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I think an interesting turn of events would be for the employees and/or stockholders of the tobacco companies to file a class-action suit against the plaintiffs named in the class-action suits against the tobacco companies.  Wouldn’t that just be a hoot?  

They could claim damages for loss of livelihood and interference with legitimate commerce.

Or, lets take it a step further and get a class-action suit started by Smokers.   Loss of freedom, economic hardship, persecution and discrimination could be claimed.  

I think it’s only fair.  If the non-smokers, anti-tobaccoists and random do-gooders can use the courts to force a social change consistent with their view of a perfect world, then those on the receiving end of this hardship should be able to use the courts to say leave us the f**k alone.

I am so sick of the courts being used to legislate politically correct behavior.  They are no longer simply about justice and fairness and protecting the rights of individuals.  They are just another instrument being used to push special interest agendas.   Grrr.  

I still feel like I’ve just completed a belly-flop into the deep end of the funk pool.  Now I’m just floundering around trying to get my bearings while just keeping my head above water.  Damn.  Sometimes you look at your life and see nothing but a big bag of lost dreams, missed opportunities and pointless expenditures of time and energy…

I wish I could just shake this feeling that my whole life has been not much more than taking up space and killing time.  Not much to look back on and feel a sense of having accomplished something worthwhile.  Maybe I’m just bored with it all.  The endless cycle of going through the daily grind without anything to really look forward to except another day of just going through the motions of life.   I mean,so what’s the point?  

I’ve got to switch gears here.  This is way too depressing..

Well, can’t switch yet.  I think a large measure of my funk is due to giving up the community center gig mostly out of abject frustration and constant failure.  The frustration and failure have nothing to do with the gig itself, but with the underlying reason I took it.  

My objective had been to work these few extra hours each week in order to try and accomplish something that had been a dream all my life.  When I finally realized, after a year, that I was no closer to my objective then when I started, it all came crashing down as another addition to that growing junk box of unrealized hopes and dreams.   Sometimes the weight of carrying around that box gets to be too much and I have to sit myself down by the side of the road and readjust.   The older you get, the heavier the weight becomes and the longer it takes before you can get back on your feet and trudge forward.  That’s probably because, as more dreams go in the junk box, the fewer there are that remain to give you motivation to get back on your feet.  

I think that’s where I’m at right now.  Sitting by the side of the road trying to figure out my motivation for getting back on my feed and moving forward…..Anybody got any suggestions??

Decided to get out of the office for a while, so I went to take a look at the new alumni house being built near the North entrance to the campus.   Bad idea.   Two and a half million dollars worth of reeeeally nice building.  Kinda made me feel a little more insignificant, but that seems to be the way things are going this week.

Last night I wrapped up my long running engagement at the neighborhood community center, aka Pic ‘n’ Pac.  Several of the “regulars” offered their best wishes and Gary, the manager, said he’d be glad to have me back if things settle down and I find myself with time on my hands.   

It’s always nice to know you’ve left a place of employment with a standing offer to come back anytime.  Granted, it’s the kind of job most anyone breathing could handle.  But, it’s still nice to feel like you’ve met or exceeded expectations.

Got home and was treated to a nice surprise.  The Sandstress (the one who puts the Zip in my Drive) and her daughter Abby had been shopping earlier in the evening.  There waiting for me were some really nice new duds.  A great pair of shorts and slacks along with shirts to go with.  You know who’s gonna be stylin’ this weekend!

And, it will be a busy, eventful weekend for sure.  To Lansing tonight to partake in a mini-reunion with The Sandstress’ (the one who, well, you know) brother.  Stay overnight, then head to Kalamazoo tomorrow afternoon for my high school reunion.  Party like fools then head home late Saturday night.  Sunday, probably mow the lawn..

I hope you all have a good one as well….

