Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind CXIV, 30 June 06 

When the invisible man goes poopie how does he know when he is done wiping his butt?...I was wondering about the afterlife.  What really happens to us when we die?  Do we really go to heaven as they teach us in Sunday school, or is something more cosmic than that?  Do we come back as sponges?  Or perhaps if we are really bad we come back as sitcom writers on ABC.  Anyway, the theory we are tossing around here at Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind is that we come back as our pets.  (Technically, there is no “we” here at STFBM, but it makes it sound more realistic if more than just me is coming up with these ideas).  Imagine how things must seem through a pet’s eyes. My dog Dixie (rest her milk bones) seemed to always know what I was thinking.  (That would explain why she always ran and hid when I was drunk and watching porn!)  I could just look into those brown eyes and know she understood me.  Isn’t it possible she knew me so well because she IS me?  How can we both be on the planet at the same time?  Well, I haven’t quite worked that one out yet.  Perhaps we get to relive the same events over and over again as various entities.  Maybe, I will next come back as something of a lesser entity.  Something like a Democrat…Jessica Lynch recently commented that, “I want people to remember me as being a soldier who went over there and did my job fighting for our country, our freedom. Nothing special. ... I'm just a country girl at heart.”  Now far be it from me to belittle someone’s accomplishments but I have yet to see any report where Ms. Lynch actually did ANY fighting.  When her convoy was attacked, she tossed down her M-16 and sat in the Humvee crying/praying until she was captured.  Somewhere in the process she broke her leg.  Maybe she broke it jumping to the conclusion that people give a damn about the “job” she did…What is all this furor about the Da Vinci Code?  It’s a freakin’ movie espousing a theory that is an opinion!  The part that appalls me the most is that the makers of the movie actually changed some of the book in an apparent attempt to appease the religious right.  In a crucial scene where Sir Leigh Teabing (played by Ian McKellan) explains the concept of the holy grail actually being Mary Magdalene, the character of Robert Langdon (played by Tom Hanks) espouses how silly the theory is.  His character in the book never does that.  This just seemed like petty lip service to me.  As if a movie will have that much impact on the faith of someone.  To put it bluntly, if this movie has the effect of changing someone’s religious beliefs, than that person’s beliefs were not all that strong anyway.  As far as the Catholic Church protesting the movie, I find this incredibly ironic.  The Catholic Church, in my opinion, thrives on people not seeking out knowledge so they can force their dogma down your throat.  Individuals blindly accepting what they hear from the pulpit each Sunday are the same ignorant masses (which the church loves), who will be swayed by the movie.  Ironic…Anika Sorenstam is a female golfer who is attempting to join the men’s tour.  There have been rumors that she is a lesbian.  I am not sure about her sexual orientation, but I fully understand her desire to play with the men.  She has obviously gotten tired of licking the female competition…I have been looking for new job opportunities since my retirement from the military and I have decided I would like to start my own restaurant.  It will cater mostly to men and will be located exclusively outside the city limits of Las Vegas.  It will be a steak place called BJ’s.  With your steak, will come complimentary oral sex.  Our motto will be:  “Put our meat in your mouth and then put yours in hers”…While in Joplin, Missouri recently, I saw a sign on the side of an embankment that just had three letters:  F A G.  Now, I am not a homophobe, but if I was starting a company, I would not call it FAG.  To make matters worse, they make ball bearings.  Not even sitcom writers at ABC could come up with something this silly.  I am not making this up.  The even have a plant in PuDONG, China.  Seriously!  There is also one in BernDORK, Germany.  Okay, its actually BernDORF, but it was funnier my way.  I mean imagine being at a sports bar watching the Chiefs play and some guy next to you offers to buy you a beer after a touchdown.  He introduces himself:


“Hi, I’m Mark.”  Your new friend says.


“I’m Frodo Baggins.”  You reply.


“I love that Tony Gonzalez.  Where do you work?”


“FAG.”


Your new friend punches you out thinking you were referring to his feelings for the Chiefs tight end.


“I asked where you worked!”  Mark yells.


“FAG!”  You reply in great pain.


Your new friend does his best David Beckham imitation and wallops you in the groin.


“Where do you work!!!?”


“FAAAAAAAG!”  You cry out from the floor as your testicles crawl up into your throat.

“What’s going on?”  A curious patron asks.

“This guy won’t tell me where he works.”  Mark snaps.


“Dude, “Curious Man asks,” Where do you work?”


“FAAAAG!”  You whimper.


Now two guys are kicking your ass in a sports bar in the middle of hillbilly country.  Some days you’re the shoe and some days you’re the groin.

