Stealth Marketing (excerpt)
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One genuine and honest way we get information is through word of mouth.  This expression means we hear about something because other people have been talking about it. Maybe family or friends recommend something to us, tell us a film is good, for example. We trust their opinion so we go to see the film. We might also learn about things because we overhear other people talking about them - on the train, in a café or in the pub, for example. 

But now it seems that even this form of information may not be entirely genuine.  Advertising companies have to become more creative and imaginative in order to sell us things. They create one new form of advertising known as buzz marketing or stealth marketing.

What is it? Well there is a clue in the name. Stealth is an adjective for something that is very difficult to detect. Stealth bombers, for example, are planes that can’t be seen by radar. Stealth marketing is advertising that can’t be detected, the people being advertised to, you and me, do not know that what they are experiencing is actually advertising. We think it’s genuine.

They use conversations that you are meant to overhear and they might have a story in the same way as an advert on television does. The difference is that on television you know you are being advertised to. At the end of the scenario there is a ‘reveal’ process. People are told that they are being advertised to.

So the people who have overheard the conversations can get a discount on the product or some other prize after listening to the scenario. It works because people feel involved and they’ve got something themselves, a pay off. But of course that only works if people have stayed around to the end of the scenario!

Facebook's War on Nipples Wednesday, Dec. 31, 2008
The breast-feeding wars have long followed a familiar pattern.  A woman gets thrown off a plane for nursing her toddler; she sues Delta.  Barbara Walters says sitting next to a breast-feeding woman made her "uncomfortable"; ABC's headquarters get surrounded by 200 women staging a "nurse-in."  Maggie Gyllenhaal is photographed nursing her daughter in public; tabloids rush to either praise her as a role model or tell her to throw a blanket over her shoulder. 

The sides have been distinct: breast-feeding advocates insist that women should be able to nurse anytime, anyplace, while opponents use words like discretion and discomfort.  But the latest battle apparently has nothing to do with the best way to nourish a baby or the boundaries between private and public.  It's about the nipples, stupid. 

Facebook has drawn a line in the sand by removing any photos it deems obscene, including those containing a fully exposed breast, which the site defines as "showing the nipple or areola."  In other words, plunging necklines or string bikinis are fine — just no nips.  The purging of bare-boob pics began last summer and has swept up, alongside any girls gone wild, a growing number of proud — and very ticked-off — breast feeders.  On Dec. 27, some 11,000 protesters held a virtual nurse-in by uploading breast-feeding photos onto their Facebook profiles, and 20 or so women showed up at the company's headquarters in Palo Alto, Calif., to breast-feed there.  By Dec. 30, more than 85,000 members had joined a Facebook group called "Hey, Facebook, breastfeeding is not obscene!" 

The group, founded by San Diego mom Kelli Roman, urges Facebook to change its obscenity policy.  "We expect you to realize that nursing moms everywhere have a right to show pictures of their babies eating, just like bottle-fed babies have a right to be seen," their petition reads.  "In an effort to appease the closed-minded, you are only serving to be detrimental to babies, women, and society." 

Assisting their cause is the Topfree Equal Rights Association (TERA), a Canadian group that has started posting on its website photos that breast feeders claim were removed from Facebook.  One or two are vaguely pornographic shots of naked women holding babies, but most are straightforward and innocent.

"There are two problems," says Paul Rapoport, coordinator for TERA, which has been advocating that women should not be penalized for going topless since 1997.  "First, Facebook removes photos arbitrarily.  Second, its policy clearly implies that visible nipples or areolas always make photos of women obscene.  Facebook stigmatizes breast-feeding and demeans women." 

Facebook counters that it is far from the only organization steering clear of Areola City.  "Could I place an ad related to breast-feeding that showed a woman breast-feeding a child but exposed her full breast in TIME or on your website?" asks spokesman Barry Schnitt.  "During the course of this protest, I've called many media organizations and asked them this question.  Not a single one has said yes." 

The Facebook furor has brought up a bizarre cultural issue.  We're all for breasts — the more cleavage the better.  But the second a nipple is visible or we are reminded of nipples by the sight of a baby attached to one, all hell breaks loose. 

When a tabloid website catches a star like Britney Spears, Keira Knightley or Tara Reid in a red-carpet "nip slip," traffic goes through the roof, as Web surfers click to catch a glimpse of the forbidden bit of skin.

It is perhaps understandable that we'd be so enflamed by the sight of women's nipples because we see them so rarely.  Barbie dolls don't have nipples.  Magazines routinely airbrush out nipples on fully clothed (but presumably chilly) models. 

In the past decade, some 40 states have passed pro-breast-feeding legislation.  Rapoport, however, says he considers such laws a "two-edged deal because it exempts nursing women from prosecution but reaffirms the sense that a topless woman is obscene without a baby." 

