
  
    
      
    
  



  

    
    
    
    


    

    
      

      
        


Bullshit?



People often say things like "No offense, but… " or "With all
due respect… " And then they follow that up with something that's
definitely offensive or disrespectful. "No offense, but go fuck
yourself." "With all due respect, you're a son of a bitch." They
don't actually say "go fuck yourself" or "you're a son of a
bitch" directly. But it's more or less what they say.
Right after they let you know that they have no intention of
offending or disrespecting you. It's like they're signaling left,
and then turning right. "[Signals left] No offense, but [turns
right] eat shit and die."

People who do that know they're adding to the offensiveness of
what they're saying. They think, "I want to insult this guy. But
it's not enough just tell him what a son of a bitch he is. I need
to add something to it. I want to really let him
know he's a son of a bitch. I know. I'll precede everything with
'no offense, but… ' or 'with all due respect.' That'll really send
the message home."

That's like a slap in the face.
It's worse than a slap in the face. When someone
gives me an actual slap in the face, I think, "Well, at least she
didn't say 'with all due respect.'"

If you were to get a greeting card that said "No offense, but… "
or "With all due respect… " on the front, you wouldn't want to open
it. Because you'd know that there might be a loaded gun in the
card, ready to fire.

Any time someone says something like that to me, I just cut him
off and then launch a preemptive strike. He starts off with "No
offense, but… " and then I say, "Your socks don't even match. What
the hell were you thinking when you left the house like that? No
offense, asshole."

I actually think "no offense, but… " is better than "with all
due respect." With all due respect? That's basically telling
someone, "This is all the respect you're due. All of it. The
maximum level."

What if someone's giving me all due respect, and he's calling me
a son of a bitch? Imagine what would happen if he only gave
me partial due respect. "With all due respect,
you're a son of a bitch. With half due respect,
listen asshole. You're the biggest piece of garbage in human
history. I want you to drop dead."

Does anyone actually fall for the whole "no offense" or "with
all due respect" angle? Does anyone think, "Well—he called me a
piece of garbage. But at least it was with all due respect. At
least it wasn't meant to offend me."

Just once, I'd like to hear someone say, "With all due respect,
I love you." Or, "No offense—but you're perfect." Is that ever
going to happen? Probably not. Instead, it's "No offense, but you
should die. I don't even get why you have the right to breathe. No
offense, though, I said no offense. I preceded all of this with no
offense."

"With all due respect" and "no offense, but" are expressions
that usually mean the opposite of what they supposedly mean.

Then there are words that should mean the
opposite of what they do mean. Like bullshit. It
means one thing. But it should mean something else altogether.





I don't get why we use the word bullshit to say that something
is untrue. Why bullshit? Is there something about the shit of a
bull that's false? No. Bullshit is completely open about the fact
that it is bullshit. Have you ever seen a pile
of bullshit? Everything about it is pointing to how it's bullshit.
The appearance. The smell. And if you step in it, the feel.
Everything about it is saying, "Yeah. I'm bullshit. I'm bullshit.
What else could I be? I'm bullshit." I've never heard a pile of
bullshit say, "You know what? I'm a tootsie roll." I've never heard
bullshit say, "If you give me your money, I'll double it in three
months." Never.

Bullshit is open about everything. It's the most honest thing in
the world. We should use the word bullshit to mean that something
is true. That's what I do. I'm trying to change the meaning.
Whenever someone says somethng true, I say, "Yes! You're absolutely
right! Bullshit! Bullshit!" The guy usually has no idea what I'm
talking about. Because he's going with the old system. I have to
take him down to a bull farm and show him some actual bullshit.
"You see that. It's bullshit. 100% bullshit."

I don't think I'm going to be able to popularize the new
meaning. I'm not influential enough for that. I need a famous
person to get on board with it. We need to present the new bullshit
on a grand stage. Maybe during Obama's State of the Union adresss,
when the Vice President gets up and applauds with other Democrats,
he should also say, "Bullshit, bullshit, bullshit." And then when
he's interviewed after the speech, he should tell us, "Everything
President Obama said was complete and total bullshit. I agree with
every word of it. His speech was the biggest pile of bullshit in
the history of US politics." That way, people will realize that the
meaning of bullshit has changed.

