                                                               BUFFIN’ BOB

Once upon a time at the job I used to have, I stopped to talk to a business associate early one morning in his work space.  His name is Bob.  He was beginning his day, as usual, and had just prepared and spread out his breakfast of a warm, freshly toasted bagel
topped with jam, along with a juice chaser.  As always, he began the conversation reciting all the ills of the world, workplace, and weather between mouthfuls of breakfast.  
After listening to this for considerable time, I announced that I had to go to the restroom.  I went and returned.  He immediately asked me if I had cleaned the sink after using it.  Had I “buffed” it up?   I did not know what he was referring to.  So I asked him what he meant.  This resulted in Bob beginning a very long recitation about how he always cleans the sink with paper towels and shines the spigots, counters, and completely removes all of the water spots.   He hates it when people don’t do as he does.  He watches people and tries to correct them into proper buffin’ behavior.  As he droned on about this, his conversation with himself sort of developed into a mini-rage over this very serious violation of human nature.  As soon as possible I excused myself and left.

I attempted not to think of this again, but it crept into my mind as another one of Bob’s crackpot and harebrained thought processes.  But as time went on I gave sink buffing a try at home in the privacy of our own bathroom.  We had one bathroom.  After first getting the sink and hardware in shiny shape, I followed his advice after each use and indeed found that using the Buffin’ Bob theory after each use does indeed make one’s life more pleasurable.  Each time I put this theory into practice, I could almost feel Bob peering down on me from above with an approving smile.  I never informed my wife, Miss Bonnie, not so much as trying to keep it a secret--but rather for fear that she’d think me a crackpot or harebrained.

Eventually we moved to a house in Dixieland.  It has two bathrooms.  Miss Bonnie and the cat took over one bathroom with each having their own sink.  I have the guest bathroom which to has a sink.  I instituted the Buffin’ Bob cleaning style and followed it devoutly in my room.  This past week I had an occasion to use Miss Bonnie’s sink and discovered that even though clean and nice, it sorely lacked a sparkle of the buffed bob appearance.   The cat’s was only slightly better although I can’t say why.  
I went to talk with her about it.  I spoke to her about the Buffin’ Bob procedure that I had implemented and how amazingly successful it has been in comparison with not doing it.  How she can take sink cleaning to a higher level.  I offered to show her.  Well!  She did not take it at all well and made me feel very sorry that I had brought it up.  It became a painful experience for me.  It made me glad that I don’t go to a job and no longer have to sit and listen to anymore of Bob’s Buffin’ theories as it can get people in domestic trouble. And when he leaves his work institution that restroom sink will really suffer.
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