Meanwhile, men's nipples aren't a problem.  Recent photos of President-elect Barack Obama walking shirtless on a beach were greeted with puns about how he is "fit to be President," "buff-bodied" and "chiseled." 

And perhaps the surest sign that "pregnant man" Thomas Beatie has been accepted as a man — even though he still has female sex organs and the ability to deliver a baby — is the fact that his nipples, the same ones he had when he was a woman, are suddenly O.K. to look at.  They are acceptable features for the cover of a book, the pages of a magazine — and the profile photos for the Facebook groups supporting him. 
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Hobson's Choice: When There Is Really No Choice at All
Making choices is necessary, but not always easy. Many of our expressions tell about this difficulty.  One of these expressions is Hobson’s choice.  It often is used to describe a difficult choice.  But that is not what it really means.  Its real meaning is to have no choice at all. 

The Hobson in the expression was Thomas Hobson.  Mister Hobson owned a stable of horses in Cambridge, England.  He often rented horses to the students at Cambridge University.  But, he did not really trust them to take good care of the horses.  So, he had a rule that prevented the students from riding his best horses.  They could take the horse that was nearest the stable door.  Or, they could not take any horse at all.  Thus, a Hobson’s choice was really no choice. 

Another expression for having no real choice is between a rock and a hard place.  It is often used to describe a difficult situation with few choices, none of them good.  For example, your boss may ask you to work late.  But you have plans to go to a movie with your girlfriend.  If you refuse to work, your boss gets angry.  But if you do not go to the movies with your girlfriend, she gets angry.  So what do you do?  You are caught between a rock and a hard place. 
Another expression, between the devil and the deep blue sea, also gives you a choice between two equally dangerous things.  Its meaning seems clear.  You can choose the devil and his burning fires of hell.  Or, you can choose to drown in the sea.  Some word experts say the expression comes from the days of wooden ships.  The devil is a word for a seam between two pieces of wood along the water-line of a ship.  If the seam or crack between the two pieces of wood begins to leak, then a sailor must fix it.  The sailor ordered to make the repairs was in a dangerous situation.  He was hanging over the side of the ship, working between the devil and the deep blue sea. 

There is still another expression that describes a situation with only bad choices, being on the horns of a dilemma.  The dictionary says a dilemma is a situation in which you must make a decision about two equally balanced choices.  When your dilemma has horns, a choice becomes impossible.  When you are on the horns of a dilemma, no matter which horn you choose, something bad will happen.

Mark Twain  The Five Boons Of Life

In the morning of life came a good fairy with her basket, and said: "Here are gifts.  Take one, leave the others.  And be wary, choose wisely; oh, choose wisely! for only one of them is valuable."  The gifts were five: Fame, Love, Riches, Pleasure, Death.  The youth said, eagerly: "There is no need to consider"; and he chose Pleasure. 

He went out into the world and sought out the pleasures that youth delights in.  But each in its turn was short-lived and disappointing, vain and empty; and each, departing, mocked him.  In the end he said: "These years I have wasted.  If I could but choose again, I would choose wisely.

The fairy appeared, and said: "Four of the gifts remain.  Choose once more; and oh, remember-time is flying, and only one of them is precious."  The man considered long, then chose Love; and did not mark the tears that rose in the fairy's eyes.  

After many, many years the man sat by a coffin, in an empty home. And he communed with himself, saying: "One by one they have gone away and left me; and now she lies here, the dearest and the last.  Desolation after desolation has swept over me; for each hour of happiness the treacherous trader, Love, has sold me I have paid a thousand hours of grief.  Out of my heart of hearts I curse him."

"Choose again." It was the fairy speaking.  "The years have taught you wisdom -- surely it must be so.  Three gifts remain.  Only one of them has any worth -- remember it, and choose warily."  The man reflected long, then chose Fame; and the fairy, sighing, went her way.

Years went by and she came again, and stood behind the man where he sat solitary in the fading day, thinking.  And she knew his thought: "My name filled the world, and its praises were on every tongue, and it seemed well with me for a little while.  How little a while it was! Then came envy; then detraction; then calumny; then hate; then persecution.  Then derision, which is the beginning of the end.  And last of all came pity, which is the funeral of fame.  Oh, the bitterness and misery of renown! target for mud in its prime, for contempt and compassion in its decay." 

"Choose yet again." It was the fairy's voice. "Two gifts remain.  And do not despair.  In the beginning there was but one that was precious, and it is still here."

"Wealth -- which is power! How blind I was!" said the man.  "Now, at last, life will be worth the living.  I will spend, squander, dazzle.  These mockers and despisers will crawl in the dirt before me, and I will feed my hungry heart with their envy.  I will have all luxuries, all joys, all enchantments of the spirit, all contentments of the body that man holds dear.  I will buy, buy, buy! deference, respect, esteem, worship -- every pinchbeck grace of life the market of a trivial world can furnish forth.  I have lost much time, and chosen badly heretofore, but let that pass; I was ignorant then, and could but take for best what seemed so."

