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Squelching Opinion—My Own
It’s gotten so I can no longer bear to read the “letters to the editor” page in our daily newspaper. I don’t mind diverse views. It’s the hatred and vitriol that gets me. I’m not so much angered as plunged into gloom by the scurrilous name calling and backbiting on every topic from the placement of traffic lights to hunting practices to the evils of our “Socialist” government. Often the wrathy arguments are buttressed with carefully selected biblical quotes, facts being apparently irrelevant.
But this aura of mean-spiritedness is not confined to the local newspaper or the local level. Nationally we’ve become a country of ill-mannered, intolerant thugs, issuing death wishes, if not threats, to our national leaders, cheering losses and calamities if they bolster a particular political agenda (Hurray! Rio got the Olympics, not Chicago!), and badmouthing achievements (the release of US hostages by North Korea, the awarding of the Nobel Prize to our president).

Though I’ve always been a news junkie, I find it difficult to turn on TV news today. The Washington Post and news magazine sit on the dining room table unopened, wedged between the junk mail. 
Instead I find myself preoccupied with less unsettling subjects, like our new puppy, Uptown Girl, our two adult Bassets, and our three young grandchildren. Dogs and grandchildren may wear me out, but they don’t distress me or immobilize me with depression. This despite the fact that half of them aren’t house-trained yet, and all require intense supervision and care. 
The beguiling quality they share is that they hold very few opinions about anything! Those they do hold are based on solid logic, e.g., “No, I don’t want to go to bed now. I want to finish this puzzle;” or “Why shouldn’t I chew on this antique table leg? It tastes good, it’s at my level, and I’m teething.”
Part of my angst comes from a sense of guilt, because I too have always been an opinionated person. And I’m becoming more opinionated with age. Today it is almost impossible to imagine a single subject on which I don’t hold a strong opinion, from the best route to take from my house to Food Lion, to good taste in outdoor Christmas décor, to what to do about the national debt.

I can remember when my mother used to ask me as a young adult whether I preferred to get nylon or cotton underwear for Christmas and I used to respond, “Mother, I wouldn’t turn my hand over for the difference. Get whatever’s cheaper.” But now, in my dotage, I’ve developed strong preferences on that subject (not to be shared in a family newspaper) and virtually all others.
But this leads me to my New Year’s Resolution for 2010. Note that’s singular—only one resolution. I am vowing to banish all previously held opinions and become a blank slate, a tabula rasa of thought and preference, in 2010. This is my contribution to reducing the anger and hatred that currently poisons our public dialogue and alienates our citizenry.
Below I attempt to do two things. First of all, I cite a few examples of some of the views I secretly hold that I will be striking from my repertoire. There are many more I could have listed, like fabric choice in underpants, but these will suffice to get my point across.

Secondly, I’ve expressed and explained these views in the overheated jargon of our day, as they might appear in any local newspaper. Amazingly, it isn’t hard to write in this style. It’s easy to be incendiary—and mean. 
Please note that I do not include food preferences or political views, which are so dearly held that I cannot put them up for public scrutiny or discussion, since I might lose my resolve.

Selected Opinions to Be Eliminated by Liz in 2010

for the Greater Good, Expressed in the Parlance of Our Times
Movies About Teen Love—If there’s anything more banal than films about youngsters being “in luv” I can’t imagine what it would be. I’m talking about everything from Titanic to the newest vampire (give me a break!) sensation New Moon. They should all be banned so we don’t have to suffer through these travesties of eternal devotion between people who will break up ten minutes after the movie ends, if they don’t die off or get killed off in the process.
California—Only idiots live in the “Golden State” and yet they dominate our entertainment media, as if Californians’ life styles had anything to do with the way the rest of us live. Sure if you want to be anorexic and wear a size 0 at 70 and have so many face lifts your chin rests on top of your eye brows, you too can look like Goldie Hawn. And what’s with this Church of Scientology? Who cares? And pot and the drug culture and three divorces and a Japanese gardener and those infernal palm trees everywhere? I guess if you like forest fires and the sure knowledge that an earthquake will cast you into the Pacific one day soon it makes sense, if you’re a dunderhead.
S. Epatha Merkerson—This dumb twit has to be luckiest woman in television. For the past 15 years she has played the supervising lieutenant on Law and Order, appearing in more than 350 episodes, more than any other cast member. She has received every conceivable award. The things is: THE WOMAN CANNOT ACT. She ought to be working in a toll booth on the New Jersey Turnpike. It’s painful watching any show she’s in. (The S stands for Stupid.)

Sedans—Why would anyone buy or drive a sedan? This dull model can’t carry anything but four or five people in them. An SUV or station wagon lets you carry as many humans but also has cargo room for suitcases or lumber or even a pack of dogs. A pick-up is a high utility vehicle. A convertible is fun. A sedan is simply minimal transportation for those without imagination or who won or inherited a free car.
People Who Misuse Pronouns—Otherwise nice people who haven’t gotten their pronoun usage down by the age of 15 ought to be incarcerated for life. My hair stands on end whenever I hear, “Him and her went to the movie.” Where were you brought up—Mars? And then there’s the “Just between you and I” phenomenon and it’s ilk. I even found a $3.95 greeting card once with that ignorant message emblazoned on it! 

The “none is” battle vs. “none are” battle is clearly lost. It’s short for “no one is,” dummies. Even the erudite New Yorker has caved on that one. Whey-faced loons!

Dr. Nancy and Mr. and Mrs. Anybody—Why does MSNBC’s Nancy Snyderman insist on being called Dr. Nancy? Her medical advice and commentary are okay, but that silly appellation is revolting and everyone apparently has to call her that—even the Secretary of Health and Human Services Kathleen Sebelius, whom Snyderman calls “Kathy” or “Kath.”
It reminds me of Mr. Green Jeans on Captain Kangaroo or Mr. Rogers on PBS. I feel the same way about the regular ninnies around here who introduce themselves as Mr. or Mrs.: “Hello, I’m Mr. Brown.” Aagghhh!
Are you offended yet? This brief list of examples shows why my 2010 resolution is long overdue. You won’t hear any opinions from me in the coming year, which may make for rather bland columns. On the other hand, I may refuse to go to bed on time or cry if I have to get my hair washed. And I’m pretty sure I’ll start carrying house slippers out to the backyard in my teeth.
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