Erections

By Robert Ginnaven


No, there is no typo. I did not title this “Elections” because the elections are over.  Now it’s time to move onward and upward.  Let’s talk a few minutes about moral values. I’m watching television with the family and a commercial comes on that I’m thinking made me a little more uncomfortable than those commercials we watched when I was a kid must have made my parents.  You know the old ones I’m talking about, like the Pepto Bismol pitch that put diarrhea on the table for polite conversation, or the 18 hour bra commercials where they paraded a real live woman wearing a bra over a tight sweater.  That’s right.  For all of you youngsters out there, I said over a tight sweater.  Times have certainly changed.  After several seconds of watching a handsome couple playing footsie and passing glances, the announcer queries whether the manly viewer will be ready when the right moment comes, or more to the point, whether he’ll be able to come at the right moment.  Don’t get me wrong.  I’m no prude, and firmly believe that there’s nothing wrong with thrusting an important message into the viewing pubic, I mean public, especially regarding an issue with such girth.  But you’ll have to admit it is hard to deal with the questions that arise after such a message has been rhythmically pumped into your home.  “What are they talking about, Daddy?”  Before I can shoot off a response the announcer intervenes, “Only for men healthy enough for sexual activity,” and warns, “Erections lasting longer than four hours, though rare, require immediate medical help.”  “What is an erection, Daddy?”  


It’s not that I mind discussing such issues with my kids, but having to explain a rare four-hour erection is a little more than I bargained for before sitting down to watch the evening news.  I imagine we all get a little tired of being confronted with unsolicited information, whether it’s pop up ads on the internet, or ads talking about popping oneself up on the television.  I saw a report of a guy in North Carolina who was described as “one of the world’s most prolific spammers” who “pumped out at least 10 million e-mail messages a day” in a “remarkably lucrative” business from which “prosecutors say he grossed up to $750,000 per month.”  According to the report, the jury “recommended a nine-year prison term in the nations first felony trial of spam purveyors.”  After the verdict the prosecutor was quoted as saying, “When you’re marketing to the world, there are enough idiots out there” who will be suckered in by such spammers.  Mind you, according to the law, sending out commercial pitches on such a massive scale is not illegal.  The commercial must be “unsolicited and contain false information as to its origin to be illegal.”  The mega-spammer apparently lost his argument that the law is an unconstitutional infringement of free speech, but plans to appeal.  An expert for the prosecution said the spammer was “relatively unsophisticated” and that he “was surprised at how simple his operation was” noting that, “If he had been more clever, it would have been much harder to catch him.”


If our prosecutors were a little more clever, they might be thinking of ways to prosecute some of these pharmaceutical companies that keep putting drugs on the market that they know to be dangerous to certain segments of the population.  If you think Mr. Spammer’s $750,000 per month profit is a lot, consider that Merck’s Vioxx and Arcoxia sales posted in 2002 garnered a profit of about $217 million per month.  As reported in the New York Times, “a detailed reconstruction of Merck’s handling of Vioxx, based on interviews and internal company documents, suggest that actions the company took – and did not take – soon after the drug’s safety was questioned may have affected the health of potentially thousands of patients, as well as the company’s financial health and reputation.”  So Mr. Spammer’s looking at 9 years in the pokey for pitching software, pornography and work-at-home schemes, but Merck is looking at losing face after putting thousands of its customers at risk of developing serious cardiovascular problems.          


Now tell me this:  How does a man know if he’s healthy enough for sexual activity?  If they invent a drug that will result in an erection for a man who can’t get it up, don’t you figure that man will consider himself healthy enough, so long as the drug delivers the goods?  In the words of the mega-spammer’s prosecutor, I wonder how many “idiots” there are who will be suckered in by the promise of a four-hour woody, never considering the consequence that a bad reaction could result in death.  Oh well, I guess there are worse ways to go. 
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