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            Recyler Man 

 

   Everyone is into supporting 
popular causes these days such 
as saving the redwoods and 
protecting the gnatcatchers. 
When my husband takes on a 
cause, he goes all out. "A man 
must be a proper steward of the 
Earth and its resources," he 
says. 

1 can live on the edge of a 
landfill as well as the next guy, 
but apparently my husband 
cannot. He is one of a new 
breed of waste experts, with a 
bumper sticker that proclaims, 
"The family that dumps to-
gether has nothing to hide." 

Like a cat which deposits a 
dead rat on its owner's doorstep 
or a kid who drags home the 
bakery's box of thrown-out 
doughnuts, my husband's trash 
endurance is admirable. The 
kids make this easy by tossing 
leftovers either up in the air or 
on the ground. Everywhere in 
the house he finds plastic 
bottles of hair gel. used fast 
food containers, and torqued 
coat hangers. "The only way to 
manage waste is not to create it 
in the first place," he insists as 
he presses out a supply of dog 

chips from our backyard to 
recycle as winter kindling. 

His waste potential is phe-
nomenal, but tough on guests 
at the patio party. "This is the 
ecological thing to do," my 
husband says, snatching their 
chicken bones mid-bite. 

"Source reduction is music to 
my ears," he lectures while he 
buries bones eight inches under 
to give the earth protein. 

My husband's recycling op-
erations have expanded into 
the neighborhood. On evening 
walks he's like Superman 
bursting out of the phone 
booth, wearing a T-shirt which 
states simply, "Smash and 
Stash." With the uncanny 
ability to spot a can in the 
gutter from twenty paces, he 
fills his quota quickly. On 
morning jogs, he returns, 
rattling like the Tin Man, after 
filling the bags tucked into his 
waist. The dog joins him and 
bumps along beside, wearing 
overflowing homemade sad-
dlebags.    

On the drives to work 
Recycler Man has large trunks 
attached to the luggage rack for 

lunchtime gathering. Each 
evening he unloads, washes 
and sorts his prizes of the day. 

On weekends he goes to the 
dump and returns home shout-
ing, "Forty-three cents for that 
load! How about that?" 

Recycling and saving have 
become top priority. Home op-
erations resemble third-world 
economics. We use machinery 
sparingly to avoid noise 
pollution. We handle every-
thing in small production. We 
end with nothing and start 
over. Any day now, I expect 
my husband to hitch himself up 
to an old waterbuffalo in the 
back yard to complete his 
fantasy. 

Lately he has started chasing 
after the neighborhood garbage 
truck in order to catch their 
overflow. They finally agreed 
to let him ride shotgun. A man 
with a mission, my husband 
continues in his daily fight 
against waste. We wonder how 
much longer he can maintain 
his frenzied, dedicated pace. 
One thing is certain. Bumper 
stickers don't lie. 
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Bottoms Up for Biking 
 

   My husband and I like to 
consider ourselves the athletic 
jocks of the geriatric set. We 
jog, we sail, we swim.  Last 
week we decided it was time to 
try biking. 

Without a doubt, biking is the 
most arduous and challenging 
form of exercise, as is demon-
strated by the fact that it is the 
main topic in many sports 
magazines, the subscriptions to 
which cost the price of a 
bendible elbow cast.  Most 
people live with the fantasy 

that biking is simply a matter 
of straddling a bicycle seat and 
pedaling away.  Before you try 
any actual biking, I strongly 
suggest that you read several 
articles on the subject, take 
lessons from your experienced 
kindergartner, and be ready to 
spend a bundle. 

Biking is the perfect form of 
exercise for middle-class peo-
ple who sincerely want to do 
away with traffic gridlock, 
whereas the upper classes 
won't bike except when their 

limo drivers go on strike or 
their car telephone dies. 

That's why at the end of the 
work week when the upper 
classes have passed out face 
down in the caviar, you will 
observe dozens of cardio-
vascular conscious bikers 
churning madly around the 
streets of middle-class Amer-
ica. They pump and puff, 
frown and strain, until even-
tually they squeeze the hand-
brakes too suddenly and fly 
head over designer bottoms to 
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plop alongside the curb and lie 
dormant until reported missing 
by their preschooler. 

