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Don’t Buy This Book 

There’s no reason for you to buy this book. 
 
It’s entirely composed of posts from my blog at 
www.dianehenders.com.  The only new content is “Probably 
Inappropriate”. (That’s the title of the post, not... well, yeah, okay, the 
new content is probably inappropriate, too.  Never mind.)   
 
Everything else is available for free on the blog. It’s a gift from me to 
anybody who wants it.  Mind you, it’s more like a gag gift than an 
exquisite gem in a velvet box, but it’s the thought that counts, right?  I 
never claimed it was an appropriate gift. 
 
So, really, the blog is a better deal.  The pictures look better in colour 
and you get to read all the comments from my fabulous and funny 
visitors.  (I can’t include them in this book because of copyright law). 
 
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 hope you enjoy it. 
 
Diane Henders 
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Probably Inappropriate 

Up front, I’d like to point out that this is not my parents’ fault.  They were 
good parents and good examples for their children.  My brother and 
sister are polite, normal, well-adjusted human beings.  I have no idea 
what genetic mutation produced me. 
 
I’ve always been the one who laughed at the wrong moment.  Loudly.   
 
I’m the one wearing bright-yellow sneakers in my sister’s wedding 
picture.  With a bright-yellow pantsuit.  (Hey, it was the eighties.  Or, 
um, come to think of it, it wasn’t.  But it was close... ah, never mind.) 
 
When other teenage girls were swooning over Harlequin Romances, I 
was sneaking home from the library with “Stand On It: A Novel By 
Stroker Ace”.  (For those whose young adulthood didn’t include this 
literary gem, it’s about a foul-mouthed, hard-drinking, screw-anything-
that-moves NASCAR driver.  Let’s just say it was “explicit”.) 
 
I’d like to blame that book for my unladylike attitude, but the truth is I 
was past redemption by that time.  Anyone with ladylike tendencies 
would’ve read the first few paragraphs, dropped the book, washed her 
hands about ten times, and then hurried off to read a nice little romance 
instead.   
 
I read it several times.  Snickering. 
 
I have a potty mouth, a dirty mind, a twisted sense of humour, and a 
distinct preference for beer and jeans instead of wine spritzers and 
dresses. 
 
I tried for years to hide it.  I attempted to be at least somewhat ladylike 
when I was at work or with anyone other than very close friends, and I 
think I succeeded for the most part.  But it was a hell of a strain. 
 
When I started writing novels, suddenly Ms. Goody-Two-Shoes 
vanished without a trace, and it was a huge relief.  And when I began 
my blog, I decided I just didn’t give a shit about trying to please 
everybody, so I relaxed and wrote what I wanted to write. 
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It’s been delightful. 
 
Fortunately, I don’t have kids of my own to influence/embarrass.  But, to 
my nieces and nephews:  Just ignore everything I’ve written.  Or, if you 
can’t ignore it, remember I serve solely as a bad example. 
 
To all you folks who thought you knew me as a polite and well-adjusted 
member of the business community:  ...um... sorry.  Put this book down 
and walk away right now.  Trust me on this.  Some of its contents might 
be acceptable in polite society, but most of it’s probably inappropriate. 
 
Kinda like me. 
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YEAH, I’M ACTUALLY LIKE THAT... 
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Doin’ It On A Dare 

This may reflect badly on the sexual preferences of my ancestors, but 
I’m pretty sure I’ve got donkey DNA in me somewhere. 
 
The stronger the resistance, the harder I dig in my heels.  And I’m 
genetically programmed to respond to dares:  
 
Challenger:  “Betcha can’t do that!”   
Me:  “Oh, yeah?  Watch me!”   
 
This can be a useful trait at times, but I’m trying to overcome it.  Those 
who know me well are starting to catch on. 
 
Hubby:  “Betcha won’t clean the bathroom, do the laundry, wash my 
car, and make me a gourmet meal tonight!”   
Me:  “Oh, yeah?  Watch… hey, wait a minute…” 
 
I prefer to think my life has been enriched by the activities I never would 
have tried if I hadn’t been dared to do them. 
 
I never would have ridden to the top of that scree slope on my dirt bike.  
The view was amazing.  ‘Course, the trip down got a little exciting when 
my brakes faded and gave out from the heat.  And yeah, I caused a 
minor rockslide.  But I didn’t actually hurt anything when I had to run 
into the side of the hill to stop.  
 
