Absolutely!
Chuck Domehead never goes anywhere alone, except the potted
meats shop on 12th Street. “I never go anywhere alone!” he
proudly proclaims, inserting his thumbs beneath the waistband
of his polyester pants and puffing out his chest. “Except
Maynard’s Mushy Meats. I always go there alone … except when
Mother visits.”
Chuck is an absolutist–
“But within limits!”
Thank you, Chuck. And that brings us to today’s topic:
absolutists.
Here are just a sampling of absolutist statements I carefully
curated from the vast imaginary crowd of absolutists that
occupied my front stoop earlier this afternoon:
“I’m a Raw Foods absolutist, except carrots.”
“I’m a ‘Refer Madness’ absolutist, but marijuana should be
legalized.”
“I’m a Graowf’s Wisdom absolutist, as long as I agree with
him.”
“I’m an anti-clown absolutist, except when they bleed.”
“I’m a Freedom of Peanut Cookery absolutist, but not boiled.”
I’ve never seen a clown bleed. I don’t think clowns have blood
inside them, just a rainbow of liquid latex. Or maybe just
rainbows. Or gas.
My 2nd cousin’s aunt, on my mother’s dad’s uncle’s side, once
punctured a clown. She decorated a cake.
When Chuck goes to Maynard’s Mushy Meats, with or without his

mother, he always takes a list. Chuck is a chronic list maker.
He believes that a list ensures the best possible outcome to
any outing. “I always make a list, except when I don’t need
one!” Maynard fills Chuck’s reusable grocery bag with the
meats on Chuck’s list while Chuck waits. “I’m a Go Green
absolutist! Well, except when it comes to the A/C. My palmist
says I have Thermal Cloud Syndrome, so any warmth is extremely
uncomfortable — debilitating even — for me. I’m like the
planet. That’s why I’m a Go Green absolutist!”
We did not eat the cake, even though it didn’t go stale in the
mail.
Chuck is also a moral relativist. “I believe that morality is
absolutely relative. Right and wrong is different for each
person, except for a few obvious things, like murder and
cutting in line. Those things are always wrong, because of
science.”
The cake was pretty.
Science has yet to entirely fathom the mysterious depths of
clown humor. People laugh at clowns, but the reasons why
people find clowns — or anything — funny are not entirely
clear, though Carl von Haigerbund, imminently a psychologist,
has posited a theory (in his 2nd go at his doctoral
dissertation) that it has to do with the uncanny quality of
clowns to remind every living person of his/her father. Doug
Stramboleeny, astrophysicist, asserts that it is due to social
peer pressure, where the preconceived, even if false, cultural
notion that clowns are funny causes people to laugh so they
don’t look foolish to the guy in the next seat with the chili
stain on his “Breadboards and Circuitses” t-shirt. “Dr.
Stramboleeny has PhD’s in astrophysics and physics, so he’s an
expert in sociology, too,” Chuck explains, “but he’s wrong,
because of biology.”
Chuck finds clowns funny because of evolution. “Well, sure,

there doesn’t seem to be a survival advantage to finding
clowns funny, but once you toss a few million years in the
recipe, well … there you go!” Chuck believes the human species
is the result of natural selection guided evolution. “I’m an
Evolution Absolutist! Except for abstract reason. That can’t
possibly be a product of pseudo-random mutation, or we
couldn’t trust even our theories about evolution. But thank
the universe we’ve had all that time, or where would we be
then? Still sucking the slimy skin off the primordial ocean,
I’d say!”
Get your good-natured elbow out of my ribs, there, Chuck.
“Sorry.” It’s OK.
Chuck explains, “Certain things are so clearly non-negotiable,
that they must be treated with absolutitude. You know, like
1+1=2 and experts are always right — well, except Dr.
Stramboleeny — and, … uh … 2+2=4, and … oceans! You know,
stuff like that.”
I asked Chuck, “So, what sets those absolutes in stone, so to
speak, would you say?”
Chuck chuckles. “I’m an absolutist,” he says, “except when I’m
not.”
Here, Chuck, have some cake.

