Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind XCIII, 30 Apr 04

I don’t hate women, I just don’t understand them.  I do not agree that women are from Venus, but I think that is where most of them belong…Is there a bigger scam on the market than self-help books?  As if you can make a sweeping judgment about people’s lives and it would apply to everyone.  For instance, I was listening to the radio the other night and the “doctor DJ” told this woman to stay with her husband and work things out no matter what.  She seemed to fail to grasp the fact that husband was going “Ike Turner” all over this poor woman.  The DJ had the nerve to suggest maybe the woman was not fulfilling her wifely duties.  Holy smokes!  Apparently the caller suffered from the same problem hundreds of other battered wives have:  she doesn’t listen.…Have you ever wondered about the evolution of the toilet?  I mean I have been to various parts of the world and they all have their own version of this very necessary, yet unrecognized device.  In Arab countries, they have what is commonly referred to as “porcelain bomb sites”.  This is nothing more than a 3’ x 3’ square of porcelain tile with a hole in the center sitting flat on the ground.  You pull your pants down, squat over it and hop you don’t hit your ankles.  In Germany, they’ve upgraded to toilets, but instead of being bowl shaped on the inside, there is a shelf that your, er, deposit lands on.  Then when you flush the water sweeps it over he back edge of the shelf into the pipes.  The difficulty with this toilet is if its an extremely looooooong “deposit”, the end hits the shelf and stops.  You then have to stand up to allow clearance for the rest to exit your body.  Also, if its an explosive deposit, the backsplash soaks your buttocks.  So, its apparent that Americans really know their toilets.  It’s the little things that makes this country great…Sometimes I believe I am being punished for something I have not quite figured out yet.  I say this because I can think of no other reason why I should have to suffer through crazy woman after crazy woman unless there is some sort of Karma at work here.  Well for some ungodly reason, I must now be forced to endure my daughter acting like a nutcase.  Its like getting divorced a second time.  She has hit that age, 18, where she thinks she has lived long enough to know everything there is to know about life.  She wants independence.  She wants to “run her own life”.  She demands to be her own boss and not have anyone telling her what to do.  She wants to make decisions about her life and not have to answer to anyone.  She, by god, is old enough to know what is best for her and she is tired of people telling her what to do.  So, she is going to join the United States Army!…Why hasn’t the Catholic church hit on the idea of offering something at communion than round pieces of cardboard?  If they offered something a little more palatable, they get more people to confession and then communion.  Why not have the priest give you a chip and the altar boy could have some salsa for you to dip it in.  Or how about some candy.  Ooops.  I forgot.  They save the candy to entice little boys…One of the females who works for me recently found out her husband was planning a family day for her birthday.  He wanted them all to go to the zoo.  She said, “No, no, no.  No zoo.  I want an elliptical machine.”  Soooo, he bought her an elliptical machine instead.  Two days later, she decided she wanted a cell phone instead.  Soooo, they took the elliptical machine back, got a cheaper one and she got a cell phone.  Is it any wonder the art of romance is lost these days…Why do women insist we talk to them after sex?  What’s wrong with sleeping?  I used to hate it when my wife would insist we talk right after sex.  Finally, I got fed up with it.  I just told her to get her ass home and hung up.  Just kidding.  I love my ex-wife and for $25 you can too.

