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Terminal Stupidity
~ This month’s Terminal Stupidity award goes to the latest

national joke; the Paxtons. Now let’s see the South Mole Isl.
debacle from their point of view - “a national television
network current affairs program, renowned for their honest
and non-sensationalist journalism, calls us up and says that we
can have a resort holiday, and that all we have to do for it is
allow them to film our tropical frolicking and a job interview
for a job we don’t have to take. Where’s the down side?”

“Knock knock knock... anyone home McFly???” Now let’s
look at the down side - they’ve been thrown off their cushy
commitment to the dole queue and become a source of
national hate and ridicule. They are Australia’s cquivalent of
Cato Calin, but they’re not going to make a million from
Hollywood and the gullible American people. Australians are
cynical, vicious predators on anyone who insists on making an
idiot of themselves in public, remember that. These people
should make the centrefold of the Terminal Stupidity year-
book.
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I think the saddest things I saw all holidays were those Toyota banners at the one-
day cricket. You know the ones I mean - the ones that said “Steve Waugh Caught
Behind™ with a badly-drawn caricature of the man with a fishing hook in the back of ~
his pants. Actually, that one locks like § J Perelman compared to some of the
atrocities that were waved around by morons on national television.
Anyway, the saddest thing about those banners/posters/placards /whatever {lmt
counting the creativity, or lack thereof, or the artistic capability shown by those who -
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counting the creativity, or lack thercof, or the artistic capability shown by those who -
perpetrated them) was that you just _knew_ they represented the crowning glory of
some pathetic bugger’s life. You could just see him sitting bolt upright in bed at 2
o’clock in the morning with sweat running down his forchead and this supernova of
artistic inspiration burning in his brain, immediately rushing out to the garage with
bedsheet and paint and working feverishly through the night a la Thomas Carlyle.
Finally he sits back at dawn, wearied, paint-stained, and surveys his masterpiece: a
stick figure with exaggerated moustache and gut waving some sort of deformed
wig. and a slogan like “BOONY DRINKS LOTSA BEERS”. Then he breaks down
and cries, because he knows he will live in posterity forever. His contribution to the
world of arts and letters is complete.

That is, assuming he’s in it for posterity at all. Don’t forget to
squeeze in that nasty little Toyota sigil, whether it ruins the
poster or not! Might win a PRIZE! Crass materialism? No sir!
And rivalling even that phenomenon for sheer awfulness was the music they put
on before the ad segments during the Australian Open. There’s another candidate
for posterity, this time in the Musical Schools of Thought Hall of Fame. The Bach
School. the Minimalists. The John Cage-type musical rebels. And the “Let’s find
some old 5(0Ps tune, or tribal music, or the sound of garage doors opening and

closing, or some damn thing, and put a Techno Beat over it whether it belongs there
or not!™ school.

A techno beat over didgeridoos I can handle. A techno beat
over “Carmina Burana” is Annoying. But when you put
some half-assed drum machine pounding away under
“Misirlou”, you're DEAD. -

Sir Pissed Off _ :
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