11.  A few observations

What follows in this chapter are random thoughts, ideas and things I have witnessed over the last few months. I hope you find them humorous, but in any case, don’t report me to the funny farm, which by the way is one of my favorite movies.

I think I figured out why work isn’t getting done in corporate America. People are too busy eating.

All I hear are comments about what is on their plate and about stuff on the back burner. These people need to get back to work and stop obsessing about food.


A watched pot never boils. An unwatched one will mess up the stove.


I’m not a rocket scientist. Thank God for that.

I’m scared of heights and I have common sense.

My drugstore is Wrong Aid.

There’s no pressure for competency.


Some drugs are so bad they have front, back and side effects.


It seems to me that a devil’s advocate is still a devil.

I sometimes buy stuff at Best Buy – Worst Service.

You’ve got to visit the store to appreciate my feelings.


I was thinking about a job in health care. I have circus experience.

Well, not quite, but having worked in the business world, I think that qualifies. My apologies go out to the lion tamers and clowns – in the circus. 


On Monday, April 21, 2008, while on my daily walk on the Ellicott Creek Trailway, I saw a lady in high heels, something I hadn’t observed there in over four years. 

She may have just got back from a job interview. Since she was walking, there was another possibility, but this is a trail and not a street and it was in the morning.


Around the end of October 2007, I checked my calendar to see when I had to change my clocks. The calendar in my kitchen said this had to be done on the last Saturday in October. However, my calendar in the hallway indicated this should be done the first weekend of November.

I decided to turn the clock back both weekends. That way, I’d get two extra hours.

The clock in my car is always a few minutes late.

I’m not on time for anything. 


Not long ago, I bought a five-pound bag of some purpose flour.


I got a flier in the mail from a car place and one of the sale items is an oil change package. 

It sounds like you have to change the oil yourself – the oil change is extra. 


One Friday, I called a restaurant in Buffalo to see if they took reservations. I was told – not on Friday. From that response, I assumed that they took them for the other nights. However, for those evenings you probably don’t need a reservation, whereas Friday is the day you need one.

I love corporate America!


While I was a student in high school, there was an underclassman with the name of Jerome Zwierzchacewski. He ran cross country, and I believe the coach put him on the team to get even with the press.

His name probably was too long for a scrabble game. Moreover, you wouldn’t have enough letters since you only picked eight at a time.


There is a street in Tennessee called Heil Quaker Boulevard.

In my mind, those two words seem to be an oxymoron.

I figured out who should be singing the song, “Call me irresponsible.”

Sadly, there happens to be more than one person – more like an Army. 


I know a singer who was so bad that one of the notes this person sang was unnatural.

I use the word, “was” because I hope he / she learned to play the piano.

They say you shouldn’t bite the hand that feeds you but on some occasions I think dental impressions are necessary. Face it: by now you should be able to feed yourself.

Obviously, I’m not an anti-dentite.

The first step to losing weight is to begin an exercise program. You can eat anything, but not everything.   

Some of my friends mentioned that there was a bit of stubble on my face and that I looked like Richard Nixon. I was dismayed because not long before that I had shaved.

I guess from now on I can’t use a RAZR.

I figured out why not many of my books get sold at bookstores. The place “stores” them rather than selling them.

In filling out a copyright form for one of my books, I saw the words, “Handwritten signature.”

Will it be acceptable if I sign the document with my nose? How could the recipients find out what part of my body I used anyway?


I decided to file for an extension to pay my taxes. Do you think I can get one for twenty years?

It will take that long for me to decipher the instructions. 

I could never be an acting president for any organization. 

I’ve never been crazy about going on stage.

In early January 2008, my Christmas cactus was in full bloom.

I wonder if the Three Kings had anything to do with this delay.

I plan to invite my friends Ted and Carol over for dinner soon. I’m not sure if Alice will join us.

The United States should impeach George W. Bush. We know he’s impaired.

I bought a Toyota Prius in April 2007 that has more intelligence than the entire administration.


If Al Gore runs for president in 2008 and wins and then gets re-elected, he would have been elected president three times.