Decades ago, people didn't say bullshit. They said other things.
Like "pshaw!" As in, "Ridiculous! Nonsense! How dare you! You son
of a bitch!"

Can you imagine a world where people say "pshaw!" One guy says,
"I can double your money in three months." And the other guy
replies, "Pshaw!"

I love that. I wish I could say it. But I can't. It's been
phased out. Someone decided to get rid of it. "No more pshaws.
We're going to go with something else." Who made that decision? He
deprived me of the joy of saying pshaw. I really want to say it.
I'm a defense attorney, and sometimes I question witnesses who are
obviously lying. I want to say pshaw. But I can't. The jury will
hold it against me. They'll think, "Pshaw? What the fuck is this
guy talking about? His client must be guilty. I vote guilty."
That's the way a lot of jurors think.

But sometimes I get a very strong urge to say pshaw. When that
happens, I have to ask the judge for a recess. "Your honor, I need
an immediate recess." Then I run out of the courtroom—and as soon
as the doors close, I yell "Pshaw! Pshaw! Pshaw!" Everyone thinks I
have Tourette's syndrome. They think I'm good at controlling it.
"Wow. This guy has Tourette's—but he can hold in his outbursts for
long enough to ask for a recess and run out of the courtroom. His
client must be innocent."



But again, I don't get why bullshit means something that's
untrue.

I also don't get why homosexuals are referred to as "gay." Gay
used to only mean happy. But the world decided to also make it mean
homosexual.

Considering how most people haven't been too fond of
homosexuality for most of history, I'm not sure why society labeled
homosexuals as gay. It's like they're saying, "It looks like those
homosexuals are having a pretty good time. Let's call them gay."
That doesn't really match the world's general anti-homosexuality
stance. "I don't really like homosexuality. But I have to admit,
those homosexuals do seem like a happy people. They're very gay."
Or, "Son—you shouldn't be a homosexual. But I will say this.
There's an upside to being one. You'll have a cheerful, fun-loving
attitude. That's why we call them gays. Don't be one of them. But
just so you know, you'll have a good time as one. Just look at your
cousin Rob. He's as gay as you can get—in both senses of that
word."

But maybe one day, the term gay will become outdated. Just like
pshaw. If you call someone gay, people will stare at you like
you're insane. "Gay? We don't say gay anymore. Gee wiz. Get with
the times, pal. What's next? Are you also going to say pshaw?"

There are in words and out words. People used to say "daddy-o."
But not anymore. We phased it out. Who was the last guy to say
"daddy-o" without sounding lame? Do people still say lame? I don't
think so. Nowadays, if you say lame, you'll sound like a real
square. You got that, daddy-o?

There's also an ever changing world of politically correct
terms.

For instance, we went from "negro" to "colored" to "black" to
"African-American." I've already moved on to the next level.
"Appropriately tanned." I call black people appropriately tanned,
and white people undertanned.

Then there's the Oriental-Asian split. People from the Far East
used to be known as Oriental. But nowadays, they're called Asian.
In America, when someone is referred to to as "Asian," it means
he's from the Far East.

But what if you're from a part of Asia other than the Far East?
Are you a non-Asian Asian? "What continent are you from?" "Asia."
"So you're Asian?" "Not quite. I'm one of those non-Asian
Asians."

Then there are words that seem like conspiracies. For instance,
dozen.

Who invented the word dozen? When you think about it, we seldom
ever need more than a few of something. Five is usually enough.
Eight is more than enough. But we buy a lot of things by the dozen.
A dozen donuts, a dozen pens, a dozen bagels, a dozen flowers.

Before we had the word dozen, people often bought ten. We
usually didn't even need that many. But retailers said, "Ten. We
have ten fingers and ten toes. So you need to buy ten of whatever
we're selling." That was the marketing angle.

