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For Sweeps, Bren & AJ:

my true loves.

Thank you for bringing joy and silliness to my life.
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Note on A.I.

We live in an age of AI.  Every day, more and more services spring up promising revolutionary and innovative results using artificial intelligence.  The authoring industry is not immune to this.


I want every one of my readers to know that not once did I employ, nor will I ever employ, the use of AI to sculpt any part of any of my stories.  Those who know me know that I am staunchly and adamantly opposed to such cheats.


I’m very proud to be a verified human.  The ability to create is a gift that I was endowed by my Creator, and I will never forfeit that nor set it aside to propagate something synthetic and imitative.

Everything you’ve read by me in this book, and in my other works, is 100% entirely created by me, the genuine article.  I’m a verified human, and always will be.

To my fellow authors, I urge you to preserve the sacred gift of human creation and never stoop to such lows.  Always cherish this gift you’ve been given.

If you encounter writer’s block, take a break.


Don’t cop out.  Don’t take the road more traveled by.  Don’t cheat.  Toe the line for all of us, and keep creation – true unadulterated creation – alive.


Long live humanity!


Also, if you’re an author – or even a budding one – I’d love to personally extend an invite to you to join me in two unique groups on Facebook: the Authors & Writers ONLY group of which I am the admin, and my own personal group, the Author Aaron Ryan Group.  The first group is one where you can connect with thousands of other authors across the globe, ask questions, learn and grow as a writer, and network.


Grapes grow best in bunches, after all.


And the second is my own personal group.  I find much higher engagement in my group than with my Facebook page. I also welcome other authors to join me there for free giveaways, news, and also to learn why I self-publish, what benefits there are in being a writer-entrepreneur, and more. As a fellow author, I’m always here to help you in any way I can. 


God bless you as you use the gift of creation to sculpt your stories.  May they, and you, be utterly successful.

Sincerely,

[image: A black background with a black square  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

Aaron Ryan,

Verified Human


Preface

I used to be a voiceover artist, who went by the stage name ‘Joshua Alexander.’  I’m still a voiceover artist, but in the spring of 2023, I decided to revert to my real name, which I think is much fancier and still allows me to have two first names, which makes me even fancier.

From 2017 to 2023 I wrote 300 blogs and amassed a following of over 6,000 subscribers.  Every single week I would pen a blog in the vein of Dave Barry, who is a major inspiration of mine.  See, I inspired Dave Barry, and he is who he is because of me. I’m sure that’s clear now.  All of his writings and satire are a tribute to my incalculable support and encouragement of him.  I’m amazing, and he knows it.  I digress.

The overwhelming majority of these will relate to my fascinating life as a voiceover artist.  Being a voiceover artist is as fascinating as those things that you see on nature channels where birds fan out their wings in order to attract other birds, who are relatively unimpressed, ultimately flying off to mate with a zebra instead.  Which is to say that being a voiceover artist is akin to being a zebra.  *pause* I don’t think that was my point.  All of this to say that I have nothing of substance at all to say.

Every Monday I would publish my weekly blog (I said ‘weekly’ because that’s what ‘Every Monday’ means) and it was one of the most enjoyable periods of my life, next to that week I had to prepare for my colonoscopy.

But, like any good writing, there are positive notes interspersed throughout.  Lessons.  Takeaways. Golden nuggets. Wisdom sprinkled over silliness.  For me, that’s the best kind of meal.  That, and spaghetti with crushed Oreos.

I will never be Dave Barry, but I would like his hair.  Nonetheless, this is my tribute to him.  And his hair.  Which I would like.


Also: most of these were written in the context of being a voiceover artist, and were written for voiceover artists.  But they are relatable to real life, I assure you.  (Note: in this context, ‘relatable to real life’ is [insert alien language here] for “You have lied to me!  Here, let me put this thing on your face which will eventually explode out of your chest, killing you instantly.” PLEASE note, however, that it is not required that you be a voiceover artist to read this book.  The only thing that is required is that you deliver me Dave Barry’s hair by sundown tomorrow.



Some of these chapters were also included in my other book, The Superhero Anomaly. Such repeat usage technically constitutes copyright infringement, so please remain seated while I sue myself.  However, if you would like to purchase that book as well, and all of my other books, I will then finally be able to pay for this soda I am holding, and will tell the judge I was only joking about the lawsuit.


In the end, Dave Barry wrote many satirical books.  I now have one, too, with this book – so he and I are therefore twins.  I just wanted to have a little fun, and at last check, that is still apparently legal in at least 23 states as long as you have the proper Personal Protective Equipment.

So, there you have it.  May you enjoy these writings and ruminations, laugh, and also take stock of the lessons contained in many of them, which are not redeemable for cash but may in fact usher in dark spirits and sorcery if read in reverse.  This book represents the very best satirical works by me, Aaron Ryan, formerly Joshua Alexander, current voice talent, former human.  They are presented in this collection for posterity.  Also, to pay my mortgage.  And finally, always remember, and never forget: I’m the guy from whom all the goodness of Dave Barry stems, and I’m about to steal this soda.

Enjoy.

Love,
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Aaron Ryan


There Can Be Only One…Voiceover Artist

HACKINGS AND BEHEADINGS: O WHAT FUN!

