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Don’t Buy This Book, Either 

In Volume 1: Probably Inappropriate, I mentioned that there’s no reason 
for you to buy the book.  There’s no reason to buy this one, either. 
 
This is another selection of posts from my blog at 
www.dianehenders.com.  Everything that’s in this book is available for 
free online, along with all the lovely comments from my fabulous and 
funny visitors.  Just like the last book, I can’t include the comments 
because of copyright law, which is really unfortunate because my 
visitors are the best part of the blog. 
 
But... 
 
If you like the feel of a book (or e-reader) in your hands; if you like a 
neatly packaged compilation you can page through as you please...  
well, then, this book is for you. 
 
I’ll be happy if you buy it, and I hope you enjoy it. 
 
Diane Henders 
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YEAH, I’M ACTUALLY LIKE THAT… 
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I’m Probably A Sociopath:  Exhibit A 

If there’s an enzyme that regulates concern for how one is perceived by 
the general public, my levels are dangerously low. Add that to my 
tendency to choose a logical (to me) solution despite the hair-pulling, 
eye-bulging frustration of my companions, and I’m pretty sure I’m a 
sociopath. 
 
As evidence, I present Exhibit A: my fanny pack. But I don’t wear it on 
my fanny, so I refer to it as a waist pouch. See? Blatant disregard for 
the norms of society. 
 

 
Photographic evidence: Exhibit A 

 
I’m not actually oblivious to fashion; I just find it annoyingly illogical. On 
those rare occasions when I’m forced to dress up, I wear stylish clothes 
and hide my waist pouch inside a capacious handbag. But it’s only an 
empty gesture to craftily hide my psychosis (which is another earmark 
of sociopathy, by the way). 
 
When I’m wearing my waist pouch, I’m happy and comfortable… and a 
walking fashion faux pas. I’m fully aware the fashion police will one day 
take me down. But until they do, I’m keeping it. 
 
It’s comfortable, practical, and hands-free. It’s attached to my body, so 
it’s impossible to accidentally leave it behind. When I’m riding a 
motorcycle, I don’t have to figure out how to carry a purse. When I’m 
hiking or skiing or golfing, it’s right there when I need it. And despite its 
approximately five-pound weight, it’s effortless to carry because it 
hangs on my hips, not my shoulder. 
 
As long as I’ve got my pouch, I’m set to survive anything from a 
business meeting to an exile in the wilderness. I’ve got bandaids, 
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tissues, sunscreen, two kinds of lip balm (one with SPF 15), 
sunglasses, a flashlight, a bottle opener, one sturdy folding knife, and 
one Swiss-Army-type pocketknife with tweezers and screwdrivers and 
so forth. 
 
There’s a small drugstore’s worth of useful pharmaceuticals like ASA, 
ibuprofen, anti-nauseants, antacids, cough drops, zinc lozenges, 
dextrose tablets, eye drops, and a bronchodilator. And I have my 
smartphone, pen, earplugs, dental floss, concealer, hair brush, hair 
elastics, hand sanitizer, breath mints, scissors, a measuring tape, 
screwdrivers, reading glasses, nail clippers, and a nail file. 
 
Of course, I also carry my wallet, cheque book, and change purse. And 
a key to every lock in my life (21 in all, plus an extra for my car just in 
case). And a bunch of business cards. And two USB flash drives 
because I’m paranoid about keeping offsite backups of my work. Oh, 
and a little chunk of amethyst, because folklore says it enhances 
creativity and prevents drunkenness, which are both important 
considerations for a writer. 
 
And there’s still room for my MP3 player in a pinch. 
 
Everything has a place, and it’s packed so efficiently and predictably 
that I can find any item one-handed in the dark in ten seconds or less. 
 
How can you argue with those benefits? A waist pouch is clearly the 
best solution. It’s simple logic. Like all good sociopaths, I hold the 
implicit belief that I’m right and the rest of the world is wrong. 
 
So if you see the fashion police headed my way, call me. I’ll cut through 
the window screen with my pocketknife, lower myself on a rope made of 
dental floss, and cleverly disable their car with my screwdrivers before 
making my getaway. Wearing my sunglasses as a disguise. 
 