The Terminal
Squirrels

Velocity

of

Squirrels, it is said, can survive a fall from any height, but
I bet no one has thrown a squirrel out of an airplane at

30,000 feet. Clowns, when unconscious, will not survive a fall
from 30,000 feet: they’ll just mutate into a mess.
Coincidentally, an unconscious squirrel would probably not
survive a fall from 30,000 feet either. The reason for this
similarity between falling clowns and falling squirrels has to
do with their mass and the area of the interface between a
falling creature and the air. A conscious squirrel will
spread-eagle and will quickly reach a velocity at which the
air resistance against his furry silhouette will match the
force of gravity tugging at him. This velocity is called the
squirrel’s “terminal velocity.” An unconscious squirrel will
tumble and roll and may even end up in a head first nose dive,
reducing the interface between his fuzzy body and the air,
thus reducing his drag force, and fatally increasing his
terminal velocity. A clown, thanks to his hair, big feet and
hands, and baggy pants, can deliver an impressive drag
coefficient when it has a mind to. It’s also why clowns scare
people. And that brings us to today’s topic: scary choices.
Earlier today, I read a statement by someone in response to an
online post about some Christians who vandalized the Darwin
fish off the back of someone’s car. The commenter said, “Stuff
like that is the reason why I’m no longer a Christian. I’m a
pagan and a Satanist.”
Others might say that the Christians were just demonstrating
evolutionary advantage and an actualized self-worship
manifested as idealized egoism, but not me. I’d never say
that.
If you threw Darwin out of an airplane at 30,000 feet he would
not die, because he is already dead. But if he were alive and
you threw him out at 30,000 feet he would probably perish,
unless he evolved wings or baggy pants on the way down. The
Darwin fish, if you don’t know, is a bastardization of the
Jesus fish. The Jesus fish is an ancient symbol that
Christians used as a secret knock to get into one another’s
houses during persecutions. If you take the Jesus fish, put

legs on it, and stick “DARWIN” inside its body like Jonah, you
get a Darwin fish. Darwinian evolutionists use it to let
Christians know that they can replace the Christian God with
science and the result will still stick to the trunk of a car.
Christians, such as myself, find this odd because that’s
common sense: it’s still a sticker. So, we just shrug, shake
our Rosary beads, and wonder why sticky-backed lungfish named
Darwin are venerated by atheists while a nice, clever, witty
guy like Jesus is anathema.
Charles Darwin could not stick a Darwin fish or a Jesus fish
to the back of his car because he didn’t own a car. The modern
car was patented in Germany in 1886, years after Chuck’s death
in 1882. I suppose he could have surreptitiously stuck a
Darwin fish to the back of Gustave Trouvé’s electric car in
1881, but by then Charley had been suffering chronic illhealth for about 40 years from overwork and was near to death,
so I doubt he’d travel to France. Besides, there was no
evolutionary advantage to sticking any kind of fish on
Trouvé’s car. But you can’t blame him for trying. And besides,
it’d be a fun and largely harmless prank.
Charles Darwin was neither a pagan nor a Satanist. For most of
his life he was some sort of Christian or other. At the end of
his life he was a self-proclaimed agnostic. Maybe he evolved
further into an atheist near the end, or maybe he turned back,
but we’ll never know. It doesn’t really matter which to this
discussion, however, because he was unequivocally not a pagan
or a Satanist. Nor was he a clown — though I did once see a
picture of him wearing loose-fitting checkered pants. I don’t
think they were baggy enough to significantly change his drag
coefficient.
Darwin’s wife, Emma, was also his first cousin. I’m not sure
where to go with that, so I’ll just say that there is no
evolutionary advantage to overworking yourself into chronic
illness. Emma’s sister’s name was Fanny. The name Fanny makes
my five-year-old laugh out loud. Emma and Charles had 10