Once upon a time there comes along a movie that blows you away with its incredible ideologies.  No, I’m not talking about Bill & Ted’s Excellent Adventure.  I’m talking about Terminator.  The Matrix.  Inception.  Movies with concepts that are beyond the scope of mortal thinking.


Highlander is such a movie!  Ohhhhh, it had everything: Immortals slashing their way to win The Prize, which, if you remember, included omniscience, sweeping 80’s music video camera shots, cheap monster graphic effects, and 80’s arm-candy women with feathered hair and lots of rouge.  For me, I would be content with just an endless supply of cheeseburgers.  But I’m sure you feel the same.


On the one side you have Connor McLeod of the clan McLeod (played by Christopher Lambert, who starred in this movie and, well, really only this movie), hailing from the Highlands, which is another way of saying he lives so far up there that he’s nearly in outer space, so he has to wear a kilt so that he can flash all of us mortals down here.  There’s no air up there, but he’s an immortal, remember.

And on the other side, you have The Kurgan, played by Clancy Brown: a man who has an effeminate name who got to play a man who does not have an effeminate name.  The Kurgan was a barbarian of a man hellbent on world domination accomplished through performing the worst Christian Bale Batman-voice-impression possible.  Someone give that man a lozenge, and an even more masculine name.  I think Agamemnon will do nicely.


When Highlander came out on Showtime in 1986, I was hooked.  Mostly because I was a zit-faced angst-ridden teenage boy who loved seeing people hack at each other with swords, set to furious guitar riffs by Queen.  It was a time of questioning, so Queen and swords was just the right recipe. I see a little silhouetto of a man… Scaramouche, Scaramouche, will you do the fandango?  See?  There was a question mark right there.  Questioning.



My favorite element was Sean Connery, a Scottish man who hails from Spain (because, ya know, casting reasons) who played Juan Sánchez Villa-Lobos Ramírez, a name which in ancient Latin means “My Name is Much Too Long.”  Unfortunately, Mr. SVLR gets dispatched much too quickly, so you never, in fact, get to see an immortal ask for a martini: shaken, not stirred.



This is disappointing of course, but not enough to make me hit stop and switch to Purple Rain, another musical movie hit for the angst in teenagers everywhere, featuring music by the artist formerly known in life as the artist who was formerly known as Unpronounceable Symbol, who is the artist formerly known as Prince.  But you do have to hand it to the makeup artists for making Sean Connery look like he was still 35, when in fact in 1986 he was 328.



Ultimately, Highlander’s plot centers around lots of people cutting each other’s heads off, because beheadings were en vogue, it was a Friday night and there was nothing better to do.  But then the scriptwriters said, “no, that sucks…let’s have them be freaking immortals with freaking swords…yeah!!!”  And then everyone agreed and went out and drank much beer.



Thus, Highlander was born, and zit-faced angst-ridden Queen-loving teenage boys everywhere were pleased.


How does this relate to voiceovers, you ask?  Hold on to your neck, and I’ll tell you.  It’s a cut-throat affair, and you’ve got to keep your kilt about you, aye, lad.

VOICEOVERS: A CUT-THROAT AFFAIR

Voiceovers can be competitive.  There is really only one voice out there that’s going to win a role, unless of course there’s more than one, in which case I need to curse loudly, tear this up and start writing an entirely different chapter.  Ultimately, we’re all vying for the same thing: to win the Prize.  Thank goodness we use microphones and not Dragonhead Katana swords.

When you and I are going up for the same role, we’re dead-set (see what I did there?) on winning The Prize, and looking down upon our vanquished foes lying in a heap at the bottom of the hill.  The hill, of course, being that little step up from the bottom floor leading into our isolation booth, littered with dead voiceover bodies who tried to get in our way.


Did you know that way, way, waaaaaaaaaay back in the olden days, when Barack Obama was president, there were still “killing contests”[1] happening in such far-off, distant and undeveloped places of the world?  I’m talking about Arizona.



I am not kidding.  In these savage contests, hunters would bait and kill as many wild animals as possible. Participants competed for prizes like belt buckles, cash, trophies, a free Grand Canyon souvenir snake-belt, and Joe Arpaio’s pink underwear.  They would boast about how much fun it is to kill innocent animals with “like-minded” people. Horrifyingly, youth clubs also held competitions, sending a message to young children that killing animals is a game.


I’m telling the truth.  And it’s an evil truth that won’t go away, exactly like Milli Vanilli music.


Thankfully, progress has been made on this front, but it just serves to continually reveal how savage our society still can be.  I think we’re getting better though.  We’ve downgraded to body-slamming 55-year-old ladies outside Chick Fil-A now.[2]  BUT!  Witnesses report NO animals were savagely hunted.  Phew.  I feel better, because that could have been an awful scene.



It’s this kind of savageness that is represented in Highlander.  There truly can be only one Prize winner.  Were there two winners, then they would just be constantly striving, and it would be a bad pairing, much like peanut butter and bratwurst, and much like Anthony Wiener and texting.



But as voiceover artists, we’ve just got to land that role.  And we’d do anything to get it.  Heck, we may even body-slam our 55-year-old cohorts if they get in our way.  But thankfully, as we voiceover artists have evolved, our measure of self-control has evolved as well, and it’s not quite as cut-throat as it could be.  There’s nothing enjoyable or funny about a voiceover artist beheading, and so we practice civility in the highest sense.


