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by Eric Ahrendt

P eople are always confiding that they’re in touch with their inner something-or-other, 
so I figured we should do that, too. Here are the inner alter egos we’re in touch with.

I’m in touch with my inner engineer. My new mouse pad was slipping around on •	
my desk, so I analyzed the mechanics of the problem, went to Home Depot, bought a 
piece of that rubberized mat you put under carpets, and cut it to size. Problem solved. 
Yes, I could have worked on the Large Hadron Collider or the space shuttle, but chose 
the road less traveled and became a French Lit major. Maybe I should have double-
majored.

Elaine’s quite in touch with her inner Anglophile. She buys tea by the barrel, can recite •	
scenes from Masterpiece Theatre episodes by heart, is still mourning Princess Di, and 
on the whole, wishes we could just take back that whole American Revolution thing 
(big mistake) and be a colony again. 

We’re both in touch with our inner Mr. Blackwell. At a recent play in San Francisco, •	
we had a great time saying catty things about almost everyone who walked down the 
aisle, most of whom were either fashion victims or desperately in need of an ambush 
makeover. As Alice Roosevelt Longworth said, “If you can’t say anything good about 
someone, sit right here by me.”

I’m a little too in touch with my inner OCD patient. We have a set of six steak knives •	
arranged in their padded slots in a box. I’m obsessed with rotating their usage, so one 
night I’ll select the outer two, then the next inner two, then the center two. But we 
don’t use them every night and I get very upset when I can’t remember whose turn it 
is. Elaine just looks at me and says, “That’s kind of funny now, but when you’re older 
it’s just going to be really weird.”  

Elaine’s totally in touch with her inner teenager. She likes Harry Potter, reads all the •	
Twilight books, and has little stuffed animals dangling from her backpack. She also 
texts while I’m talking to her and pops her gum until I can’t stand it any longer and 
gently suggest that she STOP IT.

We’re both in touch with our inner, nicer Canadian. I’ve been a Canadian wannabe •	
for years, because it’s colder there (a good thing in my book), there are fewer people 
(again, good) and the natives rush to help you when you open a map on the street. 
Elaine likes them because they’re still quasi-British and are far too considerate to have 
created hard feelings with a revolutionary war.  

Apparently, judging from the nickname the teenagers in the neighborhood have •	
given me behind my back, I’m in touch with my inner Austrian psychoanalyst. They 
see me walking Nicky and call me “the psychologist dude” because I have the same 
beard as Sigmund Freud. I’ve considered saying hello to them but don’t, because if a 
psychologist dude had tried to talk to me when I was a teenager it would have totally 
creeped me out.

Elaine’s in touch with her inner Godfather. She’s part Italian, finds jobs for friends •	
using a somewhat mysterious set of “contacts,” and, without raising her voice, makes 
uncooperative contractors offers they can’t refuse. You don’t want to know any more.

Our goal for next year is to get in touch with a higher class of inner people. We’ll let you 
know how that goes.
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