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Cleaning your desk: a clear and present danger

CYNTHIA MCMULLEN
TIMES-DISPATCH COLUMNIST

Sep 16, 2004

Some crazy stuff crosses my desk. 

I've mentioned before that several of my co-workers, most of whom receive promotions 
in the mail that apply to their various beats, often use my desk as a repository for some 
of their goofiest toys. Or the best ones, depending on your POV. 

Rummaging under my desk the other day - which is where some of these items end up 
before I write about them and-or find good homes for them - I came across one of my 
favorites. 

Actually, the Spice Mice are under my desk for a different reason: Not-so-
understanding co-workers have threatened to abscond with them if they hear those 
squeaky little voices one more time. 

I don't get it; to me, they're hilarious. My favorite, Sinatra-wannabe Big City Mouse, 
belts out "New York, New York" with abandon, and you should see his shiny shoes. But 
recently I talked myself into parting with two of them, Lil' Spicy and Miguel Raton, 
mainly because new toys are interfering with my (lack of) storage space. 

According to spicemice.com, the collection is growing. The newest Spicers are Hairy 
Kerry ("This time, every piece of cheese will be counted") and George W. Bushy-Tail 
("The cat from Iraq is in my sack and he's not going back, Jack"). Not to mention the 
Mousinator (Ah-nuld, of course). 

A while back, I mentioned GasBGon, a handy-dandy anti-flatulence cushion that comes 
with various colorful covers as well as score cards to keep track of your, uh, episodes. 

Jim and Sharron Huza, founders of Dairiair (say it out loud), are serious about relieving 
the world of unwanted odors, despite their amusing approach to the problem. Since 
then, they've introduced the GasMedic for people whose problems, because of physical 
conditions, are even more noticeable. 

Check out www.gasbgon.com or www.gasmedic.com if you'd like to "clear the air and 
not the room" (their words, not mine!). 

One thing I've noticed: For every new product, there's one that's diametrically opposed. 
For example, my boss (yeah, I saw you) dropped off a Stink Blasters kit one day. "Just 
squeeze the head and . . . PEEEUU!" Again, their words. Not mine. 

Each pack includes a figure, trading card, "stink containment unit" and backpack clip 
(because you know this is some thing you'll want to share with friends). 

Oh, for heaven's sake. In a world where people spend billions of dollars on products 
that eliminate body odor, bad breath and any evidence of animals, grease or food in the 
house, kids are trading cards that promote Toe Jam Jimmy, Rotten Egg Reggie, Dog 
Breath Danny, Barfin' Ben and Porta Potty Paul? 

Sure, they are. Who loves stinky stuff more than a child? 

Contact Cynthia McMullen at (804) 649-6361 or cmcmullen@timesdispatch.com
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