I never would have known how many little channels and islands there 
are in Lake of the Woods if I hadn’t taken off on impulse on a five-day 
canoe trip with a couple of friends.  
 
In retrospect, it probably would have been better if I’d told somebody I 
was going.  And the trip could have been improved if we hadn’t ended 
up stranded for two days at our pickup point.  And it might have been 
nice if my ride back hadn’t dumped me ‘way the hell out in the Mission 
Industrial area of Winnipeg.  Without money or a map.  On a Sunday.  
I’m still not sure what I did to piss him off.  But hey, you can’t have 
everything.  The canoeing part was great. 
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Those who know me have given up daring me to eat unusual foods.  If 
it qualifies as food somewhere in the world, I’ve probably already tried 
it.  Or I’m willing to try it.  If you dare me.  
 
And don’t bother daring me to eat non-food items.  I’ve probably already 
done that, too.  My childhood experiment with the coloured chalk comes 
vividly (and it was vivid indeed) to mind. 
 
And let’s not forget jumping off the highest object you can find.  
Fortunately for my bones, I grew up in the part of Manitoba that’s as flat 
as piss on a platter.  The best I managed was a twelve-foot drop off one 
of the lifeguard towers at Grand Beach.  No, not into the water.  That 
would’ve been smart.  
 
To this day, I’m unable to sneak up a flight of stairs because it sounds 
like somebody is enthusiastically popping bubble wrap under both of my 
kneecaps.  But at least I’m not afraid of heights. 
 
What’s best (or worst) thing you ever did on a dare? 
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It’s... Alive! 

According to scientists, life is nothing more than zillions of electrical 
impulses zapping through a lump of meat.  Plants show measurable 
electrical activity, too. 
 
This makes me wonder. 
 
If life is really just electrical impulses, are our electronic devices alive?  
It would certainly explain a lot.  
 
I tend to talk to inanimate objects.  Sometimes with great feeling and 
vigour.  At high volume.  Usually involving phrases like “piece of shit”.  
Lately, though, I’ve been rethinking my approach.  It all started with my 
car.  
 
Several years ago, we stayed overnight in Banff.  The temperature 
dropped to minus 30, and my husband went out to start the car while I 
waded through the checkout process in the hotel lobby.  Some time 
later, he shivered his way back into the lobby to inform me that the car 
was completely dead.  The engine wouldn’t turn over.  It didn’t even 
click.  It was frozen solid. 
 
I’ve always been a pigheaded git, so I had to see for myself.  The fact 
that we’re still married is a testament to my husband’s tolerance.  
 
I slid into the driver’s seat, patted the car’s dashboard, and crooned, 
“Poor little car!  It’s just too cold for you, isn’t it?”  Then I turned the key.  
The car started instantly. 
 
Coincidence?  I think not.  There’s more. 
 
We have an ancient boat-anchor of a printer.  It’s slightly younger than I 
am, and weighs almost as much.  It’s gradually becoming more and 
more temperamental, but we put up with it because I can buy the toner 
super-cheap on eBay, and because I have moral objections to 
purchasing a new duplexing colour laser printer whose toner cartridges 
cost more than the printer itself. 
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The printer moans, groans, jams, inexplicably has errors that require a 
restart, and frequently fails to print one or more colours.  While this has 
resulted in some truly interesting magenta-toned images, it’s really not 
all that useful.  And it’s damn frustrating when you’re trying to print 
under any sort of deadline. 
 
Applying my newfound understanding of electronic sentience, I stopped 
swearing at it several months ago.  Instead, I pat it gently and chirp 
encouragement.  This has three purposes:  
 
Firstly, I’m sucking up to the printer just in case it’s listening.  Secondly, 
it keeps my blood pressure down.  And lastly, it drives my husband 
bonkers when the printer cooperatively spits out copy after copy for me, 
and then locks up solid with an insolent grinding sound as soon as he 
tries to print something.  
 
Yeah, he still swears at it. 
 
Sadly, baby-talking the printer also makes me look like a complete 
moron, but what the hell, I’ve never been over-endowed with dignity.  
And it’s really nice when the printer works. 
 
Do you talk to your electronics?  Do they talk back?  Are they… alive? 
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Sponge-Toffee Guilty-Pants 

I feel irrational guilt when dealing with authority figures.  I blame sponge 

toffee. 