And then some asshole said, "How about we start selling things
by the dozen?" No one had ever even heard of a dozen back then. But
they started telling people, "Maybe you should get a dozen. Who
gives a shit how many fingers you have? Dozen. Buy a dozen."

We used to buy ten instead of five. And now we buy twelve
instead of ten. I'll bet the guy who invented dozen gets a
percentage of the money from the extra two. Maybe I should invent a
word that means fifteen.

I think pickles are also a conspiracy. How come we call pickles
"pickles," and not "pickled cucumbers?" Pickled beets are called
pickled beets, pickled carrots are called pickled carrots, pickled
onions are called pickled onions. But for some reason, pickled
cucumbers are just pickles.

I think the cucumber industry is behind that. People used to
choose which pickled vegetable they wanted. They usually went with
something other than a cucumber. After all, they had hundreds of
vegetables to choose from. It wasn't uncommon for people to go to a
deli and have a pastrami sandwich with a pickled carrot. But then
the cucumber industry said, "From now on, a pickled cucumber is a
pickle. If you want a pickled vegetable, just order a pickle and
stop wasting everyone's time with the details."

Why don't car manufacturers do the same thing? One of them
should introduce a new car model, and just call it a "car."

"Technically, this is a Nissan XT7. But everyone just calls it a
car. Just go to your local dealership and ask for a car."

I'm not going along with the conspiracy, though. I call pickled
carrots "pickles," and I call pickled cucumbers "pickled
cucumbers." Any time I ask for pickles and people give me pickled
cucumbers, I say, "What the fuck is this?"

I also don't call oranges "oranges."

Why is an orange called an orange? That seems pretty lazy and
unoriginal. The guy who came up with names for fruits just looked
at one and said, "Orange. I'm done. I'm done with work for the day.
Actually, I'm done for the week. After all, I came up with the name
orange."

How did that guy get the job? I'll bet his uncle gave it to
him.

I don't like that. We're talking about the name of a popular
fruit. Billions of people have called oranges "oranges," just
because some guy gave his asshole nephew a job at the fruit naming
company.

Oranges aren't even really orange. They're yellowish orange, or
orangish yellow. Carrots are way more orange than oranges. There's
no way you can look at a carrot and say it looks kind of yellow.
Carrots are definitely orange. Oranges are sort of orange. That's
why I call carrots "oranges," and I call oranges something
else.

But as it is right now, most people call oranges "oranges."

And what about blueberries? Another lazy name. "It's a berry,
and it's blue. Blueberry. There we go."

And blueberries aren't always that blue. Sometimes they're kind
of purple. They're bluish purple, or purplish blue.

I think the guy who came up with all of these names was
colorblind. He was lazy and colorblind.

Oranges have slices. Why not call them sliceys, the way I do?
That's a good name. But the fruit namer decided not to mention the
slices. He decided to mention the color. The color that he couldn't
even see. I'll bet he was so lazy that he didn't even peel the damn
orange and see the slices inside.

Plenty of fruit names don't make sense. And the same goes for
people's names.

In the old days, people's last names matched what they did for a
living. Mr. Miller was a miller. His son learned the trade from
him, and also worked as a miller. And that continued from
generation to generation. "We're fifteenth generation millers.
We've been milling for fifteen generations. I'm Mr. Miller, my
father's Mr. Miller, his father is Mr. Miller, his father was Mr.
Miller. Nothing but Mr. Millers milling for five centuries."

Nowadays, last names don't mean shit. Mr. Miller usually sells
Hondas or designs websites.

I think if someone's name is Miller, at some point he should
mill a little something. I'm not saying he has to mill full time
for a living. But he should do a little milling. Just so he won't
be a total hypocrite. "I've been calling myself Miller all this
time. I should spend at least a few hours milling. Maybe I'll do it
next Tuesday. After I finish designing this website."

That's pretty easy for Mr. Miller. But if your last name is
Whalestrangler, you're just going to have to change it.

Miller's a pretty common surname around here. Smith is the most
common one of all. And John is the most common first name. But even
so, there aren't that many John Smiths. I just counted them, and I
got 45,354 in America. (I'll head on down to England and count all
of their John Smiths tomorrow.)

