Despite countless rumours to the contrary, I am no fool. I'm as intelligent as the next fellow, especially if the next fellow isn't all that bright, say, a homeless bum or an elected official or something. Still, I realized recently that for all my relative smarts and access to the monstrous amount of information available on the world wide web, there is still so much I don't understand about the world around me. 

Just for starters, I don't understand auto racing. I mean, when we have the QEII highway so close by, it just seems so redundant. Forget paying through the nose for a NASCAR simulator, just drive to Calgary with the traffic flow. Makes the pros seem kind of namby-pamby with all their fireproof suits and helmets and such. 

I don't understand women who fall in love with guys in prison. Can't they hear the alarm bells jangling or are they being drowned out by the noise of their stupidity?? Are women so hard up for dates they need to access the inmate crowd? Well, at least they know where there man is at night; sharing a special moment with some guy named “Scar”.. Still, it really gets me that women will stoop that low and yet I had such a hard time getting dates in the years BC (Before Cupcake). Stuck up skanky wenches... good thing I'm not bitter.

And speaking of prisons, I don't understand a penal system that gives violent, psychopathic nutbars access to a gym to build up their muscles. I'm actually in favour of giving them TV and all the pop and chips and chocolate bars they can scarf down. At least when these maniacal miscreants are let out, most of us will be able to outrun them.

I don't understand advertisers that use the expression, “Just in time for the holidays!” Was there some doubt they would have a sale before a major holiday? Should we all issue a collective “Whew!” that the bargain wasn’t only available after the big day?  To me it makes as much sense as advertising “imported coconuts”. Is that to differentiate from the locally grown ones?

I don't understand how, after decades and decades of laundry soap manufacturers' advertising claims, they can still have new, improved formulas that get things more white and bright than before. Surely at some point, you can't get whiter. Prime Minister Harper's cabinet is a good example of this. Okay, so I admit there is room in the “brighter” department.

I don't understand why men's bikes would have a bar going from just under the seat to the front of the bike so that if you stopped suddenly you wind up in unbelieveably searing pain and a chance of never being able to have children. Was this somebody's idea of a joke? It would be akin to having a feature on a car whereby every time you go over a few bumps, a boot comes out from under the dash and kicks you in the place voted by men “Worst place to get kicked.” 

I don't understand how anyone can possibly deserve the obscene salaries many corporate executives enjoy. Just how much money does one person need? If you can't spend it in your lifetime, you shouldn't get anymore. Personally, I have enough financial reserves to last me until I die, if I die before this Thursday. 

I don't understand rap and or “hip-hop” music. I don't even know if there's a difference between rap and hip-hop music. I know this may alienate me from my youthful target audience but that type of music always sounds like they were written by Dr. Suess' evil twin.

I don't understand why stores offer extended warranties. Shouldn't they stand behind the products they sell anyway? To me, it's like they are forcing me to pay a lot of money for services that should be covered in the cost in the first place. Who do they think they are? The government?

I don't understand why women don't like to be reminded of their chronological age but if you forget their birthday, you get to experience your own ice age with temperatures colder than the heart of a chipmunk stomper.

I don't understand how dictionary publishers, encyclopedia companies and girlie magazines stay in business when practically everyone has a computer at home. What will happen to our smut magazines? Something must be done!

I don't understand why, no matter how fat you are, your skin is thinnest on your shin, right where you need it. I don't often accidently run into obstacles with my inner thighs, which tend to lard up like a hibernating grizzly, but I bang  my shins into solid objects all the time.

I don't understand why we were born with wisdom teeth and appendixes (appendicies?) when all they seem good for is getting dental and medical practicioners to the Bahamas.

I can't understand why insect repellants work so much better in winter.

I don't understand why the nice people at The Pipestone Flyer pay me for my opinions when I apparently don't understand very much of anything!

