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This is volume II of the work that has been most cathartic 

for me, and apparently helpful to a few others who are 

traveling along life’s way with CLL as a companion. 

I hope something you read here is entertaining, or 

informative: if not, then something is bound to be 

inflammatory. 

I am very fortunate to have this medium in which to 

express what I am really thinking. Occasionally I hold 

back, but not much! 

Highest and Best Regards!  

 

 

 

 

Porterville, Mississippi 
9/10/11 
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10/31/10 Idealism meets Self Interest 

After driving around the block several times, I finally found a place to park 
on Main Street. I gathered my things, locked the car, and walked around the 
corner to Stellar Insurances Services, an independent insurance agency. I 
had an appointment with Bill, one of their long-time agents. Bill had been 
highly recommended to me by several friends. I knew he would be the one 
to help me, since I had several insurance issues I had to address. 

I walked in to the office and was greeted pleasantly by a young lady at the 
front desk. 

“I’m here to see Bill,” I said, telling her my name. “We have an appointment 
at 10:30.” 

“Have a seat, sir,” she said, directing me to a nice red-leather Victorian 
wing-back chair, “and I’ll go and tell Bill that you’re here.” She vanished 
from the foyer into the recesses of the office. 

Just a minute or so later, here comes Bill to greet me. We had met each 
other several times, but this was our first opportunity to do business. We 
shook hands, exchanged a few pleasantries as Bill led me back to his office. 
Once there, we sat down and got straight to business. 

“What brings you to see us today?” asked Bill. 

“I have a couple of serious insurance issues that I need to get taken care of, 
and I hope you can help me.” 

Bill smiled and said, “That’s what we’re here for. Can you tell me what 
insurance needs you’ve discovered that you want to correct?" 

“Well, I don’t have any kind of health insurance, disability insurance or life 
insurance. I suppose that since I’ve always been healthy as an ox, I never 
thought I needed it, but now I see that I’ve been taking some real risks 
myself, and putting my family at risk, too. I need to fix that.” 

Bill went on to explain how all these different insurances work, about health 
insurance co-pays and deductibles, about certification of disability and 
recertification, and about term life, whole life, universal life, and all the 
generally bewildering varieties of life insurance on the market. He pulled out 
paper after paper, and I filled out form after form, and signed my name 
numerous times. Then, I got out my check book and paid the premiums. It 
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was not an insignificant amount of money, but, I was glad to pay it, having 
made up my mind that it was necessary to do so. 

After the business was done, Bill and I were swapping stories about our 
adventures with a mutual friend. Once the stories were finished, and we 
laughed together, and bonded in the way friends of friends can, Bill asked 
me a question. 

“Was there a specific event that made you think of needing insurance?” 

“Oh, yes!” I said. 

“Do you mind if I ask you what it is?” 

“No, I don’t mind at all,” I said. “I just found out that I have cancer.” 

“What??” Bill asked, incredulously. 

“I put that on all the forms I filled out. You didn’t see it?” 

“No, I never look at those. It goes to our underwriters and they look at it 
before they actually issue the policies. I'm sorry to her of your illness. What 
kind of cancer do you have?” he asked, looking less excited than he did just 
a minute or so earlier. 

“Leukemia.” 

“Listen, I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but there’s no way the 
insurance companies are going to cover you for any of the insurance you 
applied for today. They’re gonna deny you coverage.” 

“But I put it on the forms, and you took my money. That means I bought the 
policies,” I said, now somewhat fearful that this was not going to go as I had 
planned.  

“Those weren’t the policies. Those were APPLICATIONS for the policies. I 
collect the first month’s premium to turn in with the applications. Once the 
insurance company’s underwriters get through, they will decide to issue you 
the policies, or they will decline and return your money,” he explained, now 
seeming a bit miffed that I had wasted his time. 

“You mean, I won’t be able to get any insurance now that I NEED it?” I 
asked, getting a bit miffed myself. 
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“You needed the insurance before you got ill. It’s too late to get it now. The 
time to buy insurance is BEFORE you need it. Trying to buy it after finding 
out you’ve got cancer is like trying to place a bet on a horse AFTER the race 
I over,” he explained, rather belligerently, I might add. 

“Well, this whole experience has been a waste of my time. What good is 
insurance if you can’t rely on it,” I said, more to myself than to him, but he 
answered back to me. 

“You CAN rely on it, but you CAN’T buy it after you have the loss, only 
before.” 

“How am I going to be able to get treatment? The cost of chemotherapy and 
any complications will bankrupt me. And what about my income if I’m off 
work for an extended period? How will we make it? And what about my wife? 
If I should die with this cancer, how will she manage without my income? I 
desperately need this insurance,” I cried. 

“But the insurance companies do not desperately need you. Why, they’d go 
bankrupt if they issued policies after the fact. NO ONE WOULD BUY 
INSURANCE UNTIL AFTER THE FACT, if that were the case,” he nearly 
shouted at me. 

“Well, this is why I never bought insurance. I knew it would be complicated. 
I knew that insurance was a rip-off. I am writing to the insurance 
commissioner just as soon as I get back to my office, to let him know what a 
sham this is whole insurance thing is. You’ll hear from my attorney,” I 
declared in a huff as I stormed out the door. 

The very idea of their treating me this way. Now, in my darkest hour, well, 
not actually my darkest hour, which was surely still to come, I had been 
abandoned by the very thing I needed most. What a terrible way to run a 
business, luring people through their fears, and then failing to deliver to 
them. Denied! Denied! I had been denied insurance on my very first attempt 
to purchase it. It serves them right that they will NEVER see a cent of my 
money.  

I tore up the check Bill had returned to me and threw it in the gutter as I 
walked back to my car.  

That Bill! Pfft! I thought he was supposed to be some kind of good fellow. I 
wonder what it is that any of my friends saw good in him? He certainly was 
no help to me. Now, what’ll I do? What’ll I tell my wife? My family? How will 
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I provide for them while I am here, and moreover, how will I provide for 
them when I am gone? 

Dejected, I put the keys in the ignition and tried to start the car. It just went 
“RRRrrrrt. RRRRRtttttt! And then stopped. The battery was dead.  

If I only had AAA! 
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11/10/10 On to ObamaCare and Me 

Of course, the preceding story is just a story, but people seeking to 
purchase insurance AFTER the revelation of a serious health issue could 
become commonplace under the new health care law. I had health insurance 
before I was ill. And before I developed this cancer, it was perfectly 
adequate health insurance. In fact, it was GOOD insurance. All insurances 
one has are good if one has them and does not need them. Any health 
insurance policy is adequate for a healthy person. When one gets ill is when 
the weaknesses of one’s policy becomes painfully apparent, like my annual 
limit of $100,000.00, which is just not enough. 

Now comes the Patient Protection and Affordable Care (PPAC) Act. 
Americans have spoken at the polls, and THEY DO NOT WANT IT. It is too 
complicated. It cannot help but add to the deficit. It may even bankrupt the 
nation, and I am against it. I want the next congress to repeal it, and many 
congressional representatives were elected on their promise to get this law 
repealed. Good for them. 

“But wait a minute,” I tell myself. “There are some good provisions in this 
bill which will help many people.” 

“But we can’t AFFORD it,” I answered. 

“Don’t you want your son to be able to stay on your insurance until he turns 
26?” I ask. 

“Well, I have to admit that that would be a bit helpful to me. He just turned 
21, and can stay anyway until he turns 23 as long as he is a full time 
student, but I sort of like that idea,” I reply to me. 

“What about people with pre-existing conditions? Don’t you want them to be 
able to get insurance?” I ask me. 

“They should have had insurance before they got the pre-existing condition,” 
I said. 

“That’s a reasonable position, but what do you think about those who lost 
their jobs and their COBRA benefits ran out, and now they find themselves 
uninsurable due to a preexisting condition?” I ask me, not letting me rest for 
a moment, but firing these questions at myself one after another. 

“Well, I didn’t mean them, of course. They certainly should be able to get 
insurance,” I say. 
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“What about those who have individual health care policies and are not 
members of a group, whose coverage gets dropped as soon as they get ill?” 
I ask me. 

”That’s unfortunate and a nasty ploy by the insurance companies, but it’s 
not really applicable to me. This might be addressed by a simple law and 
does not necessarily need to be addressed in a 2700 page piece of 
legislation that no one who was able to vote for it actually read,” I say. 

“That’s reasonable, too. But what about your annual and lifetime limits?” I 
ask. 

“I think lifetime and annual limits are bad. One should be insurable for the 
full cost of their health care. I despise annual limits, since I have this cancer, 
and though I am in remission now, I can expect to have some significant 
health care costs in the future. I’ve already faced this, and exceeded my 
annual cap just last year, and put a serious dent in it this year so that there 
is hardly any left, though there is not much year left, either. I think this is 
wicked,” I say to me. 

“Perhaps you think this is wicked because it has negatively impacted you,” I 
say to me. 

“Well, sure,” I say, “That is precisely why I think it is wicked. It affected my 
POCKETBOOK, and that is a very, very personal affront.” 

“You are aware, then, that under the PPAC Act, annual limits will complete 
be abolished by 2014,” I say to me. 

I reply, “I could be bankrupt AND dead by 2014. This provision, while 
admirable, is hardly beneficial at this time.” 

“But,” I say, “Starting January 1, 2011, under the PPAC Act, your annual 
limit will be raised from your current $100,000 to a minimum of $750,000.” 

“Really?” I ask. 

“Yes. And then to 1.25 million in 2012, 2 million in 2013, and no limit in 
2014.” 

“But I am insured under a grandfathered group plan, so this is not applicable 
to me,” I reply, “So this benefit is still useless to me at the time when I fear 
I may need it the worst.” 
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“Grandfathered group plans are required to meet this standard and are not 
exempt,” I say. 

“Really?” I ask again. 

“Really!” 

“Well,” I say, “I like that. That IS good news. The raising of that limit will 
make a tremendous difference in MY insurance, and give me great peace of 
mind.” 

“So, now you are for the PPAC Act?” I ask myself with raised eyebrows. 

“No, of course not! I am adamantly opposed to it,” I say. 

“Even those parts of it that benefit you, personally?” I ask myself, but I 
begin to fidget about a bit, beginning to sense that I am laying a trap for 
myself. 

“No, of course not,” I recklessly answer. ”I am FOR those items. All of the 
PPAC Act should be repealed except for those parts which will benefit ME!” 

“Do you hear yourself?” I ask myself. “Do you REALLY believe that?” 

I hang my head down. I am embarrassed at myself. I try to formulate an 
answer that will give me some reassurance of my own self-integrity, but I 
fail to come up with anything that will satisfy. I am torn between compassion 
for others, my own fiscal and political conservatism, and my own personal 
needs in health insurance. I don’t know where to turn, because I honestly 
believe that this is an entitlement that the nation cannot afford to maintain, 
but there are parts of it that make great sense to me. I want to keep the 
parts that impact me directly and want to reject those parts which do not 
benefit me and just seem excessively expensive. 

“You are somewhat callous about this aren’t you?” I ask me. 

“How can you say that?” I ask back. 

“My callousness seems to have taken root in my wallet,” I say, “I don’t know 
what to do. It’s complicated. Too complicated. My head hurts from thinking 
about it, but I am sure looking forward to the removal of annual limits. I 
can’t abide the annual limits.” 
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So, that makes me like every other political being. I want the things in which 
I can see a personal benefit and will work FOR those things. I don’t want the 
things that may benefit others but offer nothing to me except for perhaps an 
increased expense, and I certainly cannot support anything which takes a 
benefit AWAY from me. So, I want the PPAC Act repealed, except for those 
parts of it in which I have a vested fiscal interest.  

“The rest of the folks in the country can eat cake for all I care,” I say to 
myself, not really meaning it, kicking a big dirt clod in disgust at myself as I 
angrily stroll down the dirt road towards the barn, feeling mean and 
wondering why my son, who now can stay on my insurance until he is 26, 
has not cut the grass down here. 

I say it as I angrily climb on the lawnmower. I say it again. I say it until I 
have it memorized. I say it and say it, earnestly hoping that it will take root 
in my heart and sprout and grow into a mighty tree which cannot be shaken 
by the strongest hurricane, nor uprooted by the most violent tornado, but I 
seem to be having no success. I say it until I have cut all the grass in sight, 
wishing I had some more to cut, but not finding any bit of it left to mow; I 
look around at new, unclaimed territory, but I decide not to attack it and the 
mower sighs with relief. The more I think about it, the more mean and low 
down I feel. Skunkish. Slithering, serpent-like slime. It troubles my heart. I 
don’t know what to do. I don’t think we can afford this as a nation, but I 
hope we can pull it off in some fashion other than the government winding 
up in control of the entire health care system, which is where I fear it will 
lead. I am still pondering without solution as I park the lawnmower, 
swearing to myself that I’m going to have a stern chat with my son about 
the grass and the benefit he will have of being able to not worry about his 
own insurance until he turns 26. 

I cannot in my heart reconcile the things that are beneficial to me at the 
expense of the things that are beneficial to others. Perhaps I’ll think about it 
tomorrow. This evening, it has wearied me beyond measure. I have argued 
with myself for hours, and have gotten nowhere. I am having a liberal 
moment and I am not happy about it. This happens from time to time. 

That’s it. I’ll think about it tomorrow. 
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11/11/10 It’s Tomorrow 

Today is my day to think about it. I get out a note pad and a piece of paper. 
I start the old Franklin Chart, listing the positives and the negatives. While 
doing so, I am reminded of what the President said. 

“If you like the health insurance you have now, you’ll be able to keep it!” He 
said. 

“I can’t keep it if it doesn’t exist anymore,” I say to myself.  

The only insurance that will be affordable after 2014 is that which will exist 
on the government exchanges, which will have to be so regulated, it'll have 
to be subsidized, or operated like a utility wherein the insurance companies 
are guaranteed a certain measure of profit. Then we’ll see the government 
option raise its head, wherein government committees will be making 
cost/benefit analysis of matters which are very personal to people, mainly 
their lives, or their struggle to keep them. I don’t like that idea. 

The only insurance that anyone will get to actually keep is that insurance the 
congress has devised for themselves. It is such good insurance, it will fall 
under the insurance that has TAXABLE benefits, and if the past is any 
indication, congress will exempt itself from the tax liabilities the members 
will incur, which they will certainly do if the people are not watchful. Maybe 
this new crop of legislators coming to Washington will not do this, but soon 
enough, the new will become the old and entrenched and business with a 
new vision will deteriorate to business as usual. 

I am still no closer to a resolution, so many dangers and pitfalls do I see.  

  

   

How dreadful knowledge of the truth can be 
when there's no help in the truth. 

Sophocles 

  

But what is the truth? 

I sure wish I had the answer to that. Where’s that crystal ball when you 
need it? A useless invention if there ever was one. One day we will see 



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

12 

 

clearly with the filter of hindsight, but foresight is much more difficult to 
come by. We examine the evidence, and we make our decisions, hopefully 
as truthfully and honestly as we can, but we must be willing to change when 
we see that we’ve made the wrong decision. With so many conflicting voices 
and needs, though, how does one arrive at a clear truth that is beneficial to 
everyone? I suppose it takes 2,700 pages of legislation to address 
EVERYTHING, but lawyers and lawyer-like people can certainly obfuscate the 
truth in 2,700 pages of writings done by humans who are attempting to use 
language that is unambiguous, and ambiguity is the hallmark of language. 
The same simple sentence can speak different things to different people; 
which thing is the truth? 

It is easier said than done, but the saying of it was not so easy. The saying 
of it took 2,700 pages, and how many misunderstandings can exist in a 
piece of legislation it would take a person an entire lifetime to write? It took 
committees months to write it. Why would there not be confusion? I have 
confused some of the readers of this missive in just a few short paragraphs. 
I have confused myself. 

Having been thus self-confused, I see an entire new wing of thousands and 
thousands of government bureaucrats (now, they say, possibly making far 
more money than those who work in the private sector) whose jobs it will be 
to make this less confusing. Many of these people will be less smart than 
me. I’m too practical to say that they ALL will be less smart than me; too 
practical to say it, yet not too practical to THINK it. Those bureaucrats will 
claim to be unconfused about all this. Like the information you get when you 
call the IRS hotline for tax help, which frequently turns out to be no help at 
all, since the law is the law and no employee’s interpretation of it (which is 
what you get from the person on the toll-free line) can change of mitigate it. 
what you are told may or may not be correct, and there is no penalty on the 
bureaucrat for giving you wrong information. If there was, you wouldn’t get 
ANY information.  

The questions is: Why would I want these people making decisions about MY 
health care, or my relationship with my physicians? Why would anyone?  

It is unavoidable. 

I think Sophocles was right. He sits before me and asks me in the softest 
voice, ”Now that you have you have arrived at the truth, isn’t it dreadful?” 

“Worse than you can imagine,” I say. 

“Not nearly so,” he says. “Back when I walked this earth, our health care 
options were quite a bit more limited. We had basically two health care 
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options: Stay healthy, or get sick and die. Of course, there was a third, 
unavoidable, option: Stay healthy and then die anyway.” 

“Not much has changed, other than we place great hope and confidence in 
our doctors and health care professionals in these days of modern 
medicine.” I muse to myself more than him. 

I hear his soft, gentle laughter as his image fades and shifts like heat waves 
coming from an asphalt road as the mid-day sun bears down on a hot 
summer day, before that image finally falters into the ether, and dying on 
the wind, I hear these words, “So did we in our days of modern medicine.”  

I’ll take the truth even if there is dread in it. But where is it? It is as elusive 
as a shy deer in the woods. In the measure of humanity, it is as ephemeral 
as a fruit fly. It is more fragile than a finely crafted piece of piece of 
porcelain, and just as beautiful. It is as beautiful as a large, female black 
widow spider on her web in the place you would reach to retrieve a dropped 
quarter. It is as hard as a boulder crashing down a mountainside and can 
crush you without ever noticing that you were in its path. The truth can be 
gentle and treacherous; as soft as a summer breeze, or as violent as a 
tornado. But it is the truth. 

“Uh-oh!” I say as I think I see it coming.  
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11/12/10 Sophocles Won’t Let Go 

He’s got a hold of me now. I can’t shake his grip. I used a Sophoclean quote 
the other day, and it has struck a resonant chord in me; my whole being is 
vibrating to it. 

How dreadful knowledge of the truth can be when there’s 

no help in the truth. 

Ouch.  

I said, “OUCH!” 

That is so true, and what a poignant 
truth it is. When one encounters the 
truth of this is usually shortly before 
one’s demise, or at least, right after the 
handcuffs have been place on our wrists, 
and if not then, as US Marshals lead us 
handcuffed AND manacled into the 
courtroom for sentencing. 

Truths -- dreadful, unhelpful truths: 

“This Ponzi scheme was not such a good idea,” Bernard Madoff might have 
thought to himself at his sentencing hearing.  “What was I thinking?” 

“I told Bernie that Ponzi scheme of his was a bad idea,” said Mrs. Madoff to 
her mirror in her new 400 square foot Manhattan studio apartment since 
there was no room in it for any of her former friends, though it was nearly 
320 square feet larger than her husband's new home. 

“That Bernie Madoff’s Ponzi scheme bankrupted me,” said hundreds of 
former millionaires. 

“I’m lucky I was one of the first ones involved in the Madoff Ponzi Scheme, 
which means I got out before the crash,” said a well-tanned man wearing a 
gold Rolex while sipping 25 year old scotch at the swanky Miami country 
club. 

“Many people have used my business model successfully, for a while,” 
Charles Ponzi might say, today. “You gotta learn to get outta town before it 
catches up with you. It was easier in my day. Every town was a new town, 
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ripe for picking. Now news is instantaneous. It 
would be much more difficult, now.” 

“What about Bernie Madoff?” I might ask the master 
swindler, Ponzi. 

“Madoff was a fool! He shoulda went to Argentina 
with that money. Spread some of it around to the 
authorities. Put ‘em on your payroll and they’ll never 
let you be extradited,” Ponzi might tell me. 

He leaned over in a conspiratorial manner, 
motioning me closer so he could whisper. “You know 

that Madoff’s real problem?” Ponzi asked me. 

“No! What?” I asked. 

“He was GREEDY!” he said, taking on an air and the look of an angel from 
heaven delivering water to thirsty troops on the front lines at Gallipoli. 

Other dreadful, unhelpful truths: 

 

 

“We’re in a tight spot,” Davy Crockett might 
have said to Jim Bowie. 

 

 

 

 

 

“’Eccentric’ is no longer a stong enough 
word to apply to my behavior,” Howard 
Hughes might have said to himself. 



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

16 

 

 

“We must be stupid,” former South Carolina Governor Mark Sanford might 
observe to former New York Governor Elliott Spitzer. 

“I’ll NOT be back,” Arnold Schwartzenegger might say to Californians in his 
next speech. 

“Uh-Oh!” many a person uttered as their final words. 

“Oops!” the rest of them said. 

“Every single one of the credit cards you have given me has been declined,” 
said the now-impatient waiter at the fancy restaurant in front of the host’s 
large party of formerly hungry and thirsty guests. 

Peering up from his loupe, the jeweler told the red-faced bride-to-be, ”This 
is a cubic zirconia, not a real diamond,” as her friends feigned coughs 
unsuccessfully trying to suppress their chuckles. 

Opening the glove box in her husband’s pick up truck, the angry woman 
asked, with a scowl and a raised eyebrow, “When did you start wearing 
panties?” 

The crocodiles in the river before him, and the lions closing in from the back, 
the wildebeest's only regret was the taunting laughter from the hyenas on 
the river’s other side. 

“It’s not necessary that ALL of us go hungry,” said Alferd Packer to the 
prospectors he had misguided through a frozen Colorado mountain 
wilderness. 

“The ONLY place you can get run over by a train is when you are crossing 
the tracks,” the delivery van driver thought to himself a millisecond before 
his body accelerated with a force of 60g at a 90 degree angle from his 
former direction of travel. 

Holding an empty cup in his hand, Alaric told the suspicious Roman 
gatekeeper, “My wife sent me over to borrow a cup of sugar, neighbor.” 

“Napoleon insists on invading Russia,” French Field Marshal Lanne 
complained to Field Marshal Ney. 
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“After the example of Napoleon, only an idiot or a military half-wit would 
dare to invade Russia,” one German general was overheard saying to 
another. 

“Well, you better pack your winter coat,” the other German general said 
back. 

“Mr. President, we have several historical examples of how ill-advised it is to 
wage a land war in Asia,” the Chairman of the Joint-Chiefs-of-Staff might 
have advised. 

“Afghanistan, Iran, Iraq, and the Middle-East are not in Asia,” the President 
might have said back to the Chairman, who might have scratched his head 
and looked perplexed. 

 

“Did you hear something go 
‘BANG’?” Apollo 13 Astronaut 
Fred Haise might have asked 
fellow crew member John 
Swigert. 

“I told you 13 was an unlucky 
number,” said the third Apollo 
13 crewmember Jim Lovell, 
upon further investigation. 

 

“I thought you KNEW where Howland Island was,” Amelia Earhart might 
have said to her navigator, Fred Noonan. 

“You mean we have a new kind of bomb that can stop this war in its tracks?” 
newly sworn-in President Truman might have asked, not entirely believing 
what he was hearing. 

“I sure am glad they dropped those bombs on Japan. I was sure I was a 
goner,” said my former boss and friend, the late Howard Day, who was on a 
troop ship bound for Okinawa to stage for the invasion of Japan when they 
turned the ship around in mid-ocean and headed back for San Diego after 
the Japanese signed the surrender aboard the USS Missouri. 
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“What are we going to do with all these extra fire-bombs? Ship them back 
state-side?” the Army Air Force European Ordinance Depot officer asked his 
superiors on one of those hand-held radios that’s about the same size as a 
Volkswagen. 

 “What was the purpose of the concentrated fire-bombing of the militarily 
irrelevant city of Dresden at this late stage of the war? Just to give Kurt 
Vonnegut something to write about?” the B-29 pilot asked the Army Air Corp 
intelligence officer during the debriefing. 

“I never took Steroids,” said Mark McGuire. 

“I never took steroids,” said Marion Jones. 

“I never took steroids,” said Barry Bonds. 

“I never took steroids,” said Roger Clemens. 

“Just kidding,” said Mark McGuire, Marion Jones, Barry Bonds, but not Roger 
Clemens. 

“What are steroids?” asked Hank Aaron. 

“I didn’t take any steroids, but I smoked a lot of reefer,” said Orlando 
Cepeda. 

“What is reefer?” asked Hank Aaron. 

“I made a few bets, but not against my own team,” admitted one of my all-
time childhood sports heroes, Pete Rose. 

“You a fool, too!” might have said Hank Aaron, my number one all-time 
childhood sports hero, as he watched an angry Johnny Bench (another hero) 
slap Pete upside his head with his catcher’s mitt. 

“Half the lies y’all told weren’t true,” might have said Yogi Berra to the 
steroid users and the gamblers. 

“I ain’t what I used to be, but who the hell is!” said my super-duper double-
duty all-time life-long favorite sports hero, the great Dizzy Dean! 

Ol’ Diz also said, “It ain’t bragging if you can do it!” 
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He also said, “Let the teachers teach English and I will teach baseball. There 
is a lot of people in the United States who say ‘isn’t’, and they ain’t eating.” 

He also asked an opposing 
batter, “Son, what kind of pitch 
would you like to miss?” 

He also said, “Practice, work 
hard, and give it everything you 
have!” 

He might also have said, “I ain’t 
never heard of no steroids or 
reefer!” 

If I could see Ol’ Diz today, he 
might ask me, “You mean you 
picked me as your favorite 
sports hero, even over Archie 
Manning?“ 

If that happened there would be 
no dreadful, unhelpful truth, but 
the kindest and most pleasant 
lie would volunteer itself to 

freely roll off my tongue, unabashedly, and without remorse, followed by 
something that is as true as anything ever uttered in the history of mankind. 

“Diz, there was never anyone like you!” 
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11/14/10 TRUTH-O-METER 

Would that we saw the late TV pitchman, Billy Mays, hawking the following 
item: 

Now, ladies and gentlemen, here comes the amazing TRUTH-O-METER, the 
fabulous new invention that will change your life. Just simply put in your 
magazine, newspaper, book, DVD, video-tape, or even more amazing, 
simply SPEAK into the speaking tube, and thanks to an amazing new 
proprietary, double-super-secret process, out pops the TRUTH. 

Have you ever wondered what the truth was? Sure you have! We all do! 
Well, for only three simple, equal payments of $49.95 (plus shipping and 
handling), you can have one of these right in your very own home, shipped 
to your very own door. 

Unlike old-fashioned lie-detectors, which work on negative energy to detect 
un-truths, this 
cutting-edge secret 
process, developed by 
NASA engineers, will 
detect the TRUTH, 
using positive, 
creative energy in the 
process. No more lies, 
just the truth. Isn't 
the TRUTH always 
what you wanted? 

Try it out on your 
friends. Get their 
HONEST opinion. Use 
it on politicians before 
elections. Set it up 
using our remarkable 
digital and analog 
inputs and hook it up 
to your TV for filtering 
news broadcasts. In goes all the verbiage, and using our specially prepared 
headphones which come free with each TRUTH-O-METER, hear only the truth 
while the rest of the people in your household hear that which others WANT 
them to hear. While they are hearing the unfiltered raw language, which can 
be confusing, unreliable, and literally mountains of useless, difficult 
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information upon which to base your important decisions, YOU will be 
hearing only the TRUTH. 

Our amazing TRUTH-O-METER comes with a special printer. Simply put 
controversial magazine and newspaper articles, or books written by public 
figures, right in to the automatic feed of the TRUTH-O-METER and our 
special TRUTH-O-PRINTER will print only the truth. This amazing device can 
reduce a three-thousand page piece of congressional legislation to a couple 
of simple paragraphs. What an amazing time-saver the TRUTH-O-METER is 
for busy people, and aren't we all busy? Running to and from in our daily 
lives, listening to this, hearing that, reading this, reading that, watching this 
and watching that, all in an effort to be informed with the truth. Now the 
amazing TRUTH-O-METER can save you thousands of hours of time formerly 
wasted on useless contemplation, and leave you with just the truth to 
consider. It's also good for the environment. 

There is simply no end of uses for the TRUTH-O-METER. Since it is portable, 
carry it with you everywhere you go. The rotating ball-bearing industrial 
grade caster wheels allow you to easily push it around like a shopping cart. 
Carry it with you to the doctor's office. The hospital. Your congressman's 
office. School-board meetings. Or while shopping. Save time and money for 
everyone by getting down to the real truth. 

The TRUTH-O-METER comes with a rechargeable battery. Simply plug it in 
when you get home and charge the batteries while you sleep. No expensive 
and environmentally unfriendly batteries to replace. 

Order a TRUTH-O-METER today, and receive a second one FREE (just pay 
separate shipping and handling). 

But wait, there's more. 

Order one within the next 20 minutes, and receive the equally amazing 
SHAM-WOW micro-fiber cleaning cloths, the amazing Slap-Chop, a free case 
of Oxy-Clean, a case of SNUGGIES in assorted sizes , the amazing Pocket-
Fisherman, a free set of Ginsu knives, two free pair of our amazing HD 
sunglasses, the Bun-Buster aerobic workout machine, the versatile Go-
Anywhere Workout Gym, a free set of waterless cookwear, and the back-
saving Deluxe Inversion Table for a total value of $29,328.71, all for only 
three easy, equal payments of $49.95. (Just pay separate shipping and 
handling on each item, sub-item, sub-sub-items, sub-sub-sub items, 
instructions, and owner's manuals.) 
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You MUST call with the next twenty minutes or so, because operators are 
standing by and we can't do this all day. 

Finally: the TRUTH-O-METER. An amazing invention that will change your life 
and reduce mountains of useless information down to the basic, complete 
truth. It works like a compost machine, except you use it on language 
presented in any format: verbal, hand-written, printed, electronic, all of 
them. A mountain in, and a mole-hill out. Think of all the space you'll save 
inside your brain. 

Order it today and receive the free life-time warranty and free 30 day trial. 
If you are not completely satisfied, simply return it for a complete refund 
(less shipping and handling, of course). 

Fine print: There may be unintended consequences from the knowledge of the real truth. Use this machine 

sparingly at first, until you become accustomed to dealing with the real truth, which may be surprising, upsetting, 
alarming, and even dreadful. Not available in all states. This product is unavailable for export and cannot be 
shipped to California, Washington DC, Washington State, or Oregon. Some municipalities and other governing 

authorities have placed restrictions on owning a Truth-O-Meter. Check with your local regulations before ordering. 
Frequently, a large mass of material is placed into the Truth-O-Meter and NOTHING comes out. This is not an 
indication of anything wrong with your Truth-O-Meter, but an indication that it is working properly. The 
PURCHASER is responsible for knowing the difference between something presented as Truth and FICTION. DO 
NOT use the The Truth-O-Meter on any work of fiction, any TV show designed to entertain, advertisements of any 
kind, expert testimonies on any kind of human-social sciences, soap-operas, novels, comic-books, or any writing or 
interpretations normally offered by those who are considered professionals, including but not limited to doctors, 
lawyers, accountants, engineers, judges, and certain classes of bureaucrats and politicians. A complete list of 
restrictions is available at our website www.truth-o-meter.com. Any use of the Truth-O-Meter on products being sold 
by MAGIC MEDIA MARKETING, INC., or any verbal, printed, or other electronic material on global warming or 
climate change will immediately void the warranty. Neither the manufacturer, the sales organization, this TV 
station, or any of its agents, employees, or assigns are liable for any consequential damages. Some states deny a 
limitation on consequential damages, and the Truth-O-Meter is not available in those states. You also may have 
other rights which vary from state to state. You should seek the advice of a competent attorney before purchasing 
a Truth-O-Meter, or basing any personal, fiscal, or life-changing decisions on the use of the Truth-O-Meter. The 
Truth-O-Meter is sold for entertainment purposes ONLY. 
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11/20/10 Waivers Upon Waivers 

I’ll be waived. When I am, I’ll wave at the wavier, but the wave I’ll give will 
be one that I won’t want my mother to see me give. 

The new health care law (PPAC) allows for companies to apply for, and 
apparently easily receive, waivers from the increases in annual limits on the 
health care policies they offer. These are being applied for as rapidly as 
envelopes can be addressed, stamps applied and delivered to the 
Department of Health and Human Services. I suspect it takes longer for the 
Post Office to deliver the waiver application than it does to get the waiver 
approved. Go to this website: 

http://www.hhs.gov/ociio/regulations/approved_applications_for_waiver.ht
ml 

There, for all the world to see is a list applicants for waivers that have been 
approved already. On this published list, as of 11/1/10, there are 111 
approved waivers; excluding 1,175,411 people from an important benefit 
they were to receive under the new health care law. The benefit that these 
people get to retain is that they get to KEEP their current insurance without 
having drastic increases in their premiums, or having drastic increases in the 
premium portion paid as a benefit by their employer causing their employers 
to eliminate their coverage entirely. I cannot say with a good conscience 
that this is completely bad for them, but it is not GOOD either, since a 
benefit they thought they were going to have under the new law is being 
waived. 

The list published by The US Department of Health and Human Services 
(HHS) is a bit confusing since there is a column labeled “Application 
Received” and another labeled “Application Complete by Applicant.” Why 
would an applicant send in an incomplete application? But please notice the 
bureaucratic efficiency here: many applications are approved the same day 
they are listed as having been completed. And, for your own personal 
edification, please note the number of unions, health care operations, and 
INSURANCE companies that have applied for and been granted waivers. 
Applicant number 55, the Service Employees International Union Local 25, 
which has 34,000 members in CHICAGO was granted an exemption. In fact, 
there are lots of unions granted waivers. I thought unions were in favor of 
the PPAHC Act. Why would they now want waivers? 

The applicant list seems to be full of unions, health-care employers, and 
INSURANCE companies. It is worrisome to me that applicant #81 (CIGNA) 
and applicant #94 (AETNA), both major players in the health care insurance 
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business, applied for and received waivers to exempt themselves from the 
annual limit increase. Do they know something that congress doesn’t now? 
Perhaps their actuaries (the mysterious people who use complicated 
algorithms and statistics to determine what insurance premiums should be) 
know that the PPAC Act will cause insurance premiums to skyrocket and 
have thus informed the corporate executives who immediately filed for the 
waivers as allowed by the law. 

The one that worries me most is applicant #14, the IBEW No. 915, which is 
the International Brotherhood of Electrical Workers Union in Tampa, Florida. 
If they have applied for a waiver, I’d be willing to bet a dollar to a dime that 
IBEW Local 480 in Jackson, Mississippi, the plan under which I am covered, 
has also applied for a waiver which may have been received and granted 
since the November 1 date of the publication of the HHS list cited. If the 
bureaucrats can be efficient about granting the waivers, why can’t they be 
more efficient about updating this webpage? Perhaps it is because the 
PUBLIC has noticed and does not seem to like the smell emanating from 
Washington over this. 

A law passed with provisions for its waiver for convenience is not much of a 
law at all. And while I sound like I am becoming in favor of  the PPAC Act, I 
am not; I just find it extremely ironic that the only benefit in it that was for 
ME, the one that I was looking FOWRARD to, the one thing I can think of 
that the government has done that was going to be good for ME is the one 
thing that can easily be denied to me by the simple application for a waiver. 

Under the PPAC Act, many, many covered employees would see their 
premiums rise significantly, or they would see their coverage vanish because 
of the increased expense to the employers, so that is why the provision for 
waivers was allowed. This will not hurt everyone, but it sure hurts me, and I 
am mad as hell about it. 

What good is the PPAC Act if no one has to comply with it? 

What good is it if STATES can apply for exemptions, which many have? 

What good is it if many states have filed lawsuits with the intention of having 
it declared unconstitutional? 

What good is it if the politicians who did not read it who voted for it allow it 
to be easily waived until 2014, before which time congress can and will 
change it, and change it yet again, allowing more waivers, granting more 
exemptions, or repealing it entirely? 
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What good is it if it does nothing, which seems to be the case as indicated 
by the granting of the waivers? 

How did the President serve himself or the American people by creating and 
promoting the passage of legislation which is confusing, cumbersome, and 
does nothing? 

Did the President lobby members of his own party, and bribe some (Mary 
Landrieu of Louisiana, and the Nebraska Senator who wanted Nebraska 
exempt), just to do nothing but make something that was already 
cumbersome and confusing (health care in general) more so? 

Did the President do this for the sake of his own posterity? 

Does he intend to point to this and say, ”Look what I have done for the 
American people?” 

Does he intend to say, “Because of me, millions and millions of formerly 
uninsured Americans were able to get health care coverage and have their 
lifetime and annual limits removed, except for those few unfortunate millions 
upon millions who were excluded by waivers granted to their employers, and 
those millions upon millions who lost their health-care coverage entirely, but 
why nitpick over these minor inconveniences?” 

“Let’s just pass this so we can see what’s in it,” said Nancy Pelosi, the soon-
to-be former speaker of the house, about a piece of legislation that cost her 
her Speaker’s job. How I wish it had cost her her congressional seat, but the 
people of the great and sovereign state of California saw fit to return her to 
office. They have the right to do so, but I sure don’t understand why they 
would want to. It’s OK. They don’t have to explain themselves or their votes 
to me, but I sure resent having her inflicted on me, just as much I’m sure, 
as they will resent having John Boehner inflicted on them. Have a little 
gander with your goose, friends; It is unpalatable at first, but you learn to 
get it down after a while. 

I ran the entire PPAC Act through my newly arrived and amazing TRUTH-O-
METER. This simple synopsis is what came out of the TRUTH-O-PRINTER: 

The 2,700 pages reviewed by the TRUTH-O-METER is a confusing mass of 

ambiguous language and the only truth it contains are the following points  

• This piece of legislation is much ado about nothing except political 

pandering which has proved to be somewhat costly to both the 
panderers and the panderees 
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• You are the only one concretely affected by this bill since you will be 

waived with extreme prejudice  

• You will pay an exponentially increasing amount for your coverage  

• You will continue to see exponentially increasing costs for your health 
care  

• You will have much less than what you have now 

• You will not have what you really need 

• Ultimately, you will pay a lot for absolutely nothing at all, all for the 
purported benefit of millions and millions who will also have absolutely 

nothing, but their nothing won’t cost them anything  

• In the end, you will die anyway, so why not go ahead and do so now 

and save your employer, insurer, the government, and the American 
people lots of money.  

• Kurt Vonnegut’s “Ethical Suicide Parlors” are closer than you think  

• By the way, welcome to reality! 

2,700 pages reduced to 197 words of the truth. Not too shabby for three 
equal and easy payments of $49.95 (plus shipping and handling). 

Please indulge me in my cynicism. It is just temporary. If I can just get a 
feral hog in the sights of my .338 Win-Mag, I’ll forget all about this, and the 
hog, having never worried about such things as health-care insurance, won’t 
even have any inkling that he would no longer need it if he ever did; he will 
simply be tomorrow’s delicious, 
organic, barbecued pork. 

Perhaps the only REAL difference 
between me and the pig is that I 
worry about things BEFORE they 
happen. 
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11/23/10 I Can’t Help It: He’s One of My Historical 
Heroes 

  

I explained that young men of the best families 

did not like to be killed better than ordinary 

people. 

William T. Sherman, Memoirs, Vol. I, 
Chapter VIII 

If I had said that Sherman was a hero of mine 
when I was a child, having been born in a town 
that Sherman said “no longer exists” after he 
was through dismantling it with fire, I might 
have been disowned by my family. That was 
then. This is now. Sherman was WAY back 

then. 

Sherman was a remarkable man. After retiring from the army after his 
service in Florida in the Seminole War and in California, and before his 
service to the United States during the civil war, he practiced law in Kansas, 
served as a superintendent of a military academy in Pineville, Louisiana 
(which was later moved to Baton Rouge, so in a sense, one might say that 
Sherman was the first President of Louisiana State University) from which 
position he resigned upon the secession of Louisiana from the Union. He 
then moved his family to St. Louis to serve as the President of the St. Louis 
Railroad Company. Before receiving any kind of commission in the Army for 
Civil War service, hostilities broke out at Camp Jackson in St. Louis.  

Early in the war, it was unclear how Missouri would go: secede or remain 
with the union. It was a slave state and had many secessionist 
sympathizers, but also a strong pro-union contingency. Everyone was 
declaring the righteousness of their cause, and young men everywhere 
seemed enamored with the idea of the glory of war – young men wanting to 
prove their mettle, young men wanting to strut and declare that, “one of 
ours is worth ten of theirs!” Young men who had not yet learned that bullets 
fail to distinguish the valiant from the coward; Young men who had not yet 
learned that bullets fail distinguish landed aristocracy from plebian 
commonality; Young men who had not yet learned that while bullets are 
ballistically predictable, one’s personal position relative to randomly fired 
musket balls is not. 
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This gives rise to a funny story in Sherman’s memoirs, the punch line of 
which is quoted above.  Camp Jackson, the state arsenal in St. Louis, was 
seized by General D.M. Frost (Missouri Confederate militia) and the young 
men he had recruited and was in immediate peril of recapture by General 
Lyon, the Union commander of the St. Louis district. Sherman’s neighbor, a 
Miss Eliza Dean voiced her fears to Sherman that perhaps her brother-in-
law, a surgeon in the service of General Frost would be killed during General 
Lyon’s immediate effort to reclaim it. 

Sherman tried to comfort Miss Dean, indicating to her that General Lyon was 
a regular army professional and that he would put on such a show of 
strength that there would be little or no resistance and that the 
insurrectionists at Camp Jackson would more than likely surrender without 
incident. Miss Dean would not be consoled with this bit of wisdom offered by 
the then-civilian Sherman. Quoting what Sherman said she said (hearsay), 
“the camp was made up of the young men from the first and best of families 
in St. Louis, that that they were proud, and would fight.” 

That was when Sherman then said, in my words, not exactly his as recorded, 
“Even young men of the best families do not like to be killed any better than 
ordinary people.” That is so glib as to be funny. 

Just a few minutes later, news traveled down the street that the rebels had 
surrendered Camp Jackson to General Lyon. Sherman walked back down the 
street and rang Miss Dean’s doorbell to tell her so. “But she angrily slammed 
the door in my face! Evidently she was disappointed to find she was 
mistaken in her estimate of the rash courage of the best families,” said 
Sherman. 

Sherman went on to invent the type of warfare that was modern at least 
through WW2, which was to wage war in such a way as to leave the enemy, 
including enemy civilians, incapable of waging war. He was a remarkable 
man. We should all be so fortunate as Grant to have such a loyal and 
capable lieutenant and friend in our service. 

Sherman also said many things worth quoting and had many opportunities 
to further serve his country and receive accolades (and money) that people 
were willing to lay at his feet, but he felt he had done his part. He went 
home, retired, and stayed retired from public service. He owed no other 
service to the public; in fact, he did not even like the public. He was just 
glad to be Bill Sherman again. No offer of office or further glory could 
change that. I admire a man who is firm in his convictions, and am glad that 
I did not have to face Sherman as his adversary. 
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More great Shermanisms: 

He belonged to that army known as invincible in peace, invisible in 

war. 

I am tired and sick of war. Its glory is all moonshine. It is only those 

who have neither fired a shot nor heard the shrieks and groans of the 
wounded who cry aloud for blood, for vengeance, for desolation. War 

is hell. 

I know I had no hand in making this war, and I know I will make more 
sacrifices to-day than any of you to secure peace. 

I make up my opinions from facts and reasoning, and not to suit any 
body but myself. If people don't like my opinions, it makes little 

difference as I don't solicit their opinions or votes. 

If forced to choose between the penitentiary and the White House for 
four years, I would say the penitentiary, thank you. 

If I had my choice I would kill every reporter in the world, but I am 
sure we would be getting reports from Hell before breakfast. 

If nominated, I will not run; if elected, I will not serve. 

If the people raise a great howl against my barbarity and cruelty, I will 

answer that war is war, and not popularity seeking. 

In our Country... one class of men makes war and leaves another to 

fight it out. 

It's a disagreeable thing to be whipped.  

My aim then was to whip the rebels, to humble their pride, to follow 

them to their inmost recesses, and make them fear and dread us.  

The scenes on this field would have cured anybody of war.  

The voice of the people is the voice of humbug. 

There is many a boy here today who looks on war as all glory, but, 

boys, it is all hell.  

I intend to make Georgia howl. 
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I would make this war as severe as possible, and show no symptoms 

of tiring till the South begs for mercy. 

I will accept no commission that would tend to create a rivalry with 
Grant. I want him to hold what he has earned and got. I have all the 

rank I want. 

Courage - a perfect sensibility of the measure of danger, and a mental 

willingness to endure it.  

War is cruelty, and the crueler it is the sooner it will be over. 

Every attempt to make war easy and safe will result in humiliation and 

disaster.  
 

Grant stood by me when I was crazy, and I stood by him when he was 
drunk, and now we stand by each other. 

Sherman was judged insane by his military superiors when he said he 
needed 200,000 men to end insurrection in his area of primary 
responsibility. That was when his friend, General Grant stood by him. Would 
that Sherman were here today, as a POLITICIAN, to face the fickle media, 
the pusillanimous congress, and those whose habits have become to second-
guess military field commanders from the safety of air-conditioned splendor 
from the other side of the globe. 

Today’s news brings us ominous reports from Korea, with an attack on a 
South Korean island by North Korea. This is not good news. 

“President Sherman,” said the National Security Advisor (NSA), adjusting his 
glasses and leaning forward in his chair and lowering his voice to exhibit 
extreme gravitas, “We have reports of hostilities by North Korea against 
South Korea. Ailing president Kim Jong Il 
and his heir apparent Kim Jong Un, his 
young, inexperienced second son are 
mentally unstable, paranoid, and are very 
rapidly enhancing their nuclear capability. 
Just this week they disclosed the fact to 
inspectors that they have thousands of 
uranium enrichment centrifuges in 
operation.  I think this represents a clear 
and present danger to our nation and 
world security.” 



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

31 

 

“I concur, Mr. President,” said the Secretary of Defense (SoD).  

President Sherman nodded, saying nothing as he considered what he had 
just heard. He frowned as he thought, and after consideration for a few 
moments began to speak. 

“Kim Jong One is ill and why, being the second son, is he called Kim Jong 
One?” asked President Sherman. 

“Kim Jong Il is his father’s name sir. Kim Jong Il is the President of North 
Korea. It is Kim Jong Il that is ill. His son is named Kim Jong Un, not Kim 
Jong One,” said the NSA. 

“Well, that clears up the Jong Dynasty for me. I feel better now,” said 
President Sherman. 

“Kim is their last name, sir, not Jong,” said 
the NSA. 

“Their last name is first?” asked President 
Sherman. Everyone at the table nodded. The 
President shrugged his shoulders. 

The SoD asked, “What should be our course 
of action, Mr. President?” 

“No action. I’m not about to get involved in a 
land war in Asia. The Koreans can work this 
out for themselves.” 

“But the world is expecting some leadership 
from us on this, sir,” said the NSA. 

“The world can kiss my rear end if it expects something out of me against 
which I know better!” said President Sherman. The Presidential Press 
Secretary (PPS) and the Chief of Staff (CoS) winced at that statement. 

“The public is looking to you for leadership, too, Mr. President. The voice of 
the people is calling for you to reassure them,” said the Director of 
Homeland Security (DHS). 

“The voice of the people is the voice of humbug,” said the President.  
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“We think we have a plan wherein we can implement a measured response, 
Mr. President,” said the SoD, “and  State agrees that this is necessary, 
nodding to the Secretary of State (SoS) who was also nodding, looking very 
serious. 

“The measured response as communicated to me by the SoD will send the 
message our allies are calling for, Mr. President,” said the SoS. 

“What is a ‘measured response’? I’m not sure I like the sound of that,” said 
President Sherman. 

“Well, sir, we commit a limited number of troops for a limited period to inflict 
some damage on the North Korean military, while limiting civilian and 
collateral damage to avoid antagonizing our allies, while keeping negative 
press to manageable levels,” said the SoD. 

The president frowned when he heard this. He shook his head violently and 
pounded his fist on the table and rose from his seat, much to the alarm of all 
his gathered cabinet. He said, “Every attempt to make war easy and safe will 

result in humiliation and disaster. No, no measured response. We go get 
‘em, or we leave ‘em the hell alone. I am completely unconcerned with 
collateral damage.” 

“But the media outcry will be unbearable. World opinion will be adamantly 
stacked against us.” said the CoS. 

“If I had my choice I would kill every reporter in the world, but I am sure we 
would be getting reports from Hell before breakfast,” said the President, 
sitting back down, adding, “I make up my opinions from facts and reasoning, 
and not to suit any body but myself. If people don't like my opinions, it 

makes little difference as I don't solicit their opinions or votes.” 

“That comment doesn’t leave this room,” said the PPS to the gathered 
cabinet officials, adding, “We can’t have the press knowing that you said 
that, sir.” 

“I want you to call a press conference right now and tell them EXACTLY that. 
Tell them I said it and I mean it, and I want you to do it now, or I’ll fire you 
on the spot and do it myself,” said President Sherman. The PPS sighed 
loudly and exited the oval office to go and call the press conference, knowing 
that shortly, his white house career would be over and no doubt the job offer 
promised by one of the major networks would be withdrawn. 
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“So, Mr. President, you are saying that we should become fully involved in 
these Korean hostilities?” asked the SoD. 

“I didn’t say that. I don’t give a hoot about Korea, North or South. It’s in 
ASIA,” said the President. 

The cabinet members looked all around the room at each other.  

“Speaking on behalf of the entire cabinet, Mr. President, we feel that 
something must be done in this situation. The measured response is our 
best alternative,” said the SoD, with the SoS and the NSA nodding. 

“You all agree?” asked President Sherman. 

“Yes, sir,” said the SoS. 

“Are you all sure?” the president asked, again. They all nodded somberly. 

