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You know the photo.  Big Blue sky.  A whole bunch of geese.  Not 

just a v formation.  A bunch.  A whole bunch of geese.  Way more 

than a gaggle.  Like a herd of geese.  That many.  And they are 

all flying along together headed stage left.  Very nice very 

neat very orderly. Except for this one goose, and THIS goose is 

peeling off from the pack.  They are going up stage left and 

this goose is headed stage right.  This goose has made another 

choice.  This goose is doing the, “I think I left something on 

the stove” cha-cha, because this goose has just figured out that 

she has better things to do than look at the back end of a bunch 

of other geese.  That is my kind of goose.  I know from that 

goose.   

 

That’s me.  I do that.  You show me where the crowd is going, 

and I will show you another path.  Everybody headed THAT way.  

I’m going THIS way.  It’s just a thing I do.  But after a while, 

when you get to be a Woman of a Certain age you start to pay 

attention to the things you have done all your life.  You 

reflect.  Is that a habit I want to change?  Maybe yes.  Maybe 

no.  In this case no.  No, I do not want to go along with the 

crowd.  Why?  Because people are stupid.  And crowds make them 

stupider.  In a crowd the stupid goes exponential. People may 

start out with good intentions but let them drift into a crowd 

and they forget where they are going or why.   All they know is 

that they are in a group and the group is headed somewhere.  

It’s like a swarm of bees – the difference being that the bees 

know exactly where they are going.  Humans not so much.   

 

It is a scientific fact that a crowd actually sucks brain cells 

out of people. The longer you spend in a crowd, the more 

dangerous life becomes. What direction are you going in?  Who 

knows?  Are we there yet?  Who cares?  Along with the loss of 
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brain cells you stop paying attention which makes life more 

dangerous.  You stop noticing things not on your crowd’s agenda. 

Which of course you don’t notice because you have stopped 

noticing things. But we do it anyway. Maybe we are bored. Maybe 

we just like the company.  We make up sayings to explain our own 

destructive behavior, like Wisdom of the crowd, majority rules, 

safety in numbers.  I say Feh on that.  Down that road lies 

madness my friends.   

 

You keep following the crowd and the next thing you know you are 

buying a can of Progresso Manhattan Clam Chowder, which you will 

swear on a stack of bibles, HAS clams in it. I am here to tell 

you it does not. It has pieces of clams.  Three to be precise on 

the day I lunched.  Three pieces of clam.  Three pieces of clam 

does not a whole clam make.  No sir it does not.  Would I have 

noticed this if I were traveling in a crowd?  I think not.  Life 

is about specificity my friends. There is more to it than 

following the bum of the bird in front of you.   

 

Peel off from the crowd.  Stop and smell the roses.  Stop and 

count your clams.  Do not forget that goose.  If you do, yours 

will be cooked. 

 

 


