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To MOM, the tireless typist





FOREWORD



I’ve known David Grimes for over fifteen years now, so I feel it’s my duty, in this short introduction to his extraordinary oeuvre, to let the oeuvre speak for itself and describe instead David Grimes the person.


It is not an easy task. Take, for example, that party I went to in his garage. Yes, David Grimes entertains in his garage. He moved an old couch in there, plus a braided rug, and he sits with a bag of potato chips in one hand and can of beer in the other and receives visitors. He offered no excuse for this odd behavior, which leads me to believe he does it all the time.


Now, about the car. He parks it in the driveway, and you should see it. It’s always different but always the same — some enormous old clunker with 150,000 miles, belching smoke and fishtailing down the road. I don’t know where he gets these things, some particularly inexpensive dealership in Oneco no doubt, but in a way they perfectly reflect their owner — bloated, thirsty, and needing to go through the car wash not once but three times.


Yes, David Grimes leads a very strange life. He sits home all day being funny in his head, or, more precisely, raging against Canadians in his head. Needless to say, this has taken its toll and he can often be seen wandering around the area golf courses talking to himself.


He has an overweight pug rumored to have mental problems and a son, Michael, who is getting so big these days we fear that next time he may be tried as an adult. He also has a lovely wife, Teri, whom, when discussing her marriage looks up at you with limpid blue eyes that seem to cry out “Save me!”


Some say he’s a Sarasota institution. Some say he belongs in a Sarasota institution.


Here in your hands is the evidence.


Don’t judge him too harshly—unless you’re Canadian.


Bob Plunket


Bob Plunket is a Sarasota author and part-time actor. His most recent book is Walker Evans: Florida. He claims to have actually met Madonna.
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I.



TOURISTS, RETIREES, AND OTHER REASONS TO STAY IN BED





ARE OUR RETIREES IN RETREAT?



I read in the newspaper that St. Petersburg’s nicknames of “Wrinkle City” and “God’s Waiting Room” are no longer accurate. The population of this famous retirement haven is getting younger and the percentage of senior citizens who live there is going down. The same thing is happening in other Florida cities as more young people move in and retirees scatter to other states such as South Carolina and Arizona.


The article in USA Today said the St. Petersburg Shuffleboard Club, once the world’s largest with 5,000 members, now has only a hundred. The downtown area, once a place of wig shops and discount pharmacies offering free blood pressure testing, now is overrun with Generation Xers milling about art galleries and cafés.


I find all of this to be terribly depressing, and not just because I am plummeting toward retirement age at a rate one normally associates with incoming asteroids.


Florida simply would not be Florida without its senior citizens. They are as much a part of our way of life as love bugs and humidity, and I can’t imagine the place without them.


Senior citizens contribute a lot to our society, and I am not just talking about early bird specials and slow driving. Without senior citizens, we would not have the famous bumper stickers “Let Me Tell You About My Grandchildren,” “I’m Out Spending My Children’s Inheritance,” and the immortal “If I Knew How Much Fun Grandchildren Were, I Would Have Had Them First.”


Senior citizens have a huge impact on the economy over and above laxative sales and denture adhesive. Many golf courses would go out of business if it weren’t for senior citizens, not to mention the clothing companies that make those red-and-yellow checked slacks and floppy hats that look like inverted bait buckets.


The entertainment industry would also suffer terrible losses if our senior citizens packed up and went somewhere else. For one thing, we would never again see that medical alarm commercial with the famous line, “Help! I’ve fallen and I can’t get up!” Ed McMahon would have to quit pitching life insurance and get a real job, perhaps as a Chippendale dancer or racquetball instructor.


It wouldn’t be nearly as much fun going to the movies without our senior citizens. I’ve often found the constant, loud chatter of the elderly couple seated behind me more entertaining than whatever was happening on the screen. Shouted questions such as “Who’s that?” and “What did he say?” also help drown out those slow parts of the movie where all the characters are doing is talking to one another.


Traveling would also be more challenging in the absence of our senior citizens. Whenever I’m flying back to Florida, I can always tell my gate by the crowd of silver-haired ladies and gentlemen waiting patiently for their flight. Without these people to show me the way, there’s no telling where I might end up.


Phoenix, perhaps. . . .





BE KIND TO THE CANADIANS



Tourism officials say we need to stop bashing Canadians or else they (the Canadians) will stop coming to Florida and then we’ll all be sorry.


While exact figures are impossible to come by, approximately 3.9 hepzillion Canadians flock to Florida each winter, swelling the local economy by upwards of $1.95.


Sorry. That is exactly the kind of rude, insensitive, ignorant remark that tourism officials want us to stop making. If we want our neighbors to the north to continue coming to Florida, we need to start being nicer to them and stop making jokes about the way they drive, their funny accents, and their odd way of dressing.


Canadians have a lot of good qualities and can be quite charming, once you get to know them. Unfortunately, Canadians tend to be, uh, taciturn, so it will be up to us to initiate a conversation. (Note: According to tourism officials, laying on your car horn or issuing a single-finger salute does not qualify as a conversation.)


For those of you who are confused as to how to “break the ice” with our Canadian visitors, here are some examples of the right way and the wrong way to initiate a conversation:






	Right way:


	“I would find it most interesting if you would provide me with a detailed account of how the Canadian health care and welfare systems are superior to ours.”







	Wrong way:


	“If you don’t like the way we do things here, why don’t you just go the hell home?”







	Right way:


	“Your complexion leads me to believe that you have spent a great deal of time studying the cause-and-effect relationship of ultraviolet light and skin cancer.”