children in 17 years, between 1839 and 1856, and Emma was 48
when she gave birth to their youngest kid. That’s a good run
for a human — genetically superior, I’d say. A definite
evolutionary advantage. Good choice Chuck made there! Charley
was a doting dad, I understand.
The formula for terminal velocity is: Vt=sq. root(2mg/pAC).
For those of you who don’t know what those obvious symbols
mean, I have a fish for your car. “Vt” means “velocity
terminal”. “sq. root” means “squirrel root”. “mg” means
“milligrams” and “pAC” means “political action committee”.
Thus, we can read the formula as “velocity terminal equals the
squirrel root around 2 milligrams per political action
committee.” The rest should now be obvious if you are properly
evolved and enlightened.
Most of the folks I know who have a beef with God have never
met Him. They seem to be particularly pissed off at Jesus,
because they effectively say, “Jesus seems like he was a
really good man and a wise teacher. I don’t want to have
anything to do with Jesus.”
Some of these people claim to have met God, but decided to
give him the cold shoulder even though He never did anything
to hurt them, all because some self-proclaimed Christians they
met were jerks.
I’ve met a couple of atheists who are jerks. I’ve met a pagan
who was a jerk at times. I met a Muslim who is a jerk toward
non-Muslims. I’ve only met a couple of Satanists, but didn’t
spend enough time with them to determine whether or not they
are jerks. Every group of more than about a 100 humans seems
to have at least one jerk in its midst, so I’d be surprised to
learn that Satanists don’t have their fair share of jerks.
Thus, I think it is safe to assume there are at least a couple
of Satanists who are jerks.
I don’t think Darwin was a jerk. I don’t think he’d have stuck

a Darwin fish on his car, if he could have owned one of each,
or even on Gustave Trouvé’s car. I also don’t think that
Darwin gave up his Christian faith because some Christians he
knew were jerks, and I bet he knew some that were. I know I
do. Darwin doesn’t strike me as the type who would let others
control him that way. And even though Darwin and I might
disagree on the origin of squirrels, I’m willing to bet we’d
have respected one another as reasonable men even though we
disagreed.
Regardless, I know we’d agree on this: it’s amazing that
squirrels can fall from 30,000 feet and probably survive. It’s
all part of what makes them perfectly suited for living lives
scampering and leaping about in the trees a hundred feet in
the air. Whether they are the result of a long evolutionary
process or an instantaneous one doesn’t change the marvel of
squirrels and that every detail of a squirrel and its behavior
is perfect for being squirrely. There is nothing else in the
universe better suited to being a squirrel than the squirrels
we have in our back yards. No matter whether you believe in
God or not, you have to admit there is something pretty
fantastic and even miraculous about that. I bet if you go out
and spend a couple of hours watching squirrels (or any animal)
in your yard, you’ll come away at least a little bit awed.
And that, my friends, is what humans alone are perfectly
suited for doing. That’s what makes you and me so deserving of
respect, no matter how different we are or what we believe
about God or the origin of squirrels. That’s what makes us
human and demands and enables to embrace rather than punch one
another in the face: love.

Tea Bags of Love
Many years ago, I bought my mate, a wonderful wife and mother
of 5’2″, a pump pot for Christmas. The next day, I brewed it
full of hot tea, and ever since that day, I have been filling
it with fresh hot tea every morning I possibly can and she is
at home, which is most of them. I explain to her that it is my
way of saying “I love you” without actually using words, and
that the day I do not make her tea when she is at home and I
have pump pot, hot water, and tea bags at my disposal is the
day I have stopped loving her.
The Bunn-O-Matic Corporation was founded in the 1950’s, maybe
1957, by George Regan Bunn. After a painstaking 15 minutes of
Internet research, I was able to trace the lineage of George
R. to the famous food service tycoon, Jacob Bunn. George R. of
Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin was the son of Willard and Ruth
Bunn, also of Chippewa Falls. The Bunns must really like
Chippewa Falls, incorporated 1869. Willard Bunn, Sr., George
R.’s daddy, was the son of George Whitfield Bunn. George W.
(not the Bush, the Bunn) was the son of Henry Bunn and Jacob
Bunn’s brother. That makes George R. some sort of grand-nephew
or something.
The pump pot I bought was a genuine Bunn, and it lasted
several years before my wife finally wore out the pump. That’s
the quality of a Bunn product: years of pumping pleasure.
That’s also an indicator of how much tea she drinks and how
much love I have demonstrated. After the pot broke, I
immediately bought her another one: an identical Bunn.
Jacob Bunn was a close, personal friend of Abraham Lincoln,
who acted as attorney for his bud Jacob. John Bunn, Jacob’s
bro, was his partner in business and also a friend of Abe, and
a multimillionare. I couldn’t find much about George R.
despite all my painstaking research, but I think that his
numinous flair for naming companies is demonstration enough of

