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For all the technology and the skill to use it, there is still something medieval and somewhat barbaric about the surgical process.   I guess it’s because all the tubes and wires and beeping machines and stuff, don’t change the fact that we are still an unexplained organism that functions according to its own design.  

There.

Got that off my chest.

Had me a big o’chunk-a-meat for dinner last night.  The Sandstress (the one who puts the Ham in my Burger) went to The Station for a sandwich and a beer.  The Station is one of those places that exist because it’s always been there.  The menu is simple, burgers,  fries, Tex-Mex and fish-of-the-week kind of things.  Cold Beer.  Prices are reasonable and portions are substantial.  It was once a gas station and, when converted to providing human fuel, they kept the general layout intact and adorned the walls with various automotive-related stuff.  

Still a lot of grease in the place, but not the fossil-fuel derived kind.  Good ol’ animal fat dripping from a big ol’ chunk-a-meat, washed down with a frosty glass of draft beer.   You just gotta have it every once in a while or you just ain’t human.

Traveling with the Tragically Hip this week.  Tomorrow night is the Big Show.  Can’t wait.  It’s been nearly 25 years since I’ve laid down the long green to see a concert.  There just aren’t that many performers out there worth the time and money.  The last time was in Kalamazoo, when The Kinks came to town.  That was a great show and I am certain to not be disappointed by what I will see and hear tomorrow.    And, for the two or three of you who might be interested, take a web-trip to www.thehip.com and look around.  One of the links will take you to a replay of two recent concerts.  Sit back, enjoy, and Rock ON!

