My Boss Dr. SS
<<First performance 08/25/04 (abbreviated): Stress Factory, New Brunswick, NJ>>
I am going to talk about my boss Dr. SS tonight. If you promise you wouldn't laugh (even once) in my entire set, I promise I will forward your resume to him. He will love you so much, to give you a job on the spot.

Dr. SS is from Egypt, the home of camels, pyramids, and mummies. He does not own a camel though. He just likes being an ass. He is a pious Muslim Egyptian, who has short hairs, short mustache, and a few short cuts.  

He thinks that if he keeps a Koran on his desk, hires some Jewish to show peace, fasts a few times a year when he forgot his lunches, Allah will grant him all the money he wants. I guess Allah will be happier if Dr. SS actually read the Koran once in a while.

Dr. SS lost much of our company money in stock market for a tech company known as ‘Looser Technology’. Since then, he became a money saving expert. Recycling is the first step. He started recycling office paper, folder, clips, and paychecks. Then he went further to re-use his promises, propagandas, and lies.  
To cut cost, Dr. SS replaced Starbucks coffee with special house blend of Dollar Shop, and we are limited to use 12 oz cups, for maximum of 2 times a day. The beans are recycled for 4 times. Four is his lucky number. 

Since last week he stopped bringing his lunch boxes, and began to come to people’s desks asking for cookies and snack bars. One day I opened my peanut can and found it is empty except one note. It reads "The boss had them. Do not blame the janitor."  

Dr. SS brought half a cake to the office yesterday. He said it was left over from his son's birthday. For God's sake, his son was born around Memorial Day, and it is Labor Day already.  Worse was that I have to put 50 cents in the basket for the plastic plate and fork. The company has stopped giving them out for free. 

Eliminating holidays from the calendar saves money. Passover and Good Friday obviously are no-no’s for a Muslim owned company. Chinese New Year is for the Chinese, and this is America. Easter is for Easterners, or bunny lovers. St. Patrick Day is for drunk guys named Patrick. Columbus day is for….. uh, Columbians.  President's day is good for the presidents like Lincoln, Washington, or him - the president of the company. When he heard Fourth of July is Sunday this year (2004), he kneeled and thanked Allah for it. 

Electricity seems to be a big expense. During the summer the boss would yell out "Are you guys trying to freeze the old man?"  Then he turns off the air conditioner. During the winter, he would cry out "This place is as hot as hell." Heater is off with no surprise. I guess he has been to hell to prove that.  One day he announced the office dress code for winter includes down coats. I cannot wait to hear what he has to say about summer dress code - bikini and shorts I hope.

Most US workers are afraid that one day they would be replaced by cheaper overseas operations in India and China. This is not the case with us, because we are already outsourced. He pays us the equivalence of Chinese salaries. He even called me after midnight once in a while to pretend that I live in China. 

My boss believes in rewarding people based on performances. After three years of hard work I was promoted to operation manager of a giant rubber plant. I water it every day. My colleague told me the boss used to like the plant until one day it grew ugly and limped.  That was why it was given out to me.  I think it is unfair to blame the tree. Any one would have limped in that corner office. 

One time I was caught dumping coffee to the tree.  He accused me of wasting company resources and running personal errands in business hour. I was told if I kill the boss' ex-plant, I will be executed. 

The boss ordered a few super fast Pentium computers the other day. Those computer were so fast, they were quickly moved to his house for his son’s video games. Dr. SS has talked about upgrading our computer monitors from CRT to flat screens for over three years. Finally he made the purchase. Instead of buying five sets of 17 inches panels for office, he bought an 80 inch for his living room.
Our office phones are call restricted. We are given a 4-digit personal code for long distance access. He routinely checks phone bill to make sure calls are strictly for business.  When he sees a suspicious number, he would pick up the phone to verify who is on the other side of the line. I have to tell my friends if my boss has ever called, try to sell him something expensive, such as exotic cars, life insurance policies, vacation packages, or Viagra. Funny thing was that he started going overseas for time-sharing vacations last year. He must have called one of my travel agent friends. This year he bought a new BMW. It must be my other friend.

We have a politically correct office policy called "Culture Sensitivity Act".  It tells us that we have to be sensitive to religious holidays, particularly Ramadan.  When the boss is fasting, we should not have food and drink in the office or talking about lunch plans.  Coffee maker and microwave were sealed for a month. Refrigerator was unplugged. The only mouth watering thing I am allowed is my calendar featuring Sarah Michelle Gellar holding a big bat.

By the way, Dr. SS' birthday is April 14th. Yes, one day before the tax day. No wonder he taxes every box of cookies I brought to the office, and my paychecks are shrinking month by month. He came up with all kind of deductions on top of those from the IRS. One day I realized that I pay not only for my health insurance, I pay the insurance money for his son, his dog, and his relatives in Egypt, and of course, his boats and jet-skis.

Dr. SS is generous about letting the employees using the internet.  His philosophy is simple: "Laying a brick takes a buck from my pocket already. Why should I pay two thousand dollars to buy a firewall that cannot stop the fire and cannot be used as a wall." 

Our revenue was down due to internet plunge. Our 2001 Christmas party was held in Charlie Brown's. Year 2002 we went to a Chinese restaurant for $5.99 all-you-can-eat lunch buffet. Surprisingly, he kept talking about business for entire lunch without missing a single bite of crabs. 
Last year Dr. SS brought us a dozen bagels and one jar of plain Cream Cheese and called it the Christmas party. He ate two and said the bagels are so delicious that he wanted to save one for his wife. People thought he is a miser, but I heard the UN praised him as a generous Muslim boss who gave bagels to Chinese for Christmas. I guess he has promoted world peace.
Dr. SS constantly tries to improve himself by reading good books. He bought Stephen Covey's "Seven Habits Of Highly Effective People " a month ago. Now he does every thing opposite of what the book said. Dr. SS must have read the book backwards.

Dr. SS is a great teacher. He taught us Home Management: A man should not get married if he makes less than twenty five hundred dollars a month. He taught Computer programming: Any kid can write programs if you show him how to “copy and paste”.  He taught meteorology: Eight inches of snow should not stop any one from coming to work. He has taught Civil Engineering: Re-building a new house is so cheap that he only needs to thrown in 180,000 dollars.

If you haven't learned those vital life lessons, you should work for him. Since I have quitted this Monday, the company has an opening. I will be happy to forward your resume to him if you buy me a beer.  

<PS. Unfortunately, all the settings in this script were true. Luckily, I have great punch lines and a new job.>