his greatness. Were there a George Regan Bunn around today
running for US President! But, alas, we’re stuck instead with
a poor and frightening facsimile and that email server
mistress.
The only complaint I have about the Bunn pump pot is that it
doesn’t dispose of the tea bags, which I refer to as “love
bags.” In the morning, before I brew the fresh pot of tea, I
dump out the old, stale tea (which, by the way, remains warm
for at least 48 hours in the Bunn pump pot), and out come
yesterday’s tea bags with it, like clumpy clods of sweaty
love, plunking into the sink afloat the bitter burnished umber
of bygone’s acrid affections.
George’s inventiveness was due to his coffee obsession, which
inspired him to found a division of Bunn Capitol Wholesale
Grocery Company devoted to developing a device to brew coffee
in a way that kept the grounds out, because they tickled his
throat or something. But it is a testament to his God-given
gifts for invention that they also serve equally well for use
with tea.
Today, when I got home from my day job, which does not involve
inventing beverage dispensers, but usually involves quite a
bit of coffee, I found yesterday’s love bags in a clammy mound
on my desk next to my keyboard and the new US flag that came
in mail today for donating some money to the USO. The thankyou letter accompanying the flag mentioned funding moralebuilding snacks, which I’m sure include coffee, with my
donation. I hope our troops overseas are provided with Bunn
equipment along with their morale snacks.
George was a veteran of the US Marine Corps and served during
WW II. I think George would smile as wide as a hungry lion in
an orphanage if the US military supplied its overseas troops
with Bunn beverage equipment.
Yesterday’s love bags have been a source of tension in my

house for some time now. After years of emptying, filling,
emptying, filling, emptying, filling the pump pot of/with tea,
I got kind of tired of having to do both the emptying and the
filling seeing as I rarely ever drink even a mouthful of the
tea found therein. The tea in the pop is unsweetened and
decaffeinated. I don’t comprehend tea like that, and it
doesn’t comprehend me, so we avoid one another in the interest
of domestic tranquility. It would be like drinking something
other than black, caffeinated coffee or drinking non-alcoholic
beer — what’s the point?
By the way, George is credited with introducing the flatbottomed coffee filter. Perhaps he was inspired by watching
barges as a tot in growing up in Chippewa Falls as they made
their way up and down the Chippewa River. We’ll probably never
know, because George died in 2002, probably taking the secret
of his inspiration with him to heaven.
My wife has more than once promised good-heartedly and with
the most sincere intentions to empty her pump pot nightly, and
to her credit, every time for several days after she succeeds
in a most admirable fashion. Eventually, however, the trials
of staying up late and doing all the things she does to ensure
the house runs smoothly despite the inadvertent, deleterious
misadventures of the rest of us, catches up to her and the
pot-memory switch flips off. After a few on/off cycles, I
determined that I should help her keep the switch on, so I
suggested that I leave the love bags in the sink if it so
happens I have to empty the pot myself. I assured her this was
in no way indicative of a faltering love, but just the
opposite: a loving hand to assist her in rising above the
vexations of my inadvertent, deleterious misadventures.
The tea bag was first commercially produced in the early 1900s
by Thomas Sullivan of New York before George R. Bunn was born,
so George may have had the same problem I do after he invented
a beverage dispenser and expressed his love for his wife,
Nancy, daily by preparing her a Bunn-O-Matic pot full of tea