 

Back in the days when dinosaurs roamed the earth, the general stores 

used to carry slabs of sponge toffee.  It was pure sugar whipped into 

foam and solidified to the brittle consistency of glass.  You could chew it 

into a hard, sticky pellet, or you could suck it and let its sharp edges 

lacerate your tongue.  To a child, it was pure, golden-brown heaven. 

 

Unfortunately, that divine confection was responsible for the most 

traumatic discovery of my childhood:  it is possible to do something bad 

even when you’re not trying. 

 

Don’t get me wrong; I was no stranger to doing naughty things in the full 

knowledge that I’d be in trouble for them later.  I was also a master of 

doing things that I was pretty sure would get me in trouble if I was 

caught, but they hadn’t been specifically itemized as “bad”, so they 

were a grey area. 

 

But back to the sponge toffee.  I can’t remember how old I was.  I had 

been sent into the store to purchase something while my mother stayed 

in the car, probably tending to my baby sister. 

 

I had “grown-up money” to buy “grown-up groceries”, and I was proud.  

I selected whatever it was I was supposed to buy and marched up to 

the counter, cash in hand.  And spotted the slabs of sponge toffee.  

Five cents.  (Yeah, it really was that long ago.) 

 

I bought the groceries, and I bought a piece of sponge toffee. 

 

And I caught holy hell. 

 

I couldn’t understand.  I’d bought it.  I hadn’t stolen it.  But apparently, 

using other people’s money to buy something for yourself was the same 
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as stealing.  Who knew?  (So much for the concepts of mortgages and 

credit cards.) 

 

I can’t remember for sure, but I doubt the consequences were 

particularly dire.  I probably had to pay back the nickel out of my ten-

cent allowance, and I probably didn’t get to eat the toffee, but the 

lesson remained, written in letters of flame upon my soul: 

 

Even when you think you’re not guilty, you are. 

 

Which probably explains my reflexive “Oh, shit, what have I done?” 

reaction whenever I see a police car. 

 

And don’t even get me started about the Canada Revenue Agency tax 

forms that require you to sign where it says “I certify that the information 

given on this return and in any documents attached is correct, 

complete, and fully discloses all my income.”  Just to really get my 

knickers in a twist, they add “It is a serious offence to make a false 

return”. 

 

As if I wasn’t already suffused with anticipatory guilt. 

 

What if I make a mistake without realizing it?  Or what if somebody else 

makes a mistake on a T-slip or one of the other “any documents 

attached”?  I’m guilty, guilty, guilty. 

 

I don’t really enjoy sponge toffee anymore, either. 

 
Anybody else with an overactive conscience?  Or am I just seriously 
messed up?  Or… is that not an “or” question? 
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I Look Great... Ouch! 

Last week, an acquaintance told me, “You look ten years younger now 

than when I first met you!”  I basked in the glorious glow of the 

compliment until I realized that: 

 

• This meant I looked like shit three years ago; and 

• She didn’t mention how old I actually look now.  Only that I look 

younger than I did, which is not much comfort if I looked like a 

desiccated old bat three years ago.  So maybe I look like a dewy, 

well-hydrated old bat now. 

 

Don’t get me wrong, it was a wonderful compliment.  I’m still basking in 

it.  I prefer to assume she meant it the way I took it:  “You look great!” 

 

However. 

 

When you were in your teens and twenties, did your friends ever say 

“You look great” when they ran into you by chance?  No, of course not.  

Not unless you’d actually put on a dress and makeup for the first time in 

five years.  But that’s probably just me.  That’s not my point. 

 

My point is, one day I’m schlepping along in my usual jeans and T-shirt.  

Hair is what it always is.  No makeup, as usual.  I run into Bobby Jo (not 

her real name) from high school, and she squeals, “You look great!” 

 

They’re the words of doom.  The beginning of the end.  They don’t 

mean “You look great”.  They mean “You look great for your age”. 

 

That happened for the first time when I was in my late thirties, and it 

was a rude shock to realize that I was, in fact, aging whether I wanted 

to or not.  Although the alternative to getting older is… meh, not so 

appealing. 

 

A decade or so later, I’ve (almost) accepted the fact that I’m middle-

aged, and now I’m delighted to hear “You look great”.  Or any 

compliment, for that matter.  I write them down in a special file and save 
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them.  I’d like to add “just kidding” so I don’t look too pathetic.  But then 

I’d be lying. 

