
	
 Summer is a time for different.  The weather affords us a chance to do things we can’t do the rest of the 
year and there is usually a slower pace to everything.  This past week has not fit the summer mold for me so this 
week I’d like to whine a bit while taking a trip through random topics, none related to education.

	
 •  Lets’ talk about Subway.  I like Subway sandwiches.  Every time I go there the nice clerk working 
asks if I want my sandwich toasted.  I say yes.  Then she puts it into an appliance that looks like a microwave.  
It comes out looking toasted and tasting toasted, yet I don’t see anything that looks like a toasting process to me.  
How do they do that?
	
 Since we’re talking about fast food, let’s talk about the Edinboro McDonald’s.  Since it was razed, I hear 
people saying, “I drove by the Edinboro McDonald’s and it was gone.”  How can you drive by something that 
isn’t there?  
	
 •  I do not like it when people use the term “good ole boys.”  I think it is sexist and demeaning to men.  
It implies that a mature man is behaving as a child with no ability to make an informed decision.  There are 
many examples of things that could be said to demean women so I think men deserve equal time.  If you must 
refer to a group of men making a decision, use the term “benevolent mature males.”
	
 •  Speaking of boys, adolescent males can really smell.  They douse themselves in cologne as 
“insurance” to be sure any possible body odor is masked.  (You probably read the first line of this paragraph and 
gasped because you thought I was going to say they smell badly.  I set you up with the previous paragraph.  
Gotcha!)
	
 •  On a less serious note, I keep hearing a term that bothers me.  I keep hearing, “right here in Erie.”  
Why do we need the word “right.”  What’s wrong with just, “here in Erie?”  It conveys the thought, doesn’t it?  
Some will say the use of the word “right” is for emphasis.  To emphasize what?  To emphasize we are surprised 
to have something we shouldn’t?  To emphasize that we had a deficiency that has now been corrected?  I don’t 
get it. It bothers me.
	
 •  I know a song that begins with the lyrics, “I’m finding myself at a loss for words.”  Can you believe 
that song actually has a second verse?   How does it even have a first verse?  After all, shouldn’t it just stop after 
that first line?
	
 •  Why do hot dogs come in packs of 10 and hot dog buns in packs of 8?  Do you know that if you 
google that question, you’ll actually get an answer?  I ‘m not sure if I’m more bothered by the mismatch of dogs 
and buns or by the fact that people actually have time to answer questions like that.  Then again, that is a pretty 
important question.  (The answer from Cecil’s Storehouse of Human knowledge claims that there is no real 
answer because “many corporate decisions are arrived at by a process not far removed from consulting sheep 
entrails.”  [I’m glad Cecil didn’t attribute the decision to ‘good ole boys.’  Of course, the sheep industry may 
take offense.]  Cecil does hypothesize that meat packers like to do things by the pound and 10 hot dogs make a 
pound.  He has multiple hypotheses on the baker’s intentions but nothing definite.  I’m surprised Congress 
hasn’t launched one of their investigations into this issue.)
	
 •  Speaking of Congressional hearings, what is up with that?  They seem to think every time there is a 
problem or natural disaster, they should have a hearing as if they will find an answer or someone to blame.  
Don’t they have enough problems already unsolved without looking for more?  I guess if you spend your time 
investigating problems and finding people to blame, you don’t have to solve any.  It bothers me.

	
 Well, I hope my whining was entertaining because it was cathartic for me!

	
 (Note:  If this week’s Lancer Letter raises your concern for the mental health of the author, don’t worry.  
This was penned as the last official act before some vacation time.)
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