The Blog of All Blogs

I have several acquaintances, now, who blog regularly.  And, you know, a good blog, ideally, is like a sweet high; everything becomes completely fascinating, and particularly mundane things -- if it's done right.  But, still, I can't quite figure out what it is that truly compels me to read blogs compulsively.  I'm doing it more and more, now.  I cannot stop myself.  And, to my horror, I then, not infrequently, email the bloggers after I read their blog, and talk blog-talk.  Or, what I think is blog-talk.  I'm missing it, though.  Something.  The mark.  I'm not doing blog-talk quite right because I rarely get a response back from the true bloggers.  It's horrifying for me.  Embarassing.  Like, I've tried to talk the talk with the big boys and can't quite pull it off.  The room becomes silent, my eyes enlarge, my Linus hair shrivels, the room looms.  There is not a merciful cough.  Still, I read the blogs.

And I studied.  I've noticed that there are lots of dramatic pauses in good blogs.  Lots.  They will inevitably follow the opening sentence.  "I learned that, in the midst of a raging Norwegian bottleneck, one NEVER mentions the word flaake without a willingness to die by ice rubbings."  Then the dramatic pause.  There HAS to be a pause.  The reader CAN'T comment because he absolutely has no idea where this is going or where he is.  She is.  A popular option for bloggers, next, I've learned, is to continue with a similar ambiguous sentence -- a run-on, actually -- like "Unless you have a cousin named Helenge."  Sentences in popular blogs frequently have run-ons to keep everyone interested.  A sudden jump into an unexpected thought.  The verbal equivalent of being whisked around a corner.  Blogs are frequently all about the corners.  Like, a Fun House.  Even a Haunted House, if it's an alarming blog.  I've read blogs that have literally left me bruised and in tears.  Of course, I'd blog-talk the blogger back with some ineffectual blog-outrage, or commiseration, spewing run-ons with painful artistic flair.  Still.  Still no response.

I want to blog-talk.  I find myself driving down the highway tapping a Morse code of blog ideas onto my knee.  "The Blog of All Blogs" was an idea that came to me recently.  I only need one amazing blog to put myself on the map.  Perhaps be acknowledged by genuine bloggers and gain credibility.  One huge blog success, a Rubik's Cube blog, could immortalize me.  Triumphant tap.  My fingers were hurting by the time I pulled into the last parking spot at Tim's Icelandic Waffle Tent.  Dinner time.  "The Blog of All Blogs."  But, how to start?

I started with the salt shaker.  At home.  What could I come up with that could witticize something we use virtually unconsciously?  "When you look up and a salt shaker is looming four feet above you, you have two options," was one start I came up with.  It could go multiple places, and was a different take on a salt shaker, right?  I mean, a looming salt shaker, right?  But, for that one, the looming thing, I had to fall onto the linoleum and look up at the salt shaker on the edge of the kitchen table, and I didn't want to be a blogger who was constantly hurting himself for a blog grab.  I also came up with "Eastern Kasmiris truly do believe that two shakes of salt thrown over the left shoulder will reduce your fertility, a great thing for maidens."  But that sort of thing just made me a liar, because I have no idea if that's true or not.  It just sounded good.

Ultimately I just got really hungry.  And, with an empty stomach and a sore knee I decided to leave the Rubik's Cube to Rubik and the "Blog of All Blogs" for another time, a distant time. I had crappy art to make.  But one day.  One day.  I'll dance with a blue Hungarian necromancer and you will ALL gasp, and email me across the globe with your crutched run-ons and flamboyant introductions, and I will simply smile.  And I will blog on.  
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