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With Gene Silverman

What a day it’s shaping up to be! Welcome to my very first weather report as a newspaper 
columnist. After ten years in the local TV news biz, it’s time to make the switch. I’m 
wearing my Homer Simpson tie, and I’m all set to tell you what the weather is going to 
be like today!

I’m looking at the screen and all I can say is that it looks like rain, rain, rain in Portland 
for the next few days! You can’t see it, but I’m actually wearing a rain coat, and I’m inside! 
Isn’t that silly? An assistant just splashed me with a bucket of  water. I’m sopping wet. It 
sure is going to be rainy!

But there’s good news for those of  you in Eugene. Looks like it might be “heating up” 
for you very soon after a long winter! When I said “heating up” I struck a match, by the 
way. Just figured I’d mention that since I thought it was pretty clever. Yep! Pretty soon it’ll 
be so hot in Eugene that you’ll be playing “Ring” Around the Rosie!  When I said that, I 
just jumped through a “ring”... of  fire! Fire is hot, like the weather will be!

Over near the coast it looks like there’s going to be more and more wind. I’m writing 
this paragraph after jumping off  a high cliff. If  you look at me sideways it’s like the wind is 
blowing really hard! Boy, what a lot of  wind there will be near the coast! Might be a day to 
stay “inside!” I brought a doll house with me for the fall off  the cliff  and now I’m trying to 
climb inside of  it. Get it? Doll houses are supposed to be for dolls, not people!

One last thing, and that’s to watch out for earthquakes in your area!  Whoa!  Earthquakes 
sure do shake a lot!  Make sure you’re shaking the newspaper while reading those last two 
lines.  And that’s your weather for today!

YOUR WACKY WEATHER

This month-long extravaganza celebrating the accomplishments of  women nation-wide is coming to a close.
While some are claiming that this month has lost its presence in American culture, 

neighborhood entrepreneur Jim O’Connor proves us otherwise. O’Connor, owner of  
O’Connor’s Neighborhood Pub, says, “I wanted to give back to the women that helped men 
build this country.” And help he did, by hosting “Ladies Get in Free” nights for all of  March. 
“It was high time that those ladies got in free,” he said, with free ladies draped over his 
shoulders. “I’m not a hero, I’m just the regular male feminist owner of  your neighborhood 
pub, home to happy hours between 4-6 PM with all-you-can-eat mozzarella sticks!” As a 
tribute to those women proudly stationed as nurses in Iraq, O’Connor invited the star cast 
of  “Girls Gone Wild” during the weekend of  March 17 (also happening to occur during 
St. Patrick’s Day weekend.) “Quite honestly, I was surprised at those girls! I thought they 
meant ‘Girls Gone Wild...With Empowerment!” While this month is slowly approaching its 
death, O’Connor isn’t slowing down. “I’ve got Mother’s Day to prepare for!’’ he said, before 
dumping a bucket of  water over a well-endowed woman.

WOMEN’S HISTORY MONTH: 
30 DAYS OF LADIES’ NIGHT!

ROCK STAR DAD BECOMES 
ROCK STAR MAD

Twister Sister alum and dad Dee Snider disappointed because his son Jesse Blaze Snider “is not a fuck-
up”

“We just thought he could be less ambitious,” screeched burn-out father Snider, after 
walloping his son upside the head for his above-average grades. “By now, any self-respecting 
child of  a rock star would have been suspended, at least.” Jesse Blaze has asked for his trust 
fund to be applied towards his college education but his parents insist that it was intended for a 
spontaneously purchased hot rod, or else several pounds of  cocaine. “You’re no son of  mine,” 
the father wailed, before setting his son’s homework on fire.

CALVIN KLEIN RELEASES NEW 
LINE OF FAKE FAUX FUR

Klein calls it his return to “nature.”
Designer Calvin Klein recently announced his new contribution to the eco-fashion 

movement- jackets made from real animal furs. “I am hoping to raise awareness by reminding 
consumers of  the nature from which they were conceived. These products are socially aware 
artifacts of  a quickly depleting resource- fur.” His move was in response to the huge rise in 
fake fur production, which has doubled nearly 25% since 1975! “Faux fur,” said Klein in a 
Skype interview, “is inauthentic and unnatural. If  we continue this move into the superficial, 
we will lose touch!” Also sold as part of  this eco-line: paperweights made out of  petrified eagle 
heads, glass cubes filled with oil, and pencils carved from Brazilwood.

THERAPIST FINDS LOVE 
Therapist Michael Liberty has found that his work has led him into more prospects- that 

is, amorous prospects! Liberty has found his mate in the form of  the ex-girlfriend of  his 
patient, Elan Yodel. “It sounds like we have a lot in common,” said Michael Liberty in a 
45-minute session with news correspondent Lilian Crumble. “I feel like we could make it 
work.” Yodel would not return comments.

