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Once again my outspoken thoughts have created turmoil and dissention within the ranks.  In my Intro to Religion class I decided to stimulate some conversation by writing on the board, “man’s greatest creation was god.”  Man, you would think I had just wiped my ass with the American flag.  Nothing like badmouthing a god to bring together all the Jews, Christians and Muslims in a room.  Maybe I should get a job with the UN.  I singlehandedly ended the religious strife that had existed in the classroom over the last few weeks.  They all wanted to lynch me…Why can’t I ever have a bowel movement without someone needing my attention at that exact moment?  When my kids were little I couldn’t spend five minutes in the bathroom without them banging on the door or sticking their little fingers under it.  As they grew up, I had to deal with their insults and tauntings of me.  “Push harder dad, we are going to be late for the movie.”  Now as they have grown, their place in my little drama has been taken by my pets.  My dog, Dixie, and my cat, Universe, take turns sitting outside the door and shoving their paws under the door.  And god forbid I should forget to shut the door all the way.  They just barge right in and begin to make their rounds of the bathroom.  There is just something disconcerting about an animal weaving in and around my legs while I am in full movement mode.  That stupid tail brushing against my thigh or their whiskers tickling my shin breaks my concentration.  Of course, the worst is when they just sit there and stare at me.  Its as if they are saying, “You make me crap in the cold backyard while the entire neighborhood is watching.  How do you like it?”  I guess I can see their point.  Universe has this annoying habit of standing up and resting her front paws on the seat between my legs and looking at my…um…package.  Then she looks up at me and I can hear her saying, “I’ve seen bigger.”  I know they are just animals, but jeez they can really disturb me.  Universe started nuzzling my thigh and I got so worked up, I clenched and decapitated “the turtle” if you know what I mean.  Of course, I can’t get up and toss them out because I would look pretty foolish penguin-walking to the door.  So I just play this game of pushing them away and trying to finish my business before they come back….Have you ever thought about how much fun it is to play with telemarketers?  Depending on my mood and state of mind, I can perform a variety of stunts to make the painful job of answering the phone less painful.  There is always the tried and true method of just blowing a whistle in their ear.  (Oh wait, that is what happens to me when I call women.)  I normally give them about ten seconds to do their spiel because, lets face it, they might actually be trying to sell me something important.  On the other hand if they are trying to sell me phone service, insurance, or breast enlargements, I just tell them I am not interested.  If they persist, I hang up.  Recently, I got a call from AT & T wanting me to change my long distance service.  I currently have SBC (the phone company formally known as Southwestern Bell.  What is it with everyone going to acronyms?)  They were offering me seven cents a minute with no monthly fee which is better than my current plan of seven cents a minute at a monthly fee of $5.  I kept telling the woman I was not interested in changing phone companies and she kept insisting it was a better deal.  Like a moron, I started to argue with her.   She kept asking me, “Why would you want to pay $5 a month for a service we will give you for free?”  and “What can we do to make you change your mind?”  I kept telling her I was just not interested in changing services again.  I did not tell her that SBC had sent me a check.  I was not prepared to let her think I was greedy, but I was prepared to let her think I was lazy.  Finally, I got so fed up with her that I said, “SBC sent me $90 to change, how much are you going to give me?”  She paused and then said, “Have a nice day” and hung up.  Guess they didn’t want my services after all.  As the resource advisor for my squadron’s $200K annual budget, I have to deal with people wanting us to purchase their goods.  No one is more persistant than the companies selling toner cartridges.  These people are the Jehovah Witnesses of telemarketers.  They call EVERY damn month asking me to try their products.  They all call on the same day and they all say the same things.  Its like there is some bible for toner telemarketers that provides them a script for these things.  They call, ask me how I am doing, ask me about the weather, and then make some silly joke about how they wish they were enjoying some of “your weather.”  I get calls from four different companies each month and they ALL say the same lame, stuff.  Its like that retarded canned dialogue the presenters at award shows recite.  I try to find the humor in everything and I’ve started to notice how their tone changes as my interest wanes.  They start out all perky like a Texas cheerleader, but as they realize I am not going to buy their New and Improved Super Duper Toner Cartridge and Latte Maker their tone changes to someone reading from a text book.  When I give them the coup de grace of “I am not interested” they sound almost terminal when they say, “Thank you.  Have a nice day.”  At least they don’t say, “I’ve seen bigger.”