But in many Muslim countries, over a quarter of the men are
named Muhammad. And in Vietnam, about half of all people have the
last name Nguyen.

What'll happen if Vietnam becomes a Muslim country? There will
be ten million Vietnamese men named Muhammad Nguyen.

It's bad enough already, with tens of millions of people named
Nguyen. I don't even want to know what it's like in a Vietnamese
restaurant on a Saturday night. "Nguyen, party of four. Nguyen,
party of four. Nguyen, party of five. Nguyen, party of five."

But in the Islamic Republic of Vietnam, there will be even more
confusion. Imagine watching VietnameseSportscenter. Each
game's stats will feature three different guys named Muhammad
Nguyen. And you'll hear about how Muhammad Nguyen and Muhammad
Nguyen were traded for Muhammad Nguyen, Pham Bao Tuan, and Muhammad
Nguyen. "I think the Orioles are going to win this year. After all,
they have Muhammad Nguyen and Muhammad Nguyen." And what about
sports trivia games? "Who led the league in assists last year?"
When in doubt, just say Muhammad Nguyen.

I'm not sure Vietnamese people and Muslims understand the
concept of names. No offense to them. Really. No offense. But with
all due respect to those groups, naming everyone Muhammad or Nguyen
doesn't really make much sense. Names are supposed to differentiate
people.

What goes into the decision to name your son Muhammad? "Let's
call him Muhammad. After all, he looks like a Muhammad." You can't
really say that someone looks like a Muhammad. After all, there are
150 million Muhammads on the planet. It's the most popular name in
the world.

We often associate a name with one person. "I don't want to name
our son Ross. I grew up with a guy named Ross. He was insane." But
with Muhammad, things are a little different. No one says, "There
were 434 people at my school named Muhammad. So when I hear the
name Muhammad, I think of those 434 guys."

A lot of names go from rare to common, or common to rare. There
are trends. I don't get how those trends get started. How does a
name become popular? At one point, Addison wasn't a popular first
name. But I guess one couple took the first step, and named their
daughter Addison. And somehow or another, it took off. Nowadays,
it's one of the most common baby names out there. I guess any name
can take off. Right now, maybe there's a guy saying to his wife,
"Let's call our son Gilligan. Maybe it'll become popular
again."

How did Martha become unpopular? At one point, it was one of the
most popular names in the country. Martha Jones. Martha Smith.
There was a Martha on every block. But not anymore. You can't even
find a Martha born after 1982. There's a 1982 Martha who might end
up being the last Martha ever. The world discontinued Marthas—sort
of like how GM discontinued Oldsmobiles in 2004.

I actually think we discontinued Marthas in 1980—but the message
didn't make it to one couple. So they named their daughter Martha
in 1982. I should find that Martha. She's a collector's item. She's
the world's only 1982 Martha. She's like a 2006 Oldsmobile. I
should take her to a car show and say to people, "Take a look at
this. A 1982 Martha. 1 of 1."

Sometimes a name's popularity has something to do with what's
going on in the world around us. Remember the dot com boom? A few
new baby names became popular. One parent said to another, "What
should we name him?" And the other replied, "How about John.com.
That'll increase his market value." John.com was the most popular
name in the country back in 2000. People ended up with names like
John.com Semiconductor Smith, Wayne Wilbur Wilson (just call him
WWW), Edward Mail Johnson (also known as E. Mail Johnson), and
Giovanni Geocities Salvatore.

People were dot com crazy. Companies started changing their
names. ExxonMobil became known as ExxonMobil.com. They said, "After
all—we create energy. And energy powers in the internet. So we're
really in the internet industry. Just call us ExxonMobil.com."

And then the dot com bubble burst. And everyone began dropping
the dot com. Even Amazon.com. They changed their company name to to
plain old "Amazon." They told us, "We're in the retail industry.
There might be something about us on the internet—but what we do is
sell goods. We don't manufacture servers or anything."

Even AOL got in on the name change. AOL originally stood for
America Online. That was the company's actual name. America Online.
But then they said, "You know what? Now we're just AOL. The letters
don't stand for anything."

