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  By now most of you are well aware that I am the CHAMPION OF TRUTH, of which facts make up a relatively small portion.  If I require facts to support the TRUTH, I will stop at nothing to find them, through such means as:

Asking around

Guessing

Making them up

Yet, that in no way limits the TRUTH OF WHICH I AM CHAMPION!

And, the TRUTH is, I haven’t a clue where Last Names come from.  Well, yeah, I know my last name came from my Father and his father before him and so on and so on.  But, where did a name like “Reisterer” come from?   Although, I’m pretty sure it has something to do with being a “Really Cool Dude”

Anyway, I need to know this.  So I began some research by Asking Around the office.  But, no one had a Guess or even a Wild-Assed Guess.  So, I’m left with no recourse but to Make Something Up.

I’ll begin with an Analysis of the departmental directory, because I am certain that last names were, and maybe still are although I’m not so sure we are creating any new last names anymore, derived by trying to create some kind of descriptive moniker for each family in the village of yore times.   That is why “Really Cool Dude” is spelled R-e-i-s-t-e-r-e-r is some extinct foreign language of the yoreassic period.

To prove my point:

Name #1:  Fisher --  duh, the family caught fish

Name #2:  Potter --  double-duh, the family made souvenirs.

Name #3:  Johnson --  Son of John

Name #4:  Raymond --  family had a sitcom on CBS

Name #5:  Schlinz --  Beer

Name #6:  Smallegan --  It happens to every guy 

Name #7:  Fryberger --  Family owned a local restaurant

Name #8:  Whipps --  Family owned the local dungeon

I could go on, but I think you see my point, which is the TRUTH about this matter of last names.  So, the next time you meet someone new, ask their last name and, maybe even ask them to write it down.  Then study it carefully as I have demonstrated above, then begin laughing so hard that your stomach contents are propelled through your nose.  You will make a lasting impression as one Cool Dude.

  O.k., today’s lesson:  In a thriving economy, Bad Things can happen.

    On the way to work this morning, I stopped by the neighborhood convenience store for a pack of smokes and was treated to the latest in worthless application of technology.  There on the counter was a simulated fish mounted on a plaque with a nameplate that rendered the fish as “Big Billy Bass”.  Press a button and, voila!, Big Billy Bass starts to flap its tail and yammer its jaw while singing the Talking Heads classic, “Take Me To The River.”  For a mere Thirty Dollars, you can have Big Billy Bass hanging on the wall in your rec room or office.  What is even more amazing, according to the store owner, six of these ridiculous things were put on display the previous evening and there was only one left this morning.  Gawd!

  Now, if I were the mind behind this latest example of too-much-time-and-money-available-leading-to-useless-home-decorating-items, I would have taken a slightly different approach.  Instead of using “Take Me To The River” as the pre-recorded vocal, I would have used something from the rock group “Phish”, I’m thinking “Gotta Jibboo” or “Scent of a Mule” might be nice, and call this particular piece of artwork  “Phreakin’ Phake Phish”.  On the downside, it’s unlike the target market for this type of thing would actually get the irony.

Slept crummy last night.  It must have been the wind which began to kick up its heels around 3:00 a.m. Ever since the “straight-line winds” hit two years ago and nearly annihilated the neighborhood, winds at night leave everyone a little spooked.

But, the weekend is looming.  Kinda like having spent the past few days traveling across a relatively monotonous terrain and seeing the lights of our destination off in the distance.  We are almost there..  Have a good weekend. 

