
 

 

Mice may yet be the superheroes for “mission impossible” (21, 01, 12)  
© by Mike Keenan 

 

I recently took Miriam on a date to the movies at Niagara Square to 

see Mission Impossible. Yes, I’m prepared to spend big bucks on 

the woman I love. I told her that it was the story of Bob Rae 

trying to revive the Liberal Party of Canada. She was relieved to 

see Tom Cruise in the lead role. 

Tom was his usual acrobatic best like Spiderman climbing 

the tallest building in the world (outside!).  It’s Dubai’s Burj 

Khalifa, in case you were wondering. Tom employed state-of-the-art 

magical gloves that allowed him to scale countless slippery windows 

(outside!). The gloves were equipped with a colour coded system, 

probably based on the US assessment of terror that constantly sweeps across 

their land from their neighbours, Mexico and Canada. If I was an American and saw the horde of 

Canadian snow bird seniors headed south in their over-sized SUV’s, I would be frightened too. 

However, in this particular case, instead of the perpetual Code Orange, there were only two 

colours: green meaning that the gloves were working and red which meant you’re dead.  

I will briefly summarize the plot of the story for you, and you need not fear missing out 

on anything, because it’s the same plot as all of the other Mission Impossible movies as well as 

all of the Rocky movies and all the Robert Ludlum movies (Bourne Remembers, Bourne Forgets, 

Bourne the Pupae and the Bourne Metamorphosis) by which I mean to say – good versus evil, 

lots of chases, some on foot, some in cars, some in hot air balloons. No, I made up the last one, 

but it would be neat watching two balloons being propelled by wind while hero and villain throw 

myriad items out of the basket while revving the burners to increase their speed. At one point, 

the villain callously throws his assistant out of the basket and Tom has to give serious thought on 

whether he should keep his scantily-clad female partner, (at least for audience appeal), or throw 

her out to keep pace.   

Apparently Tom Cruise is only one decade away from becoming a senior. Hard to 

believe; he looks extremely fit and more like 35-40, but I guess in Hollywood, doctors have 

perfected the fountain-of-youth trick which leads me to the topic of mice. 

 Mice are big news these days, almost as ubiquitous as Mitt Romney and the rest of the 

Republican rabble who repeatedly stab each other in the back to merit the privilege of leading a 

fragmented party against the Democrats in the next US election, which promises to be almost as 

exhilarating as watching Tom Cruise dash down the entire Burj Khalifa (outside!). 

 I have added flax seed oil, ginger root extract, garlic, selenium, ginseng and about 36 

other ingredients to our shopping list. To my shock and awe, none of the ingredients fed to mice 

by scientists include peanut butter. Yet, it might be possible to cure aging, say those scientists 

who found that lab mice actually get smarter and more agile as they age when fed a mix of 

nutritional supplements. 

 This is not some CIA–sponsored test performed at McGill as with their LSD experiments. 

No, these tests were conducted in English at nearby McMaster University where I once studied 

such exotic subjects as anatomy, physiology and gymnastics. Would 

you believe, fellow seniors, that I also once performed a double kip-up 

during a free exercise routine?  It’s ingrained in my neural chemistry, 

and with this special diet, who knows…maybe I will be able to 

perform my amazing double kip-up again at age 83!    

Apparently, the mice acted “like restless teenagers showing 

spontaneous motor function that fades in humans, a universal sign of 

aging.” That’s just what we need, right? Next time I take Miriam to 

the movies, the theatre will be packed with seniors making out. I’m 

not sure our children are ready for that. In the interim, I’m content to 

watch Tom cruise run up and down the entire Burj Khalifa (outside!). 
 