every morning! What a coincidence!
Unfortunately for me, my oldest daughter is disgusted by
finding my love bags in the kitchen sink. She’s complained for
some time now to me about it, to no avail, because I simply
explain that I didn’t leave them there, her mother did, as it
is her mother’s responsibility to empty the pot, and thus, any
part of that activity that I undertake to complete is just
helping her out: a sort of additional expression of love.
George was a Catholic and member of Christ the King Parish
(probably in Springfield, Illinois, the town, coincidentally,
where Abraham Lincoln is buried. How’s that for full-circle?).
He was probably pious and devout, because he was endowed with
blessings of inventive giftedness (inventiveness is Divine)
and was a chronic philanthropist. He and Nancy were married 62
years, also probably because he was a devout and pious
Catholic who really meant “until death do us part” when he
said it.
I suspect my daughter, in a vengeful rage, put the clammy love
bags on my desk to spite me. I didn’t think much of it,
chuckling and simply moving the muculent mass 6′ 5″ to the
right onto my wife’s desk.
Tomorrow will be another day. Love bags will slurp into the
sink anew and a fresh Bunn-full of hot tea will brew. The
world will turn and turn and turn, and warmth of wife and
children will remain, and the legacy of George Bunn will
forever be at the center of the love we lavish and pour out
upon one another in a kind of perpetual Christmas. God bless
us, every one!

What is a Drop-in?
This past Sunday, my mate, a wonderful wife and mother of
about 5’2″, announced that we would be dropping in for a dropin after church to celebrate some kid’s First Communion. The
kid turned out to be the child of a friend, which if I had
paid attention the day before when I was first informed of
this drop-in thing, I would have known. Later that afternoon I
was informed there would be no supper at our house because
nobody wanted any due to the fact that my mate was full from
the drop-in. I informed her that the assumption that everyone
was full because she was might possibly be false and should I
make something, and if so, what ingredients might I drop in
the pot, that were not encumbered for a future planned meal.
And that brings me to today’s topic: drop-ins.
According to the USDA, Americans consumed 24.1 billion pounds
of beef in 2014 from 30.1 million head of cattle. Nobody
really can seem to figure out the percentage of Americans who
are vegetarians. The estimates range from 1.9% to 13%
depending on who’s asking Americans if they eat meat. Let’s
say it’s 2%, that means about 312 million Americans shared
that 24.1 billion pounds of beef, which means each of us ate
about 77 lbs of beef.
A few of our pups and I indicated by verbal expression,
grimacing, sulking, fits, self-mutilation, and other forms of
communication that we were not on-board for giving up Sunday
afternoon for a drop-in. “But it is only a drop-in, you jerk,”
you say. Ah, but you are not privy to some important facts.
“How long will we be there?” one of the pups asked me.
“As long as your mother keeps talking,” I replied.
“You jerk!” you shout.
My neighbor, who served in some war and was honorably

discharged and who is a vegetarian, sometimes, ironically,
makes beef jerky. He flavors different batches different ways
and cooks it at 200 degrees Fahrenheit in his oven. It takes
him all day. He gives most of it to my family. It is the best
jerky I’ve ever tasted in my entire life.
“A drop-in,” I explained, “is an event that is scheduled to
run from a certain start time to a finish time and you stop by
briefly to offer your sympathies or congratulations or
whatever some time of your choosing during that span, snack a
little, and leave. You don’t stay long.”
Boy was I wrong!
We arrived at the kid’s house at the scheduled start time so
that we could be back home to maximize the amount of time free
into a single contiguous block. We ate, and we talked, and we
played some games or something. Then we did that again and
again.
77 lbs of beef means that each of us eats 308 quarter pound
hamburgers each year.
People arrive at a drop-in at different times and leave at
different times. They all don’t arrive when it starts and they
don’t all stay until it ends. If they all arrived at the start
and stayed until it ended, you couldn’t call it a drop-in:
you’d call it a “party” or a “cookout” (if the main course was
cooked and eaten outside, which, in this case, it was) or
maybe you’d call it a “prom”. I don’t care what you’d call it,
but you wouldn’t call it a drop-in.
After my neighbor cooks his jerky, he puts it in separate
baggies according to flavor, then he puts the baggies in a tin
with a lid on it, maybe a tin left over from Christmas, and
then he knocks on our door with his offering and we briefly
discuss his jerky. I tell him how thankful I am for the gift
and gush over the delightful flavor and ask him how he makes
it. Then he leaves and we don’t see him again (except

