Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind XCIV, 31 Aug 04

Women always act like men are so complicated and hard to understand.  We really aren’t.  Its women who are complicated and hard to understand.  For instance, my ex-wife used to get mad at me because she DREAMT I did something bad like hit her or cheat on her.  So all day long she would just glare at me or refuse to engage in a conversation with me.  After spending the entire day wracking my brain trying to think if I forgot it was the anniversary of the first time we held hands in the rain on a Saturday, she tells me its because of her dream.  Now I have to start apologizing to her id.  Ugh.  As I said earlier, men are not all that complicated.  We want three things in life:  beer, sex, and quiet.  The most perfect woman in the world would be a mute, nympho barmaid.  Think Helen Keller as a Hooters girl.  Perfect… Politics can be quite confusing when you never know who or what to believe.  Democrats call Republicans liars and vice versa.  When it comes to an issue, for the most part, Democrats vote liberally and Republicans vote conservatively.  Without even knowing an issue, you can tell which way the vote will go.  This means, for the most part, they have determined how they will vote before knowing the issue.  Chris Rock once said, “I am not a Democrat or a Republican, I am an American.  If you chose sides before knowing the issue, you are not an American, you are an asshole.”  I have to agree.  On some issues I am liberal (like health care, same-sex marriages, and abortion) and on some issues I am conservative (taxes).  I change attitudes based on the issue.  The difference is I wait until after the issue has been presented to decide how I will vote.  Anyone who says they are voting strictly Democrat or strictly Republican is an idiot and needs to stay as far from a poll booth as possible.  It is that way of thinking that has gotten this country in the hot water with a stagnant political process and bi-partisan politics…With all the debate raging over the war in Iraq, I have one question for my loyal readers:  How many Americans have died from terrorism in the United States since we started the war?   What’s that Mr. Kerry?  You can’t count to zero?…Dating can be funny and it can be hazardous to your health.  A few years back I had a date with a woman.  (Yes, it was a woman!)  She bore a strong resemblance to Alicia Silverstone so I was stoked for the date.  She lived in a very small town and suggested we meet near her house at a convenience store.  When I arrived, there was a two-car collision in the parking lot of the store and the ambulance was removing injured people from the vehicle.  My date, I’ll call her Rhoda, showed up and approached my car.  She asked me to wait while she checked out the accident.  Since I knew she worked as a volunteer EMT, I was not overly concerned.  However, when she returned to my car she pulled out her cell phone and dialed.  “Peter, Connie’s been in a car accident.  They are taking her to the hospital.  You need to go meet her there.  I have a date.”  She hung up and then explained to me that her daughter, Connie, was the injured passenger being loaded into the ambulance.  Stunned, I asked if she wanted to postpone our date.  Her response:  “No, my ex-husband will take care of it.”  So, I followed her to her home, which is redneck-speak for a mobile home.  I refer to it as a mobile home only because a trailer has a hitch and this one had rusted off.  I do not consider myself to be a cowardly man, but I felt it would be in my worst interest to enter that edifice.  The word “ritual killing” came to mind.  Instead we sat on the hood of my car and talked about her life and how she was hoping to save enough money to get another tattoo soon.  Just as this spirited conversation hit a high note, a car races into the dirt yard, just missing the 1975 Pinto transmission that doubled as lawn furniture, I think.  Hey, who am I to criticize someone else’s lawn art.  The car door opened and a through a blur of dirt, I made out the figure of Rhoda’s 15 year old daughter, Veruca.  She was dressed in tight cut off jeans, a half-shirt that barely covered her well-endowed chest, and sandals.  I got an instant vision of the young country girl from the Vacation movie whose father taught her to French kiss.  She approached us at a high rate of speed and began yelling at the top of her lungs how her best friend was in a car accident and Veruca needed Rhoda to take her to the hospital.  Rhoda promptly responded by yelling back about how she was on a date and was not taking anyone anywhere.  At this point, I was rendered obsolete as mother and daughter stood screaming at each other.  (You ever have that moment in life when you wonder if you actually exist or if you are just a figment of someone else’s imagination.)  I finally interjected that maybe I should be leaving.  In the middle of a screaming hysteria, the girl stops, looks at me and says, “Who are you?”  I promptly replied, “Dr. Freud.  How do you do?”  Veruca ignored my attempt at humor and bolted back to the car which sped off.  Rhoda then suggested we go inside.  Folks, I honestly tried to think of a reason not to go inside, but I just could not come up with a good reason.  I suspect I was in the thralls of some dreaded white trash virus that was airborne and cut off all sense of decorum.  The sides of the trailer had holes in it as if it once was a pirate ship and had taken one too many cannon blasts.  As we proceeded up the steps of her wooden deck, I noticed it was rotted and not actually attached to the mobile home.  This instability caused it to sway and gave off the effect of a funhouse.  (I kept wondering if it would have been easier to traverse the deck drunk since it might feel normal then.)  There was a two-foot gap between the deck and the door of the trailer.  Again, I am being kind in referring to it as a “door” since it just a piece of wood secured over the opening to the trailer.  I made the leap into the trailer only to sink down about a foot into the carpet.  The trailer had huge holes in the floor, which apparently is why it was decommissioned from service at sea.  The carpet still covered the holes so I sank into the floor.  As soon as I pulled myself out of this hole, I was assailed by an army of kittens.  I got the horrible vision of being in a Stephen King novel where I am lured into this trailer, and after sinking into the floor, I am devoured by ravenous kittens.  My helpful host advised me to just ignore them.  That was easy for her to say.  As the Kitten Queen, she was not having thousands of little teeth stuck into her ankles.  I managed to kick myself free and climb up onto the couch.  Rhoda soon joined me and asked if I would massage her feet.  As I slipped off her combat boots (yes, combat boots), I got the same sinking feeling you get from opening a present from some long lost aunt. You don’t know what it is, but you know you aren’t going to like it.  Sure enough, I pulled off her socks and she had the nastiest feet imaginable.  Her feet were dried and cracked.  Her toes were twisted and, I am not making this up, the nails were so long they curled under.  I have to take this moment to inform you I was not of proper mind at this stage.  I can only suggest that she used some Jedi mind trick to keep me from being able to move.  I was totally under her spell.  I fully expected her to wave a wand and turn me into one of the milieu of kittens on the carpet.  They were not really kittens after all, but former dates she had turned into pets.  They were not trying to eat me, they were trying to warn me.  “Go back, you poor soul!  Go back!  You will end up like us!”  Much like Pinocchio turning into a donkey, I would soon begin turning into a kitten.  Had I started craving a saucer of milk, I determined to end my life by throwing myself onto the wooden deck.  She was not the Kitten Queen, she was the Kitten Witch.  Her mind control trick made my hands start rubbing her feet.  There was not enough lotion on the planet to lubricate her feet.  I swear I heard her feet swallow when I applied the lotion.  They sort of sucked up the lotion and pleaded with me for more.  I felt like Seymour from Little Shop of Horrors who had to feed Audrey II more and more blood.  She was inside my head crying, “Feed me, Eric!  Feed me!”  I just kept pouring lotion on those feet, but it was never enough.  They were insatiable.  So desperate was my situation, I thought only of my own selfish preservation.  Despite the former dates’ attempts to warn me, I forgot their efforts, and tossed them to her feet.  They were swallowed up in those cracks, howling in pain.  It was awful.  When she was finally sated, albeit temporarily, she looked at me with those horrible, glowing red eyes and said, “Will you massage my back?”  (to be continued)

