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  We have another new piece of lawn art here on campus.  I guess that’s what they call it.  To my little art-challenged mind, it’s another example of what happens when you give a blow torch to a man in a junkyard.  This particular item looks like the remnants of a snowplow.  Really.  And there it is, just welded to a couple pieces of iron and planted on the campus lawn; Like a snowplow with legs.  

  I’m certain there is some deep metal-physical (metaphysical? – oh, stop!) meaning that complete escapes me and I am the poorer for it.  It just doesn’t strike me as art.

I came very close to ripping the phone off the wall last night.  Instead, I ripped into one of the callers.

Lately, when I get home from work, there are a dozen messages queued on the answering machine.  Nearly all of them are hang-ups from telemarketing auto-dialing machines that are intelligent enough to move on to the next sucker when an answering machine picks up.    And, of course, there is usually one or two messages from some political candidate with a rehearsed spiel.  Grrrr…

But, in the evening the fun really begins.  Last night, for example, I sat down to study some Geography.  The Sandstress was shopping and it was just me and Daisy The Cat.  Within minutes of delving into the material, the phone rings.  I pick it up and say Hello and recognize the moment of silence while the dialing machine transfers me to an actual person.  I know it’s a telemarketer.  So, I hang up.

A few minutes later, the same thing.   Then again a few minutes after that.  By now I’m starting to get angry.  I can’t concentrate on studying and beginning to feel like being at home is like being in hostile territory.  The phone rings again.  This time I wait for a real person who, judging from the accent, does not live around here.  “Heelloo.  May I speak to Thomas Restyryeiueoe?”  They invariably butcher the last name.   “NO YOU MAY NOT!” click.

Feeling better, I sat down to read only to have the phone ring again.  “May I pleez speak with Sandy Hieiflceidkn?”  HELL NO!” click.

I no more than hung up the phone and it rang again.  A friendly male voice who, in his first burst of spiel, admitted that he was “pestering”.  I lit into him.   I had him whimpering by the time I got done with him.  I felt an odd combination of elation and regret by the time I pounded the phone into its cradle.

I know that these people are only doing there job and would probably much prefer to do just about anything but bother people at home for the purpose of selling or telling.  In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised to discover that a great number of telemarketing people are handicapped and working the phones is one of the few jobs that many of them are capable of doing.  

But, this whole telemarketing thing is getting way out of control and I don’t think it is entirely due to this being an election period.  That is just making a bad situation worse.

The only bright spot in all this is that whenever I hear some politician’s message on my answering machine, I know for certain that they will be getting one less vote.