Why yes, actually, paranoia is also a symptom of sociopathy… why do 
you ask? 
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I’m Probably A Sociopath:  Exhibit B 

A couple of weeks ago, I concluded I was probably a sociopath. Just in 
case more evidence was needed, this photo from my living room 
provides the confirmation: 
 

 
Photographic evidence: Exhibit B 

 
According to Wikipedia, a diagnosis of sociopathy can be made if the 
subject exhibits at least three of six hallmarks. Let’s look at them 
individually, shall we? 
 
Items 1 and 2: 
Callous unconcern for the feelings of others. 
Gross and persistent attitude of irresponsibility and disregard for social 
norms, rules, and obligations. 
 
The fact that I harbour this furniture in my living room definitely qualifies 
me for both items (and probably also for an emergency decorating 
intervention). Anyone who cares about the feelings of others or the 
norms of society would never force another human being to witness 
that fabric pattern. But I kinda like it. It’s… bold. Yeah, that’s the word I 
was looking for. Bold. 
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Item 3: Incapacity to maintain enduring relationships, though having no 
difficulty in establishing them. 
 
I thought I’d be able to weasel out of diagnosis when I read this. I have 
no problem with relationships. So there. 
 
But then came… 
 
Item 4: Very low tolerance to frustration and a low threshold for 
discharge of aggression, including violence. 
 
Um… well, yeah, I get frustrated sometimes. Who doesn’t? And yeah, I 
kickbox, but that’s not really violent, is it? I mean, it’s not like I’m 
whacking little old ladies in the streets, right? Just because I go 
downstairs and kick the hell out of my 270-lb bag when I’m having a 
bad day doesn’t mean I’m violent. And really, “low threshold for 
discharge of aggression” is such a subjective thing. “Low” compared to 
what? Kickboxing is just a healthy outlet for my frustration. 
 
Item 5: Incapacity to experience guilt or to profit from experience, 
particularly punishment. 
 
I figured I was home free when I read the first part. I’ve got lots of guilt. I 
tend to ignore it, but I definitely have it, so that’s gotta count for 
something. But then there’s the ‘inability to profit from 
experience/punishment’ part. Being a fiction writer is pretty much 
indistinguishable from punishment sometimes. And apparently I haven’t 
learned much from it, ‘cause I keep on writing. 
 
Item 6: Markedly prone to blame others or to offer plausible 
rationalizations for the behavior that has brought the person into conflict 
with society. 
 
Oh shit, rationalizations. But that thing about the kickboxing wasn’t 
really a rationalization, was it? That previous sentence wasn’t a 
rationalization, either. I’m pretty sure about that. And anyway, my 
mother picked out the furniture. So it’s not really my fault… 
 
Oops, rationalization and blame. 
 
The wiki also helpfully notes, “There may be persistent irritability as an 
associated feature.” 



DEFINITELY INAPPROPRIATE Diane Henders 

8 

 

 
“Irritability”? Come on, seriously? Do you know anybody who doesn’t 
get irritated sometimes? That really pisses me off! 
 
I mean… um… never mind. 
 
So I’m five out of six, with bonus points for irritability. That might worry 
me if I didn’t have a gross and persistent disregard for social norms. 
 
And I just can’t seem to feel guilty about that… 
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Soup Nose: ‘S Not Funny 

There are a quite a few disorders with evocative names like tennis 
elbow, tailor’s bunion, and vibration white finger. Though it sounds like it 
should fit it this category, I’m not including plumber’s butt in the list 
because the person afflicted with it is completely oblivious while the 
innocent bystanders suffer. And I’m not going to make a crack about 
that. (Yeah, okay, I couldn’t help it.) 
 
Recently, though, I discovered another less serious but equally irritating 
affliction: soup nose. I’ve had it all my life, but thanks to my step-mom 
I’ve finally discovered its correct name. 
 
Why is it that as soon as I eat something hot, my nose runs? After 
exhaustive research (with a couple of friends and a few cold beers), I’ve 
determined that this is a widespread, medically neglected phenomenon. 
And there’s no good way to deal with it politely. 
 
In private, it’s easy. One good nose-honk and the problem’s solved, 
though I do have an unfortunate tendency to attract flocks of amorous 
Canada geese with that method. 
 
But in polite company, what does one do? Fleeing the table to seek the 
necessary privacy for goose imitations isn’t always feasible. Then I 
have to fall back on the tissue-dabbing method, which, frankly, is 
annoying as hell. Not to mention conspicuous when I do it for the 
umpteenth time. 
 
