Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind XCVI, 2 Nov 04

Welcome to the post- election edition of Straight Thoughts.  Well, Kerry has decided to concede the election and true to form has announced he is now a Republican.  I know Kerry and his minions are supposed to keep up a happy façade even when its obvious to EVERYONE in the country that he has lost, but come on!  He trailed by 136,000 votes in Ohio and yet there was some Kerry lackey on television talking about how nothing was over and every vote has to be counted and blah, blah, blah.  (It sounded eerily like when Iraq Foreign Minister, Tarik Aziz, insisted Americans were not in Baghdad even though American tanks were rolling along behind him.)  Did anyone other than misguided Democrats really think 96.5% of those provisional ballots were going to have Kerry’s name on them?  If Democrats really believe that, I am glad they lost the presidential election as well as losing seats in Congress.  No way these people should be making decisions for the whole country.  Considering the appearance of their presidential candidate, don’t you think the Democrats should change their mascot from a donkey to a horse?…In addition to the Democratic party, apparently the news media has lost touch with reality as well.  I happened to be up at 3 A.M. when one of President Bush’s aides came on to announce they were declaring a victory in Ohio.  CBS immediately cut to its two anchors and Leslie Stahl look appalled that the Bush party would be making that announcement.  She actually said, “they are suppose to wait until us in the media make the call and then announce it.”  I am not an authority on the Constitution or the entire election process, but I can’t remember ever reading ANYWHERE that said the news media gets to pick the president.  She looked like a little kid who had a secret that someone else let out of the bag…Another Halloween has come and gone.  I was going to go to a party as a priest with a doll dressed as an altar boy attached to my crotch.  I was advised this might be considered sacrilegious or offensive to some dedicated Christians at the party.  I pondered on this thought as I am known to do when perplexed.  Halloween began as the celebration of the Celtic new year 2,000 years ago in which the Irish Druids offered up gifts to their gods.  (Not very Christian-like to have more than one god).  The Romans conquered the Druids in 46 AD and incorporated the pagan celebration into their own deity celebrations.  Like the Druids, the Romans celebrated many gods in a very un-Christian way.  So where am I going with this?  Since Halloween is not a Christian holiday and, in fact, is very anti-Christian, by attending a Halloween party, you are violating Christian doctrine.  Am I proposing that celebrating Halloween is a sin?  No.  It’s a harmless exercise in fun.  My point, and yes I have one, is I find it hypocritical for someone to get offended by my tacky costume when they are in a worse position than I am.  I do not believe in an all-might deity, but they do.  So who is in more trouble?  The guy who is ignorant of God or the one who knows God and violates his tenets?  For the record, I dressed as a giant tissue box with a sign above the dispenser that said, “sometimes you need a good blow.”  See?  I went the classy route.  Speaking of churches.  Churches are trying their best to be more hip and cool to attract a different audience other than the Viagra crowd who are just sucking up at the last minute before dying.  I heard about a Methodist church in Memphis whose marquee read, “God, git ‘er done”.  This is using an expression from a redneck comic named Larry the Cable Guy.  Apparently, they think God is a redneck.  In this spirit I think the Bible needs to be revised to have God smacking Mary around, kicking Jesus out of the house when he turned 18 (which he may have done since the Bible is vague about his life between 18-33), and the water is turned into Budweiser instead of wine…Marriage is a lot like cancer.  It makes you sick and your hair falls out…I have two Asian women who work for me.  One is Philipino and one is Indonesian.  They eat the most ungodly things.  Ohhhhhhhhhhh, but it has to be on rice.  (I think they would eat a piece of dog poop if it was on rice.)  Our office always smells like a slaughterhouse after they have lunch.  To their credit, they politely offer me tastes of their cultural delights.  In response I offered t o make them something American.  I was going to make a chicken and rice casserole.  When they found out I was making chicken-n-rice and not chicken AND rice, they freaked out.  Apparently, in Asia, it’s a sin to cook chicken and rice together in the same pan.  (In order to prevent a riot, I did not tell them it was instant rice.)  Maybe I am culturally insensitive but I find it hard to understand their aversion to chicken-n-rice when they are willing to eat family pets (dogs), slithery creatures (octopus), and anything else that crawls by their front door.

Previously on Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind:  Eric had a date with The Kitten Witch in which he found himself trapped in her lair.  He managed to escape only after subduing her with pizza.  In Part III of our story, we learn the aftermath of his aborted date.

I laughed off the date once I was safe at home.  I mean the law of averages said I had to have a bad one sooner or later.  Up to this point the worse date I can remember is back in high school when Debbie Gibson turned her face as I tried to kiss her goodnight and my kiss landed on her cheek.  Anyhow, having survived that night with lots of therapy, I consider myself lucky.  I never realized how sheltered I was when I was married.  Dating sucks.  Women are psychos.  They all act irrationally, so it just makes sense to find one and stick with her.  If they are all psychotic, at least having only one to deal with makes it easier.  So, confident I had survived a scare, I went back to work and forgot all about Rhoda.  Well, much like a case of herpes, she refused to go away and it only took three days for her to flare up again.  She called me at work while I was busily making the world safe for democracy.  I forgot I had given her my work number.  (Note to self:  give out false name and phone number next time).  After a few pleasantries, she told me she was going to Colorado for a few weeks and didn’t know when she would return.  As I continued to play Tetris, I casually asked her what was the purpose of her call.  She told me she was going there to see a doctor and I was not to talk her out of it.  Elated that I had just bested my own high score in Tetris, I asked her why I would talk her out of it.  She told me that she knew I did not believe in abortion.  Abortion?  The hell you say!  She went on to tell me that she was having the baby aborted and I was not to feel sorry for her.  She also “unselfishly” informed me she was not going to expect me to help her take care of the baby.  What baby!!!?  She told me she was pregnant and if I was not going to marry her, then she was going to abort the baby.  After I stopped laughing, I asked her why she thought the baby was mine.  She replied that I was the only guy she had been with in the last three days.  My mind flashed back to those poor kittens and I wondered which one of them might be the father.  Trying not to sound mocking, I explained to her there was no way I could be the father.  First, I had a vasectomy and second, we didn’t have sex!!  Her response, and you gotta love her, “I know.  You are such a nice guy and I really wanted you to be the father.”  I then asked her if she knew who was the father.  She said it was some guy named Mike who she had slept with two days before our date.  He is an ex-boyfriend who is engaged to another woman.  He slept with her the week before his wedding.  I asked if she had told Mike about the baby.  Rhoda replied, “Yes and he told me if I told his fiancé, he would kill me and the baby.”  (Yes, dear readers, the movie version will appear on Lifetime very soon.  Brad Pitt is playing me.)  She next told me she thought it would be best if she just killed herself.  Since I was completely out from under her spell I responded, “Be sure to set the kittens free first.”  The End.

