Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind XCII, 31 Mar 04

Death is such a unique and lonely experience.  Sometimes if you are lucky, you are surrounded by your loved ones.  Other times, you may be alone when it happens.  If you’ve lived a full life, you may be ready to die.  Others die at a young age and we all mourn their misfortune.  No matter which way you die, we all have one thing in common:  we all are going to die some day.  It’s the way we die that will determine our legacy.  Some people donate all their money to charities.  Others may donate to the community and have a building, a park, or a brick named after them.  (Yes, a brick.  When Olympic park in Atlanta was built 1995, you could purchase a brick with your name on it to be laid in the walking path.  A lot of people bought a brick for their loved ones who had passed away.  I got stepped on enough in life when I was married, I don’t want to be walked on in death too.)  In our attempt to cheat death in any way, we want people to remember us after we are gone.  Since you can’t really count on being a ghost unless you have unresolved issues or are married to dyke-looking Demi Moore, we have to do it with memories.  As if we are soooooo important that the world can’t survive without our memory constantly being shoved in their face.  It’s an ego thing.  It’s something I completely understand.  However, since I am a poor schmoe (at least until I get my inheritance and can name a park bench for my parents) I can’t go the donation route.  So, the second best option is to disappear when I die.  No one ever forgets someone who disappears.  They write books about you, sometimes make a movie about you, or you show up on television mystery shows.  You think ANYONE would remember Amelia Earhart if she had completed her journey?  I doubt it.  She would just be some crazy chick who flew around the world.  Who cares.  Lucky Chucky Lindbergh became the first person to fly over the Atlantic and what is he remembered for?  His kid disappearing.  Ha!  See!  Jimmy Hoffa?  Remember him?  I’ll jump off a building (to be named after me) right now if you can name the CURRENT leader of the Teamsters Union.  The trick to this is that you have to do it so you are never found.  (assistance from the Mafia is a suggestion)  If they find your body, you are normally not going to be in good condition.  I don’t want to be remembered by the way I looked when I was found.  I got one word for you:  Elvis.  If they never find your body, people will always wonder about you, talk about you, discuss what might have happened to you, and you will never be forgotten.  One thing you have to avoid is being the victim of a serial killer.  This would defeat the purpose.  You would just become a “victim” and cease to have a name.  We are trying to avoid anonymity here…Speaking of death, one of the leading causes of unnatural death is smoking.  People who smoke tend to die early and/or painfully.  So why do they try to inflict this fate on us as well?  While test have not completely proven it, there is some evidence that secondhand smoke can cause lung problems as well.  So, in effect, the guy sitting next to me smoking ten Marlboros at once is actually trying to kill me.  Hmmm.  The part that irritates me is when you swipe your hand through the hair in an attempt to push away the fog he just blew in your direction, the idiot will actually get annoyed.  So, I have a solution.  Next time you are sitting in a restaurant or public place and some clown is ruining your evening by smoking nearby, just walk over and take a nice healthy shit on his/her table.  That’s right.  Just defecate on his/her dessert.  When he/she asks in a startled voice (trust me, he/she will be startled) why you did this, just explain that you are being forced to suffer his/her secondhand smoke so he/she will have to suffer your secondhand shit.  (Surgeon General Warning:  Second Hand Shit (SHS) has not been found to be hazardous to your health unless the recipient of said SHS is much bigger than you and very drunk)…None of you “faithful” readers even noticed in my last Straight Thoughts, I used the number “91” in the title rather than the Roman numeral “XCI” as is the norm.  Thanks for paying attention.  I feel a sudden movement in my bowels.  I hope you were finished with that dessert.   