I was eating soup the other day when a burning question popped into 
my mind: Does the Queen get soup nose? 
 
Think about it. Here’s a woman who’s lived all her life in the public eye. 
It’s not like she can jump up from the table at a state dinner and scuttle 
off to the loo for a good old nose-honk. But you never see her dabbing 
at her nose with a tissue. 
 
I mean, really. Can you imagine the Queen harbouring a nasty little 
snot-soaked tissue stuffed up her sleeve like Grandma used to do? I’m 
pretty sure the Queen is above snot-soaked tissues. 
 
So that leaves me with three possibilities: 

1. The Queen simply doesn’t get soup nose. It’s beneath her. 
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2. Nobody ever serves the Queen anything hot. She eats all her 
meals cold or tepid. Or… 

3. Somebody has found a cure for soup nose! 
 
In case one or two, I’m out of luck. Pretty much nothing’s beneath me, 
and cold / tepid just isn’t my style. 
 
But… I live in hope that there’s a cure out there. Some miraculous drug 
or process by which I could actually stay seated for an entire hot meal. I 
haven’t been able to find it yet, but if you hear about anything, let me 
know. 
 
And since I’m on this low-brow subject anyway, I’ll leave you with the 
following bit of doggerel left over from my childhood. I don’t know who 
the original author was, but I’ll credit them if I ever find out. 
 
So you’re kissing with your honey 
And your nose is kind of runny 
And you think it’s kind of funny 
But it’s snot. 
 
Probably the author prefers to remain nameless… 
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I’ve Been Married Too Long 

That’s it. My husband knows me too well. Either I’ll have to develop an 
entirely new personality, or give him a good sharp rap on the head with 
one of our many hammers so he forgets a few of my fundamental traits. 
 
Here’s why. 
 
This weekend, I decided to do the spring tune-up on my car. Swap out 
my snow tires for all-seasons, do an oil change, top up fluids, inspect 
brakes and boots and belts for wear, all that sort of thing. And clean the 
car. 
 
So I’m on my knees wielding the vacuum cleaner wand when Hubby 
pops his head into the garage. The following dialogue ensues: 
 
Him: Oh, how nice of you to offer to vacuum my car! 
 
Me: Yes, startlingly nice. In fact, unbelievably nice. *continues 
vacuuming her own car* 
 
Him: How much do you charge? 
 
Me: More than you can afford. 
 
Him: Do you take credit? 
 
Me: In God we trust. Everybody else pays cash. 
 
I won’t bore you with the entire exchange, but in the end, I kindly 
offered to leave the vacuum out so it would be handy for him to vacuum 
his own car. Lest you think I’m a cruel and heartless wife, I’d like to 
mention that I did, in fact, have a nice dinner cooking in the oven at the 
time. I do try to treat him reasonably well. 
 
Anyway, I finished up by washing my car and polishing its glass inside 
and out before I returned to the kitchen to finish making dinner. 
 
The very next day, we went for a drive in his car. About a block away 
from our house, he said casually, “Wow, this is the cleanest my car has 
been for a long time. Except for that strip of dust on the dash I couldn’t 
reach. And nobody cleaned the inside of the windshield.” 
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Then he leaned over and committed the most brilliantly diabolical act 
imaginable. He drew his fingertip through the dust on the inside of the 
windshield in a criss-cross pattern right in my line of sight. 
 
I tried. I swear to God I tried. 
 
I lasted for ten whole seconds before I caved. 
 
And he looked over at me scrubbing the entire passenger side of the 
windshield clean, and he laughed. 
 
I’ve been married to him for too long. 
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…You Know; The Thing… 

Ever notice how inanimate objects tend to acquire names? For me, it all 
started with Fred. 
 
I don’t recall anyone in our family ever naming a plant or an inanimate 
object, so when I discovered that my ex-father-in-law (may his delightful 
soul rest in peace) called his houseplant “Fred”, I was bemused. Fred 
was a Norfolk Island Pine, and, when pressed, my father-in-law said he 
didn’t know why, “He just looks like a Fred.” 
 
Being the creative sort that I am, I called every Norfolk Island Pine I 
subsequently encountered “Fred”. I have a Fred in my living room even 
as I write this. 
 