Still…should another voice talent get in our way… *cue scary music and maniacal laugh here*

VOICEOVERS: THERE CAN BE ONLY ONE


At one point in Highlander, Sean Juan Sánchez Villa-Lobos Ramírez Gonzalez Vasquez-Hildebrandt Smith-Conchita Anderson McGillicuddy McGurk Connery says to Connor McLeod, “My name is much too long.”  McLeod is confused, so SJSVLRGVHSCAMMC clarifies: “If your head comes away from your neck, it’s over.”  I’d venture to say that during Juan’s introduction of his name to Connor, Connor’s head should have in fact fallen clean off from the weight of Juan’s name…but, ah!  Thank goodness.  There it stayed, in all its Michael Bolton-esque glory.


(Disclaimer: I hate Michael Bolton).


As voice talents, thank goodness the battlefield exists only in our minds.  And truly, if our head comes away from our audition, it is indeed over.  We need to focus. We need to get into our roles with passion.  Unbridled and unassailable passion.  Passion unmatched since the dawn of time.  Passion that rivals THE Passion.  You know what I’m talking about.  There’s only one kind of passion like this.  I’m talking about Nancy Pelosi let’s-impeach-him-right-this-very-minute-okay-how-about-in-a-few-months-from-now Passion!  It’s that kind of unrelenting passion that gets things done!  Oh yeah and also gives us great TV drama.


Speaking of TV, here comes a great audition that I better get to before you do.  After all, there can be only one.


But in order to get into the zone, in order to really inhabit the role so that I’ll be awarded the job, I’ll need something. Something to equip me. Something to fire me up with a fury and bring out the best drama I can muster.


Press play on that Queen cassette, baby.  *grabs sword*

Sincerely,

Clancy Agamemnon Alexander


No Animals Were Harmed In This Voiceover

…THAT YOU KNOW OF

This is a special chapter devoted to all those who make their living from voiceovers, and not from other reputable vocations such as slaughtering four-legged things for general consumption, or Amway.

It’s a dog-eat-dog world out there, and yet we maintain a community that promotes encouragement and support, affirmation, coaching, mentoring, and all things non-beef-related.  Is beef bad?  Well, that’s kind of a subjective question because the cattle rancher makes his living off of beef; whereas voiceover artists may or may not benefit from said beef.  I have no beef with this beef, unless the chief with which I have no beef develops a belief in beef with a thief named Lief, who likes beef, which would cause me brief beef grief.

However you slice it (see what I did there?) beef is an invaluable part of our society, because it permeates every level of our food chain, including beef-flavored Top Ramen, which is one of the main food groups for bachelors and latch-key junior-highers everywhere.

In many fake industries such as dentistry, people pretend to know what they’re doing and yet we still leave their office cursing their future generations, swinging by Hobby Lobby on the way home to pick up enough crafts to mail a crudely assembled harassment letter.  (They sell witch hair at Hobby Lobby, right?)  Anyway, these fake industry people eat beef too, which is known for actually pulling out teeth if the meat is tough enough.  In some third world countries, they don’t actually use dental tools: they simply serve Beef Jerky to their patients with dental extraction needs, and all teeth are effectively ground to powder in a matter of minutes.


This also assists with the ability to whistle, which most third world dentists offer in an extraction-whistling lesson bundle conveniently priced at thirty oxen, fifteen sheaves of grain, seventy-two sheep, one red heifer, five packs of JuJubes (which you should never eat anyway if you're ever planning on seeing a dentist), and a firstborn child.  I know a good deal when I see one.  That’s a good deal.


However, in many actual industries such as ranching, livestock are murdered (read: assassinated).  Those promising heifers full of hope, who stand proud and represent the best of bovine values and ethics, elected by their cow peers, are shot down in the prime of life, before they could even become a cow senator.  Now, I’m no tree hugger; I like to gnaw on a good slab of steak like the next cowboy.  But ultimately, when you think about it – or perhaps when you watch Faces of Death and then need a cleansing shower afterwards – you can’t shake the imagery of a cow getting its throat cut during the butchering process.  It’s awful.  Excuse me for a moment.  *takes shower*.

So, Josh, get to the point.  What does this all mean for voiceover artists?

Pull up a hot slab of beef and a cool glass of milk, and I’ll explain.

MUST…HAVE…PROTEIN

It all comes down to this.  We’re either the cows, or we’re the butchers.  Now, in voiceovers, we don’t want to butcher other voiceover artists. In most societies today, there are generally strict rules in place to forbid people from things like murder, streaking and of course planking, which in India is punishable by a $15,000 fine, house arrest, acid splash, public gossip, and then, just to be safe, murder.  Once murdered, India figures, the perpetrator tends not to be able to repeat the offense. But in the United States, you’ll want to choose wisely as well.