occasionally over the fence, at which time I wave a stick of
jerky at him and smile happily) until he makes more jerky, or
we offer him some baked goods as thanks for having served in
the military to guarantee our right to choose to eat meat or
not and make jerky even if we don’t and give it to neighbors.
He always smiles and waves back. He was in the marines.
So we arrived at the scheduled start time for the drop-in. So
did everyone else who was invited, except one couple who were
late because they went to a later Mass (we’re all Catholic),
but who got there as near the start time as they could without
skipping out before the last hymn. Then, they too joined in
the eating, talking, and playing at some games or other or
not. We watched some older kid shoot tennis balls over the
house with this home-made compressed air cannon he brought.
Why he brought a cannon to a First Communion drop-in is a bit
of a mystery to me. The only reason for bringing it would be
to show it off, but since the event was a drop-in, he wouldn’t
be there long enough to get it all out and show people before
he and they left. In order to show it off, he’d have to arrive
at the start time and stay until the end time and schedule
numerous demonstrations in order to give everyone a chance to
comment on how impressively high the tennis balls went. The
compressed air cannon would have been a clue to me that this
was either not your typicall drop-in or not a drop-in at all,
but the kid didn’t get the cannon out until long after we
should have left, by which time the fact that we were still
there, eating, talking, and playing at some game or other, had
already clued me in to the unorthodoxy of this particular
drop-in.
My friend smoked meat outside and we ate on his deck or
anywhere else in the house or yard we wanted to. The meat he
smoked was not beef, nor did he cook it long enough to make
jerky. It was shredded pork, which was served with our choice
of one of two sauces (or both, or none, as we saw fit, thanks
to my neighbor) to pour onto our pork or not. We spent quite a

while eating the pork and sundry sides (chips, potato salad,
cole slaw), on buns or not, with or without sauces, all of us
together at the same time, and then talking extensively about
pork bar-b-cue, imagining adventures road-tripping around the
state visiting bar-b-que places, and watching the pups and
kits and cubs play at some game or other. Everyone went back
for seconds so we could do it all again, but we subconsciously
staggered our returns for seconds so that the eating, talking,
and watching could go on and on and on again and again. Some
people went back for thirds. No one seemed to be leaving as
the afternoon wore on and the drop-in dragged on and on with
no one dropping in or dropping out, even long after everyone
had ceased eating and we were all just talking and watching. I
was mostly just listening and waiting.
Finally, at some point after about three hours, my eldest
daughter pointed out that she needed to get home to finish
some homework she had due the next morning. “That,” I said
excitedly in reply, “is just the thing I needed!” I
immediately found my mate and intimated in a less than subtle
and more or less direct way, but in no more than a raised
whisper, that our eldest daughter needed to get home to finish
some homework she had due the next morning and that since the
event was a drop-in we could leave at any time. To my
surprise, my mate zinged me with her ocular tazer powers.
However, she could not deny that, though she clearly had more
talking to do, in this particular case leaving was necessary
and not entirely my idea, and so she quickly turned off the
tazers, and I stopped convulsing under her gaze.
We did not take any food home with us. All the other guests
left when we did.
When my neighbor brings us jerky, he is just “dropping by” to
give us a little gift he can’t eat because he is vegan for
health reasons. I do not know if the beef counts as part of
his 77 lbs or mine, or if it is split equally. In any case, he
shouldn’t get even a quarter pound hamburger of the 24.1