John.com did the same thing. Nowadays, he's JC or JD. He had to
go to city hall to make the name change. Right after he filed for
bankruptcy when he lost his money on AOL stock.

What about those weird celebrity names? Like Seal. What's his
real name? It's probably Cornelius or Poindexter. If you're running
around calling yourself Seal, odds are your name is Cornelius or
Poindexter. The people he grew up with know. "Remember that singing
kid who lived across the block from us? Cornelius Poindexter Smith?
He's famous now. And he's calling himself Seal."

How many Poindexters are there in the world today? Probably
about ten. I want to find a 25 year old Poindexter, and ask his
parents what went into the decision to call him that. That should
be a segment on 60 Minutes.

I'll bet there's one Pointdexter who's a really tough guy. And
he insists on being called Poindexter. "No—not Dexter. Poindexter.
You call me Poindexter." I want him to be part of my gang. We'll
let people know. "Whatever you do, don't mess with Poindexter.
He'll pull out his pocket protector and use it to kill you."

A lot of names have variants. Like Richard. There's Rick, Ricky,
Ritch, Ritchie, Dick, Dickie, Pick, Pickie. The list goes on and
on.

If you see a Richard who looks distracted, now you know why.
He's trying to figure out what to call himself.

How come philosophers all have names that aren't pronounced like
they're spelled? Socrates, Descartes, Kant. I think the philosophy
industry does that on purpose. They want to make people sound
ignorant, so they bait them into saying, "so-crates, dess-cart-ess,
cant," etc.

And what about world renowned psychologist Mihaly
Csikszentmihalyi? That guy has a lot of nerve. He's making us slow
down and examine his name in detail. There are quite a few exotic
consonant combinations in Csikszentmihalyi. Let's see. It leads off
with a cs. There's also a ksz. And there's an ntm.

The cs is enough to make him a total asshole. He's basically
announcing it by starting his name off like that. "My last name
begins with Cs. Yeah. I'm an asshole."

But he doesn't stop there. Ksz? How am I supposed to pronounce
that? Whatever sound ksz makes, I don't think that my tongue,
teeth, lips, and the roof of my mouth can pronounce it. You need a
spatula to make that sound. If the spatula hits your teeth and
tongue at a certain angle, you can make the ksz sound. Thats's why
spatulas were invented. To let us pronounce the ksz in horseshit
names like Csikszentmihalyi. And then we discovered that spatulas
can also flip hamburgers. In whatever European country
Csikszentmihalyi is from, the people walk around with spatulas,
just in case they might need to pronounce ksz or flip a hamburger.
That's why hamburgers are so popular around there. The people don't
even like them—but they all think, "As long as we're walking around
with these ksz thigamajigs, we might as well use them to flip
hamburgers. I'll be damned if I'm going to walk around with one of
these things just so I can say horseshit names like
Csikszentmihalyi."

And then of course, there's the ntm in Csikszentmihalyi. Which
is actually not too bad after you've seen a cs and ksz. After going
through those two combos, you're actually relieved to come across
an ntm. "Finally—an easy one. Now I can put down my spatula."

As for the vowels, they're pretty normal. Except for the yi at
the end. But at least there's no u with dots above it, or o with a
line through it.

So that does it for Mihaly Csikszentmihalyi. No matter how many
times I read that, I'm not sure what his name is.

What about those rappers who ask what their name is? They ask
that over and over again in their songs. "What's my motherfucking
name? What's my motherfucking name?"

When I first heard a rapper say that, I thought was doing an
Abbott and Costello routine. I concluded, "This rapper's
motherfucking name is What." I figured he'd follow up by saying
something like, "Who's my motherfucking cousin? Who's my
motherfucking cousin?" What and Who Johnson. They're rapping
cousins.

Or maybe it's MC Who. He might have the MC title. There are
quite a few titles in rap. For instance, DJ Khaled has the title
DJ. Sir Mix-a-Lot is a Sir. And the Ol' Dirty Bastard is Ol' and
Dirty. I'm pretty sure Ol' and Dirty are titles.