If you elect to go the way of the cow (which is different from the way of the dog…which in turn is different from the way of the dragon), you’ll need to be wary.  Around every corner lies a voiceover artist (the butcher) waiting to trap you up and milk you for all you’re worth, and feast on some good meat.  At this point I’d like to channel my best David Attenborough, complete with stirring symphonic accompaniment:

Voiceover Artists are a hungry species!  Always on the prowl, they do enjoy a savory meal, and so they have perfected the cunning craft of the hunt to the point where they’ll slay you shamelessly with no reservations, whipping out their salt packets and their dinner bib and diving into the succulent meal that is you.  The only way you can possibly get them back at that point is with a good solid dose of mad cow disease, or possibly give them a heart attack. If, however you elect to go the way of the butcher, you are probably going to be safe. Except of course that all eyes will be upon you to see if in the process of providing voiceovers, you’re going to harm a cow.  You must therefore conduct such predations under the cover of darkness, which is perfect because you’re used to being in a small dark cell anyway.  And you must be careful not to let anyone else hear the muffled screams of the cow as you’re going for the kill, which is perfect because you’re used to using noise gates and downward expanders and Waves DeBreath to screen out unwanted noises.  Additionally, you must take great care to eat your prey quickly, while it is room temperature and before another Voiceover Artist gets to it, which is perfect because you’re used to processing auditions and sending them right away, so you’ve perfected the art of expediency.

EAT OR BE EATEN

So, that’s the way of things.  Voiceover artists have evolved as one of nature’s finest testaments to predatory instinct and the thrill of the hunt.  We know where the cows graze, and we circle their fields with shameless abandon, flexing our claws, dripping with saliva, and savoring the meal to come.  That, and it’s nice it’s nice for you to get out of your studio, which you’ve been farting in.  Don’t deny it.

Ultimately, when you look at the Voiceover Artist as a species, the cow and the butcher always come to mind.  In fact, psychological studies have been conducted on various focus groups over the years, and when asked whether they identify voiceovers artists with butchers or cows, 98% of them replied “I said no focus groups, dangit!”  The other 2% had since lost the will to live and had drifted off to an ethereal oblivion called Tracy Chapman music, murmuring something about saying no to focus groups in the future.

But truthfully speaking…it’s a dog-eat-dog, er, butcher-eat-cow world.  And a voice talent’s gotta eat.  So, what is one to do when one is desperate to put food on the table and at the same time not be ridiculed and lambasted by environmentalists everywhere?

I think I have the answer.

Visit your local dentist in India today and ask for the Beef Jerky special.  No cows were harmed in the making of said Beef Jerky.  The dentists offer great whistling lessons afterward too, during which you’ll be able to say, “I thavor the tathte of thucculent beef therved with a thide of theriouthly thatithfying voithover proweth.”

Thank you for reading thith.

Thintherely,

The Butcher


The Voice Actor And The Killer Preschoolers

NOW I KNOW WHAT ARNOLD FELT LIKE

What you are about to read is the firsthand account of where I literally almost died.  I am not making this up.  Where I, a grownup, found myself overrun by a savage classroom of bloodthirsty and carnivorous preschoolers.  I’m talking about an event laden with fear and anxiety.  I’m referencing an occasion whereby one’s stamina and fortitude melt and wither in the fiery crucible of cumulative testing by hobbit-sized people.


I’m talking about…Career Day.  *cue scary orchestra and lightning strike here*



Career Day is an event where an adult with a career who has foolishly volunteered to talk about it with a presentation is unfairly pitted against several small humans who will instantly:



	
size said adult up for a coffin 


	
make prejudiced assessments about said adult’s necessity to even be on this planet, and 


	
systematically eradicate said adult’s patience and will to live through focusing on everything but the adult’s presentation 





In short, it’s like trying to hug a pack of velociraptors.


On Wednesday, February 12th, 2020, I nearly died.  My life hung precariously in the balance as I courageously endeavored to explain voiceovers to tiny humans who understand only Puffs, Potty, Pixar, and Playtime.  Had it been called Poiceovers, I may have had a shot.



I started my presentation at 10:15am.  Later, at precisely 10:15am, I successfully managed to lose every single child’s attention, and I do believe one of them started crying and pleading for home and please mommy not this.  I might have imagined that, but…no I didn’t.


After my presentation was over, I resolved then and there that in the future, should I at any time be offered the choice between either:


	
doing another Career Day, or 


	
being pecked by ravens, gnawed by trolls, bitten by furious fire ants and trapped inside a well with predatory flesh-eating tardigrades, electrocuted and then detonated 





I would choose B every day of the week and twice on Sunday.

LET THE SWEATING COMMENCE

You know that cold, clammy feeling you get when you’re going up against 10 tiny humans whose cumulative age is still far less than your actual age?  That prickly sensation that says, “I think I am in danger”?


There’s a reason I do voiceovers.  I do not enjoy being up in front of people, desperately trying to be some kind of funny clown in order to hold their attention.  I enjoy being behind the scenes, thankyouverymuch, behind the protective glass of my studio that, in the studio-making factory, was test-rammed by eighty-three preschoolers brandishing Buzz Lightyears and sippy cups.  So, I know I’m safe in there.


Additionally, my armpits decided independently of my brain that this would be the time to reveal their turbo adrenaline-production ability.  I was sweating profusely, and I’m sure I felt an organ inside me die.  There was a strange twinge, and then a dull thud from somewhere inside me as something fell off.

For you see, in explaining voiceovers to preschoolers, I’ve learned that there is simply no explaining voiceovers to preschoolers.

The temperature in the room, having fiendishly been set by one of said preschoolers, was at a nippy 346 degrees, and my armpits produced quantities this planet has never seen before.  I went there to talk about voiceovers, but we ended up floating in putrid new geology.  I don’t know how it happened, but I managed to sweat quantities equal to a small ocean simply by having them all look at me.