Dear Dr. Reaper,
I’ve been diagnosed with knee cancer. I’ve been discussing treatment options with my 
doctor, but I’m unsatisfied with what he’s suggested. I was wondering, do you know 
anything about herbal remedies? I’ve heard a lot about them, but thought I’d ask you first 
before trying some out.
-In kneed of  advice

Dear mortal,
It is pointless to resist. Your soul will soon be mine.

Dear Dr. Reaper,
I’m a rugged outdoorsman. I went hiking the other day and came back with a nasty rash 
on my arm. What do you think would be the best course of  treatment for me?
-A rugged outdoorsman

 Dear mortal,
Don’t bother. You’re going to die on Thursday. 

 Dear Dr. Reaper,
I have terrible seasonal allergies. Every year it’s the same old story: I’m sneezing up a 
storm and just boogering everywhere. People call me the mucus monster. I’ve tried every 
allergy medication out there, but none have worked! I’d sell my soul to get rid of  this 
problem; do you know any other treatment options?
-Not a mucus monster
 
Dear mortal,
Yes, in fact, I do. I know a guy who may have what you’re looking for. I’m having him 
send some paperwork your way; just give it your John Hancock and all your wishes should 
soon be fulfilled.

Arching his back, The Doctor sighed a sigh that was a sign of  a slightly somber slumber.  
“Mornings are always so unexpected,” he thought idly.  “The slippery slopes  of  somnolent 
snoozing are broken suddenly by the cooing ‘beep’ of  the careening alarm clock. Maybe I’m 
just getting old,” he thought, “but no, I’m only 35.  I’m in the prime of  my life.”

Rolling over onto the other side of  the bed, The Doctor bumped into something quite 
unexpected.  A woman he didn’t recognize was asleep under the soft and supple security of  the 
stitched sheets.  “What…” he wondered, “what happened last night?”

Studying her sinuous and sinister sleeping smile, the doctor sized the woman up.  It was at 
this point he realized the truth. This was no woman after all; this was a girl.  She couldn’t be 
older than 15.

The Doctor’s thoughts raced: “How could this happen?  I thought I was over this sickness.  
I haven’t slept with a 15 year-old in 20 years.  Oh God, I’ve relapsed.”

Right then and there, The Doctor knew what he had to do.  He had to destroy the 
evidence.

With the subtle grace of  a doctor, The Doctor began to lift the girl out of  bed while making 
every effort to leave her silent sleep unbroken.  It was at times like these that The Doctor was 
glad he had purchased that oversized blender all those years ago.  Hoisting her up over the 
precipice, The Doctor lowered the girl into the inner recesses of  the device until her back softly 
rested upon the sinewy spirals of  the shimmering slashy blades.

As he slid the lid over the top of  the blender to contain the inevitable bloody mess that 
was bound to ensue, the girl woke up in a dazed state.  Although barely conscious, the girl 
immediately recognized that she was trapped within the walls of  a giant blender which would 
soon turn her into a red protein shake the likes of  which she never dreamed.  Seeing no other 
recourse, the girl began to scream and pound upon the slippery see-through sides of  the sizable 
sculpture in which she now stood stupefied.

The Doctor knew he must remain steadfast in his goal and that he must not let human 
sympathy get in the way of  what he had to do.  However, for a brief  moment after plugging in 
the machine, The Doctor thought he heard the girl yell “Dad!”

Just then, a flashback hit The Doctor like the force of  1000 rectangles of  red concrete.  
Suddenly the past 15 years came into focus out of  a cloud of  obscurity which had for some 
reason blocked it out.  The beautiful birth which he delivered himself, the nighttime screams 
of  a precocious infant, the inane ramblings of  a 10 year-old just beginning to get a grasp on 
the English language, and the scary nightmares which forced the young girl into her father’s 
bed for comfort.  It had been so long since she had had one of  those nightmares, he must have 
forgotten about her entire existence with the shock of  seeing her in his bed this morning.  

Coming to his senses, The Doctor unplugged the appliance and offered his hand to the 
traumatized girl who stood within.  Freed from her electric-powered prison, the girl began to 
laugh.

“How many times is this going to happen Daddy?  If  I’ve told you once I’ve told you a 
million times, get rid of  that blender!  You don’t need it anymore, and I’m sick of  you almost 
killing me with it every morning.  You remember how you accidentally killed Mom, don’t 
you?”

“I’m sorry honey,” replied The Doctor in a warm and friendly tone. “How about we go get 
some ice cream?  My treat!”

“I love you Daddy.”
“I love you too, Sally.”

WHY DID I WRITE THIS?

ASK DR. REAPER, PhD. 

The Venerable Dr. Reaper, PhD.