Three short years went by, and a day came when the man sat shivering in a mean garret; and he was gaunt and wan and hollow-eyed, and clothed in rags; and he was gnawing a dry crust and mumbling:  "Curse all the world's gifts, for mockeries and gilded lies!  And miscalled, every one.  They are not gifts, but merely lendings.  Pleasure, Love, Fame, Riches: they are but temporary disguises for lasting realities -- Pain, Grief, Shame, Poverty.  The fairy said true; in all her store there was but one gift which was precious, only one that was not valueless.  How poor and cheap and mean I know those others now to be, compared with that inestimable one, that dear and sweet and kindly one, that steeps in dreamless and enduring sleep the pains that persecute the body, and the shames and griefs that eat the mind and heart.  Bring it!  I am weary, I would rest." 

The fairy came, bringing again four of the gifts, but Death was wanting.  She said: "I gave it to a mother's pet, a little child.  It was ignorant, but trusted me, asking me to choose for it.  You did not ask me to choose."  "Oh, miserable me!  What is left for me?"   "What not even you have deserved: the wanton insult of Old Age."

Vogue

If there is one thing that no one doubts about Anna Wintour, the editor of Vogue, it is her power.  To many she is the dominant figure in the fashion world, her influence greater than any contemporary editor and running close to a press baron, because she has sought through her magazine and its spinoffs to set the agenda for an industry and through her civic causes, like the Costume Institute of the Metropolitan Museum of Art, to influence the cultural life of New York.

And to millions of people to whom her power is less real (who know her only in connection with "The Devil Wears Prada") she is also a symbol: the small cross-armed woman in the front row, inscrutable behind her dark glasses and self-protecting English bob, her effect equal parts terrifying and calm, like the center of the storm she has dominated for two decades.

In more recent years she has made young designers her mission.  This could be her legacy as an editor, though it may be a mixed one.  She helped lay the groundwork for the CFDA/Vogue Fashion Fund, which, after years of industry lip service, provides the first practical support for young talent.

But many fashion insiders and critics feel that by promoting labels of dubious design merit but with an obvious social or power connection, like Georgina Chapman of Marchesa, whose companion is the producer Harvey Weinstein, she leaves herself open to the complaint that her magazine promotes a kind of a pedantry.

36 Hours in Dubai   By DANIELLE PERGAMENT
YOU name it, Dubai has it.  Or if it doesn’t have it, it’s building it.  Or if it’s not building it, it’s dredging up an island to put it on.  The busiest of the seven United Arab Emirates is growing so fast that its newest developments can only be measured in hummingbird flaps.  Blink and you’ll miss the latest superlative.  This way to the world’s tallest building.  That way to the world’s largest aluminum plant.  Coming soon, the world’s longest bridge.  Over here to the world’s biggest mall — which, incidentally, is about to be usurped any day now by a bigger one.

1) GETTING YOUR WINGS
The only way to wrap your head around the sheer scale of Dubai is from the sky.  Take a cab out to Jebel Ali (about 45 minutes from downtown), the departure point for the Seawings seaplane company.  For 795 dirhams (about $212 at 3.75 dirhams to the dollar), you get a 30-minute tour of the city from 1,500 feet overhead: the iconic sail profile of the Burj Al Arab, the impossibly high Burj Dubai building and the artificial archipelagoes fashioned in the shapes of palm trees and continents. Whatever you think of them — fascinating, silly, ecologically catastrophic — you won’t forget your first tropical “Antarctica” island.

2) RUNNING HOT AND COLD
Why diners need to be escorted by white-gloved attendants from the lobby of the new pyramid-shaped Raffles Hotel to the elevator bank remains unclear.  But when you arrive at the Fire & Ice Restaurant, the place can only be described as warm and inviting: exposed brick walls, leather chairs and flattering lighting.  But it’s not without its gimmicks.  The open-air kitchen is ringed by fire, and the “ice tartar” dishes are injected with liquid nitrogen so they emit a milky white vapor.  The menu is vast (it calls itself “trans-ethnic”), so make it easy on yourself and order the tasting menu.  Mine started with crab cakes and apple salad, followed by seared sea bass, and ended with chocolate tart.  Dinner, including wine pairings, is about 700 dirhams.

4) UNDERGROUND CLUB
The closest thing to indigenous culture in Dubai is night life.  Make your way to Club Submarine at the Dhow Palace Hotel.  As the name suggests, there’s a nautical theme, punctuated by curved walls and portholes that look out to nothing.  Whether you come for the in-house Samba band, the techno stylings of a local D.J., or arrive on one of the nights they decide to retract the roof, Submarine packs them in.  Get ready for a night of drinking, dancing, mingling with strangers and other debaucheries punishable by prison just a few hundred miles away in Saudi Arabia.  When it’s time to leave, follow the hipsters to Zataar W Zeit for a greasy melted cheese wrap and chilled yogurt drink.