There are things that terrify a man to his very core.  Things like:


	
Sharks 


	
Spiders 


	
Calculus 


	
Michael Bolton 


	
Being asked to dance and look cool at the same time 


	
Having daughters 


	
Having sons 


	
Having daughters AND sons 


	
The TV show Snapped 


	
Doing oil changes myself 





And at the top of this list, small children who are not my own children, with whom I’ve established enough trust that I don’t feel I’ll be ganged up on and stabbed with crayons.

THE JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND MILES…


…sometimes actually is one thousand miles.  After I had sweat enough liquid to buoy a small ocean liner, I proceeded to the back “Project Room” where my mobile studio was awaiting each and every child, individually, to come back and record something endearing for their parents.


My job, which someone assured me “should be totally easy,” using a dismissive wave and a condescending wink, was to somehow coax intelligible sentences out of these beings.  The thing is, with children, you never know what you’re going to get.  One child can be inordinately energetic from secretly ingesting Mom’s secret stash of Keebler cookies and totally engage you, and another can stare you down while in the employ of Satan, and question why you are even alive.

Coming up with interview questions for this species of human was nigh excruciating.  When interviewing preschoolers, one must limit one’s questions to things having to do with favorite colors, favorite movies, favorite songs, and favorite voiceover artists to impale with juice boxes.


You can’t just ask them to expound on the artistic genius of Rembrandt, or posit a query about positing a query, a query on the word posit, or a posit on the word query.  It’s essential that you brush up on your entire Pixar library before engaging such creatures, as your scheduled presentation time is sure to fall precisely before snack time, and said creatures will be hungry.  The only way you can stave off an impending cannibalistic attack is by talking about Queen Elsa and Princess Anna from Frozen.  (Important: don’t mix up those titles; little Poppy Noelle will scratch your eyes right out.)


Ultimately…my job was done, and all children had recorded something endearing for their Mamas and Dadas, and I was free to leave in peace.

I fled shrieking.

THEY ARE THE ILLUMINATI


Was it really that bad?  No, I’m exaggerating just a bit, or this chapter would be boring, and you’d find something else to do like sign up for Career Day.  (But it really was that bad).  You just know there’s some smoky back room somewhere, where a gaggle of toddlers and preschoolers are fiendishly pulling the strings around a poker table, plotting galactic domination and creatively perfecting their sinister methods for making grown men sweat.  They are succeeding.  They did succeed that day, because their Overlord has trained them well.  So, I find it quite necessary to help out my esteemed colleagues, should you ever be seized by a bout of insanity when asked “Hey, would you like to speak at our Career Day?”



The incorrect answer is of course, ‘sure.’  The correct answer, if you’re sane, would be to create some kind of diversion that allows you to escape through a haze of smoke like Batman does every time he’s asked to speak at Career Day.



However, I am painfully aware that there are those of you out there who like to live dangerously.  To flirt with fate.  To live on the edge of preschooler cannibalism.  So, because of that, I humbly present to you seven trusty steps for surviving Career Day.



Step 1: Thoroughly plan out your Career Day agenda and load your presentation with things that most children will appreciate, like Nemo, lollipops and puppies.



Step 2: Make sure to bring shiny objects and suspend them from your clothes to ensure the utmost fascination and attention.



Step 3: Be somewhere else and don’t do Career Day. (This should actually have been Step 1).



Step 4: Whenever the urge hits you, pray a lot for protection and guidance, and for a quick extraction by a SWAT team when the preschoolers start approaching you, drooling.



Step 5: Always maintain a safe distance from any children who look as if they’re trying to concentrate too hard on what you’re saying, due to the enormous potential that they are in fact trying to strain out a dookie.



Step 6: Make sure you actually did go somewhere else and did not do Career Day.



Step 7: Kindly refuse all offers to return for next year’s Career Day, but thank them profusely for endangering your life.


There!  Follow those steps, and you’re sure to succeed.  I’ll be over here being pecked by ravens, and waiting for the trolls.


May I Speak With The Person In Charge?

THE TELEMARKETING GOLDEN YEARS

How did I get started in voiceovers? Sit back, pull up a mug of something light and refreshing, and let me regale you with a tale of old.  Because I’m now old.

The year was 1993. Yours Truly was under the part-time employ of a telemarketing outfit in Bellevue Washington, where Yours Truly would contact business owners and summon all of Yours Truly’s seductive powers to entice said business owners into parting with their hard-earned dollars to give to Yours Truly.  After all, Yours Truly…was a telemarketer.  Don’t be mad.  I was young: I needed the work.  My available choices were telemarketing, Amway, or pole dancing.  I was reluctant to try the second one, and the third one would scare away all women who are female and have eyes that see things.  As a young man of healthy mating age, pole-dancing would effectively have been self-sabotage.


As a civilization, we like telemarketers about as much as a pool of throw-up.  We much prefer dinner to throw-up, and even better is the ability to have dinner uninterrupted by telemarketers.  Or throw-up.  But back in the heyday of telemarketing - you know, when people still answered their phones - this was a thing.  And a big thing, because it apparently worked enough times for one guy to start a firm in Bellevue and hire me, Yours Truly.  Although…when you think about it…when I was a wee small child, at no time did the words “When I grow up, I wanna be a telemarketer” emerge from my mouth.  Still, I thought this would be a fun job.  What the heck, it was better than a pool of throw up.


