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By Pete Mason
Ertertainment editor

Chirdes of éxcessive sex and vibletics on television have
been made since television’s inception.

Claims have been made that impressionable children
and adults' can be motivated to abnormal social behavior
by watching too much television,

I don’t khow about sex and violence, but I know of
one television staple that drives me to all kinds of deviant
behavior, or at least thoughts of it
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had to be creative in order to attract viewer attemtion.
For a while we were tieated to some real classics. The
Volkswagen -ads were entertaining and diverting. So were
the Alka Seltzér commercials. E onebeimtopton.
the “make  ‘em laugh” Inndwlson it mldo
oommerchlvhwm:tlunhemble

Sales figures, however, began to indicate that dthough'
people were laughing; they weren't buying.

The advertisers huddled together in dark, unoke-ﬂllod
rooms. “No ttiore Mt. Nice Guy. Take off the kids gloves.
Get ‘em wherc they live,” they said, stifling their laughter,

“Kick "ém in the guts * they gik_sloﬂ “Kick ’emin the
groin!” they screamed and cackled like mad birds:
admit my imagination gets the best of me when I thin
of television advertisers. I'll try to control myself).

I have  a low thresheld for aggravation My patience
disintegrates in stages, something like this

Mr.-Whipple tells two.birdbrains to atop squeezing the
toﬂ;t paper. | begin to feel sweat beading on my fore-
hea
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daily nebraskan

A M of vlwnt-njrod beaiities begin giggling about
fum ant, as if there were a gun pointed to their heads.
ds Eegin to tremble imperceptively.
A couple in a foreign hotel discover nine rolls of toilet
&aper in their bathroom. A lump begins to form in my
roat.

JoAnne Worley opens her closet and, voila, 800 boxes

of tissue paper, one for every room in the world! My '

heart b to pound,
Son;si:om buys

rate increases.
Another clown falls for the
turn white.
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“Have it your way "'ﬂm
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“Plop, fizz, fizz.” Oh, what
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it on purpose
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"Now, E) !n forthe kill,
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pla{ of toilet paper dance in my head.

a shirt from a woman for $50 and "T'im
rips it in half! A knot forms in my stomach, My bmlhhg :

taste test. lcluu:h 80
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‘Creative’ commercials cross the thresholds of pain

I'll kéep her.” A noticeable tick begins under my right
eye. _

counter.. “Sp if your stupid paper towels will clean that

u im!y 1 scream,
p h} after the guy who takes the ice tea plunge

down. I drive a Sherman tank through a
"store and completely demolish the entire

sllpply 0 pockct fishermen.
And mu!ly 1 blow up the Rec Room Shop—480
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T ousness.

eled. My throat is dry and my
just takenonthecnure Boston

hout pads.
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“You asked for it, you got it.” a. my ,‘M!-if."_ i = ;
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l am fio longer responsible.. Visianf. -
and stomping on his entire dis- - |

kick Ronald McDonald in the shins and set fire tohis | ™
feet. Ipourgt]lomofevﬂ-mellhg llquid all over M" L=

 NOURISH THE BEAST - |

Do you have
"FEAR
OF
PECKING?