“OK, then, Here’s what it will be. I despise the fact that, In our Country... 
one class of men makes war and leaves another to fight it out. That would 
be the people in this room and his illness Kim Jong Il and greenhorn son, 
Kim Jong One. I know I had no hand in making this war, and I know I will 

make more sacrifices to-day than any of you to secure peace. I am tired and 
sick of war. Its glory is all moonshine. It is only those who have neither fired 

a shot nor heard the shrieks and groans of the wounded who cry aloud for 
blood, for vengeance, for desolation. War is hell. It's a disagreeable thing to 

be whipped. I don’t care how ill Kim Jong One is, I will whip him as 
disagreeably as possible.” 

“But, Mr. President, your philosophy does not conform to our measured 
response plan,” gasped the SoD. Other gasps were heard all about the room 
as he said this. Some were recalling President Sherman’s earlier discharge 
from his military post on the question of his mental instability, but none 
dared say it. 

“It could yield drastic drops in your popularity at the polls,” said the CoS. 

“And might be considered barbaric and cruel,” said the SoS. 

“If the people raise a great howl against my barbarity and cruelty, I will 

answer that war is war, and not popularity seeking. War is cruelty, and the 
crueler it is the sooner it will be over. I would make this war as severe as 

possible, and show no symptoms of tiring till the South begs for mercy,” said 
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President Sherman in a voice unequivocal. He was deadly serious about this 
deadly serious business. 

“It’s NORTH Korea we’d be at war with, sir, not SOUTH Korea,” corrected the 
NSA. 

“Ooops,” said President Sherman, “wrong war. But all wars look alike, 
especially to the losers.” 

“I intend to make North Korea howl!” he said, adding, “Everyone except the 
SoD, the NSA, and the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff is dismissed. I 
am not going to measure any response. If we put young Americans in 
harm’s way, we are going all out. I am not spending American lives in some 
measure; I will spend them wholesale, but the Koreans will be TOAST when 
I am through. They’ll be howling for relief, and howling with grief, right 
along with the mothers of our own sons.” 

To the CoS, “Get the Speaker of the House and the Senate Majority Leader 
in here, pronto! We’ll have to inform them of our intentions” 

“You asked for it,” he said to the all exiting cabinet members. “It may be 
said of you all, ‘He belonged to that army known as invincible in peace, 
invisible in war.’ No one will ever say that about me.” 

“Mr. President, this is not what we really want,” said the SoS. 

“Really?” 

There was absolute silence in the room. 

“I didn’t think so! I called your bluff. But what you’ll get if you fool around in 
Asia is a severe humiliation or bad press from the cruel manner in which we 
will annihilate the offending North Koreans. There is no middle ground or 
safe way to wage a war. We must be fully committed or we will be 
completely humiliated in utter disaster. Let the Koreans work this out among 
themselves. I am ordering the troops we already have in the de-mlitarized 
zone home immediately. You all make me tired. 

“You are my advisors, but you only know how to advise according to polls 
and media response. This is not how the world works. Kim Jong Il is ill, and 
together, he and his wet-behind-the-ears son, Kim Jong Un are flexing their 
muscles, perhaps for the sake of their own military who seem poised to take 
control, or for the benefit of their own citizens who are no doubt weary of 
the Kim Jong dynastic idiocy. 
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“Rather than starving themselves to death, when Kim Jong Il dies, we will 
see a new North Korea, but we don’t know what that may exactly look like. 
What is happening now is useless posturing and provocation. There is 
ultimately no benefit for them in the display we are seeing now. If THEY 
think otherwise, then they are deluding themselves. Besides, after the 
lessons from our previous Korean conflict, do you have any indications that 
China would NOT become involved? What if China decided to measured 
some response against Canada? How would we react?  

“If I misjudge them now, I’ll make them howl later . . . and when they howl, 
the whole world will hear and take notice. There will be no ‘measured 
response’. 

“If that bothers you, you can have your resignation on my desk by the close 
of business today, short of that, never let me hear ‘measured response’ 
again. Fatal response is all I know. They tell me I am an anachronism in the 
modern world, but the world has always been modern; there has never been 
a time in which it was not. It is the height of hubris to think otherwise. They 
call me a cruel war-monger, but it is peace I want. I’ve seen war. I’ve had 
enough of it. It’s you ‘measured responders” who’ve never seen it. Watch 
out what you wish for; you just might get it. When we go to war, it’ll be a 
war our enemies wish to their gods they had not drawn us into. It will not be 
easy. It will cost us a whole generation of young men, but it will cost them 
everything. I will leave a burned wake of destruction so that Korea will be an 
uninhabitable wasteland for the next century…China, too, if they do decide 
to become involved. There is no other military option open to us, other than 
one that offers only humiliation and defeat. Do any of you know what that’s 
like?” 

No one said a word, they just hung their heads down, shamefully. 

“We could try to persuade them through diplomacy, Mr. President. I could fly 
over there on a diplomatic mission right away,” said the SoS. The President 
shook his head.  

“Does Kim Jong Il have a fax machine in his office?” asked President 
Sherman. 

“Of course, sir,” said the SoS. 

“Then why do I need to waste a lot of time and money on a diplomatic 
mission? I will hand write a fax to Kim Jong Il and Kim Jong Un and you’ll 
send it. It will simply say that they better stop all this foolish posturing or I 
will absolutely kick their military, civilian, urban, rural, new and 
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technologically improving nuclear North Korean asses . . . and they’ll know 
that I mean it. We won’t even ask for a reply.”  

President Sherman stood and said, “Dismissed! I want to be alone for a 
while.”  

After they had all gone, President Sherman picked up the phone and called 
his wife. 

“Why didn’t I take the penitentiary, instead?” he asked her, laughing 
impulsively as long dormant visions and memories of distant battlefields 
came back so vivid, bringing with them the smell of cordite and burnt 
powder, and the feeling of air compressed to the density of steel,  haunting 
him as tried to blink back the hot tears stinging his eyes. Suddenly he 
seemed so tired and weary. As he hung the phone up, he wondered why he 
had reversed his decision not to run after he had been drafted by the 
nominating committee at the Republican Convention and why he had agreed 
to serve after being elected. He pondered his whole life for a moment. He 
could think of no other regrets. 
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11/27/10 Thanksgiving: My Third One as a Cancer 
Patient 

How many more will I see? That seems to be the important 
question, but a question to which no one, healthy or unhealthy, 
rich or poor, average or above average, good looking or plain, 
industrious or indolent, famous or ignominious has the answer; 
therefore it fruitless to consider at length. I did not dwell on it 
because dwelling on it is pointless. I was thankful for the time I 

have had with my family this extended holiday weekend, thankful for seeing 
a good football game between Alabama and Auburn yesterday (which was a 
dramatically good game (Congratulations War Eagles!), and 
thankful for the friends who came over and watched it with 
me yesterday. Today I will be thankful to get to watch the 
Egg Bowl (Ole Miss vs. Mississippi State) and will be REALLY 
thankful if Ole Miss wins, but I can't imagine being thankful if 
Ole Miss loses. I will find SOMETHING to be thankful for if that happens, but 
not Ole Miss' loss. I also hope Auburn whips everyone else dramatically, and 

wins the national championship. I hope the allegations against 
Auburn and Cam Newton's father's acting as an agent, offering 
Cam's athletic services to the highest bidder are unfounded. If 
they turn out to be true, let Auburn get what it deserves. This 
fast and loose with the rules is just too much; but what do we 

expect from a multi-million dollar business like NCAA Division 1 football? If it 
is truly amateur, then I am a Nobel Prize winning writer and a Grammy 
winning musician. Hmmmmmm! Good luck, Auburn. Good luck, Ole Miss. 
Ppppffffftttt!!! on Boise State and their blue football field; an ugly anomaly 
that should be disallowed!! 

A couple of things bear mentioning.  

For all of you who have now flown to 
your Thanksgiving destination and will 
be flying home, undergoing the 
invasive Transportation Security 
Administration (TSA) screenings, 
please note that Cabinet secretaries 
and their traveling details, top 
congressional leaders, and “other” top 
government officials are exempted 
from the same screenings as the rest 

of the flying public. If we citizens don't keep a watchful eye, the phrase 
“congressional leaders” will become expanded to mean ANY member of 
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congress. We should be continually mortified by the thought that rules and 
regulations are prepared for us from which those who make the rules and 
regulations are exempted. Congress is already exempted from participation 
in Social Security since they have a BETTER retirement program, from OSHA 
regulations, from laws prohibiting sexual harassment in the workplace, and 
they have better health insurance than most Americans do, which they will 
get to keep. 

I am not against detailed screenings at airports. No one wants to get on a 
plane that has a suicide bomber on it, but the Israelis have a point: we are 
spending time and money looking for OBJECTS and not screening PEOPLE. 
We are always reacting to the LAST terrorist attack (or intended attack) and 
not anticipating what the NEXT attack will look like, much like misguided 
military strategists are expecting the next war to look like the last one. 
Reactionary and responsive are two different 
things. Any time one reacts, the event which 
precipitates the reaction has already occurred. 

Ironically, conservatives and the ACLU are 
agreeing with each other on this issue. It is 
always interesting to me when I find myself 
agreeing with the ACLU. They are not 
completely predictable, and occasionally and 
thankfully, choose the correct side of an issue. 
This is not always the case. If the TSA were to adopt Israeli screening 
tactics, then the ACLU would not doubt decry this as “profiling”. How can we 
not give extra screening to people who fit a certain profile?  

Being elected to congress is no guarantee that one will not commit some 
egregious crime. Scan them all or let them drive their car, hire a taxi, ride a 
bicycle, hitchhike, walk, or ride a mule. There is no constitutional right to fly 
on an airplane. There is a constitutional right to be treated like every other 
citizen, and our congressional representatives ARE every other citizen. Let 

them wait in line and be screened like everyone else. 

AND . . . . 

Lured by all the advertisements on TV advising you to buy 
gold for an investment? I'd proceed as carefully as possible 
before I took G. Gordon Liddy's paid word about it and 
converted my entire life savings to physical gold. 

Here's why: 
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Gold Spiked in 
price against 
wages in 1980. If 
one bought gold 
in 1980, one 
soon repented of 
it. There is a 
similar price 
spike occurring 
right now. If you 
WANT to buy 
gold because you 
LIKE it, then 
proceed. If you 
want to have SOME of your investments in gold, then proceed. If you want 
to convert ALL your assets into gold, then forget about it. This is a risky and 

dangerous business, as is ALL commodities trading.  

I am not saying that gold will not go up in price, but 
I am saying that when the price takes a big drop, 
which it ultimately will, there will be panic selling 
and the price will fall precipitously; then those same 
folks who sold you the gold will be offering to buy it 
right back (at today's market price less 15% for 
dealer handling and markup, plus shipping, of 
course!). And for the average person, proving that 
the metal you have is real gold can add additional 

costs. 

Caveat Emptor! Proceed with caution. Cuidado. 
Peligrosso. And OUCH! 

There are those who would play on the fears of 
economic collapse and the collapse of law and order in 
general, and that the only REAL security is physical 
GOLD which you can hold in your hand. I am professing 
that if an economic collapse is bad enough, a can of 
green beans will buy a whole lot of gold and just a few 
bullets (like those in the photo) will buy even MORE gold, or separate you 
from your gold AND green beans. 
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Life is full of risks. Some are too 
horrible for us to contemplate, but 
others in today's world, at this very 
moment, face those horrible 
complications and they face them 
every day. We live in a nation of peace 
and plenty where we can move about 
freely, be relatively secure and safe in 
our travels, with a government that is 
stable (though sometimes misguided), 
and enjoy prosperity and freedom such 
hardly ever been seen on the face of 

the planet. We must defend it and protect it, and our rights within this 
republic of ours. I am so thankful for it. I am so thankful for those who gave 
their lives defending it. I am so thankful for Nathan Hale, who said, right 
before the British hung him, “My only regret is that I have but one life to 
give for my country.” I am thankful for a Thomas Jefferson who said, “That 
government is best which governs least.” I am thankful for a Benjamin 
Franklin who said, when asked what kind of government had the 
constitutional convention given us, “A republic, madam, if you can keep it!”  
I am thankful that we have a VOICE. I am thankful that we have a FREE 
PRESS, even though I sometimes disagree with it. I am thankful we have 
CHOICES and can VOTE for whom we please. I am thankful that when the 
politicians think they know more than the people, the people make their 
voice known in the polls. I am thankful that when our government changes, 
it does so peacefully (a relatively modern invention in world history!). I am 
thankful for recorded history, from which, if we study, we can have a reliable 
basis on how to make choices that will affect our future. And I am thankful 
for a loving, kind, and merciful God, who has filled my horn with plenty. 

We whine and complain about nothing. We find fault where we should find 
thankfulness. We have become a nation of murmurers and complainers. We 
should stop and be thankful for what we have. I am. My cup runneth over, 
AGAIN! 

From the photo, it is easy to see that I woke up 
with a bad hair day. Bad hair is better than no 
hair. I am thankful for my hair. All of us who 
have taken chemo are thankful for our hair. I 
am thankful that I never lost mine. 

I am thankful that Janis came to see me, too! 
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12/8/10 The Thief of Time 

I wrote this haiku a while back 

TIME IS LIKE MONEY 

WITHDRAWN FROM DWINDLING ACCOUNTS 

ON WHAT IS IT SPENT? 

Time is all we have. There is nothing 
else in this world. We may have 
family, friends, money, food, clothing, 
shelter, abundance, plenty – or we 
may lack in those things, but none of 
it matters without time.  Time is our 
basis. It is how all humans must 
measure all things. 

We can endure anything for a time. For a moment, our courage can swell so 
that we can face any danger, head-on and head-strong, throwing caution to 
the wind. The next moment can find us cowering in the corner, clinging to 
ourselves tightly, bemoaning our retreat from real dangers, and from the 
mere illusion of dangers. It is thus with time: the great leveler, the great 
equalizer, the ultimate bestower of equality. Time is the great socialist 
experiment from which there is no legal recourse. 

“Be it resolved,” read the house Speaker immediately after the vote had just 
taken place, “That Time, being of the essence, an act has been duly passed 
and it is the proclamation of this august body that The TIME COMMISSION 
be forthwith established, allowing for the promulgation of regulations, which 
in its opinion, will benefit the public at large, by granting extensions of time 
to the general populace; that these regulations may be so ordered to apply 
to the public at large, or they may be, upon application, applied to individual 
cases upon review. The commission also has the right to decide the length of 
time extended and the conditions of that time, and may waive any 
difficulties for applicants that the time extension may bring, so that the time 
extended may be without any of the treacherous things that can normally 
occur over time.” 

Thus, by a unanimous, bipartisan vote of congress, Time can now, legally 
and binding under the law, be extended at will by the simple application to 
the time commission, the filing of the proper documents, and the paying of 
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the proper fees. My, oh, my! They could charge anything they wanted for 
the fees. There is nothing that would not be sold or mortgaged if one could 
get a time extension granted by the TIME COMMISSION. 

“Mr. Edwards, upon reviewing your application for an extension of time on 
behalf of your ex-wife, Elizabeth, we feel that there is some more 
information we need before we can grant it.” 

Mr. Edwards nodded somberly. 

Continuing, the Chairman asked, “Can you explain in your own words why 
you want this petition for a time extension granted when you actually have 
no part in your ex-wife's estate?” 

“I was such a fool,” said Mr. Edwards, his head hanging down. “I betrayed 
the very person who had dedicated and gave everything of herself to me. 
She was a loyal and dutiful wife, and a wonderful and loving mother to our 
children. Regrettably, when she was in her darkest hour, I only displayed 
faithlessness and falsity. I petition the commission to allow me this time 
extension so I can spend the rest of MY time making amends for this 
ruthless betrayal.” 

The Chairman thought for a minute, then said, “The application with its 
sworn affidavit indicates that this time extension is for her, yet your words 
indicate that this time extension is actually for YOU. Is that not correct?” 

“Well, it is actually for both of us, Mr. Chairman,” said Mr. Edwards. 

“But that is not what it indicates on the request,” said the Chairman, a scowl 
on his face. The chairman turned aside to the other commission members 
and whispered a few words. There were some murmurs going back and forth 
between them. Then more whispers, and finally some nods of agreement. 

The Chairman, turning to the commission clerk, asked, “Mr. Clerk, have all 
the fees been properly charged and collected relevant to this application?” 

“Yes, Mr. Chairman,” said the clerk. ”Our accountants have examined the 
applicant, determined his net worth, which is substantial I might add, and 
have duly sequestered all his assets, real and chattel, and stocks, and other 
negotiable instruments, and received an executed promissory note due and 
payable to the United States Time Commission for any and all future income 
Mr. Edwards may receive.” 
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“Mr. Edwards, is it of your own free will that you have thus agreed to turn 
over all of your assets, current and future, to this commission?” asked the 
chairman? 

“Yes,” said Mr. Edwards. 

“Be it resolved,” said the chairman, “That at the direction of this 
commission, duly authorized by an act of congress, that time for Mrs. 
Edwards be painlessly and joyfully extended for a period of 7 years from this 
date, during which time Mr. Edwards is admonished to make his amends as 
best he can. Mr Edwards, your late wife will now be reanimated, will be 
cancer-free and in good health for the entire remainder of the time granted. 
I suggest you make the best use of it, but you can only do so by changing 
yourself. You may find that the reanimated Mrs. Edwards will feel so good 
and new that she decides that she still wants to be the EX-Mrs. Edwards. 
Should that occur, you may find that you are not actually getting what you 
bargained for. She is granted the painless time extension, Mr. Edwards. You 
have no guarantee that her time extension will prove painless for you. It is 
the experience of this commission that time brings the most peculiar 
circumstances to individuals, for good or ill, over which they have no control. 
You may find yourself regretting your application; but once done, it cannot 
be undone.” 

“I understand, Mr. Chairman,” said Mr. Edwards, “And appreciate this 
opportunity to so something for Mrs. Edwards.” 

“This commission is now in recess,” said the Chairman with a bang of his 
gavel. Everyone got up to leave the hearing room. Business was done for 
the time being. 

Of course, this is a fairy tale. There can be no such commission. There can 
be no time extensions of this nature granted by an act of government. Time 
extensions of this nature could only be granted in a much higher court, 
where the application fees are only a request for the court's mercy, as 
money has no value to an entity to which everything already belongs. 

Elizabeth Edwards had cancer. She struggled with the disease for the 
remainder of the time she had left. There was pain, there was hurt, there 
was fear, and there was apprehension over what would happen to her family 
and children after she saw that she was beginning to lose the battle and her 
time was drawing to a close. Many, many people face this same struggle. 

Others face a different struggle. They have recovered from their cancer and 
wonder why this extension of time was granted to them and not someone 
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else. They feel guilty about it. And in the midst of their recovered health, 
they fear every new ache or pain is some malignant manifestation and these 
thoughts make them spend their time in ways that are useless. They cannot 
help feeling this way. They can only put on their best game face and go forth 
into the world with that game face showing as they do their dance of death, 
which if we were able to see our lives external to time, we would see that 
line as merely that: a short dance some perform well, and others, flat-footed 
and lame, do with less grace. Upon inspection, we may one day determine 
that we all did our life-death dance with less grace than we thought. We may 
also discover that we danced with the grace of the angels we danced with. 

Phillip, Rick, Margaret, Lynn, me, and thousands upon thousands of others 
are wrestling with the same thing every day. How much time do I have left? 
But this question is not limited to just those who have cancer. It is a 
question applicable and unique to all of MANKIND.  

I have often wondered what a cow is thinking as it lays in the sunshine in a 
grassy paddock chewing its cud. I explore this every time I see it, which is 
frequently. I cannot make it past this as what must be the only thing the 
cow is able to think, “Mmmmmm. This is goooood!!!” Cows do not think 
about time. Cows just ARE. Only man has the spark of the eternal inside. 
Only man can conceive of eternal and therefore classify his time as finite and 
linear. Of course it works this way for everything, but man dwells on it. Man 
ponders it. Man has developed philosophies and religions around it. Man has 
written millions and millions of pages of thoughts about it, and recorded it 
thus for others who came later to ponder what they were thinking before. 
We still ponder. We still write. We are no closer for having thought than we 
were when we started, except this - - 

God is out there. He beckons. He calls. He waits. He never leaves. He never 
moves from his spot. When we call on Him, He answers. He sees a bigger 
picture than we do. He understands things we cannot fully grasp. He sees 
clearly where we just catch fleeting glimpses. We are easily confused, but He 
is not the author of our confusion. Since He sees our linear progression 
through time as a simple point in an eternal sphere, He can see the 
beginning and the end. 

“So what you are saying is that all things are as they should be, fixed and 
predetermined by God!” exclaimed John Calvin right in my ear, rousing me 
from this philosophically sentimental amateur treatise I am writing. 

“Go away, Calvin. That's not what I mean at all!” I say in rebuke. “You 
always come around and worry me just at the time when I think I've got 
things figured out, throwing a wrench in my works, causing great confusion.” 
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“You were already confused,” laughs Calvin, his voice fading into a gentle 
laugh until it is merely an echo, then just a memory. But softly, far, far in 
the distance, I hear, “You'll see, my young friend. Just wait.” 

I snort in disgust. But he was right. I was already confused. And having 
thought about this and written it, I am no less confused, perplexed, or 
bewildered. But I am reminded of certain things in which I find great 
comfort. 

It is recorded that someone wise once said, “Take no thought of tomorrow . 
. . Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof.”  

Someone else wise once said, “For God has not given us a spirit of fear, but 
of love and of a sound mind.” 

That is what I will take with me today. I will keep those things in the 
forefront of my thoughts. When I start to worry about tomorrow, I will think 
about the words of Jesus. When I get fearful, I will think about the words of 
Paul. I will think about them TODAY. TODAY is the only day I have, and the 
only reason I know I have it is that I am already in it. Not a one of us, 
cancer laden or as healthy as an Olympic athlete knows if we will have 
tomorrow. Even healthy Olympic athletes get cancer (Remember Lance 
Armstrong's testicular cancer? Like the rest of us, Lance wonders if his 
cancer will come back in some other, more malevolent form!) 

And Elizabeth Edwards? I mourn her passing with the rest of the nation. I 
mourn her loss and the pain she suffered in the midst of a most public 
betrayal of such a personally private matter. She was dealt a hand no one 
envies; but she played it with a grace and fortitude that everyone watched 
and admired. I pray for her family to find God's peace, which passes all 
understanding. 

I hope that she is in green pastures, looking around at all the wonderful, 
peaceful sights, surrounded by serenity that is illuminated by the face of 
God. Now that she is no longer constrained by the limits of time, I hope she 
is saying to herself, laughing out loud with the joy of a child at Christmas as 
she fleetly skips and races barefooted through the grassy field towards the 
light, “Mmmmmmmmm. This is goooooood!” 

Today I may worry just a little bit about whether Auburn will whip Oregon in 
the BSC Championship Bowl. . . but I won't worry TOO much! I don't think 
there's too much to worry ABOUT! Oregon is good, but they're no Auburn.  
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12/12/10 Our Personal Goals Sometimes Rest on the 
Shoulders of Others 

How can a personal goal of 
mine rest on the shoulders 
of another’s achievement?  

When I was in college, I 
was far too smart to be 
educated. My daughter was 
just like me. We both 
squandered and wasted 
precious time, sacrificing 
the things that required 
hard work on the altar of 
comfort and a misplaced 
sense of importance. What 
was urgent to us at the 

time seems frivolous and pointless now. It’s remarkable how hindsight can 
speak to us so plainly over time. 

Where I failed, I shifted my hopes to my children. I wanted them to achieve 
something which I never did; and in spite of earlier failures, in spite of a 
marriage and two children, in spite the common 
obstacles that young couples face, Piper went on 
to achieve something which her father was 
unable to do.  

Yesterday, she received her Bachelor of Science 
degree at The University of West Alabama. My 
connections with that University, through the 
Sucarnochee Revue, helped her to get restarted 
on her education, but from that restarting point, 
all the her achievements from there were strictly 
her own. Clenching her teeth, rejecting every 
obstacle that presented itself as a roadblock to her progress, she dug in her 
heels and worked until she was able to see that her goal was within her 
grasp. So often we work, and work, and work, but we fail to catch a glimpse 
of the fact that our goal is within our reach; but that is only true if we 
continue to strive against adversity. Our goals can never be met if we quit.  



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

47 

 

Once her desire was 
rekindled, Piper never 
quit. I am so proud of her, 
her determination, her 
persistence, and now, her 
achievement. She has 
surpassed me and for 
that, I am truly grateful. I 
can’t think of any parent 
who would wish their child 
to achieve less than 
themselves.  

 

Among many others, Piper has the following easily discernible things: 

• A family that loves her very much 
• A husband that loves her 
• Two delightful and wonderful 

daughters of her own 
• A tremendous amount of musical 

talent 
• A contemplative, philosophical nature 
• A desire for the truth 
• And now, a college degree 

Her father is simply awed by her 
conversation, her persistence, her many 
talents, her straightforward manner, and 
watching her grow into the person I 
always knew she would become. They 
say the nut doesn’t fall very far from the 
tree. 

So, where I failed, my daughter has succeeded, and this is one more thing I 
have witnessed that can be crossed off my bucket list. 

The joy I find in this cannot be measured. I am so thankful for this, and for 
those who have helped her along the way, particularly my friend Danny 
Buckalew, the Vice-President of Student Affairs at UWA, who got her started 
down this path in such a manner that she could see her goal was within her 
grasp. The ability to communicate a vision to a student is a wonderful thing. 
Your students are well served. Thank you, Danny!!  
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Thanks also to UWA professors, 
Drs. Schellhammer and Gentsch, 
who succinctly pointed out to me 
yesterday amid much laughter and 
celebration that their names are 
not really “Rat Bastard”, in spite of 
what I may have heard. 

Thank you Dr. Tina Jones, for your 
help! 

Thank you, also, to Dr. Richard 
Holland, the President of UWA, for 

his special guidance and his steady hand at the wheel of this institution.  I 
admire a man who rejects superfluous complications and is able to get to 
directly to the core. All of us from the radio show owe you so much!!! 

In the photo above: from the gymnasium bleachers, Maggie just cannot 
understand why she can see her mother seated down on the floor but cannot 
go to her. She was simply inconsolable during the singing of UWA's Alma 
Mater. Perhaps those seated around us thought she was singing. 
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 12/17/10 Contentment Only Happens Where You Are 

He who is not contented with what he 

has would not be contented with what he 
would like to have.   
                                          Socrates 

        Sock-ruh-tees. 

        San-tuh-klaws. 

Hmmmm! Maybe Socrates was the archetypal 
Santa. So much to give, so little time. 

Socrates - - - The wise sage: the founder of 
western philosophy, the Socratic method (The 
reinforcing of hypotheses by the formulation 
of questions used to identify inconsistencies – 
still widely in use today), the teacher of Plato, 
Aristotle, and Xenophon, the enigmatic man 

known more by the writing of his students than by his own words, the thorn 
in the side of the status quo, the wise man who knew nothing. 

We owe a great debt to Socrates, this somewhat mysterious great man of 
ancient Athens. One of the greatest debts we owe to him is the brilliance of 
the students who sat at his feet to learn. He made them think. He made 
them question what they saw, and through questions which provoked self-
examination to reject what was inconsistent so as to hold fast to that which 
which consistently stood the scrutiny of inspection. It is through those 
students that we come to know him as much as we are able. 

Xenophon, the historian and equestrian expert, is probably our most reliable 
source of (perhaps) objective knowledge of Socrates. The great Plato has 
Socrates woven into his writings and philosophy so intimately it is hard to 
discern when Socrates is Socrates from when Socrates is Plato's alter ego. It 
is hard to trump citations from either source. Throw Aristotle into the mix, 
and Aristophanes, too, and we get a glimpse of Socrates as others saw him; 
but without fail, we get a clear picture of how he influenced those other 
thinkers.  

Socrates also said, “The unexamined life is not worth living.” 
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By that statement, he did not mean the constant, pensive introspection 
demanded by teenage angst; that surly, churlish, nobody-understands-me-
cause-I-don't-know-who-I-am-ness; that is greasy kid-stuff. To Socrates, 
the examined life was the life that challenged everything and sought reason 
and order amid the chaos that life can sometimes bring. Everything was 
explorable. He may have been the first to psychoanalyze himself with the 
question, “How does that me feel?”, followed by the question, “Why do I feel 
that way?” This may have been followed by the question, “How are my 
feelings relevant to what I have observed?” 

We do think we know this about Socrates: He was not a wealthy man. Some 
sources say that he charged his students to attend his school, but some 
sources indicate that Socrates denied this. He did seem to choose reflection 
and contemplation over his profession as a stone mason and sculptor. We 
are grateful for that, because history indicates that he was a better 
philosopher and teacher than he was a sculptor. 

Socrates demands that we examine our lives. The examination as he might 
define it is that we look at everything within our grasp to try to understand it 
through its contemplation, eliminating those things which do not stand the 
scrutiny, and developing our understanding through further exploration of 
those things which are not eliminated by this process. Ultimately, Socrates 
will yield in us the knowledge of our own ignorance. He was persuaded of 
this. 

Socrates was content to think. He was content to provoke thinking in his 
students. He was content with everything he had, except his own ignorance. 
What he would have liked to have had was wisdom. What he said he had 
was ignorance. His discontent with his self-acknowledged ignorance, based 
on the quote cited at the beginning, would mean that the more wisdom he 
obtained, the more discontented he would become.  

“I only know that I know nothing,” he said. 

It is recorded that in story that the god-like Oracle of Delphi, the knower of 
all truths, was asked about Socrates' wisdom and replied, “There is no one 
wiser than Socrates.” What a peculiarly worded statement. Was the Oracle 
declaring that no one was wiser than Socrates, therefore indicating Socrates' 
superior wisdom? Or did the Oracle infer that all men were as wise as 
Socrates? What does the response of the Oracle indicate? The Oracle's 
response is worthy of a whole lifetime of contemplation. 

One thing I have learned about contentment – it can only happen where you 
are; it can never happen in some other place, a place longed for, a place 
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dreamed of, a place at which one can arrive later. It can only happen right in 
our midst. Contentment is unobtainable if it is reached for. 

The poet said, “A man's reach must exceed his grasp.” The words of the 
poet ring true. There is so much we would reach for, but the reaching for it 
cannot bring contentment, because we are able to reach things we cannot 
grasp, and how, can our inability to grasp things we can reach lead to 
contentment?  The poet must have studied Socrates. 

What would we like to have? If we get it, does that bring contentment? 
Having grasped it, is our reach now shortened? If we grasp everything we 
can reach, is there contentment left in a life that has nothing left for us to 
gain? In other words, are all our achievements BEHIND us? Is there no 
achievement left in front of us? Why am I asking all these questions? Where 
are the answers? 

Socrates might lean over and whisper in my ear, “The unexamined life is not 
worth living!” 

“You're really living now!” he might say, adding, “You're examining things as 
fast as they present themselves to you. And where are your answers? Do 
they not yield more questions rather than the wisdom you had hoped for?” 

“The human paradox! The wiser I become the more ignorant I realize I 
am!!!” I shout at him across the empty room. 

“Ahhhh! Ignorance is a wonderful starting place. If one were to start with 
wisdom, where can one go from there?” the empty room asked back. 

I looked around, carefully, just to make sure no one was there with me, 
playing some practical joke. Nope, I'm all by myself, but still I hear the 
voice, prodding, challenging, provoking, like a sharpened stick being thrust 
in my ribs, the pain of it annoying me to no end. I look under the bed. I look 
in the closet. I look behind every chair, under the desk, in the shower. 
Finally, I walk outside and look around. It is four o'clock in the morning. 
There is no one here but me. I look up at the sky, the crisp sky so 
beautifully unfettered with urban sky-glow, and I stop for a moment to 
observe the infinity spread out before me. As my thoughts expand to reach 
for the infinity I can see right before my eyes, I become as still as a human 
being can possible be. There is no whirlwind, no firestorm, no shouting or 
trumpets, just that still small voice, the same one heard by Elijah. I can hear 
that voice, but at this moment I cannot quite make out what it is saying to 
me. Knowing that it is saying something is a great comfort, though. In spite 
of my ignorance of what the voice says, I feel contentment. 
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The moment my contentment seems complete, the voice comes clear 
through the ether. It is saying, ”Not that I speak in respect of want: for I 
have learned, in whatsoever state I am, therewith to be content.” I just 
stood there, in the cold morning, watching the eastern sky lighten as the 
view of the stars faded and the infinity retreated into the distance.  

The apostle Paul started from a place of knowledge, and moved towards 
ignorance his entire life. He became less and less sure of what he knew, until 
he reported to us that all he knew was Christ and His crucifixion. But we 
later learn that he knew more than that. He knew that he had finished the 
course set before him; that he had run his race and treasures were laid up 
for him in heaven. We are thankful that he recorded his journey for us as he 
continually examined his own life, and found his contentment in how he 
might serve his God by serving others. We are still served by him today. 

Paul, an educated man, certainly knew of Socrates, and Plato, and 
Xenophon. The all lived hundreds of years before him. Their names and 
works were well known to all educated men in the Greco-Roman world at the 
time. Perhaps it was Paul's Socratic self-examination that started him down 
the road of questioning his self-assured knowledge and lead him to the 
acknowledgment of his ignorance. Perhaps this made him stop long enough 
to hear the voice of the Lord, though in his case, the Lord had to speak to 
him pretty loudly. Fortunate for Paul that He did. Fortunate for us, too, the 
He did. 

In the midst of the knowledge, the Greeks also knew that there were 
perhaps gods among their pantheon that they did not know of. They had a 
temple built to the Unknown God. Paul later preached at that great temple, 
trying his best to persuade those there that he knew the name of that 
unknown God. It is recorded that Paul got their attention, so great was his 
passion for this new, heretofore, unnamed God. No doubt, he made some 
converts there as he did everywhere he traveled.  

We do know this: That Paul, the Lord that he served, and Socrates ran afoul 
of the authorities, which resulted in their execution, all of whom, it is 
recorded, went to face those executions like someone who knew that this 
was part of a master plan. 

Back inside my studio, John Calvin appears out of nowhere. He is just 
standing there looking at me with a big grin on his face, sort of like the 
Cheshire cat. Just like that, he fades and fades until he is completely 
transparent, everything except that grin. All that is left is that grin. He does 
not say a word this time. He does not have to. 
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Voltaire said, “It is dangerous to be right in matters on which the established 
authorities are wrong." 

Socrates disagreed with and challenged the established authorities. He was 
condemned to death and drank the poison hemlock. Paul appealed to 
Caesar, as was his right as a Roman citizen, and was beheaded at Rome. 
Jesus was silent at his own trial, and took up his cross and carried the 
instrument of his torture and death to the place where they crucified him. 
Voltaire was right. Their rightness was dangerous for them. Rightness has 
been so dangerous for so many.  

Maybe some visionaries can only find their contentment in face of their own 
death. 

Having written all that, I am no closer to an ending than when I started, 
except this, which is where I think Socrates' example would lead us: What is 
left behind us as a monument is how we influenced others. Socrates has lots 
to show for what he shunned, what he embraced, and how he influenced 
others. He left Plato, Xenophon, Aristotle, and Aristophanes in his wake, 
along with every ponderer, thinker, and self-examiner that followed in their 
wake; not too shabby, eh? I won't even explore what all was left in the wake 
of Jesus and Paul, other than this observation: I am also a product of their 
efforts to get me to examine my own life. Maybe time spent in lives of self-
examination would yield a dividend of peace on earth. 

Socrates also said this: if you would move the world you must first move 
yourself. 

I looked at the world. I moved. Now, I will learn to be content as I am, while 
simultaneously extending my reach; the paradox of human experience. 
Contentment? It can only happen where I am. My reach? It extends beyond 
where I am. How to balance these two is the trick.  

That Socrates was such a prankster. 

I got this in the mail on late last week. 

Dear Chris: 

A Christmas Ornament has been purchased for the Cancer Patient 
Benevolence Fund at Anderson Regional Cancer Center in your honor. 
Our Christmas Tribute will be held  December 14th at 3:00PM in the 
North lobby of Anderson Regional Medical Center. You are cordially 
invited to attend. This ornament will hang on the Christmas tree in our 
lobby throughout the Christmas season. 
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This contribution is not only a distinctive way to honor you and 
individuals who have touched our lives but it is also a meaningful 
gesture in support of the Cancer Patient Benevolence Fund. We hope 
you will be part of this warm and endearing holiday tradition and look 
forward to seeing you on December 14th at 3:00PM. 

Sincerely, 

G. Wayne Herrington 

Administrative Director 
Jeff Anderson Regional Cancer Center 

Another cancer patient did this for me. It was very thoughtful of them to do 
so. I am humbled and grateful that I was on someone's mind when they 
already have so much to think of. I tried so hard to get to the ceremony, but 
business required that I be headed in another direction. I am looking 
forward to going next week and seeing if I can find my ornament on the 
tree. While I am doing so, I will surely find the names of others I know on 
ornaments I am looking over while I am looking for mine. I will examine my 
life as I look for my ornament. I will reach for it when I see it, but I will be 
content even if I don't find it, which I may not, because I don't know where 
it is. There, in the lobby of the hospital, I will be examining my life through 
the knowledge of my own ignorance, and will be content doing so, until I am 
no longer contented in my ignorance. 

At least I am certain of this: No man is wiser than Socrates. I laugh at 
myself in my own folly. 

A special thanks to Rachelle for her continuing words of encouragement and 
spirit led example. 

Merry Christmas to you all, friends. 
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12-17-10 5:00PM Contentment Is Coming Soon 

I stopped at the mailbox before turning in to the driveway. I grabbed the 
mailbox door, snatching it open as the nearly rotten post wobbled, thinking 
that I would have to fix that soon, when I spied it. There it was, in a plain 
brown wrapper so no one 
would know what it was, 
keeping my secret safe 
from prying eyes, except 
for the wonderings of the 
mail carrier. I secreted it 
away from the rest of the 
mail so that my wife 
would not see it. I'd be 
embarrassed if she caught 
me lusting over what it 
contained. She had 
warned me many times 
before about this 
behavior, this weakness of 
mine, which I now 
cleverly kept hidden from her. 

As soon as I got in the house and put the rest of the mail away, I took 
brown kraft paper wrapped secret down to my studio so I could be alone. 
There, away from prying eyes, I ripped open my brand new SWEETWATER 
catalog and began to pour over its contents, filled with a mania I could 
scarcely control. Sweetwater is a distributor of professional recording studio 
and  audio equipment. I confess that I am overtaken in a bad habit. 

I turned to the microphone section. I longingly looked at the photographs of 
ribbon microphones and large diaphragm condenser microphones. I would 
hardly look at those cheap Chinese imports, but went straight for the 
expensive European and American mics. I picked out two or three that I'd 
really like to have.  

I then turned to the section that had channel strips and pre-amplifiers. There 
was Focusrite, Manley, United Audio, Avalon . . . all top flight equipment; 
stuff I'd love to have in my studio. I ripped through the mixed section and 
looked at Digidesign Pro Tools HD systems, their mixing consoles with 
motorized faders and four band parametric EQ's. I drooled over the pages as 
my fingers flew them and read specs and features with the rapidity of an 
Evelyn Wood graduate. 
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Then I turned to the section with studio monitors. I 
looked at the Genelec monitors. I looked at the 
Event monitors. I looked at the Adam monitors. I 
wanted them all, such was my avarice. 

If I could just get me a Manley external EQ and 
Compressor, and set of Genelec monitors, a UA 
leveling amplifier, a NEVE 1073 Channel Strip, and 
two Royer ribbon microphones, I would have 
everything I needed to be content. My life would be 
complete. Contentment was just around the corner, 
easily within my grasp, since I had saved up and 
was prepared to make several purchases before the 
end of the year to take full advantage of the 100% 
depreciation allowance proffered in the new tax bill 
being signed by the President as I was looking at the 
catalog. 

Contentment! Ah! A wonderful thing. Can't wait for it to get here, delivered 
to me via FEDEX second day air. Contentment in a box. Just pick up the 
phone, charge it to your American Express (for prompt payment in full when 
the bill comes in, as I don't buy things I cannot afford to pay in full when the 
Amex bill comes in!). Though I had worked hard to get to this place I was 
now ready to be content. Contentment was within my GRASP. 

“How long do you think this new found contentment that these thing will 
bring will last?” I asked myself. 

I squirmed in my chair, feeling guilty that I 
had been caught in my bad habit, wishing 
that I had not brought this subject up. I 
frowned and answered, “There's nothing else 
I could possibly need. This will do the trick 
forever,” I say to myself, smugly and self-
assuredly. I snort at me in a harrumph of 
indignation at my suggestion to myself that 
this contentment may just be a temporary 
thing. 

“That's what you said LAST time a 
Sweetwater catalog arrived,” I said.  

“Go away and leave me alone,” I shout. “I 
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know what I'm doing!” 

“Do you?” I ask. 

“Rather than spend a bunch of money, why don't you continue to learn to 
use the things that you HAVE. That has been your focus for the last year. 
And you have been so busy fooling around with the hardware in your studio 
that you have neglected writing songs and practicing the instruments that 
you play. Maybe you should spend more time focusing on your artistic side 
and not your technical side,” I say much to my own chagrin. 

I thought about this for a minute. The more I thought about it, the more I 
realized I was right. But which me was right? The gotta have this stuff me, 
or the use what I have me? 

I threw the Sweetwater catalog in the garbage can. They'd be sending me a 
new one soon enough, and not a single thing that was in there would not be 
available to me later if I decided I really NEEDED it for some particular 
purpose. I do not need it now, nor would I possibly need it ever. 

I looked at my Fostex, Mackie and EPI monitors I have now. I thought about 
how lucky I was to have them. I looked at my Pro Tools computer interface 
and pulled the software up on the computer. I looked at all the United Audio 
and Neve digital pug-ins that simulate the hardware components, knowing 
that they really work. I looked over at my two vintage Peavey VMP-100) 
tube mic preamps, knowing that there were people out there who would pay 
me a lot of money for those. I looked around at the Audio Techinca, 
Neumann and Blue microphones I already have, knowing that lots of people 
would love to have such a stable of equipment in their home studios. I 
looked at the video equipment and software that I was just barely scratching 
the surface on learning how to use it to its fullest capability. It'd be years 
before I exhausted the capabilities of what I already had, much less 
discovering something that it actually wouldn't do that I really needed. 

It is the way of all fetishes.  

I learned a long time ago with musical instruments that the greatest 
enhancement to my own personal sound is my own right hand. I long ago 
found the guitar that completely satisfies, and the banjo that completely 
satisfies, and the mandolin that completely satisfies. If you hand me your 
banjo, I'll still sound like me, I'll just be playing your banjo. I am no longer 
looking for the perfect musical instrument. I already have them. So there, 
my contentment is truly complete. 
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One cannot wait for contentment. There is nothing going to happen that will 
lead to contentment. We must learn to seize it from the ether we inhabit, 
because it is not somewhere else at some other time. It is in our midst. We 
either grasp it, or it eludes us. 

What is it that we would have that would give it to us. In the preceding 
chapter, I explored what Socrates had to say about it, and apparently I am 
not through with the subject, yet. I am not content that I have dealt with it 
fully. I am restless about it. Perhaps when I get through writing this, I will 
find the contentment about it I am looking for, but I delude myself with that 
way of thinking. My desire for life's contentment through the acquisition of 
things has faded. My search for contentment in having dealt successfully and 
plainly with the issue of contentment is now calling out to me, making me 
restless and irritable. I cannot rest until I have resolved the conflicts. 
Without rest, there can be no contentment. I am at an impasse. 

Perhaps I'll learn that I have to be content to be discontented. There, there, 
there . . . another whole issue crops up. The more one explores, the more 
caves one finds that have not been explored. Content with discontent. A 
topic for another day. I am rambling and arguing in circles. The more I 
write, the less content I am with my writing, and the more of my ignorance I 
expose to myself and the world. Again, I throw back my head and laugh at 
myself. 

“Guffaw,” I bellowed. 

“Guffaw, yourself!” the other, wiser me said back? Or was it the less wise 
me? I can't be sure which one of us it was, though I am content to let it rest 
for a while. 
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12/21/10 Obamacare, the SEIU and a Bois D'Arc 
Fencepost     

The SERVICE EMPLOYEE'S INTERNATIONAL 
UNION (SEIU) is all for the SEIU. When I say 
the SEIU, I mean CORPORATE SEIU. It does not 
always seem to be really working on behalf of 
its members. 

Here is a link from the SEIU's website where 
they were urging members to call or write their Senators to get them to 
support the PPAC Act (Obamacare as it is now called). 

http://action.seiu.org/page/speakout/July28 

Unfortunately, some of the workers who are members of the SEIU are being 
denied coverage by their local unions because the very act that they asked 
their members to support has yielded some unintended consequences. 
Those nefarious, unintended consequences. Hardly ever do we see 
unintended benefits, and NEVER with government. 

http://blogs.wsj.com/metropolis/2010/12/01/union-health-care-reforms-
not-to-blame-for-coverage-woes/ 

According to an October 22, 2010,  letter notifying 30,000 members of New 
York's SEIU Local 1199  that the local union would be completely eliminating 
dependent coverage on January 1, 2011, Mitra Behoozi, the  executive 
director of benefit and pension 
finds, claimed that, “new federal 
health-care reform legislation 

requires plans with dependent 
coverage to expand that 

coverage up to age 26. Our 
limited resources are already 

stretched as far as possible, and 

meeting this new requirement 
would be financially impossible." 
This letter firmly placed the 
blame for the dropping of 
dependent care coverage on the 
newly passed health care 
legislation (Obamacare), and denies over 6,000 dependent children of SEIU 
employees any health care coverage at all.  
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A second letter went out from the SEIU saying that the State of New York 
and a lack of federal medicaid funding for children was the real culprit, and 
that while they were going to a member only health care plan, they were 
helping their members qualify to get their children registered on New York 
State's Child Heath Plus Program (Medicaid), “to avoid any gaps in 
coverage.” So, the SEIU managed to eliminate an expense to themselves 
and their own members and are working to get this obligation transferred 
squarely onto the backs of the Federal Government, which is where nearly 
all state's Medicaid money comes from. 

“The 1199 SEIU Home Care Employees Benefit Fund did not drop dependent 
coverage because of the new federal healthcare reform law. We applaud the 

new law's commitment to extend coverage to millions of working Americans 
who are currently uninsured.” See this link the SEIU web page:  SEIU 
SECOND LETTER 

I'm sure Ms. Behoozi was properly reprimanded by SEIU corporate for 
misstating the union's position, but she directly correlated the inability of 
SEIU Local 1199 to “new health care regulations.” Was she mistaken, or did 
she lie? If not her, then who? I wonder if this Christmas season will find her 
without a job? 

In addition, some SEIU locals are part of a list of several organizations that 
have applied for, and been granted, waivers from compliance with provisions 
of Obamacare which will go into effect on January 1, 2011. If this bill was 
good for it's members, and all Americans, why are they dropping dependent 
coverage from many of it's members policies, and why are they asking for 
waivers from compliance? Is it because they can't AFFORD it as a result of 
unintended consequences? 

The real culprit they say: The government's lack of funding for Medicaid. 
They should not have to offer dependent care coverage since the federal 
government or the State of New York should pay for it. 

The second culprit, no doubt: Those evil health care insurance companies 
and their greedy desire for PROFITS. Now there are few things more 
worthless than an INSOLVENT insurance company, in fact, every insurance 
company has to apply for and receive permission to operate in each state. In 
order to do so, they have to meet certain solvency requirements or a state 
will deny them the ability to offer insurance in that state, or revoke the 
privilege. The state insurance regulators are smart enough to know that they 
can't allow insolvent insurance companies to operate within the borders of 
the states they serve, for the protection of their own citizens. If an insurance 
company showed no profits, whereby it can build up RESERVES, which they 
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must have to cover potential losses, they would soon be insolvent and out of 
business.  

Actuary science is a tedious and exacting science. If you don't know what an 
insurance actuary is, you don't know enough about your own insurance. 
Arguing with an actuary about the price of your insurance is about as 
effective as arguing with a fence post. It'll stand there and listen to your 
abuse all day, but it will never make a move to change anything; it will 
remain unresponsive to the most touching plea.  

“I simply can't afford this rise in my insurance rates on my group plan,” the 
exasperated SEIU mother told the insurance actuary, who appeared to be 
listening, but made no response. 

“I said, 'I simply can't afford this rate increase in my group health care 
plan,'” the mother said again. “Didn't you hear me?” 

The actuary nodded but said nothing, sort of like the tar baby. 

“What are you going to do about it?” the mother demanded. 

The insurance actuary, he just lay low. 

The exasperated mother struck him in the face. 
He didn't even move to avoid the blow, but 
stood there and took it just like a Bois D'Arc 
fence post planted solidly in the ground a 
century ago. The mother shook her hand and 
said, “OW,” raising it to her mouth to give it a 
tender kiss. 

“We've got a solution for you,” said the SEIU 
Corporate Benefits Liaison, “One that will even 
reduce your health care insurance costs for the 
next year.” 

“Thank goodness you've come to my rescue,” 
said the concerned mother/SEIU member. 

“Our plan rates will be significantly reduced for the next year because we will 
be dropping your dependent care coverage!” said the SEIU Corporate 
Benefits Liaison. 
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“WHAT????!!!!!” the mother exclaimed, “I must have coverage on my 
dependent children.” 

“We'll lobby the Federal Government, through Medicaid, to pick up the cost 
of insuring your children. We can bring 
a lot of pressure to bear on this 
administration with which, I might 
add, the SEIU has an very amicable 
and cozy relationship,” said Corporate 
SEIU Benefits Liaison. 

