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What’s a plouc ?

The word plouc is not a commonly used term in California, but it is in Quebec. Since late nineteenth century, it has become commonplace to see ploucs walking around Montreal because not all ploucs wanted to be farmers anymore. They were slow , uneducated and unfortunately for the honest worker at the time, cheap. The plouc is a clumsy, unwanted, intellectually impaired human being that has moved from a sparsely populated region to a densely populated one, dragging along its own colloquial terms and primitive culture.

A plouc is about the same size as the average person; it is usually blond and blue eyed or some other double-recessive gene combination; its shoulders slump and its arms dangle off the sides of its body and its head unnaturally protrudes forward. As its age increases, so does its mass; its body turns into an amorphous blob of flab. Its lower jaw starts to hang either because the plouc is unaware that the orifice is open, or because its remaining teeth are too hideously placed for it to be able close its maw completely. Its hair is cut short to prepare it for the inevitable male , sometimes female, pattern baldness. The common male attire is blue denim overalls, red flannel shirts and boots. The female’s, dresses that occasionally appear to be mosaics of faded patches. 

The plouc “evolved” very gradually to become what it is today. It is believed that poor farmers developed ever more simplistic brain waves that have been passed from them unto their children for centuries. Eventually, inbreeding kicked in. This prevented any corruption of the genes that code for the major behavior patterns in the frontal lobes of the brain and thus preserved the quintessence of simplicity. This doomed the ploucs; they could not form their own civilization because they lacked the skill to organize anything in a neater fashion than a pile of hay. They had to spread out and intertwine themselves within society to survive. To even further mock the ploucs’ unusual actions, the townspeople would say ”you can take the plouc out of the farm animal, but you can’t take the farm animal out of the plouc.”

The plouc is not just an idiot or a clumsy person because if that were the case, then a large portion of the population would be considered ploucs. Considering the lowly meaning of the word, it would be horrifying to visualize these creatures in such immense quantities. Not all farmers are ploucs however, there are always a few exceptions to the rule. Some invented new ways of growing crops, others created ingenious machines to help revolutionize farming.Only capable, intelligent human beings can give birth to such technological miracles. In the early twentieth century, the Russian farmers overthrew an oppressive regime; its not an easy task considering how little military experience and equipment these farmers had. It demands some form of planning.

The unusual insult originated in late nineteenth century Quebec. The French-Canadian term was used by the higher classes to ridicule slow-witted farmers who moved in the urban areas during the Industrial Revolution. In older times, it was common to humor the farmers by comparing their brain activity to a drop of water occasionally falling in a puddle with a distinctively resonant “plouc”. When a factory owner would walk down his lanes to inspect his workers, he would emit the sound every time he strolled by one of those unfortunate souls and chuckle at its incomprehension.

The most common plouc related stories usually involve pranks and public degradation. When his laces are tied together, the plouc will always fall flat on its face; it is too slow to realize that something might be wrong with its feet and its terrible lack of balance and coordination result in a loud, sickening thud.  Of course, the plouc will not fall gracefully; that’s why this prank is pulled on it in the first place. Its arms flay as it falls and a muted scream can be heard at “touchdown.” Once it would get back up, its amusing colloquialism can be heard from one hundred feet away; the pranksters always get a kick out of the swearing bit because the plouc is like a box of chocolates; you never know what you’re gonna get.

The plouc is a disturbing individual by today’s standards. Unattractive, slow and clumsy, the genetically deprived one has been mocked by all since its migration to the cities in the late nineteen hundreds. Wether its at work in a factory or in a public environment, it’s a sitting duck for ridicule in its unchanging state of stupor; the plouc is the paragon of simplicity. 