Sleeping Alone   by John Cline, Ph.D. on October 27, 2008
Every night millions of people in relationships are sleeping alone. Others are trying to sleep but are unable to do so due to their bed partner and are thinking about moving to a couch or another bedroom. Perhaps the most common scenario occurs when one person is desperately trying to cover his or her head with a pillow in a futile effort to block out the nerve racking snoring coming from the other side of the bed. Or maybe the awake partner is getting kicked unpredictably from time to time. More frightening is the sudden violent lashing out of a bed partner that can result in significant injuries to either or both people. Others are unable to sleep because their significant others are restless due to insomnia or perhaps have chronic illnesses which keep them from sleeping soundly. The repeated jerking or shifting of position of the uncomfortable person can keep the other person from getting needed sleep. The "land of Nod" can be elusive, indeed.

One of the most interesting things about these kinds of sleep problems is that the person with the disorder is often less affected by it, at least in the short run, than his or her bed partner - or other people in the house. Loud snoring can be so bad that people in other bedrooms or even other floors of the house may be unable to sleep. In fact snoring may reach 69 decibels - which is indubitably very loud! A pneumatic drill produces, for example, 70 to 90 decibels. There are many other sleep related problems which can also result in couples sleeping apart - in different bed rooms or in different parts of the house.

It also turns out that people are not sleeping alone just because of sleep disorders. Other factors such as the need for space or problems in relationships can also contribute. Surveys taken since 2000 indicate a large and growing number of people are sleeping separately. A random national telephone survey in 2001 found that 12% of married Americans were sleeping alone and that jumped to 23% in a survey conducted in 2005. While some may be sleeping apart because of a need for emotional or physical space or because of emotional distance created by the breakdown of a relationship, the vast majority are doing so because it is the only way they can get some sleep.

Another potentially disruptive sleep problem is periodic limb movement disorder. Periodic limb movement are repetitive, stereotyped movements of the legs and sometimes the arms that occur in a pattern of at least four in a row, lasting 0.5 to 5 seconds that are repeated after 4 to no more than 90 seconds. These movements may or may not wake the person with them but they can interfere with the bed partner's sleep as he or she is repeatedly kicked or elbowed during the night.

The Leaf
It was a windy day.  The mailman barely made it to the front door.  When the door opened, Mrs. Pennington said, "hello", but, before she had a real chance to say "thank you", the mail blew out of the mailman's hands, into the house and the front door slammed in his face.  Mrs. Pennington ran to pick up the mail.  "Oh my," she said.
Tommy was watching the shutters open and then shut, open and then shut.  "Mom," he said, "may I go outside?"   "Be careful," she said. "It's so windy today."  Tommy crawled down from the window-seat and ran to the door.  He opened it with a bang.  The wind blew fiercely and snatched the newly recovered mail from Mrs. Pennington's hands and blew it even further into the house.  "Oh my," she said again.  Tommy ran outside and the door slammed shut.  Outside, yellow, gold, and red leaves were leaping from swaying trees, landing on the roof, jumping off the roof, and then chasing one another down the street in tiny whirlwinds of merriment.
Tommy watched in fascination.  "If I was a leaf, I would fly clear across the world," Tommy thought and then ran out into the yard among the swirl of colors.  Mrs. Pennington came to the front porch.  "Tommy, I have your jacket.  Please put it on."  However, there was no Tommy in the front yard.  "Tommy?"
Tommy was a leaf.  He was blowing down the street with the rest of his play-mates.  A maple leaf came close-by, touched him and moved ahead.  Tommy met him shortly, brushed against him, and moved further ahead.  They swirled around and around, hit cars and poles, flew up into the air and then down again.  "This is fun," Tommy thought.
The maple leaf blew in front of him.  It was bright red with well-defined veins.  The sun-light shone through it giving it a brilliance never before seen by a little boy's eyes.  "Where do you think we are going?" Tommy asked the leaf.  "Does it matter?" the leaf replied.  "Have fun. Life is short."  
"I beg to differ," an older leaf said suddenly coming beside them. "The journey may be short, but the end is the beginning."  Tommy pondered this the best a leaf could ponder.  "Where do we end up?"  "If the wind blows you in that direction," the old leaf said, "you will end up in the city dump."  "I don't want that," Tommy said.  "If you are blown in that direction, you will fly high into the air and see things that no leaf has seen before."  "Follow me to the city dump," the maple leaf said.  "Most of my friends are there."
The wind blew Tommy and the maple leaf along.  Tommy thought of his choices.  He wanted to continue to play.  "Okay," Tommy said, "I will go with you to the dump."  The winds shifted and Tommy and the leaf were blown in the direction of the city dump.  
The old leaf didn't follow.  He was blown further down the block and suddenly lifted up high into the air.  "Hey," he called out, "the sights up here. They are spectacular. Come and see."  Tommy and the maple leaf ignored him.  "I see something. I see the dump."  The old leaf cried out.  "I see smoke. Come up here. I see fire."  "I see nothing," the maple leaf said.
Tommy saw the fence that surrounded the city dump.  He was happy to be with his friend.  They would have fun in the dump.  Suddenly, a car pulled up.  It was Tommy's mom.  Mrs. Pennington wasn't about to let her little boy run into the city dump. "Not so fast," she said getting out of the car.  "You are not allowed to play in there.  Don't you see the smoke?"  Tommy watched the maple leaf blow against the wall and struggle to get over.  He ran over to get it but was unable to reach it.
Mrs. Pennington walked over and took the leaf.  She put it in her pocket.  "There," she said, "it will be safe until we get home."  Tommy smiled, ran to the car and got in.  He rolled down the back window and looked up into the sky.  He wondered where the old leaf had gone.  Perhaps one day he would see what the old leaf had seen - perhaps.
"Salvation"          By Langston Hughes
  I was saved from sin when I was going on thirteen.  But not really saved.  It happened like this.  There was a big revival at my Auntie Reed's church.  Every night for weeks there had been much preaching, singing, praying, and shouting, and some very hardened sinners had been brought to Christ, and the membership of the church had grown by leaps and bounds.  Then just before the revival ended, they held a special meeting for children, "to bring the young lambs to the fold."  My aunt spoke of it for days ahead.  That night I was escorted to the front row and placed on the mourners' bench with all the other young sinners, who had not yet been brought to Jesus.