billion lbs of beef anyway because he is a vegetarian and is
throwing off the numbers by buying and cooking beef. But I’m
glad he does it. And I’m glad he understands that “drop by”,
unlike “drop in”, does not mean “visit for hours.”
When we arrived home, I rushed through the chores I had to
finish and my daughter rushed through her homework. Some time
in the midst of that I brought up that it had been several
hours since we’d eaten and asked what my mate what her weekly
meal plan had on it for Sunday night. That’s when she informed
me that she was still full and that therefore everyone else
was also still full and we were not going to have any supper.
I replied that I thought that maybe some of our appetites
might operate independently of hers and would she like me to
make something just in case and could she please tell me what
ingredients were not a part of any upcoming meals in the meal
plan which only she was privy to. I walked away having heard
words but feeling that somehow I was no closer to food or how
to acquire any. I was outvoted by everyone: they all said they
really weren’t hungry because they were full from the drop-in,
so I guess my mate was right about that. Shortly thereafter I
had picked up with my chores when my mate came out and stacked
leftovers from the fridge on the counter and informed me I
should feed there. Everyone else trickled in and we all ate
something, maybe except her.
I learned two things from my experiences on Sunday:
I am confused about what a drop-in is
Even though I think I might be getting hungry, no one
else is
Next time I’m invited to a drop-in after church, I think I’ll
decline with the excuse that I have to stay home and make
jerky instead.

A Guy With Glasses
Based on 2014 data, the population of the USA is 318 million
people. Of those, 76.9% are 18 years or older and 49.2% are
male. Thus, Approximately 120 million of those people are
male. 58% of men do not wear glasses. That’s 70 million men.
Assuming the same percentage holds for clowns and the number
of clowns who are members of the World Clown Association
(2,500 clowns) is a decent rough estimate of the number of
clowns in the USA (which it isn’t, but it’s good enough
considering how few clowns there are), and all registered
clowns are adults, then there are approximately 1,230 male
clowns in the USA. That means there are only 713 clowns that I
can punch in the face (or anywhere else), except that, as I
established years ago in an essay I have now lost, clowns have
no gender, biological or otherwise. And that brings us to
today’s topic: punching men in the face.
When I was just a little tyke and didn’t give clowns much
thought, there were a few things I was certain were true and
would always remain true: the sun rises in the east, the moon
has a face, my brother is a reckless nut, and having a penis
meant I should use the men’s restroom. But as I’ve grown
older, I’ve discovered things are never so certain as we might
expect. The sun still does rise in the east, but I rarely see
a face in the moon now that I now there is a fox in there. My
brother is still a reckless nut, but I’m not sure my penis
means I should head for a room with a urinal when my bladder
is full.
Now before you get upset with me, realize I
against men who want to be treated as women
who want to be treated as men. I’m happy to
you want to be called. Heck, I’d like to be

have nothing
or against women
call you whatever
a fox. So, this

essay has nothing to do with anyone’s personal gender
whatevers — I’m really not that interested in what is in your
pants. In fact, this essay isn’t about you at all. Don’t be so
vain and just get over it.
Important fact: a fox belongs to the same family as the common
dog, along with wolves, jackals, dingoes, tanuki, etc.:
Canidae.
Unless we’ve lived under a rock, we’ve all heard the adage,
“Never hit a guy with glasses.” Now that is what I want to
examine today, because it impacts my ability to defend myself.
Even more troubling is the sister adage, “Never hit a girl,”
and the laws that state I can’t hit children. Together, these
rules severely limit my opportunities for punching people
(also, by the way, if I’m going to punch someone, I’d prefer
to punch him in the face). So, now, Let’s break it down, even
though I did that already in the introduction.
First, I’m not leaving the USA in the foreseeable future.
Since no one can really see into the future and the future
includes the next fraction of a second into which we are
moving plus all other seconds onward to forever, that means
the foreseeable future is 0 seconds into the future — and
beyond! Thus, I’m not leaving the USA in 0 seconds or beyond.
That is, I’m never leaving the USA. Therefore, I can only
punch people in the face who are in the USA.
Second, by law I can only punch adults. Thus, that limits the
population I can punch to people 18 years and older, because,
as I established already, I’m stuck in the USA and in the USA
people are adults at 18 and they remain that way (for now)
until they die.
Third, by the old adage, “Never hit a girl,” I cannot punch
girls. By “girls” is really meant “all human females,” which
(for now) includes women. That limits the people I can punch
in the face to males (which, for now, are still the opposite

