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Did you see the ratio of skin to clothing on M.P. William Amos during 
a House of Commons video conference call? The ratio was 100:0, 
aka the “Full Monty”.  
  
If you’re not great with math, or haven’t heard the story, he appeared 
on screen, stark naked. He actually participated in the discussion 
before he saw all the texts from his colleagues, telling him his camera 
was on.    
  
In Denmark or Sweden it would have been “barely” mentioned by the 
press but in puritanical Canada, it was front-page “nudes”.    
  
Talk about a way to spice up a Zoom call! It’s given me inspiration 
and I’m planning on appearing sans-attire at our next Trinity United 
Church Board meeting.  
  
In case you’re interested, we go to air on Wednesday May 12 at 7:00 
PM. For 10 bucks, I’ll send you the link. I’m not flattering myself…I 
know most of you may not be as interested in seeing me naked as 
watching me get fired. Reality TV comes to the church.      
  
It’s time to change it up. We’ve been appearing on-screen all year, 
like the stacked images of participants on the old Hollywood Squares 
game show.  
  
At first it was kind of fun but I spend most of the time during these 
calls staring at myself. Weird, and a bit narcissistic, but apparently I’m 
not alone in doing this during Zoom calls. There has been a sharp 
rise in the request for cosmetic surgery from people who don’t like 
how they appear on screen. We’ve never actually looked at our own 
faces as much as we have over the last fourteen months.    
  
It’s not really natural. As one person said, “My face used to be other 
people’s problem- not mine.” Except for a couple of times a day in the 
bathroom, we didn’t really have to see it.  



  
This is an increasingly crazy world.  
 
Maybe the Covid virus has taken our media and at least some of our 
reasoning powers?  Don’t laugh…it might be possible. 
  
Case in point, there is a single-celled parasite called Toxoplasma 
gondii that makes infected rats and mice unafraid of cats. The 
rodents are actually attracted to cat feces, which can’t be a good 
thing for prey. The cat then catches and eats the poop-seeking 
mouse or rat and then the cat gets infected, or re-infected, and the 
cycle continues.  
  
Lots of people, not just cat-ladies, have this critter in their guts too 
and studies have shown that infected people are much less risk 
averse than those who are not infected. One study from India claimed 
that people with the parasite are extremely prone to having fatal car 
accidents and dying after falling from heights. Their fear of danger is 
greatly diminished.  
  
The more shocking data is that around one quarter to one third of the 
world’s human population have this parasite. That means that every 
third car or truck you see on the road has a driver with cat-crazies 
behind the wheel. Many drivers have permanently impaired 
judgement from a creature living in their stomach.  
  
My thesis is that the virus, in its own creeping-genius-way, seems to 
have infected the brains of a lot of folks in Ontario and around the 
world. Now there are a lot of people with the Covid-crazies too. 
  
How else would you explain crowds of people demonstrating against 
mask wearing? How else would you explain people having not-so-
secret-covid-defiance-parties even as the number of the infections is 
skyrocketing and the hospitals fill up with sick and dying people? How 
else would you explain the mass gatherings that are still going on in 
places all over the world?  How else would you explain some of the 
decisions being made by politicians against almost all of the advice 
being offered by medical experts?  
  



I still meet people with the Covid-crazies, who “think” this whole 
pandemic is a hoax. Apparently they believe that, like the Truman 
show, everyone, in the hospitals and morgues all over the world are 
just actors, cleverly pretending. The entire world is conspiring…to fool 
them…because? Talk about narcissistic.       
  
The genius of this virus, not unlike the cat-parasite, might be to make 
us risk-averse and ignore situations that are clearly dangerous. The 
virus can only spread when we put ourselves perilously next to 
others...so why do we keep doing that?   
  
I’m working on the generous possibility that people’s crazy 
behaviours are no longer their fault. The virus must have control of 
our better-reasoning and people have become hypnotized, like 
Popeye was when he fell for Alice the Goon (you might have to 
google that reference).   
  
That’s the defence I’m going to use when I appear in my birthday suit 
at our next Board meeting. I will probably keep my mask on though… 
I’m not that far gone.    
  
	