My aunt told me that when you were saved you saw a light, and something happened to you inside!  And Jesus came into your life! And God was with you from then on!  She said you could see and hear and feel Jesus in your soul.  I believed her.  I had heard a great many old people say the same thing and it seemed to me they ought to know.  So I sat there calmly in the hot, crowded church, waiting for Jesus to come to me.

The preacher preached a wonderful rhythmical sermon, all moans and shouts and lonely cries and dire pictures of hell, and then he sang a song about the ninety and nine safe in the fold, but one little lamb was left out in the cold.  Then he said: "Won't you come?  Won't you come to Jesus? Young lambs, won't you come?"  And he held out his arms to all us young sinners there on the mourners' bench.  And the little girls cried.  And some of them jumped up and went to Jesus right away.  But most of us just sat there.

A great many old people came and knelt around us and prayed, old women with jet-black faces and braided hair, old men with work-gnarled hands.  And the church sang a song about the lower lights are burning, some poor sinners to be saved.  And the whole building rocked with prayer and song.

Still I kept waiting to see Jesus.

Finally all the young people had gone to the altar and were saved, but one boy and me.  He was a rounder's son named Westley.  Westley and I were surrounded by sisters and deacons praying.  It was very hot in the church, and getting late now.  Finally Westley said to me in a whisper: "God damn!  I'm tired o' sitting here.  Let's get up and be saved."  So he got up and was saved.

Then I was left all alone on the mourners' bench.  My aunt came and knelt at my knees and cried, while prayers and song swirled all around me in the little church.  The whole congregation prayed for me alone, in a mighty wail of moans and voices.  And I kept waiting serenely for Jesus, waiting, waiting - but he didn't come.  I wanted to see him, but nothing happened to me.  Nothing!  I wanted something to happen to me, but nothing happened.

I heard the songs and the minister saying: "Why don't you come? My dear child, why don't you come to Jesus?  Jesus is waiting for you. He wants you.  Why don't you come?  Sister Reed, what is this child's name?"

"Langston," my aunt sobbed.

"Langston, why don't you come?  Why don't you come and be saved?  Oh, Lamb of God!  Why don't you come?"

Now it was really getting late.  I began to be ashamed of myself, holding everything up so long.  I began to wonder what God thought about Westley, who certainly hadn't seen Jesus either, but who was now sitting proudly on the platform, swinging his knickerbockered legs and grinning down at me, surrounded by deacons and old women on their knees praying.  God had not struck Westley dead for taking his name in vain or for lying in the temple.  So I decided that maybe to save further trouble, I'd better lie, too, and say that Jesus had come, and get up and be saved.

So I got up.

Suddenly the whole room broke into a sea of shouting, as they saw me rise.  Waves of rejoicing swept the place.  Women leaped in the air.  My aunt threw her arms around me.  The minister took me by the hand and led me to the platform.

When things quieted down, in a hushed silence, punctuated by a few ecstatic "Amens," all the new young lambs were blessed in the name of God.  Then joyous singing filled the room.