“I don't WANT Medicaid. Medicaid is 
welfare! I want my children to see 
their regular doctors and use our 
regular health care facilities,” said the 
even more exasperated mother. “I 
don't mind paying for my health care coverage and dependent care costs, 
but what I want is a reasonable rate from this insurance actuary over here,” 
she said, pointing to the insurance actuary, kicking him in the shin and 
grabbing her toe just like she had kicked that same, previously described 
Bois-D'Arc fence post, jumping up and down, crying, “Ow! Ow! Ow!” 

The insurance actuary, he just lay low. 

“That insurance actuary over there is evil and wicked. You won't get 
anything from him. All he is worried about are the profits his company will 
make. WE'LL get coverage for your dependents through Medicaid from the 
kind, benevolent federal government for the time being, and ultimately, we 
get things arranged so that you won't have to pay anything for any of your 
health care costs. It'll all be provided to you courtesy of Uncle Sam,” said 
SEIU Corporate Benefits Liaison. “It'll just be a matter of time before he 
doesn't even exist,” she added, pointing to the insurance actuary. 

The insurance actuary, he just lay low. 

“The evil insurance companies and 
their greedy quest for evil profits on 
the backs of laborers will soon be a 
thing of the past. When we are 
through, there will be only one health 
care provider, and everything will be 
free,” said SEIU Corporate Liaison. 

“Nothing is free,” said the insurance 
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actuary, no longer laying low, “But you are right, we'll soon be out of 
business. When the companies that people like me work for are forced to 
offer insurance to those who only want it after they become ill, thus 
preventing us from spreading the costs of insurance around to EVERYONE, 
and we are only insuring people who have serious illnesses, we will certainly 
have our operating reserves reduced to the point that your own state 
insurance regulators will revoke our license to operate in your state, and we 
will be gone. This will happen long before we actually go out of business, in 
fact you are hastening our demise by dropping dependent coverage. The 
lack of dependent coverage and the premiums we would receive from that, 
since children are mostly HEALTHY, means that the pool of money in your 
GROUP, some of whom are very ill,  is smaller, and therefore our rates for 
YOUR coverage will have to increase. You believe in sharing the wealth, well 
insurance is a business of sharing the RISK. It cannot be otherwise. It is my 
job to make sure that the risks are calculated properly, and that the 
premiums we charge cover those risks, and leave us some room for 
operating expenses and overhead, of which I am a part, and some profit for 
our shareholders, and to lay by reserves wherein we can meet our 
obligations. When we are gone, you'll bear the risk entirely by yourself, or 
you'll be part of a government insurance program which will leave you no 
choices.  Do you know any veterans who receive their health care from the 
VA?” 

“Yes,” said the mother. 

“Do they ever talk about how they LIKE it?” asked the actuary. 

“No,” said the mother, “They mostly seem to detest it.” 

“Welcome to government health care,” said the insurance actuary. 

“Kick him in the shin, again,” said SEIU Corporate Benefits Liaison, “He is 
evil and wicked. Don't listen to his lies, only listen to me who has your best 
interest at heart.” 

The mother started towards the insurance actuary, but hesitated for an 
instant, somewhat reluctant to kick him again, her sore toe and hand now 
seeming to throb with every beat of her pulse. 

The actuary noticed this hesitation. He smiled a bit. “There is no use for YOU 
to kick me, ma'am. But I wholeheartedly invite SEIU Corporate Benefits 
Liaison to do so,” turning to SEIU Corporate Liaison with a grin. 
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“I know better than kicking you,” SEIU Corporate Benefits Liaison said. “You 
are as hard as a rock.” 

The insurance actuary, he just lay low. 

Bois D'Arc is pronounced BO-dock 
here in Mississippi. Its other name 
is Osage Orange. Some folks call it 
Mock Orange. It is a scrub tree 
and does not grow very big here. 
It is considered a nuisance. 
Whereas the Irish took stones 
from the field and laid them by to 
build fences, and the English 
planted hedgerows to use as 
fences, people here in Mississippi 
planted Bois-D'Arc along their 
fence rows which grew into an 
impenetrable mass that cows would not try to venture through. Bois D'Arc is 
hard when it is green, but it is wickedly hard when it dries. You will RUIN a 
skilsaw blade trying to cut it, and a band saw blade will be dulled beyond 
measure, but not recovery, after just a few cuts. You can just throw your 
skilsaw blade away. It'll look like you've been trying to cut nails. A carbide 
tipped blade will handle it, but only for a few cuts. Once set in the ground as 
a fence post, it'll stay there for centuries and it will not rot. It'll get weather 
beaten, and there may be some shell rot on the outside, but it's core will be 
nearly as hard as iron. Pick out a seemingly rotten Bois D'Arc post for 
yourself; kick it and see.  

The Bois D'Arc fencepost, he just lay low. 

Woodworkers like this wood. It turns 
beautifully, even when dry, and will 
polish to a brilliant sheen without any 
finish required; but keep your turning 
tools sharp, or it will hurt you! Dry Bois 
D'Arc does not YIELD anything easily. 

The insurance actuary threw the old Bois 
D'arc fencepost on his shoulder and 
walked back to his car. He was going to 
enjoy trying to make something out of 

this beautiful piece of wood. As he was driving home, he was calculating in 
his mind how many cuts he would be able to make on his band saw before 
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he had to change his blade. It did not appear to be promising. He surmised 
at the end of his calculations that he would need 2.3675 band saw blades to 
do what he had in mind. Where to find the .3675 of a band saw blade, he did 
not have a clue. 

The mother went back to work in her service job. 

SEIU Corporate Benefits Liaison went back to her big corporate office, 
parked in her nice personal reserved corporate parking place in the 
controlled access covered parking area with a direct private, secured 
entrance into the big corporate office building, got on the private access 
code controlled executive elevator that took her directly to the floor where 
her office was, stormed into the anteroom of her huge corporate corner 
office and shouted at her secretary, “Get Kathleen Sibelius on the phone, 
NOW!” 

Ironically, the insurance actuary was coming in the front door of the same 
big corporate office building from the parking lot out front, where he had to 
walk almost 200 yards to get to the front door. Just two floors down from 
SEIU Corporate Benefits Liaison, in an office leased by Health Care 
Underwriters, Inc, the actuarial firm hired by the insurance provider for the 
SEIU, was the office of the insurance actuary, a small cubicle of just a few 
square fee: those kind of cubicles made up of acoustic dampening moveable 
panels, with desk cubicles built in. He flipped on his computer and began to 
pore over the numbers. He looked, he ciphered, he factored, and he 
concluded that dropping of dependent care coverage would RAISE the 
premiums required to continue coverage of the group by 21%. He clicked off 
an e-mail to the insurance agency that handled the group policy informing 
him of the bad news. The agent responded angrily in a whole series of e-
mails, and e-mail exchanges with agency and insurance company 
executives, finally resulting in a letter of complaint sent to the state's 
insurance commissioner. 

“Arguing with that actuary is like arguing with a fence post,” the insurance 
agent said to a fellow agent. 

The fellow insurance agent, he just lay low. 

We prefer to use the power of persuasion, but if that doesn’t 

work, we will use the persuasion of power. ~~~~ Andy Stern, 
recently retired SEIU President 

Fixing health care will reduce the deficit.  ~~~~ Andy Stern 
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Below is a link to Andy Stern's Plan 
for America. Please note that he 
wants to raise money by a tax on 
internet gambling, which is not legal. 
He must want to legalize it. He and 
Harry Reid and the casinos must be 
great friends. 

 

 

http://www.safeandsecureig.org/sites/default/files/Stern%20Finalversion12-
3.pdf 

On another note, I am sad to report that our full moon, winter solstice total 
lunar eclipse was not visible for an instant tonight due to thick cloud cover. 
The only evidence of it was a total darkness when the full moos should have 
at least made the clouds glow a bit. I even enjoyed the total blackness, just 
knowing that the lunar eclipse was happening overhead. I regret that I 
missed it. It was my only chance to observe a lunar eclipse on a full moon 
that was occurring on the actual day of the winter solstice. Don't feel bad for 
me; it was YOUR only chance to see this, too. The last one occurred 456 
winter solstices years ago. The next one? You can look it up. Perhaps your 
great-great-great-great grandchildren will get to see it. 
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12/23/10 The Anticipated Waive Is Official 

After learning of the waivers that are being granted en masse to employers 
and group health care plans so that they are not required to comply with the 
Patient Protection and Affordable Care Act (PPACA), and noting how many 
LABOR UNIONS were applying for and being granted those waivers, I knew 
that it was just a matter of time before the plan under which I am covered 
would be waived. I received the notice from my plan today. The important 
stuff is reproduced below. Please note that the lower limits being referred to 
is that $100,000 annual limit I have.  

In order to apply the lower limits described above, your health plan 

requested a waiver of the requirement that the coverage for key 
benefits be at least $750,000 this year. That waiver was granted by 

the U.S. Department of Health and Human Services based on your 
health plan's representation that providing $750,000 in coverage for 

key benefits this year would result in a significant increase in your 

premium or a significant decrease in your access to benefits. This 
waiver is granted for one year. If the lower limits are a concern, there 

may be other options for health care coverage available to you an your 
family members. For more information, go to : www.healthcare.gov 

If you have any questions or concerns about this notice, contact the 

Plan Administrator, Joel Hill, at NECA-IBEW Local 480 Health and 
Welfare Plan, P.O. Box 6467, Jackson, MS 39282-6467, (601) 373-

9424 or (800) 424-8434. 

For your information, NECA stands for the 
National Electrical Contractors Association 
and IBEW stands for the International 
Brotherhood of Electrical Workers. My family 
is a NECA contractor (the oldest one in the 
state) and we employ IBEW electricians in 
this Right-to-Work state. We do not HAVE to 
do this, but we have CHOSEN to continue to 
do so, in spite of the fact that we have 
competitors whose labor costs are about half 
of the labor costs that we incur. The men 
who work for us are excellent. They are 

mostly excellent for the type of electrical work we do because of the training 
and experience the company has provided for them. Their excellence does 
not necessarily derive from their own labor union. 
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Since this came to me exactly as indicated above, all in bold print with the 
border around it, I will assume that it is specific language in a specific format 
that was required by PPACA. They also probably required the plan 
administrator and contact information listed for those “questions and 
concerns” that persons covered under the now waived plan may have. 

I might pick up the phone and call Joel Hill at (601) 373-9424. I would call 
Joel at that number because I fear that the plan may not really be able to 
afford it if I called on the toll free number. Too much use of the toll-free 
number might jeopardize the solvency of the plan. I might get Joel when I 
call, but I envision myself getting his voice mail. 

“You have reached the voice mail of Joel Hill, Plan administrator for NECA-
IBEW Local 480 Health and Welfare. Please leave your name and number 
and I will return your call as soon as possible,” the message might say. 

“Joel, this is Chris Sharp, I have some questions and concerns about the 
notice I was sent. Please call me at your earliest convenience,” I might say 
to the recording. Then I would hang up, wondering just when Joel might get 
around to calling me back. I have noticed, heretofore, that some of the 
union office employees don't have a hell of a lots to do, so they have “other” 
interests which seem to consume a lot of their time.  

“Maybe Joel is different and will call me back right away, but I doubt it.” I 
might think to myself. 

Now folks, beyond this point is where things might get a bit dicey, because 
Joel Hill is a real person. I am not hiding his real name here, but am 
choosing to list it because it is listed in the notice that came out to me. The 
“plan” is developed and overseen of a board made up of NECA and IBEW 
representatives from Jackson and Meridian, Mississippi. Joel Hill is the plan 
administrator, but he does not make the plan, he sees that the plan is 
followed, though the plan's board may certainly receive lots of input and 
make decisions relevant to Joel's recommendations, though this is 
speculation, too. I might place some words in Joel's mouth that would not be 
words that he would use, but this is MY story and how I think our 
conversation MIGHT go. It actually MIGHT not, but this is as close as I am 
going to come to speaking with Joel Hill about this. He can be of no service 
to me; he is bound by the plan; and where the plan giveth, the plan taketh 
away, much like the PPACA. Joel Hill does not have the authority to alter the 
plan. You, the reader, are cautioned to proceed with care after this point. I 
have indicated to you before that the truth is in here, somewhere, but it is 
sometimes occluded by a jaded cynicism which I sometimes cannot control. 
Sometimes I let my cynicism out for a little exercise, and I can control it 
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pretty good. Other times it escapes on its own. It is unruly and extremely 
difficult to get back into its stall when that happens. I was so angry when I 
actually got this notice, however expected it was, that I took a valium to 
calm down. Imagine how acerbic and cutting I might be were it not for the 
10mg of diazepam coursing through my body. Both Mr. Hill and I will be 
glad, before this is finished, that I took that diazepam. Even if I had not, the 
bright side is this: The in no provision in the plans which allows for my 
exclusion simply because I am an angry, belligerent ass. 

I also realize the the plan's board of directors face problematic choices, 
many of them they find evil, in an effort to keep health care coverage for 
those they would serve; few of those choices are pleasant. If the had their 
druthers, there would be a tremendous amount of coverage at very little 
cost. If they knew how to do this they certainly would. That is as far as I can 
go to defend them and my last defense of them. Now they, and the PPACA 
will be the subject of my wrath. Mr. Hill, I bear you no personal ill will, and I 
hope that you and your family will remain healthy so that you will not have 
to face what I have as a cancer patient with a $100,000 annual limit on my 
coverage. May I offer you the richest blessings of heaven before I start to 
use you as my whipping boy. Hold on to your hat.  Now that I have 
identified Joel Hill, I will stop using his name, I 
will adopt the name of Mr. Plan Admin for the rest 
of this rant. 

The next day, my cell phone rang. I answered it. 

“Mr. Sharp, this is Plan Admin with Local 480 
Health and Welfare. You said you had some 
concerns about the plan in your message 
yesterday?” he asked. 

“Yes, Plan, I am concerned that this plan is not 
worth a tinker's damn,” I said. 

“Mr. Sharp, our plan is a good plan. It is the best plan our board could come 
up with after lots of negotiations and considerations,” He said. 

“A “good” plan and the “best plan you could come up with” are not 
necessarily connected,” I reply. “Our plan has a huge gap which leaves me, 
and no doubt others who are covered by the plan, with facing that huge gap, 
which can only be filled by a bankruptcy filing.” 
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“If you read the entire notice, Mr. Sharp, you would have seen that at the 
website www.heathcare.gov there are other options available to you if the 
annual limitations are of concern to you,” Plan said, sounding a little short. 

“Well, Plan, I did read the entire notice, unlike our legislators who did NOT 
read the PPACA before voting for it, being pressured to do so by unions who 
no doubt read it, knowing that they would be able to get themselves 
exempted from compliance. The website you mention was a complete waste 
of my time and federal government resources, since it says nothing, does 
nothing, and simply directs me to the State of Mississippi's Risk Pool, of 
which I was already familiar. I do not qualify for it because I am covered 
under our limited plan. I would have to be uninsured for 6 months, and then 
not be covered for my preexisting condition for 12 months before I would be 
eligible to receive any benefits under Mississippi's risk pool. Are you 
suggesting to me that it would be wise for me to be uninsured for six 
months?” 

“No, I am not suggesting that at all, Mr. Sharp. But it is an option that is 
available to you,” said Plan. 

“Only if you become insolvent,” I said. 

“In your notification, you said that 'if the lower limits are a concern, there 
may be other options for health care coverage available to you and your 
family members.' while I think you may have been required to use this 
particular language in your notification, you are not serving your members 
by telling them this. There are no other options for someone in my case. 
That is a misrepresentation of the truth. It sounds good, politically, but there 
is no practical truth in it. It is akin to Marie Antoinette saying, 'Let them eat 
cake.' 

“Of course, with my preexisting condition, no doubt, you'd love for me to 
remove myself and the liability I represent to the plan, but I can assure you 
that there is not a snowball's chance in hell that I will do so. 

“I have fought to conserve every dollar available to me under the plan. I 
have rejected MRI's, and CT scans, and the most exotic tests, and even 
negotiated to have some of those exotic tests they assured me were 
necessary done for free, at NO cost to the plan, since I knew that THEY 
wanted to collect the information as part of their research, and I questioned 
everything that the doctors suggested, only proceeding with those things 
that were absolutely necessary. If I proceeded with everything that is 
allowable under the plan which my doctor's SUGGESTED, I could spend a 
hundred thousand dollars a year and have nothing more than a cold. Since 
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there are now no lifetime limits, I will work diligently to take ALL the advice 
of my doctors, who continually suggest an expensive MRI every time I tell 
them I have a headache, so that the plan can be adequately drained of the 
$100,000 allotted to me EVERY YEAR” 

“That might be considered fraud, Mr. Sharp,” 
said Plan. 

“It wouldn't be MY fraud, Plan. Who am I to 
question what a doctor thinks I need? I am 
not a medical professional. I would just 
simply do everything they suggested is 
necessary. I could eat too many pinto beans, 
get bad gas pains, and have upper and 
lower GI's done. This could be diagnosed, 
even with or without those tests as 
Diverticulitis, and then there'd be expensive 
medicines, and regular visits to the 
gastroenterologists. I could get heartburn 
from eating greasy chili and have $20,000 

worth of tests done by cardiologists to make sure I didn't have heart trouble 
if I listened to everything my doctor's suggest. If I ever complained of being 
a little short of breath, there is no end to what would be spent in pulmonary 
testing and consultation. I think, since the plan does not seem to care about 
anything except what is in the plan, that I will make sure, upon proper 
medical advice, that my $100,000 is accounted for every year. That will be 
as good for the plan as the plan is for me. 

“'May be other options,' indeed. You should be ashamed. That was a false 
baiting and a blatant invitation for me to get the hell off your plan and quit 
contaminating it with my illness,” I said. 

“Mr. Sharp, the law required that we use that specific language in the 
notification,” Plan explained. 

“You could have applied for a waiver,” I reply. “They seem to grant waivers 
just with the submittal of the paperwork, particularly if you are a labor 
union. You have already shown a proclivity to do so. Why stop now?”  

“Unions are not the only groups granted waivers,” said plan. 

“No, but they certainly seem to be well represented, particularly the IBEW 
and the SEIU. Nancy Pelosi said that we should pass this bill so we could 
'see what was in it.' Surprise! Surprise! Surprise! There is NOTHING in it that 
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has any substance. How can one write 2,700 pages of legislation that do 
nothing? The barking dog has no teeth!” 

Plan said, “There is the removal of the lifetime limit, and by 2014, there will 
be no granting of waivers.” 

“By 2014, I can be bankrupt AND dead; I fail to see the benefit in that. The 
President said that if we liked the insurance we have we could keep it. He 
certainly failed to mention what we might be able to do if we did NOT like 
our plan. And no one informed us about WAIVERS. Plan, by 2014, there will 
be no health insurance except for what the government offers. I suggest you 
be thinking about a career change since your job will have become 
redundant. In the meantime, Plan, you and your family and every single 
person served by the plan is just one heart attack, one cancer diagnosis, one 
kidney failure, one septic infection, one hunting accident, or one fall from a 
six foot stepladder away from a possible bankruptcy. I suggest you consider 
revamping the plan.” 

“There is no need to revamp the plan, since we were granted the waiver,” he 
said. 

“My point, exactly,” I cried. I took the receiver down from my ear and 
banged it loudly on the desk several times in frustration. 

Putting the receiver back to my ear, I heard Plan say, ”We seem to have a 
bad connection.” 

“We certainly do,” I said, “But it's better now, I think.” 

“Well, Mr. Sharp, is there anything else I can help you with?” Plan asked. 

“You haven't helped me with anything, yet. Why would you ask me if there's 
anything else?” I asked back. 

“I need to get off this phone and get back to serving the plan,” said Plan. 

“You certainly do a good job of serving the plan. Would that the plan were as 
interested in serving its members,” I said. 
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“The plan DOES serve its members,” said Plan in retort. 

“It serves them SOME, Plan, but it leaves their bare ass hanging high out 
over a deep and dangerous crevasse. If you have not done so, I hope you 
obtain some supplemental insurance. I wish I had had time to do so. 
Perhaps the plan could come up with some way to offer, at whatever price, a 
group supplement that kicks in when the plan's limits are reached.” 

“I am not aware of such a program,” said Plan. 

“And Nancy Pelosi was not aware of what was in the PPACA,” I said and then 
hung up the phone, not slammed the phone, but merely, gently, hung up. I 
did not feel like saying goodbye. 

Now, Plan is not personally responsible for this. If he had the answer to 
health care woes, he would not be administering this small plan. He would 
be the guru king of the nation. I do not wish him any ill will, and I 
understand that the reference in the notification “providing $750,000 in 
coverage for key benefits this year would result in a significant 

increase in your premium or a significant decrease in your access to 
benefits”  means that should they be required to raise the annual limits, 
there may be no plan at all. The President's idea of “keeping what you have 
now” has been addressed by the waivers. “If you don't like what you have 
now," has not been addressed.  

I am no worse off now than I was. And I will not spend the plan's money 
foolishly, but will still question and challenge every expense. I hope the plan 
appreciates this, but I don't think they do. The plan is the plan. It pays what 
it pays. If I save them a dime, there is no gratitude. If I spend a dime, there 
is no penalty. What a shame! And this may all be merely an academic 
exercise, since the next congress is likely to repeal the entire thing. I just 
find it wickedly ironic that, though 
opposing the entire PPACA program 
due to what I think would be a 
prohibitive cost to the nation, the 
ONLY thing that would be of 
immediate benefit to me has been 
displaced by a waiver.  

"Let them eat cake," Marie said, 
shortly before she no longer needed 
anything from her plan. 
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I think back to the Truth-O-Meter. I think it told me the truth. There was one 
more thing it should have added, though, which I think it omitted because it 
did not see the relevance. I get the truth-o-meter out. I plug it in so the 
batteries can charge for a minute or two. When it gets warmed up, I ask it, 
“Will the NECA-IBEW Local 480 Health and Welfare Plan still be around in 
2014, and will Plan still be the plan administrator? And will the plan's board 
ever change its mind about the annual limits? And what ramifications can we 
expect over the next few years?” 

• The lights blinked on the Truth-O-Meter for a moment, then the Truth-
O-Printer started printing. The slip of paper that came out of the 
Truth-O-Printer said this: 

• By 2014, there will be no plan for Plan to be the administrator of.  

• Health care will only be available as a government program.  

• Thinking that his experience will land him a nice job in the new Federal 
bureaucracy created to administer government health care, Plan will 
discover that, being “over-qualified”, he does not fit the personnel 
profile formulated by the new bureaucracy, and will continue to be in a 
state of redundancy.  

• Prior to that, a plan board member will find himself facing serious 
health issues and will want to change the plan limits.  

• The rest of the board will vote against doing that, and he will resign, 
leaving NECA-IBEW in a huff of rage and anger, throwing several IBEW 
members out of work, causing them to also drop the plan because of 
their inability to afford the premiums.  

• When the new soon-to-be government health care program gets here, 
you will get to keep it whether you like it or not.  

• Expect to pay more for less 

• Eventually, expect to pay a lot for nothing at all unless you have 
nothing, then continue to expect to get something for nothing which 
will lead you to greater government dependence.   

The HHS website that shows waivers that have been granted is dated 
12/3/10. I am still perplexed how the government can review and approve 
waivers so quickly while taking to so long to update the website. At this 
point there are a few over 200. There must be THOUSANDS of applications 
for waivers pouring in. Pretty soon the government will be forced to waive 
the application for waivers. Perhaps the next congress will waive PPACA 
altogether. If they do, and our President says that the obstructionist party 
across the aisle does not want Americans to have health care, he will be 
displaying a dis-ingenuity that spills over into the realm of an out and out 
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canard. PPACA has given us 
nothing that cannot be 
waived at this time. Some 
companies and unions (the 
list seems rather heavily 
populated with unions to me) 
have dropped dependent care 
coverage entirely rather than 
bring in children of group 
members that are up to 26 
years old. Waivers are 
granted as fast as completed 
applications are received. 
Some people will be able to keep what they have, if they can afford the 
much higher premiums they will be facing. Yes, lifetime limits are abolished, 
but some people will lose their insurance entirely because of this. What we 
have is LESS than we had when we started. Is this merely growing pains? I 
think so . . . growing pains purposefully intended to help usher in the era of 
single-source government health care as a panacea for the “emergency” that 
has been created for effect. 

Sophocles said: How dreadful knowledge of the truth can be when there's no 
help in the truth. 

Isn't it dreadful?? The truth, I mean! 

Is this deja vu all over again? 

Newton's third law of motion keeps coming to mind. 

Enough ranting and raving for now. I have grown weary of it.  

My condolences to the Hooper family. Mr. Clarence Hooper, a long-time 
friend fellow patient at Hemosapien's clinic passed away three weeks ago. I 
just learned of this yesterday. Mr. Hooper and I shared leukemia. Though I 
am in remission, he is now completely free from his. May Mrs. Shirley (A 
cancer survivor herself) have the peace of the Lord this Christmas season; 
that peace which passes all understanding. 

My friend Phillip is having complications from his esophageal cancer. He just 
finished radiation and will start another round of chemotherapy next week. I 
went to see him in the hospital yesterday.  
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My buddy Rick is recovering from his radiation treatments for his Hodgkin s 
Lymphoma. He was able to continue to work during his treatments. He has 
some difficulties from the radiation, but says that it could have been worse. 
Rick is as tough as nails, though like a lot of us, he seems unaware of this. I 
see it, though. He was very concerned about his niece, though, a nurse who 
just had surgery for colon cancer that had spread to her liver and ovaries. 
She is 34 years old. Her immediate prognosis is favorable. Her three year 
prognosis is not good. Doctors don't know everything. 

Rick's friend Jack, who Rick introduced me to at Hemosapien's office, was all 
but given up to his metastasized lung cancer. He went to consult with 
another doctor in Birmingham who practices nutritional medicine along with 
oncology. Jack is now tumor-free. Hallelujah for Jack! Our continued prayers 
are with him. 

Lynn, also a nurse, is recovering from surgery for colon cancer, and is in the 
midst of chemo and radiation. I have not spoken to her, but I heard that she 
is having a hard time. She is a kind and delightful person, much loved by her 
family and her equally delightful children. She is in my continual prayers. 

I heard that the wife of a friend of mine has breast cancer. I called to check 
on her but have not been able to get hold of anyone. Sheila is in my 
thoughts and prayers. I know she must be terrified since she lost her mother 
to a sudden cancer several years ago. May she know that the spirit of fear 
does not come from the Lord. 

My friend Stan's wife just had surgery for colon cancer. I understand that 
they think they got it all. She may not even need any chemo. I sure hope 
so. 

My friend Donnie has lymphoma. He has had a hard time. Donnie and I have 
so much in common. We are a lot alike. We work in the same industry. We 
work together on many projects. He is preparing for a bone marrow 
transplant. He is in my continual prayers. 

Mark's friend, Charlie, has come through a bone marrow transplant for 
Lymphoma. He is doing well at the moment. The moment is all a bone 
marrow transplant patient has. It is all any of us have. 

Margaret is waiting on the results of her CT scan. She has finished her 
chemo and is on a maintenance drug. I visited with her yesterday. Of 
course, she is filled with apprehension waiting on these results; but amid her 
apprehension, I saw a grace and a confidence that I don;t think she sees in 
herself. Sometimes we need to let others see for us. 



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

77 

 

Johnny had bladder cancer and had a brand new fabricated bladder installed. 
All this happened without any knowledge of it until after it was done. He has 
had to learn to get used to operating a mechanical bladder, but it works, and 
he is cancer free and completely released except for post-surgery 
mechanical and plumbing checkups. 

Sophocles comes out of the woodwork and says to me, “The truth can be 
dreadful, can't it?” 

“It sure can,” I say back, “but what else can we cling to?” 

“Sometimes, clinging to the truth is like clinging to a boat that is sinking in 
the middle of the ocean,” he says. 

“Maybe we should cling to Cinderella, or some other fairy tale,” I say. 
“Maybe we should trust the air to support us it does a bird.” 

“You could cling to that, or you could cling to the truth,” he replied. “Either 
way, the results may not be any different. They may all be dreadfully 
dreadful.” 

“Dreadful! What an awful word!” I declare. 

“The only thing more dreadful than an unhelpful truth is the clinging to a 
lie,” said Sophocles. He walks over to the table where my Truth-O-Meter 
sits. I have just finished my third easy payment of $49.95. It is all mine, 
now. He peers at it, trying to determine what it is. He asks himself many 
questions, rejects many of them out of hand, and finally asks me, “What is 
this thing?” 

“It's a Truth-O-Meter,” I say. “If you ask it something, it will give you only 
the truth.” 

“The miracles of modern invention,” he says. “Do you mind if I use it?” 



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

78 

 

“No, help yourself. I'll turn it on for you,” I say as I walk over and flip the 
switch, pausing there to let it warm up for a minute since I have discovered 
that it works better after it has reached its operating temperature. When it 
was ready, I told Sophocles, “Just ask it what you will. The truth will come 
out.” 

“Amazing,” he said. 

He leaned down to the Truth-
O-Meter. I think he wanted to 
whisper so I couldn't hear 
him. He seemed self-
conscious, so I pretended to 
be distracted like I was not 
paying attention, but I was 
all ears, filled with an intense 
curiosity as to what this wise, 
ancient sage might ask. I was 
fiddling around with some 
dusty old bric-a-brac on the 
shelf when I finally heard the 
question he asked the Truth-
O-Meter. 

“Who is wiser, Socrates or 
me?” 

The Truth-O-Meter vibrated 
and shook. It rattled and 
clicked, beeped and snorted. It seemed like it was wrestling with a question 
that was difficult for it to sort out. After what seemed like an unusually long 
time, the Truth-O-Meter went to printing. Sophocles leaned over and peered 
at the printout from the Truth-O-Printer. His face turned white and he turned 
to run out of the room. 

I gave up all pretense of nonchalance and rushed over to the Truth-O-
Printer. This is what it said. 

No man is wiser than Socrates 

I laughed out loud when I read that, calling out to Sophocles as he bolted for 
the door, between loud guffaws of laughter, I shouted to his swiftly 
retreating form, “The truth can be dreadful, can it not?” 
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He did not answer. 
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12/26/10 A Christmas to Remember 

We have had a delightful Christmas. I hope yours was good, too. There was 
plenty to eat, and I mean PLENTY. I foundered myself on Christmas Eve and 
had to get out and walk around in the cold wind for an hour or so, lest my 
feet fall off like a horse that got into the grain bin and foolishly ate until it 
ran the risk of killing itself. Funny, a MULE won’t do that; but a horse sure 
will. Mules are smarter than horses, but don’t expect to get that 
confirmation from a horse; you’ll have to ask the MULE. This horse is not 
smart enough to know that he is not smart. 

It is a wonderful thing, though, to be in a position that one’s eyes are bigger 
than one’s belly. That means that PLENTY is spread out before you. Others 
do not have that choice. There is no plenty there, only lack. We should all be 
cognizant of this every time we have a heaping plate of turkey, ham, 
dressing and sweet potatoes. If this does not produce a thankful spirit in us, 
there is something missing in us that we’d be better off having. IT is 
shameful to be in the midst of plenty and not be thankful for it. 

It is snowing here in Mississippi this morning. Yesterday, it snowed even 
more in North Mississippi. We are having the white Christmas we dream of, 
though here, it is a brownish/white Christmas; just enough snow for us to 
see that it snowed, but not enough to be purely white. We’ll take it and be 
thankful for it. 

Here in Mississippi, no one knows how to sanely drive in the snow. People 
drive just like normal, never thinking for an instant about their inability to 
STOP, until they touch their brakes as they approach the stop sign like it 
was a balmy July afternoon. It is FAR too late to make any adjustments 
then. The laws of physics, always in play, manifest themselves in the most 
uncomfortable and frightening way at that point. While I am able to 
understand this and keep it in mind, OTHERS do not. It is the OTHERS I am 
worried about. Their flippant attitude means that I can be in real danger. 
Every other driver becomes the enemy. 

“There he is I say to myself,” at the approaching vehicle, still a mile up in 
front of me. “The enemy approaches!” I can see that they are driving way 
too fast as we both approach a small bridge over the creek. I do not want to 
be on the bridge at the same time as the enemy. I pull over onto the 
shoulder about 100 yards ahead of the bridge and stop. 

The enemy hits the bridge, thinking that only driving 40 miles an hour he is 
safe from any problems. He decides he is going a little too fast, though, for 
the bridge, and about a quarter of the way on the bridge makes an attempt 
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to slow down a bit. He doesn’t even touch his brakes, just lets off the gas. 
When he does, he gets instantly sideways on the bridge, THEN decides to 
put on the brakes. Hs is now a ballistic object set on a path that is beyond 
his control. From my spot a hundred and fifty yards away, I can see the 
terror on his face, as he spins round and round. 

I put my truck into reverse and start backing up. The four-wheel drive bites 
into the gravel on the side of the road. I accelerate backwards barely able to 
control my steering, but keep on moving backwards just the same. The 
enemy has fired a three thousand pound ballistic object at me; I can see it 
coming. I do not want to be in the place that the laws of physics have 
determined will be its final resting spot, which at the moment appears to be 
exactly where I am. 

The enemy is fortunate, though: through no ability of his own, he manages 
to avoid the guardrails on the bridge, though wetting his pants in his terror. 
The spinning car comes off the icy bridge, bites into the asphalt, jerks itself 
into a new direction, and in its final spin, passes through the exact spot 
where I had been waiting, sliding down the gently sloped embankment, and 
comes to a rest, with no damage to the car or the diver, in the muddy flat 
off the road’s shoulder. Buy now, I am another hundred yards away, 
watching all this happen in slow motion. I sit there fort a minute, observing. 
The enemy tries to drive back up onto the road’s shoulder, but his wheels 
just spin uselessly. He slings mud forward and backward as he tries to 
move, but nothing doing. He is stuck. 

Now that the enemy is paralyzed and is no longer a threat to me, I pull 
slowly back up and stop and get out. 

“Ooops!” I say to him. 

“Oooops,” he says back. He looks at my four-wheel drive truck. He asks me, 
”Do you have a tow chain?” 

“Yep,” I reply, as verbose as a Vermont dairy farmer. 

“Do you think you could pull me out?” he asks. 

“Yep! I could!” I say, but not moving, just watching him carefully, cautiously, 
as everyone should in the presence of the enemy. I make no move to do 
anything. 

“Will you pull me out, then?” the enemy asks. 
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“I will, but I am liable to pull the entire front end off of that Toyota you’re 
driving. They don’t respond well to a hard pull,” I say, not really wanting the 
liability if I should damage his car in some way. 

“Where are you headed,” I ask. 

“Starkville,” he replies. 

“I will pull you out if you make me a promise,” I say. 

“OK,” he says. 

“When you get back on the road, you will not exceed 30 miles per hour. 
When approaching a bridge, you will take your foot off the gas a quarter of a 
mile before you reach that bridge. When you get to the bridge, you will 
absolutely maintain whatever speed it is that you are traveling when you get 
onto the bridge. You will let off the gas that same quarter mile before you 
approach any place wherein you must stop, and you must NEVER, for an 
instant, forget the conditions in which you are driving. If I had not been 
watching YOU, you’d have collided with me, and we both would have torn up 
vehicles and perhaps gotten hurt. You MUST not be a danger to others if you 
insist on driving in this snowy/icy mess.” 

“Oh, I know how to drive in the snow, but if I drive 30 miles an hour, it’ll 
take me two hours to get to Starkville,” the enemy said. 

“What I have seen with my own eyes tells me otherwise,” I reply. “Besides, 
your ignorance of your own capability is a danger to others. Either you 
promise, and now recognize your own ignorance, or I’ll leave you right 
where you are. Think of how long it’ll take you to get to Starkville then. A 
safe arrival in two hours seems like a bargain to me.” 

His face turns red with anger, and he contemplates what I said. He yields, 
though, wanting to get back on the road, knowing in his heart that he can 
drive faster now that he has learned what NOT to do, and he says, “I 
promise.” 

“OK, then,” I say as I head back to my truck, but I have no confidence in his 
promise. 

I pull into position, get the chain out, and rig up to pull him out. There is a 
towing hook on his frame underneath the bumper, so I will be able to pull 
him out without causing any damage to his car. I instruct him on what I 
want him to do and get back into my truck, put it in four wheel drive, take 
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the slack out of the chain, and pull him right back up onto the roadway. I 
then get out, unhook everything, and put my chain back in my truck. 

“Thanks a lot,” he said. 

“You’re welcome,” I say back, admonishing, “Remember your promise.” 

“Oh, don’t worry,” he says with a laugh. I wonder what he was laughing 
about. 

I sit in my truck, watching him head north until he is out of sight. I look 
around; there are no other enemies out on the roadway. I turn around and 
head back home. 

About 10 miles up the road, the Toyota-driving enemy forgets everything he 
promised. He decides that he will send a text message to his wife letting her 
know about his delay, and letting her know about the helpful, but smart-ass 
local yokel who pulled him out of the ditch. As he is texting, he takes his 
eyes off the road. He hears the sound of his tires hitting the grooves cut into 
the road’s edge, and he feels the vibration. He looks up and yanks the wheel 
slightly to the left to get back squarely on the road. When he does, the 
feeble traction on the icy road exceeds the sideways g-forces his car is able 
to withstand. He gets a bit askew in the road, again, a ballistic object. He 
hits the brakes and begins an uncontrollable spin. He crosses the center 
lane, and fortunately there was no oncoming traffic. He careens off the 
shoulder on the southbound lane of the highway. The shoulder is much 
steeper here than it was in his previous incident. He comes to rest down a 
30 foot bank, far out of sight of anyone on the highway, with a significant 
amount of damage to his car. At least he is unhurt, but he has wet his pants 
a second time. 

He takes the cell phone, still in his hand, and dials the number for AAA. He 
tells them he will need a wrecker. They report back that due to the heavy 
volume of calls and his remote location, it will be several hours until they are 
able to get to him. 

He curses and hangs up the phone. He thinks about his promise to me. He 
decides hat none of this is his fault. He curses the inclement weather. The 
weather is unaffected by his cursing. He curses the embankment. The 
embankment is unaffected by his cursing. He curses the dents in his car. His 
car is unaffected by his cursing. He spews vitriol on AAA and their inability to 
come to his immediate aid. AAA is unaware of this vitriol, and by now has so 
many calls coming in their switchboard is overloaded. They are unavailable 
when he calls them a second time 
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He IS still the enemy, but this time, he has neutralized himself. It will the 
next day before he makes it to Starkville. By then, he will have missed all 
the activities he has planned. He curses his fate. He curses his bad luck. He 
curses me, who so arrogantly pointed out that I did not have any confidence 
in his capability. He denies everything except his own responsibility. 

As Napoleon once said, “Never interrupt you enemy when he is in the 
process of making a mistake.” Due to his own mistake, He is thankfully no 
longer a threat to anyone. 

I should have left him where I found him. 
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1/1/11 Happy New 
Year!! 

At midnight it was plumb 
BALMY here in Mississippi, 
with that heavy oppressive 
air that precedes bad 
weather. From 2:00AM to 
4:00AM of the New Year, the 
sky vented its wrath over 
central Mississippi, and at 
5:45AM there is still the not-
so-distant rumble of thunder. When the sun comes up at about 6:20 or so, 
I’m sure the sky will appear ominously dark and foreboding, nearly touching 
the ground, its pregnant weight keeping it low, and lower still.  

We have WEATHER here. I addition to WEATHER we also have WHETHER. 
The two terms can be used interchangeably. The WEATHER continuously 
makes us wonder WHETHER we brought out coat with us. In other places, 
people enjoy the mild CLIMATE. We enjoy the rapidly changing weather. The 
nearby Gulf of Mexico and the prevailing winds bring that warm gulf 
moisture up into Mississippi, where it collides with cold air masses moving 
down from the Midwest, produces spectacular weather; the dense, dry cold 
air forcing the warm, moist air higher and higher still, until the billions of 
tons of water vapor held in the clouds condense and fall back to the earth as 
rain. As the thunderheads rise, they draw in more moisture, feeding itself 
like a vacuum. The low winds sweeping across the earth’ surface are then 
drawn upwards, after picking up quintillions of hitchhikers in the form of the 
earth’s negatively charged ions, where they collide with the positively 
charged ions in the sky, producing spectacular lightning discharges. It’s 
always amazing to watch this majestic, violent, and frequently dangerous 
display. The wind, coming from the Southwest is the wind feeding the 
storms. As the storm rages, the wind may come from any direction, and 
frequently does, though the entire storm system slips to the Northeast. As 
soon as the warring front passes, the wind shifts direction and starts coming 
from the North, and the temperature starts dropping. Before this day is 
over, I will change from my shirtsleeves I am in, first to a sweater, then to a 
heavy coat. They say that temperatures may be near freezing by tonight. 
Now I don’t mind freezing temperatures, but it is hard to adjust from the 
70’s to the 30’s with a brisk North wind at its back. It gives rise to the 
plague all of us Southerners suffer from: the SINUS. We talk about it as if it 
were a disease. 
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If my mother were preparing an afternoon tea for a visit from her sister, my 
Aunt Ann, and her daughter, my cousin Ava, a confirming telephone call 
might go like this. 

“The tea is set for 2 o’clock this afternoon,” my mother might say to my 
Aunt Ann. “I can’t wait to see you and Ava!” 

“I’m afraid I will be coming by myself. Ava is not well,” Aunt Ann might say. 

“Gasp! What is the matter? I hope it is nothing serious!” Mother exclaims. 

“She’s got the SINUS so bad she just can’t come,” says Aunt Ann.  

I can visualize her worried look and the shaking of her head slowly back and 
forth, in sympathy for this malady that oppresses all of us down here. I can 
see it two times: one is the mental image of my Aunt Ann’s display as she is 
talking to my mother on the phone, and the other is my mother right before 
my eyes shaking her head, no doubt in unison, with Aunt Ann. 

“Um-Umm!” says Mother with a shake of her head. 

“I know it,” says Aunt Ann, in an invisible, but rock-certain identical head 
shake. 

“I’ve had the SINUS myself for a week now,” says Mother, “But I’m feeling a 
bit better.” 

“Me, too,” says Aunt Ann. 

“Um-Umm!” they both said, together, casting their heads down, bemoaning 
this Southern curse. 

I’m getting ready for Black-Eyed Peas, Turnip Greens, Cornbread, and some 
fried Hog Jowl, today. It’s our traditional New Year’s Day fare. Of course, it 
doesn’t have to be New Year’s Day for us to eat any of these items. I had 
black-eyed peas at least once in the past week, and turnip greens twice. 
Cornbread at least three times. It’s been a month or so since I had some 
fried Hog Jowl, but I am looking forward to an over-indulgence of it today. 
Today, there is no penalty for eating too much of these things: no calories, 
no cholesterol, no heartburn, no nothing but joy. It’s Olly Olly Ox-in-free day 
on these food items. If we keep repeating this to ourselves, it will become 
true. Just say this three times every time it crosses your mind, or you think 
about any of the food items mentioned above: Olly Olly Ox-in-free! Olly Olly 
Ox-in-free! Olly Olly Ox-in-free! There! I can’t wait! 
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The thunder still rumbles. The wind is variable, but I feel coolness when it 
swings from the North. I can smell the Black-Eyes Peas simmering in the 
pot. I can smell the Turnip Greens. I can smell the Hog Jowl sizzling and 
frying in the skillet. I can sympathize with everyone who suffers from the 
sinus. 

Happy New Year. Happy new decade! May the SINUS be our worst malady, 
and may everything we pick up honestly say to us, “Olly Olly Ox-in-free!” 

By the way, it's 6:30AM. The rumble of thunder of just a few minutes ago is 
gone. The first inkling of daylight shows that ominously dark sky, and the 
wind has shifted to strong and steady from the North. I'd say in the last 
twenty minutes the temperature has dropped ten degrees. My SINUS is 
flaring up, and I wonder where I put my coat? Ooops! I hear the rumble of 
thunder, again. I wonder WHETHER this WEATHER is going to act up again. 
The dogs wonder WHETHER this WEATHER will leave them alone. They don't 
like it. They are camped right outside the door of my studio. If I open the 
door, I will trip over them it I am not careful. They look up at me and whine. 
I say, "Olly Olly Ox-in-Free," and let them in. It is New Year's Day, after all. 

Here's a song I co-wrote with my friend Rachelle McClendon Carver from 
New Mexico, yesterday. I recorded it yesterday, too. The more I listen to it, 
the more I like it.  Hope you enjoy it. Many of you will know who Tubal-Cain 
and Jubal-Lee are, and where they come from. Some will think they are a 
myth. They are far more than myth. They are mysterious to us, but mystery 
is no confirmation of myth. Enjoy the story of TUBAL AND JUBAL.  
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1/7/11 Ready, Aim, Fire, Miss 

I fired and missed on whose head would 
roll at National Public Radio (NPR) over 
the Juan Williams controversy. 

Senior Vice-President Ellen Weiss is the 
goat that has been offered as a sacrifice 
for the sin of public display of the 
ugliness of political correctness. She is 
not a lamb. A lamb is not required as a 
sacrifice for this sin; merely a goat. 

It looks like CEO Vivian Schiller will get to 
keep her job, at least for a while, though 
the NPR board voted to deny her the 
2010 year-end bonus she was expecting. 
Could it be that if Ms. Schiller remains at NPR, we will soon be seeing the 
Peter Principle's “Lateral Arabesque” or a shifting of Ms. Schiller to the side 
as someone else is put into her position? I am not predicting this, but I am 
not ruling it out either. 

The numbers reported on the amount of Federal funding NPR receives are 
confusing and misleading. It has been reported to be as little as 3% to as 
much as 15%. NPR is a part of the Corporation for Public Broadcasting 
(CPB). Some of the Federal money allocated to the CPB is earmarked for 
NPR. Federal funding for the CPB is reported to be as much as 15% of its 
annual revenue. How much of this is allocated to NPR, I am not sure, but 
this is the number that seems to fall within the reports of 3% and 6% of its 
annual budget. This is merely confusing. 

The part that is misleading is the amount of money affiliated local Public 
Radio stations pay NPR for the rights to broadcast NPR programming, like 
“All Things Considered.” Many of these local public radio networks get a 
significant amount of funding from their state governments and the Federal 
government. This money finds its way into the hands of NPR, but is not 
reported as government money, but as external revenue raised through the 
selling of a valuable service, or revenue producing activities. While this is 
true, it is where the money comes from and how it is reported that is 
occluded from public view. This government money is there, one just has to 
peer closer to see it. Even some of the state government money channeled 
to local public radio comes from the federal government in the form of 
grants or other funding. I suspect that if every dollar of federal money was 
counted, it would be substantially more than what is being reported to us. 
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This is a very clever ruse. The rubes will never know. “Let them eat cake,” 
someone once said. 

Only the left would say that NPR's news is centrist with no political slant; not 
that I mind a political slant, just TELL me when you have one, and if not, 
then don't be angry when I detect one for myself. We all see what we see, 
and perhaps we see more than others think we do; we just sometimes don't 
say anything. But when I see something and say so, don't try to persuade 
me that what I have seen is not REALLY what I saw; that you just failed to 
EXPLAIN things simple enough terms to make it easy for me to understand, 
patronizing me in a manner which is infuriating. Sorry, folks, this country 
boy from Mississippi can see, hear, think critically, and knows the big words; 
there's no need to uncomfortably step down from your lofty perch to the low 
level I occupy. If you can't express yourself coherently, that is your problem. 
Coherently expressing an incoherent policy is not easily done; don't blame 
your failure on my inability to understand.  

Juan Williams indicated that he was surprised that NPR's internal 
investigation yielded these results, rather than be merely a whitewash, or a 
further disparaging of his character. He felt like this purge would be good for 
NPR in the long run.  

Ms. Weiss, no doubt, was allowed to resign, which is the way things should 
work at top levels. Her resignation was tendered after the NPR board's 
investigation revealed that Juan's dismissal was mishandled. Juan's dismissal 
was certainly handled with less 
grace than the dismissal of Ms. 
Weiss. 

So what's in store for Ms. 
Weiss, now? 

Maybe she can get a job on 
MSNBC. Maybe she can be a co-
anchor with Rachel Maddow. 
Maybe she can replace Chris 
Matthews. Maybe CBS will hire 
her as a writer, correspondent, 
or executive. Perhaps there is a 
job waiting for her at the New 
York Times. At least her job will 
be in the private sector, where 
she can be subject to the same immediate, willful termination she 
manifested to Juan. Maybe she can get a job on the Colbert Report, or with 
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Jon Stewart. These are not uninfluential programs, though I am continually 
shocked at the number of people who get their NEWS from the DAILY SHOW 
and the COLBERT REPORT, both programs with comedy as their main focus. 
Maybe a nice, cushy, government job is in her future. Will she get to draw 
90 weeks of unemployment checks? 

Enough self-indulgent sarcasm and hoopla. I don't wish Ms. Weiss any bad 
luck. I hope she finds peace and prosperity amid plenty, and I hope that for 
the rest of her life, she seeks out the TRUTH with a rabid passion and 
prevails until she has hog-tied it and made it cry, “Uncle!” May she then 
have the courage of her convictions and strength to tell that truth 
uncompromisingly. Best wishes, Ms. Weiss. I hope you will forever know the 
truth when you see it.  

The small goat has been sacrificed. I am waiting for the big goat-roping that 
is surely to come next, 'cause bigger goats are waiting. The knives are 
sharp, and the hickory fire has been stoked and allowed to burn down to the 
even redness of glowing coals. You bring the potato salad. I'm tending the 
fire. 
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1/13/11 Zodiac Sign Changes 

The Zodiac has changed. Those that know 
about such things have declared to us that 
our calendar does not match the ancient 
Babylonian calendar, and they are moving 
dates around to match it, which means that 
everything we thought we knew about the 
Zodiac, based on what those who knew about 
such things told us, was completely wrong. 
The new way is right. I note with interest 
that, being born on July 4, I am no longer a 
Cancer, but am now listed as a Gemini. All 
the traits heretofore ascribed to me because I was a Cancer are now 
incorrect, and I must put on the personality of a Gemini in order to be doing 
the Zodiac correctly. Easy enough, wouldn’t you think? 

