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Dear readers, it seems that the Washington Post has done it again. Each 

year, they run contests which involve word play: the use (and abuse) of 

unique words. Words have developed interesting connotations, don’t you 

think? 

 For example, the word, “interesting” printed above. Do you use it a lot? To 

avoid a more specific word, perhaps a harsh or critical word? Whenever someone 

says to me, “Your last column in the Standard was quite interesting,” I know 

immediately that they either: a) didn’t read it; b) found it offensive, c) used that 

section of the paper at the bottom of their parrot’s cage  

It’s so obvious that someone is fibbing but sometimes it should be used - for example, 

when a grandchild brings you their latest object d’art. You must look hard at it and smile and 

say, “My, that’s really quite interesting; tell me all about it.” Your grandchild, sufficiently 

encouraged, will interpret all of those funny-looking squiggly lines and otherwise incoherent 

symbols. Pretty soon, you will learn that it’s a rather dramatic drawing of Canuck’s goalie 

Roberto Luongo, and you will slowly discern two larger-than-life goalie pads, a net in the 

background and the rather frightening-looking face mask worn by the celebrated goalie. The face 

mask floats in the air, looking sinister. It reminds me of Gerry Cheever’s’ face mask. His Bruin’s  

mask had black stitches painted where the plastic absorbed hits by pucks, revealing what his face 

would look like without the mask. Imagine the courage it took to stand in front of a Bobby Hull 

slap-shot! Anyway, in this particular case, our daughter wisely had this picture framed and three-

year-old William’s artistry is celebrated in his dad’s office in Vancouver.    

The Post run an annual “Mensa Invitational” contest. They invite their readers to take any 

word from the dictionary, alter it by adding, subtracting, or changing one letter to supply a new 

definition.  

Mensa types boast extremely high IQ’s. In my case, my chronological age has now pretty 

much caught up to my IQ, but the people who qualify for Mensa, their IQ scores are twice as 

high. To demonstrate how smart they are, here are the winners: Cashtration: The act of buying a 

house, which renders the subject financially impotent for an indefinite period of time. 

Intaxicaton: Euphoria at getting a tax refund, which lasts until you realize it was your money to 

start with. Reintarnation: Coming back to life as a hillbilly.Bozone: The substance surrounding 

stupid people that stops bright ideas from penetrating. The bozone layer, unfortunately, shows 

little sign of breaking down in the near future. Be careful readers; do not get caught in the 

bozone! 

Giraffiti: Vandalism spray-painted very, very high Sarchasm: The gulf between the 

author of sarcastic wit and the person who doesn't get it. Inoculatte: To take coffee intravenously 

when you are running late. Karmageddon: It's like, when everybody is sending off all these really 

bad vibes, right? And then, like, the Earth explodes and it's like, a serious bummer. Decafalon: 

The grueling event of getting through the day consuming only things that are good for you. 

Glibido: All talk and no action. Dopeler Effect: The tendency of stupid ideas to seem smarter 

when they come at you rapidly. Arachnoleptic Fit: The frantic dance performed just after you've 

accidentally walked through a spider web. Beelzebug: Satan in the form of a mosquito, that gets 

into your bedroom at three in the morning and cannot be cast out. Caterpallor: The colour you 

turn after finding half a worm in the fruit you're eating. 

 Great eh? Now grab a dictionary, make up a few of your own and 

exercise your brain. It’s good for what Agatha Christie’s Belgian 

detective, Hercule Poirot, calls “the little grey cells.” I’ll try a few to get 

you started: Lieberal: A member of a deceitful political party. 

Conspervative: A politician with a negative desire to perform ill will. Fun 

eh?  Your turn. 

 


