Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind LXXXIII 31 Jan 03

Well, it’s a new year and it started off with a bang…crash…shriek…and a thud.  I learned some amazing things from my near death experience.  Okay, at no time was I really near death, but it makes me sound more Homeric to say it that way.  (For you illiterate bastards out there, “Homeric” does not mean I am gay).  One of the things I learned is that your life does not really flash before your eyes.  While my car was spinning madly out of control on its impending date with the concrete wall, all I kept thinking was:  “Is there really a dentist out there who doesn’t recommend sugarless gum?”  The second thing I realized is that we are all too dependent on cars for transportation.  I don’t know how many times in the hours following the accident that I went to my garage and was shocked that my car was not there.  Thirdly, buying a new car under the circumstances I was in is like bathing in blood before jumping into shark-infested water.  Those dealers saw me pulling up in a rental and knew I was fresh meat.  I imagine I would get the same looks and drooling on my first day in prison.  Actually it was very much like that.  All those auto sellers were like the big, hairy guy in prison just waiting to f**k me.  After you have talked to a few dealers, you start to recognize the slimy ones.  They are the ones who keep trying to entice you into their office (much like a priest).  Their “office” is mostly a desk with a chair.  I think this is so their bosses can hear everything to make sure they are not giving you 50 cents off the price of the car because it is missing a tire of something.  Once you are inside their “office” you are dead.  Don’t give them your name and don’t sit down.  Make up a name (I used Orville Fleckenshicker).  Explain that you have a hemmorhoid problem and ask if he has an inflatable pillow for you to sit on.  By the time he processes the fake name and your aching ass, you can make your escape.  Back outside you two can at least be on somewhat neutral ground as you discuss the features of the car.  I mentioned to one dealer that his car was just like one I had seen at another dealer, but the other one had a sunroof.  He actually said to me, “But its winter and the sun isn’t out.”  It put the normally outspoken Eric at a loss for words…We all have heard how corrupt college athletics are in terms of players being paid to play in the form of gifts or money.  But now the ugly face of greed has apparently trickled down to the high school level as well.  Lebron James, a senior at St Mary’s Catholic school in Akron, Ohio, was suspended from the basketball team because he accepted two replica sports jersey’s costing $845 for free from a local sports store.  This is no ordinary high school basketball player.  This kid has been dubbed “The Phenom” by all the sportswriters of America and some of his games have been televised by ESPN.  He is expected to skip college and be drafted right into the NBA.  Now he will miss the last 5 games of the season, plus playoffs.  Do you think he is worried?  In June, when the NBA holds its draft, he is expected to be drafted first.  It is anticipated that he will earn over $20 million from endorsements and another $10 million a year from his pro contract.  The sooner he loses his amateur status, the quicker he can his endorsement deals.  So, in effect, the Ohio High School Athletic Association (OHSAA) did him a favor.  He really has nothing left to prove and I’m sure $30 million is not something you want to wait another 4 months for.  My only question is:  How come they suspended him for accepting two sports jerseys, but found no reason to kick him out of sports when he received a Hummer (the car, you freaks) for his 18th birthday?  Apparently, his mother provided proof of a loan for the car.  Well, that certainly clears up any lingering doubt I might have had, oh faithful readers.  Considering that St Mary’s is in a low income area of the city, I think it is perfectly possible for someone making less than $25,000 a year to qualify for a loan for a $40,000 dollar custom-made car.  (wink, wink)  I’m sure the bank knows his mom is good for it.  After all, they have probably heard that her son is a pretty good basketball player…Speaking of another entity that hasn’t gotten a clue.  The space shuttle Columbia exploded over Texas.  The only two previously fatal accidents in the history of NASA had occurred in the month of January.  The space shuttle Challenger exploded after takeoff on January 28, 1986 and one of the Apollo spacecrafts caught fire on the pad January 27, 1967.  I can just hear the conversation in mission control.  “Hey, if we wait another day to have the shuttle land, it will be February and we’ll be golden.”  As the old joke goes, NASA stands for Need Another Seven Astronauts.  Now it can stand for Not Another Shuttle Accident.  From Washington come reports that Saddam Hussein was responsible.  Okay, I am making that up, but who cares.  We need an excuse to fight a war and if the flimsy evidence from the Lusitania and Maine accidents were good enough to blame on the Germans and Spanish, respectively, then we can blame the Columbia on Iraq.  Do we have proof they didn’t do it?  Hell no.  My blood is boiling.  Patriotic fervor is swelling in my breast.  “Remember the Columbia!” we can scream as we race into Bagdad.  Unfortunately, the war will be over by then because the special operation forces known as CNN will have moved in ahead of the main force and captured all the Iraqi soldiers without a fight.  Damn.  That war went too fast.  We need someone else to be pissed off at.  How about Korea?  They talk funny and they eat dogs.  We can’t prove they didn’t blow up the Columbia either.  And what about those sneaky Vietnamese?  Can we prove they didn’t have a part in the tragedy.  I say we take out Iraq and then on the way to Korea we stop off in Vietnam and finish what we started 40 years ago.

