Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind XCVIII, 31 Dec 04

Happy New Year!!!  Hope everyone had a safe and happy 2004.  I am sending out best wishes for a fabulous 2005…I recently went to my son’s school to sit with him all day.  He had been “missing” school (something we called skipping in my day) and I wanted to embarrass him a little by going from class to class with him.  Unfortunately, it backfired when his fellow students thought it was so cool that his dad was following him around.  Most of them came up to me to ask. “Are you Drew’s daddy?”  “Yes.” I replied.  “Unless his momma can prove otherwise.”  While sitting in his English Literature class, I made a little discovery:  all male English Literature teachers dress and act alike.  They tend to wear khaki slacks, plaid or flannel shirts, and soft-soled shoes.  Their interaction with the students is almost identical as well.  They all have this eccentric uncle quality about them.  You know the uncle who seemed to be the black sheep of the family.  Not the drunk uncle, but the uncle who never seemed to act like an adult.  He was normally the one who bought you firecrackers on 4th of July or took you out for ice cream before dinner and spoiled your appetite.  He is not the uncle who gets drunk every Christmas and tells your relatives what he really thinks about them.  The male English Lit teacher acts so laid back as to make Eeyore seem like Paris Hilton.  It also seems standard for the young co-eds to develop crushes on their English Lit teachers.  I remember my high school girlfriend having a crush on her English Lit teacher, Mr. Lattoff.  He was very thin-framed, had a pointed chin with a goatee.  He looked like Satan and, in fact, everyone called him Devil Man.  However, as much as I disagreed with him philosophically, he was a great teacher because he was so animated and boisterous.  If English Literature teachers are the wayward uncles, then English grammar teachers are the mean aunts.  I have yet to meet a grammar teacher who was not like the nun in Blues Brothers.  Standing over you with the proverbial yardstick and swatting you for every little transgression.  They are normally short, older ladies.  I suspect there is a bias in the hiring practices that requires you to be at least 60 years old to teach English grammar.  You also have to have the disposition of Nurse Ratched and be able to spot the McMurphy’s (independent thinkers who are a danger to your ability to control the other students’ minds and thoughts).  I also noticed the English grammar teacher must be totally out of touch with what her students find important.  Asking a classroom full of potheads and suspected gang member to write an essay on what they did last summer is almost like asking them to write their confessions.  Finally, I have noticed that they don’t make high school girls like they used to.  As with all forms of technology, it would appear there have been major advances in the female anatomy and fashion sense.  I do believe this bears some more serious field research.  So, in the interest of science, I am going to start volunteering at the pool as a lifeguard…I have been dating my girlfriend, Michele, for almost two months now.  Okay, our two month anniversary is 4 Jan 05 at 8:11:23 A.M.  God forbid I should forget the exact hour, minute, and second we first met.  Anyway, things seem to be progressing pretty well and we have even started looking at houses since she wants to move close to me (she lives in Lawrence and wants to move to Manhattan).  I’ve come to the realization that the process of buying a houses is a lot like dating.  You hire a realtor to set you up with a date to view a house, much like a friend might fix you up on a blind date.  The first thing you notice about a house/women is the view.  Is it/she aesthetically pleasing?  Do her windows/eyes appeal to you?  What about the lot lines/curves?  How big is the backyard/rearend?  What kind of neighborhood/family history does it/she come from?  Do you like what is upstairs as much as you like what is downstairs?  Is the “front yard” landscaped?  What types of remodeling/plastic surgery will be needed before you can “move in”?  Finally, is the price worth the cost of living with it/her?  The more I think about it, the more I think I will just rent…Speaking of houses, I saw several houses built in the 1960s and one even looked like the house from The Brady Bunch.  This caused me to ponder (I am a master ponderer) about the design of the house in which the Bradys lived.  How come if Mr. Brady was such a fabulous architect, he couldn’t design a home with more than three bedrooms (not counting Alice’s room)?  They had this enormous house, SIX children, three bedrooms and only TWO bathrooms.  One of those bathrooms had to be shared by the six children, three of which were women.  How the hell did these kids EVER make it to school on time in the morning?  Three females!.  The females would have to start showering at 3 AM to ensure THEY were on time.  Those poor boys.  Most of the time they probably just didn’t take showers.  That might explain why Greg had to move into the attic.  He started to get really ripe after a few weeks.  A further issue never addressed is how often females pee.  I suspect the reason the Bradys had that fake Astroturf lawn was because the boys were killing the real lawn by “watering” it when they couldn’t get into their own bathroom…Now that another Christmas has come and gone, I am wondering why we get Christmas off as a federal holiday, but not Easter.  I realize Easter is always on a Sunday, but when Christmas falls on a weekend, as it did this year, most people got Christmas Eve off from work.  How come we don’t get off on Good Friday?  Also, why are Christians so lousy at math?  If he died on Friday and “three days later he rose again”, wouldn’t that be a Monday?  Further, why do we call the day Jesus was crucified “Good Friday”?  What was good about it?  Certainly Jesus doesn’t think it was very good.  I bet if you had him do a top ten list of good memories he had of his time on Earth, “good Friday” would not be among them.  Imagine Abe Lincoln surviving his assassination attempt and writing his memoirs years later.  Think he would refer to 14 April 1865 as a “good Friday”?…Editor’s note:  Being a fair and balanced essay writer that I am, I researched the issue of Jesus’ resurrection.  Apparently, the Bible refers to this occurrence as “on the third day he rose again” not “in three days.”  After doing some reading, I have learned that the in those days, they referred to parts of days as whole days.  So if Jesus died sometime around early afternoon on Friday (yea, that was a “good” day for all) then they counted the rest of Friday as one day.  In those days they were not referring to a 24 hour window, so they included Friday when counting.  So Friday was one day, Saturday was two days and “on the third day”, Sunday, he rose again.  We have this same problem in the military when it comes to individuals applying for leave.  If they say they will take leave from 21-30 December, most of them think they are taking 9 days of leave since simple math tells us that 30 minus 21 is 9.  However, they forget to count inclusively and count 21 December.  There!  And you thought reading my little essays had no educational value.  2005 is going to rock!

