A Task Force We Can Believe In

Mr_Bloggy remains flummoxed and dumbfounded that we, as a so-called civilized society, continue to rely on change-impotent and quiver-empty “task forces” on “human relations” to bloviate, pontificate, shiver, shimmy and shake over what Mr_Bloggy likes to call “pure, damn, evil” rather than actually, you know, SOLVE THE PROBLEMS. 

Here, need some task force definitional metrics? Need a foundation for a more effective narrative?

Let Mr_Bloggy suggest a minimalist approach, a creamless shave with Occam's Razor.

Task: Stop Evil People 

Force: Steel pipes and nonlethal riot load shotguns wielded by large angry people who are fed up with scumbag haters.

On: Pipes swinging, shotguns barking, heads smashing.

Human: The humans are the ones who have to gag and grasp their queasy stomachs from the evil and repellent behavior of these squatting, drooling sub-human hate ogres. The humans are the ones who realize you achieve a moral high ground sometimes by building a mound of knocked out neanderthals and climbing, with crampons of justice and ice axes of retribution, to the very pinnacle where the air is sweet and the views are awesome.

Relations: “Hi Mr. Hatey Scumbag, I'd like you to meet my friends Mr. Duct-tape Handle Steel Pipe and Mr. Remington Pump. We'd like a moment of your time to tell you about our program and answer your questions and cries of pain. Thanks!”

The Howard Beale Task Force on Human Relations Calendar for Fall 2010

Westboro Baptist
Tea Party Fringe Nutcakes
Neo-Nazi Groups of any and all stripes
Murderous LEOs 
Politicians who don't pay their taxes and who steal trees from school kids.

****Disclaimer****

Mr_Bloggy neither condones nor expresses any actual desires, plans, recommendations, ideations of actual or threatened violence against afore mentioned hate scum. Mr_Bloggy loves peace and hugs and women who wear RFM pumps. 

All written material by Mr_Bloggy is to be used only for entertainment purposes and if reader lacks the ability to understand metaphor, simile, analogy, satire, irony and butt and fart jokes then said reader is encouraged to refrain from the ocular, tactile, olfactory or auditory reception (either voluntary or involuntary) of Mr_Bloggy's written comments. 

By reading this disclaimer and by inhaling at least one breath of ambient atmosphere during the disclaimer reading interval, the reader acknowledges complete consent and agreement with said disclaimer and agrees to hold Mr_Bloggy and his legal representatives, pet kittens, collection of vintage marbles, and any and all other proxies, including the shadow people who haunt his dreams, harmless for any future, present or past (vis a vis the time travel paradigmatic construction) actions, consequences, behavior, rainbows, and angry unicorns with horns fulla vengeance and eyes fulla existential dissonance and pre-morbid mythizophrenia. 

The Constitution is not a bottle of syrup of ipecac. Click Click.

