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Wow!  August 29th.  It is hard to believe that September is almost here. Where did the summer go for crying-out-loud?

  As much as I hate to admit it, I’ve realized I have acquired another reason to dread the end of summer.  It’s not that I don’t like Fall.  In fact, Fall is still one of my favorite seasons, and probably always will be.  The trouble is, since joining the forces of techno-glitch fighters here at Grand Valley State University, the end of summer signals the return of masses of youthful humanity.  

  Even if I were deaf and blind it wouldn’t be difficult to notice.  It’s the smell.  

Now, I’m a smoker and as such could step in a steaming pile of fresh dog poop and hardly notice because my olfactory nerves have been mostly ruined by the long-running assault by Marlboro tar and nicotine.  Still, after only a couple of hours of inhabitation by students who are questioning everything including the benefits of soap, water and deodorant, the entire building begins to acquire the aroma of a gymnasium after several hours of intense calisthenics during the heat of July. 

I’m not lying.

Then there are those little darlings who are demonstrating their well-developed sense of style, now that mom and dad aren’t looking over their shoulder, by painting their hair various shades of neon pink and green, often on the same head, wearing their best Marilyn Manson or Korn t-shirt and riding their skateboard down the center of the sidewalk  as if they are the only person on campus.  Which, of course, they aren’t.

They are, however, part of a small but elite group of IDIOTS!  Who have no business being in a place of higher learning.  

I do know that there are many intelligent, mature and decent kids around here and, as the term wears on, I’ll get to meet a number of them.  That will allow my attitude to soften a bit and the cycle of university life will go on.

Until then, though, if you happen to notice a pink-haired, nose-ringed, goth-costumed freak sprawled in the grass with his skateboard shoved up his butt, you’ll likely find me in the area…..Not that I’d ever do such a thing, but I’ll applaud whoever does….