As I had brothers, I was actually already quite adept at harassing people.  I knew if I put my time-honored techniques to work, I would be making lots of commission-based sales and be rich in no time.  (Update: I am now one score years older. Second Update: I am not rich).  I began cold-calling people and ultimately was very successful at harass- er, telemarketing.  It still resounds to this day!  Also, the restraining orders resound too.

DON’T CALL ME.  JUST SHOOT ME.

My life and viewpoints have changed.  Now, instead of having a telemarketer call me, I would rather puke coat hangers.  (Man, there sure is a lot of vomit in this chapter!)  Not that I answer my phone anyway, as I’m too busy playing Bejeweled or browsing through Important Things.  But you know those times.  The times when you’re doing something like shopping on your mobile phone, and all of the sudden a call takes complete control over your life, like Regis Philbin.


Unfortunately, the “Answer” button just happens to be positioned exactly where the “Add to Cart” button was in your browser.  Cursing and eye-rolling, you answer the phone sheepishly, and are entreated to what sounds like a middle-schooler being punished for misbehavior and sentenced to voice dull and mundane vacuum cleaner sales scripts for three hundred years.



And here’s the rub – since the voice is adorable and cracks from puberty - and sounds suspiciously like Russell giving his Wilderness Explorer speech from Up – there’s simply no break in the dreaded speech to interject a “not interested.”  The dreaded telemarketer has been stridently trained to ferociously ignore your pleadings for peace and quiet.  In truth, your constant attempts at “Hello?  Hello???  HELLO?!?!?!” to get their attention are about as successful as a healthy asparagus trying to capture my interest while I’m holding a drippy McQuadruple Half-Pounder Bacon Burger.  It simply doesn’t work.


I firmly believe that the only effective telemarketer agencies that still exist are required to now employ techniques that border on the bizarre.  They’re bizarre enough to leave you hanging in suspended animation after listening to the call or voice mail, wondering what you did to God for Him to allow you to be punished in such a manner.


Here’s an example, and I am not making this up.  Just yesterday I received a robocall from someone who stated from the beginning that “This may be a shot in the dark,” and was offering to buy our home for cash.  I promise you, Dear Reader, that I was doing none of the following:



	
selling our home: I do not wish to do so as my wife will cook me nothing but Top Ramen for six months as a consequence, nor 


	
posting anywhere that I’m desirous to sell, nor 


	
contacting anyone anywhere at all henceforth about any sale of any house at any time ever in any way forthwith whithersoever pro forma concordantly vis a vis ergo motion in limine 





Therefore, I can only assume that these people live in a mental ward and are allowed phones during their “outside time” so that they might harass the rest of us, causing us to ponder the meaning of “motion in limine.”  Seriously!  Where do these whackjobs get off calling me with “shots in the dark” about me selling my home for cash?  Do they think I’m that strapped for cash that I’d want to just up and sell my home?  (Sidebar: I am.)


Personally, I do not enjoy telemarketing one bit. Therefore, nearly all of my marketing is done via email and social media.  This stems purely from an equal lack of enjoyment when telemarketers decide to call me.  I suppose that in the future I might, if the only alternative I am allowed is to be hanged, drawn and quartered, and then sprayed with acid and allowed to slowly disintegrate in the heat of summer while ants methodically chew off important parts of my body.


THE EMPIRE STRIKES BACK

Not that Empire.  I’m talking about the empire of Americana.  There came a point when Americana and culture finally said, “Enough is enough!” and the collective psyche started to fight back.  They threw their hands up and put their foot down, which told the world they had had enough!  Oh and it also made for a funny dance visual.

Fast forward to now, and today you have services like donotcall.gov, which is telemarketer-poison. You have things like the fake-dating-phone number.  You have pretend greetings put on by creative souls who like to mess with telemarketers as if it’s a live person answering the phone with staged responses. It’s deserved, because telemarketers are essentially still just below guppies in terms of societal rank.

So I don’t cold-call.  If you like to cold-call, God bless you.  And I shall go on blessing you, while I am over here in the not-cold-calling-people-during-dinner section.


But here’s how we get these people back.  It’s a revenge tactic, really.  I fully understand that as a voiceover guy, nay, business owner, it behooves me to market to people, which may or may not include cold-calling.  I’m fine with that, as long the cold-calling may or may not also include alcohol and may or may not include usage of the word “absquatulate.”  This will make the marketing much more enjoyable, and should result in an overall happier, although somewhat discombobulated, species.



I can imagine the watercooler chats they’ll have about the voiceover guy who bothered them at dinner last night.  Oh but he was so funny!! they’ll say.  Yeah, he really was out of his gord! they’ll declare.  Hey, this might be a shot in the dark, but I’d like to buy your home! they’ll brazenly shout. At which point office security will be called and straightjackets will be applied.


The straightjackets will thus result in a drastically reduced workforce, which will thus result in less telemarketers, which will thus result in less people calling us during dinner, which will result in me selling my house less, which will result in less Top Ramen meals, which is really what this chapter is all about.

Hey, why are you absquatulating?  Was it something I telemarketed?

Sincerely,

Yours Truly


I Read English Goodly

BUT NO GOODLY SAME AS READ YOU

I was 17.

It was the summer of 1990.

I had a paper route.

That last part should have been assumed, because I was 17.

