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	The way some things are packaged bothers me.  For Example, it is physically impossible to open a pack of graham crackers without splitting the entire cellophane wrapper.  I defy you to open a box of cereal without mangling the bag.  Cheese-its?  Forget opening those with your bare hands.  But when it comes down to torturous packaging, one product hovers above all:  the packaging of CDs.  I hate CD Packaging.

It wasn’t always this difficult to listen to music.  For those of us who grew up listening to records, we simply made a quick tear on the side of the album, and presto!  In five seconds the record was in your hands, ready to be played.  Today, you have a horrendous fight on your hands to get that little CD out of its packaging.

I am thoroughly convinced that the person who designed CD packaging also designed the bank vault at Fort Know, where the nation’s gold supply is kept.  That’s because I can’t get to the CD---the packaging is impenetrable.


	The way some things are packaged irks me.

For example, it is physically impossible to open a pack of graham crackers without splitting the entire cellophane wrapper.  I defy you to open a box of Life cereal without mangling the bag.  Cheese-its?  Forget it!  You cannot open those with your bare hands unless you have been working out daily with The Rock and have been gulping a daily dose of Barry Bonds’ steroids.  But when it comes down to torturous packaging, one product wins the grand prize:  CD packaging.

It is so hard to open a CD that I am thoroughly convinced that the person who designed CD packaging also designed the bank vault at Fort Know, where the nation’s gold supply is kept.  That’s because I can’t get to the CD---the packaging is impenetrable.

It wasn’t always this difficult to listen to music.  For those of us who grew up listening to records, we simply made a quick tear on the side of the album, and presto! --- in five seconds you were holding Led Zeppelin in your hands, ready to be played.  Today, you have to have the patience of Mother Theresa to get that little CD out of its packaging.  If you stick to it, you may finally get the CD out---the only problem is that by the time you finally get to the actual CD, chances are you will have aged so much that your musical tastes will have changed.