This morning, on the news, when they were telling me about this, there was 
the following graphic displayed: ASTRONOMERS change Zodiac. Though the 
newscasters SAID “Astrologists,” the graphic said “Astronomers.” I’m sure 
this raised the hackles of every astronomer who saw this.  If there is one 
thing astronomers don’t like, it’s being confused with astrologers, the 
soothsayers and diviners of a mystic, occultic practice, unrelated in any 
manner to the science of Astronomy. 

In order to make our zodiac and astrological charts to be as accurate as 
possible, the Zodiac calendar must be changed. A publication of this in the 
Astrological “journals” and VOILA: It’s done. The new accuracy in the zodiac 
will make astrology an even more remarkable vehicle wherein we should 
plan our lives. Doesn’t this make one rest easier? Knowing that the newly 
realigned stars are in control of our destiny and now we have this new and 
improved accuracy? I rejoice in the knowledge of this. 

But, wait a minute! What about the OLD, formerly inaccurate Zodiac, the 
one that said I was a Cancer and not a Gemini?  What do I do about that? 
Do I just dismiss it with a wave of my hand and welcome this new and 
improved version? Hmmmm! New and Improved. Haven’t I heard that 
before? 

“New and improved,” said the announcer on the game show commercial 
touting the benefits of OXYDOL detergent. 

“New and improved,” it says right on the can of Niagara Spray Starch. I read 
further. It seems that not only does the new and improved Niagara Spray 
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Starch have a glossy sheen its predecessor lacked, it comes to me in a 
container with a clog-free nozzle. In fact, there are so many benefits to the 
new and improved Niagara spray starch, I am somewhat ashamed for ever 
having been so foolish to have used the old, lesser version. I think I still 
have a can of it around. I go rifling through the contents of the cabinet in 
the laundry room. 

“New and improved,” it says on the box of Bounce I move aside. 

“New and improved,” it says on the Rit Dye bottles with minute traces of dye 
left in them that no one will ever use. Some of them are even empty, their 
contents long ago having evaporated. I’m sure that each bottle would have 
been anxious to demonstrate to me their new and improved-ness. 

“New and improved,” it says on the box 
of those detestable Compact Fluorescent 
light Bulbs (CFL) I push aside. The 
government is forcing manufacturers to 
stop making far superior incandescent 
bulbs, favoring instead the “new and 
improved” mini-fluorescent bulbs, which 
use less energy but put out so little light 
they make you think your eyes are going 
bad. They will also scare an 
environmentalist to death if he takes the 
time to read on the bulb package on how 
to properly dispose of these light bulbs, 
or read how to clean up should one 
[SHUDDER] get accidentally broken. This 
is right off the government’s Energy Star 
web page. 

CLEANUP AND DISPOSAL OVERVIEW  
  

The most important steps to reduce exposure to mercury vapor from a 
broken bulb are:  
  

Before cleanup 

1. Have people and pets leave the room. 
2. Air out the room for 5-10 minutes by opening a window or 

door to the outdoor environment. 
3. Shut off the central forced air heating/air conditioning 

(H&AC) system, if you have one. 
4. Collect materials needed to clean up broken bulb. 
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During cleanup 

1. Be thorough in collecting broken glass and visible powder 
2. Place cleanup materials in a sealable container. 

After cleanup 
1. Promptly place all bulb debris and cleanup materials 

outdoors in a trash container or protected area until 
materials can be disposed of properly. 

2. Avoid leaving any bulb fragments or cleanup materials 
indoors. 

3. For several hours, continue to air out the room where the 
bulb was broken and leave the H&AC system shut off. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the loudspeakers in the ceiling the terminal of 
O’Hare International Airport in Chicago on a cold, busy Christmas Eve, ”we 
regret to inform you that one of the maintenance workers has dropped and 
broken a Compact Fluorescent Light Bulb (CFL) at a lamp in the transient 
seating area near gate 23A. At this time, you should carefully and calmly 
place your belongings on the floor and walk slowly to the main entrance, 
evacuating the building until such time as proper clean-up and transport of 
the hazardous materials can be arranged. After the hazardous materials 
have been cleaned up, you will be notified that you can re-enter the 
building, but, unfortunately, all climate control in the building will have to 
remain off for several hours, meaning there will be no heat or fresh air inside 
the building. If you’d prefer, you can board your plane now and wait for 
several hours on the tarmac until your flight is actually ready to leave, or 
you can wait outside in the cold, wind, and snow; but you can’t stay in here. 
We regret this inconvenience to you, but are doing this for your own safety.” 

At this point, uniformed TSA officers are beginning to escort people out of 
the building. I hear the sound of sirens and see flashing lights in the 
distance and see fire trucks, HAZMAT disposal trucks, and men in white 
space-suits entering the building. There are six of them. One with a broom, 
one with a dust-pan, and four with notepads, cameras, firearms and badges 
pinned to their space suits. I see all this as I am being escorted outside into 
the snow, and the minute I am outside, I feel the thing Chicago is so very 
famous for. I curse the new and improved light bulbs. 

When all the cleanup action is done (about 2 hours), freezing, I am finally 
allowed back inside, but I no longer even see my flight on the boards, nor is 
it much warmer inside that it was outside. I have missed my connecting 
flight. It’ll be HOURS now before I can proceed to my destination. I curse the 
CFL’s. I curse the man who invented CFL’s. I curse the government that 
requires their use. I curse the people who would have us protected from the 
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4 milligrams of mercury in these bulbs, yet would have women, children, 
and the infirm standing outside in the cold and snow. 

When all the commotion is over, other than the HVAC system in the airport 
terminal being turned off, and in the great quantity of idle time I now have 
on my hands, I spy a copy of the CHICAGO TRIBUNE laying on a seat, 
ironically, in the same transient seating area where the HAZMAT crew 
cleaned up the dangerous mercury residue from the CFL, the new and 
improved light bulb. I am just thumbing through it, passing the time, when I 
stumble across the horoscope. Hmmm! The famous Jeane Dixon horoscope, 
and not some fly by night astrological wannabe . . . the real thing, or at least 
as real as whoever is doing the horoscope under the BRAND NAME Jeane 
Dixon, since she, personally, died in 1997. 

I peruse the column and find CANCER.  It says. 

Unanticipated obstacles may result in a change of plans. 

Don’t worry about it, though. It could be that these 
obstacles turn out to be for your own well-being. You 

might want to re-examine your travel plans. When others 
turn away, remember that something may be wrong with 

their thinking.  

“Boy, he, she, it, corporate Jeanne Dixon nailed that one,” I said. That Jeane 
Dixon corporate is amazing. Then I remembered that I am not a Cancer 
anymore, I am a Gemini under the new and improved more accurate 
Babylonian calendar star realignment Zodiac. Curious, I look at Gemini. 

Take in stride things that on the surface seem 
to be irritating. Remember that others are 

working on your behalf in ways you have not 
yet fathomed. You will enjoy your time more if 

you learn to drift downstream instead of 
always fighting the current. You may find 

yourself the bringer of joy to others in a way 
they find mysterious. 

“Well, I’ll be, they nailed that one, too,” I said 
out loud, not just to myself, causing a nearby 
young, good looking lady to think I was talking 
to her. She frowned and turned away. I laugh 

about this. I decide to have some more fun with it. 
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“I’ve got the new and improved horoscope right here. What’s your birthday 
so we can see if your sign is the same as it was?” I ask her. 

“Oh, please!” she says in disgust. “That is the oldest line in the world. Men 
are all the same.” She turns to go in a whirl of disgust. I laugh louder at 
myself, and even louder at her. There certainly is something wrong with her 
thinking. Why would she think she is so attractive that every man thinks he 
MUST have her? That new and improved horoscope was right again. 

Finally, after about four hours of marveling at the new and improved zodiac’s 
accuracy, this Post-Cancer-Neo-Gemini hears his flight announced.  As I am 
standing in line at the gate, still holding my found newspaper, I happen to 
notice its date. It is yesterday’s.   

I throw my head back laugh in loud, guttural, unabashed guffaws. I laugh so 
loud and hard that everyone in the line starts laughing, too. I look at the 
long queue ahead of me and behind me. Where there had once been somber 
faces, like the faces of those who looked like they might be boarding a flight 
to the slaughter house, there were now puzzled smiles, chuckles, and 
laughter, but there were smiles everywhere. I wiped the tears from my eyes 
and continued laughing softly. The more I tried to suppress the laughter, the 
more difficult it became. Laughter is contagious. 

A smiling face about six folks away asked, “Well, what’s so funny?” 

Through the laughter, broken, and winded, I managed to croak out, “This is 
yesterday's newspaper!” 

Still laughing, they all looked around at each other, not quite knowing what 
to think now; puzzled, but the laughter had worked its magic. There were 
smiles on everyone’s face all around, thanks to the miracle of Jeane Dixon 
Corporate Brand New and Improved Daily Zodiological Horoscope and 
Planner. 

I handed the newspaper to the lady who had asked me what’s so funny.  

“What could be so funny about yesterday’s news?” she asked. 

I just shrugged and smiled, turned and got on the plane, the entire smiling 
line behind me, doing the same. 

New and improved zodiac?  Excuse me if I’m a bit skeptical, but I do know 
this: It’s AT LEAST as accurate as the old one. 
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I’m still waiting for the headline, “PSYCHIC WINS LOTTERY!” 
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1/15/11 Things Change 

The great constitutional corrective in 
the hands of the people against 

usurpation of power, or corruption by 
their agents is the right of suffrage; 

and this when used with calmness 
and deliberation will prove strong 

enough.  

Andrew Jackson 

Andrew Jackson. Certainly not our 
most popular president, thanks to his 
modern reworking by historians, but 
certainly the one least likely to be 

trifled with if he were standing here among us today. The words he said that 
are quoted above are nearly 190 years old. Not much has changed with the 
hubris politicians can sometimes display, as evidenced Jackson's words and 
by the last two years of our government. 

I am still amazed by the response, or lack thereof, of the politicians the 
summer before last when, as a group, they were admonished in those town 
hall meetings about what the electorate did NOT want. They did it anyway, 
chiding us that they knew what was best for us, telling us that if they had 
only explained things better we might have understood, and all of this in the 
most patronizing way. 

When the Tea Party manifested itself in strength and numbers, those who 
were disingenuous declared that this was not a grass roots movement, but 
sponsored by corporations. There were those who tried to persuade us that 
the evil Koch Brothers were really the brains and funds behind the Tea Party 
movement, and the average Tea-Partier was a dupe of the large corporate 
interests. Excuse me, but one cannot fault the Koch Brothers for supporting 
politics that they see as beneficial to their interests. Don't labor unions do 
that, too? Doesn't everyone? 

In Jackson's time, there was a battle raging over which branch of the 
government held the real reins of power. Jackson, of course, thought it was 
the executive. Henry Clay, Daniel Webster, and John C. Calhoun thought it 
was the legislative branch. That conflict still exists today. We will really get 
to this conflict rage for the next two years. Jackson thought then that 
corporate interests had risen to the point that it was not good for the nation, 
and political patronage and the influence of money was damaging to the 
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congress, the nation, and to the people. He particularly detested banks, 
opposed a national bank, and opposed all who would manipulate the value of 
the currency. He was out of step with his times they said of him, then. They 
still say that about him. 

They were careful how they went about saying it, though. They were wise 
enough to keep a civil tongue about them. If they were not, Jackson would 
promptly warn them. If they failed to heed his warning, he could be much 
more severe. There were those would confirm this. And if political acrimony 
spilled over, with Jackson, this would never give rise to personal insults. 
There were those who personally insulted him; some of them never got the 
chance to personally insult anyone, ever again. 

Jackson was a hotheaded duelist. He was not afraid of any man, it seems. 
He could stare down the barrel of a pistol, take the full force of a lead ball 
squarely in his chest, and slowly and deliberately take level dead-aim, killing 
his opponent. We know he could do this because he did it. I daresay after 
that, people were careful about personal remarks they might make about 
Jackson. 

I am not defending this man. He needs no defense from me. He was what he 
was . . . a great military leader, a champion of national unity, the scourge of 
political corruption in his time, a formidable opponent, a shrewd politician, 
and a loving husband. He was also every bit a man with clay feet, just like 
you and me. His passions frequently overruled his reason. He frequently did 
the wrong thing. But he never seemed to be disingenuous about it. He did 
what he thought was right. 

The only disloyalty I can see in him is that he failed the Indian tribes that 
had allied themselves with him earlier in his career; the Creek and 
Choctaws. They had felt that Jackson was too powerful a personality to 
oppose directly, and that by allying themselves with him, he may be kind 
enough to let them keep their lands after the Indian wars in Alabama and 
Spanish Florida were over. He was not that kind. Apparently he felt no moral 
compunction to keep his word to the tribes. Perhaps he never gave them his 
word. Perhaps they merely thought the great Jackson would do the right 
thing when the time came. Perhaps Jackson's idea of doing right was limited 
to doing what he thought was right for white-European descendants only. 
Times were different then. 

In our own time, Jackson's words have proved themselves to be right. The 
people, tired of a fiscally-irresponsible Republican party that looked a whole 
lot like its Democratic counterpart swept the Republicans from power and 
placed the Democrats in full control. The Democrats, mistaking this 
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dissatisfaction with the incumbents as a mandate for sweeping, progressive 
changes proceeded to do a lot of things that the people did not want. The 
people kept telling them. They would not listen. I think, through the great 
constitutional corrective of suffrage, they have heard now. As they lick their 
wounds and try to regroup, perhaps they will remember that the voice of the 
people will be heard. Maybe this lesson will not be lost on the Republicans, 
who are not incapable of the same type of hubris. 

Perhaps if we learned to use fewer words, we would discover that our words 
mean more. Perhaps if we would weigh them before using them, we may 
discover that there is no mass in them, therefore they contain no substance. 
Perhaps if we used less of them, the few we chose to use would be more 
civil.  

It could be that in our modern media times, we surround ourselves with only 
those ideas and people who are similar to us in thought and words. In 
former times the debate team was the bastion of school notoriety of those 
who were not good athletes. Those debaters in their competitions were 
required to be able to debate EITHER side of an issue, based on the whim of 
the judges. This meant that they were required to know about BOTH sides of 
an issue, and be able to pick apart any argument that might be offered if 
they wanted to win. Not only must they pick apart any defensive argument, 
but they must have picked apart THEIR OWN arguments prior to the debate, 
looking for flaws and holes, trying to find the weaknesses in them, which 
they knew surely must be there. They must also do this in a civil manner. 
Incivility was not an argument in a debate. It was a sign that you were 
losing. 

With Jackson, though, incivility could cost you more than the debate. 

Rachel and Andrew, and elderly married couple sat at a booth in a 
hamburger joint in Old Hickory, Tennessee, having just gotten their food. 
They looked like a nice old couple; She, charming and demure, almost 
saintly; He, gallant and stern, erect in his posture, and a thick mane of 
sweeping white hair. They obviously loved each other very much. He bowed 
his mane of white hair as she said grace over their food. They then began to 
eat. 

As soon as she had taken a bite, Rachel looked down at her hamburger and 
saw that it wasn't quite done to her satisfaction. She put it down on the tray. 

“Something wrong, dear?” he asked. 
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“My hamburger is not quite done, I'm afraid,” she said. “I can't eat it like 
this.” 

“Well I'm sure they'll get you another one. Give it to me, I'll take care of it 
for you.” 

“No. That's OK. I'm not really hungry, anyway,” she sighed. 

If there was anything Andrew hated to hear, it was that sigh. It reminded 
him of all the years he had spent away from her for his long tenure of public 
service, when she had always begged him to stay home with her. Nothing 
would do but he get her another hamburger. 

He picked up the hamburger and walked to the counter, which was now 
swarming with people, unlike it was when they first came in. He waited 
patiently to be noticed by the employees behind the counter who were who 
all seemed to be terrifically busy. When he finally caught the manager's 
attention, he motioned for him to come over. 

“May I please have another hamburger? This one's not quite done, I'm 
afraid,” he said, handing the hamburger to him. 

The manager looked at the hamburger and looked back up at Andrew. 

“It looks plenty done to me,” he said, trying to hand it back, but Andrew was 
not budging.  

“No, it is not done enough. My wife said so. Would you please get me 
another one, sir,” said Andrew. 

“I said this one is done. It's as done as they come,” said the manager, 
raising his voice, and for some uncalled for reason, added, “Perhaps your 
wife doesn't know a done hamburger when she sees one.” 

The room got silent with the tension. Rachel sat in the booth, always afraid 
of what Andrew's reaction to such a challenge might be. I could see it clear 
across the room. He rose to his full height, his spine as erect at the neck of a 
giraffe reaching for the highest buds in a lone Acacia tree on the plains of 
the Serengeti. The glint in his eye was like steel. His face flushed a crimson 
red. He made a step towards the counter, but paused. He opened his mouth 
to speak, but then paused again. You could see the anger in his face. 

He took a deep breath. He slowly leaned forward and very softly and 
deliberately said, “Young man, you would do well to keep a civil tongue. Now 
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get me another hamburger so that I don't have to keep my Rachel waiting 
any longer.” 

The manager bristled at being spoken to this way. He was used to bossing 
people around, but something in the voice of this old man was demanding to 
be respected. He seemed to sense it, but if he didn't everyone else in the 
place sensed it, and perhaps it was their awareness that tipped him off. The 
manager turned to the kitchen and called out to them. 

“One hamburger, extra done, pronto,” he said, adding to Andrew, “Sir, you 
may go back and sit with your wife. I'll bring the hamburger to your table 
when it is done.” 

Andrew pursed his lips and nodded, not saying another word, and turned 
and went back to rejoin Rachel. Two minutes later, the manager delivered 
the perfect hamburger to their table. A bit later, they had finished their meal 
and left the restaurant, arm in arm. 

I sat eating silently, contemplating what I had observed. I sat there long 
after I had finished eating. As I sat there, thinking, the lunch rush crowd 
died off, and pretty soon, it was just me and the restaurant employees. I 
walked up to the counter. I motioned for the manager to come over.  

“How may I help you?” he asked. 

“I appreciate the way you handled that elderly gentleman a while ago. It 
was nice of you to show him some respect,” I said. 

“Ahhhh! I was just afraid that a scene might have cost me my job,” he said 
with a shrug of his shoulders, “and with this economy, jobs are hard to come 
by.” 

I let this pass, just nodding my head. I said, “Well, thanks, anyway.” I 
turned to go out the door. At the door, I paused and said to the manager, 
”By the way, had you not handled that the way you did, It could have cost 
you a lot more than your job.” 

“Ahhh! I ain't scared of no old man,” he said. 

Sometimes it’s just better if we don’t know. 
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 1/29/11 A Dangerous Place 

The world is a dangerous place. No one gets out of it alive. If we are 
fortunate, we live out our lives in relative peace, with food, shelter, and 
clothing, and expire at the end of our time surrounded by loving friends and 

family. If we are really fortunate, 
we have been able to live in a 
society wherein we are free to 
choose our own path and engage in 
the commerce of our choosing 
which allows us to earn our 
livelihood; and a place wherein we 
can speak freely, and serve God as 
he has spoken to us, and 
respectfully allow others to do the 
same, or not, if that is their choice. 
Regrettably, there are billions of 
people in this world who do not 
possess this. Their number is 
growing every day. 

The repressive regimes in Egypt, 
Tunisia, Algeria, Lebanon, Syria, Yemen, Pakistan, and even Turkey have 
sparked much unrest in the last few weeks. I expect to see new 
governments formed in many of these countries after a painful and humanly 
expensive period of anarchy has passed. The press indicates that the people 
of these countries are fighting to overthrow the oppressive thumb under 
which their governments have kept them. The pundits debate endlessly. 
Other governments are carefully trying to choose which side they think 
might be victorious, since this part of the world holds the means of the 
economy of the rest of it in their hands. 

“But, there's no oil in Egypt,” says the person who would like to correct me 
and my observations. 

No, there's no oil in Egypt, but there is the Suez Canal connecting the Red 
Sea (and the Persian Gulf) to the Mediterranean, through which a significant 
amount of the world's oil passes. 

“There's no oil in Yemen, Somalia, or Tunisia,” some might say. 

No, but there is that philosophy which would overthrow those countries that 
do have the oil. Saudi Arabia is in the control of one family. Their repressive 
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type of Wahabi Islam is heinous to many, as are the excesses of the Saudi 
royal family. 

Ironically, it is reported to us that the most “repressed” Islamic countries are 
those with the most secular governments. We know of the excesses of those 
countries whose governments are Islamic Theocracies, and they seem to be 
even far more repressive; but they have one thing – the religious fervor and 
determination to insert themselves into the vacuum that is being created by 
the political anarchy. 

The world must take note. 

If Egypt falls to an Islamic theocracy, and the rest of the Islamic world, one 
by one (there is really no need to even mention Iran here), we can expect to 
see much trouble. A nuclear Israel will not allow itself to be annihilated by a 
nuclear Pakistan, or an even more ominously nuclear Iran. So who will fire 
the first shot? Who will it be that sets the world on the path to World War 3? 
Israel? Iran? Pakistan? India (Who must defend herself against any invading 
Islamic conquistadors)? 

Or will it be Europe? Or will it be the United States? We all must have the oil. 
The motor of the world runs on Middle Eastern oil. We simply must have it or 
face total ruin and starvation in our own country, since there are those in 
our own country who would stop the means of oil production and exploration 
here, for whatever reason. So we continue the most massive transfer of 
wealth the world has ever seen, moving our money to those repressive 
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governments, enabling them to stay in power, and in the midst of great 
prosperity thumb their nose at those other Islamic countries whose leaders 
brutally repress their citizens freedoms so that they can stay in power. 

Saddam Hussein was an evil and a wicked man, but as a governmental 
leader, history will show that he was very effective. His brutality kept 
everyone in Iraq under his thumb, even those disparate, almost tribal 
groups who would have killed each other. Under Hussein's repressive Baath 
regime, at least the Sunnis, Shiites, and Kurds weren't killing each other; 
they were too busy hiding from Saddam's Sunni Baathists.  

Now we are witnessing the demise of what few Christians and Jews who 
were left in those countries, the burning of their churches, and even their 
arrests for blasphemy and the sentence of death because they are not 
Muslim. Yet, there are those who cringe and castigate those who say 
anything negative about Islam, chiding us that we must be sensitive. I fear 
that most of this chiding is precipitated by fear and the philosophy: let's not 
make them mad, because if we say some that offends them and they try to 
kill us, it will be our fault. Neville Chamberlain's pusillanimous behavior in 
the face of Hitler's increasingly bold aggression comes to mind. Does anyone 
else have a memory of history? Does anyone else care? Does history teach 
us anything, or have modern historians, in their search for degrees, the 
publication of peer-reviewed articles, their quest for tenure and their 
Warhol-ish 15 minutes of fame so emasculated history as to render it 
untrustworthy and irrelevant? 

It took the deaths of thousands and thousands of Americans, Australians, 
British and others, and an atomic bomb to stop the Japanese 
Emperor/Bushido cult, or Japanese would be the primary language in all of 
Eastern Asia, today, including the Pacific Islands. It took megatons of 
conventional bombs and the deaths of millions to stop the Third Reich. What 
will it take to stop Islamic Expansion?  

“What Islamic expansion?” you ask. 
“Are you crazy?” 

Nope. I am not crazy at all. I am 
merely a student of old-fashioned pre-
revisionist history. Remember that 
one? That's the history that said that 
in 732 AD, had it not been for 
Charles (The Hammer) Martel, and 
a bit of bad planning by the Islamic 
Umayyad leader, Abdul Rahman Al 
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Ghafiqi, who unfortunately, in a fatal malaise of over-confidence, failed to 
properly estimate the strength of Martel's forces at the Battle of Tours, all of 
Europe might be Muslim today, and MOST LIKELY would be; despite what 
many modern historians say. 

The facts are simply this. Muslim expansion into Europe stopped after the 
battle of Tours. The Umayyad Caliphate which had made such great 
conquests in North Africa, the Middle East, Persia, and on into France began 
to decline. Someone must have thought that God was no longer on their 
side. 

The successors of Charles Martel (mainly his grandson, Charlemange) went 
on to form the Holy Roman Empire. While it is not 
easy to defend the Frankish Empire, or the dark 
ages into which Europe descended, when 
nowadays we hear so much about Islamic and 
Arabic contributions to modern society, I do know 
this for a fact: Every woman in a modern, 
traditionally Christian, secular nation should stand 
and shout with a single voice about the treatment 
of women in Islamic culture. Where are the 
militant-vegan-Birkenstock-wearing-PETA-type-
lesbians when you need them? They would have us 
stop eating meat and wearing fur coats, yet stand 
silently by and allow women to be killed by their 
fathers and brothers for dishonoring the family 
because they merely spoke to a man, or perhaps 
refused to marry the man picked out for them, or were perhaps stoned to 
death because of the sexual liberties so many others celebrate and practice 
daily. To say that some women CHOOSE to wear the Burkha for cultural 
reasons is like saying that some women CHOOSE to stay with husbands who 
beat and abuse them. Is not fear of their abusers part of the reason for the 
choice? In the case of children, we know that sometimes the ones they love 
the most are their abusers. Women raised in this environment can be 
conditioned in the same way. Shame on the feminists who have not 
organized and denounced this in the most unequivocal terms.  

Shame on the people who would vociferously and adamantly defend “art” 
that contains a crucifix in a beaker of human urine, and debunk those who 
voice their offense at this as “parochial”, “backward” and “unenlightened”, 
yet remain silent when authors and political cartoonists are threatened with 
death because of their art which sensitive Muslims find offensive. 
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Who is to be the next Charles Martel? Where 
is he? Has he been revealed yet? Is he alive 
now? Will he be the one the scriptures 
identify as the “antichrist”? Will he be the 
one, who by repressing and oppressing all 
opposition, grinding it to a smudge under 
the weight of his thumb, restores peace and 
order (in the worst sort of Stalinist way), in 
an increasingly violent and disordered 
world?  

Where have the Winston Churchill types 
gone? Where is Winston when you need 

him? Have they become the ones who find mistress "soulmates" in 
Argentina? Are they the ones who betray their dying wives? Is this all we 
have left when peer through the microscope? No one can stand that kind of 
scrutiny, so the good people stay home, avoiding the gaze of the magnifying 
lens under which all their personal secrets are public fodder! No wonder 
good men are reluctant to step forth!  

The Saracens are coming. They are not waiting any longer. They have 
waited now for 1300 years for their revenge of Tours, and 900 years to 
punish, once and for all, the crusaders. They don't even have to invade 
anything. They merely have to divert their oil to so many others who are 
thirsty for it to bring Western civilization as we know it to its knees. We'll be 
the ones doing the invading. If we do that without a Charles Martel, a 
William T. Sherman, or a Winston Churchill, we will surely be on the wrong 
side of history since we won't be the ones who get to write it. Others will 
write it, and future Jimmy Carter's will be explaining to our grandchildren, 
back in one-room schoolhouses, about the formerly great, but evil America. 
The only benefit I envision in this scenario is that 
a return to the one-room schoolhouses might at 
least mean that our children will know how to 
read.  

What's this got to do with Leukemia? Just this – I 
think Hemosapien would agree with me, though 
Gooday might not, since the UAE's Sheikh Khalifa 
bin Zayed Al Nahyan, who was also taking chemo 
when I was there for my first round and had the 
top two floors of the hotel rented for himself and 
his huge entourage, and was apparently 
successfully treated, donated $150,000,000 to 
the Big-as-Texas Cancer Center (BATCC). I made 
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a donation, too, which they appreciated, but I don't think I have as much 
pull as the Sheikh; at least not today. Maybe tomorrow, when his sheikh-
ness becomes more of a liability than an asset, a very real possibility given 
what we see happening in the world at this very moment.  

I suspect that if I had to ride a horse to Houston, I'd have to quit the 
research protocol I am on at BATCC.  

By the way, thank you, Sheikh Khalifa bin Zayed Al Nahyan, and best wishes 
and good health to you, your family, and your government! I may very well 
be the beneficiary of your generous gift to BATCC, which they will use for 
research into genetically personalized treatment of cancer. Salaam to you. 

The world is complicated.  
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2/12/11 Democracy or Theocracy? 

The newscasts and our own government all tell us the people of Egypt want 
democracy. I saw the smiling faces of women in the crowds of protesters. I 
wonder if the democracy the people of Egypt want is that democracy that 
will allow me to still see an Egyptian woman’s smiling face. I sure hope so, 
but I don’t believe it. When it’s all said and done, we will see. It will take a 
strong government to keep the imam’s at bay, and the rule of Sharia out. A 
strong government is what just left Egypt. A wear government will be 

operating in a vacuum which 
will be filled with something, 
even if that something is what 
the Egyptian people don’t want. 

If the theocrats get a toehold, 
they will hang on, and the 
people of Egypt, fearful that the 
theocrats will gain total control, 
will become afraid to speak out, 
and with a single voice will 
become proponents of the 
government of Allah. It sort of 
goes like this: I can’t help but 
think that there are few women 
who relish the role set for them 
in Islam, nor do they relish the 
wearing of the Burkha, nor the 
concept of “honor” killings, nor 

the denial of education, nor their sequestership from contact with the 
outside world due to the demands of Sharia and the oppression of MEN: yet 
in many places they say they want this.  

We know that women will sometimes stay with their abusers, either out of a 
misplaced and misguided sense of love, or out of FEAR. 

If I am wrong about this, I will GLADLY admit it; but I am apprehensive 
about what sort of government will come to Egypt. 

Some polls indicate that a large majority of Egyptians want theocratic rule 
and sharia. Others indicate that as much as 80% of Egyptians want to 
eliminate the peace treaty with Israel. This is a part of the world where 
democracy is NOT instilled in the hearts of the people; but a part of the 
world wherein the people say, “It is the will of Allah.” 
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I’ll admit that it’s impossible to escape the will of Allah. Would that we were 
as sure of what Allah wants as Allah Himself is. Islam says that Allah spoke 
to the world lastly and foremostly through his prophet Muhammad, who 
received the word of Allah from an angel from heaven. Long before 
Muhammad existed, one certain Jewish Christian said in the New Testament 
book of Galatians, “Though we, or an angel from heaven, give you any other 
gospel than that which we have preached, let him be accursed.”  I find it 
remarkable that the Prophet received his new “gospel” from the lips of an 
angel. I find this far 
more remarkable 
than the Semitic 
people’s abhorrence 
of the idea that God 
has a triune nature 
that is mysterious 
and unexplainable. It 
is much safer for us 
to think that there 
are things about God 
and His nature that 
we humans do not 
understand and 
cannot explain than it 
is to smugly and 
arrogantly think that 
we can put on the mind of God and know everything there is to know about 
him. God is never very far away, but humans filled with hubris over their 
own knowledge and understanding cannot approach Him. God exists 
independently of our understanding of Him. As a famous songwriter once 
said after dealing with a dark addiction, “I discovered that God exists, and 
HE ain’t me.” 

To the Middle East and the Semitic people of every branch and the common 
root, I say, “Saalam.” I say, “Shalom.” I say, “Peace.” 

We will see what we will see as the events unfold before us. Hold on to your 
hat! Perhaps I am mistaken about the whole thing. Perhaps the 2/3 of the 
young population of Egypt who were not yet born when Hosni Mubarak 
became president want something different. Perhaps they want true 
democracy. Perhaps their youthful enthusiasm will triumph over aged 
experience and treachery. Now that will be something completely different! 

P.S. Remember when “Blue Laws” were in effect? Many states and localities 
has ordinances which banned the openings of store on Sundays. This fell by 
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the wayside in the 60’s due to court challenges. If you don’t think Sharia law 
is endemic to Islamic thinking and has no effect on Americans, then just 
Google “Sharia +America” and see that there are cases based on Sharia 
working their way through the U.S. court system right now. The Council of 
American-Islamic Relations (CAIR) is the plaintiff in a case in Oklahoma 
wherein a federal judge has ruled that the exclusion of Sharia law from our 
courts violates the religious freedoms of Muslims. Wait a minute . . . I 
thought the first amendment protected us against the establishment of 
religion. Am I confused here? Or is it the rest of the world? 
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2/11/11 The Times of the Gentiles 

Luke 21:24 – And they shall fall by the edge of the sword, and shall be 
led away captive into all nations; and Jerusalem shall be trodden down 

by the Gentiles, until the times of the Gentiles be fulfilled. 

Egypt? Tunisia? Algeria? Turkey? Jordan? Pakistan? Afghanistan? Iraq? 
Lebanon? The Muslim Brotherhood? Secular Governments? Islamic 
governments? The rule of constitutional law? Sharia law?  

Who’s next? Kuwait? The Emirates? Indonesia? Punjabi and Kashmiri India? 
Bangladesh? Malaysia? Uzbekistan? Turkmenistan? Albania? FRANCE???  

And Iran??? Whew!! 

Saudi Arabia? There are lots of Muslims who’d like to see the Saudi Royal 
family toppled because they allowed the defilement of Prophet’s homeland 
by allowing infidel armies to enter there. Already, our president had been 
admonished by the Saudi King for his misstatements and amateurish 
mishandling of Hosni Mubarak’s plight. 

Who are the Gentiles? Who are not the Gentiles? 

If I were to take a stab at the biblical prophecy, I would say that Western 
democratic civilization as we know it today are the Gentiles.  
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This begs the question, who are not the Gentiles? The answer? The Semites! 

Who are the Semites? They are those literal physical descendents of 
Abraham, the offspring of Ishmael (the first-born son of Abraham through 
Hagar, the handmaid of his wife Sarah, and Isaac (the second-born son of 
Abraham through his wife Sarah, the child promised by God.)  

Many students of biblical prophecy have linked the return of the Jews to 
Israel with the ending of the times of the Gentiles. Some say it was 1948, 
some say it was 1967 when the Jews recaptured the Old city of Jerusalem 
and the Temple mount, and some say that it goes back to the close of WW1. 
I will omit the WW1 theory and stick with the 1967 one. 

I am a premillenialist. I think the scriptures indicate that we are living in a 
period prior to the return of Jesus, who will govern the world from an actual 
throne. In the meantime, I think the times of the Gentiles are coming to a 
rapid close. The times of the Gentiles is that dispensational age wherein the 
Gentiles have become the adopted children of Abraham, thus heirs in the 
blessings God promised Abraham. It is in this period that Christ has 
beckoned all men to come unto Him. He still beckons. He won’t beckon 
forever. The time for beckoning is drawing to a close. 

We seem to be in the midst of the closure. 
The Gentile nations, as a group, seem to 
have lost their way, their purpose, and are 
unknowledgeable of their own intentions 
and the repercussions thereof. Middle 
Eastern oil is an addiction that the West 
cannot overcome, and the bulk of it is in 
control of those areas of Islamic political 
unrest, and those who would view the 
West as the great Satan and an enemy of 
Islam. While I did not set the terms of this 
debate, it being set by others. If being a Christian makes me an enemy of 
Islam, then I am guilty. If being a Christian means that I am a blasphemer 
against Allah and worthy of death, then I am guilty. Off with my head. 

Under the training of our elite education system, in the interests of 
“diversity” we have multi-cultured ourselves into an impotence that cannot 
be overcome. We endlessly discuss, and we air the opinions of differing 
experts. One expert says “A” and the other one says “Z” and we are left with 
no answer. We have been confused by those whose opinions have no real 
value, but are mere academic exercises; bewildered by a variety of ivy-
league, governmental bureaucratic nonsense, issued by those who have 
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written hundreds of thousands of pages of analysis, but have no concrete 
ideas about how to DO anything. Those who cannot tie their shoes in the 
dark lead us. Those who have no common sense instruct us. We are 
castigated by those who tell us that we are backward and fail to understand 
diverse multiple cultures as we watch a sword being drawn against us in our 
presence. We are fearful of our own shadow, fearful of offending anyone lest 
our insensitivity cause us to make someone angry and their anger turn to 
violence, and we become the persons responsible for our own deaths. Does 
this not sound like fear?  

Let’s not make the bully angry! If 
we are silent and mouse-like, 
maybe we will not attract his 
attention and he will leave us 
alone. When has a belligerent 
bully ever left anyone alone 
when he can extort what he 
wants from another’s real 
timidity? A predator preys on 
weakness. A predator in nature, 
understanding weakness and not 

wanting to be injured himself, thus becoming a victim to his own weakness, 
avoids the strong and goes straight for the aged, the infirm, the young, and 
the weak. The aged KNOW, but having weakened bodies, cannot defend 
themselves adequately. The very young don’t know and cannot perform. The 
young have bodies like iron, but do not have enough knowledge to know 
danger when they see it. The rest of us are caught in a malaise of 
indecision; of fear; of condemnation put on us by those with nothing to say 
who are saying it constantly. We have paralyzed ourselves with fear and 
lunacy, and page after page of nothing, written by those with nothing to say, 
whose ego demands that they say this nothing as intelligently and wisely as 
possible, and say it over and over again; but THERE IS NO SUBSTANCE. 
Professing ourselves wise, we have become fools. The predators laugh at us. 
They used to point and laugh at a safe distance. Now they point and laugh in 
our face, and we seem powerless to stop them. 

We see things clearly, but speak as one who is blind. We hear things 
distinctly, but proceed to analyze the words in such a way as to make 
ourselves believe that their meaning was not what we really heard. We 
stand and bear the rebukes of our enemies and ourselves, and hang our 
heads in an impotent shame. We fail to cry out. We fail to ACT. We have 
become like the ostrich. No wonder someone else has plucked out all our 
feathers. In shame with our head in the sand, we hope no one will notice 
that we are cold and naked; that they will pass us by and let us live out our 
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lives in a fearful plucking; a gleaning of what is left behind that the 
predators have declared unworthy of their attentions. We rejoice at being 
declared unworthy. We rejoice at our humiliation and shame. Our impotence 
has overtaken us. We are nations of gossiping old women, forever finding 
fault, but doing nothing but flapping toothless gums in a stinking wind, 
pretending to each other that the fragrance is wisteria and dogwood, but 
knowing, and hoping that no one will say it out loud, that the fragrance is 
the offensive stink from our own refuse wherein we stand knee-deep 
because we have been fearful to MOVE. 

I’ve already written about Charles Martel and the battle of Tours in 732AD. 
Are we prepared for yet another one? Are we ready for Sharia law in our 
own country? Are we, under the banners of diversity and multi-culturalism, 
prepared to abandon that which is ours? Do I let the gorilla move into the 
guest bedroom and not expect him to dominate the entire household? What 
do I do if he tries? 

We must never underestimate the 
power of determination. Islam is 
determined to exert its influence over 
the entire globe. The Islamists have a 
clear view of their goals and 
objectives.  There are those who will 
tell me that this is not so; that there 
is no single voice of Islam. They will 
tell me that I am paranoid and a 
backward man of the provinces if I 
believe that. They will point out all the 
errors of thinking of my fathers and 
grandfathers, and shame me for being 
from Mississippi, where everyone is an uneducated bumpkin. I will try my 
best to tell them that you don’t need an ivy-league education to see what is 
plainly evident before you, and that in their educated wisdom, they will see 
their own blood spilled, and as they are bleeding out and their life drains out 
of their veins and arteries onto the ground, that their analysis was incorrect. 
“Oops!” they might say to themselves in a fading whisper, the summation of 
their final thoughts of their own personally cogent but erroneous analysis of 
humanity. 

I’d rather go out like the people aboard United Airlines Flight 93 on 
September 11, 2001. When faced with a rapidly deteriorating situation and 
armed with the TRUTH of what it is they were facing, they ACTED. Don’t you 
know that their murderers were shocked to see that Americans could ACT? 
Don’t you know that their murderers were surprised that Allah actually did 
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not want that plane to fly into the Capitol of the United States? Every single 
one of the passengers on that flight is a true hero. When facing death, they 
did something which still resulted in their death, but thwarted the plans of 
those who brought about their demise. The only thing those murderers can 
brag about in their harems of heavenly virgins is that they killed many 
useless infidels. We are all those useless infidels. 

So as we flounder about in our own indecisiveness and timidity, we must 
remind ourselves that we are the infidels. We are the Gentiles. Our times 
seem to be coming to a close since we seem incapable of altering the events 
that are shaping our future. We are not even capable of discussing them 
intelligently; we only have the self-congratulatory SOUND of intelligence. 

I cannot seem to tie my own shoes  . . . that’s why these boots are pull-ons; 
but they are a size 12, and they will leave an indelible, painful mark on the 
backside of those who tell me that I do not understand what I see with my 
own eyes, that I do not understand the words I am hearing with my own 
ears, and that the beguiling serpent hissing in the grass is not a threat to 
me, my family, and my private property.  

Private property! Remember that? Its collection and the promise of its 
collection is what motivates us to achieve in this world. Its protection is the 
only legitimate function of governments. I suppose that sticking my head in 
the sand, will serve me at least as well as it does the ostrich; the naked, 
cold, shameful ostrich.  

Someone close the book. It is finished. Events are beyond our control. The 
times of the Gentiles are coming to a close. We have now been relegated to 
the stands, as spectators if we’re fortunate, as victims if not. Either way, our 
impotence has overtaken us. The worldwide Gentile leader who comes 
promising to bring peace to the world will be more than we bargained for. He 
will bring peace, for a time, but it will cost far more than anyone planned.  

I am reminded of a great American who once said, “Is life so dear, or is 
peace so sweet as to be purchased at the price of chains and slavery?” Do 
we relish safety so much that we reduce ourselves to a mouse-like 
complacency? These are truly interesting times. Keep your eyes on Israel. 
They will not sit idly by. When they act, they will be condemned by the world 
at large for defending the very essence of private property, their lives.  

What a mess we have gotten ourselves into! But, others have foreseen seen 
this mess from their places thousands of years ago. We hear their voices, 
but we laugh at those who say there is some legitimacy to those who have 
foreseen, and feel smug and complacent about our place in the world as the 
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sand beneath our feet has been washed away, grain by grain, until there is 
no foundation left. If we have no firm ground upon which to stand, we must 
fall. 

If we consider that the times of the Gentiles are coming to a close it must, 
by necessity, mean that the times of the Semites are upon us; or it may 
mean that I am just a backward redneck from the bible belt, who is a 
superstitious anachronism in the modern world of educated reason and 
rationality, who has no place in a modern society. I still know a sword when 
I see one. Don’t expect me to just sit there in quiet analysis as someone 
swings it at my head. You’ll pardon my backwardness, I hope, if I don’t find 
this at all worthy of any consideration further than my immediate plan of 
counter-attack.  

I can’t help myself. Surely you understand that, my being a part of the 
illiterate, uneducated Southern provinciality so disdained by the elitists. You 
can analyze it, but do so from a safe distance, and don’t dare to come 
between me and the person whom I am counter-attacking, else all the 
analysis, psycho-analysis, and political posturing won’t stop the blade from 
passing through you as I swing it at the one bent on my destruction. I won’t 
apologize; nor will I mourn the loss of idiocy. I will merely make a mental 
note of it as I wipe my blade clean on the clothes of the vanquished. My 
enemy may yet kill me, but I will not willingly allow a well-intentioned idiot 
that comes between me and my enemy at the moment of impact to be the 
reason for my death, nor will I mourn his passing; rather, I will mourn the 
willful blindness that led 
him to that point. We must 
all mourn that. 

There is trouble at every 
turn. There is no hiding. 
There is no escape. 
Welcome to the modern 
world; the Gentile-less one. 
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3/4/11 My New Old-Self 

For nearly 10 days, I have suffered with a 
rapacious kidney stone. It is on my right 
side. It has yielded havoc working it’s 
extremely uncomfortable misery, interfering 
with everything I do. On the other hand, I 
went to see Hemosapien for my 3 month 
checkup, and my CLL is doing fine. All my 
blood numbers look good, every one of 
them.  Hemosapien was happy with what he 
saw. On the other hand, I still had some 
trepidation and have been less than self-
confident about it. I got out my old bucket 
chart to update it with the latest blood work 
and I was able to see for myself what the 
trend was. I posted Tuesday’s CBC numbers and looked at the trend for 
myself. Yep! All my blood numbers looked good for the first time in two and 
a half years. Then I remembered Gooday’s words to me on my last trip to 
BATCC.  

“There is about a 10% chance that your leukemia will return in less than 5 
years,” Gooday said. 

“You’ll be fine,” Nurse Alice told me as she gave me a big hug. 

When they told me that, the 10% seemed ominously large. Now the flip side 
of that is beginning to sink in on me that there is about a 90% chance that 
my leukemia will NOT return in less than 5 years. Suddenly, that number 
burst on to the scene like the sun on an almost stormy day, when the clouds 
hang heavy in the sky, pregnant with the rain they will drop at any moment. 
Though the clouds are mostly filling the sky and we can see them there 
threatening, it is the sunshine breaking through that gets most of our 
attention. I will choose to focus on the 90% chance rather than the 10% 
chance. It is a wise choice. I wouldn’t think a thing about buying shares in a 
company wherein there was a 90% chance those shares would increase in 
value; I would not think twice, but go right ahead. I think I’ll not think twice 
about this, but will proceed with the rest of my life.  

For about two weeks there, I really felt like my old self, and every day I can 
feel my not unsubstantial energy returning to its former levels, and I am 
sleeping much better, with some 8 and 9 hour nights behind me. In fact, I 
can confidently say my old self has returned, but it is a different old self. 
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This new-old self realizes that there is a stopping point, and when that point 
is reached, this new-old self STOPS. I am off line. I am inaccessible. I am 
unavailable. This new-old self detests the telephone, and will no talk on it 
longer than it takes to deal with the business at hand. This new-old self does 
not like interruptions from what it is that I am DOING. This new-old self is 
running on a different clock drive and a different focus on what is important. 
This new-old self does not have the willingness to be pulled in to something 
that this new-old self does not think is important. This new-old self will not 
waste ANY time with a telemarketer, not that my old self wasted much time 
with one either. This new-old self is a much more private and reserved 
person. This new-old self has realized that not everything about life is about 
me. This new-old self is much more tolerant of the people that are in front of 
me. This new-old self realizes that I do not have to be right all the time. This 
new-old self realizes that sometimes, I can just remain silent.  

This new-old self FURTHER realizes that God is out there, and HE is not ME. 
Although I knew that before, I know it in a much more realistic and personal 
way now. I suppose I will never again be the same. I am not mourning that, 
because I think this new-old self has a much better sense of priority; not 
perfect, mind you, but certainly moving in the right direction. 

One this is for certain. My old self had its own set of maladies and 
complaints. My old self had the occasional kidney stone. My old self had the 
occasional bout with neck and shoulder pain, lower back trouble, and sciatica 
down my right leg. REMARKABLY, these maladies were gratefully suspended 
during the course of dealing with my leukemia. I find this to be a perplexing 
mystery, one for which I am truly thankful. During my period of diagnosis 
and treatment, I lost my bet friend and musical mentor, Ed Dye. I lost my 
Father. I lost another great musical influence. I lost some four other friends 
to cancer. I watched some of my other friends get diagnosed with cancers 
much more threatening and urgent than my own, and watched them deal 
with surgeries, debilitating chemo treatments, and a continually declining 
prognosis in the midst of their struggles to remain alive, facing their own 
mortality in the most urgent way.   

A kidney stone??? That’s my old-self back.  

“Hello, old-self!” I say to myself.  

My old-self is in the process of being incorporated into my new-old self. 

Kidney Stone???? As funny as it may sound, it is almost welcome. Almost . . 
. . 
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I’m not complaining! I’ll drink a toast to my kidney stone, and chant my 
current mantra over and over. 

“This too shall pass! This too shall pass! This too shall pass . . . !” et cetera 
and ad infinitum.  

As Neil Earth-Planter might say, “If you focus on your cancer, it will kill you. 
If you focus on your life, you are much more likely to survive.” I would not 
discount this philosophy. I will not discount this philosophy. 

So, here I am, having missed a Sucarnochee Revue because of this kidney 
stone. I missed one show because of a chemotherapy-induced neutropenia, 
wherein my compromised immune system made it unwise for me to be in a 
public place. I missed one because of a terrible cold and bronchitis brought 
on by my compromised immune system, or perhaps brought on the same 
way as all those others who had the same malady at the same time, and I 
missed this one because of the constant annoyance and pain in my right 
kidney from the oxylate stone that has taken up residence there like a 
zygote in the womb. It is post-zygote now: like a fetus, moving around. I 
suppose in a few days, it’ll let me know it is ready to be born. Then, I doubt 
I’ll be nearly as thankful, but that’ll be merely temporary. 

All things considered, I sure am thankful now.  
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3/5/11 

Hemosapien has several patients who are also friends of mine. While he is a 
fine fellow, a true healer, and someone we all respect and admire as our 
physician and friend, he has his work cut out for him. Not only must he care 
for ME, he must care for my friends, too. That puts him in an awkward spot. 
Of course, he cannot and will not divulge anything about the medical 
condition of others, nor would I ask him. But he is continually admonished 
by me to take special care of those I know who have told me that they are 
his patients. He always receives the strongest exhortation and the promise 
that he will have to deal with ME if they tell me they weren't treated 
properly. I have trained him well. He has been a good student. He has been 
a good student for a long time. Now, he is a good physician, a caring human 
being, and a highly competent Hematologist/Oncologist. He certainly knows 
more about CLL than he used to. Meridian is fortunate to have him. We are 
all fortunate to be his patients. Lynn and Margaret, we are in good hands. 
Hemosapien, continue to study hard because treatments for cancer are 
changing rapidly, and every single one of your patients deserve the latest 
and best treatment the miracle of modern medicine has to offer them. It's 
more than a full time job, but you are up to it. Don't let up, not for an 
instant. Too many people are counting on you!  