I was nearly done with my route, which consisted of approximately 218 Seattle Times papers in the Bellevue area east of Seattle.  Vanilla Ice was blaring (does Vanilla Ice blare?), and I was rockin’ the Honda CRX with red pinstripes.


I pulled into the cul-de-sac and tossed a few papers, pulling around the bend to the paper tubes on the mailboxes.  Opening one of them only to insert a paper and I promise not to look for anything that said “Publisher’s Clearing House” on it, I saw a little folded note on it that said Paperboy.  Hey, that’s me! I thought gleefully, as I extracted the little folded note and hoped to God a tip check fell out.  Nothing did.  Jerks.


But to my lasting delight, and eternal amusement, what I would feast my eyes upon was the most gloriously written composition ever, next to “Let There Be Light.”  This note, typed neatly on some kind of onion paper, said the following:

Dear Sirs,

Please stop delivery Seattle Time to us.  Because we are nobody read it.  I try to call you 2062275770 and make record but look like useless.

Sincere,

[ Name Withheld ]

Oh, that note.  That blessed note from Mr. & Mrs. Withheld that split my side and drew me back in to breathe its effervescence, take in its fine English prose, and drink in the mammoth comedy of the sentence structure.  And to be called “Sir!”  Oh, Lordy, I had apparently arrived.

If I could write a response letter, it would read:

Dear Mr. & Mrs. Withheld,

I don’t know that I shall ever meet you.  But I thank you for the gift of LIFE-GIVING AND ENDLESS LAUGHTER.  I am ONE with you in comedy now.  Your note has blessed me in ways I cannot even begin to describe.  We are family now, joined together in magical comedy.

Sincerely,

Paperboy Withheld

THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE…KINDA SUCKS

So English obviously wasn’t The Withheld Family’s mother tongue.  But can you blame these people?  It’s a horrible fusion of insanity and brain fudge, with a side order of crazy.  There are twists and turns innumerable, and 100% of them lead to cataclysmic plunges off a cliff somewhere.

I actually did a similar chapter, but this one here was too important to pass up, just like a Butterfinger Blizzard on the way home from the gym.


Maybe Yoda actually did speak perfect English - because English, as a rule, sucks.  God bless the poor hapless souls in whose will and determination germinates the seed of desire to venture to actually learn our buffoonish language.  It’s a purely barbarian assault on logic.  There is nothing in the English language that makes sense.  Sure, flip it around and examine the Spanish language, and you are required to learn tu, usted, ustedes, quesadilla and mild sauce.  But with English, it’s absolute madness.


If I were a foreigner, after flipping through the first two pages of “How to learn English and not kill yourself,” I would stop reading English and kill myself.  In fact, I’m certain that there are more blood-soaked copies of “How to learn English and not kill yourself” than there are NON-blood-soaked copies of “How to learn English and not kill yourself” in circulation.  Those poor souls.

Here are some examples of why the English language sucks.  Now show ‘em some love, and throw up a Hunger Games Mockingjay salute for all the poor souls who have sadly perished trying to learn the English language.


	
Why is it pronounced naked, and yet it’s baked?  What if you got baked naked?  I think you should have something baked nakedly.  All of this of course while drinking a hot sake, which is spelled like naked and baked and is pronounced nothing like either of them. 


	
Every single “c” in Pacific Ocean is said differently.  Those poor souls. 


	
How does “pony bologna” rhyme, and yet Sean Bean doesn’t? 


	
Why does Shawn yawn, but Shaun doesn’t yaun, and neither does Sean yean? 


	
Rules to learning English: Their OUR know rules. 


	
Can you imagine looking at the word “yacht” and not just giving up?  Those poor souls. 


	
There is NO way “colonel” sounds like kernel.  And yet if you’re addressing someone in the military why does it sound like you’re talking to popcorn? 


	
Queue.  Five letters.  But you only pronounce the first letter.  *head explodes* 


	
Why is it trough, but yet it’s rough, and also it’s slough or through, when in fact it’s actually dough…but really it’s plough?  So, do you plough through the dough slough roughly in the trough?  Those poor souls. 


	
Said is pronounced said.  But wait.  Laid is pronounced like paid.  But uh-oh: here comes bread, which is NOT to be pronounced like bead, which is not pronounced like lead, not to be confused with lead. 


	
Sure.  I get it now.  English is easy. Because it’s womb which sounds like boom.  And yet bomb isn’t ALSO pronounced like boom.  Makes perfect sense. 


	

English is hard enough (which doesn’t sound like trough, remember!), and yet we force new students to learn that “all the good faith that I had had, had no effect whatsoever.”  Those poor souls.  Try these on for size: 


	
Minute and minute are spelled the exact same. 


	
I’m not content with this content. 


	
I object to that object. 


	
Excuse me but there’s no excuse for this 


	
Someone should wind up this chapter and throw it into the wind 






	
It sucks when I read read as read and not read, so I have to re-read read as read so that I can read read correctly and it can make sense (cents?  SCENTS?!?!?) 


	
Finally, on a related note, if Yoko Ono married Sonny Bono, would she be Yoko Ono Bono?  Or if Olivia Newton married Elton John then divorced him to marry Wayne Newton and then divorced him to remarry Elton John, would she be Olivia Newton-John Newton-John? 


	
*jumps off of bridge in frantic desperation* 





Me give up.  Me learn Klingon.

