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Pretzel Inhalation

By  Suzette Martinez Standring

It was the pretzel that stopped the world – or could have.  In mid-January, President Bush fainted while eating pretzels and watching a football game.  Every third news story carried details about the episode: the Ravens v. Dolphins game, the fateful swallow, the faint, the fall, Bush awakening to his dog looking at him oddly, and retiring to bed early after soup and salad with the First Lady.

I was astonished at the amount of air time given to this event.  A CNN panel wondered if too much was being made of it, even as they devoted another segment to the wondering.  Medical possibilities abounded: hypoglycemia, arrythmia, low blood pressure. Dr. Sanjay Gupta offered up “vagovasal syncope.”  

Call me crazy. Just once, wouldn’t it be great to hear a White House spokesman simply say, “He gasped at a lousy play the Dolphins made, and inhaled a pretzel piece by accident.  Every Sunday afternoon, it happens all over the country with other irate football fans.”

How far could this story stretch? I imagined the possibilities. An anatomy expert talks about the pretzel’s dangerous design. “It poses an increased risk of catching on the esophageal tube,” he would say.  

Across the country, conspiracy theorists would whisper, “What terrorist slipped that bowl of pretzels into the White House anyway?” 

Pretzel stocks plummet everywhere. Hordes of reporters surround a CEO of snacks, thrusting their T.V. mikes into his face, demanding, “How could you overlook such an obvious health hazard?”

I half expected resurrected stories about Mamma Cass choking on a ham sandwich. Let’s hope Reagan’s polyps don’t resurface as a reminder of past presidential health scares.

But perhaps one good thing will happen.

Maybe the airlines will take a cue and stop serving those horrible pretzel snacks on flights in the interest of increased customer safety.
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