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EDITORIAL
Who ever said that objects are

lifeless and totally devoid of intelligence?
Nothing could be further from the truth.
Objects have a brain and what is more,
they have, without exception, a nasty
streak in them. You do not believe me?
So tell me then: have you ever seen an
object trying to be nice to you, to help
you and assist you? No, never. On the
contrary, objects will do their darnest to
be difficult, obstructive, annoying and
down right uncooperative towards
humans.

If you don't believe me, tell me why
paper will burn anywhere else except in
the fireplace, why shopping trolleys
always try to go the wrong way, why the
rain comes always after you watered
the garden, why the rubbish baa,
propped up by the wall, never falls
against the wall but always away from
it so that it can conveniently spill all its
contents, why the shower mixer goes

from ice cold to boiling hot water in a
space of a millimetre on a scale of
almost 360 degrees, why smoke from
your barbecue always gets into your
eyes and keeps following you around
as you try to escape it, why traffic lights
always turn red when you are in a hurry
but stay green when you have plenty of
time, why the wind always blows your
hair into your face and never away from
it. The list could go on for ever.

Still not convinced that objects have
an evil mind? Here are a few more
examples.

What could be more innocent than a
tiny pebble on the road? Nothing
except until it sees you coming along. It
does not matter how tight your shoes
are, this little pebble will jump up at the
right moment and wriggle itself into
your shoe. Once inside, it will not be
satisfied to sit there quietly in a corner:
no, it will lodge itself right there where
it hurts you most and any shaking on
your part will not dislodge it from its
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craftily selected spot. A further nasty
twist is that no two pebbles attack you
at the same time. No, the second pebble

cleverly waits for you down the road
just a few calculated paces away from
the spot where you stop to get rid of the
first one. Coincidence? Don't you
believe it. It was all carefully planned to
give you maximum annoyance.

Now let's take an ordinary looking
metal-type nut. Its first trick is to place
itself askew on its bolt and if by mistake
you did not notice this and tried to screw
it on, it will jam itself so tight that you will
need hammer and tongs and a
superhuman effort to yank it off its bolt again.

But its most diabolical trick is to
disappear into the bowels of your car
engine just as you try to fix it on its bolt.
Instead of falling through the engine
and land on the ground underneath
your car, it finds a way to lodge itself
somewhere in between engine parts,
out of sight in a place totally inaccessible

to ordinary humans. Short of turn-
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