 I don’t trust anyone who says, “I am not a crook.”

You may have heard that Gordon Gekko is coming back – and not for GEICO!

The rumor I heard is they’re making a sequel to the movie Wall Street.


Dollar General is resigning, or at least going AWOL – they didn’t pay him enough.


Some people are reborn, but from what I have seen, it doesn’t make a difference.

You may have seen this concept in an earlier section on bumper stickers.


I bought some invisible tape but I don’t remember where I put it. I can’t see it anywhere.


I don’t go to pot luck parties anymore. The last time, the cops raided the place, found the pot and I wasn’t so lucky.


I returned to the house of my childhood to see what it had become. I asked the people if I could come inside and have a look, but my mom and dad refused me entry.


There are some of my friends that I can’t call because my phone doesn’t have a “5” on it.

I got it from the back of a truck. Perhaps I should have spent a few more dollars on this device.


I worked on a software contract where the meetings were so long that they didn’t read the minutes. They read the hours. 


I won’t buy an HD TV until I have to, since with the high definition comes lower intelligence. 


On the Ellicott Creek Trailway on March 9, 2007, I saw a red fox.

The classification was probably right since he was using off-color language.


In the summer of that same year, while beginning my daily walk, on this same trail I saw a gentleman and his dog with a stick in the latter’s mouth. It was at least six-foot long and about an inch and a half in diameter. It was one visual that I wish I could have captured on film.

When it comes to fetching commands, that’s one tough master.

I had some blood work done, recommended by my family doctor. After looking at the results, he wants me to see an apologist.

I eat right and exercise. I must have been saying a lot of things that people don’t want to hear.


I believe in showing courtesy to others, but why do people thank others if the latter haven’t done anything? If you call and need some information but don’t get any, or ask for some kind of consideration that is not offered, I don’t feel it is right to utter the words, “Thank you.” Instead, maybe you should utter, “Go to the theatre.”

I’m sure you have heard an individual who has called a company looking for someone say, “Is Mr. Whiplash in, please?” Is the caller really wishing and praying the dude will be there, or perhaps the question should have been, “Could you please tell me if Mr. Whiplash is there?” I was driving on the road and trying to move over to the left lane, but the person behind me just wouldn’t let me get in. He finally passed me and then I got over. At that point I hand signaled him – all five fingers – to pass along my thanks.

On the highway I notice SUVs with names such as Envoy, Explorer and Expedition. Are there any named Earth, Earthy, Environment or Environmental?

Only if Honda or Toyota makes them.


My sister Pat and her husband, Lou, have a beagle named Annie. She is a loving dog but because pets are not much different from humans, she goes through certain times in the cycle. People in Buffalo travel to Canada quite frequently since the International Peace Bridge is just up the road. I myself have done the crossing a few times while journeying to Minnesota and Maine over the last few years. All I can say is that the Canadian authorities at the border have so much more on the ball that their American counterparts.

 
Lou and Annie, who had on a diaper, were returning from Canada to Buffalo, in the summer of 2007 and greeted at the border by a young lady. She asked about this piece of apparel and Lou mentioned that Annie was in heat, to which a reply came, “Dogs go through that, too?”

Storks can only handle so many animals.
I watched the flick, Kinsey, recently and like all movies, there was a disclaimer that no animal was harmed in the making of the movie.

Nothing was stated about the number of births from the actions of the creatures shown in the credits, though.


I saw a movie in July 2007 and the rating warning used the words, quirky situations. 

At least they’re using different words – it’s good to be creative. 


Regarding programs on National Public Radio, due to time limitations, I don’t feel all things should be considered.


On December 26, 2007, I was asked for proof at the supermarket.

Who said people can’t get younger? I became a senior citizen a few years ago so the problem here is management. I talked to the clerk at the register and she said she could get fired if she didn’t ask, even if I had been born in the nineteenth century. She related that these instructions came about in training. Apparently the higher-ups can’t trust these employees’ judgment – another fine example of missing intelligence.
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