That night, for the first time in my life but one for I was a big boy twelve years old - I cried.  I cried, in bed alone, and couldn't stop.  I buried my head under the quilts, but my aunt heard me.  She woke up and told my uncle I was crying because the Holy Ghost had come into my life, and because I had seen Jesus.  But I was really crying because I couldn't bear to tell her that I had lied, that I had deceived everybody in the church, that I hadn't seen Jesus, and that now I didn't believe there was a Jesus anymore, since he didn't come to help me.
Blue Beard  Charles Perrault 

There was once a man who had fine houses, both in town and country, a deal of silver and gold plate, embroidered furniture, and coaches gilded all over with gold.  But this man was so unlucky as to have a blue beard, which made him so frightfully ugly that all the women and girls ran away from him. 

One of his neighbors, a lady of quality, had two daughters who were perfect beauties.  He desired of her one of them in marriage, leaving to her choice which of the two she would bestow on him.  Neither of them would have him, and they sent him backwards and forwards from one to the other, not being able to bear the thoughts of marrying a man who had a blue beard.  Adding to their disgust and aversion was the fact that he already had been married to several wives, and nobody knew what had become of them. 

Blue Beard, to engage their affection, took them, with their mother and three or four ladies of their acquaintance, with other young people of the neighborhood, to one of his country houses, where they stayed a whole week.  The time was filled with parties, hunting, fishing, dancing, mirth, and feasting.  Nobody went to bed, but all passed the night in rallying and joking with each other.  In short, everything succeeded so well that the youngest daughter began to think that the man's beard was not so very blue after all, and that he was a mighty civil gentleman. 

As soon as they returned home, the marriage was concluded.  About a month afterwards, Blue Beard told his wife that he was obliged to take a country journey.  Before his departure, he told his wife, "Here  are the keys to the two great wardrobes, wherein I have my best furniture.  These are to my silver and gold plate, which is not everyday in use.  These open my strongboxes, which hold my money, both gold and silver; these my caskets of jewels.  And this is the master key to all my apartments.  But as for this little one here, it is the key to the closet at the end of the great hall on the ground floor.  Open them all; go into each and every one of them, except that little closet, which I forbid you, and forbid it in such a manner that, if you happen to open it, you may expect my just anger and resentment."  She promised to observe, very exactly, whatever he had ordered. Then he, after having embraced her, got into his coach and proceeded on his journey.  
The young wife went through all the rooms, closets, and wardrobes, which were all fine and rich, but she felt pressed by her curiosity to check out the forbidden closet.  She stopped at the door, thinking about her husband's orders, and considering what unhappiness might attend her if she was disobedient; but the temptation was so strong that she could not overcome it.  She took the little key and opened the door, trembling.  At first she could not see anything plainly because the windows were shut.  After some moments, she began to perceive that the floor was all covered over with clotted blood, on which lay the bodies of several dead women.  (These were all the wives whom Blue Beard had married and murdered, one after another.)  Out of great fear, she dropped the key that she had just pulled out of the lock. 

It took her a while to recover from the surprise, then she picked up the key, locked the door, and went upstairs.  She was still frightened when she noticed that the key to the closet was stained with blood.  She tried two or three times to wipe it off; but the blood would not come out.  She tried washing it, rubbing it with soap and sand.  The blood still remained, for the key was magical; when the blood was cleaned off from one side, it came out again on the other.  The young wife was desperate. 

Blue Beard returned from his journey the same evening and asked his wife for the keys.  She tried to keep calm and gave him the keys with such a trembling hand that he easily guessed what had happened.  “Where is the key to my closet?" said he.  She replied in fear, "I must have left it upstairs upon the table."  “Go and bring it to me at once,” said Blue Beard.  As much as she resisted, she was forced to bring him the key.  
Blue Beard, having very attentively considered it, said to his wife, "Why is there blood on the key?"  "I do not know," cried the poor woman, paler than death.  "You do not know!" replied Blue Beard.  "I very well know.  You went into the closet, did you not?  Very well, you must die, madam, at once."  Then, taking hold of her hair with one hand, and lifting up the sword with the other, he prepared to strike off her head.  
At this very instant there was such a loud knocking at the gate that Blue Beard made a sudden stop.  The gate was opened, and two horsemen entered.  Drawing their swords, they ran directly to Blue Beard.  He knew them to be his wife's brothers, one a dragoon, the other a musketeer; so that he ran away immediately to save himself; but the two brothers pursued and overtook him before he could get to the steps of the porch.  Then they ran their swords through his body and left him dead.  The poor wife was almost as dead as her husband, and had not strength enough to rise and welcome her brothers. 

Blue Beard had no heirs, and so his wife became mistress of all his estate.  She made use of one part of it to marry her sister Anne to a young gentleman who had loved her a long while; another part to buy captains' commissions for her brothers, and the rest to marry herself to a very worthy gentleman, who made her forget the ill time she had passed with Blue Beard.