And then there was Rodney. A few years ago, I was having trouble with 
voracious sparrows that decimated my garden peas. The instant the 
sprouts dared to poke above the ground, those rotten little sky-rodents 
would swoop in and chow down, leaving nothing but lifeless stumps 
behind. 
 
So I bought a “scare owl”. For those unfamiliar with the foolish hopes 
and dreams of gardeners, a scare owl is a life-sized plastic owl, painted 
with realistic markings and fierce yellow eyes. The idea is that smaller 
birds identify the threatening presence of a bird of prey and flock off. 
 
Yeah, right. 
 
The sparrows perched beside the scare owl on the deck railing, chirping 
insults and taking turns shitting on its head. I promptly christened the 
owl “Rodney”, because, like Dangerfield, he got no respect. 
 
I don’t usually apply permanent names to inanimate objects. They get 
lots of temporary names, ranging from “the thing” (as in, “…you know; 
the thing…” when I can’t think of the correct word on the spur of the 
moment) to “useless piece of shit” or other less complimentary terms 
that would require an f-bomb alert at the top of this post. 
 
I will admit to occasionally addressing my cute little blue MP3 player as 
“my little sweetie” when I’m in a particularly fond mood. I do love my 
music. But if the batteries run down at the wrong moment, it’s right back 
to “useless piece of shit”. I’m fickle that way. 
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Lots of people seem to name their cars. Friends of ours named their red 
car Scarlet, and I had a hand in naming another friend’s new SUV Lucy 
Blue (from Bob Seger’s Tales Of Lucy Blue). 
 
Like Scarlet and Lucy Blue, it’s usually pretty easy to trace the origin of 
the name. Even Rodney makes sense once you hear the story. With 
the exception of Fred, most naming seems to have some logical basis. 
 
Which is why I’m sure you’ll understand the moniker I applied to the 
desiccated cactus that’s been languishing on the corner of my desk 
waiting to be thrown away: 
 

 
Meet Dick Prickly. 

 
Anybody else name their cars/plants/inanimate objects? 
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I’m Disturbed 

Okay, stop laughing. I realize you already know I’m disturbed. What I 
meant was: I’m bothered. Alarmed. Perturbed. Ruffled. Unnerved. 
(Yeah, and addicted to my thesaurus, but that’s a post for another day.) 
 
Why? 
 
Last week I was walking past a transit bus shelter near our house. 
Some discarded packaging lay on the bench inside. Apparently one of 
our fine upstanding citizens considered himself* too important in the 
grand scheme of things to dump the wrapping in the garbage can only a 
few feet away. 
 
But that wasn’t what rattled my cage. No, it was far more subtle and 
sinister. As I neared the shelter, I caught sight of the label on the 
packaging: “MACHETE”. 
 
Ooookay. 
 
So tell me. If you needed to go out and buy a machete… 
 
Now don’t get ahead of me; I don’t have issues with the need for a 
machete, even in a large urban area like Calgary. A machete is a 
perfectly valid purchase. It’s a tool. Hell, I have one. It’s under the 
bed… Um, never mind. 
 
Kidding. I’m kidding, already! (It’s actually by the back door.) 
 
Anyhow, I’m not arguing the need for a machete. And I realize not 
everyone who requires a machete necessarily owns a car. In fact, 
there’s a logical argument for the possibility that if he could afford a car, 
he’d probably buy a chainsaw. Or a katana, I guess, depending on 
whether he planned to cut down rampant underbrush or unwanted 
neighbours. 
 
But my question is: Why would he take it out of the package before 
boarding the bus? 
 
And if you were the bus driver, would you seriously consider stopping to 
pick up some machete-toting dude? 
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“Oh, well, he’s carrying a big honkin’ sword that’s capable of cutting my 
bus in half with a single stroke, but that’s okay. He probably needs it to 
chop his compost. Gardeners are nice people. I’m sure it’ll be fine…” 
 
Yeah, right. 
 
Here in Canada, it’s not technically illegal to carry a machete, or any 
kind of bladed tool other than automatic knives like switchblades. I’ve 
personally schlepped a pair of axes down the sidewalk in small-town 
Manitoba without raising too many eyebrows (long story). 
 
But since our laws also contain handy-dandy catch-phrases that 
prohibit “weapons dangerous to the public peace”, I’m thinking our 
proud new machete owner might have some ‘splainin’ to do unless 
there was a patch of jungle near the bus shelter. I didn’t see one, but 
maybe our intrepid machete-master cleared it before I arrived. 
 