 

Just to rage against the dying of the light, I started working out seriously 

about four years ago.  Finally got back into shape, and popped for 

some professionally done bikini photos to prove it.  It’s amazing what 

some artful lighting and a good camera angle will do.  Not to mention 

sucking in my gut so hard the top of my head just about blew off.  I look 

seriously constipated in a lot of the proofs. 

 

But there were some good ones, too.  For a brief few minutes, I looked 

great, and it’s recorded for posterity. 

 

I don’t like the word “aging”, so I’ve decided to not to use it.  I’m 

getting… um… experienced.  Seasoned.  Ripened.  Maturing like a 

bottle of fine wine.  (Why can’t I think of any non-food-related 

references?  Now I’m hungry.) 

 
But at least I look great.  For my age. 
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Confessions Of An Under-Counter Lurker 

I’m an ice cream addict, and my nephew recently offered to let me hide 

under the Dairy Queen counter so he could feed me any treats he’d 

made wrong.  Little did he know that lurking under counters is not a new 

activity for me.  (And I didn’t enlighten him.  There are some things a 

fifteen-year-old doesn’t need to know.) 

 

If you’d told me twenty years ago I’d spend a substantial amount of time 

on my knees under co-workers’ desks, I’d probably have slapped you.  

And a few years later, I’d have had to apologize.  Because I ended up 

doing exactly that. 

 

Wait a minute.  If you’re thinking what I think you’re thinking, not exactly 

that.  Jeez. 

 

For a lot of years, the joke around the office was, “If you can’t find 

Diane, look under your desk”.  I was working as a network 

administrator, and I spent far too much time hunched under desks, 

connecting and disconnecting various computer-related plugs and 

cables. 

 

Aside from the carnivorous dust bunnies, I didn’t mind having to crawl 

around on the floor frequently.  I hate dressing up, and it gave me an 

excuse to never wear a skirt to work (or any particularly nice clothes, for 

that matter). 

 

And it was peaceful down there.  Nice and dark and quiet.  Sometimes 

it was tempting to just hole up for the day and spout incomprehensible 

technical jargon if challenged.  Kind of like a deranged techno-

troglodyte:   

 

“Back!  Back, I say!  Or I’ll ping your IP ‘til your CAT5 sizzles like an 

electrocuted snake!  I’ll FDISK your drive ‘til it can’t find its FAT with 

both hands!  RAM!  FAP!  Buwahahaha!” 

 

I can’t understand why my coworkers always seemed… wary. 
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I’ve actually hidden under a desk to avoid people in the past, too.  I 

prefer to call it “a clever strategic decision”, not “cowardice”, but you 

can form your own judgement. 

 

I was hiding from my ex-husband.  Who had just encountered my 

brand-new boyfriend at the door to my house.  There was a dog and a 

bag of cherries involved.  Let’s just say it was complicated. 

 

I couldn’t decide whether it would be worse to make an appearance and 

potentially exacerbate the situation, or to get caught huddling under my 

desk.  How do you explain hiding like a kid, when you’re thirty-three 

years old?  “Um, I just dropped something…”   

 

Ten minutes ago, when the doorbell rang for the first time.  Yeah, right. 

 

Anyway, I didn’t get caught, both the dog and the cherries ended up 

where they belonged, and both males departed unscathed, if not 

unruffled.  I like to think I made the right decision on that one. 

 

I’m going to skip the Dairy Queen gig, though.  Wouldn’t want this 

undercounter thing to become a habit. 

 
Any other lurkers out there? 
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I’m A Hoer 

I admit it.  I’m a hoer.  Now that the weather is beginning to cool off, I’ll 

soon pack it in for the winter, because it’s pretty much a fair-weather 

pastime for me.  But most nice warm days in the summer, you can find 

me by the side of the road, waving at all the passing cars. 

 

A few weeks ago, I even caused an accident because drivers were 

gawking at me.  That’s no mean achievement, when you consider the 

fact that I was out in the middle of nowhere, and the average traffic load 

on that road is about one car an hour. 

 

I’m talking, of course, about hoeing my garden.  Wait, what were you 

thinking…? 

 

And before you ask, no, I wasn’t wearing anything gawk-worthy.  Quite 

the opposite, in fact.  Dirty, baggy jeans and T-shirt, with a too-big long-

sleeved shirt over top, along with my white Stetson (I’m from Calgary, I 

can get away with it) and a pair of geeky sunglasses. 

 

I have a big vegetable garden by the side of the road at our acreage 

outside town.  I don’t know what the protocol is these days, but when I 

grew up in the country, you waved to passing cars, whether you knew 

the driver or not.  So I waved, as usual. 