Some do not even make it to 
the gutter, because of the in-
famous P.B. injury (Paralyzed 
Bottom). The bottom is a 
complex organ consisting of 
fat and cellulite which provides 
total support for the biker's 
seated body. It is not designed 
to withstand the dimpled strain 
put on it by pedaling two hours 
nonstop. Thus, the biker's 
bottom is subjected to undue 
pressure, and even more if the 
biker has dropped from a 
freeway. Now we know why it 
is important to select strategi-

cally-padded biking pants. 
There was a time when there 

were no official biking pants, 
only gym shorts, which were 
floppy cotton drawers, cost 
about $8, and had essentially 
the same styling characteristics 
as a diaper. But today's 
topnotch biking pants are a 
thoughtful pull off of critical 
padding, shimmering material, 
and tiny pores that breathe with 
your flab action. All this is 
combined into a skinfitting, 
lightweight unit which costs no 
more than a second spouse. 

No problem, my husband and 
I thought as we laced on our 
new toe-clips, and pulled on 

our top-of-the-line bike pants. 
Mine are chartreuse. We 
slapped on our classy head 
gear and walked our bikes out 
the front door to the front 
driveway. 

Record has it that exactly 4 
minutes and 43 seconds later, 
the first biking experience of 
our seasoned years ended. I fell 
off my bike before it left the 
driveway. My husband men-
tioned that his left thumb had 
gone numb (medical reason not 
given). Both of us simul-
taneously agreed that the hour 
was late, the moon would soon 
be up, and so, perhaps it was 
time for bed. 
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The Condo Setup 

 

   The son who used to take a 
new word like, "hamburgers," 
and call it "hamberger," is all 
grown up. He saves his money 
and hates to shell out for even 
a Mother's Day card. He saves 
his time, too—so that there's 
none left when it comes to 
looking for a place of his own 
to live. 

If today's parents have done 
their job well, they know to 
pre-scout the condo market for 
a place at least 30 minutes 
away from home. Then they 
arrange for a realtor to take the 
son on a one-time condo 
search. 

The parents also know to 
coincide this event with the 
task of "learning to wash your 
own clothes."  Nevertheless, 
the son will make many at-
tempts to sneak his grimy 
socks and sweaty gear into 
Mom's wash load, but Mom 
will dig his stuff out and run it 
back to the new clothes hamper 
in the son's room. This can be 
confusing for a few days as 
Mom and son race past each 
other in the hallway, coming 
and going, with the son's dirty 
laundry. 

On the condo-shopping day 
the realtor first shows a one 
bedroom condo in the son's 
price range. It is presently 
occupied and filled with 

computers, exercise bikes, and 
pizza crusts, so that it appears 
homey to the son. He also 
shows a neat and expensive 
two-bedroom condo. 

Everyone hurries back to the 
realty office to get in some fast 
table talk before the son's 
stomach starts to growl. Unac-
customed to terms of finances 
and real estate, he asks, 
"Downpayment?" and sounds 
out the new word. "What 
exactly is that?" 

They discuss how it is wise to 
buy now as an investment, then 
sell for profit in three years. 

"Well," balks the son, "I don't 
know. My girlfriend wanted 
me to get a two bedroom." 

"Just tell her you decided on 
the one bedroom, and it'll be a 
3-year engagement," suggests 
the realtor. 

The son plays for time. 
"What if I lose my job and 
can't make the monthly pay-
ments?" he asks. 

 Good question. But the 
realtor has the answer. "In that 
case, you can purchase an 
insurance policy to cover you 
for a year," he says. "We'll ask 
the seller to pay for it." 

Still, the son does not sense 
any rush to purchase. 

"How soon do you want 
possession?" asks the realtor. 

The son answers, "Oh, I'm in 
no hurry," while the parents 
hiss, "ASAP! ASAP!" Who 
does the realtor listen to? 

He hears the one who kicks 
him under the table. 

"Let's use the 30-day es-
crow," suggests the realtor. "Or 
do you want 45? 

"Hmmmm, muses the son, 
"What exactly is Ed's crow?" 
 

Suddenly, there is a growling 
sound. It is high noon and time 
for the son's breakfast. Visions 
of pizza permeate his brain. He 
takes out his checkbook and 
asks, "Where do I sign?" 

Even if Ed's Crow takes 45 
days that should be enough 
time for the son to get the hang 
of doing his own washing. 
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