Honestly?  I can imagine way back when The Draft was a thing, and young U.S. immigrants were faced with the requirement to either learn English or storm the beach at Normandy.  Their beach-littered carcasses speak volumes that they made the right choice, because English is a brutal thing that defies logic and should be eliminated, much like calculus or Michael Bolton.

WE ARE THE ELITE

As Voiceover Artists, we are the Elite. The few. The proud. The brave.  It’s up to us.  We’re the ones who stand the test of time and can successfully navigate our way through a comprehensive script just bursting with complex words such as “cat” and “the.”  The ones who, when the dust settles, can brush ourselves off and say “Vas schnouzer y quesadilla iglesia Antonio Banderas gutentag konichiwa, oui?”

Those poor souls.


Seriously.  In the Internet age, we’re plagued with poor grammar everywhere we look, even by those we naively assume are civilized English-speaking humans.  Things like using “your” instead of “you’re.”  Look, I understand you need a nap after having to use that heavy apostrophe, kid – you take some time and rest up and maybe you’ll get it right the next time.  Poor kid.  Tryin’ so hard.


And the saps that use “prolly” because “probably” is prolly too many sybles.  Oh, forgive me, I couldn’t take the time to write out “probably” or “syllables” because I’m a lazy bum.  Oh!  And how about this one!  “Bae.”  UGH!  That one makes me want to puke coat hangers.  You can’t muster up the energy to slap in an extra “b” there and make it “babe”?  You really can’t do that?  Time for some drastic action to shake some extra consonants out of you.  Here, hop in my car for a second.  Put your seat belt on, I’d like to try something.  I saw it in a crash test dummies routine but I’m pretty sure I can do it.

It’s up to us, O Worthy Voice Talent, to preserve reading goodly.  Spelling goodly. Pronouncing goodly.  Showing the world that we understand good diction, pronunciation, articulation, and all kinds of other -tions that really matter.  It’s up to us to make recordings that document our unswerving commitment to speaking with clarity.  Not the kind of semi-opaque clarity that makes a 17-year-old paperboy keel over from side-splitting laughter.  I’m talking real, translucent, dazzling clarity with dotted i’s and crossed t’s.  Clarity like, as Brian Regan says, “with ‘I’ before ‘E’ except after ‘C’ and when sounding like ‘A’ as in neighbor and weigh, and on weekends and holidays and all throughout May, where you’ll always be wrong no matter what you say.”

Those poor souls.  Prolly time they get themselves a bae.

In short, please stop delivery Seattle Time to us. Because we are nobody read it.

Sincere,

Joshua Alexander

2062275770


Please, For Your Own Good, Rent My Child

GOT A KID?  NO?  GET A KID.

Ever read a story to a child?  They’re merciless critics.  Merciless. 


They scrutinize you and size you up and down for a coffin before you even flip open the first page.  With their beautiful baby blue eyes and adorable cheeks, they look up at you with watering eyes, pleading to you in all their untainted innocence: “Will you fulfill all my hopes and dreams in this telling?  Or will you smush them to ooze and I’ll ultimately need to kill you with a sippy cup?”  No pressure.



Think you have what it takes to be a natural storyteller?  Pfffft.  You don’t – unless of course you’ve ever been privileged to engage in….. *cue trumpets* Storytime!!!!!  Do you have a kiddo?  Two?  Three?  A flock?  Ever babysat?  Ever babysat a flock?  Now that’s just downright weird.



But you’ll be ok: just make sure and bring your shepherd’s crook, and you’re fine.  Otherwise, make like Michael Jackson and Bleat It.  Sorry: I’m a Dada, so corny dad jokes are inevitable.



Who are the great storytellers of children’s tales?  Easy.  Picture Will Ferrell in Elf talking about how he went through the Magical Candy Cane forest:  “I passed through the seven levels of the Candy Cane forest, through the sea of swirly twirly gum drops, and then I walked through the Lincoln Tunnel.”



Picture Peter Falk in The Princess Bride, and how he held Fred Savage spellbound:  “Since the invention of the kiss, there have been five kisses rated the most passionate, the most pure. This one left them all behind. The end.”



The point being that in voiceovers, we all have to be effective storytellers, and you haven’t become one unless you’ve passed through the fire and brimstone of testing….with Bedtime Stories 101.


BEDTIME STORIES 101


If you claim to be a Voiceover Artist but don’t know how to really wow someone, to hold them spellbound, then you’re not a voiceover artist.  Wow us.  As Elaine Craig Voice Casting posted, “Choose a delivery that makes us feel like you know something that we don’t.”  And “The most compelling reads let the listener hear – and feel – the actual message; not just the voice.”  What great quotes!  I especially love that first one.



Picture the sidelong glance at the child while delivering something with eyes wide open, filled with wonder.  The oooh’s….the ahhhh’s…the suspense…the magic…the mystery!  The enormously deflating feeling when your preschooler says you’re doing it wrong and then goes and has mommy do it instead, because she’s not a voiceover artist and you suck, Dada.  Ahhh! Such tender affirmation.  You think you’re a good Voiceover artist?  Try reading this stuff to a kid.  Unless you’re prepared to insert random gasps and “Oh My Goodness!”es every five seconds, I’d resign now and turn in your mic and your badge, because if not, a storyteller you are not.  I hear there are fry cook positions opening up.  A bit greasier job, but Gasp! Oh, my goodness!  Such delicious fries.
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