
Let’s Blame Everyone Else 

 

Americans, like people all over the world, try to 

avoid personal responsibility. Psychologists have many 

colorful terms for this phenomenon: denial, 

rationalization, displacement. I also like to call this one 

"The Dimmsdale Syndrome", named after the hypocritical 

minister in Nathaniel Hawthorne's The Scarlet Letter 

who preached against adultery despite having fathered 

an illegitimate child. A good modern example would be a 

nutritionist who berates his patients for the slightest 

error yet neglects his own health. 

     When you read The Park Avenue Plan you are going to 

be the sole focus of attention. Your looks, self-concept 

and attire are going to be deconstructed and then re-

assembled into an excitingly upgraded model. Meanwhile 

let's take a few minutes to look at the world around you 

and in true all-American fashion blame everyone else in 

sight. 

     Whom should we blame first for your overweight 

body, bad blood tests and couch-potato exercise 

regimen? The fast-food industry has been the center of 

much negative publicity lately, so let's start with these 

bloated corporations and jump in with fists flying. At 

least 25% of Americans have one meal per day at a fast-

food "restaurant". Don't try to fool me. You know all of 



their advertising slogans better than you know the 

names and functions of the vital organs inside your own 

body! 

     These malevolent franchises have lured you to the 

mall or the side of the turnpike with their memorable 

jingles, cutsy-poo cartoon characters and bargain 

prices. It's not your fault that the food tastes good; if 

you had access to their synthetic flavors, artificial dyes 

and thickening agents and had no qualms about dumping 

in unnecessary salt and sweeteners, you could run a 

fast-food outlet from your own kitchen. But the power 

of corporate marketing, the need to eat and run, and the 

excellent "taste" of those cheeseburgers, fries and 

sodas have blinded you to their nutritionally poisonous 

nature. 

     How about the school lunchroom? What's on the menu 

today, perhaps alfalfa sprouts and wheat grass juice? 

Your teachers and principal wouldn't want to serve food 

that you wouldn't eat, the inconsiderate fools that they 

are! How about a giant serving of macaroni and cheese, 

or, as we say in the health-care world, saturated fat, 

rancid oils and refined flour? Perhaps a lukewarm pizza? 

No messy vitamins, minerals or amino acids there! Look at 

the number of overweight kids in the hallway or in your 

classroom. It's clearly the school's fault! 

     How much time did your great-grandparents spend 



chatting on the Internet, playing computer games or 

watching television? Life on the farms of Europe, South 

America and Asia usually began at dawn and lasted until 

sunset. How could the workers squeeze in four hours of 

sedentary, mindless purposeless fun? In fact, which 18th 

or 19th century jobs were sedentary? Blame the 

Industrial Revolution and modern technology for your 

overweight physique!  

     Abe Lincoln walked several miles to and from the 

schoolhouse every day. How come his parents didn't 

belong to a car pool in Springfield, Illinois, and don't 

give me the excuse that automobiles hadn't yet been 

invented! It's not your fault that you don't walk off 

those excessive calories. Blame General Motors, Henry 

Ford and Mercedes-Benz, and let's also blame bicycles, 

scooters, moving sidewalks and even golf carts. Don't 

blame yourself; you're only the passenger.  

     Do you know what "peer pressure" is? If not, try 

answering these questions? "Want to go with us for a 

pizza and some beers?"; "How about a slice of my 

chocolate cake?"; "Should we stop in here for a burger 

and fries?"; "How about another helping of lasagna?” Do 

you automatically say "yes" if your friends or family make 

those offers? If so, blame them for coercing you into 

socially acceptable forms of overeating. It's rude and 

nasty to refuse an invitation to gain weight if it comes 



from people you know, and it's not your fault when those 

extra pounds pop a few shirt buttons.  

     How about escaping from the travails of school or 

work and heading to the beach, ballpark or movies? And 

between swimming, sunbathing and working on that sexy 

tan, let's have a nice salad! Or while you are cheering 

your favorite sports team, cool off with soymilk. Who 

needs a garbage-pail sized serving of popcorn at the 

Cineplex? I'm sure that you'd prefer a half grapefruit! 

These are all nutritionally better recommendations, so 

why aren't they readily available? Time to assign shame 

and blame to Coney Island, Yankee Stadium and 100's of 

movie theaters, and this is in New York City alone. Don't 

blame yourself: you're part of a "captive audience". 

     Where do you shop? I hope that it's not at an airplane-

hanger sized warehouse where household goods are sold 

by the palette and food items look like oversized props 

from "Gulliver's Travels". Want a cream doughnut? It's 

"better" to buy 20. Want a box of breakfast cereal? When 

you are finished eating the contents, you can sit inside 

the box to avoid sunburn. Need butter or cream cheese 

for your toast? Now you can host an entire symphony 

orchestra at teatime.                                                                              

Blame these stores for rewarding your membership with 

"economical" options that should be sent to 

impoverished Third World nations. It's not your fault 



that you can't buy a "normal" quantity of food in these 

warehouses. Just make sure that you don't develop a 

hernia when you lift up all your purchases after paying 

the check-out person. 

     There are over 6 billion people in the world, and all 

of them in some way are to blame for your overweight 

body, lazy lifestyle and poor self-image. But there's only 

one person who can help you. Stand up, go the mirror, 

smile and meet the hero or heroine that can rescue you. 

Look carefully, because you are seeing an altered image 

of that knight or maiden; the real one lies underneath, 

inside of yourself.  

     You are going to learn how to "turn off" the 

temptations of our careless, bloated and unhealthy 

surroundings and to develop a very productive 

selfishness. I want you to care only about yourself when 

confronted with foods that will ultimately cause more 

harm than pleasure. Everyone else on Earth can be 

blamed for your present state of affairs, but no one 

else is going to live your life. The battle will pit you 

against the giant corporations, modern technology, 

oversized meals, peer pressure and physical inertia, yet 

this is one battle that you can win! The Park Avenue Plan 

will show you how. 


