the buffet line...In the last seconds of a college basketball game won by Florida State, Duke coach Mike Krzyzewski pulled his 5 starters off the court and herded them into the locker room because the Florida State fans had stormed the court. He said in an interview later that he was concerned about the safety of his team.  That is commendable except for the fact he left five substitute Duke players on the court to finish out the last two seconds.  What kind of message did that send to his bench players?  How important do you think those guys felt?  Reminds me of a time I played football for the base team in Germany.  I was the backup quarterback and the coach was trying to institute a new option play.  For those who do not know what that is, let me explain.  The quarterback takes the snap and runs parallel down the line of scrimmage until he reaches the end of the line.  At that point he either keeps the ball and heads up field or has the option (hence the name) to pitch it to a running back who has been trailing him.  The biggest drawback of this play is that the quarterback gets absolutely whacked by the defensive end whose job it is to separate the quarterback from the ball and his senses regardless of whether he has pitched the ball or not.  Most pro teams will not run this play because of the danger to the quarterback.  Now on our team in Germany, the coach wanted to install an option offense and he needed to know if the play was going to work.  Coach Bahnhoff was asked if he wanted Chili Mac (our starting quarterback was Mexican and his first name was Mac) to run the play.  Coach Bahnhoff said, "No, he might get hurt.  Let Goolsby run it."  Hell yes, I felt like a crash dummy.  And yes, I got clobbered.  After running it four times and getting creamed each time, Coach Bahnhoff, decided to put a red jersey on Chili Mac and gave orders not to hit him.  I know exactly how those Duke backups felt...A few days ago, I went to the chow hall with my boss and a friend to have lunch.  I got in line and realized I did not have my military ID card on me.  Anyway, the slop lady tells me I can’t eat without my ID card.  I tried to speak to the manager (a civilian) and after trying to interpret what his three-toothed mouth said, I realized they were not going to make an exception.  They would not even let my boss vouch for me or pay for my meal.  Now, I don’t necessarily have a problem with this procedure, except that I was in uniform and just a few weeks before I had left my ID card at work and had gone off-post to eat lunch.  The gate guards let me in with just my driver’s license.  So in essence, the security of the chow hall is of higher than that of the post.  Hmmm.  That kind of inbred thinking is why I am so desperate to leave the military.  Yesterday, I went to the doctor because my foot is really sore.  When I got to the counter to sign in, the lady asked me for my sick call slip.  I had no idea what she was talking about.  Apparently, in the Army, you have to have a sick call slip from your commander permitting you to go to the hospital and miss a formation.  I explained to the woman that I completed middle school in 1980 and as a 21-year veteran of the military, I don’t need a hall pass to go to the doctor.  She insisted she needed a signature at the bottom of the slip.  So I took it, signed it, and handed it back to her.  Without batting an eyelash, she took it and signed me in.  (This is identical to when I was in a department store last Christmas and used my new debit card to pay for the purchase.  The girl handed it back to me and told me she could not accept the card since I had not signed it and it could be stolen.  So, I took it, signed it, and handed it back to her.  Without batting an eyelash, she took it and scanned it.)...On the lighter side, I am a genius.  Yes, I know.  It goes without saying, but sometimes I just like hearing it.  People should have to pay me just to be in my presence.  Two nights ago in my marketing class we got assigned to groups for a project.  The assignment is to take a common everyday object and re-imagine it as something different.  My group got an earring.  The only stipulation given is that we can’t make it anything to do with jewelry.  Its teardrop shaped, hollow, and encrusted with faux diamonds.  Someone instantly said it should be a fishing lure because its shiny.  That’s a good start, Mr. Klepto, but sort of hard to do from a marketing standpoint.  (i.e., “buy our lure because its shiny and will accessorize your pole nicely.”).  Initially I suggested we could make it a Christmas ornament.  We started passing it around so each of us could observe it.  As if it was going to jump up and sing like the frog from the WB cartoons, “Hello my baby.  Hello my darling.  Hello my ragtime gal!”  It came to me last and I held it in my strong, masculine hands and just stared at it.  One of the ladies in my group, Denise, has been in several of my other classes.  She turned to Crystal seated next to her and said, “Have you ever been in a class with him?” (meaning me)  “He is not normally quiet, but when he is, you know he is about to come up with something amazing.”  Sure enough, an idea popped into my head.  We would call it an “Aura Orb.”  You hang it from your rear view mirror, your desk, your bed, or any other place where you get emotional.  This little teadrop-shaped thing gathers in your energy and stores it.  When you need positive energy, you touch it and it will provide positive energy into the area you are residing.  Sort of like an aura air freshener.  It will be the mood ring of the new millennium.  I have some more R&D to do with it, but that was the general idea.  The rest of the group loved it.  Well, everyone except Mr. Klepto who could not let go of the fishing lure idea.  Come on.  The day I can’t outsmart a fisherman is the day I turn off my brain and start watching NASCAR.