Being an Oncologist is a terrific responsibility. Hemosapien is up to it! Don't 
expect to say anything bad about him in my presence and have it go 
unchallenged. 

Thanks to EVERYONE at Meridian's Cancer Center for the care and 
compassion they show to all their patients. So many of us come, and many 
of us leave too early. Y'all mourn this as well as family and friends. Thanks, 
again!  
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3/11/11 Schillerless X 2 

Back in October on this blog, I said that Vivian Schiller would lose her job at 

NPR. When NPR canned Ellen Weiss, I wrote on 1/7/11 that I had picked the 

wrong sacrificial goat, but still maintained that there were other goats 

(Vivian Schiller) waiting to be sacrificed. I was right. Vivian Schiller is gone. 

But she is not the only Schiiler thus displaced. 

Ron Schiller (heretofore unknown to me and no relation to Ms. Schiller) also 

lost his job as the head of the NPR foundation. According to Mr. Schiller, I 

am a scary, white, gun-toting, anti-intellectual Republican. (in short, I don’t 

think Mr. Schiller APPROVES of me!) In the past, I have been a contributor 

to public broadcasting. My, how I despise contributing money to those who 

have put such a label on me! Since Mr. Schiller and Ms. Schiller have 

departed, and unfortunately Mr. Schiller even lost his opportunity at the new 

job he was leaving the CPB to take, I may be inclined to start contributing 

again. Perhaps they will agree to accept money from scary, white, gun-

toting anti-intellectual, capitalist Republicans, like me; perhaps not. They 

seemed to be rejecting money offered by a Muslim group (albeit a phony 

Muslim group), so perhaps they do place limitations from whom they will 

receive contributions.   

Of all the posturing from NPR and the Corporation for Public Broadcasting 

that highlighted the tiny percentage of funding that comes from the Federal 

Government, you can be assured of one thing: the threat to those funds 

caused by the Juan Williams controversy and the loose lips of those 

executives demonstrate that the federal funding is perceived to be critical to 

the existence of the Corporation for Public Broadcasting by its board of 

directors. 

I admit that even though I perceive a liberal bias to their broadcasts, I enjoy 

MORNING EDITION and ALL THINGS CONSIDERED. And I most certainly will 

enjoy the broadcasts of the SUCARNOCHEE REVUE on Mississippi Public 

Broadcasting, on radio now, and starting in April, on TV. However I maintain 

this point: If the programming on these public radio networks is good, as I 

believe and the broadcasters also maintain, and as the tell us, only a small 

percentage of their funding is from the public coffers, why would they be 

unable to compete in the marketplace? Are the facilities all owned by the 
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Federal Government? Would they have to vacate them? What is stopping 

them from proceeding as any commercial venture? There is absolutely no 

reason why SESAME STREET and other children’s educational programs 

cannot be picked up and carried by commercial networks, which MOST 

LIKELY, would be beneficial for them, bringing in vast sums of money in 

syndication that would make the shows even more viable than they already 

are. 

I appreciate the programming brought to us by the Corporation for Public 

Broadcasting. Do they need government subsidies? I don’t think so. Let 

them build and run their network and make the best use of their facilities 

within the framework of marketplace oriented business practices. My 

prediction is that they will be more viable, stronger, and more relevant than 

they are now. If they are truly independent, they can take whatever political 

position on issues they want to. They will run the risk of having the market 

whip them into shape if they choose the wrong horse. (And PLEASE, OH 

PLEASE, let’s have none of this rubbish about how, since they are a public 

entity, beyond the cares of such nasty things as PROFITS, that they are 

superior in some way.) 

What’s to stop them? Certainly not the 13% of funding NPR claimed they got 

from the federal government. I certainly wouldn’t let a 13% cut stop me. 

Nor should they. 

Carry on CPB and NPR. Do your best. Since your constant announcement of 

sponsors is tantamount to airing commercials, let ‘er fly! Or, somehow, does 

the idea that you don’t run commercials make you feel superior. If so, I’d 

check my premise . . . your attitude of superiority is what got you into 

trouble in the first place. 

A dose of humility is good for all of us from time to time. Vivian Schiller and 

Ellen Weiss? They have a bit to be humble about . . . JUST LIKE ME!!! 

The problem with any ideological group, liberal or conservative, is that they 

tend to only fraternize and fellowship with others who think just like 

themselves, spending too much time patting each other on the back, poking 

fun at the rubes who are not like them. Soon enough, they mistakenly 

believe that the majority of folks think like them, since the majority of folks 

they commune with DO think just like them. This is an egregious mistake. I 
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am thankful for every moment of conversation I have had with hundreds of 

people who do not think like me. I do not live in a vacuum. There is a whole 

world of conflicting ideas out there. I try to familiarize myself with as many 

of them as I can, making every effort to understand what others think, and 

what leads them to think that way, searching diligently for common ground, 

and recognizing those areas where no common ground can be reached. I 

have learned to do this without becoming ANGRY. It was not a talent I was 

born with; and unlike many of my Southern peers, I can state categorically 

that it is not me that needs the power to straighten this country out; that 

power would corrupt me just like it would anyone else. I wish some of our 

elitist friends understood that they are also corruptible, and being under the 

shield of “PUBLIC” does not decrease their chances of corruptibility one iota. 

Good luck to you all you Schiller’s in your new careers, whatever they may 

be; just remember that you are not superior to anyone else, and that you’re 

not immune from the same prejudices and hubris that you so easily observe 

in others and you’ll prosper. Oh yeah, remember not to bite the hand that 

feeds you. Even a dog knows this. Perhaps a Dog knows this because he’s 

not a scary, white, gun-toting, anti-intellectual Republican. Neither am I, 

though I have been so labeled. While a dog won’t normally bite the hand 

that feeds it, he just may bite the hand that tries to take his food bowl away 

while he’s eating. I’d reach toward that bowl very cautiously if I were you. 

Maybe Mr. Schiller needs some credit here, and I have been too harsh on his 

observations he’d no doubt rather not have had broadcast. As my friend 

Gerry Tenney pointed out to me, I am white and I am a Republican. That’s 

two out of five. So Ron Schiller was at least 40% correct. Gun-toting? I 

won’t admit to that, but even without that admission, let’s chalk that one up 

to Mr. Schiller. That’s three out of five. That means that Mr. Schiller is 60% 

right. Scary?? I’m not scary, unless me, my family, my friends within my 

immediate reach, or my property is threatened; or if I am cornered, or you 

foolishly reach down to take MY food bowl away. Then I am indeed scary, 

and not just scary, but dangerous. That makes four out of five, so Mr. 

Schiller is up to 80% correct.  

Finally, if Mr. Schiller’s definition of anti-intellectual is anyone who does not 

think like he thinks, which would be a skewed, self-serving definition but 

nevertheless may be the one under which he is operating, then I suppose I 

am an anti-intellectual. That would give Mr. Schiller five out of five. That 
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would make him 100% correct. He is therefore 100% correct, but out of a 

job, and out of a new job. He is 100% correct about me, 200% wrong about 

what he thought were his future plans, and another 100% wrong about the 

propriety of vocalizing what he thought about me, for a total wrongness of 

300% . . . all because he was 100% right about me and felt the need in an 

unguarded moment to say so. It’s so easy to be right and then discover that 

your rightness was wrong. What an interesting paradox. 

Voltaire said, “It is a dangerous thing to be right when the government is 

wrong.” 

I sincerely hope BOTH Schiller’s health, prosperity, and personal fulfillment 

in the future. We should all hope that for each other. Shame on us if we 

don’t. 

And by the way, I do not like this new instantaneous media and punishment 

for political incorrectness. While Mr. Schiller may have been within the 

bounds of what is politically correct (denigrating white middle class 

conservative Americans), it certainly appears to be politically incorrect at the 

moment. Thought crime. Hatespeech. Double-speak. All dangerous Orwellian 

crimes. We should all be wary, for one day the hidden camera will be trained 

on us, and there will be sudden, swift, and sure retribution, however wrong 

that may be. There is no justice in a mob! 

The connection here to CLL . . . Even people who work in Public Broadcasting 
can get CLL. 
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3/12/11 My Waived Insurance Plan Patronizes Me 

My insurance plan, which promptly got a waiver to exempt itself from 
compliance with the increase in the annual limitations as called for under the 
President’s impotent and prohibitively expensive PPACA had the company 
which oversees our prescription medicines send me this patently patronizing 
form letter, signed by Ms. Double Degree Pharmacy Lady, PharmD, MBA. 
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The idea that this letter was being sent to me for MY benefit just makes me 
livid. The plan had this letter sent to me for its own benefit, just like the plan 
obtained its waiver. While I recognize that the waiver from compliance to 
raise the annual limitations may have been necessary to avoid prohibitive 
increases in the cost to the members of the plan, or even to preserve the 
solvency of the plan, I am no less angry about it. As I have heard it said 
before, “Don’t piss down my neck and try to tell me it’s raining!” 

 



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

127 

 

Ms. Double Degree Pharmacy Lady, PharmD, MBA, got the above response 
from me, printed on the back of the letter she sent. I do not need anyone to 
explain to me the difference between generic and brand name 
pharmaceuticals. I wish Ms. Double Degree Pharmacy Lady, PharmD, MBA, 
would try to find me a generic equivalent of Rituximab rather than waste my 
time, her time, and the PLAN’S money informing me of something I already 
know, and trying to make me think they are doing this for MY benefit. 
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3/16/11  Waiver #334 

Here’s the link to the Department of Human Services Website that shows the 
waivers granted under the PPACA.  

http://www.hhs.gov/ociio/regulations/approved_applications_for_waiver.html 

Look at number 334: NECA-IBEW LOCAL 480 Health and Welfare Plan. 
That’s me, waived in print and published on the internet. If you’re a mind to, 
look at all the unions who got themselves waivers. Weren’t labor unions big 
supporters of the PPACA? They supported it then promptly got themselves 
waived. 

I am still angry about it. 

I am angry about the passage of this enormously expensive bill, anyway. 

I am angry that the bill was rammed through congress by legal chicanery 
called reconciliation that allowed the bill to pass without a 60% vopte in the 
Senate on the real ISSUE, but a simple majority vote on the 
RECONCILIATION. 

I am angry that the administration claims this is an important bill, but does 
not become fully effective until 2014. 

I am angry that the one thing I needed was waived, preventing the bill from 
being helpful to me. 

I am angry that by the time anything in this bill becomes helpful to me, it 
will have been modified, stripped, and otherwise annulled by congress. 

I am angry that the congress passed this bill that the nation cannot afford. 

I am angry that the nation cannot afford it. 

I am angry that the nation is so deeply in debt. 

I am angry that the only way out of this debt is to ultimately deny me my 
social security, or reduce it dramatically, though I do not think this is an 
entitlement, since me and my employer have been taxed for it my entire 
working life. 

I am angry that when I retire, there will only be 2.7 workers paying into a 
system for everyone drawing from it. 
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I am angry that the government solution for this seems to be government 
provided single-payer healthcare. 

I am angry about the future conversation I may have with a DHS employee, 
who makes too much money, has better health care insurance than I will, 
and a better retirement plan, who is likely too incompetent to hold a job in 
the private sector, and lobbied hard to get a nice, cushy, federal government 
job where papers can be shuffled from one side of a desk to the other all day 
long, and no real work accomplished, EXCEPT THIS. 

The automated attendant at the local DHS Medical Services Office answered, 
”If you are calling to check the status of your recent request for medical 
treatment, press 1. If you are calling to inquire about a request for medical 
treatment that is more than 30 days old, press 2. If you have cancer, press 
3. Para continuar in Espanol, numero ocho. El numero por los persones sin 
papeles de immagracion (los undocumentos), numero nueve.” 

While my request for medical services is older than 30 days, I have cancer, 
so I am not sure whether to press number 2 or number 3. I decide number 3 
must be the correct one, so I press it. The automated attendant comes back 
on the line and says, “Goodbye.” I hear the click as the phone is 
disconnected. 

This is the 116th time this has happened. I decide I need to drive down to 
the office and speak to a real live person IN person. On the way in, I need 
some gasoline, so I tear out a two gallon coupon from my fuel ration book, 
pull up the government service station, hand them the coupon, and the SEIU 
collective-bargained for attendant, who has government health-care and 
retirement get up from reading his comic book and saunters over to put the 
gas in my car. “That’ll be $16.44,” he says. 

I hand him a twenty. He shakes his head. “This is the OLD money,” he says, 
“It’s $16.44 in the NEW money. In the OLD money, it’ll be $164.40,” he 
says, matter-of-factly, a smirk on his face. I knew that I couldn’t get away 
with it, so I get two OLD MONEY hundred dollar bills of my pocket and hand 
to him. The OLD money is all I have. No longer able to work, and retired, I 
cannot make, nor do I qualify for the NEW money, except as change for my 
OLD. He hands me back my change, which is $3.56 in NEW money. I mutter 
some words I cannot print here, and drive off as carefully as I can, not 
wishing to waste s single drop of the precious fuel. 

When I arrive at the DHS Medical Services Office, there is no place to park. I 
circle around several times, and finally park a quarter mile down the road 
and walk to the office. About half-way there, it starts to rain. I am soaked by 
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the time I get to the door. I try to open it, but it is locked. I shake the door 
a couple of times, but it is locked, definitely locked. I mutter some more 
unprintable words and look down at my watch. It is 1:59PM. The office is 
closed for lunch from 11:30 until 2:00. I’ve only got a minute to wait, so I 
lean against the building in the rain, trying to dodge it as best I can, since 
there is no awning. 

A minute later I try the door again. No luck. Two minutes later I try the door 
again. No luck. Five minutes later I try the door again. No luck. I peer inside 
and can see people milling all about, some eating, some talking to each 
other, some laughing and cavorting around. Angry, I bang on the door and 
no one comes. I bang harder, harder, and shout. I managed to roust the 
security guard, a former TSA agent who has been transferred to DHS, which 
itself had been transferred to the Department of Homeland Security for 
some unknown reason. The security guard barks at me through the door.  

“This office is closed for lunch,” he shouts through the door, pointing at his 
watch, "It will not re-open until 2:00.” 

“It’s 2:15 now,” I shout back at him. 

He turns to the people behind him, whispers something to them, and returns 
to the door, saying, “There is a staff meeting in progress. Come back at 
2:30.” 

“That’s bullshit, and so is your staff meeting,” I cried. [There, I said it in 
print: I hope my mother is not reading this.] I continue to stand out in the 
rain until 2:30, at which point the security guard unlocks the door and lets 
me in. I mutter something to him under my breath, but he just shrugs and 
smirks. I walk over to the counter and take a number. It is number 107. The 
lighted sign on the wall behind the counter says, ”Now seeing number 23.” 
The only people in the building seem to be employees . . . not a single 
customer in sight, so I am a bit puzzled by this. I sit in the waiting room, 
just me, two dozen empty chairs and my number in my hand that says 107. 
After about 30 minutes, I walk over to the lady behind the desk in the foyer 
area. The lighted sign still says number 23. 

I can see the lady is working hard on her computer. A level 1 Sodoku puzzle 
is blazing on the screen. At a gland I can see that she has several numbers 
wrong. I say, “Ma’am, excuse me please.” She holds up her finger as if she 
cannot be disturbed at that moment, as if in a blaze of inspired brilliance, 
which unfortunately she is not because she enters another wrong number. 
After that she looks up at me with contempt.  
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“Sir, did you take a number?” she asks. 

“I did but, something seems to be out of order,” I say. 

“Well, you’ve got your number. You’ll have to wait your turn,” she says as if 
speaking to a second grader. 

“But I seem to be the only person here needing to be served and I am 
number 107. The sign says you are currently seeing number 23. Surely 
something is wrong,” I explain. 

She looks puzzled for a moment, then frowns. I am not sure whether she is 
frowning at me or whatever seems to be amiss, but it is me that is 
disturbing her from her Sodoku puzzle. Then she picks up her phone and 
calls someone two desks down. The lady at the first desk answers the 
phone. 

“Yes,” she says into the receiver. I can see her and hear her plainly since 
she is only 15 feet away. 

The lady in front of me says into the phone, to the lady two desks down, 
“There seems to be a problem with the number system today. Do you know 
why we are having a backlog and long waiting period.” 

The lady at desk number two looks around, looks at me, then looks at lady 
number one and says, “Our unscheduled staff meeting must be the cause of 
this delay. Have the gentleman return to his seat and I will be with him in 
just a minute.” Her gaze then returns to me, then back to her computer 
screen, where she is no doubt working a hot game of solitaire. Lady number 
one begins to try to explain to me about the dlay when I interrupt her. 

“I heard what this other lady said,” I declare, “She is only 15 feet away.” I 
mumble a few words and shuffle back to my seat. 

Someone comes in from the back and changes the number system, updating 
it to current, and I see the numbers go up to 102. About five minutes later, 
Lady number two picks up her phone and says, “Number 103, please report 
to desk number 3.” I walk back over to desk number 3 and seat myself in 
the chair beside it, glad to finally have an audience to try to get things 
straightened out. The lady has finished her solitaire game and is now 
prepared to handle my problems. I am so grateful to now be dealing with a 
real-live person rather than the awkward, un-navigable automated phone 
attendant. 
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“May I see your citizen ID card, please?” she asks. Every citizen is required 
to have this card to receive health care benefits or vote, and it is a 
misdemeanor to fail to produce this card when asked for by any government 
authority; one must have it on one’s person at all times. Funny, illegal 
immigrants are not required to have this card to receive government health 
care, or to vote. I produce it immediately, she looks at it, looks at me, 
swipes it through a terminal strip in her computer, then puts a thumbprint 
scanning device in front of me. I place my thumb on it and my records pop 
up on the screen. She is now ready to discuss my case. “How may I help you 
today, Mr. Sharp?” 

“I seem to be unable to get in to see my oncologist. They say something is 
wrong here in this office, and it won’t let them schedule an appointment for 
me, but that the system keeps flagging me to report here for further 
instructions.” 

She peers at the screen and replies, “I can see here that. For your own 
convenience, you could have handled this on the phone rather than come all 
the way down here for a face to face meeting.” 

“I tried that, but the phone system is very awkward and kept hanging up on 
me. I finally gave up and came on down. I need to get my chemotherapy 
going again and seemed to be unable to do so with the doctor’s office, or 
over the phone,” I said, trying to smile, “So, here I am.” 

“Our records indicate you are scheduled for two treatments,” she said, 
pointing to the computer screen, “A course of FCR chemotherapy for your 
Leukemia, and a bunion removal from your left foot. I can see the cause for 
the delay for scheduling your chemotherapy and can clear all this up 
immediately.” 

I smile for real then. At last, I have found some competent help at this local 
office of this behemoth government bureaucracy. I am pleased. 

She types on her keyboard, presses the enter button, reads something off 
the screen, types again, and the reports to me, “Your bunion removal is set 
for next Thursday at 3:00PM at Hot Foot Associates on Front Street. Do you 
know where that is?” 

“Yes, but I was not here about the bunion removal. The bunion is just a 
nuisance. It’s the chemotherapy I need to get scheduled. That is URGENT.” 

She looked dead at me. “You request for chemotherapy has been denied.” 
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“What???” I gasp. 

“Mr. Sharp, you have reached the point where the cost of your treatment 
outweighs your contributions as a citizen, so under rule 3.001-A-16907-
22BRE-81, The Medical Services Discretionary Panel (formerly called IPAB) 
has reviewed your case and you are no longer eligible to receive 
chemotherapy or any other major medical services; only minor medical 
services and those services which contribute to your immediate comfort.” 

I silently reflect on this a minute while she is staring at me. She must have 
received a lot of training from the Buster Keaton School of Deadpan Looks to 
be able to stare at me without blinking, turning red in the face, or showing 
any sign of human emotion. I knew this day was coming. Now I found out 
that this day was HERE. I thought my contributions as a citizen were 
significant, and I said so. 

“But those things were all in the PAST, Mr. Sharp,” she said. “The panel has 
reviewed the facts of your case and under the current circumstances has 
rendered its decision, which is not subject to appeal.” 

“So My bunion will feel better as I am dying?” I ask. 

 “There is no need to be so morose. You will receive the finest in hospice 
care if you’d like, but your Government would like for you to consider other 
options,” she said. 

 “What other options?” I ask. 

Her Buster Keaton deadpan failed her here as she diverted her eyes. “You 
might be willing to consider visiting one of the Government’s friendly Ethical 
Suicide Parlors.” 

Right there was Kurt Vonnegut, Jr. Come to life, before my very eyes. 

It was a long drive back home. I had lots to consider and no one to consider 
it with. I was not in the best of moods. When I arrived home, shuffled 
through the pack of papers the lady had given me, all sorts of wonderful 
pamphlets written by young people no doubt fresh out of college who 
seemed to have lots of words but none of life’s wisdom about them; young 
people who did not know that they would soon enough be right where I was 
today, in a shorter time than they could possibly believe, because only the 
young think they have all the time in the world. 
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I read the pamphlet from the Ethical Suicide Parlor. There was a number on 
the back that encouraged me call for more information. I dialed the number, 
expecting to get an automated attendant. I was surprised when a real 
person answered the phone. It was a young lady with the most soothing 
voice. She promptly answered every question I had, guiding me, slowly, 
gently, surely, almost hypnotically to the answers she was highly trained to 
extract from me. I felt renewed and rejuvenated from talking to her.  

“Mr. Sharp, if you’d like, we can come pick you up and bring you directly 
here, at any time you request,” She said, soothingly, in a voice as sultry as 
if she were coming to pick me up to carry me off for a romantic tryst. 

“How about next Thursday?” I ask.  

“That will be wonderful,” she exclaimed, “I am so looking forward to meeting 
you. What time should we call for you at your home?” 

“Oh, you won’t pick me up here. Pick me up at about 4:30 from the Hot Foot 
Associates on Front Street. I wouldn’t dare miss my appointment to get this 
pesky bunion on my foot fixed.”  
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3/19/11 Our Fragile Earth 

Someone recently posted this on Facebook:  

The earthquake and tsunami in Japan have 
reminded me of just how fragile our Earth 

really is.  

This deserves further exploration. 

The earth belches (volcano) or gets diarrhea (the 
eruption of super caldera-say Yellowstone) and 
millions of people have their lives thrown in 
disarray. The earth's dandruff (volcanic ash) falls 
back to the ground and wipes out entire 
civilizations. Her vomit (pyroclastic flows) spills 

down mountainsides consuming everything in its path. The Earth gets 
uncomfortable in its current resting position, just like we do when sleeping, 
and in its sleep shifts to get a little relief (an earthquake). When this 
happens, sheer bedlam occurs among the populations within the 
earthquake's wave. The earth shifts in its bathtub, causing a wave to pour 
over the edge of the tub, spilling onto 
the floor, (a tsunami), and hundreds 
of thousands are affected; lives, 
property, and entire cities destroyed. 
The earth gets a cold and coughs (a 
hurricane) and the lives of hundreds 
of thousands are disrupted. The earth 
sneezes (a tornado) and in it's path is 
a wake of destruction. The earth 
weeps (floods) and hundreds of 
thousands are displaced, crops are 
ruined and famine ensues. The earth holds back her tears (drought), and the 
land becomes parched and dry, crops fail and famine ensues; hundreds of 
thousands die from starvation. The earth provides a habitat for formerly 
innocuous microorganisms that morph into something deadly to humans, 
and half of the population of Europe succumbs to the black death. 
Throughout all these things, the earth is still the earth. Though it has 
changed, it is unconcerned, still being the earth. It is humans and human 
civilizations that are adversely affected. It is humans that are FRAGILE; not 
the earth, which is careless and nonchalant about the misery it causes 
humans in our fragility. 
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Humans record and measure, observe 
and deduce, and make predictions 
about how the earth will behave. But 
the earth is not bound by our forecasts 
or predictions. The seemingly lengthy 
time of human observations is but a blip 
on the geologic time line, hardly 
noticeable except to us humans who use 
this information to make our 
predictions. From our experience and 
observations we make our predictions 

which provide no boundary for the earth's behavior. The earth scoffs at the 
wisdom of the boundaries we set 
for her. Our experts run and hide, 
eventually admitting to knowing 
nothing. In the long run, it turns 
out that man knows very little 
about the earth and its behavior, 
and much of what we know we 
don't understand; much of what 
we know is wrong. 

Man builds nuclear power plants in 
earthquake prone areas, designed, 
the experts tell us, to withstand a 
7.5 magnitude earthquake. Man, unfortunately, didn't plan on a 9.0 
magnitude earthquake, nor the resulting tsunami. If man had planned for 
such an earthquake, perhaps the result would have been that the power 
plants never would have been built, being too expensive. If it turned out that 
man, desperately needing the energy, decided that it was worth the expense 
of the magnitude 9.0-proof construction, it may have turned out that 
engineers are incapable of ensuring that construction built to this standard 
will actually survive. The 9.0 magnitude earthquake, having a mind of its 
own and not bound by ordinances, rulings, standards, or models of behavior 
set up for it, may ignore the construction standards it is prohibited from 
breaching. It destroys what it will destroy. We can get out our ordinance and 
standards books and admonish the earthquake for its bad behavior, and levy 
fines upon the earth for violation of those standards, but who will collect 
them? 
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Man, fragile man, simply does 
not understand his own fragility. 
Long after man is but a memory 
(whose?) and a layer of artifacts 
buried beneath soil and sea, the 
earth will still be here, 
unconcerned about what has 
happened to its former 
inhabitants. The fragile is gone. 
The durable remains. 

Because man has rarely 
experienced a magnitude 9.0 
earthquake does not mean that 

they cannot occur with great frequency. The next one may be today. It may 
be tomorrow. It may be a year. It may be a decade. It may be a century. It 
may be millenia away. When it occurs, where might it be? Along the pacific 
ring of fire? Along the Caribbean plate? Or might it be a mid-plate 
continental fault, like New Madrid, near 
Memphis. Who knows? Not the geologists! 
They can only give us the annual 
probability of one's occurrence. This is like 
predicting a one-hundred year flood, or a 
five-hundred year flood. Just because you 
had a hundred year flood last year does 
not mean it will be ninety-nine years 
before the NEXT one. It means that there 
is a 1 in 100 chance that you will have a 
hundred year flood each and every year. 
While the odds are against it, you could 
have one every year for several years.  

The earth is like a roulette wheel . . . it has no memory. It does not 
remember that you had your hundred year flood last year, therefore you are 
not SUPPOSED to have one for another ninety-nine years. Each year starts 
fresh with that 1 in 100 probability, just like each roll of the dice on the 
roulette wheel gives you a 1 in 37 chance that you will make your number. 
Just because you let your number ride does not mean the it will come 
around once every 37 spins of the wheel. It may NEVER come up in your 
lifetime, or it may come up ten times in a row. While neither is likely, both 
are possible. Given enough time, they not only become possible, they 
become more likely than is comfortable to think about. 
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Man prepares the earth for 
seed, he sows, then reaps 
when the crops are ready, 
he builds shelter, he builds 
cities, he builds towers 
that reach towards the 
sky. He fashions machines 
which fly through the air, 
taking him with great 
speed to distant places. 
He drills into the earth to 
acquire the organic, 
combustible remains of 
creatures who died eons 

ago to sustain him and his activities through the sun's energy stored in 
those organic remains. The earth yields her bounty, and man prospers. 

But this fragile man has only a limited range of conditions which enable his 
survival. There must be so much oxygen in the air, so he can carry on 
cellular respiration, but not too much or everything will burn up. Earth has 
temperatures in which man cannot survive, but man has made shelters, 
insulating him from the cold and the heat, and has fashioned machines 
which will provide heat and coolness for his own comfort. Man uses energy 
to travel to and fro, for the heat and coolness he seeks, for the light by 
which he would see when the sun goes down, and to harvest, process, store 
and distributes the food by which he must live. Man uses the cumulative 
sum of his knowledge to train 
physicians to heal him when he 
is sick, and fabricates machines 
to peer into his own body to 
help those physicians determine 
the cause of his sickness, and 
we love to talk about the 
miracles of modern medicine. If 
the patient survives and 
prospers, we chalk it up the the 
miracle of modern medicine. If 
the patient dies, we mourn the 
limitations of modern medicine. 
If only . . . we muse to ourselves and others. 

What we know changes with the wind. What we don't know fills volumes, 
which are still being written. 
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We are the fragile. We are the 
ephemeral. We are the ones wiped out 
by an earth-fart. We mourn this. The 
earth shrugs its shoulders at the 
suggestion and thousands more die. 
The dominion of man over this earth is 
an illusion, a comforting one, but an 
illusion that is easily shattered by the 
earth's most simple and gentle yawn, 
or blink of its eye. We are not safe. 

There is no where safe. There is no hiding place. 

The EARTH is not fragile. 

Ooops!!! I may have spoken too soon. Is that a comet I see on a collision 
course with the earth? 
After it strikes, will we 
have two moons? If so, 
will anyone be here to see 
it? No . . . no one will be 
here to see it. Just the 
earth, looking a two 
children she has given 
birth to, and she will not 
care, not about her two 
children, not about 
herself, nor about the 
orbit she occupies around 
the sun to which she has 
laid claim. In her in-fragility, she just does not care. We are the fragile 
interlopers, here for a while then gone like the dinosaurs before us, 
submerged beneath the waves like Atlantis, on the face of an ever restless, 
ever changing, unrelentingly callous earth. 

Mother earth? Yes, it's mother earth. Mother earth is a lot like the turtle 
laying her eggs in the warm sand on the beach. She simply does what she 
does, and once the doing is done has no memory or emotional attachment 
to that which sprang forth from her own body. Her children make it as best 
they can; some parched by the sun as they get lost and wander away from 
the sea, some reaching the sea and immediately becoming food for the fish, 
some few making it to maturity and returning to the same beach to lay their 
eggs, and some run over on paved highways by men going to and fro upon 
the face of the earth conducting their important business in their machines 
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that power themselves upon the remnants of the bodies of those things that 
lived before. 

On another note: 

Did you see the moon last 
night? If you didn't, you 
missed a free treat. The 
waning gibbous moon is at 
perigee and was quite a sight. 
She is shown at the left, just 
before setting on Sunday 
Morning, 3/20/11, peeking out 
behind a budding oak tree and 
a pine.  

In order to see its glory and a 
few other observations: 

• You had to be up 

• You had to be outside 

• You had to look up 

• You could not see it while watching TV 

• You could not see it from the inside of some place where the music 

was too loud and the women too colorfully painted 

• It is best viewed when one is interested in such things 

• Its rising and setting were absolutely spectacular 

• Though watching it gave me sublime feelings, the moon did not care, 

but remained cold and inhospitable; scorching hot in the sun and 

freezing cold in the shade 

• The moon is unconcerned with how I might feel about her 

• She would kill me in an instant if I did not have an artificial earth 

surrounding me were I to venture upon her surface, and she would not 

care the least little bit. 

There was a recent conversation between Venus, Earth, and Mars. 

“You've got as bad an outbreak of lice as I have ever seen,” said Venus to 
the Earth. 

“Yes, and it's driving me crazy. The constant itching and biting. It's more 
than I can bear,” said the Earth. 
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“Why don't you get rid of them?” asked Venus. 

“I don't know how. They breed as fast a I can kill them. Every now and then, 
I manage to set them back a bit, but I just can't seem to get shed of them. 
They are crafty,” said the Earth. “How do you keep them away?” 

“I've made sure to keep my atmosphere undesirable for them. They can't 
seem to stand super-heated methane and ammonia. You've been no help, 
though, since you've allowed them to send a few feelers out my way, but 
I've managed to quash them.” 

“Me, too!” said Mars. “You've sent far more of their machines to me than to 
Venus, and I'm about tied of it. We regret that you've got this nasty 
problem, but WE DON'T WANT IT!” 

“Yes,” said Venus, “Keep your nits and lice away from us.” 

And the earth, like an acne-faced adolescent with head lice, halitosis, and 
bed bug bites all run amok, turned her head in shame from her former 
friends, muttering, “I just can't help it. Y'all shouldn't be so mean!”  

Venus and Mars turned their heads away from their sister, angry that she 
would endure such things, and even more angry that those things on her 
have tried to infect them, too. 

The Earth scratched her head, itching with the constant aggravation for the 
lice that infected her. The lice scattered in terror, for an instant, then 
returned to their normal activities, as the Earth sighed at this pox on her 
skin. 

What's the relationship between this and CLL?  

1. I witnessed this delightfully beautiful moon with CLL.  

2. If I had died in an earthquake, tsunami, tornado, volcanic eruption, 

flood, or famine, I would have died with CLL. 
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3/23/11 No Disclosure from HHS on WAIVERS 

A lawsuit has been filed against 
the Department of Health and 
Human Services for failure to 
produce documents on how they 
go about granting WAIVERS of 
exemption from compliance with 
the PPACA on the annual insurance 
limitations. It seem that HHS has 
been reluctant to produce this 
documentation, and if not 
reluctant, then at least 
incompetent. Either way, it does 
not look good for HHS, or the 
administration’s declaration of 
“transparency” in government. It 
seems that the waiver granting 
process is anything but 
transparent, since the government has declined to comply with the Freedom 
of Information Act. I suspect incompetence is as much to blame as 
chicanery, but I don’t discount the latter, either. 

If we are going to have the PPACA, let’s have it, particularly if it is good for 
us, as the government says. If we are not going to have it, they let’s not 
have it, since, apparently, there are parts of it which must be WAIVED, they 
tell us, for the benefit of the people. 

It could be that there is an arbitrary system being set up, whereby 
incompetent people are making decisions without guidelines. The apparent 
intent of the lawsuit is to get at those guidelines, which HHS has failed to 
produce. 

A link to an article about this, which contains the actual text of the lawsuit is 
below: 

http://www.foxnews.com/politics/2011/03/23/high-profile-conservative-
group-files-lawsuit-obama-administration/ 

Of course, I will watch this with great interest. You should, too, if you have 
been waived; and if you haven’t, you may yet be, and soon. 
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3/25/11 Bonds, Common and Uncommon 

The business of electrical power generation, transmission and distribution is 
enormous in scope. While it is an enormous industry, it is a small 
community. Everyone knows everyone else. It is within the confines of this 
enormously large industry but small community that I met Donnie. 

I have introduced you to Donnie before. He and I are a lot alike. We serve 
many of the same clients, as well as serving each other in the process of 
serving those clients. The clients who call on us have problems that need 
solving, but the solutions to those problems are almost always complex in 
conception, tedious and strident in organization, and difficult, sometimes 
hazardous, in execution. If they were easy and simple, we'd seldom have 
the chance to work for others; they'd just do it all themselves. But they are 
not simple. Though the client's problems are not simple, we are never 
compensated for our efforts alone; we are compensated for our results - - 
those problems we solve must be practical, cost-effective solutions, and they 
must work, not theoretically, but actually. Real electrons must flow in large 
quantities through expensive equipment, and through sometimes even more 
expensive controls and protective devices. It must do this safely and 
reliably, or else, in this enormously large industry but small community, 
we'd soon have no clients. We must perform and produce.  Donnie and I 
both know that without a customer, there is no business, so we endeavor to 
serve those customers in a manner that always represents solutions, never 
problems, for it's problems the customer has, and solutions they want. We 
help them get what they want and they pay us to do that. It is how we make 
our living, by serving the needs of others.  

The great philosopher and teacher, Socrates, said that the best way to gain 
a good reputation is to be what you endeavor to appear. One must deliver 
what the customer is paying for. If there is a separation of the two, there is 
no honor, and soon, there is no customer. In the business that Donnie and I 
share, your mistakes can become apparent in a blaze of uncontrolled 
electrical chaos. In this small community everyone else is quickly aware of 
one's mistakes. There is not much room for error. In light of that, I have 
learned that I can rely on Donnie, and he has learned that he can rely on 
me. Within the boundaries of human frailty, we both earnestly strive to be 
what we endeavor to appear. I can rely on Donnie to tell me the truth, even 
though the truth is sometimes difficult to hear, and Donnie can rely on me 
being honest with him. When we have disagreed we have done so honestly, 
and like all honest men can acknowledge our areas of disagreement, come 
up with a workable solution, and proceed with the serving of the client. This 
is the way business should be conducted. This is the way all business 
between men should be conducted. Donnie and I share that.  
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Donnie and I also share blood cancer. This is something that earlier in our 
work together we never contemplated sharing. But here it is.  

I have Chronic Lymphocytic Leukemia and Donnie has an Acute Lymphoma. 
My observation of our cancers is this: My cancer is like me . . . sometimes a 
bit lazy, with occasional bursts of creative activity; Donnie's cancer is like 
Donnie . . . intense, purposeful, and driven. While this is my observation, 
which by definition makes it prone to subjective error, it is my honest 
observation. If Donnie finds it offensive, I hope he will forgive me. While I 
intended it as a compliment, the compliment thus rendered does not change 
or ameliorate the fact that Donnie's cancer is intense, purposeful, and 
driven.  

Donnie has been through one round of chemotherapy, found himself in 
complete remission, only to have it return and is now going through a 
second round of chemo. I spoke to him after his first round and the chemo 
was rough. I don't expect it to be any less rough this time, though I certainly 
hope so. When he was in remission, his medical team harvested some of his 
own stem cells for a future AUTOLOGOUS STEM-CELL TRANSPLANT. The 
public calls them bone marrow transplants. In most cases, the bone marrow 
is donated by a relative or someone who is a positive match. These types of 
bone marrow transplants are called Allogenic Stem-Cell Transplants. They 
are both fraught with peril for the transplantee, but less so in the case of the 
Autologous kind, since one is receiving one's own cells, and not the cells of 
another person, reducing the chance of Graft vs. Host (Rejection) disease, 
which can be a fatal complication.  

After Donnie finishes this round of chemo and achieves a remission (likely 
but not guaranteed), and has some time to recover from the chemo (which 
takes a while, it's been over a year since I finished mine and I am still 
having some complications, not from the leukemia, but the chemo!), his 
health care team will proceed with the stem-cell transplant, which, if 
successful, will promise Donnie many more years of relief from his 
lymphoma. There are a lot of ifs; there are no guarantees. 

I am in a complete remission. They tell me that there is a 10% chance that 
my leukemia will re-manifest itself in less than 5 years. After 5 years the 
chances start to increase nearly exponentially. The one thing they tell me for 
sure is that though they cannot measure or find any indication of the 
leukemia in my body at this time, it is still there, lurking, and we will meet 
again. I went into remission in November of 2009, halfway through my 
chemo, so I am 16 months into the 5 years. My, how time flies when you're 
having fun! 
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Donnie has had a much harder time, but this is due to the nature of the 
different kinds of cancers we have. His is acute. Mine is chronic. He has a 
chance of being cured of his, if he does not succumb to it first, or if a 
complication from it does not claim him. Chronic means that mine is here to 
stay, but I can live with it for a long time unless it gets out of control, re-
manifests itself as some more aggressive form of cancer (it can morph into 
an acute lymphoma), or if I don't succumb to some complication precipitated 
by the leukemia, such as a normally simple infection gone bad from a 
compromised immune system. But who knows what the future holds? I 
don't. Donnie doesn't either. We are both far better at predicting how 
electrons will behave on systems we have devised and installed than we are 
at predicting how our cancers will behave in our own bodies, and how our 
bodies are likely to respond. 

We do know this, though: We have co-workers and colleagues who love and 
respect us, who lift us up in prayer to Almighty God every day. We have 
clients who have depended on us to serve them and would like for us to 
continue to do so, who lift us up in prayer to Almighty God every day. We 
are both surrounded by loving families and friends who lift us up in prayer to 
Almighty God every day. And this is for certain as well: Our perspective on 
life is different. We now share a unique viewpoint on the mysteries of human 
illness and suffering, and unavoidably recognize the fact that when we see 
others with cancer who are doing less well than ourselves, and there are 
many, we are peering deeply into a mirror that cannot be removed from 
before our eyes. 

I am not at all sure I like this new perspective. Well, it might be more 
accurate to say that I am not sure I like having had my previous perspective 
CHANGED in such an abrupt and disconcerting manner; I do not mind the 
perspective, itself. I just wish I could have acquired it by other means, but 
perhaps that's not possible. 

So, friends, when you get a chance to support your local Relay for Life 
program, or the American Cancer Society, The Leukemia and Lymphoma 
Foundation, the CLL Research Organization, or any cancer research 
hospital/teaching hospital, you just may be supporting the very organization 
that will be the one that helps find a cure for the cancer YOU will develop in 
your lifetime, or the cancer that a loved one or friend will develop. 

For a fact, we will all be touched by cancer in one form or another. Let us all 
help where and when we can. 

And Donnie, so you won't have any doubt about it, I have prayed to 
Almighty God for you this morning; that your chemo be gentle but effective; 
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your complications be nothing but the discussions of their possibilities by 
your doctors who remark on your charts that there are none; that your 
complete remission overtake you as you drink your morning coffee; that 
your chemo recovery be as swift as the prayers I sent towards heaven; your 
stem-cell transplant be uneventful but completely effective; that you  
receive with great thanksgiving every moment of the gift of time in the 
presence of those who are precious and dear to you; that today will be a 
good day; and that tomorrow will be even better.   

Did y'all notice that bold, italicized word above, “uneventful?” It's the word 
that all of us in the same business as Donnie and me like to hear. 

“Donnie,” I might ask, “How did the energization of that new substation go, 
yesterday?” 

“It was uneventful,” he hopefully would say back. 

That would be a good thing. We're always glad when things in our business 
are uneventful.  

I started my own chemo in the middle of huge electrical substation 
renovation project that Donnie and I worked on together. Electrical 
substation renovations and additions are far more difficult than the 
construction of a new one, since the existing facilities must still remain 
energized while the new ones are being installed, adding a great many 
delays, hazards, and opportunities for events to the project. I was so ill 
from the chemo at the end of the project that I was unable to be there when 
it was time to energize the new part of the substation and electrically 
connect it through switches to the existing part. The magic moment of the 
actual full load connection of all parts of the substation is a great opportunity 
for events to occur. Events are not desirable. They can range from a 
simple, but unplanned power outage (which the client may think is a major 
event), or they can be catastrophic, visible from 20 miles under a night sky. 
Naturally, I was paranoid with apprehension at not being able to be there at 
this magic, critical point, on a project on which Donnie and I had worked for 
nearly two years. 

The time for the critical moment arrived. I was beside myself with worries 
and fears. About the time I could no longer stand it, my cell phone rang. On 
the other end was Keith, one of Donnie's co-workers. 

“How did it go?” I immediately demanded. 

“It was uneventful,” said Keith. 
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What a wonderful word! 
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3/27/11 Pick Your Blood Cancer  

There’s lots of different kinds. 

• Acute Lymphoblastic Leukemia 
• Acute Myelogenous Leukemia 
• Chronic Lymophocytic Leukemia 
• Chronic Myelogenous Leukemia 
• Small Lymphocytic Leukemia 
• Acute Monocytic Leukemia 
• Hodgkin’s Lymphoma 
• Non-Hodgkin’s Lymphoma 
• Burkit’s Lymphoma 
• B-Cell Prolymphocytic Leukemia 
• Lymphoplasmactic Lymphoma 
• Splenic Marginal Zone Lymphoma 
• Plasma Cell (Multiple) Myeloma 
• Plasmacytoma 
• Extranodal Marginal Zone B Cell Lymphoma 
• Nodal Marginal Zone B Cell Lymphoma 
• Follicular Lymphoma 
• Mantle Cell Lymphoma 
• Diffuse Large B Cell Lymphoma 
• Mediastinal Large B Cell Lymphoma 
• Intravascular Large B Cell Lymphoma 
• Primary Effusion Lymphoma 
• T Cell Prolymphocytic Leukemia 
• T Cell Large Granular Lymphocytic Leukemia 
• Aggressive NK Cell Leukemia 
• Adult T-Cell Leukemia 
• Enteropathy-type T Cell Lymphoma 
• Hepatosplenic T Cell Lymphoma 
• Blastic NK Cell Lymphoma 
• Mycosis Fungoides/Sezary Symdrome 
• Primary Cutaneous CD-30 Positive T Cell Lymphoproliferative disoprder 
• Angioimmunoblastic T Cell Lymphoma 
• Anaplastioc Large Cell Lymphoma 
• Nodular Sclerosis Hodgkin’s Lymphoma 
• Mixed Cellularity Hodgkin’s Lymphoma 
• Lymphocyte-Rice Hodgkin’s Lymphoma 
• Lymphocyte Depleted Hodgkin’s Lymphoma 
• Lymphocytic Non-Depleted Hodgkin’s Lymphoma 
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I’m out of breath from all the typing. Just think: All these are just like the ol’ 
boll weevil from the Leadbelly song, “Just Lookin; For A Home.” One could 
soon be coming to a home near you; perhaps nearer than is comfortable to 
consider. 

I just read on Wikipedia http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chronic_lymphocytic_leukemia   

that “[patients with] CLL that is positive for the marker ZAP-70 have an 
average survival of 5 years.” CLL is the kind of blood cancer I have. I am 
positive for ZAP-70, which is a protein on the surface of the cancer cells that 
is an indication of an UNMUTATED IGVH GENE. It is extremely expensive and 

difficult to actually do the test for 
mutations on the IGVH gene, so 
they test for Zap-70, which has 
been found to be a somewhat 
reliable indicator, but CAN be 
erroneous. The actual test for the 
mutated/unmutated IGVH gene is 
the REAL indicator. Fortunately, I 
had the real IGVH gene test done. 
Unfortunately, my IGVH gene is 
UNMUTATED (the bad one!) 
According to Wikipedia, I am in the 
5 year category, but Wikipedia 

does not know everything. Other places report that the most accurate 
testing and data on ZAP-70 testing and IGVH mutational status is done by 
Dr. Tom Kipps at the University of California San Diego Medical Center. 
Guess where Gooday sent my bone marrow for testing? He sent it to Dr. 
Kipps himself. That leaves me with no out for incompetence: I’ve been to 
the most competent places in the world, and am FORTUNATE to have been 
to them. I did not particularly care for the outcome, but why waste time with 
anything but the TRUTH???? 

Gooday says that there is a 10% chance of my leukemia re-manifesting itself 
in less than 5 years. That means there is a 90% chance that it won’t. I’ll 
take Gooday’s 90% over Wikipedia. The average survival time is 5 years, 
says Wikipedia. That’s the AVERAGE suvival time, not the MEDIAN. If it were 
the median, it would state that half live less than 5 years and half live more 
that 5 years. But Wikipedia lists the AVERAGE. Am I average, or am I like 
the all children of Lake Woebegon, “Above Average?” 

James 4:14 Yet you do not know what your life will be like tomorrow. 
You are just a vapor that appears for a little while and then vanishes 

away. 
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That is me. But, in case you haven’t considered it, that is YOU, too! I do not 
know what my life may be like tomorrow. I only know what it is like today. 
How are you different? Today, my life is joyful, pleasant, quiet, peaceful; the 
weather stormy, but the wind is sweet and fresh; I have received at least 
two hand written cards from my granddaughter, written and painted on the 
spot and delivered to me by hand with the admonition that she just loves me 
so much, I’ve held her in my arms, I’ve hugged an old friend, and I’ve had 
the Lord of Hosts remind me that I am not alone in the fact that my life is 
like a vapor, appearing for a little while, then vanishing away. James also 
reminded me of what my attitude should be,”If the Lord wills, we will live 
and also do this or that.” 

“But I have plans, Lord. I’ve got big things afoot. Obviously, Lord, you 
missed a few things along the way. You don’t have all the facts. Let me 
explain things to you,” I cry in a fit of passionate persuasion. 

I think about what I have just said to myself and to God. I laugh at the 
sheer folly of my own words. I feel great remorse at my thought that God 
must have missed something, that somehow, He had been ill informed and 
needed me to straighten Him out. Is this not ludicrous of me? Is it not the 
height of human folly and vanity? 

I am guilty! Guilty! Guilty! Yet the acknowledgement of my guilt is  somehow 
liberating, because James 4:14 was not just speaking to ME. It was speaking 
to EVERY MAN. So what are my options? Perhaps the best one is to stick 
with the book of James, and go back to another verse in that same chapter 
4, which seems to be speaking to me so loudly today . . . “God is opposed to 
the proud, but gives grace to the humble.” 

How has arrogance displaced humility? Where did it go once displaced? I will 
wrap myself in humility like a king wraps himself in his regal robes, so that I 
may receive GRACE. I’ll take God’s grace any day over my own arrogance, 
but why do I need to be constantly 
reminded of this? What is it that I 
am lacking? Why is this not EASY 
for men to do? 

Why is the book of James so HARD? 

This past Saturday, the nation lost 
Geraldine Ferraro to Multiple 
Myeloma. Twelve years ago our 
first female major-party candidate 
for Vice President was given three 
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years to live. She was concerned that the expensive treatments that 
extended her life for nine years beyond what the doctor’s first gave her are 
not available to everyone. She said, in an interview on the TODAY show in 
2007, “It’s just a very expensive thing to do, very expensive thing to do, 
and that’s the one thing that bothers me. Having to come in twice a week, 
that doesn’t bother me. What bothers me is that what’s available to me is 
not available to every person who has cancer in this country, and it should 
be. It should be.” 

One of the drugs given to Ferraro was Thalidomide, the drug taken off the 
market back in the 50’s because of the birth defects it caused. It was not 
used for cancer treatment then but as a sedative. Though it’s been around 
for a long time, and patents have long since expired, the companies that 
make it have raised the price significantly since its benefits as a cancer 

fighting drug have been revealed. There 
are isotopes of the drug, like Revlimid, 
which the doctors have suggested I 
take as a prophylactic, and 
cyclophosphamide, which I took during 
chemo that are under patent. Revlimid 
is used to treat several different types 
of blood cancers. The price Celgene 
(the manufacturer) charges for 
Thalidomide is about $2,500 per 
month. Revlimid is about $6,200 per 
month. These figures came from an 
excellent article by Matthew Herper in 

his blog THE MEDICINE SHOW on Forbes Magazine’s website.  

