
„Unrelated assortedness and assorted unrelatedness‰ 
 
 
After typing in the above title, the „spellchecker‰ in my computer went off like a car alarm.  After 
clicking „ignore‰ it quieted down.  These were the only words I could come up with to best 
describe the contents of this essay.  The time had come once again to unzip the side of my head 
to let the collected observations spill out, down my arms and fingers, to my waiting keyboard and 
into my computer.  You may recall several previous essays that were also collections of dribble, 
useless facts, observations, and opinions.  Each one on its own does not contain enough words to 
merit an essay.  Sit back and enjoy some dribble. 
 
While driving to work this morning, I drove past a road construction work site.  Two guys were 
carrying a beam of some sort.  Four other guys were standing around, talking to each other.  I see 
this same thing everyday.  Several guys are working hard while most are standing around talking 
and smoking.  The ones not working must be the project managers and bosses.  The amazing 
thing about it is a road or bridge actually gets built somehow!  Jeff and Bryan, my associates here 
at the office have noticed this, too.  They are convinced that leprechauns do the work during the 
night while we are sleeping.  So many „workers‰ with so few actually doing the work.  
 
I keep a lawn chair in the back closet here at work.  When the weather and temperature permit, 
IÊll take my chair out front and sit in the shade during lunch watching cars go by.  ItÊs not long 
before I drift off into a midday nap.  You donÊt see many people sitting outside at work enjoying 
a beautiful day do you?  People drive by and slow down looking at me like IÊm the newest 
addition to the local zoo.  What is that guy doing?  No one sits in lawn chairs at work! 
  
People are whizzing by in their cars and trucks with all of the windows shut, the AC blasting, on 
their way to „fast-food‰ city.  TheyÊll order up their meal, sit at a table, chow down, then, get back 
into their vehicles with the windows shut, AC blasting, and drive by looking at me sitting in my 
lawn chair as if I am an alien from outer space.  Hey people!  There is fresh air out there!  It 
actually is possible to enjoy it by rolling down the windows.  Try it sometime.  Why not get that 
meal to go and sit outside?  This delightful weather doesnÊt last long in Minnesota.  
 
Do you know how powerful your microwave oven is?  I finally found out what the wattage is of 
my old microwave oven.  Who cares you ask?  For those of us dependent upon MW dinners for 
life giving sustenance, we have to know.  The MW dinners of today have sophisticated cooking 
instructions on the packages.  They provide various cooking times depending on the wattage of 
your oven.  There are four different cooking instructions offered at times.  IÊm not fond of shrink-
wrapping my dinner by melting the tray it comes in.  I also prefer to have my dinner suitably 
warmed up.  My oven I discovered is rated at 650 watts.  Some of the dinners state that the 
instructions provided are based on ovens rated on 1200 watts.  Holy cow!  What do I do now?   
 
I chose MW dinners for the fact that I do not know how to cook „real‰ food.  These frozen 
dinners are like manna from heaven, simple, and easy to prepare.  Now, it appears that I must 
have a degree in higher math to translate cooking times intended for 1200-watt ovens to my old 
650-watt oven.  Do I set the time at 50% less or do I set the cooking power at 50%?  IÊm in a dither!  
Having a bowl of cereal for supper looks like a more realistic option for me.  No math is required 
to pour milk in a bowl.  Oh well. 
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I still prefer bar soap in the shower.  I tried some of that manly type „body wash‰.  It was gel-like 
and globular.  IÊd squirt a little bit on my hands and before I could apply it to my body (which I 
think is the general idea behind body wash) it slid off my hands to the shower floor and down the 
drain.  ItÊs takes a great deal of patience and finesse to apply this slippery gel to the body.  Give 
me an old-fashioned bar of soap and IÊll get plenty of lather, not globs.  I think it costs less, too. 
 
It was my friend and associate, Bryan (the believer in the leprechaun theory) that brought up the 
subject of „side effects‰ one day.  YouÊve seen those commercials on TV.  The drug companies 
develop a new hi-tech drug to specifically treat a disorder or condition.  The first part of the 
commercial extols the wonders of the drug while the second half reviews the „possible‰ side 
effects.  The announcer extolling the virtues of the wonder drug is not the same person who gets 
stuck telling the viewers the bad news. 
 
The „possible‰ side effects are divided into two categories – those that do not require immediate 
medical attention and those that DO require immediate medical attention.  When those serious 
side effects are listed, it makes me wonder why I would ever consider taking the drug in the first 
place?  LetÊs review some of those serious ones – constipation for the next five years, limbs falling 
off, loss of sight, hair loss, enlarged toes and nose, breathing difficulties, high blood pressure, and 
my favorite, diarrhea.  Like I want to be running to the bathroom every five minutes?  No thanks. 
 
 I was going to conclude with my opinions on the out of control use of cell phones by idiots 
driving, swimming, shopping, churching, walking, and golfing, but I wonÊt.  ThatÊs right, I said, 
„golfing‰.  While on the tee box at the sixth hole last weekend, we turned to see a guy on the fifth 
green talking on his cell phone while attempting a lengthy putt.  What!  Perhaps he was talking 
live with a personal golf instructor receiving directions on how to hit that putt.  Ya, right. 
 
I was going to say that I consider it very rude to see people blabbing on cell phones while out for 
a walk with another person.  I was going to ask, „What in the heck is there so much more to talk 
about today than there was before cell phones?  I just donÊt get it!  I could write about my dislike 
for cell phones and what they have done to our society and how these electronic nuisances have 
generated a whole new breed of rude people.  But, I wonÊt.  IÊll save the cell phone stuff for 
another day. 
 
ThatÊs about it for this edition of, „Unrelated assortedness and assorted unrelatedness‰.  There 
goes my „spellchecker‰ alarm again.  Oh well. 
 
 