A new cigarette hazard: 'third-hand smoke'

By Roni Caryn Rabin 

Published: January 4, 2009

Parents who smoke often open a window or turn on a fan to clear the air of second-hand smoke, but experts now have identified another smoking-related threat to children's health that isn't as easy to get rid of: third-hand smoke.

That's the term being used to describe the invisible yet toxic brew of gases and particles clinging to smokers' hair and clothing, not to mention cushions and carpeting, that lingers long after smoke has cleared from a room.  The residue includes heavy metals, carcinogens and even radioactive materials that young children can get on their hands and ingest, especially if they're crawling or playing on the floor.

Doctors from MassGeneral Hospital for Children in Boston coined the term "third-hand smoke" to describe these chemicals in a new study that focused on the risks they pose to infants and children.  The study was published in this month's issue of the journal Pediatrics.  "Everyone knows that second-hand smoke is bad, but they don't know about this," said Dr. Jonathan Winickoff, the lead author of the study and an assistant professor of pediatrics at Harvard Medical School.  "When their kids are out of the house, they might smoke. Or they smoke in the car. Or they strap the kid in the car seat in the back and crack the window and smoke, and they think it's okay because the second-hand smoke isn't getting to their kids," Winickoff continued. "We needed a term to describe these tobacco toxins that aren't visible."

Third-hand smoke is what one smells when a smoker gets in an elevator after going outside for a cigarette, he said, or in a hotel room where people were smoking.  "Your nose isn't lying," he said.  "The stuff is so toxic that your brain is telling you: 'Get away.'"  The study reported on attitudes toward smoking in 1,500 households across the United States.  It found that the vast majority of both smokers and nonsmokers were aware that second-hand smoke is harmful to children.  Some 95 percent of nonsmokers and 84 percent of smokers agreed with the statement that "inhaling smoke from a parent's cigarette can harm the health of infants and children."

But far fewer of those surveyed were aware of the risks of third-hand smoke.  Since the term is so new, the researchers asked people if they agreed with the statement that "breathing air in a room today where people smoked yesterday can harm the health of infants and children."  Only 65 percent of nonsmokers and 43 percent of smokers agreed with that statement, which researchers interpreted as acknowledgement of the risks of third-hand smoke.

The belief that second-hand smoke harms children's health was not independently associated with strict smoking bans in homes and cars, the researchers found.  On the other hand, the belief that third-hand smoke was harmful greatly increased the likelihood the respondent also would enforce a strict smoking ban at home, Winickoff said.  "That tells us we're onto an important new health message here," he said.  "What we heard in focus group after focus group was, 'I turn on the fan and the smoke disappears.'  It made us realize how many people think about second-hand smoke — they're telling us they know it's bad but they've figured out a way to do it."

Dr. Philip Landrigan, a pediatrician who heads the Children's Environmental Health Center at Mount Sinai School of Medicine in New York, said the phrase third-hand smoke is a brand-new term that has implications for behavior.  "The central message here is that simply closing the kitchen door to take a smoke is not protecting the kids from the effects of that smoke," he said.  "There are carcinogens in this third-hand smoke, and they are a cancer risk for anybody of any age who comes into contact with them."

Are We Having Fun Yet?

Joan Steffen worked in a high-pressure sales office.  On one particularly stressful day, Steffen decided to lighten the mood.

“The boss couldn't find something she needed, so she hollered, ‘That does it! I WANT EVERY THING IN THIS OFFICE CORRECTLY LABELED BY TOMORROW MORNING!’” Steffen explains.  “So I labeled all her file folders correctly -- and stuck small labels to everything else.  Desk.  Chair.  Copier.  Phone.  Stapler.  Dead Bug in Light Fixture.”  It got everyone in the office laughing and relaxing -- including the boss.

“Laughing releases tension and creates a feeling of camaraderie and connection among people,” explains Mark Chalfant, artistic and executive director of the Washington Improv Theater in Washington, DC. “When people feel closer to one another, it's a lot easier and more pleasant to work together.  Plus, if you make everyone laugh, maybe they will forget that you took the last glazed doughnut at the team meeting.” 
You don’t have to be a candidate for “Last Comic Standing” to make humor work for you.  Much of what makes people laugh isn’t snappy one-liners, but cogent observations through a slightly twisted lens or making light of the obvious absurdities of life.

“Levity is a learnable skill that can enrich your workplace culture and your personal life,” notes Scott Christopher, coauthor of The Levity Effect: Why It Pays To Lighten Up.  “It's not something you have to be born with.  If you're a brow-knitter or a jaw-clencher by nature, it's not too late.” 