Geraldine Ferraro was much loved by her family, friends, and the 
constituents she represented from New York’s 9th congressional district 
which included the borough of Queens. She was tough. She was a fighter. 
Her openness about her battle with cancer brought Myeloma and other blood 
cancers into the media spotlight. I am thankful to her for this personal 
contribution. I am thankful that she cared about the fact that others were 
not able to receive the treatments that were available to her. She will be 
missed. Now she can be at eternal peace in the presence of a kind and 
merciful Heavenly Father who has called her home, to where we must all 
travel some day. May God’s grace be forever upon her. 
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4/15/11 Support Your Local Oncologist 

I heard great news from my friend Lynn in her battle with cancer. Though 
her chemo has been rough on her, it has done its work and she is cancer 
free at this time. She still has more treatments to go, and it has not been 
easy, but I am thankful her treatment has been successful. She and I both 
share Hemosapien as a physician. I was so elated with the news I had to 
send Hemosapien an e-mail. Of course, he cannot and will not discuss his 
other patients with me, but that doesn’t stop me from mentioning his other 
patients to him, since the only way I know I share him with other patients is 
when they tell me so. 

The e-mail, which I sent on Friday, April 8 (he is off on Fridays!) said this: 

Subject: My friend Lynn 

Hallelujah for the good news! I am as delighted to hear as I know you 
were to see it. Thank you for being her excellent caring physician. She 

is my friend. 

I know you’d have ALL your patients turn out this way if you could. My 
prediction is that your percentage of cured/remission patients will be 

far higher than the national average. They’ll write about you in medical 
journals one day because of your remarkable success rate.  Why? Well 

for one thing, several of your patients (I am the chief) continually pray 

for your increasing knowledge, wisdom, success, and divine guidance 
as a physician and healer. 

It can’t hurt! 

Enjoy each victory. I know that many times the outcome is different, 

and I suspect this bothers you more that it may your colleagues. 

May the Lord uphold you with His strength and wisdom, and guide 

your every move. May His joy always be your hiding place when the 
painful side of your business touches you. Know that unhappiness can 

never reach your JOY. 

Now, enjoy your day off! Wait’ll I write about this on my blog! 

Thanks 

Chris 
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 On Monday, April 11, I got this terse reply, typical of Hemosapien: 

Keep it up! 

 My promise: I will, if you will!!!!  

On another note, though he is not even an acquaintance, I share many 
friends and a love of bluegrass music with the great dobroist, Phil 
Ledbetter. Phil and I also share a blood cancer (his is classic Hodgkin's 
Lymphoma, mine is Chronic Lymphocytic Leukemia) and he is beginning his 
chemotherapy. Apparently he was diagnosed in an advanced stage, but has 
a good prognosis. I hope and pray that the chemo will be ruthlessly effective 
in the treatment of his cancer, and only mildly unpleasant without any 
debilitating side effects. Phil, my prayers, the prayers of the readers of this 
blog, and the prayers of people you don’t even know are being sent towards 
heaven on your behalf. May you ride the great wave of the Lord’s grace as it 
overtakes you, and your outlook and vision for life be changed (and it will be 
changed) in ways that only increase your compassion towards others as you 
encounter them on their equally short journey to the edge of the great river, 
which we all must cross. There can be joy in the midst of tribulation. I hope 
that joy will overtake you, descend on you, and be your healing. One day, 
we may get to pick a tune together in full health and healing on THIS side of 
that great river. I so much love a dobro, and Phil can handle one with great 
dexterity and taste. 
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4/22/11 Good Friday and a Tennessee Friend 

Debbie and I are off to Houston on Sunday for my appointment at BATCC on 
Monday morning 4/25. I am in all sorts of trouble because of this. Six 
months ago, when I made the appointment, it never entered my mind that 
we would be traveling on Easter Sunday to get to Houston. This entails all 
sorts of difficulties, since there are granddaughters in their Easter dresses, 
with their Easter baskets, etc., that must be photographed, oooooo-ed and 
aahhhhh-ed over, and hugged and kissed repeatedly. I suspect there will be 
a dress rehearsal on Saturday so we can get the photos done to somewhat 
placate their grandmother. Though I am fortunate to have the most gracious 
wife any man could ever hope to have, I suspect I will get to hear about this 
more than once on the way to Houston. While I rate very high on Debbie's 
scale of how she measures people who are important to her, I fall far below 
Livi and Maggie on that same scale. I'm not complaining . . . just stating the 
facts. I am comfortable with the pecking order, and if not actually 

comfortable with it, am used to it 
and understand wherein it is that I 
fit! 

We are carrying a load of BoHo 
Sprouts Hats to give to volunteer 
services at BATCC. Debbie makes 
these beautiful hats for BATCC's 
Volunteer Services to give to those 
who have lost their hair during 
radiation and chemo treatments. 
They are a big hit. Some photos of 
these remarkably creative hats are 
shown. I am proud of this work 
Debbie has taken on herself. She 
also sells these hats, but for 
everyone she sells she makes a 

duplicate to donate to BATCC to distribute to the children being treated 
there. Children and Women like these colorful hats. I admit that I look pretty 
silly in one, but I've looked sillier in some hats I chose for myself says 
Debbie. 

I got the most inspiring message via Facebook the other day. While I know I 
have regular readers of this blog, it is simultaneously humbling and 
exhilarating for me to hear from another person with CLL indicating that 
they found my blog comforting, or useful, or positive in some way. I am 
delighted.  Here it is, from a CLL patient in Tennessee. 
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Thanks for your CLL blog 

Hi Chris, 

I've been reading your cll blog and appreciate the information I've 
gotten from your experiences. I will begin FCR in June, at the same 

BATCC, also with Dr Gooday and Nurse Alice! Thanks for making it 
feel a little less lonely.  

When I started this blog, I was quickly overwhelmed with the fact that I was 
not going to contribute anything technical to the mechanisms of how CLL 
works, or its treatment, but I felt I was certainly qualified to write about how 
I thought and felt about those things (How could I not be qualified for that?) 
There is a plethora of information on the internet, written by people who are 
trained medical experts, genetic experts, abstracts and full texts of peer 
reviewed papers published by Gooday, his colleagues at BATCC, and his 
colleagues around the world. I am unable to offer anything useful in that 
arena. But I think I am capable of 
offering something useful to those who 
are in the same boat as me in dealing 
with this illness. 

Messages such as the one from my new 
friend in Tennessee are tremendously 
inspirational. If for one instant my blog 
has relieved a bit of loneliness in the 
life of someone who is walking a similar 
path, I have been rewarded in the most 
wonderful way. I am so thankful for it. 
Writing this has been cathartic for me. 
It has helped me to vent my frustrations and pass my own loneliness 
straight into the ether where it frequently dissipates into nothingness and 
soothes my deepest and darkest thoughts. While it does not make these 
deep and dark thoughts go way completely, it certainly offers me a 
tremendous amount of relief. 

Now, when my Tennessee friend (Tennessee) goes to BATCC for chemo in 
June, Dr. Gooday and Nurse Alice will be especially kind, helpful, friendly, 
courteous, and diligent in their treatment of this friend of mine, since I have 
written about this, and they know that Tennessee has a relentless advocate. 
Gooday has already been forewarned! The truth of the matter, however, is 
this: Tennessee needs no advocate at BATCC. Tennessee needs no advocate 
with Gooday. Tennessee needs no advocate with Nurse Alice. Tennessee is in 
the good hands of some of the most competent, kind and professional 
people I have ever met, and I enjoy competence wherever I find it, from the 
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clerk at the corner grocery, to the medical practitioners at the world's 
foremost medical research and 
treatment facilities.  

Tennessee is a trained medical 
professional, understanding far 
more about the chemotherapy 
drugs and the biological 
mechanisms wherein they work 
than I do, but nevertheless, there is 
a loneliness there when it is YOUR 
veins into which the powerful, life-
saving drugs are being 
administered. There is a hedge of 

alone-ness that no one else can really penetrate, except perhaps those 
whose veins have had similar insults. While Gooday and Nurse Alice have 
treated thousands of people in similar situations, most of them leading 
productive, happy lives due to their treatments and the identical treatments 
offered by hundreds of other cancer treatment facilities which Gooday, his 
colleagues at BATCC and the CLL Consortium (made up of many of the 
world's top medical research institutions), Nurse Alice, Nurse Susan, and so 
many others were all helpful in advancing, there is still a significant amount 
of loneliness, fear, heartache, and human tragedy mixed in with the 
victories; far more than Gooday and Nurse Alice would like . . . in fact, the 
complete elimination of fear and suffering due to CLL is their GOAL, and one 
they are hot after. We all wish them much success. For a fact we do!  
Gooday, Nurse Alice, and all those who work to speed a cure for this disease 
are all in my constant prayers for their great success, as have become ALL 
the people who work to find a cure for the myriad different cancers that 
plague all of mankind. 

So, Tennessee, we walk the same path. So does Rachel. So does Buckshot 
Steve. So does Professor Law. So does Banjo Herb. CLL'ers all of us. Our 
numbers are legion. 

My friend Rick battles Hodgkin's Lymphoma. My friend Donnie battles an 
acute Lymphoma which has returned and he is preparing for an autolagous 
bone marrow transplant. My friend Margaret battles Ovarian cancer. My 
friend Lynne battles colon cancer and has had a hard time with chemo, but 
the chemo is WORKING!!! (hallelujah!). The wife of my friend Stan battles 
colon cancer and is just starting chemo after surgery. My friend Larry just 
found out that his wife will be battling colon cancer. My friend, the great 
musician, Albert Morton just lost his battle with colon cancer. Mr. Porter is in 
the midst of a huge struggle with a returning colon cancer that has a poor 
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prognosis. My friend Philip (another musician and former bandmate) lost his 
battle with esophageal cancer. My friend Mr. Riley battles Multiple Myeloma 
(as did Geraldine Ferraro) and has gotten to the point where he has to stay 
on chemo nearly all the time just to stay alive.  My friend John D. (another 
great musician) has waged a battle on colon cancer, but has been 
completely released and declared cancer-free. What a great victory for him . 
. . he doesn't even have to go back for checkups any more. Neil Earth-
Planter has battled an acute lymphoma more than once, and boldly stared it 
and death right in the face and defied it every time. I take great inspiration 
from him. I call him sometimes when I am down in the dumps. If you never 
thought that an ass chewing could make you feel better, then you haven't 
had cancer and talked to Neil Earth-Planter. He'll tell you to get on with your 
life . . . that the dark brooding is the thing that kills you! He brings life and 
joy with his rebuke. 

We are all ultimately lonely as we walk our paths on this earth. If we are 
fortunate, we walk here amdist the love, touch and care of so many family 
and friends, but we ultimately walk in an alone-ness that cannot be 
completely touched by humans, though it can certainly be soothed. Only the 
LORD'S touch can remove it completely. It's how we react to this alone-ness 
that makes our life worthwhile. We can react by a withdrawing into a dark 
place which ultimately offers no comfort and brings no relief, or we can 
reach out to others in an effort to soothe whatever pain they hold, which 
simultaneously dulls and soothes our own pain. We must live our lives in 
such a way as to crack the shell of the egg and let our essence out of that 
prison. Only when the egg gets cracked does it bring forth life. Only when 
the egg gets cracked does it bring forth a flavor which is savoured, yet still 
consumed. Isn't that life? We are here for a while, then consumed by the 
very life we hold so dear. How does one human differ from another in this 
respect? 

Calvin, who is never very far away, is roused from his slumber by my use of 
the word “fortunate” earlier. He sleeps a lot these days since he is 502 years 
old, though if you ask me, he doesn't look a day over 450. I noticed that he 
opened one eye and began to stir as soon as I wrote that word. Usually I 
don't have time for Calvin, and resent his intrusions, but today, this Good 
Friday, I seem to have all the time in the world, and am looking forward to a 
little mental stimulation by his always seductive arguments and challenges. 
He looks over at me, no longer groggy, but steel-eyed and ready for a fight. 

“I noticed, my young friend, that you used the word 'fortunate' in your 
discourse earlier. Would you care to define that word for me?” he asked, 
trying to set a trap.  



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

158 

 

“Why don't you give me YOUR definition of it,” I reply, “Since I know that is 
what you are really up to, anyway.” 

“Nay, I asked thee first,” He said, “From thence, thou shouldest go first.” 

“Where does the King James English come from?” I ask, and not for the first 
time either, “You spoke French, German, and used Latin in your formal 
writings. This King James thing puzzles me.” 

“Off topic Don't try to throw me a diversion. Just answer my question,” 
Calvin said, this time sounding much like he was my next door neighbor, 
which he practically is, anyway, though I think he slips into King James 
English to try to impress the uninitiated. I am not impressed. 

I try to define the word in a way wherein I won't entrap myself. “Fortunate: 
Lucky, the luck of the draw, favored by chance, the convenient alignment of 
circumstances. Will that suffice?” 

“Nay! Thou hast disingenuously omitted definitions which thou knowest art 
applicable. Continue until thou hast offered them all, please,” he said, arms 
crossed, looking up at the ceiling, seeming bored with my definitions, 
waiting on the one upon which he could pounce. 

“So whaddya want from me? Want me to say? Foreordained, predestined, 
predetermined? I won’t say it!” I reply. 

“Why are you so adamant in resisting me? I have been telling you for years 
that all things are predestined and must line up with what God has already 
so willed. There is no escaping it,” he said, again dropping the King James 
English. 

“So then, if that's true, my time is limited, and my death has been 
foreordained. So tell me, my passionately obstinate friend, when will I go?” I 
ask. 

He scratched his beard, pondering. “I cannot say. Only God knows. Only God 
is outside of time and can see the end from the beginning, as a curved line 
through space, as it were.” 

“But you are passed and gone, no longer constrained by time. Why can't you 
tell me?” 

“It is not permitted for me to see things as God sees them,” he replied. 
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“So there is nothing useful for you to tell me?” I ask, continuing, “So why 
the bother? If things are out of my hands, why do anything? Why get up in 
the morning? Why take chemo treatments? Why waste time on 
conversations with you?” 

“It is foreordained that you do those things. You cannot help yourself,” he 
said. 

“Nope. That's where you're wrong. I saw you wake up over there. I used the 
word 'fortunate' on purpose. I knew it would rouse you from your slumber. I 
CHOSE to use that word. Today, I CHOSE to have this conversation. Right 
now, I am CHOOSING to continue it. It is NOW, it is not TOMORROW, nor is 
it YESTERDAY. Right now, I am CHOOSING what to do with my life. In this 
moment, I have CHOICE.” 

“Did Job have choice? Did Paul? Did Saul? Did John the Baptist? Did Judas? 
Were they not CHOSEN to fulfill roles God had preordained for them?” asked 
Calvin. 

He had a point, I admitted to myself. He could see my wavering. He moved 
in for the kill. 

“What choices do you actually have?” he asked, softly. 

“I cannot answer that in a way that will satisfy you, but I can answer you 
this, and I will cling to it until such time as the Lord reveals something 
different to me: It is now, and now I will choose the path I will walk. The 
Lord will direct my feet and light the way of the path before me, but I will 
CHOOSE the path HE lays before me. I will CHOOSE Him.” 

“But never think for an instant that you CHOSE Him before He CHOSE you,” 
he said. 

I thought about this for a minute. Calvin could see me struggling. His smile 
was getting larger on his face, but it was more tender than smiles I had seen 
there before. He was striving with me to help me understand, but I just 
couldn't reconcile myself to take a bite from the plate of fatalism he set in 
front of me. 

“As He has CHOSEN us all!” I nearly shouted. 

That was too much for Calvin. He yawned once, then again, then said, “I 
thought I had gotten somewhere with you, but I can see that the 
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reconciliation of our differences will have to wait for another day. I am weary 
now, and must return to the nap from which you roused me.” 

I did not choose CLL. CLL chose me. God chose to allow me to have this 
disease. I chose to seek out the best medical help I could find. Hemosapien 
was chosen for me, but I am so thankful for that. I also chose Gooday, but 
more than that, Gooday seemed to choose me. I am thankful for that, too.  

The bible tells me to take no thought for tomorrow, sufficient for today are 
the evils thereof. And the last verse of the book of Job says, “And Job died 
old and full of days.” This happened after Job's complete restoration to 
health and prosperity. I think it is one of the most comforting verses in the 
entire bible; but, oh!, what troubles and travails Job went through to get 
there. That is the bond we all share as humans.  

Tennessee, as worries and fears envelop you, and try to smother the life and 
joy that is within you, and an apparent darkness hangs over the horizon in 
such a way as to make you want to retreat into yourself, you must resist 
this. You must get on with your abundant life. You must enjoy your family 
and your grandchildren through the uniquely poignant and wonderful lens 
that this disease has allowed you to view your time here on this earth. 
Today you must CHOOSE life. Tomorrow is tomorrow. Today you choose. As 
you choose, know that there are others out there, who you don't even know 
who are choosing with you, and standing in the gap for you, warding off 
danger and trouble, and interceding for your peace, health, and restoration! 

Tomorrow? Y'all tell me if you can . . . who has one, really? Only by FAITH 
does tomorrow exist for any of us. 

By the way, on this Good Friday, think about the sufferings others have 
endured on our behalf, and reflect on the terrific, eternal victory that 
followed. There's so much to be thankful for! 

  



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

161 

 

5/1/11 Trouble, Trouble, and More Trouble 

On a different note, I spent the last 3 
days putting back up power poles and 
pines damaged in Wednesday's (4/27) 
bad weather that ravaged the nation. 
Here in Mississippi, 35 lives were lost, 
three of them in my own home county 
of Kemper. We worked for East 
Mississippi Electric Power Association in 
the Preston community where the 
deaths occurred. Though this area was 
hard hit and an isolated rural area, I 
was appalled by the amount of 

rubberneckers driving by to survey the damage as we were working to string 
new power lines across the roads, hindered at every turn by needless traffic, 
putting emergency workers and the sightseers both in jeopardy. Many of the 
people in this area lost everything. The ones that still had SOMETHING at 
least wanted to get their power back on. They were delayed by curious on-
lookers who had no business being there. We still have a crew working in 
Oxford, Mississippi. There was intense damage all over the state. 

Our friends in Alabama really took it on the chin, with at least 131 deaths, 
39 of those in nearby Tuscaloosa. My friend Wayne and his new bride AMY 
narrowly escaped with their 
lives, but they lost their home 
and nearly all belongings. 
Wayne is a world class violin 
and bow maker and luthier. The 
tools and instruments he lost 
will be difficult to replace, but 
the value of those tools is 
limited. It was the skill of those 
tools in HIS hands that made 
them productive. That skill still 
resides in Wayne, who kept the 
one thing he could not replace, 
his life. Those same tools in MY hands are merely implements that are 
underutilized. In his hands, they produce the most wonderful things. It is his 
knowledge and his touch that makes them realize their full potential. I am so 
thankful he and his new bride, Amy, have each other!! 

So far, the tornado outbreak has claimed the lives of over 300 people in the 
nation. A tornado is more violent and unpredictable than CLL. We mourn 
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with all those who lost, and ask the Lord to send His peace upon all those 
affected. 

I only took a few photographs of 
the destruction where I was 
working. I thought I'd take more, 
but I didn't have time. I have 
witnessed the destruction caused 
by so many different storms. 
Hurricanes Betsy, Hilda, Camille, 
Frederick, Elena, Hugo, Andrew, 
Opal, Ivan, Dennis, Katrina, Rita; 

Tornadoes don't get names, just the indications of places and dates. I have 
seen so much destruction caused by wind, wave, and ice. Ice storms are 
particularly damaging on power lines and trees, but not particularly 
damaging to people's property and lives unless the tree that falls is on them 
or their home. I put my camera back in my truck. Torn up stuff is torn up 
stuff. It all looks the same wherever you are. I've seen enough of it to last 
me a lifetime. There are plenty of photos and videos on the internet is you 
want to see more. Rest assured, Mother Earth is far less concerned about 
the damage than we who are left behind. She couldn't care less. 

On another note, the tornado outbreak has impacted power distribution in 
such a negative way in the 
Southeast that TVA is in an 
extremely unstable state. There is 
NO redundancy in their entire 
system. At least 15 power 
distributors in their territory have 
NO power and still nearly ONE 
MILLION people in North Alabama 
are without power. TVA's system-
wide 500KV transmission system is 
down entirely, and there is a 
possibility of rolling blackouts all 
over their system, particularly when 
the temperature reaches 90°F or greater. No redundancy means that if 
ANYTHING goes wrong, you lights will go out and perhaps stay out for an 
extended period. 

Most of this is precipitated by damage to transmission lines, and the loss of 
the Browns Ferry Nuclear Plant (http://www.tva.gov/sites/brownsferry.htm#) in 
Athens, Alabama, due to an “unusual event.” The unusual event was not a 
nuclear event, but the loss of the transmission lines. The plant will remain 
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shutdown until the 500,000 volt (500kV) lines are back in service. It has 
been reported to me by those in the know that TVA's system redundancy will 
be reduced until as late as AUGUST. The photo at right is of a tornado 
damaged transmission line. Above on left is the Brown's Ferry Nuclear Plant. 
  

And the photo below is the view from my home of the sunset on Wednesday, 
April 27, just after the tornadoes had passed through my home county and 
Tuscaloosa, doing their damage, wreaking their havoc, and causing much 
human suffering. There is simultaneous beauty, majesty and terror in every 
whim of nature. I am humbled in its presence. 
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5/1/11 Good News for Some, Tragedy for Others; The 

World Keeps Turning 

I heard from my new Tennessee friend with CLL. I thought my response to 

the brief e-mail I got after she read my blog might have been too much, 

since I fired about a dozen questions. Thinking that, I let it lay. I was joyful 

to hear back from her on  4/28.  It seems our cases are remarkably similar. 

I was diagnosed in March 2009 at age 49 during a routine visit and 

because of a swollen lymph node in my neck. A whirlwind 3 days later 

it was CLL (never heard of it), stage 1. My white count at that time 

was 28,000 with 98% lymphs. I was directed to Gooday by my local 

hem/onc and went to BATCC in April 2009. Watch and wait and worry 

and wait.....until now. 

My white count in January 2011 was 78,000 (it had increased at every 

3 month lab) and had doubled from July of 2010. So...a six month 

doubling time sent up the red flag. I have an 11q abnormality. Two 

years ago I had additional matter on chromosome 11q which was odd 

but perhaps something in the process of changing more. No one knew 

quite what to say about that other than it was a cytogenetic change 

and an abberation. 

I am Zap 70 positive (30% at time of dx), beta 2 microglobulin 2.4, 

CD38 positive and IgVH unmutated.  Not great but it could always be 

worse. 

My husband and I will go to Houston to start my first FCR on June 13. 

I chose the June date in order to enjoy some family things that are 

happening in May. This is not a crisis and I refuse to treat it as one. 

It's just the next step. I'm a medical professional and my husband is a 

physician--we know some...perhaps just enough to be dangerous. 

Gooday told me at my first visit that we knew a little, but he knew a 

"hell of a lot" and to trust him to tell us when it was time to treat this. 

I'm thankful that my local oncologist sent me there. 

I'm so glad to have found your blog. There is so much to this cancer 

it's hard to explain to anyone and that's assuming there is anyone who 

wants to hear about it. Most don't beyond the "I'm fine" level of 
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information. Thanks for being authentic and sharing your experiences 

and thoughts. 

Now, enjoy the spring and summer! I'm sure I will have questions for 

you as I get closer to my appointment time. Hope you don't mind if I 

send them your way. 

Warm regards from Tennessee to you and your talented wife (love 

those hats!).  

Tennessee, you can ask me any questions you like. I hope that I am smart 

enough to be unable to answer some of them. Voltaire said, "He must be 

very ignorant for he answers every question he is asked." I hope Voltaire 

was not speaking about me. And by the way, I am the POSTER CHILD for 

the KNOW ENOUGH TO BE DANGEROUS SOCIETY!  

Tennessee and I have a lot in common. Our CLL cases are very similar. I am 

Zap 70 Positive, IGVH Unmutated, CD38 Positive, elevated β2 Microglobulin . 

. . all unfavorable prognosticators.  On the other hand, the Fluorescence In 

Situ Hybridization (FISH) test revealed no genetic abnormalities in me 

(placing with about 20% of the people who have CLL. Tennessee's FISH 

indicated an abnormality on Chromosome 11 (an 11q deletion?? An 11q 

deletion is a typical CLL chromosomal abnormality) and also a different 

abnormality on Chromosome 11 (non-typical). 

For me, that the FISH test having revealed no chromosomal abnormalities 

does not mean that I don't have one . . . it just means that FOR THE ONES 

THEY TESTED an abnormality was not found. The only ones they tested for 

me were for the standard ones found in CLL patients.  

I stole this right from Wikipedia. Now, I want you readers to understand that 

I KNOW all this but it is much easier to steal it from Wikipedia rather than to 

re-type it all: 

 Fluorescence in situ hybridization (FISH) 

In addition to the maturational state, the prognosis of patients with 

CLL is dependent on the genetic changes within the neoplastic cell 
population. These genetic changes can be identified by fluorescent 

probes to chromosomal parts using a technique referred to as 
fluorescent in situ hybridization (FISH). Four main genetic aberrations 
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are recognized in CLL cells that have a major impact on disease 

behavior. 

1. Deletions of part of the short arm of chromosome 17 (del 17p), 
which target the cell cycle regulating protein p53 are particularly 

deleterious. Patients with this abnormality have significantly 
short interval before they require therapy and a shorter survival. 

This abnormality is found in 5–10% of patients with CLL.  
2. Deletions of the long arm on chromosome 11 (del 11q) are also 

unfavorable although not to the degree seen with del 17p. The 

abnormality targets the ATM gene and occurs infrequently in CLL 
(5–10%).  

3. Trisomy 12, an additional chromosome 12, is a relatively 
frequent finding occurring in 20–25% of patients and imparts an 

intermediate prognosis.  
4. Deletion of the long arm of chromosome 13 (del 13q) is the most 

common abnormality in CLL with roughly 50% of patients with 
cells containing this defect. These patients have the best 

prognosis and most will live many years, even decades, without 
the need for therapy. The gene targeted by this deletion is a 

segment coding for microRNAs miR-15a and miR-16-1.  

If you are not a CLL patient, or a genetic expert, or a trained technician in a 

genetic testing lab, I don't expect this to mean much to you, and that's OK. 

It means a LOT to me and Tennessee, and unfortunately, as Tennessee 

pointed out, and I have before on this blog, we can know just enough to be 

dangerous to ourselves and others. Tennessee (a trained medical 

professional) and her physician husband must, by definition, know more 

than me about these things, each used to the insider jargon initially so 

foreign to me, but as GOODAY told her, '[you] know a little but [he] knows a 

'hell of a lot' and to trust him . . .” 

Tennessee's 11q deletion places her in a category that has more risks than 

mine, but only slightly more so. We are both thankful we do not have the 

17p deletion, since Gene p53 (a cancer fighting gene) that normally resides 

on the deleted arm of chromosome 17 is no longer there to detect and 

destroy individual cancer cells as our body throws them off (and ALL our 

bodies are constantly throwing off individual cancer cells of one type or 

another. Gene p53 is like the local sheriff, who in his efforts to maintain law 

and order helps to stop small time perpetrators from becoming big-time 

criminals.)  
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I suppose it works like this, but I AM SPECULATING . . . and there is danger 

in speculation. I hope Hemosapien, Nurse Alice or Nurse Susan will correct 

me if I am dangerously misleading. This is a layman's interpretation of how 

this works, not medical science. 

In the DNA of EACH CELL, there is Chromsome 17, and on one of its arms 

sits the Gene p53. If the cell has not reproduced itself properly and is a 

malignant cell, Gene p53 kills the cell and in the process destroys itself. 

Gene p53 gives up whatever life it has to help keep our bodies free from 

cancer. If this gene does not exist in a cell, and the cell is malignant, then 

the cell reproduces its MALIGNANT self, not its normal self. This is the 

essence of cancer, or at least the essence of cancer as this layman sees it. I 

am not saying that the deletion of the Gene p53 is the cause of all cancers, 

because that is not true. I am unable to say what the root cause of all 

cancers is, nor, I suspect, can anyone else. But I can say this: If your body 

does not have the benefit of the Gene p53, you are far more at risk for lots 

of different types of cancers than the person who has the benefit of this 

gene. 
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Sheriff Gene p53 is the posse foreman in a cheesy western, hot on the trail 

of the bad guys. Some of the bad guys are merely cattle rustlers. Some are 

stagecoach robbers. Some of the bad guys are murderers. Gene p53 is not 

like John Wayne or Matt Dillon, out to see that the law is upheld. Gene p53 

will not merely apprehend the bad guys and turn them over to the judge for 

trial, and then sentencing upon conviction. Gene p53 is sheriff, posse 

foreman, judge, jury, and executioner. When a cancer cell is overtaken by 

Gene p53, it is strung up from the branch of the nearest tree. There is no 

trial. The loss of Gene p53 is an unfortunate occurrence, but thanks to 

Gooday and his colleagues, it is a less unfortunate occurrence than it used to 

be! It will be even less unfortunate as time goes on. 

Wikipedia also says this: 

DNA analysis has distinguished two major types of CLL, with different 

survival times. CLL that is positive for the marker ZAP-70 has an 

average survival of 5 years. CLL that is negative for ZAP-70 has an 

average survival of more than 25 years.  

Of course, Wikipedia doesn't know everything. But herein lies the danger for 

me and Tennessee! We are both ZAP-70 positive. Zap-70 is a protein on the 

cell surface, easy to test for, which is an INDICATOR of an unmutated IGVH 

gene. Tennessee and I already know that we are IGVH UNMUTATED by 

having had the actual, expensive, difficult test run. The test for this is not 

done in commercial labs, but by and for the benefit of BATCC and the CLL 

RESEARCH CONSORTIUM (all of its members are absolutely TOP FLIGHT 

research institutions). We were able to have the benefit of knowing this for 

our own treatment. If you have CLL, my opinion is that you should at least 

be registered on a research protocol (as I am) so that your treatment, 

disease progression, and outcome can be monitored long term by those who 

participate in the CLL RESEARCH CONSORTIUM, for your own benefit, and 

the benefit of those who come after us who will get this disease. If we focus 

on the fact that conventional wisdom says that the AVERAGE survival time 

for those who are ZAP-70 positive is 5 years, we are CHOOSING to focus on 

a limitation that could be fatal. 

When I think of this, I always start to get a bit morose. Then I think of Neil 

Earth-Planter, and his words come back sharp, plain, unfettered, and 

stinging; an indictment as harsh as one delivered by Gene p53 on a 
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spurious, suspect cell rings in my ears. Says Neil Earth-Planter, “IF YOU 

FOCUS ON THIS, YOUR CANCER WILL KILL YOU! GET ON WITH YOUR LIFE!” 

In the meantime, it is a bit easier to focus on my LIFE after getting the 

following e-mail from Nurse Alice:  I have great news, you are still in a 

complete remission. 

Accession: 04/24/2011 19:55 

PB CLINICAL FLOW CYTOMETRY RECEIVED 

Other tests ordered on the same accession number are available 

below. 

PB CLINICAL FLOW INTERP: 

Specimen is Peripheral Blood 

Interpretation: 

No residual chronic lymphocytic leukemia/small lymphocytic 

lymphoma identified, using a standardized protocol for 

detection of minimal residual disease. 

Assay sensitivity: 0.01%. 

Markers assessed: 

CD3,CD5,CD19,CD20,CD22,CD38,CD43,CD79b,CD81, Kappa and 

Lambda. 

Interpretive comments are based on review by the pathologist of the 

results of each antibody of this specimen. 

Mandatory ASR disclaimer: 

This test was developed and its performance characteristics 

determined by BATCC Clinical Flow Cytometry Laboratory. . .This 

laboratory is certified under the Clinical Laboratory Improvement 

Amendments of 1988 (CLIA) as qualified to perform high complexity 

clinical laboratory testing.  

Electronically signed by: 

Vishinaihadderdrinkov Guttennauldfashunkindervisky, MD, 

MMDD (that stands for double-doctor) PhD, DDS, DMD, PharmD, ThD, 

MBA, DD, LLD, JD, BA, BS, CPA, CFP, CLSW, FACS, CLU, EMT, CRT, 

33° F&AM, PE, RLS, EdD, DVM, et. al. 04/27/11  
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Thank you, Dr. Vishinaihadderdrinkov Guttennauldfashunkindervisky. Thank 

you Nurse Alice.  

I sent this e-mail to Dr. Guttennauldfashunkindervisky, the above named 

pathologist who reviewed the results of my flow cytometry. He has worked 

for me before. I needed to know a few things, mostly for my own curiosity, 

and wanted to make his acquaintance. 

Dear Dr. Guttennauldfashunkindervisky: 

I have noticed that you have more degrees than my dog has ticks. You have 

worked very hard to educate yourself in the most remarkable way. I am 
curious, if you don't mind my asking: other than the MD, how do all these 

different degrees and certifications help you in your efforts to serve me and 

other patients with CLL? And, with your PharmD, do you think you could get 
me some free samples of Rituximab? 

Thank you for your help. 

Respectfully, 

  

Chris 

I got this e-mail back a couple of days later. 

Dear Mr. Sharp: 

As a pathologist, I seldom get a chance to interact with patients. 

I welcome this opportunity to communicate with you in some 

way other than as a smear on a slide, or a specimen of your 

bodily tissues or fluids. While I am aware that there are real 

people who are the basis of these samples I look at unceasingly, 

I am pleased to actually get to communicate with a patient. 

Here's how some of my training can be of benefit to you, should 

you need me for something besides pathology in the future: 

Let's start with the PhD's. I have more than one. 
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PhD – Molecular Genetics – this one should be obvious to you. 

PhD – Microbiology – this, too, should be self-explanatory. 

 PhD – Aerospace Engineering – While less obvious than the other 

two, I can reasonably assure you that you need not apply to NASA 

for a job as an astronaut, nor will you qualify for a commercial 

pilot's license. 

 PhD - Anthropology -  I can confirm to you that you are a human, 

with human feelings, fears, and limitations, and that the specimens 

we have collected on you are studied and retained as 

anthropological artifacts. 

 PhD – Clinical Psychology – How does the statement immediately 

above make you feel? 

 PhD – English Literature – Your writing would benefit from more 

formal study of the English language, its spelling and grammar. You 

have a lot of syntax errors. 

 PhD – Philosophy – I am intrigued by your insertion of your mental 

conversations with philosophers, particularly the Greeks, but the 

Psychologist part of me wonders at these so-called “conversations.”  

Do you actually hear those voices? Do they answer you back when 

you ask them questions? I think the answer to these questions will 

say a lot about your future mental well being. 

 DDS/DMD – Even though you are in a category that indicates a 

shorter lifespan than others, you should not neglect your teeth. 

 PharmD – I am familiar with all the various drug therapies 

indicated on your medical chart, their indications and interactions; 

and unfortunately, I cannot get any free samples of Rituximab.  

ThD/DD – My theological training is a hobby, but I think you are a 

bit off-base with your interpretations of Calvin, and quite frankly, 

am sometimes offended by your treatment of him.  

 LLD - You seem to have read much for someone with no college 

degree. I might be able to point out some more reading material 

that would be beneficial to you. 
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 JD –You should always have a competent attorney on retainer. I 

could recommend one, if you'd like. Since you have limited 

insurance, you might consider becoming friends with a good 

bankruptcy attorney. 

 BA/BS – I had to get this before I could get the others, else I 

wouldn't have bothered. These aren't really of much use anymore. 

You have to have a BA/BS just to get considered as a parking lot 

attendant here at BATCC. 

 CPA – I can advise you that your medical expenses are tax-

deductible if your out of pocket expenses exceed more than 7.5% of 

your adjusted gross income. 

 CLSW – I don't use this much, since I am usually confined to the 

laboratory, but I am here for you if you need me. 

 FACS – I don't practice surgery anymore, but I can assure you that 

at this point, you do not need any surgery, other than perhaps 

cosmetic. 

 CLU – My training here allows me to confirm to you that you will 

not qualify for a new life insurance policy. Hopefully you already 

have adequate coverage in place. I wouldn't let it lapse if I were 

you. 

 EMT – I got this while going to junior high school so I could work 

on weekends and make some extra bucks. I still go out on calls with 

the Harris County Fire/Rescue squad just for fun! 

 CRT – Breathing is important. 

 33° F&AM – I have been a Mason since I was 21 years old. I am 

only 24 now. I came a long way in a short time. If you need to talk 

to me, remember we are fellow members of the craft. This is not an 

educational degree, but it is a degree. 

 PE – My discipline is chemical. I see your background is electrical. 

All competent people are engineers at heart. It's architects you have 

to worry about. Anyone who pursues aesthetics over function is 

suspect.  
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 RLS – Maybe I could interest you in a residential property in 

Houston? You may be spending more time here and this is a good 

time to buy. 

  EdD – I had so many credits, I was able to pick this up for free. No 

point in not having it.  

 DVM – even dogs get cancer. 

Thank you for your interest in me and my education. I am here to serve 

you and your fellow patients at BATCC. Next time you are here, come and 

see me. I am in the basement, where they keep all of us pathologists 

away from public view, since they say we are lacking in social skills, but 

don't believe them for a minute . . . they have confused us with 

RADIOLOGISTS. 

Yours truly,  

Vishinaihadderdrinkov Guttennauldfashunkindervisky, MD, 

MMDD  PhD, DDS, DMD, PharmD, ThD, MBA, DD, LLD, JD, BA, 

BS, CPA, CFP, CLSW, FACS, CLU, EMT, CRT, 33° F&AM, PE, RLS, 

EdD, DVM, et. al. 

Thanks Dr. Guttennauldfashunkindervisky, for your candid response. I asked 

for it! 

 

  



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

174 

 

4/26/11 Back from BATCC 

Debbie and I had a whirlwind trip to BATCC, traveling on Easter Sunday, 
spending the night at the hotel attached to the hospital campus, and up 
early the next morning to see Gooday and Nurse Alice. On the way down, we 
stopped at one of our favorite places to eat, Pappadeaux’s in Beaumont. Of 
course, I had a big bowl of crawfish bisque and the fried softshell crabs, 
which is my favorite food item in the whole wide world. Debbie had some 
fried shrimp. We were stuffed! 

We arrived at the hotel about 7:30PM. I went right over to patient services 
in the hotel lobby and had my blood drawn for the lab work, and was able to 
forego my early morning visit to the fast-track lab. This is a tremendous 
convenience for the patients at BATCC. Of course, immediately upon check-
in, the desk clerk printed out my appointments and gave them to me with 
my room key. They think of everything for you here. If you’ll simply pay, 
they’ll do everything else. 

Though my appointment was at 8:45, I knew if I checked in early they’d see 
me early, so I checked in at 8:00AM, went straight to Vital Signs and had 
them taken, then reported back to the Leukemia waiting room. At 8:15 they 
called for me. By that time, Debbie had shown up with her load of BoHo 
Sprouts hats which we had brought with us to donate to volunteer services. 
As we walked down the hall, I was greeted by Gooday with a big hug. He 
always gives hugs all around. He hugged me, he hugged Debbie, he hugged 
another patient that came through the door with us, then I think he hugged 
at least two maintenance people, the custodian, and a lady from the 
business office before they could get away. There is no escaping a Gooday 
hug when he starts delivering them . . . not that you mind. I certainly didn’t, 
but the guys in maintenance looked like they were trying to get away. 
Maybe they’ve had as many Gooday hugs as they think they’ll ever need. 
Patient or not, it doesn’t matter; If you’re in range, you’re gonna get one. 
THIS IS NOT A COMPLAINT, but merely an observation. Gooday is Gooday! I 
wouldn’t have him any different. 

I didn’t wait for Nurse Alice to come hug me this time. Remembering the 
power and healing in the hug she gave me last time I was here, I could 
hardly get Gooday out of the way fast enough to get to Nurse Alice. I was 
right then, and I am still right now . . . there is healing in her touch. Gooday 
was off to see another patient and I was directed to an examination room 
and Nurse Alice came in and started asking her usual questions. I was in a 
much better frame of mind this time than I was last time I was here, and 
only had a few minor complaints, none of which concerned my CLL or 
worries about it, but mainly dealing with the recent outbreak of the shingles 
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I had experienced. Both Gooday and Nurse Alice were incredulous that I had 
not been prescribed Acyclovir by SOMEONE in Meridian (I sent photos to 
Hemosapien, and Mainmost actually looked at the spots and immediately 
said , “Shingles!”) But Gooday went on to say that different physicians 
practice medicine in different ways, and that some might not prescribe the 
Acyclovir. HE did, though, and instructed me to take it and take it hard and 
heavy the very instant I developed a rash that I even suspected might be 
shingles. 

Nurse Alice was also very encouraging. She said that there were a lot of 
employees at BATCC and patients who came there who read this blog. She 
indicated that many of the patients found it helpful. For that, and her telling 
me that, I am truly thankful. I want to give back to this community in some 
way, and this is the only way I can think of, other than my continued 
financial support of the CLL Global Research Foundation 
(http://www.cllglobal.org), which Gooday chairs.  

Nurse Alice checked me out. She listened to my breathing, tapped here, 
thumped there, and felt for lymph node enlargements, checked for spleen 
enlargement, and was her remarkably capable self, even more remarkable in 
my estimation since she made her kind comments about my blog. I was not 
maudlin or morose as I was the last time I was here. The difference between 
focusing on a 10% chance that my leukemia is going to return in less than 5 
years, and focusing on the 90% chance that it is NOT going to return in less 
than 5 years is exponentially different. I have chosen the 90%. The glass is 
nearly full, not nearly empty. 

Gooday proceeded to tell me about new and marvelous treatments they are 
developing, some containing all natural ingredients, not synthesized in a 
laboratory, that are already being used on  refractory patients (those for 
whom conventional therapies no longer work). He even told me about new 
maintenance drugs, and I thought I knew what they were and named some 

of them, and Gooday said, “Nope! Not those. Those 
are all old stuff. We have something completely 
new!” 

I don’t know why I insist on TALKING so much while 
I am there. No one learns anything by talking. I 
have talked my way through so many visits with 
Gooday that I missed some important information 
he has shared with me. It seems that his daughter is 
also a hematologist at BATCC, who works strictly 
with children. After much oooohing and aahhhhing 
over the BoHo Hats, in all their remarkable colors, 
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Nurse Alice said, and I swear I think I saw a tear, that she could not work 
with the children . . . she just couldn’t take it. Gooday even took one of the 
most colorful hats and placed it on his head. I took a photo with my iPhone, 
but being unfamiliar with this new super photo app I have, I apparently 
scrolled back before the photo could be written into memory and therefore 
lost it. I am so angry at myself about that. So, shown is a photo-shopped 
photo of Gooday with a BoHo Hat on top of his head. If you say that makes 
him look silly, we might get into to a big brouhaha. I think it makes him look 
like a King! 

After my visit with Gooday and Nurse Alice, we hustled down to volunteer 
services and gave them the hats. Again, there was much oooohing and 
aaaaahhhhing. Mrs. BoHo is a big hit there.  

A long, but uneventful drive home, and my trip to Houston was over. Now, 
back to work! All my blood work looked good, but the real news would come 
from the results of the Flow Cytometry and the pathologist's interpretation. 
It'd take me a few days to get that information. 
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5/2/11 Finally, Our President Does Something I Applaud 

They President says Usama Bin Laden is dead. He says he sent in a special 
ops team (Navy Seals) to an area North of Islamabad, Pakistan, and they 
killed him in a firefight. He says we have his body and confirmed it is indeed 
Bin Laden by DNA analysis. The President took credit, as he should. I know I 
would if I were the President. 

So . . . Bin Laden is dead. What does that mean? It means the Hydra has 
had ONE of its heads cut off. Now, according to legend, there will be two 
more. Usama Bin Laden is now a martyr. Under the tenets of Islam as 
indicated by the Koran, some Muslims believe Bin Laden is in heaven 
claiming his heavenly harem of virgins. It is said that he died in the firefight, 
fighting back at the Navy Seals. He was not a coward. He was a warrior. It 
was also reported, though, that a woman being used as a human shield was 
killed. I do not think this has been confirmed, or at least it has not to my 
satisfaction. If this is true, then his non-coward warrior status is herewith 
revoked. I suspect it may be, since there is no reason to think he was not 
capable of such, since he spent a lot of time recruiting young men and 
women to strap bombs to themselves and kill innocent people in the name of 
Allah. I am sure that Allah abhors this. I suspect that the welcome in Heaven 
is not so grand and wonderful as he thought it was going to be. I don't know 
this. I will leave God to work out whatever it is that God will work out. It is 
not my responsibility. I am thankful to be relieved of this. 

I am certain of this, though. Had I had the opportunity to kill Usama Bin 
laden, I would have done so, without a moment's hesitation. What does that 
say about me? Would I have put a gun to his head and pulled the trigger? I 
think so. 

I suppose the Seals had no hesitation. For them, it was accomplish the 
mission in the face of danger, and risk being killed themselves, and certainly 
killed if they had a moment's hesitation. There is life and death in those 
moments. If we squander them we die. I salute the United States Navy 
Seals. I salute them all for doing their duty. I salute the President for 
sending them. I salute the men who trained them. I salute the intelligence 
officers and informants who helped provide the information necessary 
pinpoint Bin Laden. I stand and salute our nation that had enough balls to go 
and get him. I salute George W. Bush for keeping the war on terror mostly 
confined to OTHER places, and the terrorists hard pressed to stay ALIVE, 
much less leisurely plan other attacks on Americans here on our own soil. I 
salute W. because he knew that the best defense is a good offense. I think 
Dick Cheney knew this, too. So did Donald Rumsfeld. I think our current 
President was lucky to inherit the benefit of their foresight, despite what he 
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may say about them. I think the President has learned that the world is a 
complicated place, and things are not what they seem to be, nor are the 
people saying and supporting those things. 

So now, where will this lead? In my head I see news photos of angry 
jihadists burning American flags. I see President Obama's figure hung and 
burnt in effigy. I sense his future disappointment when he is perceived as a 
goat by jihadists around the world, instead of the good neighbor he had 
hoped to be to Islam. I sense that this will be a painful and disappointing 
place for him.  

One thing is for sure: you cannot stop a terrorist by being a nice guy. You 
cannot parley with a tiger from a position of weakness. You cannot subdue 
him with words of reconciliation, or words that merely imitate strength. The 
Tiger must respect you. The only way the Tiger will respect you is if he 
understands completely that he will get hurt, possibly killed, if he messes 
with you. The predator always preys on the weak, the lonely, the aged and 
infirm. The predator scurries off from the strong, fearing for his own safety. 
Thus it is with nature, and thus t is in the NATURE of Humans, which are as 
much a part of nature as the canine-toothed predators, which include man. 
We don't question this in nature, but we question and challenge this at every 
turn in humanity. 

When the jihadists respond to the death of Bin Laden, and his martyrdom, 
and parade the burned and beaten bodies of American hostages, Journalists, 
and others they have captured, tortured, and filmed their beheading, we will 
have those in our own country who will say that this is our fault, because of 
our ACTIONS towards Bin Laden. These are the same people who blame the 
misguided Florida preacher, who burned some Korans, for deaths inflicted by 
jihadists on innocent people due to their "anger" over this. While I am not 
interested in burning any Korans, I am interested in those who would kill 
people because someone else burned Korans. I am interested in those who 
burn churches in Egypt, Pakistan, and other Muslim countries. I am 
interested in those who charge Christians with blasphemy and punish them 
with death sentences. I am interested in those who assassinate those who 
speak out against these crimes against Christians.  

I have limited myself to the word "jihadists" to describe those people. 
Charles Martel met the jihadists at the battle of Tours in France and he 
whipped them soundly. I think a modern-day Charles Martel will whip them 
again, and will have to.  
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The death of Usama Bin Laden is not the death of Al-Qaeda, nor is it the 
death of Islamic Jihadists, or the death of extreme, hateful fatwas issued by 
fat mullahs safe in the modern caliphates they have created for themselves. 

The President took credit for this. Everyone likes to take credit for something 
when it is successful. Now, if he would just stop talking about the past 
Administration as the source of all our national problems, he would stand 
even taller that he seems to today. Everyone wants the President to be 
RESPONSIBLE. If we put an IRRESPONSIBLE person into office, who do we 
have to blame? WE must take RESPONSIBILITY for our actions, our own 
lives, our prosperity, and our own futures. 

Here is my responsibility. I am responsible to not be an "Islamaphobe." I am 
responsible to treat every human being with the same courtesy, respect, and 
dignity with which I want to be treated. I promise to do this. I am 
responsible to detest and abhor murderers, terrorists, and those who hide 
behind the shield of religion to perpetrate such crimes. If the people who do 
this are Muslim, and I despise them, that does not make me an 
Islamaphobe. I reject that notion. I reject it utterly. 

If I come face to face with a predator, you will see the predator in me come 
out. You will see it manifested precipitously and harshly. If you are shocked 
by this, tell it to someone who will sympathize with you. It is a waste of both 
our times to try to explain to me about uncivilized behavior and the genteel, 
good nature of humanity. I will just shake my head in wonder at your 
naiveté or your disingenuousness, for certainly, it will be one or the other or 
both of them speaking to me, not a human being saying anything worth my 
time to hear.  
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5/11/11 A Well Deserved Rebuke 

I earn a rebuke from time to time. We all do. Truthfully, I earn more of them 
than I actually receive. May we all be so fortunate. 

Attached is a delightful response I received from Sav-RX Prescription 
services to my letter to them on March 12. Shown after that is my response. 