I guess rapper titles aren't necessarily that prestigious. But
most other titles are.

How do we decide who gets titles? How come doctors get titles,
but game show hosts don't? If you're a game show host, not only do
you not get a title, everyone is supposed to address you by your
first name. "I'll take Pez Dispensers for 1000, Alex." I don't get
why we're on such informal terms with game show hosts. The second a
contestant steps onto a set and talks to the host, it's Alex, Pat,
Chuck, etc. And yet, with doctors, it's always Dr. Smith, Dr.
Jones. Dr. Johnson.

I think it should be the other way around. We should call
doctors by their first name, and game show hosts by some sort of
title. You should refer to your proctologist as Jim, and your game
show host as Grand Master Sajak. I mean, who does more good for the
world? Doctors or game show hosts? It's obviously game show hosts.
Well, maybe it's not obvious. I guess it's subject to debate. But
some people think it's game show hosts. Alex Trebeck probably
thinks that.

Let's move on to product names. I don't think anyone knows why
camel cigarettes are called camel cigarettes. I get the cigarettes
part. But camel? That seems pretty random.

I think they're like some sort of mystery novel. People think to
themselves, "Maybe if I smoke enough of these, I'll get why they're
called camels." And then you go on your quest to solve the mystery.
And if you're persistent enough, you end up getting lung cancer.
Maybe that's the mystery. Lung cancer. "I have lung cancer. Mystery
solved. The camel's not really relevant." If that's the case, those
warning labels are a real spoiler. Someone should get them to
remove those. Don't tell me what Rosebud is before I open the
pack.

Some people give everything its own unique name, and they assume
you'll know what they're talking about. Someone will say something
like, "I got a cap-oh from Starbees." That means he got a
cappuccino from Starbucks. There's only one person on the planet
who refers to Starbucks as Starbees and cappuccinos and cap-ohs,
but he'll figure that you and everyone else will know what he
means.

Or what about people who are vague about almost everything? "Did
you send the stuff?" That can mean anything from "Did you email me
that cat photo?" to "Did you have Vinnie drive 10 kilos of cocaine
to Staten Island?" If someone asks you something like "Did you send
the stuff?", just say, "Did you go to that place?" On second
thought, that might not be such a good idea. He might respond,
"Yeah. And while I was there, I told that guy to go to the other
place and do that other stuff. Anyways, I'm going to Starbees to
get a cap-oh. Do you want anything?"

So again, there are a lot of people who just invent their own
names for things. People like that should put out a dictionary of
their unique slang. "Hi. My name is Bob. Before I talk to you,
here's a copy of my Bobenese-to-English dictionary. If I say
something like Starbees or cap-ohs, just look it up in here."

Different industries also have their own terminology. Like the
world of stock analysts and their recommendations. On Wall Street,
when an analyst says a stock is a STRONG BUY, that means he thinks
it's "at least OK." BUY is a ranking that's "slightly better than
neutral." HOLD means "Why the hell would anyone even consider
buying this piece of shit?" SELL means "Two thirds of this
company's executives are heroin addicts." And STRONG SELL indicates
that "you should drop an atomic bomb on the company's
headquarters."

Then there are dialects and variations of languages. In the
South, they say "reckon" a lot. Everywhere else, no one says it.
But in the South, it's "I reckon this" and "I reckon that." Is that
what caused the Civil War? Southerners said, "You know what? These
Yankees never say reckon. I reckon that means we should fight
them."

Gangsters also have their own sort of dialect. For instance,
most gangsters say "you know what I'm saying?" a lot. But it's more
like "y'naahm sayin?" Just imagine a Harvard professor listening to
a gangster. The gangster would run his mouth and then say, "Y'naahm
sayin?" And the professor would reply, "Excuse me. What was that?
Would you mind repeating that? And everything else you've said for
the last 20 minutes. Because I have no idea what you've been
saying."