	Wrong way:


	“I’ve seen paste with a better tan.”







	Right way:


	“Of course we accept Canadian currency.”







	Wrong way:


	“Don’t you have any real money?”







	Right way:


	“I’m sure there are many compelling reasons as to why Quebec wished to secede and become an independent nation.”







	Wrong way:


	“What are you people? Nuts?”







	Right way:


	“I find your French accent most charming.”







	Wrong way:


	“Down here we speak English, pal.”







	Right way:


	“No, I wasn’t aware that Canada was one of the world’s leading exporters of potash.”







	Wrong way:


	“I’ll bet you could bore the fleas off a dog.”







	Right way:


	“There’s no question that Canadian vocalists have changed the face of popular music.”







	Wrong way:


	“Bryan Adams gives me hives.”







	Right way:


	“Given Canada’s cold winters, stocking caps seem very practical.”







	Wrong way:


	“Have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately?”







	Right way:


	“Americans are more knowledgeable about Canada than you might think.”







	Wrong way:


	“So, what’s the deal? You’re like a British colony or something?”







	Right way:


	“No, I didn’t realize your national symbol was the beaver.”







	Wrong way:


	“I would have guessed a hockey puck.”







	Right way:


	“You Canadians aren’t very loquacious, are you?”







	Wrong way:


	“I’ve met tree stumps that had more to say.”







	Right way:


	“Every country has its own driving customs. It’s just a matter of what you’re used to.”







	Wrong way:


	“So, tell me: In Canada is it customary to put your right turn signal on and then turn left?”







	Right way:


	“We’re certainly proud and honored that you choose to spend your winters in Florida.”







	Wrong way:


	“Now go home.”











CANADIAN RADIO REDUX



Now I know how Salman Rushdie felt.


The death threats, the million-dollar bounty, the despair of never being able to catch the early bird special at Bob Evans again.


OK, maybe it hasn’t been that bad.


But the Valentine’s Day column I wrote titled “Be Kind to the Canadians” has certainly got me in hot water with our Neighbors to the North. (What’s the Canadian word for fatwah? Aayup? Aboot? Eh?)


The day the column ran, nearly a hundred people called the paper to complain. Two canceled their subscriptions. On my way to lunch, an elderly man from Ontario nearly ran me off the road. (I can’t swear that he had read my column, but he may have.)


Of course, I was deeply saddened by this overwhelmingly negative response to something I had written. Especially since the purpose of my column had been to foster better understanding between our two countries and put to rest the many ugly stereotypes that Americans have regarding Canadians’ speech, style of dress, driving habits, etc.


But as Rushdie can attest, one man’s literary license is another man’s blasphemy, and either way it doesn’t pay to argue semantics with Islamic terrorists or elderly vacationers from Quebec.


Still, I wanted to set the record straight, which was why I was so glad to receive a phone call from Russ Wesgon, a producer at CHSI radio in Toronto, a Canadian city of 4.1 million people, all of whom are currently vying for a single parking space at Siesta Beach.


Wesgon invited me to speak on Canadian-American relations (or the lack thereof) as a phone-in guest on the station’s public affairs program “Chronicle.” The whole matter could be sorted out, he assured me, in a little over five minutes—six minutes if you included the commercial for Purolator armored carriers. (I didn’t know what to make of this either. Perhaps the traffic problem in Toronto is even worse than it is here in Sarasota.)


My interviewer introduced himself as Dick Smythe. “Smythe” has always struck me as a rather affected way of spelling and pronouncing “Smith,” and I told him as much. Unfortunately, this turned out to be the high point of the interview as it quickly became obvious that Dick Smythe was not the slightest bit interested in hearing my views on Canadian-American relations (or the lack thereof). I was simply to be a foil for a bunch of lame Canadian jokes he had memorized, all of which would be deeply offensive to you Canadian readers, so I won’t repeat them here. (Plus I’m sure you’ve heard them all already.)


I tried, I really did. Smythe asked me to describe the typical Canadian vacationer. I was going to say “pretty swell,” but somehow that struck me as insufficient. After all, you never hear a wine reviewer describe a cabernet as “pretty swell.” It’s always “earthy and complex with hints of mango and mint dental floss” or something like that. Didn’t the citizens of the great nation of Canada deserve at least as much as a bottle of fermented grape juice?


But there’s not much time to ponder the imponderables these days, at least not when the stopwatch is in the sweaty palm of Dick Smythe, CHSI radio, Toronto. While my brain struggled to pry apart the meanings of “magnanimous” and “ignominious,” Smythe was off and running with a joke about how you can identify a Canadian in New York.


Before I had the time to tell Smythe how cruel and offensive I found his joke, he was asking me to describe the way Canadians dress when they are vacationing in Florida.


I was going to say à la mode, but I never got the chance.





GRANNY SWEAT BOOSTS HEALTH



If you’ve been feeling blue, despondent, or just generally in a bad mood, the cure could be to thrust your nose into the armpit of an elderly woman.


Researchers at Monell Chemical Senses Center in Pennsylvania and Rutgers University in New Jersey believe the body odors of older people, particularly women, can put others in a happy mood.


The scent, which the researchers called “l’eau de grand-mère,” could explain the warm, reassuring feeling that elderly women and grandmothers seem to convey.


According to a Reuters story, scientists tested their theory by collecting underarm odors on gauze pads from thirty volunteers ranging from toddlers to seventy-somethings and asked more than three hundred students to assess their mood before and after sniffing the samples.
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