One person’s joke is another person’s insult, so humor in the workplace shouldn’t be used indiscriminately.  “Always double-check your attempts at humor to make sure they wouldn’t generally be considered offensive to most people,” counsels Cathy Hart, vice president, human resources and central services for Opus Corp. in Minneapolis.  “Mean-spirited humor isn’t humor at all.  It’s a passive-aggressive way to take out stress on others.”

How do you know?  If you have to say, ‘I was only kidding’ or ‘Can’t you take a joke?’ then you are likely using hostile humor.

Norway to Ban Buying of Sex

As Norway rings in the New Year, it will introduce a new law making the purchase — but not the sale — of sex a criminal act, threatening even to put Norwegians who buy sex abroad behind bars.  Deputy Justice Minister Astri Aas-Hansen told journalists: "We think buying sex is unacceptable because it favours human trafficking and forced prostitution". 

Street prostitution has become ever more visible in Norwegian cities in recent years, with prostitute support organisations estimating the country of just 4.6 million people counts as many as 3,000 sex workers.  The new law, which is modelled on similar legislation in Sweden, aims to clean up the streets and protect the prostitutes by outlawing the buying of sex, but not the sale.  Procuring, or "pimping", and human trafficking are already illegal.  Norway will go even further than its Scandinavian neighbour however, making it illegal for Norwegian citizens and residents to purchase sexual favours even abroad, although the deputy justice minister insists catching johns in foreign countries "is not a priority for Norwegian police." 

Prostitutes’ customers could be slapped with fines proportionate to their revenues, be sentenced to up to six months in prison, or both.  In extreme cases, especially when the person providing sexual services is a minor, the prison term can stretch up to three years. 

When the centre-left coalition government said in July 2007 that it was planning to draft the law, it drew protests from support groups like Pro who claimed it would make sex workers more reliant on pimps to get customers and would force them to work in more secluded places, making them more vulnerable to rape and attack by clients.  
Under the new law, prostitutes will have access to free schooling, police assistance and detoxification treatment for those who are addicted to drugs or alcohol.  While those wishing to quit the profession would surely receive plenty of help the new law would make life much more difficult for sex workers who felt they had no alternative. 

The Pro centre suspects many of the Nigerian women, who make up one of the largest groups of foreign prostitutes in the Scandinavian country, "will leave Norway and continue prostitution elsewhere in Europe, which is just moving the problem somewhere else."  And for those who stay behind, everything is going to be more difficult, the streets will be more difficult. 
Plastic Surgery Addiction: Is It Dangerous?
By Michael Russell

They are interviewed on talk shows like Oprah and Dr. Phil - plastic surgery addicts.  People, often women, who think that just one more surgery, just one more fix, will make them perfect.  Often, these plastic surgery addicts have a perfect image in mind that they want to attain, whether it be a celebrity that they are trying to emulate, or their ideal picture of what they should look like.  What causes someone to be addicted to plastic surgery?  Is plastic surgery a bad thing?
First, plastic surgery is not always a bad thing.  Like anything in life, the benefits of plastic surgery can be over done.  Children, for example, who are born with severe deformities, can benefit from plastic surgery giving them a new lease on a social life.  Whether we like it or not, our society is a visually oriented society and those who have severe deformities are often shunned.  Whether or not this should be, it is and plastic surgery benefits people in these situations.
But what about normal, even beautiful, looking people who feel the need to have plastic surgery?  The fact is that two thirds of the first time plastic surgery patients come back for more surgery.  Once they have overcome the fear and trepidation surrounding having the first surgery, many come back for a second round, trying to attain the perfect look. 
One of the reasons for this addiction might be the unattainable perfection that is put forth as beauty in today's media.  Today's society is highly visual and the people who are seen on television and fashion runways are unattainably beautiful.  So the average person turns to plastic surgery to try to attain this perfection.
Plastic surgery addiction often stems from a condition called body dysmorphic disorder.  This is a disorder that causes persons to consider themselves hideous, not matter how attractive they really are.  They feel that if they are not happy, then they must not be beautiful and in order to be happy, they must become beautiful.  The problem is that the lack of happiness does not stem from their physical appearance.  Once people with this condition turn to plastic surgery, they have to go back for more, because the change in their appearance does not bring the desired effect on their happiness.
If you suspect someone might be addicted to plastic surgery, there are a few things you can look for to determine if the addiction is true.  Someone who seeks multiple plastic surgeries, particularly on the same or similar areas of the body, are often addicts.  Also, those who have body dysmorphic disorder, which often leads to cosmetic surgery addiction, are often obsessive about checking their appearance.  They also might be obsessive about the looks of a favorite celebrity or two.  If you notice these signs in someone you love, seek professional counseling, because the problem goes far deeper than the appearance on the outside.  Body dysmorphic disorder and plastic surgery addiction are serious and potentially devastating, psychological problems.  Take them seriously and get help for the one you care about!
