Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind LXXXVII, 31 Oct 03

I know this is kind of old news, but I failed to comment on the Rush Limbaugh last month and I felt compelled to do it now in light of some new information.  For those who have not heard, Rush Limbaugh, the outspoken radio talk show host hired by ESPN for its football preview show on Sunday mornings got into some hot water.  In the second week of his stint, he stuck his foot in his mouth when he claimed the media coddled Eagles quarterback Donovan McNabb, in an attempt to promote black quarterbacks to succeed.  He also claimed McNabb got too much credit for the Eagles’ success.  A hailstorm of outrage followed and Limbaugh resigned from the show.  I am pretty sure Rush is a moron and he says things just to inflame people.  Most of the people who follow his dogma do not know the issues he discusses and just accept his spin on things.  Very much the way many people in Muslim countries accept the teachings of their elders concerning what is in the Koran because they can’t read.  People!  Hello!  If he is on the radio or television he is there for entertainment purposes only.  He is NOT the voice of reason.  Not one of the four other hosts on the show said a word, even though two of them (Michael Irvin and Tom Jackson) are black.  A week later, the four hosts gave heartfelt explanations of why they were so appalled by Rush’s comments.  Tom Jackson almost broke down in tears.  I guess he needed a week to have his writers pen a nice outrage speech…Rush is wrong about McNabb.  I had him on my fantasy football team a few years back and he rocks!  He is a good player just going through a slump.  I do believe Rush had the right idea about media coverage of blacks, but its more about the lack of negative coverage.  Its not that they write nice things to help promote black players, but in my opinion, its more they are afraid to write anything negative.  Case in point:  everyone skewered Rush for his comment about McNabb.  However, Boston Red Sox pitcher Pedro Martinez’s stupid comments concerning an incident a few months ago did not garner a single word of outrage.  In May, Sammy Sosa of the Cubs used a corked bat, which is illegal.  When his bat broke after a hit, the evidence sprayed out all over home plate.  Talk about a smoking gun!  Sammy received a ten game suspension which he successfully appealed down to seven games, the lightest sentence ever handed out for someone caught with a corked bat.  Pedro had the nerve to claim racism in the decision to suspend Sammy.  Very little outrage appeared in print chastising Pedro for claiming racism in such a blatantly, idiotic way.  Did he receive a fine or suspension for impugning the reputation of the league office?  Nope.  Anyone who had written something negative about Pedro’s lack of sense and outright discriminatory words, would have immediately been accused of racism themselves.  Racism is discrimination of any kind.  It is not the sole possession of minorities to wave every time they think they get a raw deal.  Just last week, Warren Sapp, who plays defensive lineman for the Tampa Bay Buccaneers, compared playing in the NFL to being a slave in the Old South and the NFL league office is a bunch of slave masters.  Michael Irvin did the interview of Warren Sapp and later in the studio actually defended Sapp’s statement.  Rush Limbaugh did not in any way claim blacks could not play football.  His comments, while misguided, indicted the MEDIA, not McNabb himself.  Sapp, on the other hand, made an outright offensive racial comment and NO ONE took him to task.  This is exactly what I mean by people’s fear of saying anything negative about minorities.  When Steve Young (who is white) voiced his concern about Sapp’s statement, first Michael Irvin and then to a lesser degree, Teary Tom Jackson, tried to justify Warren’s comments.  It sickened me.  If this is not the perfect example of a double standard, I don’t know if one exists.  Now, I don’t claim to be an authority on slavery or the antebellum period, but I don’t believe the slaves had a minimum salary of $750,000.  As far as I know, and I am still researching this, a slave did not receive a salary, did not drive fancy cars, did not have million dollar homes, and did not change plantations once their contract expired with the master.  Also, I have asked around and no one seems to remember a single incident of whipping, shackling, or lynching of an NFL player.  Hey!  Wait!  John Lynch plays defensive back for the Tampa Bay Buccaneers.  Perhaps Warren is feeling a bit uncomfortable having a guy named Lynch standing ten yards behind him each week.  Perhaps this is the reason Warren is so upset.  He is speaking out for all his fellow blacks about the way he is forced (translation:  paid $2 million) to play with a guy named Lynch.  Warren may be on to something.  A trip through the rosters of NFL players reveals a Jordan Black, (a racist name if I ever heard one), a butt load of “Browns”, a “Butler”, a “Cotton” (a racially divisive word is there ever was one), a “Shipp”, and a “Spears”.  This is obviously an overt attempt by the NFL to turn the league into a slave ship.  I understand the new expansion team will be named the Amistads…Well, another Halloween is upon us and I am again amazed at how silly and ridiculous teenagers can be.  First, let me say that I can understand why our children get confused sometimes.  We preach to them about never talking to strangers or accepting anything from them, then we encourage our offspring to go door-to-door begging for sweets.  Another thing that bothers me about Halloween is that no one dresses in scary costumes anymore.  When I was a kid, if you dressed like a fairy or a cowboy, you got the crap kicked out of you.  (Its only recently that I am able to wear my fairy costume without fear of reprisals)  You had to be something scary like Dracula, Frankenstein, a witch, or Jane Fonda.  The scariest costume I saw tonight was some kid dressed like a dinosaur.  It was this big furry costume that reminded me of the bunny suit Ralphie was forced to wear in A Christmas Story.  I wasn’t scared but I’ll bet the little kid forced to wear it was going to have nightmares.  One child even dressed like Sponge Bob Square Pants.  Holy cow!  Oh Boy!  A sponge?  Are you kidding me?  I hoped he had some siblings dressed as a mop and a broom so I could have them clean my kitchen…I noticed that as the night got longer, the Trick or Treaters got older and the costumes got less imaginative.  At one point, two teens came to my door wearing nothing but black jeans and purple KSU Wildcat jackets.  I asked them what they were supposed to be and they replied, “Goth.”  The rest of the conversation went something like this:


