
 “America is addicted to oil.”  

― George W. Bush,  

State of the Union Address, January 31, 2006 

 

I READ RECENTLY WHERE CONSUMPTION of gas in 

America has dropped to 1991 levels. So I wondered why prices 

continue to escalate, now flirting for the first time with $4 a 

gallon.  

I recall the oil industry telling us, a few years ago when the 

price per gallon surpassed $3 at the pumps, that the price was 

based solely on the law of supply and demand. So why, I asked 

myself recently, with demand at 17-year-old levels, does the 

price continue to escalate? 

This might not be such an important question in an era 

where global demand for this dwindling resource increases – 

with nations like China pulling more from the pool – were it 

not for the fact that the oil companies in this country continue 

to enjoy record profits.  

There is very little that our Commander in Chief says with 

which I agree – much of what comes out of his mouth is likely 

to end up on David Letterman’s Great Moments in Presidential 

Speeches segment – but his declaration two years ago that 

America is addicted to oil remains in my mind an astute obser-

vation, oil baron status notwithstanding.  

A sampling of just a few of our favorite things made from 

oil: Astroturf, aspirin, a host of automotive parts, ballpoint 

pens, candles, carpets, caulking, cosmetics, crayons, credit 

cards, deodorants, detergents, disposable diapers, electrical 

wiring insulation, faucet washers, food preservatives, garden 

hoses, glue, hair coloring, hand lotion, ink, insecticides, lino-

leum, lipstick, milk jugs, nail polish, pantyhose, perfume, pe-

troleum jelly, shampoo, shaving cream, shoes, toothpaste, trash 

bags, upholstery, and vitamin capsules.  

Yes, America is addicted to oil, and that’s just what Gen-

eral Motors, Standard Oil of California and Firestone Tires 

wanted 70 years ago when the three were accused, found guilty 

and fined, for the role all three played in one of this country’s 

great conspiracies.  

Between 1936 and 1946, the three, under a bogus name, 

bought up many mass transit systems, tearing up the tracks in 

45 cities and selling the trams to various Central American 

countries (where today they still transit the masses), conspiring 

to put into every driveway in America at least one automobile, 

built by GM, clad with Firestone tires and fueled by Standard 

Oil. What was good for GM, Standard Oil and Firestone, it 

seemed, was good for America – at least for the short -term, and 

this country is nothing if not short -sighted.  

The government investigated, found all three guilty, 

and fined each one the sum of $5,000. Considering the billions 

of dollars each entity has made since, I’d call that a pretty good 

return on investment.  

Yet today with tension rising in the Middle East, global 

warming, and many of the same cities that gave up their mass 

transit systems decades ago again calling for mass transit to 

alleviate gridlock and lessen pollution, do we censure the user 

alone, or is the pusher not entitled to share some of the culpa-

bility? 

Oil Conspiracy Leaves   

Me with Bad Case of Gas by J. Conrad Guest 

IMP ACT T IME S 

The rise of scatological humor in contemporary cinema 

 

TO ANALYZE HUMOR SEEMS OXYMORONIC; to analyze 

a fart joke, utterly moronic.   Most humor is, or must at least 

appear to be, spontaneous, unexpected, and surprising, but any 

comedian will tell you that behind a good joke sits a lot of hard 

work; it takes timing and, like a magic act, requires the labor 

involved in its making to remain hidden from the audience.  

 In our increasingly mega corporation -owned media 

world though, humor, like everything else, must be commodi-

tized. "Funny is money" is the mantra of the movie executive.   

Unfortunately all who chant will not necessarily achieve 

enlightenment.   To the MBA/mogul, producing comedies and 

sausages are the same basic process: business is business, after 

all. 

 This reminds me of a joke about MBA's: Since it takes 

one woman nine months to make a baby, MBA's figure nine 

women can make a baby in one.  

 Which illustrates how not all creative processes are 

the same.   But, why should comedy be different?  If you hit on 

a gag that makes an audience laugh once, like an ill -timed fart, 

for example, it stands to reason they will laugh all the more the 

more often they are presented the same gag.   This seems to be 

the current film industry ethic, as nary a movie under the 

"family film" banner of late can escape passing its wind quota.  

 Anyone who regularly attends the cinema is by now 

all too aware of these ubiquitous stinkers.  I could blame Mel 

Brooks, who first threw the gastrointestinal gauntlet with his 

bawdy 1974 comedy, Blazing Saddles.  Mel is a legitimately 

funny guy, and his use of the long running and deliberately 

repetitious fart joke, at the time, was groundbreaking (or should 

that be, wind breaking?)   And funny.   It must also be said that 

fart humor is as old as the hills.  Author Jim Dawson wrote of 

its long history in Who Cut the Cheese? A Cultural History of 

the Fart. Our own founding father, Benjamin Franklin, wrote a 

collection of earthy bon mots entitled, Fart Proudly.  Prove-

nance aside, the humor has long since dissipated from the cur-

rent spate of film flatulency.   

 Yes, as with all things trendy, the fart joke seems to 

have reached its saturation point and may finally be growing 

stale.  The moguls seem to smell its end coming.   The question 

is, where do they go from here?   Is there anything beyond the 

tried-and-true fart joke formula?  A new variation on their here-

tofore successful sausage/movie making process?  

 Enter, the poop joke, Hollywood's newest infatuation 

(inflatulation?) I kid you not.  Poop gags are falling heavily 

everywhere and in such mainstream films as Alvin and the 

Chipmunks and Enchanted. Apparently poop is the new flatu-

lence, with even family -friendly Disney Studios is willing to 

pinch a loaf or two for the cause.  

 Far be it from me to advocate limiting the boundaries 

of humor. I can think of numerous situations where poop might 

legitimately enter into a joke, but being funny is not what has 

motivated this new trend.  What this is about is trying to force 

constipated laughter from a fart weary audience.   Perhaps test 

screenings have justified these so -called gags with test audi-

ences laughing on cue, but any psychologist will tell you that 

people also laugh when confronted with things that cause them 

great discomfort.  People have been known to laugh at funerals 

too, and movie moguls would do well to keep that thought 

squarely in mind.  
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Is That Really Funny by Aurelio O’Brien 
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