Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind XCIX, 31 Jan 05

There was a time when I watched the local news to catch up on sporting events of the day.  Then in the mid 1980s, shows like ESPN’s Sportscenter came along and you had 24-hour sports coverage.  I thought this was awesome and I had ESPN going almost all the time.  Their presentation of the news was fresh, in-depth, and sometimes funny.  Then FOX jumped into the fray and ESPN2 came along, and suddenly we were inundated with more sports channels than we knew what to do with.  I should have seen where this was going.  Many years ago, my older brother, Mark, was quite the stud.  He always had women vying for his affections.  This might seem like a problem all guys would want to have, but I am sure today if you asked Mark he will admit it was not that great.  This sort of competition brought out the worst in these girls.  Women backbiting each other, lying, gossiping, and dancing naked in Jell-O for him were common occurrences.  (Okay, I added the Jell-O thing.  Just my unfulfilled adolescent fantasies coming home to roost.  Not that I am bitter or anything, but would it have been too much to ask for him to slide a few of his extras my way.  OH NOOOO!)  The same has occurred with these sports shows.  They are competing for viewership and their uglier sides have come out.  In order to “grab us” these shows have started using pop culture verbiage such as “booyah!” (Stuart Scott on ESPN uses it like every other word.  Note to Stuart:  If I looked like Marty Feldman with those bug eyes, I might try to be a little more low key)  Another trend that is annoying are the screamers.  Apparently, in order to get our attention, theses personalities feel they must raise their voices and shout down the other personalities.  Its really bad on ESPN's NFL Primetime.  Michael Irvin, the former wide receiver of the Dallas Cowboys seems to believe that he doesn't need to say anything important as long as he says it loudly enough to drown out the other personalities on the show.  Since his diction and annunciation remind me of Mushmouth from Fat Albert, this just gets annoying.  ESPN seems to have a monopoly on this type of show.  Their other shows such as Pardon the Interruption, Around the Horn, and I, Max are all shows where the pundits just yell over each other about such hard-hitting topics as "will Terrell Owens use the bathroom before, during, or after the Super Bowl."...I understand the need for segments of society to have something to call their own, but do we really need the Lifetime Television Network?  I remember when this channel started up back in the late 1980s.  They used to show reruns of one of my favorite shows, Spenser:  For Hire.  Sometime in the 1990s, the channel became a woman's crusade movement.  Obviously, there are lot man-hating women running that network.  (Personally, I blame this on Mark since I believe most of the women he turned down went to work for Lifetime.)  Think I am kidding about the male bashing on this network?  The other day I was joking about the types of movies they show and how they are always about cheating husbands and how their wives/lovers get revenge.  That very night, I was skimming the cable guide and saw this lineup on the network:

A Face to Kill For - A childhood sweetheart helps a woman get revenge on the man who wed her for control of a lucrative horse farm. 

Seduced and Betrayed - Revenge drives a widow rejected by a carpenter with a wife and young son 

I'd say someone has some serious issues…My girlfriend is half Cherokee and she has compiled quite a collection of "hate the whitey" books for me to read.  When I asked her to join me for Thanksgiving dinner last November she replied, ever the kidder, "Of course I will go to your dinner to praise white men coming to this country to kill off my ancestors.  How could I resist such a lovely idea to celebrate genocide?"  To her I replied, “To the victors go the spoils.  Get over it, squaw.”  I am beginning to think there is a worldwide conspiracy against the white man.  It's just another example of the non-white man trying to keep us Crackers down...At the gym the other morning I asked why there were THREE reserved handicapped parking spaces in front of the building.  The attractive blonde at the counter tilted her head to the side, looked at me quizzically, and replied, "Where else are you going to put them?  They can’t walk far."  I shook my head in disbelief, talked slower, and used smaller words:  "How many handicapped people come to the gym on a daily basis?"  She tilted her head even further so it was almost parallel to the floor, scrunched up her nose, and replied, "Why would handicapped people want to work out at the gym?"  Its moments like this that I understand why tigers eat their young...A few nights ago, we held a briefing at the squadron for the wives.  The focus of the briefing was to inform them about their benefits should their husbands be killed in action.  The highlight of the night was the chaplain's presentation on stress management during the time loved ones will be apart.  One of his slides was about infidelity.  He said, and I quote, "Don't cheat fellas (notice his implication that only men cheat).  If you can't control yourself, just go in the bathroom, use your left hand and take care of business."  Now I am not a practicing Catholic, but I am pretty sure self-gratification is a sin.  The crème de la crème of his presentation was a slide about how to adjust once the spouse returns from being gone for a year.  (The Army normally sends their folks to the desert for a year, while we “wimpy” Air Force folks only go for 4 months at a time).  The heading of his slide was, "date your family."  After the laughter died down, he tried to recover, but the damage was done.  Imagine being told to have sex with your relatives AND masturbate when they aren't around.  As part of the same briefing, the Family Support Center gave a presentation concerning the military's life insurance policy.  It was quite obvious most of the wives did not know about how much their husbands were worth dead.  When they heard that $250K figure, you could just hear the gears spinning.  When it was announced President Bush is trying to raise the figure to $400K, I heard a chorus of "you are worth more to me dead than alive."  Its obvious these wives watch a lot of Lifetime Television.