One gets used to the taste of crow with time; but let me assure you, it is an 
ACQUIRED taste. 
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 My Response to her 

 



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

182 

 

 

Chagrin and elation have been introduced, and have become, strangely, fast 
friends!!!!  
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5/14/11 Through the Dark Glass 

For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face: now I know in 
part; but then shall I know even as also I am known.  

Paul, the Apostle; I Corinthians 13:12  

There are so many things we don't know, and much of what we know we 
don't understand, and much of what we understand is incomplete. We are 
left to fend for ourselves and work out things as best we can in the midst of 

death, grief, loss, and 
suffering. In spite of the 
aforementioned, there is 
still joy. For some 
unfathomable reason, in the 
midst of death, grief, loss, 
and suffering, people seem 
to find a deep well of JOY. 
It is one of the remarkable 
things of human existence. 
It is one of the remarkable 
things of human faith. 

So many things about our 
human existence can only 

be explained by faith, since there is no rational explanation for them. The 
photograph at the left may help illustrate. While we all know what causes 
the glow behind the dark cloud, it is nevertheless occluded by that dark 
cloud. We see it made manifest like through a smoky glass. The dark cloud 
occluding the light to which we are drawn. While we cannot see the thing 
itself, it being hidden by what we CAN see, we can see the evidence that it 
exists, and catch a glimpse of it and all its majesty. I see enough evidence 
to persuade me that my faith is not futile, even though I do not understand 
all the things in which my faith rests. I started this off with a quote from the 
Apostle Paul, and I will offer another one, which I have used many times 
before: Faith is the evidence of things not seen; the substance of things 
hoped for. 

I took this photo yesterday from my front porch as I watched the sunset 
after  a thunderstorm. Many of the photographs I take that people seem to 
like the most are captured right from my front porch. One does not have to 
go far to take an interesting photograph, one just has to be patient and 
know when it is time to take one. Since photographs are all about light, a 
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photographer cannot go wrong when the light, itself, is the subject of the 
photograph.   

The wisest of men, they tell us, King Solomon, tried many things to bring 
order and meaning to his life, using all the tools, labor, and financial ability 
that were within his means to do so. He found vexation and vanity at every 
turn. There was nothing in human pursuit from which he could draw 
complete satisfaction; there was always wormwood mixed into every cup 
from which he would drink, no matter how sweet the concoction he had 
prepared for himself. That is also the way with human pursuits.  

“I have seen all the works that are done under the sun; and, behold, all is 
vanity and vexation of spirit,” said the Preacher. Is he saying that in the long 
run, the works of man just return to the earth as if they had never been 
done? Is he saying that in his knowledge and wisdom, he sees the 
underlying motive and discerns the intentions of those who do the works? Or 
is he judging his own cynical heart? In his travels, did he look at the remains 
of the Colossus of Rhodes? The lighthouse at Alexandria? Did he study the 
empire of Alexander?  

“I said in mine heart, Go to now, I will prove thee with mirth, therefore 

enjoy pleasure: and, behold, this also is vanity,” said the Preacher. Is he 
saying that since there is no certainly in life, just set your heart on having a 
good time and party like there's no tomorrow? While we all know this brings 
joy for a season, it soon wears off. Everyone has lots of friends when they're 
the continual hosts of the never-ending party. When the wine is gone, so are 
those friends, and all that's left is a hangover. Maybe the Preacher could 
have benefited from an Alka-Seltzer.  

“Then I looked on all the works that my hands had wrought, and on the 

labour that I had laboured to do: and, behold, all was vanity and vexation of 
spirit, and there was no profit under the sun,” said the Preacher. He worked, 
he labored, he sweated, he built, he sacrificed, he saved, yet those who had 
done none of those things would inherit the benefits of that labor and blow it 
all on that never-ending party.  

“Then said I in my heart, As it happeneth to the fool, so it happeneth even 
to me; and why was I then more wise? Then I said in my heart, that this 

also is vanity,” said the Preacher. The foolish man reaped a windfall through 
no actions of his own. We worked hard for what we got. Yet the fool has 
more than me. I took great precautions to protect my worldly wealth, and 
the fool took none . . . yet the whirlwind took it away from both of us. What 
makes my situation different than the fools? Or was he saying his vanity was 
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in comparing himself to the fool? The reader will interpret for himself, 
though perhaps all those things are applicable. 

“For that which befalleth the sons of men befalleth beasts; even one thing 
befalleth them: as the one dieth, so dieth the other; yea, they have all one 

breath; so that a man hath no preeminence above a beast: for all is vanity,” 
said the Preacher. Here is a glimpse at a wise man who had lost his faith, or 
if not, was on the very edge of the precipice. In the natural state of affairs, 
what separates us from the beasts? In the end, we all die, and our bodies 
return to the earth in decay. Yet the cow chews its cud without 
contemplation of tomorrow. We are vexed with the fears and worries over 
our own demise, which surely must come. But WHEN?? Is the preacher 
goading us in our unbelief, or did he actually experience this feeling? He was 
like us, like all men, so why not?  

“Again, I considered all travail, and every right work, that for this a man is 

envied of his neighbour. This is also vanity and vexation of spirit,” said the 
Preacher. Maybe the Preacher worked hard and gained much. Now his old 
friends talk bad about him. Perhaps there were things in his former life that 
he chose to give up. Those who were part of that life now speak harshly of 
him. He stops the never ending party, and those who were always putting 
their feet under his table now have to seek their pleasure elsewhere. Do you 
suppose they are somewhat bitter? Is the Preacher bitter, too? Where now 
are those who formerly proclaimed their unalterable loyalty? Where have 
they all gone?  

“There is one alone, and there is not a second; yea, he hath neither child nor 

brother: yet is there no end of all his labour; neither is his eye satisfied with 
riches; neither saith he, For whom do I labour, and bereave my soul of 

good? This is also vanity, yea, it is a sore travail,” said the Preacher. What 
good were all his labors in the long run? Who was the ultimate beneficiary? 
The man the Preacher refers to has not even an heir, but continues to amass 
riches and things, yet will leave all he labored for to those who had neither 
labored, nor sweated, nor understood what was required to achieve. He 
would leave it to those who did not even expect it as their birthright, who 
would have no appreciation or gratitude for what had befallen them. How 
much is enough? At what point can a man say that with certainty? For whom 
do we labor? 

“He that loveth silver shall not be satisfied with silver; nor he that loveth 

abundance with increase: this is also vanity,” said the Preacher. The more 
we have, the more we want. Power, money, love, respect, things, glory, 
recognition, honor. Is there a stopping place? Is there a place of 
contentment? Will we always covet that which we do not have? Do we want 
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to have everything, leaving nothing for others? Do we ONLY want the land 
that adjoins ours? 

“A man to whom God hath given riches, wealth, and honour, so that he 
wanteth nothing for his soul of all that he desireth, yet God giveth him not 

power to eat thereof, but a stranger eateth it: this is vanity, and it is an evil 
disease,” said the Preacher. Alaric, the Visigothic King, in 410AD, sat at the 
Roman Emperor Attalus' table and dined on the Emperor's food, while 
helping himself to all the spoils of Rome. Perhaps the Preacher had a similar 
situation in mind. Perhaps he was thinking of Jacob and Esau; the younger 
brother, Jacob, claiming the birthright that belonged to the elder. Perhaps he 
was ill and in the confinement of his illness was able to hear the sighs of 
delights of others as they sat at his table and enjoyed the things he had 
planned for himself. Maybe he had acid reflux. Maybe he had dozens of food 
allergies. Maybe he had diverticulosis. Maybe he had kidney stones. Maybe it 
was one of those things. Maybe it was all of them. 

“Better is the sight of the eyes than the wandering of the desire: this is also 

vanity and vexation of spirit,” said the Preacher. Why couldn't he be happy 
with what he had? With what was right in front of him? Why did this go 
unappreciated? Why was he not THANKFUL?  We covet what is not rightfully 
ours. We want what we cannot have. We do irreparable damage to ourselves 
and our relationships with others.  

“For as the crackling of thorns under a pot, so is the laughter of the fool: this 

also is vanity,” said the Preacher. The animal headed for the trap never sees 
the trap, only the bait. The fool laughs, and we abhor the laughter, but our 
end is the same.  

“All things have I seen in the days of my vanity: there is a just man that 

perisheth in his righteousness, and there is a wicked man that prolongeth his 
life in his wickedness,” said the Preacher. Why bad things happen to good 
people was just as much a cause of mystery and painful reflection to the 
Preacher as it is for us today. Does God cause everything? Or, is there a 
random chaos in thos world that affects us all, the good and the bad? 

“There is a vanity which is done upon the earth; that there be just men, 
unto whom it happeneth according to the work of the wicked; again, there 

be wicked men, to whom it happeneth according to the work of the 

righteous: I said that this also is vanity,” said the Preacher. The man with 
the false scales seems to prosper, even though God has said that He abhors 
this. The honest man gains nothing. The userers, usurpers, and exploiters 
get ahead. The honest man is used, usurped, and exploited. Why bother? 



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

187 

 

“Live joyfully with the wife whom thou lovest all the days of the life of thy 

vanity, which he hath given thee under the sun, all the days of thy vanity: 
for that is thy portion in this life, and in thy labour which thou takest under 

the sun,” said the Preacher. Ah, his cynicism is beginning to pass. Here is 
useful advice for a young man. There is JOY in the midst of the evils of life if 
we would claim it; but to do that, we must be thankful for what it is that we 
HAVE, not mournful for what it is that we lack.  

“Then shall the dust return to the earth as it was: and the spirit shall return 

unto God who gave it,” said the Preacher. A promise from the Preacher. 
Though our bodies return to the dust, our spirit returns to the Creator. But 
the fearful thing here, is does our spirit return to the Creator for His wrath or 
His mercy? In the end we all return to dust, but the spark in man sees 
something beyond that. Is is implausible? No, not for a minute. That a man 
can conceive of it is proof of its plausibility. “Faith is the evidence of things 
unseen; the substance of things hoped for.” 

And finally, the Preacher finishes up with this: 

Vanity of vanities, saith the preacher; all is vanity. And moreover, 
because the preacher was wise, he still taught the people knowledge; 

yea, he gave good heed, and sought out, and set in order many 
proverbs. The preacher sought to find out acceptable words: and that 

which was written was upright, even words of truth. The words of the 
wise are as goads, and as nails fastened by the masters of assemblies, 

which are given from one shepherd. And further, by these, my son, be 
admonished: of making many books there is no end; and much study 

is a weariness of the flesh. Let us hear the conclusion of the whole 
matter: Fear God, and keep his commandments: for this is the 

whole duty of man. For God shall bring every work into 
judgment, with every secret thing, whether it be good, or 

whether it be evil. 

The Preacher sought truth. He found it and laid it out for us in his conclusion 
of the whole matter, above. The Preacher gave us such truth as he was able 
to understand, such truth as he was able to glean from his own life. He was 
honest with us. He held nothing back. He lived his life as we all live ours, 
looking forward into the unknown, and backward through our experience. 
But he learned from his mistakes. Hopefully we will all learn from ours as we 
go through this life constantly making them. It was the Preacher's hope that 
each mistake be a NEW one, certainly not the repetition of the same mistake 
over and over. That would make us the fool, whose laughter sounds like the 
popping of the briars being consumed in the fire under the cook-pot. What 
on earth are they laughing ABOUT, I wonder?  
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I am thankful for the time I spent serving East Mississippi Electric Power 
Association (EMEPA) in power restoration to those areas hard hit by the 
tornadoes of two weeks ago. We had crews who also served North East 
Mississippi Electric Power Association in Oxford, and New Albany Light, Gas 
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and Water, in New Albany. I am thankful for the letter I received from my 
friend Wayne Henson, who is the General Manager of EMEPA. HE sent a 
letter to every man who worked on our crew. Many of them are young and 
had never been on a storm break before. Perhaps they will think differently 
about the line of work they are in. Perhaps they will learn that the special 
skills they have make them valuable contributors to the community in times 
of crisis. Maybe they will, maybe not. But I know this: I sure do. As I said 
before, I have seen a lifetime of torn up things. I hope I never see them 
again . . . but when the power is out and the phone rings . . . I'll get my 
things together and go where I am sent, and stay there until I am sent 
home. It is the nature of our business. 

“All things have I seen in the days of my vanity: there is a just man that 
perisheth in his righteousness, and there is a wicked man that prolongeth his 

life in his wickedness,” said the Preacher. The storm delivers some and 
claims others. I have seen that, just like the Preacher. I have no answer, 
just like the Preacher. I am just here, in the midst of being thankful for what 
I have, and the wife with which I have been blessed, just like the Preacher.  

If you find me being thrown into the fire underneath the cook-pot, and as 
my thorns begins to pop and crackle s they release their BTU's for heat for 
the pot, and you hear me laughing, please remind me of this; for while I 
don't consider myself a fool, I can certainly do foolish things . . . just like the 
Preacher. May we all get on with the conclusion of the entire matter. May we 
all develop contentment and joy at this very moment of our lives. May we all 
be able to serve the needs of others when we are so called. May we learn to 
recognize the needs of others. May we always take them seriously. 
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May 20, 2011 May 21? Judgment Day? 

End-time prophecies and their purveyors have 

become a significant media focus. We've been 

hearing a lot about the Mayan calendar which I 

understand predicts the end 

of the world in 2012, 

apparently since it ends in 

2012. Now, Family Radio 

head, Harold Camping, after 

initially missing his 1994 date 

for the end-time apocalypse (oops! A mere error in 

arithmetic!), is telling us that the rapture will occur 

precisely at 6:00PM EST on May 21, 2011. That is 

tomorrow, just 32 hours from now. What will you do? 

What are your plans? Have you altered them to 

recognize Camping's prophecy that the world as you 

know it will end tomorrow? That you will be one of the raptured (saved) or 

one of those left behind (lost)? 

It is a heavy topic during my first cup of coffee this morning. 

No less authority than Jesus himself told us of the end time. He spoke at 

length about it as recorded in the book of Matthew, Chapter 24, which is 

reprinted here in its entirety from the New American Standard Version. Note 

that verse markers have been removed and I have paragraphed things as I 

saw fit. The words are straight from the NAS. If you are concerned that 

somehow I have tampered with the scriptures, since I edited out the verse 

markers, be advised that it is not hard to find a copy of the bible, in fact, 

you probably have one somewhere. If you are reading this, there are of 

thousands of on-line bible sites. I encourage you get your bible out and read 

it for yourself, or if you don't have one, find an on-line version. If you don't 

have a bible and would like one, please, oh please, contact the Gideons 

International, your local chapter of the Gideons, or merely ask someone . . . 

you'll surely get one given to you for free, and with no strings!   
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MATTHEW 24 

Jesus came out from the temple and was going away when His 

disciples came up to point out the temple buildings to Him. And He 

said to them, "Do you not see all these things? Truly I say to you, not 

one stone here will be left upon another, which will not be torn down."  

As He was sitting on the Mount of Olives, the disciples came to Him 
privately, saying, "Tell us, when will these things happen, and what 

will be the sign of Your coming, and of the end of the age?"  
  

And Jesus answered and said to them, "See to it that no one misleads 
you. For many will come in My name, saying, 'I am the Christ,' and will 

mislead many. You will be hearing of wars and rumors of wars. See 
that you are not frightened, for those things must take place, but that 

is not yet the end. For nation will rise against nation, and kingdom 
against kingdom, and in various places there will be famines and 

earthquakes. But all these things are merely the beginning of birth 
pangs.  

  

"Then they will deliver you to tribulation, and will kill you, and you will 
be hated by all nations because of My name. At that time many will fall 

away and will betray one another and hate one another. Many false 
prophets will arise and will mislead many. Because lawlessness is 

increased, most people's love will grow cold. But the one who endures 
to the end, he will be saved. 

  
"This gospel of the kingdom shall be preached in the whole world as a 

testimony to all the nations, and then the end will come. Therefore 
when you see the ABOMINATION OF DESOLATION which was spoken 

of through Daniel the prophet, standing in the holy place (let the 
reader understand), then those who are in Judea must flee to the 

mountains. Whoever is on the housetop must not go down to get the 
things out that are in his house. Whoever is in the field must not turn 

back to get his cloak. But woe to those who are pregnant and to those 

who are nursing babies in those days! But pray that your flight will not 
be in the winter, or on a Sabbath. For then there will be a great 

tribulation, such as has not occurred since the beginning of the world 
until now, nor ever will.  
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"Unless those days had been cut short, no life would have been saved; 

but for the sake of the elect those days will be cut short. Then if 
anyone says to you, 'Behold, here is the Christ,' or 'There He is,' do 

not believe him. For false Christs and false prophets will arise and will 
show great signs and wonders, so as to mislead, if possible, even the 

elect. Behold, I have told you in advance. So if they say to you, 
'Behold, He is in the wilderness,' do not go out, or, 'Behold, He is in 

the inner rooms,' do not believe them. For just as the lightning comes 
from the east and flashes even to the west, so will the coming of the 

Son of Man be.  
  

"Wherever the corpse is, there the vultures will gather.  
            

"But immediately after the tribulation of those days THE SUN WILL BE 

DARKENED, AND THE MOON WILL NOT GIVE ITS LIGHT, AND THE 
STARS WILL FALL from the sky, and the powers of the heavens will be 

shaken. And then the sign of the Son of Man will appear in the sky, 

and then all the tribes of the earth will mourn, and they will see the 
SON OF MAN COMING ON THE CLOUDS OF THE SKY with power and 

great glory. And He will send forth His angels with A GREAT TRUMPET 
and THEY WILL GATHER TOGETHER His elect from the four winds, from 

one end of the sky to the other. 
  

            

"Now learn the parable from the fig tree: when its branch has already 
become tender and puts forth its leaves, you know that summer is 

near; so, you too, when you see all these things, recognize that He is 
near, right at the door. Truly I say to you, this generation will not pass 

away until all these things take place. Heaven and earth will pass 
away, but My words will not pass away. 

  
But of that day and hour no one knows, not even the angels of 

heaven, nor the Son, but the Father alone. For the coming of the Son 

of Man will be just like the days of Noah. For as in those days before 
the flood they were eating and drinking, marrying and giving in 

marriage, until the day that Noah entered the ark, and they did not 
understand until the flood came and took them all away; so will the 

coming of the Son of Man be.  
  

"Then there will be two men in the field; one will be taken and one will 
be left. Two women will be grinding at the mill; one will be taken and 

one will be left. Therefore be on the alert, for you do not know which 
day your Lord is coming. But be sure of this, that if the head of the 
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house had known at what time of the night the thief was coming, he 

would have been on the alert and would not have allowed his house to 
be broken into. For this reason you also must be ready; for the Son of 

Man is coming at an hour when you do not think He will. 
  

"Who then is the faithful and sensible slave whom his master put in 
charge of his household to give them their food at the proper time? 

Blessed is that slave whom his master finds so doing when he comes. 
Truly I say to you that he will put him in charge of all his possessions. 

But if that evil slave says in his heart, 'My master is not coming for a 
long time,' and begins to beat his fellow slaves and eat and drink with 

drunkards; the master of that slave will come on a day when he does 
not expect him and at an hour which he does not know, and will cut 

him in pieces and assign him a place with the hypocrites; in that place 

there will be weeping and gnashing of teeth.   

I like the parenthesed phrase in Paragraph 5 that says, “Let the Reader 

Understand.” The writer recording Matthew's Gospel inserted this, or 

Matthew himself inserted this caution. “Let the Reader Understand.” What, 

then, would the reader be understanding? Might this be Matthew's warning 

that the doctrine surrounding this was in his times controversial and a great 

discussion topic among early Christians as to exactly what this might mean? 

It could be. My final answer is, “Let the reader understand.” 

Jesus said that of the hour and the day, no man knows, not even the angels, 

nor the Son, but the Father alone. Jesus tells us what the TIME will be like, 

and the TIMES will be dark and evil, but people will be carrying on with their 

lives, working, playing, going about their business, making future plans, 

getting married, making marriage plans, then like a thief in the night, He will 

come. Then Noah is mentioned. 

The real lesson for us here is that there are events shaping the world that 

are far beyond the scope of human understanding, and that we should be 

found to be diligently about our Master's business when our Master makes 

his sudden, unannounced return, lest our Master be greatly displeased. Have 

you ever goofed off at work? Ever had your boss come in unexpectedly and 

catch you goofing off? Sure . . . it's happened to all of us at one time or 

another. Ever had your boss return and catch you hard at work? Sure, we 

have had this happen, too. We are certainly capable of either and both. 
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Today, there are those who tell us of immediate, impending doom, and give 

us the exact date and hour of when it will occur. They know something the 

Angels in Heaven don’t know. They know something that Jesus did not 

know. They know something that only the Father in Heaven is supposed to 

know. This is a far reach for mere men, but is it a new occurrence? Hardly.  

Predictions of the dates of the return of Jesus have been around a long time, 

and continue to resurface, with each new predictor given some new insight 

to the real, secret meanings of the 

scriptures. 

Crazy old Noah knew something was 

going to happen. God spoke to him, 

warned him and told him how to 

prepare. It took Noah YEARS of 

preparation and anticipation for the 

cataclysmic event recorded in the 

book of Genesis. Did Noah know the 

exact day? If so, it has not been 

recorded. Did he know something 

was going to happen? Obviously, 

because he made tremendous 

preparations. Were there periods 

that Noah ever wondered if he was 

not just being foolish? Noah was a 

man just like us . . . I'm sure he 

faced periods of doubt and uncertainty, particularly when his sons Ham, 

Shem, and Japeth voiced to their father the ridicule of the community at the 

huge shipbuilding project underway. Though this is not recorded, why would 

there have not been these types of conversations in Noah's community, 

since Noah was a wealthy, respected member of that community? What 

were the local people saying to Noah's sons? 

“Hey Shem, what's up with your father?” asked Bildad, president of the 

Greater Mesopotamia Chamber of Commerce, “Does he have Alzheimer's?” 

“I don't know what to do about dad,” sighed Shem. 
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“Ham, why are you and your brothers letting your senile father squander 

your inheritance on this boat-building project?” asked Zophar, a CPA and 

Ham's college roommate at Mesopotamian Central University. 

“I don't know what to do about dad,” sighed Ham. 

“If you'd like, Japeth, we can file a petition in court and have your father 

declared mentally incompetent, and put you in charge of his business affairs 

before he squanders it all,” said Eliphaz, during the middle of a practice 

swing on the tee-box of the ninth hole at the Mesopotamian Country Club. 

Eliphaz was Japeth's golfing buddy and a senior partner at Eliphaz and 

Eliphaz, PLLC, a well known and highly respected Mesopotamian law firm. 

“I don't know what to do about dad,” sighed Japeth. 

“We don't know what to do about dad,” Ham, Shem, and Japeth sighed to 

each other. 

Though the above conversations are not recorded ANYWHERE in the 

scriptures, coming straight from my overactive mind, might they not be a 

reasonable thing to consider as having similarly occurred? Ham, Shem, 

Japeth, and Noah were all men, just like us, living in their local communities, 

having friends and neighbors who wondered about Noah's eccentric 

behavior, and the immense amounts of money it was costing. They, no 

doubt, thought Noah had lost his mind, building the modern day equivalent 

of an aircraft carrier in his backyard, with not so much as a nearby lake 

recorded to float it in. 

The biggest difference between Noah and modern day doomsayers? Noah 

built his ark with his own money. He did not finance his project and lifestyle 

by exploiting the fears of others. Noah simply went about the task that God 

had set him on, paying no heed to what was being said, nor letting any 

obstacle come between him and what God had called him to do. When the 

calamity came, Noah was prepared. When he shut the door on the ark, it 

was not his financiers left out in the rain.  

May we all be like Noah . . . diligently about the business our Master has set 

us on when the Master makes His sudden, unannounced return. May we all 

be so diligent as to be about that business undeterred by the 
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insurmountable circumstances we see around us. May we continue to strive 

and labor during periods of uncertainty. May we persist in the face of 

pessimism. May we continue through adversity. May we, like Noah, reap a 

dividend  from our investment, and may we all be THANKFUL for having 

received it. 

I can't think of a better lesson to draw from Matthew 24 and the story of 

Noah . . . Follow what God is telling you. See your vision to its conclusion. 

Carry on THROUGH and IN SPITE OF obstacles. 

Gnostic secrets? They've been around for a long time. There's nothing in the 

scriptures secretly available to others that's not available to all of us. Even 

Noah told people what he was doing! It was not a secret. 

I do know this, and it's not secret either. May 21 is my brother's birthday. I 

hope he enjoys his birthday, whether he is merely cutting a birthday cake or 

is raptured away to an eternal heavenly mansion. I love my brother. 

My niece is getting married on May 21. She is one of those marrying and 

giving in marriage right until the last moment. I will be at her wedding, 

which is at 6:30PM CDT. By that time, according to Camping, the world will 

have been ended for an hour and a half. Maybe Jacklyn should move her 

wedding up to 3:30CDT. That would leave time for the wedding and a nice 

portion of the reception. I'm sure she did not consider this when making her 

wedding plans months ago. 

But people plan what they plan. They do what they do. They go where they 

go. Hopefully, we make all our plans acknowledging our limitations as 

humans, and acknowledging that there is a God out there, and He loves us, 

and we should strive to get to know Him better. The better we know Him, 

the better we will understand His voice when He speaks to us. It is when we 

lose ourselves in Him that we actually come to know ourselves. May we 

learn to view ourselves and others as He sees us.  

None of this is offered as an incentive to anyone to DISBELIEVE. In spite of 

Camping and others, or any criticisms of him and his ideas, my faith in God, 

and His ability to carry out His own plan without help from me is 

unwavering. I am not a prophet or a diviner of God's intentions or timetable. 

I am a servant about the business of my Master. I hope, when my Master 
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returns, He finds me diligently working at the task He has set for me. He will 

not be pleased with anything less. Why should He be? 

Harold Camping? If this is what his master has told him to do then he must 

be after his master's business. If I think his hearing should be checked, 

since it seems to me that he does not hear instructions so well, how should 

this opinion of mine affect him? If Mr. Camping thinks he is the only person 

on the earth with whom God is communicating, and that he is the only one 

on this earth who has the TRUTH of a proper and correct relationship and 

communication with God, then I think he has made an egregious mistake. 

Making mistakes is easy, I make them all the time. So did Abraham. So did 

Moses. So did Elijah. So did Jonah. So did David. So did Solomon. So did 

Peter. So did Paul.  

Welcome to the club, Mr. Camping, wherein we share the company of so 

many illustrious members, who were all about the business of serving God in 

the midst of all their human shortcomings. Thank God for His mercy. 

If, somehow, on May 21 or prior to that date, people think about the nature 

of their own relationship with God, and pause just for a moment to strive to 

hear His voice in their own life, then it might be said that Mr. Camping has 

indeed been about the business of serving his master, which the scriptures 

show can be done even in the midst of making human mistakes. God can 

use us in spite of ourselves. 

The connection to CLL? I thought of this while having CLL. That's close 

enough for me. 
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5/23/11 Mr. Camping’s Tough Weekend 

Harold Camping has told a 
reporter with The San Francisco 
Chronicle that he had a, “really 
tough weekend.” I’ll bet.  Lots 
of folks had a tough weekend, 
Mr. Camping, because of you, in 
spite of you, and alas, 
completely independent of you 
(like the folks in Joplin, 
Missouri).  He says he’ll have 
more to say about his 
erroneous May 21 rapture date 
today. Lots of folks will be 
listening for his explanation: 
some followers, some debunkers, some believers, some non-believers, 
mockers, mockees, belittlers, belittlees, those hurt, and those amused. It’ll 
be like a circus carnival until such time, in the very near future, when Mr. 
Camping fades back into being an obscure, nonagenarian, eccentric bible 
teacher. A year or two from now, he will become as obscure as Marshall 
Applewhite, but, hopefully, will not have been found to be nearly so 
dangerous. 

Cults lure humans with a seductive invitation. They are all around us. There 
are the people who follow religious cults. There are cultists who follow their 
favorite sports teams (I admit to a certain weakness for SEC football here!). 
There are cultists who follow their favorite music group (Deadheads come to 
mind!) There are cultists who follow “Dancing With the Stars.” There are 
cultists who follow the latest self-help guru as featured on “Oprah.” There 
are cultists who follow the latest fads and trends in investments, fashion, 
psychology, politics and philosophy. There are cultists who follow the latest 
fads and trends in medicine.  There are cultists who devote themselves to 
automobiles, motorcycles, cars, boats, deep-sea fishing, bass fishing, 
crappie fishing, duck hunting, deer hunting, fox hunting, quail hunting, dove 
hunting, canoeing, kayaking, white-water rafting, golfing, diving, model 
airplane making, gambling, cock-fighting, guitars, banjos, fiddles, cigars, 
wines, whiskies, even the cult of Subaru! There is also the particularly large 
and devoted cult of NASCAR!!! 

Many people build their lives around the lure of their cult. They form their 
identities around whatever charisma that is within the cult that attracts 
them, and extract their own charisma from the energy of the cult. Cults can 
be benign or they can be dangerous. They can cost us everything, even to 
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the point of our lives. This is the dangerous part of cults, even the seemingly 
benign ones: when the lure of the cult becomes an overwhelming obsession 
we begin to lose our own life in the initiations and mysteries of the cult. The 
cult becomes the basis for our identity and we somehow manage to leave 
ourselves behind, getting lost in the grind of the cult. The cult speaks for us. 
No longer ourselves free and clear, we become heavily mortgaged to the 
cult. The interest we pay can be prohibitive, especially if one considers those 
belonging to the cult of consumer debt, also known as the cult of living 
beyond one’s means. 

I have seen the evil workings of the cult of traditional roots music, whether 
it’s folk, bluegrass, country or blues. Without even being able to accurately 
define what it is that they are looking to hold on to and preserve, these 
cultists would stifle the very music they love so much by not allowing it to 
grow beyond their narrowly held views; yet, it is the innovators that get the 
national and media attention which the traditional music cultists 
simultaneously despise and envy. Were it not for the innovators, we’d all 
just sing the same old songs in the same old way, which is fine for the living 
room among friends, but not so fine for the stage or the studio. What good 
is it to hear a live or recorded musical performance without the hope of 
hearing something NEW? Why would anyone want to hear the same thing 
they have already heard, from 15 different bands, each one a clone of the 
other? It is a mystery to me, and the fact that it is mysterious to me places 
me well outside the camps of the traditional music cultists, making me a 
pariah held out for a suspicious enmity. I have been abandoned by a 
significant portion of the followers of the music I love, but not by the MUSIC, 
itself. I would not be a follower, for whose musical example would I follow? 
Nor do I particularly want to lead. I am just going to do what I am going to 
do and let the chips fall where they may, having long ago gave up on a 
narrow track analysis in favor of simply making the music. I wish I had had 
the courage to do this years ago, and admire those young people who do 
this now.  

Each new hobby or endeavor has the cult of related paraphernalia about it, a 
expensive and unsatisfying cult by which to be ensnared. I avoid new 
hobbies because of the oppression this cult can bring. I have before been so 
oppressed, and I am resisting all future attempt, learning to make better use 
of the paraphernalia I HAVE . . . not longing for the new and exciting piece 
of paraphernalia that I LACK, which will make me suddenly better than the 
professionals who embrace my AVOCATION as their VOCATION.  

We all want to be good at what we do, but the lack of better paraphernalia is 
seldom the cause of our second-rate-ness, which is usually caused by our 
lack of experience and skill. A Steinway grand piano will not suddenly make 
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me a better piano player, since I can’t play the piano, though it can help an 
already developing piano player. Somewhere along the way, I must learn 
that my HANDS are a big part of the overall picture. I can’t get new HANDS, 
I must make the best use of the ones I have.  The lure of paraphernalia is 
different, though, offering us immediate improvement with AS-SEEN-ON-TV-
esque promises. The worst cult of THINGS is the cult of those who cannot do 
who are caught up in the acquisition of the superlative things. Many, many 
times I have seen the person who could not play a banjo, had no sense of 
timing, nor would likely ever be able to play one, who purchased the pre-war 
Gibson banjo, all for the sake of having it admired by those who DO play. So 
frequently our devotion to our cults rests on the admiration of our fellow 
cultists, which massages our egos in the most delightful way.  

Even more ego massaging is the admiration of those who do not belong to 
the cult, particularly those who want to be admitted but cannot gain 
entrance for some reason. Our exclusivity makes us the envy of all. It is the 
lure of Gnosticism that exists in everything: we know the secret; we know 
the real thing; we are the initiated; we are the bearers of the real truth; 
we’ve got the real stuff; our stuff is better than your stuff; our truth is more 
truthful than your truth. Aren’t you delighted in the awesome nature of the 
things we know, of which you are only receiving part? Don’t you want to be 
like me, where you can stand on this lofty perch and be master of all you 
survey? Aren’t you tired of being one of the little people? 

Will a newer, bigger, more annotated, leather-bound, gold-leaf-edged, acid-
free papered, gold-leaf-personalized-name-stamped large-type bible make 
me a better Christian? Do I need those study notes in my bible because I 
plan to use them to study the scriptures, or do I just plan on just studying 

the notes, sort of like the “Cliff’s 
Notes” version of the bible?  

Harold Camping . . .  What 
motivates him? Is he sincere? 
What is in his heart? Does he 
really believe that he is serving 
God? Did he plan to be a 
deceiver? Did he do this for 
MONEY when he is 89 years old? 
If so, how much money does an 
89 year old need to be content? I 
can’t believe it was about the 

money. I can only believe that it is about the power, or that he has been 
deceived; that hubris and arrogance have led him to his erroneous 
conclusions and the seduction of the cult, and its exclusivity that makes us 
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feel so special, has lured him into a bad place and once there, blinded him to 
the possibility that he does not know everything. It can happen to men. It 
can happen to Godly men. The scriptures record that it happened to King 
Saul. If it can happen to King Saul, why cannot it also happen to Harold 
Camping? Or me??? 

As a CLL patient, there have been many opportunities to be seduced by the 
fads in nutritional supplements whose manufacturers, while not offering 
cures or holding themselves up to be medicine (it is illegal to do so), cleverly 
word things so that the potential buyer UNDERSTANDS that this fad product 
is likely to offer benefits that exceed medical treatments. This is extremely 
unlikely.  

There is some indication that honokiol, the extract derived from magnolia 
bark, offers some effectiveness in causing the death (apoptosis) of the CLL 
cells. I belong to the cult of magnolia bark. I spoke to Gooday about it, and 
he said that if I want to take magnolia bark, to go right ahead. It will not 
hurt me, though at BATCC are no longer doing any active research on it. I 
surmised, from the tone of our conversation, that they were unable to get 
funding to continue to do research on honokiol and were, instead, focusing 
on other nutritional items which offered greater promise (and funding). I 
could be wrong about this funding thing . . . it is merely my opinion. I’m 
sure if honokiol was showing great promise, Gooday would find the funding! 

The problem with honokiol and magnolia bark is that I don’t know what the 
clinically effective amounts are, or the purity of the supplements that I am 
taking, or even if it works taking it orally. The manufacturers SAY that they 
are guaranteed 2% honokiol in each 600mg capsule, but how do I know 
that? But, I chose this particular nutritional fad, and I am sticking with it. 
There is nothing that can benefit me if I switch around all the time, from this 
product to that one, and never stick with anything. If I do that, I won’t even 
have the benefit of the placebo effect. So out of the plethora of nutritional 
supplements, I have picked one with at least SOME studied benefits, is not 
expensive, can do no harm (it is thought!), can be readily purchased from 
several different suppliers, and has been used for thousands of years in 
traditional Eastern medicine. Would I abandon the next recommended round 
of chemotherapy in favor of my magnolia bark? I don’t think so. I’m gonna 
do what Gooday and Hemosapien tell me.  

Does that make me belong to the cult of modern medicine? I suppose so, 
but I only hesitatingly belong to it. I question everything. What the doctors 
recommend needs to make sense to me, or I think I’ll just pass. 
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5/24/11 The Camping Cult leader, Harold Camping, has revised the end of 
the world date to October 21, 2011. In a video released by Camping, though 
he admits a mistake in his calculations, he claims the Lord actually returned 
in a spiritual manner on May 21, 2011. God judged the world on that date 
and now a series of cataclysmic events will overtake the earth between now 
and then, culminating in the earth’s final and complete destruction on 
October 21, according to Camping. Good luck Mr. Camping. While the 
apostle Paul may have known more than he told us, he preached nothing but 
Christ and His crucifixion and urged all to become followers of Christ and 
receive the GOOD NEWS of the gospel. Perhaps it would be better to follow 
Paul’s example. 

Which cult do I belong to? Well, honestly, I have been admitted to several. 
Having had cult experience in my younger days has made me more skeptical 
of the claims of men, and has certainly turned me from being a follower of 
men to a seeker of God. For all those experiences I am truly thankful. Now, 
in somber hope, I pray that the followers of Harold Camping will find Jesus 
in a personal and real way. They don’t need Harold Camping to interpret the 
scriptures for them. They don’t need Harold Camping for anything. They only 
need a close, personal relationship with the Living God, and for the Spirit of 
the Living God to dwell in them. 

Cults and their followers . . . a complex relationship, but one in which so 
many become ensnared. It’s not that hard to do. Millions have traded their 
liberty for the shackles of a cult and in the process made a bad bargain. 

If we join a new cult, let’s all join the one of Being About Our Master’s 
Business When Our Master Returns. May He catch us all hard at work, being 
effective in His purposes. When our purposes and our Master’s purposes are 
at odds, which is so often the case with us humans, let us be found by our 
Master to have chosen wisely, competently, and diligently, and gratefully 
receive the reward our Master has prepared for us, hearing from His lips the 
words, “Well done, my good and faithful servant!”. It is our hope. It is our 
Master’s promise.  

After all, the modern prophet Dylan said, “You’ve got to serve SOMEBODY!” 
I think he is on to something. 

By the way, where on earth do I get all these questions? 
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5/28/11 Tennessee to Texas 

My friend from Tennessee starts FCR chemotherapy at BATCC on May 31. 

 I sent Tennessee a message that went mostly like this: 

Watching and waiting is absolutely nerve-racking! Best wishes on your 
trip to Houston. Are you staying at the adjacent hotel? I always do. It 

is so convenient and NICE! Please let me hear from you while you are 

taking your treatments (take your laptop . . . the WiFi at BATCC is 
great and you'll need the diversion since the steroids will likely prevent 

you from sleeping much!).  

I hope your treatments go well. Mine did, on hindsight. And after 
considering others who have cancers, were merely unpleasant and 

inconvenient. That is not too much bear, considering . . . I pray your 
treatments will be equally effective and even less unpleasant. No 

ducking and running! Take your medicines: fludarabine, 
cyclophosphamide, rituximab, allopurinol, decadron, acyclovir, etc.  

If you are like me, the nausea from the cyclophosphamide will be less 

irritating than the raging restlessness caused by the steroids, which I 

absolutely detested. They say the steroids, in addition to helping keep 

blood levels more normal, help prevent a reaction to the rituximab. I 

had a minor reaction to 

it (bad itches) which 

made them slow down 

the infusion rate so that 

it took ALL DAY to give 

it to me. It was that 

way for the rest of my 

treatments, though 

after much cajoling 

from me, Hemosapien 

reluctantly agreed to 

drop the steroids. 

Other than the raging 

restlessness, the steroids will have the effect of making you think you 

are feeling better than you really are. Do not be deceived by this. Take 



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

204 

 

some time for yourself, let the medicine work, and don't put yourself 

under additional stress . . . you've got enough to deal with. My family 

was wonderfully helpful with this. Yours will be, too! 

Will you take all your treatments at BATCC? 

Funny thing: Though I am 15 months post chemo, every day 

sometime between 9:00AM and 11:30AM I am hit with about 10 to 15 

minutes of the most unpleasant nausea. It comes on suddenly, and 

departs just as suddenly. No actual vomiting, just that feeling. I 

dismiss myself until it passes. The feeling is so violent I am no good 

during that (fortunately) brief period. 

Don't worry! You are in good hands! 

And Tennessee IS in good hands! To make sure the good hands are aware of 

the preciousness of what they are dealing with, I sent Gooday and Alice an 

e-mail. While the nature of the regulations governing patient privacy are 

such that BATCC cannot even acknowledge having Tennessee as a patient to 

any non-verified 3rd party, which is reasonable and prudent since none of us 

want our medical information mishandled our provided to unauthorized 

persons, I got an e-mail back simply acknowledging that my e-mail had 

been received. My interpretation of this acknowledgment . . .  WE WILL 

TAKE GOOD CARE OF TENNESSEE!  And they will! Though their taking good 

care will not be without some frustrations for Tennessee and Tennessee's 

spouse, and Tennessee may at times feel like a cow moved  along the chute 

at the local stockyard, Tennessee is in good hands. Gooday, Nurse Alice, and 

BATCC are world-wide top flight. 

Keep in mind, though, that my experience is limited to only two 

hematologists-oncologists, though I have met several. At Hemosapien's 

office, all the oncologists know me. 

 “There he is,” they whisper to each other as I come down the hall.  

I suspect they shake their heads in wonder at the belligerence of this 

haughty patient, who challenges everything, questions everything, and won't 

take no for an answer. At first, Hemosapien and I were off to a rocky start, 

but that was all my fault, since I was blaming HIM for MY cancer, looking at 
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HIM like HE was my enemy, which I suspect is a not-unusual response from 

newly diagnosed cancer patients, consisting of a measurable percentage of 

us, no doubt.  

A staff meeting MIGHT go like this: 

“What about this rebellious patient of yours, Hemosapien, who writes 

about us and our clinic, sometimes not very favorably, and then 

POSTS it on the internet?” the senior oncologist at Hemosapien's group 

asked in a recent staff meeting. 

Hemosapien scratched his head in pause, then asked back, “What do 

you mean, 'What about him?'”  

“What we mean is what are you going to DO about him?” asked the 

junior-senior oncologist. 

“I'm not going to do anything ABOUT him,” said Hemosapien, adding, 

“He has been responding well to treatment and I have been slowly 

training him to be less aggressive, more pliable; but he's a hard case.”  

“We didn't ask you about his response to treatment of his cancer,” said 

the junior-junior-senior oncologist, “We can see on his records that he 

is in remission, it's his BEHAVIOR we were referring to.” 

“It's his behavioral remediation that I am referring to, not his chemo-

therapy,” said Hemosapien, “All our efforts have been directed to 

helping him be a compliant patient, but I'm not sure you all 

understand the complete difficulty of this.” 

There was much murmuring around the boardroom table for a moment 

or two, when the senior oncologist spoke up, “Well, see that you 

continue his remedial treatments. I don't like it when some of the 

board members from the hospital point out that our clinic has been 

written about on some internet blog in any sort manner that may be 

interpreted as unfavorable.” 

They all looked at Hemosapien and nodded their heads. Hemosapien 

nodded his head back at all of them. There were heads nodding all 

around the table. 
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Then the senior-junior oncologist remarked, “You might just show him 

who's boss next time he needs chemo by omitting the granisetron 

from his orders” At this, big guffaws of laughter erupted, and there 

was much back-slapping. With smiling heads nodding all around the 

table again, they prepared to turn to other business. 

Now, granisetron is a powerful anti-nausea medication that can be 

given orally but usually is given IV with the chemo. It'd be a powerfully 

lonesome day to get cyclophosphamide and fludarabine without the 

granisetron. 

“It's not quite that simple and would be a mistake for y'all to think that 

he won't ask to see the orders for the chemo. The first thing out of his 

mouth after reviewing them would be to let us know that we forgot the 

granisetron, which would send the nurses back to me for a change in 

the orders, just wasting everyone's time because he would not allow 

us to proceed until I came down to the chemo infusion unit and 

explained, personally, why it had been omitted. He's had granisetron 

every time he's had chemotherapy and would, without fail, notice that 

the granisetron was not there,” explained Hemosapien. 

“Oh!” they all said, seeming somewhat disappointed. 

“And, hopefully, we won't be giving him any more chemo for a long, 

long time,” said Hemosapien. From that, they then turned to other 

business, with discussions about Obama-care and how it would affect 

the bottom line of the clinic, and their excitement over the upcoming 

Oncologist Continuing Education Convention, which was soon to be 

held at the Fabulous Black Sand Spa and Golf Resort in Maui. and 

sponsored by Magic Elixir Corporation, a huge conglomerate 

pharmaceutical holding company that owns a full third of all the 

companies that make chemotherapy agents.  

After the meeting was over and the doctors began to file out of the 

boardroom, the senior-junior oncologist said to Hemosapien, “That 

Sharp fellow is lucky he's YOUR patient and not mine.” 

“Yes, he is,” said Hemosapien back, grinning and beginning to whistle 

a tune as he walked down the long corridor to where Nurse J had 
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patients lined up to see him, leaving the senior-junior oncologist 

standing in the hallway, nonplussed, wondering just what Hemosapien 

might have meant with that remark. 

As he went in to see his first patient of the day, the big smile on 

Hemosapien's face, though unrelated to the patient being seen, 

nevertheless prompted the patient smile for the first time in weeks, 

and in such a way as to match Hemosapien's, bringing forth a release 

of endorphins and dopamine from the patient's own brain that soothed 

and comforted the patient far beyond any soothing or comfort he had 

had since he was diagnosed with his own, very personal cancer. The 

patient marveled at the power of healing seemingly accompanying 

Hemosapien's very entrance into the examination room, that formerly 

cold, cramped, sterile examination room; before it had been a place of 

turmoil, pain, suffering and death . . . now it seemed to be a place of 

healing and comfort, like a camp beside a lazy river on a warm but not 

too warm, soft, spring day. 

While none of that is true, being pure fiction, one is never sure of the root 

causes of anything, or of the thing that precipitates another thing. All things 

are connected in one way or another, or else, they are separated by only a 

few degrees. The truth of the matter is this: Everyone at Hemosapien's clinic 

has bent over backwards to oblige me and treat me as a human being, not 

just as a patient with a patient number. Though at BATCC, you are asked for 

your patient number at every turn (it's hard to book a room at their hotel 

without your patient number!), that is merely to help them keep from 

confusing you, for your own benefit, with any one of the thousands and 

thousands of patients they see there. BATCC's record keeping is a 

monumental job. They make every effort to accommodate you as a person.  

In spite of THAT, no modern medical institution is prepared to deal with 

things that are outside the norm, which includes patients that ask too many 

questions. There is simply not enough TIME for that. At BATCC, they have 

people whose job it is to answer your questions to your satisfaction, counsel 

you, advise you, and help you in any way you can be helped, but the 

definition of help there is THEIR definition of help, not necessarily yours. The 

patient must make them understand his own definition, and insist that the 

definition they use is the one the patient is offering. It is not easy, and you 

can tell from the vibe that you are being considered difficult, though no one 
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at BATCC would dare voice the words. Nor anywhere else. But the impatient, 

patted foot, and the tone that one identifies as the one used by first-grade 

teachers on wayward first-graders is easily recognizable, and sometimes a 

bit condescending. Though this is not intended, it still exists.  

“Get along now, old bull, move along down the chute. As long as you keep 

moving and do not cause a delay in the parading of the other cattle through 

the stockyard sale ring, I will not poke you with this electric cattle prod,” the 

chief cattle handler said to himself, wondering, always wondering, how it is 

that a single, reluctant bovine can stop up the whole complex fabrication of 

steel chutes, ramps, rails, and gates designed to keep the cattle moving in 

the right direction, toward the correct place, thus bringing the entire 

stockyard and all its activities to a grinding halt.  

The old bull, unaware of the support system designed to keep it moving, for 

some unnamed but fearful reason simply decides it is not going to go any 

further. It does not contemplate this, or the delays it may be causing others. 

It simply does what it does. The chief cattle handler gets out his electric 

cattle prod. He places it to the bull's backside. He pulls the trigger. At this 

point, the old bull not only fails to move forward as expected, but all fifteen-

hundred pounds of him jump the fence, knocking the chief cow handler 

down, nearly crushing him as they both fall to the ground, a clamor of 

flailing hooves, feet, and snotty noses. 

“I'm gonna have to be more careful about that,” he said to the assistant 

chief cattle handler who was helping him to his feet as they stood there and 

warily watched as old bull retreated to a safe distance, pawing at the ground 

a time or two, looking at both of them like they had an urge for beefsteak 

right then and there, determined to not let them have it without a fight. 

“That's the third time this week that has happened. We should make that 

chute taller;” as if a taller chute would stop a determined bull from gumming 

up the works. It's hard to make things so that there are never any 

unplanned events. It is the nature of unplanned events. They are, after all, 

UNPLANNED. 

I got this from my friend Lynn. She has had a hard time but is making 

progress. We share Hemosapien as a physician. She said: 
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Saw our doc day before yesterday. He said tell you hello and 

he's treating me extra special!  

I replied: 

I will see him on Tuesday, and make him confirm this to me directly! :) 

I surely hope you are doing well!!!!!! My prayers are ever with you!  

And Hemosapien does treat her extra special, and I will confirm this with 

him. That is a fact. He will expect me to. He will be disappointed if I don't. 

Thanks to all of you who are involved with my health care. Thank you for 

your diligence. Thank you for your professionalism. Thank you for your 

indulgence. Everyone at Hemosapien's clinic and at BATCC has been 

delightful to me. Where there have been failings, they have nearly all been 

attributable to my own shortcomings. The problem has been mostly me. 