Are there any gangsters who don't say y'naahm sayin? Probably
not. Because the other gangsters wouldn't like that. They'd say,
"You know Tyrell from down the block? That motherfucker never says
'y'naahm sayin.' He never says that shit. That's it. He's no longer
a gangster. I hereby declare Tyrell a non-gangster. We can't have
gangsters running around not saying 'y'naahm sayin.' Y'naahm
sayin?"

Some languages have a kh sound. When you use that sound, it's
like you're clearing your throat or trying to get a hair out of it.
If you're around people who use a kh language, there's always the
potential for a misunderstanding. If you clear your throat, they
might think you're saying something. You might accidentally ask a
woman to marry you.

It happened to me once. I was at a Starbucks, talking to a
Middle Eastern girl. I cleared my throat—and then she said "yes"
and started crying. She got on her cell phone and called her
mother. "Mom. I'm getting married. I was talking to some guy, and
he said 'kkkkhhhhh.' Which of course, in our language, means 'will
you marry me?' … Yeah… .. It was so romantic. He said
'kkkkhhhhh.' Just like that… . The wedding's on May 4. Because he
also said 'kkhhhh,' which of course, means 'the wedding's on May
4.'"

So that's what happened. I stayed married to that girl for two
years. But then I cleared my throat in front of her sister. And my
wife heard about it. She came storming home and said "kkkhhh."
Which means, "I want a divorce."

It takes a lot of time for most English speakers to learn a kh
language. But learning Spanish is much easier. Some words are the
same in English and Spanish. For instance, no is no. Or sometimes
all you need to do is add an o to the end of a word. Apartment is
apartmento. Talk is talko. And disco is disco-o.

But some of their words don't make any sense. For instance, why
do they call a hat a sombrero? Sombrero doesn't sound anything like
hat. I'll admit, sombrero is a cool sounding word. So they had to
use it to mean something. But they should've used it to mean
somber, or Subaru, or slumber, or submarine. Or even Saskatchewan.
At least cucaracha means cockroach, and not scarf.

Then there are words that are spelled the same in English and
Spanish, but pronounced differently. Like Mexico. They pronounce it
Meh-hee-ko. We think an x should be pronounced like a ks, and they
think it should be like an h. That's the main point of disagreement
between the English and Spanish speaking worlds. Well, there's
that, and whether we should put ground beef between two buns, or
wrap in a tortilla.

Then of course, there's the Spanish version of George. It's
spelled Jorge. And it's pronounced "hore-hay." That's obviously
illogical. I can understand the tortillas, the h sounding xs, and
even the sombrero hats. But not George = Jorge = hore-hay.

OK. Let's move on to hello. "Hola." That's not too hard to
remember. And bye. "Adios." And finally, bye-bye. "Adios dos."

Friend is "amigo." Enemy is "amigotohell."

And then there's the way they refer to us. The United States is
called los Estados Unidos. And Americans are known as los Estados
Ugringos.

A lot of our city names are actually based on Spanish ones. For
instance, Los Angeles. That's Spanish. The city was called Los
Angeles back when it was part of Mexico. Except they spelled it a
little differently. They spelled it "El Pueblo de Nuestra Senora la
Reina de los Angeles del Rio de Porciuncula." I guess the "El
Pueblo de Nuestra Senora la Reina de del Rio de Porciuncula" is
silent. When Los Angeles became part of the US, we took out all of
those silent letters.

Let's talk about silent letters. Is there anyone who can explain
why silent letters exist?

What do silent letters think? That they're assassins or
something? "I'm the silent b in debt. No one can hear me coming. I
can sneak up on someone by surprise. Just wait till the spelling
bee. I'm going to destroy some kids. Because of me, Johnny's not
going to advance to round 5. I'm silent b. I'll see to it that
Johnny doesn't win that spelling bee."

Then there are letters that people think are silent, even though
they're not. Like the first r in library. It's like the opposite of
a silent r. "Hello?! Can anyone see me?! I'm not silent. I'm
anything but silent. I'm as far from silent as a letter can
possibly be. Lie-BRAIR-ee. BRAIR-ree."

That r is petitioning to add a couple more rs to the word.
"Librrrary. Three rs. No one's going to miss that. They're not
going to think all three are silent."
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