 

Apparently, the two drivers were lost, and the one in front decided to 

stop and ask for directions at the same time as the one behind turned to 

wave at me. 

 

Seconds later, there was a crash, and then I was gawping like an idiot 

at the sight of two cars mashed together on an abandoned gravel road 

in the middle of nowhere.  Pandemonium ensued as one of the 

passengers went into hysterics. 

 

I’d never actually witnessed hysterics in real life.  If I get a Chrysler 

suppository or some other unpleasant shock, I’m more the ‘swear-
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loudly-and-hit-something’ type.  So observing hysterics first-hand was… 

enlightening. 

 

Fortunately, nobody was hurt, the drivers apparently remained friends, 

and the two cars limped off into the sunset.  I think I heard one of the 

drivers mutter something about giving up and going home.  I stood 

there, hoe in hand, feeling vaguely guilty about the whole thing. 

 

I’ve heard hoeing is a dangerous undertaking, and now I understand 

why.  So if you happen to pass a badly-dressed middle-aged woman 

working in her garden in the country, please don’t be offended if I don’t 

wave. 

 
Just throw money.  I’m a hoer, after all. 
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Neanderthal Behaviour 

My husband thinks I’m a Neanderthal.  I’m pretty sure he’s right. 

 

The first time he brought this up, I shrugged and nodded.  The 

dictionary definition of neanderthal (uncapitalized) includes descriptors 

like “primitive, unenlightened barbarian”.  Since I was in the process of 

licking the steak juice off my plate and had belched audibly a few 

minutes before, I could hardly argue. 

 

But he wasn’t slamming my table manners, even though I deserved it.  

(Did I ever mention that my husband is the most tolerant human being 

on the face of the earth?  The man deserves a medal for putting up with 

me.) 

 

Turns out he meant Neanderthal with a capital N.  As in, “an extinct 

member of the Homo genus known from Pleistocene specimens found 

in Europe and parts of western and central Asia”, according to 

Wikipedia. 

 

Neanderthals have been in the news quite a bit lately.  Scientists are 

beginning to think they (Neanderthals, not scientists) got freaky with so-

called “modern man” (homo sapiens) ‘way back when.  Apparently, with 

the exception of Africans, everybody has at least 1 to 4 percent 

Neanderthal DNA.  Researchers postulate that it might be a lot more for 

some of us.  Like me, for instance. 

 

What are a few Neanderthal traits?  Red hair.  Well, yeah. 

 

Heavy bone structure.  When I went in for my baseline bone density 

exam about 7 years ago, the tech told me I had the hips of a 21-year-

old.  So Hubby gets bragging rights for cavorting with a 21-year-old.  Or 

at least parts thereof.  Which actually sounds pretty creepy when you 

say it that way. 

 

Particularly strong arms and hands. Um, yeah.  I tore some ligaments in 

my wrist a few years ago.  After two years of disuse followed by 
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surgery, my grip strength was measured during physiotherapy, and it 

was at the lower end of average… if I was a man.  Off the charts for a 

woman.  I haven’t had it re-measured since I’ve recovered.  Hmmm. 

 

More evidence:  Hubby and I never share illnesses.  We sleep in the 

same bed, exchange spit on a regular basis, and don’t make any effort 

to avoid each other if one of us is sick.  If he gets a cold or a flu, I won’t 

get it.  And vice versa.  He maintains that this is because he’s “modern 

man”, and I’m Neanderthal. 

 

And then there’s the whole plate-licking, belching behaviour, along with 

the fact that I subscribe to the “Knock its horns off, wipe its ass, and 

chase it once across the grill” method of barbeque.  (Wish I knew where 

that quote came from).  Although I don’t want to have to apologize to 

my food when I eat it, I definitely prefer my steaks on the bloody side. 

 

The good news is, Neanderthals weren’t as dumb as we initially 

thought.  Their brains were as large or larger than homo sapiens, and 

they probably had language and engaged in social rituals.  Obviously, I 

didn’t receive the “social rituals” part of the DNA, but there’s hope. 

 

The evidence is pretty strong.  So the next time I see the headline “Did 

Neanderthals have sex with modern man?”, I guess my only correct 

response is, “Hell, yeah.  Every chance I get.” 

 

Maybe that’s why he puts up with me. 

 
Any Neanderthals swinging in your family tree? 

  

 