So let’s think about this for a moment. I prefer to believe our transit bus 
drivers possess a modicum of common sense. I’d like to think they 
wouldn’t allow some machete-wielding freak to get on their bus. It’s 
enlightened self-interest if nothing else. 
 
But if there had been a kerfuffle of any sort, I would have read it in the 
news. We’re a tough bunch of rednecks around here, but I’m pretty sure 
a machete on a transit bus would rate a couple of lines near the back of 
the paper. But no. Nothing. 
 
So somewhere in our fair city, there’s a guy who thinks it’s a good idea 
to carry an unsheathed machete on a transit bus. And there’s a bus 
driver who’s okay with that. 
 
I’m disturbed. 
 
And I think I’ll bring my machete the next time I take the bus. ‘Cause 
one machete-wielding freak obviously isn’t enough for this town. 
 
*Note: For brevity, I used masculine gender throughout. I’m perfectly willing to 
acknowledge the culprit may have been female. Heaven knows there are days… 
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Cheapskate! 

I’ve reluctantly come to accept that I’m a cheapskate. 
 
I tend to make do with what I’ve got until it’s long past time the item was 
replaced. When I finally do buy a new item, I’m willing to pay for the 
features I need, but I refuse to pay extra for non-essentials. Like colour. 
(Which probably explains why I was such a resounding failure as an 
interior designer, but that’s another story.) 
 
Self-help programs point out that it’s necessary to first identify and 
accept that you have a problem before healing can begin. My 
cheapskate epiphany came when I realized I’ve owned nothing but 
white cars since 1989. 
 
I’ve disliked white cars since I was old enough to pronounce the words 
“I like the red one better”. 
 
In 1989, I bought a well-used 1975 Dodge Dart for $1100, which was all 
I could afford at the time. It had one of the old 225 slant-six engines you 
couldn’t kill with a howitzer, and I loved that car so much I forgave it for 
being white. (Plus it had sporty stripes on the sides, so it wasn’t 
completely white.) 
 
When the Dart rusted away several years later, I bought a 1986 Taurus 
cheap at an auction because it was (again) all I could afford. It was a 
piece of shit. I spent more time repairing it than I did driving it. And it 
was white. 
 
In 1998, I’d been divorced for a couple of years and I was back on my 
feet. I decided I deserved a new car. I’d never bought a vehicle off the 
lot before, and it was time, dammit. No more hand-me-downs. No more 
making do. 
 
Off I went to the Saturn dealer to buy a new car. Any colour I wanted.   
Ha! 
 
But they offered me a deal. They had a demo on sale. It was brand new 
except for the few hundred kilometres that had been put on by the 
dealership’s test drives. And they’d knock $6,000 off the price and give 
me an extra year’s warranty. 
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Yeah, you guessed it. I’m still driving it. It’s been a great car. 
 
But it’s white. 
 
Because I’m a cheapskate, my motorcycle helmet has a fiery red skull 
on the back, and there’s cabbage-rose-patterned furniture in my living 
room. Many would consider those patterns to be mutually exclusive. I 
mean, really, most people are either flaming-skull or cabbage-rose, 
right? 
 
But the helmet had all these great features, and it was cheaper than the 
plain black one. 
 
And really, the furniture wasn’t my fault. My mother chose the pattern. 
Back around 1973. That furniture has survived exposure to decades of 
children, cats, three different households in two provinces, and nearly 
40 years of direct sun, all without fading or sagging or showing any 
visible signs of wear and tear. I’m pretty sure it would survive a nuclear 
holocaust. 
 
It is, however, violently unfashionable. When I said “cabbage-rose”, you 
thought muted pinks, didn’t you? Wrong-o. The background is navy 
blue with poison-green leaves, and the cabbage roses are blue and 
orange. Big suckers, about 5” across. That furniture is so obnoxious, it 
even makes my fiery skull shudder. 
 
I don’t want to spend the money right now, but some day, I’ll buy new 
furniture. Any colour I want. Ha! 
 
…Is there an echo in here? 
 
Please tell me there’s somebody else out there who makes do with not-
so-perfect colours for the sake of frugality (which is a much nicer way to 
say ‘cheapness’). 
 
 
 
 

* * * 
 

To find purchasing information for Definitely Inappropriate, please visit 
http://www.dianehenders.com/books 