“What is ‘Goth’?”  I asked, being the curious type.


“We are Goth.”  Goth Girl Number One replied, as if I was an imbecile for not comprehending this simple idea.


I tried to point out the term should be “Gothic” since “Goth” is not a word.  For those of you with teens I am sure you are laughing at me for being so stupid as to think there is a way to reason with a teens about language.  Yea, the two teens did not appear impressed with my linguistics skills either.


“I thought Goth’s wore all black?”  I pointed out.”  Your jeans are black, but your jackets are purple.  You look more like a big bruise.”


Apparently my rapist wit is lost on youth.  One of the girls pulled up her jacket to show me her black bell bottom jeans.  Gothic architecture often included bell towers so I am willing to give the benefit of the doubt on this fashion faux pas.  


“See, my jeans are black.”  Goth Girl Number Two chimed in, earnestly believing this settled the matter.


“There is more to being Gothic than just wearing black clothes and piercing your nose and eyebrows.”  I instructed.”  Do you even know what is means to be Gothic?”


“Its my religion.”  Goth Girl Number One offered.


Ahhhhhh.  How silly of me.  A minute ago it was just a fashion statement, now it’s a religion.


“Are you of Germanic heritage?”  I wondered aloud,” Or do you just love the fact you don’t have to tithe?”


The blank stares told me all I needed to know.  I could almost hear them saying, “Dude, (all teens use the word “dude”.  Its has replaced “sir” and “ma’am” in the English lexicon) we just want some damn candy.  We don’t need a sermon.”


“No.  Its my religion.”  Goth Girl Number Two repeated.


Apparently, teens think repeating something several times makes for a more emphatic point.  Kind of like the way people will raise their voice and talk slower to someone who speaks a different language.


“What religion asks you to dress in black and purple and insists you poke holes in your face?”


“We worship Aceta-someone.”  Goth Girl Number One sighed, popping her gum.


“Acetaminophen?”  I offered, helpfully.


“Yes!”  Both of them exclaimed together.”  That’s him.”


Jubilation reigned as we broke down a barrier and made a connection between generations.


“Congratulations!”  I replied, feigning perkiness.  (Hey, at my age, feigning perkiness is quite an accomplishment).  “You two are worshipping aspirin.  Now get out of here, you give me a headache.”


I promptly shut the door and being the “Candy Nazi”, no candy for them.  I am pretty positive my tires will be slashed tomorrow or my house will get egged.  

