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  An evening of mediocre extremes.  Started out pleasantly, with an enjoyable sandwich at The Station, the deteriorated rapidly when The Sandstress and I went to Meijer to do our grocery shopping.  It seemed like a sensible thing to do, given that we were out of just about everything a couple needs for average, everyday, living.  

  Now, before I go further, let me point out that I recognize that Muskegon is an ethnically diverse community.  I’ll define that as comprised of those whose ethnicity entitles them to special consideration and the rest of us whose ethnic background is cause for shame and embarrassment.   But, when I go to a major grocery store and can fill my cart with cans of okra and boxes of grits, but cannot find one can of chili starter, I get a little perturbed.

  It’s not like we had a list of exotic and hard-to-find items.  This was stuff we buy regularly.  But, there were eight common items on our list that were nowhere to be found in that store.  Our frustration and disappointed was bordering on outright fury by the time we decided to give up, check out and go home.

  Next time, we decided, instead of driving the three miles to this more convenient Meijer store, we’ll drive the ten miles to the new Meijer located south of Grand Haven where, while still ethnically diverse, they might actually stock the things that I like to eat.

  Other than that, nothing much of interest except for having a dream last night that involved Carly, a soap opera character that I haven’t seen in, jeez, I can’t remember when.  How she got into my dream and what she had to do with anything in my realm of existence is entirely beyond me.  

  She’s not even that cute…  

