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This Double Standard delayed by availability of videos of stupid people

Thanks Mike. Iôm here in 
    Torino, Italy- The Olympics 
are that magical time every 
two years where we watch our 
TV screen intently, wondering 
if the athletes can see us too.  
They canôt, and thatôs probably 
a good thing. Otherwise, they 
would likely be repulsed by our 
buckets of fried chicken, gallons 
of cola, and ample bellies.
   And whatôs going on with 
Torino? First of all- the 
name is Turin. Thatôs how 
English-speakers pronounce 
the name. We donôt call 
Florence Fiorenzzio. Get over 
it; youôre not from Italia so 
stop pretending. But more 
importantly, how is Italyôs Little 
Detroit faring in the shock and 
awe surrounding the games? 
Well, a month after the closing 
ceremonies I can tell you that 
it has recovered. The mobs of 
barbarian clowns dancing the 
YMCA have all continued on 
their way South to Rome, where 
theyôll raze the city and bring 
down a great Empire. Or theyôll 
vacation in a mediocre second-
world country, whatever Italy is 
these days.
   But behind the televised events 
are literally trillions of other 
events which are both more 
boring and less exciting than 
curling.  To use subtlety and 
nuance, they suck. Instead of 
this tired parade of uselessðor 
ñEuropeanòðevents, they need 
to inject something new into the 
Olympic veins- more heroin.  
In other words, the Olympics 
could learn a few things from 
reality TV. Sure, Hans Meier can 
survive a near-fatal motorcycle 
accident and reclaim a position 
at the pinnacle of one of the 
most physically demanding 
sports, but can he do it while 
eating rats? Instead of having 
professionals judge skating, 
letôs have viewers call in to 
vote on performances. Because 

everyone in the world has access 
to telephone lines, it would truly 
be allowing the world to choose 
their champions. Furthermore, 
we need to open up the Olympic 
Games to has-been and never-
were celebrities. William 
Shatner should be able toðno; 
he should be forced toðcareen 
down an ice chute head ýrst at 
speeds exceeding 90 miles per 
hour. Rosie OôDonnell should 
have her place as the center 
of an event- potentially ice 
climbing or barrel rolling.

    What the Olympic Games lack 
is spectacle. Their drug policies 
prevent athletes from becoming 
the quickest, strongest, post-
apocalyptic cyborgs they could 
be. If I want to see some idiot 
þailing down a slalom course, I 
can go to a ski resort any day of 
the winter. What I can not see 
everyday is the Terminator doing 
it. What if we allowed weight 
lifters to use steroids? Forget 
a few hundred pounds! These 
super humans would be able 
to clean-and-jerk twenty nine 
Ford F-350s at a time. Think of 
the societal beneýts too. After 
the Olympics, these athletes 
could replace the mechanized 
workforce of Chevrolet and the 
like, producing hundreds of new 
jobs right here in America.
    Did you like the Opening 

When Hell Freezes Over

In the next Olympics, I would like to see William 
Shatner in this position. (Photo Courtesy of Idiot 
about to get run over by sled.  Copyright 2006)
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Every ñlegitimateò ñnewsò 
ñsourceò is captivated by the 
news that Mardi Gras exists this 
year. Well guess what, CBS, 
NBC, ABC, and MSNBC? I 
did a little journalism. It turns 
out that Mardi gras is a calendar 
event. It happens every year, no 
matter whether New Orleans is 
a vibrant city or not. In fact, Iôm 
pretty sure that if a single cal-
endar survived the destruction 
of the Earth, Mardi Gras would 
still happen, but thatôs getting 
into philosophy, and I donôt ódoô 
philosophy.
    But since we fully subscribe 
to the herd mentality, weôll re-
luctantly send our correspon-
dents to the epicenter of the 
party, getting down with the 
funky drummerébecause itôs 
their job. This is their story.
    Like all the other ñnewsò 
ñsourcesò are reporting, New 
Orleans is recovering slowly. 
It is no longer a dead city. Af-
ter months of recovery effort 
and the nationôs focus, it has 
achieved a fragile life as an 
undead city. In a press confer-
ence on Monday, Mayor Ray 
Nagin pointed out that some 
necessities are still sorely lack-
ing. ñWhat we need is access 
to the industrial infrastructure 
of America. We need trains. 
Traaaiins!ò 
    The future looks promising. 
The Army Corps of Engineers 
are working to make New Or-

leans a city of the dammed. A 
new theory holds that Hurri-
canes never strike twice. Some 
experts even wonder whether 
the weather will hold off.
    However, FEMA still holds 
the future of Louisiana in its 
incompetent hand. Following 

the parade of þoats, many resi-
dents who were recently turned 
out of FEMA-provided hotel 
rooms have taken up residence 
in þoats. Many other Mardi 
Gras traditions have changed 
to accommodate smaller, less 
enthusiastic crowds. Celebra-
tions were slightly more som-
ber than usual. ñShow us your 
ankleò was the catcall du jour. 
In the least sensitive event plan-
ning of the decade, planning so 
disgusting that it could only be 
replaced by a hypothetical Liza 
Minelli wardrobe malfunction, 
some idiot actually paid Ka-
trina and the Waves to perform 
ñWalking On Sunshineò to vic-
tims of both Katrina, waves, 
and sunshine. Too soon.

The Coup De Gras

Like many traditional events, this yearôs annual 
wet t-shirt contest at the superdome was sparsely 
attended (Photo courtesy of Creepy Guy Inc.)

Weôre publishing late, but we wanted to keep you up to date with a new feature:
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