of women).
By the way, when you see a sign that says, “No dogs allowed,”
what is really meant by “dogs” is “all members of kingdom
Animalia belonging to the family Canidae.” But that would be
too much to put on a sign: “No members of kingdom Animalia
belonging to the family Canidae allowed.” Not to mention, some
members of kingdom Animalia don’t know what kingdom they
belong to, much less what family. Heck, some Animalia Chordata
Mammalia Primates Hominidae Homo sapiens sapiens don’t know
what kingdom or family they belong to, and Animalia Chordata
Mammalia Primates Hominidae Homo sapiens sapiens invented the
taxonomy! Isn’t that a riot? Makes you shake your head and
chuckle, doesn’t it? So confusion would ensue and thus we keep
it simple for the masses: “No dogs allowed.”
Fourth, by the adage, “Never hit a guy with glasses,” I cannot
punch males with glasses. Contact lenses are not glasses, and
so I assume I can punch guys with contacts. After all, if I
could not, the adage would be, “Never hit a guy with
corrective lenses,” which it clearly is not, so male contact
lens wearers are fair game.
Summary: I can only punch people in the face who live in the
USA, are males 18 years of age or older, and who do not wear
glasses.
The formula for this is: US population * .769 * .492 * .58.
The formula for clowns I can punch assumes only adults in the
population estimate and thus is: US clown population * .492 *
.58.
Running the numbers, I can punch 70 million people in the
face. Of those, 713.4 are clowns. I’m not sure how I’d punch
less than half of one clown, so we’ll give one a by and say I
can punch 713 of them. The percentage of the population who
are clowns I can punch is 0.00022%, which seems negligible,
unless you happen to be at the World Clown Convention, which

in 2017 (the next one I could possibly be at as of this
writing) will be held in Bangkok, Thailand, which means I
cannot possibly attend it because I haven’t the means to
travel to Bangkok in the foreseeable future, which we
established already means “ever.” So, my chances of an
opportunity to punch a clown are pretty slim. I suppose I
could hire one and then when it arrived I could punch it, but
I’d have to specify on the phone, “I’d like to hire a clown
with a penis who does not wear glasses — the clown, not the
penis.” Much confusion would ensue, because, as I have
mentioned, clowns are genderless (because they do not
reproduce sexually, as I discussed in the essay I lost). So
I’ll abandon that plan and assume my chances of an opportunity
to punch a clown are effectively 0.
The number of transgender adults in the USA is 0.3% of the
population, or 954,000. I tried to run the numbers, but wasn’t
sure how to apply “guy” or “girl”, so I gave up. The
population of my town is 13,905 permanent residents. Assuming
an even distribution across all cities (that can’t possibly be
true), then there should be 41.715 transgendered people in my
town. It’s probably much less than that, so we’ll give one a
by to eliminate that fractional person and say 41. That’s 1
transgender person in every crowd of 339 residents. I don’t
even think I know 339 people in town, so my chances of
punching any transgendered person are effectively 0, so gender
is moot anyway because 0/2=0. That’s science because it has
math.
The number of computer programmer jobs in 2014 was 329,000.
Since you can’t really be a computer programmer unless you are
working as a job as a computer programmer (that’s not entirely
true, either), we’ll just say that the number of computer
programmers in the USA is 329,000. Assuming the percentages
are the same (which is a big assumption, I realize, since more
men than women are programmers), then the number of computer
programmers I can punch in the face is 94,000. I am employed

as a computer programmer and a good number of people I do know
are programmers, so my potential for punching one is really
high. In fact, since I am a programmer, I could always punch
myself in the face in a desperate pinch, which makes my
opportunity to punch a programmer 100%.
I could go on and on. But why would I? And why would you keep
reading? Why have you read this far?
Now here’s my problem: I have no interest in hitting anyone,
not even clowns!
Also, I really have to go to the bathroom and I have a human
penis (for now), but I want to be a fox and the sign says, “no
dogs allowed,” so which restroom do I use?

Untitled
Brand names related to disposable toilet seat covers would
also serve well in the bedding industry.
I find this
significant.