Mostly me. Mostly. On the rare occasion, it has not. But rarely. Rarely. The 

few times it has not would be those times when I was actively involved in 

my own health care and noticed that something was amiss and said so. This 

is precisely what our physicians and their support personnel tell us we 

should be . . involved in our own health care. We are not cattle, yet at times 

we feel that way, particularly those times when we allow it. All systems are 

designed to keep things moving along toward a particular purpose. All 

systems have plans. Sometimes events fabricate themselves in such a way 

that the system's plans do not consider them. Those events, after all, are 

unplanned. It is the nature of human plans and systems. It is the nature of 

nature. Though CLL in my life was an unplanned event, it has taught me 

this: We are a mysteriously wonderful, glorious part of unplanned events; 

We are all connected; and we are all each other. 
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6/10/11 An Excess of Weiner 

I remember eating too many hotdogs once. As determined young man, I 

was issued a dare whereupon I ate more hot dogs than were good for me. I 

saw them again later. It was not a pleasant experience. Though it was an 

unpleasant experience, it was not a public unpleasant experience. I threw up 

in private. I’m sure Representative Anthony Weiner (D-NY) wishes his 

foolishness had been kept private, too. Now don’t get me wrong, I think 

Representative Weiner is a jerk. I thought so the first time I saw him prissily 

and cockily make arrogant comments about his Republican opposition. He 

SEEMED filled with hubris at the time, and I did not like him. Now, years 

later, his hubris is manifest, and I still don’t like him. I couldn’t care less that 

he stupidly sent lewd photos of himself to women he met electronically on 

the Internet. I couldn’t care less about how this affects his political career, 

for the people of the New York district he represents will decide whether 

they want to send him back to congress, if he does not resign, which he has 

said he will not do. 

The scrutiny we are all under in these days of modern communications is 

breathtaking in scope. 

I don’t think we are 

completely aware of 

just what can be 

tracked and what is 

recorded and retained 

forever in this micro-

electronic-information 

age. Ever stop to 

think how many times 

in a day your image 

has been captured on 

some surveillance 

camera somewhere? The grocery store? The bank? The local corner market? 

An ATM machine? Traffic Cameras? Simply walking downtown on any 

particular street, or down any sidewalk in any particular neighborhood? 

Our phones track our whereabouts. I suspect they do this even if we have 

the “locations” turned off. Security badges many of us have for entrance into 
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buildings have radio frequency devices in them so that they are continually 

broadcasting our whereabouts while inside the facility. Our cars even have 

devices so that we can be located. No doubt, it’s as easy for a GPS 

navigation device to send UP a signal as it is to receive a signal sent DOWN. 

We cannot hide. Our refrigerators can even track when we open the door, 

and stealing a signal from our own home based WiFi can send it straight to 

our wife's smart-phone. No more late night snacks where the only tell-tale 

evidence is our expanding waistline. Now, alarms will go straight to our 

doctor’s phone! Busted! 

When I first read Orwell’s 1984, probably in 1972, the ever watchful 

“telescreen” seemed a long way off, and highly improbable. Now it seems 

outdated. It’s just a matter of time before our phone gives us a shock and 

automatically triggers a ticket when we jaywalk. It’s just a matter of time 

before our highway speed is monitored by our own navigation device, phone, 

or auto receiver/transmitter, or small under-skin implant combination 

thereof, and our speeding fine will be automatically deducted from our 

checking account. Just walk through the door of your doctor’s office, and a 

scanner will know who you are, immediately access all you pertinent medical 

records, contact your insurance company, and whisper in your ear that your 

wait until you see the doctor is approximately 43 minutes. You won’t even 

have to see a receptionist, and possibly, not even see the doctor in real 

time. 

All this has disturbed Representative Weiner. Suddenly, his life has become 

too public. The private things he’d just as soon not have had made public 

are out there on display for all to see, including photographs he now wishes 

he had not taken. How is it that he thought that this would not catch up with 

him? Why would anyone think this wouldn’t catch up with them? 

Unfortunately, none of our public figures have private lives; and I REALLY 

think that is unfortunate. I don’t like Anthony Weiner, but I am not required 

to; just his constituents in his district in New York. I don’t like Nancy Pelosi, 

either, but my not liking her is not a POLITICAL concern of hers. She may 

wish that I like her for PERSONAL reasons, but politically, I don’t count for 

Nancy Pelosi, only the folks in San Francisco do. The same goes for Weiner, 

though I think Weiner doesn’t care one iota about my personal feelings 

about him. Hubris is the word. Hubris! 
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hu·bris    (noun)    hyoo-bris  

Excessive pride or self-confidence/ overbearing pride or presumption;  

extreme haughtiness or arrogance - Hubris often indicates a loss of 

touch with reality and overestimating one's own competence or 

capabilities, especially for people in positions of power/ exaggerated 

pride, or self-confidence (towards the gods)  that often results in 

retribution; it was the most grievous condemnation according to 

ancient Athenian law/ excessive pride displayed by a character, at 

times taking the form of a boastful challenge to the gods or other 

higher powers--often resulting in harsh punishment.  

We seem to see lots of hubris from our politicians, and though it may seem 

like it, partisanship is NOT hubris. Partisanship is POLITICS. Hubris is Charlie 

Sheen-esque behavior from people who should know how to be partisan yet 

still be courteous. It happens on both sides of the aisle. It happens in the 

courts. It happens in the executive branch. It happens with all men drunk 

with the corruption of their own power. We may be guilty of lots of things, 

but never let us be guilty of hubris, and hope beyond hope, let us NEVER 

gloat when another man’s weakness becomes public fodder. We should 

abhor the scandal. We should deal with the scandal in a factual and 

restrained way. To do otherwise is to display our own hubris, and invite the 

same public scrutiny of our very private lives. I do not rejoice in the 

humiliation of Anthony Weiner. I mourn the lack of judgment that got him 

into this position. I mourn the hubris that made him think that somehow he 

was exempt. I further mourn the thinking that had he not made a simple 

mistake by sending the photo to the wrong place, that he’d still be enjoying 

his game; which makes one think the regret is over the mistake which 

exposed his actions, not the actions themselves. 

How many times when we have claimed to be sorry were we REALLY just 

sorry that we had been caught? If you say you have never done this, I 

suspect you had some hubris in your morning coffee. It tastes good at first, 

but starts turning to wormwood upon exposure to the light. Pretty soon, 

after enough exposure, it is pure gall in our stomach, then it is expelled, not 

in private, but at the worst moment possible. 

What about Mrs. Weiner? I detest the fact that her very personal and private 

embarrassment is now come under public scrutiny, much like Elizabeth 
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Edwards, or Maria Shriver. It is a great sadness to me, that these women 

have had to endure the scrutiny of those who neither know them or the facts 

of their relationship with their spouses. This is personal business. 

Judge not lest ye be judged, the scriptures say. That is not possible for us 

humans, so I will judge as follows: Anthony Weiner has done some foolish 

things. What the revelation of those things will cost him is not yet known. In 

his humanity, he has been overtaken in a flaw that is now very public. I 

regret that, preferring rather that it had been left private. For me to gloat 

about it, and to enjoy seeing him get his comeuppance is to risk displaying 

the same hubris I detest in others. I better just be quiet, before modern 

technology catches up with me, and I find myself explaining something that 

seemed so innocent before it was brought into public view. 

What would any of us do if we knew we would not be found out? Ah! That is 

the true test of a man’s character. Before we scoff at another's failure, let us 

carefully consider our own. We live in and support a society that is rife with 

pornography. Sex is used to sell everything imaginable. If we would just get 

that car in the commercial, we’d get that sexy girl in the bikini, too, no 

matter our personal attractiveness or hygiene, or lack thereof. If we’d just 

get our doctor to prescribe those drugs we see the commercials for, our hair 

would grow back, our sexual organs would work on demand, and our libidos 

would return to what they were in our late teens. Then, we could have all 

the sex that everyone else seems to be having that we seem to be missing 

out on.  

Every TV show exposes too much female flesh, which leads women who do 

not look like the girls on TV to expose far too much (TOO MUCH I SAID) 

flesh at the grocery store. Everything is sex because sex sells. Even movies 

that require no sex scene to further their plot have to have the obligatory 

sex scene, just so they can be considered “pertinent” movies. Since when do 

women’s nipples make a good movie? How did this come to be? Why does it 

have to be so? It’s because we LIKE it! In the movie we can all sleep with 

Gwyneth, Jennifer, or whoever the beauty of the moment is in her 15 

minutes of fame. Why doesn’t the superb actress Kathy Bates have a sex 

scene on her movies? Why does Shania Twain have to wear clothes that look 

like they’re painted on? What’s that got to do with her music? Why have we 

let our hormones drive us to become their slaves? Or have we always been 
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this way? I suspect we’ve always been this way. It used to be confined, but 

now we are assaulted at every turn. 

Now we have SEXTING. This seems innocent enough in our minds, given the 

low standards to which we become acclimated. We say things and reveal 

things that are best left said and revealed to our mates, and we say them to 

people we don’t even know. Do we really think we are anonymous and that 

total strangers will keep our secrets? Why would they? DO we perceive 

honor in those we don’t even know, or in those whose identities we only 

think we know? What makes us so foolish? 

Bill Clinton said, “I did not have sex with that woman,” but failed to define 

just what “sex” consisted of; a lawyerly ploy if ever there was one. The 

precedent has been established, but it’s not too late to turn back. 18th 

century France was a place of rather loose morals. People recorded their 

secrets in the only way they had to exchange messages at the time, in 

letters. Letters were the modern communications. Those letters found their 

ways into the hands of the wrong people, much like your 3rd grade teacher 

snatched a clandestine classroom note from your hand and made you read it 

out loud. For many, their secrets were only revealed after their deaths, but 

in this day and time the lag time in communications is nonexistent. The lax 

morality of 18th century France, particularly in the ruling class, may have 

been one cause of the revolution that followed which sent so many French 

libertines to the guillotine. Licentiousness for headlessness . . . a trade few 

would make. 

Men are free to pursue their own interests, but let each of us choose wisely. 

Let each of us use our brains instead of other parts of our anatomy to make 

our decisions. Let each of us examine ourselves, discretely, and treat the 

chagrin of others with an ever greater discretion. While I don't like 

philandery, an elected philanderer may make a good politician. A philanderer 

may make good political choices. A philanderer may represent his 

constituents well. But in essence, all philanderers are liars, and I have to 

side with Ross Perot on this one: If a man will cheat on his wife, why 

wouldn't he cheat me? 

Imagine a truthful philanderer. 
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“Honey, I'm going to the store for some milk, but it'll probably take me 

longer than you might expect, because I'm going for a little philandery while 

I’m away from the house,” said the honest, philandering husband. 

“Well, just get home before the milk spoils, and would you mind picking up 

some eggs, too,” said the un-lied to wife, adding, “I don't know why you 

can't do some sexting like the rest of your friends. It's a lot less hassle.” 

“Sexting can catch up with you with great retribution,” said the philandering 

husband. “Just look at Anthony Weiner!” 

“Yes, but outright philandery can be very expensive,” said the un-lied to 

wife. “And by the way, take your dirty clothes with you so your girlfriend 

who does not mind sleeping with someone else's husband can do your 

laundry. Be sure she irons all your shirts. If she is going to have you, she 

can have ALL that goes with you.” 

“Sure, honey. You're a peach!” said the philandering husband as he lifted the 

dirty clothes hamper and went out the door. 

Honestly, I don't think many conversations occur like the one above. Women 

don't like to be cheated on, but then again, neither do men. I suppose some 

intellectual moral relativist will say this is an outmoded way of thinking until 

they are the ones thus philandered on, then I suspect the reaction may be a 

bit different. 

Weiner? I wish him well, just as I wish any human being well. He made his 

bed and I'm afraid he will have to lie in it, even as he has lied about it. 

A wise man once wrote, “Be content with the wife of your youth.” There are 

two wives there. There's the wife you have as a youthful person . . . you 

know the sexy, attractive, adventuresome one you married. Then, there's 

the wife you have now, the one you obtained in your youth. She may look a 

bit different than she did when you married her, but have YOU looked in the 

mirror and given yourself a close examination? The lucky men are the ones 

who have developed such a relationship with their spouse that at every 

glance, with every look, with every smile, the SEE the young girl they 

married. This is one way the Lord blesses us in marriage. What a precious 

gift He has given us! Even more precious is the fact that our wives 
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KNOW us, yet they STILL love us! I am amazed and thankful for the 

every day. 

Good luck Anthony Weiner. It's not too late for your redemption, particularly 

now that the hubris is diminished. Nothing washes off hubris like humiliation. 

And now for something completely different 

Tennessee has finished her first round of chemo, had some unpleasantness, 

is dealing with house arrest due to a low neutrophil count, but believe with 

me that her counts will return to near enough normal that she will be able to 

take round 2 on schedule. Believe WITH me, I said. Excuse her if she does 

not shake hands or seem willing to take that hug. She does not want, and 

cannot have whatever it is that you may have. What is merely a little bug for 

you can be far more serious for her. 

And Lynn is having a hard time. Her chemo has been rough on her though it 

is working its intended purpose. I am rooting for her to come through the 

most unpleasant part of this right away. I understand she has one more 

round to go. Full time nausea is a job no one  wants. The job has been 

advertised repeatedly, but no resumes have been received. 

And this . . . 

Everyone should be advised that they are not required to say anything wise, 

cheerful, or uplifting to one who is battling cancer. There is a good chance 

that when you try, you will fail miserably, perhaps sounding as convincing 

and wise as Anthony Weiner when he was claiming that his Twitter account 

was hacked. 

Here is a list of good questions 

1.    How are you, TODAY? 

2.    Are your doctors being kind to you? 

3.    When is your next treatment? 

4.    Is there anything I can do for you TODAY? 
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Other than that, the questions can run the gamut of too personal to insipid, 

and ludicrous. It is the way of humans in awkward moments. And the simple 

question, “How are you DOING?” is completely unacceptable. The asker may 

find that they like the answer even less than the patient likes the question. 

At best it is an awkward question. At worst, it sets off a serious internal 

dialog as the patient ponders just how much of that question the asker 

wants answered, and the asker should NEVER ask this questions expecting 

to hear, ”OK!” OK is rarely true, and if it is true, the asker has what the 

patient thinks is the vary annoying trait of not believing the answer. This 

questions is usually followed up with, “No, REALLY, how are you!” IF you are 

friends, and can engage I normal conversation, all the information you need 

will come out. Cancer patients have already realized that everything in life is 

not about them, and too frequently, the friends of cancer patients ask this 

question because they are working out how THEY feel about YOUR cancer 

and their own morality. While this is natural, it is sometimes tedious. 

Here's what you can ALWAYS say 

1.    You are in my thoughts! 

2.    You are in my prayers! 

3.    I'm pulling for you! 

4.    I admire your courage! 

5.    I love you! 

All the positive, Norman Vincent Peale-ish, Robert Schuller-ish, Possibility 

Thinking comments are about as useful and helpful as a dose of epsom's 

salts are on a peach-pit sized kidney stone, and sometime render just as 

much pain as the pit-sized stone. These mostly trite sayings are useless 

when someone is literally standing at the very edge of the precipice looking 

into the great void. 

Avoid things like: 

1.    Be strong 

2.    You know you can beat this 
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3.    Don't worry 

4.    Hang in there 

5.    It'll be better tomorrow 

If you REALLY want to know what to do and say, and what not to do and 

say, to a friend who is suffering with an illness, the book of JOB is there for 

you. There is no literature, ancient or modern, that is comparable to this 

book. One can spend their entire lifetime studying this book and never 

completely tap the richness it contains. If you would learn, read JOB! 

And then Dorothy clicked her heels together three times and said, “There's n 

place like home, there no place like home, there's no place like home . . .” 

Sometimes it isn't quite that simple. Would that it was. 

Lynn, my friend, I don't have any wise words for you. Though the news I 

hear is that your cancer is retreating, I know you have been ill beyond 

measure. We just want you to know that your name comes up constantly in 

our prayers, and all of us in this household and extended family are sending 

our love and best regards to you. May the Lord's peace be upon you and 

may a blissful, restful sleep overtake you tonight. Tomorrow will be here 

soon enough; think about it when it gets here. 

The same for you, Tennessee! 
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6/11/11 GOOD PATIENT or BAD PATIENT? 

Which one are you? I suppose that depends on whom one asks. 

Which one am I? Surely, there are conflicting opinions on this; I even am 
ambivalent about it myself. 

I started off as a cancer patient in the BAD PATIENT category, which may be 
where we all start off. The shock of sitting the waiting room in a cancer 
clinic, waiting for my name to be called was striking. My thoughts raced . . . 
there must be some mistake here. These people must be incompetent. 
Looking around at all the really sick people, I knew that this could not 
possible be true. Cancer is something that OTHER people get. Not me. Not 
by a long shot. 

Alas, that was not the case. Even I can get cancer.  

From that reality, to the very uncertainty of dealing with a disease for which 
there are no quick fixes, no promises, and treatments which are harsh, 
which bring with them their own set of hazards, and which offer no 
promises, I quickly reached the conclusion that the doctors don't know what 
they are talking about. After all, they spend years in medical school to hang 
their shingle on the wall and PRACTICE medicine. What if they practice 
medicine as effectively as I practice the fiddle? I don't need no stinking 
PRACTICIONER, I need an engineer . . . someone who can build the bridge 
and make it stand even during the flood. But alas . . . again, even engineers 
practice. Even engineers can't plan for every eventuality, else the engineers 
that built the Fukishima nuclear plant in Japan would have prepared for a 
magnitude 9 earthquake, or they would have discovered that the expense of 
preparing for a magnitude 9 earthquake rendered the nuclear plant 
impractically expensive. 

I have always been interested in rivers, and became even more interested in 
all the controls the US Army Corps of Engineers and the Mississippi River 
Commission have put in place to control the Mississippi River and to prevent 
river and hurricane flooding in New Orleans, which sitting right at the very 
edge of the Gulf of Mexico is BELOW sea level. A daunting task to assume 
for ones-self, one in which one is BOUND to lose, sooner or later. Later is the 
hope, but sooner is the more likely. In reading about this, it seems that the 
system of levees and pumps installed in New Orleans were designed to deal 
with a fast-moving category 3 hurricane which may occur once every 200 to 
300 years. It was not designed to deal with a slow-moving category 3, or 
even a fast-moving category 4, much less any variety of a category 5 
hurricane. The really odd thing is that they anticipated a category 3 
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hurricane as occurring only once every 200 to 300 years. When they started 
the hurricane levee protection system in 1965, New Orleans had already 
experienced Hurricane Betsy. I suppose the engineers thought, under the 
model they had prepared for themselves, that their system would not be 
tested in their lifetimes. Hurricane Katrina ruled that out. It came, the levees 
failed, and the models were all revised. The new models indicate that in the 
future, New Orleans may no longer be tenable. Instead of building billions of 
dollars of levees, dikes, floodways, etc., it may be less expensive to move 
New Orleans to the North shore of Lake Pontchartrain, and re-channel the 
Mississippi River to flow that way.  

The truth of the matter is that engineers practice, too. They deal in 
scenarios that they FORECAST, but  

they cannot know the outcomes. In this regard, their practice is much like 
that of physicians. They do what their training has told them is the correct 
thing, but they cannot know the outcome in EVERY case, since EVERY case is 
different.  In medicine, a case can even look like a typical case, and for 
some unexplained reason, the patient simply dies, leaving the doctors 
nonplussed, scratching their heads like an 8th grade junior varsity defensive 
lineman that has never read a single book from cover to cover, during his 
first attempt at writing a critical essay. New territory . . . unexplored . . . 
dangerous . . . outcome unknown. 

As Mark Twain wrote about those who would control the Mississippi River. 
“... ten thousand River Commissions, with the mines of the world at their 
back cannot tame that lawless stream, cannot curb it or confine it, cannot 

say to it, Go here, or Go there, and make it obey; cannot save a shore which 
it has sentenced; cannot bar its path with an obstruction which it will not 

tear down, dance over, and laugh at.”  

As an aside, I like the way Mark Twain's free use of prepositions at the end 
of sentences when he finds it convenient. If he can get away with it, so can 
I, you grammarians. Let's not hear another thing about it.  

Doctors try to control genetic anomalies that occur in our own bodies, which 
they call cancer. There are many different types, but many of them present 
themselves in similar manners so that they can give specific names to 
specific types of cancers. Some of them they can cure. Some of them they 
can control. Some of them they can control for a WHILE. Some of them they 
can control SOMETIMES. Some of them appear to be typical, but do not 
RESPOND to treatments in a typical manner. And some of them have a mind 
of their own, not standing for any sort of control, or responding to any 
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known treatment. This is where the practice of medicine sticks out like a 
sore thumb. 

If we are the one with the uncontrollable cancer, or if one precious and dear 
to us has the cancer, our first reaction is to vilify the doctor, who is 
obviously incompetent. Don't worry about feeling this way, some of the 
doctors are actually incompetent. But most are not. They are dealing with 
our very personal responses to our own very personal disease, which is a 
product of our very own genetics run amok. They didn't create the problem, 
our own bodies did. Our own body and its cell regeneration process has had 
an anomaly occur wherein our own bodies have become our enemy, not the 
doctor. We are still allowed to vilify the doctor. If we continue thus, we are 
placed by others in the BAD PATIENT category. If we worship the cult of 
modern medicine, and pay our due respects and honor its high priests, the 
doctors, others place us in the GOOD PATIENT category. It isn't where 
others place us that counts . . . it is where we place ourselves. 

Now that we are ill with an expensive cancer, our insurer may place us in 
the BAD PATIENT category, since we are spending too much of the plan's 
money. They'd wean us off their plan if they could, and have done so to 
many people. Once we no longer contaminate their plan but someone else's, 
our former insurance carrier now considers us a GOOD PATIENT . . . good 
that some other insurer has to worry about us. Our government has done a 
good thing by stopping the abusive practice, or at least we THINK they have 
stopped this abusive practice, we don't know yet. 

Once Obama-care is fully implemented, the IPAB board may decide that the 
costs of our treatment exceeds our ability to continue as productive tax-
paying citizens. We will then be declared BAD PATIENTS, and further care, 
other than hospice, will be denied. Once we have expired, we will then be 
considered by our government as a GOOD PATIENT, since we are no longer 
draining non-existent money from the government health care pool. IT could 
be that the unofficial motto of the IPAB board is, “The only GOOD PATIENT is 
a dead patient.” 

If being persistently argumentative but polite, questioning everything, being 
a student of the disease from which I suffer to the point that my doctor has 
to study to answer my questions means that I am a BAD PATIENT, then I 
am guilty. If being involved in my own health care to the point of listening to 
the suggestions and recommendations from my doctor then making my own 
decisions makes me a BAD PATIENT, then I am guilty. But, the hallmark of 
being a good doctor is explaining the problem, listing the alternatives in 
treatment, and then guiding the patient towards making the right decision. 
If a doctor is successful in this, then we become GOOD PATIENTS. Having 
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persuaded ourselves that we are on the best, most prudent course will 
certainly make us a better patient, if not a GOOD PATIENT. 

But even the best plans and courses of treatment contain pitfalls. We may 
find ourselves in the middle of one, rapidly going from GOOD PATIENT to 
BAD PATIENT. It is in the nature of the practice of medicine. It is in the 
nature of sickness and disease. It is in the nature of humanity, from which I 
cannot escape while I am alive.  

The important thing is the relationship of trust that we develop between 
ourselves and our physician. It is important for our physicians to get to know 
us as people rather than a case. This varies from incident to incident. It is 
impractical to try to develop a relationship with the primary care physician 
putting in a stitch or two after a clumsy accident, since we may never see 
that physician again. To him, we'd be a person while we were there, but 
soon thereafter, merely a case. But our ONCOLOGIST?? Now there's an 
opportunity to develop a relationship, and that relationship is extremely 
important. If we are in the care of a competent oncologist, who has access 
to other competent oncologists, and we have built a trusting relationship, we 
are far more apt to become and remain a GOOD PATIENT. There is no 
downside for us on this. The downside is for the physician, who developing 
personal relationships with patients who become more than mere cases, 
suffers greatly at the loss of one of these patients. Their death makes them 
a BAD PATIENT. Only BAD PATIENTS die. GOOD PATIENTS never do. 

Of course, this is far from the truth. GOOD PATIENTS die every day while 
BAD PATIENTS walk around in self-glorification of their badness. The irony of 
this is not lost on the physician, nor is the pain of this lessened. While walls 
of “professional relationship” are built to protect the physician, the good 
physician is never without the pain of this loss. Even if he chalks it up to 
simply “case closed,” it is easier said than done. This must even be harder 
for the physician who lays no claim to faith, because the real world is not 
just numbers, statistics, and cases . . . the real world is real people, with 
real pain, real suffering, real victories, real defeats, and real joy, all mingled 
together in the soup of humanity from which we all eat, patients and doctors 
alike. No one likes the taste of this soup at first, but as we get more 
experience with it, we develop a taste for it, and find that at times is can 
greatly satisfy while at others it makes us wretch. It is in those “wretched” 
times where we can find our faith if it has been otherwise lacking. It is in 
those wretched times that we can most easily change from GOOD PATIENT 
to BAD PATIENT, or the reverse, depending on the one doing the reporting. 

If you ask Gooday, he'll say that I'm a GOOD PATIENT. He may think I ask 
too many questions, but all-in-all I think he'd place me in the GOOD 
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PATIENT category, particularly since I am in a remission from the course of 
treatment he helped to develop. While Gooday knows me as a person, no 
doubt I am more of a case for him. I will not place words in his mouth here, 
because Gooday is a human, and without fail, he mourns the passing of any 
of his patients. 

If you ask Hemosapien, he may have a different opinion, and may hesitate 
to ponder a bit before he answers the question. He'd have every right to 
reflect on this before he answered. I think he might say that I started off as 
a BAD PATIENT, but I slowly came around, and now I am a GOOD PATIENT. 
He might still say that I am a BAD PATIENT with possibilities. That'd be OK 
with me if he did. I do know this, though, for a fact . . . if my cancer goes 
bad, like a potato salad left out too long at a 4th of July picnic and 
Hemosapien lost me as a patient due to my demise, it'd be painful for him, 
because I am as much of a person as a patient to him. According to the 
numbers, he will lose me one day. Maybe he'll be an old man by then. If that 
turns out to be so, then I will have been a GOOD PATIENT, and he will have 
lost a long-time friend. He is in a tough business. I do not envy him nor the 
challenges he faces every day. He stays in my prayers for his great success 
as a physician and a healer. Part of that success lies in his prudent dealing 
with his losses, for the malevolent disease he treats does not always obey, 
but has a mind, life, and seemingly a will of its own. Sometimes, it will not 
be denied. 

It is the nature of things. It is also in the nature of things that I have 
thought enough about this for today. I m still looking for that wild hog to put 
on the grill. I am seeing some signs of hog activity. Maybe I'll go a make 
sure my rifle is scoped in properly. I'd love to place a 220 grain bullet from 
my 338 Winchester Magnum right in the ear of an unsuspecting hog, from 
about 400 yards away, twice the distance of the one I shot in the left ear 
last June with the 338. There is no meat more organic than freshly killed 
wild hog. It was not fed hormones and genetically modified food crops to 
make it grow faster. It was not stressed out by being shipped to a slaughter 
house. It would have died instantly while happily being a hog, going about 
its happy hog business until its life simply ceased. Perhaps the hog is the 
lucky one. 

Nah!!! Just kidding!!!!! 

I'm just glad I am not charged with the responsibility of controlling the 
Mississippi River, or preventing New Orleans from flooding. I'd rather charge 
that wild hog with a pen-knife. Good luck, US Army Corps of Engineers; 
Good luck, Mississippi River Commission; Good Luck Gooday; and Good luck 
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Hemosapien. May you all be successful in the difficult tasks you have set for 
yourselves. I wish you all great success. 
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6/11/11 Weiner Dysfunctional: Withdraws for Treatment 

I was kind to Congressman Weiner yesterday. Now I repent of my kindness, 
after the chagrined congressman adopts the Lohan/Woods/Farve/Seeking-
Rehab-Professional-Earl-Schieb-Treatment-Plan. You know the one I mean: 
the one famous people get where they are caught in a scandal, plead mental 
illness, and go for a two seek stay at an exclusive spa and come out cured of 
their sex addiction, their alcoholism, or their heroin addiction. Unfortunately, 
the common people can't afford these, and wind up in much longer 
treatment programs, or maybe even wind up incarcerated. 

Not so with Weiner. A short leave of absence and he'll be back, as cured as 
can be. At least that's what his spokespeople say. 

“Congressman Weiner departed this morning to seek professional treatment 
to focus on becoming a better husband and a healthier person,” Weiner 
spokesperson Rias Heller said. 

“In light of that, he will request a short leave of absence from the House of 
Representatives so that he can get evaluated and map out a course of 
treatment to make himself well. Congressman Weiner takes the views of his 
colleagues very seriously and had determined that he needs this time to get 
healthy and make the best decision possible for himself, his family, and his 
constituents,” said Heller. 

I'm sure Ms. Heller gagged as she said that. She is probably thinking that 
HER career is just as finished as that of her Congressman employer, and she 
is probably not accepting any phone calls right about now. I can't say as I 
blame her. She has probably drank an entire bottle of Pepto-Bismol and is 
still retching from the hollowness of the words she uttered to the press in 
service to her employer. Bless you, Ms. Heller. 

As for Weiner taking the views of his colleagues very seriously, which ones is 
he referring to? His congressional leader, who wants him to resign? The 
Democratic National Committee chairman, who also wants him to resign? 
Other Democratic congressmen from New York, who want him to resign? Is 
it their views he is taking seriously? That statement smacks of dis-
ingenuousness to me; but that is hardly surprising. 

The Republicans need to keep a safe distance from this one. Congressman 
Weiner is a land mine about to explode. When he explodes, let him be the 
only casualty. 
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Really, now! A short leave of absence and he'll be just fine. No more 
problems. No more shame. It was a mental illness, but in two weeks, he'll be 
completely cured. It was not his fault. The Republicans were putting poison 
in his water cooler. G. Gordon Liddy was the ring leader. They were beaming 
subliminal messages into his office. He was brainwashed. He was 
brainwashed so that he hacked his own Twitter account. It wasn't his fault. 
Aliens. That's it. Aliens made him do it. 

Two weeks in a spa in Sedona, or Poughkeepsie for that matter, a little 
magic salt in the bathwater, some incense, maybe spending a night in a 
sweat lodge, some crystals placed just so in the sunlight, and he will no 
longer be a hint of his former self. It would then be unfair ever to mention 
this again, since he had an illness, which is now cured. 

Since folks (reporters who ask questions he does not want to answer) who 
annoy him are “jackasses,” we might remind him that there is no cure for 
being a “jackass.” Nor is there a cure for being stupid. And his hubris has 
not left him. It is still showing through. 

He takes a short leave of absence to seek professional help. In the 
meantime, his constituents can all eat cake! 

Weiner, in a weak moment I felt sorry for you. I repent f that. Now I feel 
sorry for your lack of repentance. You're sorry you got caught. You still think 
you are too important a person to be hobbled with such petty things. 

Hubris, I said. Hu-bris. Hew-brisssssssss! You wear it well, but just 
remember, it only wears for a while. 
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6/13/11 Congressional Gym 

Congressman Wofford-Buford stood in front of the full length mirror in the 

Congressional Gym. He decided that he looked pretty buff for a 40 year old, 

and snapped a couple of photographs of himself with his official 

Congressional smart-phone, issued to him by the House Committee on 

Member Communications. He had just finished his workout in the 

Congressional Gym, and was headed to the showers to prepare to attend a 

morning breakfast hosted by the Congressional Perquisites Caucus. He was a 

senior member of the caucus and was expected to make a presentation 

there that morning, one that would decry the hardships of serving in 

Congress. The purpose of the Congressional Perquisites Caucus, a bi-

partisan group little heard of outside the halls of the House chamber, was to 

make sure that Congressmen had all the means to necessary to pursue a 

healthy, comfortable lifestyle while enduring the hardships of public service, 

away from the comfort of their homes. 

After admiring himself in the mirror, he stepped into the shower room, 

looked at the hot tub, the steam baths, and the regular showers. Deciding 

that he did not have enough time for the hot-tub, he stepped into a shower 

stall. Immediately, and Congressional Gym Bathroom Attendant handed him 

a fresh bar of imported French-milled soap, a bottle of shampoo and 

conditioner (each labeled “For Congressional Use Only. Penalty for Private 

use $300) and laid a freshly laundered wash cloth, hand towel, and bath 

towel, all embroidered with the MC (Member of Congress) logo, exclusively 

manufactured from the finest Egyptian cotton, for the washing and drying of 

congressional bodies. These were laundered in the Congressional Laundry, 

seven blocks away in the basement of the Rayburn House Office Building, 

and delivered daily by the Congressional Laundry Delivery Service, which 

also delivered new, freshly starched shirts for the Congressman’s use. 

After finishing his shower, Congressman Wofford-Buford shaved, using the 

Official Congressional Razor, authorized, purchased and distributed by the 

Congressional Shaving Committee, along with the latest, gel type shaving 

foam. In his haste, Congressman Wofford-Buford winced as he made a slight 

cut on his chin. The Congressional Gym Bathroom Attendant noticed this 

immediately, picked up his Congressional Attendant’s Smartphone, provided 

solely for the use of those who serve the personal needs of Members of 
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Congress, and pressed *21, the rapid dial number for the Congressional 

Gym Nurse. 

“We’ve got a bleeder down here,” whispered the Congressional Gym 

Bathroom attendant into the phone.  

Before Congressman Wofford-Buford could finish wincing, the doors burst 

open and in came the Congressional Gym Nurse with a crash cart full of 

medical supplies, and a whole box of styptic pencils. 

“Are you OK, Congressman Wofford-Buford?” the nurse asked. 

“Yes, but this will need some attention, else I get a little blood on my shirt. I 

can’t have that since I am making a presentation to the House Perquisites 

Caucus this morning. I must look my best,” he said. 

“Oh, you poor thing,” said the Nurse. “Come over here and let me take care 

of it.” 

She carefully daubed his face with the styptic pencil until the minor cut 

stopped bleeding, and then she daubed it with a cotton ball, gave him a shot 

of antibiotics to prevent any infection from developing, and asked him if he 

needed anything for the pain. 

“No,” he said, “It sure hurts, but it’ll stop in a minute or two.” 

“Are you sure you don’t need anything for stress? You know I am instructed 

to advise you that the stress from an injury such as this could distract you 

during your presentation, or even later today, cause you to press the wrong 

button on your Congressional Vote Recording Machine,” said the nurse, 

dutifully adhering to the professional standards her job required in serving 

Members of Congress in the Congressional Gymnasium. 

“Well, do you have a Xanax?” asked Congressman Wofford-Buford. 

“Yes,” said the nurse. “I am authorized by the Congressional Gym Staff 

Physician to give you two in this particular situation.” The Congressman 

smiled, took his two Xanax, and admired the nurse’s physique as she rolled 

the crash cart out the door and went back to her office.  
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Peering into the mirror, and satisfied with what he saw, the Congressman 

snapped a couple more photos, telling himself that these might come in 

handy later. He then selected one of about two dozen bottles of colognes 

and after-shaves, putting on his favorite. He recalled that many of the senior 

members liked Old Spice, Aqua Velva, and many of the old-time, out of 

fashion after-shaves. He preferred one of the new, expensive designer 

fragrances. Each bottle, furnished under a competitive bid to a small or 

minority business set-aside bid contract, of which the winning bidder was 

the Congressional Toiletries Company, Inc., of Bethesda, Maryland, was 

labeled “For Congressional Use Only. Penalty for private use $300.00.” He 

thought that this was funny as he read this. He had many of these bottles at 

his Washington apartment, and laughed to himself that he would try to 

collect the $300 penalty the next time he suspected a guest might have 

used some of the congressionally furnished cologne in an unauthorized 

manner. 

He looked around for the shirt cart. Immediately, the Congressional Shirt 

Fitter was at his side with a 15 ½ -34 shirt. The Congressional Shirt Fitter 

knew exactly what size the Congressman wore. It would have been a 

professional embarrassment for the Congressional Shirt Fitter to have failed 

to remember this. The shirt was a white pinpoint oxford, button down collar, 

again made from the finest 100% heavyweight Egyptian cotton, with the 

House Logo embroidered on the pocket, and “MC” embroidered on the 

sleeve. The Congressional Shirt Fitter helped the congressman put on the 

shirt, rolled the French cuffs back, and fastened them with the special “MC” 

cufflinks. If any person other than a congressman was caught wearing the 

“MC” cufflinks, it was a federal crime, a felony in fact, punishable by one 

year in jail and a $1,000 fine. If the unauthorized person made a phone call 

while wearing the cufflinks, he could also be charged with wire fraud. If the 

person looked at a sale paper distributed through the mails, he could also be 

charged with mail fraud. The combination of all three of these offenses could 

land one in jail for life, particularly when being charged with all three crimes 

could result in a conspiracy charge tacked on. It was serious business to 

mess with the congressional cuff links. The congressional Shirt Fitter had to 

keep them under lock and key. Every evening, they were deposited in the 

Congressional Cuff-Link Safe in the head office of the Capitol Police for safe-

keeping. Funny, though, each member of Congress had hundreds of these at 

home. For security purposes, these were never re-used. In the old days, 
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these were 10K gold, but in these modern, austere times, they were merely 

silver, overlaid with heavy gold electro-plating, with the “MC” in gold electro-

plate set inside an Onyx field. Recently, one of the new congressmen had 

introduced a bill that would to do away with the onyx, substituting plastic, 

but the vote failed to get out of committee, the prevailing argument being 

that the substitution of plastic was beneath the dignity of the House of 

Representatives of the United States of America, which had already suffered 

enough of an indignity by being forced to wear gold-plate. 

The Congressman had failed to bring a tie with his suit that morning. While 

the Congressional Shirt Fitters do not furnish ties, they have a wide selection 

the congressmen can borrow. These were the latest fashion, silk ties. They 

were also furnished under a competitive bid to a small or minority business 

set-aside bid contract, of which winning bidder was the Congressional 

Toiletries Company, Inc., of Bethesda, Maryland. The label on the back of 

each tie said “For Congressional Use Only. Penalty for private use $300.00.” 

To the Congressional Shirt Fitter’s memory, not a single one of these 

borrowed ties had ever been returned. The Congressional Shirt Fitter hoped 

that these ties were no longer in the possession of former members of 

congress, who may be charged with very serious crimes if they were caught 

wearing one. The Congressional Shirt Fitter did not know that the 101st 

congress had attached an amendment to a military spending bill which 

allowed former members of congress to retain and use any such labeled 

items, and further authorized them to allow members of their extended 

families, or friends, to receive such items as gifts for their own use, though it 

specifically excluded selling such items on Ebay, or engaging in any 

commerce with such items. Many members of congress objected to these 

restrictions, but once the press got hold of the story, the amendment passed 

without debate of objection. 

The Congressional Shirt Fitter tied Congressman Wofford-Buford’s tie with a 

perfect double Windsor, helped him tuck the shirt into his trousers with an 

application of Stay-Tuck, also furnished under a competitive bid to a small or 

minority business set-aside bid contract, of which winning bidder was the 

Congressional Toiletries Company, Inc., of Bethesda, Maryland. This product 

was like Firm-Grip used by wide receivers in professional football, and made 

the shirt-tail stay tucked in all day. Congressmen could not go around being 
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seen tugging at their clothes, there were too many cameras around. Then 

the Congressman was ready for the Congressional Shoe-Shine Boy. 

The Congressional Shoe-Shine Boy was a coveted job, of longstanding and 

great prestige in the House of Representatives. At one time it was a page-

like job, but later came to be a professional job, whose members were 

represented by the Congressional Shoe-Shine Boy Local #1, as affiliated 

with the Service Employees International Union in Fairfax, Virginia. It is 

rumored that Andy Stern, himself, was once a Congressional Shoe-Shine 

Boy in the page days, but this rumor has not been confirmed.  

The Congressional Shoe Shine Boys pick up the shoes at the Congressman’s 

home in the evening, and have them ready each morning, with a midnight 

shift that does the bulk of the shining, though there are at least a dozen on 

duty during each day congress is in session. At any time, a congressman 

may call for a shoe-shine, or for a different pair of freshly shined shoes, 

which will be delivered to his exact location within 20 minutes if in the 

greater Washington area. It may take slightly longer if the congressman is 

out of the country; but it is no matter. . . the shine will be delivered. When 

congress is our of session, the Congressional Shoe Shine Boys have free use 

of the Congressional Gym, the Congressional Swimming Pool, and the 

Congressional Golf Course. The Congressional Shoe Shine Boys also keep up 

the official stash of Congressional Cigars, all authentic Cubans. These are 

kept in a humidor in the clubroom of the Congressional Gym, at precisely 70 

degrees and 70% relative humidity. Though is it illegal to smoke in any 

government building, Congressmen are exempt from these rules in the 

Congressional Gym Clubhouse. Congressman Wofford-Buford helped himself 

to a half-dozen of the fine Cubans. He would smoke them later. Each cigar 

had the legend “For Congressional Use Only. Penalty for Private Use $300.” 

Due to a clever loophole intentionally provided by Congress, any person 

could smoke one, whether a member of congress or not, provided it was 

given to the person by a congressman and LIT in the presence of the 

congressman. It could be smoked after the congressman had departed just 

as long as the smoking of it had begun in the congressman’s presence.  

As the Congressman Wofford-Buford caught one last glimpse of himself in 

the mirror, he had a fleeting thought of how grateful he was not to be one of 

the "Little People."  
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And you think I’m kidding? Well, maybe a bit. But those congressmen bear 

watching. Soon, they’ll consider themselves the “ruling class,” and we can 

eat cake for all they’ll care. 
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6/15/11 Personal Tragedies: Some averted, Some Met 
Head On; an overdose of LIVIDITY 

I heard the worst news item today. It seems that three children were 
rescued from total squalor in Jackson, Mississippi, being found locked in a 
closet, in a locked and shut up house. Though the power was on, there was 
no air conditioning running, and the oldest child told police that their mother 
had told them that she would return in two weeks. The children were found 
with no food, in their own refuse, and the mother has been charged with 
criminal child neglect. She is not worthy of her children. She is not worthy of 
an alley cat; in fact, she may BE an alley cat. Her children are now in the 
protective custody of the State of Mississippi and are at the University 
Medical Center in Jackson for observation and social worker evaluation. I’m 
just glad we are not reading their obituaries. What was their mother 
THINKING? Was she THINKING at all? What DRUGS led her to think in this 
manner? Hopefully it was drugs, and that she was not so cold and callous as 
to leave her children locked up so while thinking rationally. The three 
children were 6, 4 and 1 year old. The mother should be neutered, 
PROMPTLY, so that she never brings another child into this world. I am livid 
about this. 

But today, I am livid about a lot of things. I am livid that others go through 
so much pain and suffering from cancer only to be abandoned during this 
time by those who have vowed to love them for richer or poorer, in sickness 
and in health. I am livid that there are those who do not take those vows 
seriously. I am livid about what marriage has become. I am livid about those 
who take wedding vows while simultaneously thinking that they can always 
get a divorce if things don’t work out. I am livid about philandering 
husbands. I am livid about philandering wives. I am livid about their 
glorification on TV shows, and that we are taught to treat sex so casually, 
and our children are made to think they are inadequate if they are not 
having at least a half-dozen casual sexual encounters weekly. I am livid 
about the fact that we no longer teach our children that sex is not something 
to be casual about. It is serious business. It is a sacred, precious business. 

I am livid that in America, we glorify philandery, but if one is actually caught 
philandering, or even attempting philandery we hold them out to be 
monsters. Anthony Weiner is no monster. He is the product of modern 
America. He is its offspring. He is what we deserve. He is no worse than 
“The Bridges of Madison County.”  

I am livid with the modern pop psychology that teaches us that we should 
seek our own personal self-fulfillment, regardless of any duty we may have 
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to shirk to have to do so. Duty is so old-fashioned. Duty is the product of the 
times when things were not relative, and relativism is our modern religion; it 
is the altar at which we bow down and serve.  

I am livid that a dozen people were filming an aggravated assault with their 
cell phones while not a single one intervened to stop a man from being 
beaten. I am livid that firemen, policemen, and emergency medical 
personnel in California allowed a man in distress to drown because they 
were not trained in water rescue and were waiting for permission from their 
bosses to go into neck deep water as the man drowned. Someone finally 
went in to recover his body. 

Where is Lenny Scutnik when you need him? Remember Lenny. Many years 
ago when a plane crashed into the icy waters of the Potomac River in 
Washington shortly after a takeoff from (then) National Airport, Lenny was 
the man who jumped into the icy water to rescue a drowning passenger who 
survived the crash, but most likely would not have survived the icy water. 
Thank goodness that back then, Lenny did not have a cell phone to use to 
call someone to ask permission to save the woman’s life. He just did what 
felt like he had to do. The woman survived, thanks to Lenny. 

I am livid that the more money we spend on schools, the worse our students 
seem to do in standardized testing. The educators, who resist being tested 
themselves, also resist the testing of their students, telling us that because 
some do not do well on tests, we have to lower the standards of the tests, 
and lower the expectations we have of our students, so that they will fare 
better on the tests, thus becoming successful, knowledgeable students 
because we officially expect less from them. More money. All that is needed 
is more money, yet the more money we spend, the worse the outcome. 
Please, oh please, don’t tell me that a 50 year old building is the cause of 
junior high school students not doing well, when people pay premiums to 
send the children to universities with 200 year old buildings. It seems that in 
university educations, the older the buildings, the better the education; yet 
in elementary and secondary schools, only NEW schools can turn out good 
students. I am livid with this. I am livid with those who tell me this. I am 
livid with those teachers who are part of a union that fights for their tenure, 
but also fights any attempt to evaluate and replace teachers who are unable 
to teach. More money means more curricula developed by more educators, 
more curricula containing modern philosophical/psychological modern pop 
self-help feel good about yourself, outcome based education, when what 
kids REALLY need is fewer distractions and more BOOKS!!!!!! 

I am livid that health care costs what it costs, and that the entire system of 
insurance, procedure codes, PPO discounts, insurance assignments, and 
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everything else about modern medical care, is all premised on the fact that 
OTHERS are spending OTHER people’s money. No wonder it’s expensive. 
Who’s minding the store? Since when do third parties spend other people’s 
money wisely? 

I am livid that even the nuclear plants we have are soon to come off line 
forever, and power companies would not dare to try and build a new nuclear 
plant, nor can they even build new coal plants, and they spend an 
increasingly amount of time dealing with difficult reporting requirements of 
Federal and State environmental boards. What do we plan to replace the lost 
electrical generating capacity with? Who wants their lights to go out? Who 
will step up and be the first to say, “Go ahead, cut my power off first!” Does 
anyone out there know what an incredibly difficult job it is to make sure that 
when you flip a switch the lights come on? Does anyone know all the 
thousands of things that must simultaneously and reliably occur to make this 
happen? Certainly no one in government, and no one in academia except 
engineers, and they are considered by REAL academia as merely 
technicians, not true intellectuals. 

I am livid with the true intellectuals who have bumper stickers on their cars 
that say, “My Other Car Is a Bicycle?” Where is that bicycle? Why am I 
seeing that bumper sticker on the bumper of a car and not the bicycle itself? 
I want to get a bumper sticker that says, “My Other Car is a Large Four-
Wheel Drive Pickup Truck Just Like This One! I Have a Bicycle in the Back of 
This Large Four-Wheel Drive Pickup Truck for Those Who Have Bumper 
Stickers that Says ‘My Other Car is a Bicycle!’” I am livid that for some 
reason, they think they are superior to me. That they are making a 
contribution to the world’s future, but I am an evil polluter. They don’t even 
know what I do . . . but I am one of the guys that help keep their lights on. 

It’s amazing that when you are working on powerlines, and something goes 
wrong and you knock the power out accidentally, the Birkenstock wearing, 
unshaven, unmakeupped, militant vegan, PETA member, undeodorized, and 
naturally unmarried women that have bicycles but don’t ride them are the 
first ones out of the building griping that the air conditioning is not working. 
Without deodorant, it does not take long for them to develop a taint that 
makes them unacceptable to each other; they were long unacceptable to 
those outside their immediately self-sustaining circle. No wonder they aren’t 
married. They are only attractive to the herds of CATS they keep in their air 
conditioned homes, the ones with the flat-tired CHINESE bicycles parked in 
the garage. I am livid about these women. 

I had a bunch of kittens given to me once. I used them for bait while deep-
sea fishing. It makes some people livid when I tell them that, but I was in 
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international waters, so no laws were being broken. What makes me livid is 
that when I finally got a strike from a big mako shark using my last kitten, I 
failed to land it. It was so big it broke my line. That shark got away with my 
last kitten. I was livid I tell you. 

I don’t like whaling or whalers, but that TV show “Whale Wars” makes me 
Livid. They are lucky they don’t get killed. If I were the captain of a whaling 
ship in international waters, I’d be livid about someone attacking my ship, 
and would probably sink the culprits, declaring them to be pirates. If there 
were whaling in the Arabian Sea off the coast of Somalia, I doubt you’d see 
those folks out there interfering with the whalers. They’d think it was too 
dangerous. They’d be livid when Somali pirates dared to board their ship. 
They’d be livid being held for ransom. They’d be livid about being lined up to 
be shot in the heads by those Somali pirates. They’d be livid about having 
their rights violated. They’d be calling up the US Navy to get them to come 
to the rescue, but would be livid if the Navy failed to get there soon enough. 

Leaking faucets make me livid. You can’t fix one anymore. They don’t have 
washers, they all use fancy o-rings and valve stems that look like they came 
off the space shuttle. You can replace parts until a new litter of bait-cats is 
born, and not stop the leak. You wind up replacing the faucet. The one you 
took out is a MOEN with a lifetime warranty. You send it back to Moen, and 
they demand to see the receipt where you bought it. Now I am ready for 
them . . . I HAVE the receipt, but guess what. Those stinking big box store 
print their receipts on thermal paper, and after a few weeks, the printing on 
the receipts is invisible. Knowing this, I made a photocopy of the original 
receipt before I filed it. I sent Moen the photocopy of the receipt. They said 
the photocopy was unacceptable; they had to have the original receipt, so I 
sent them the invisible one. Of course, that was unacceptable, too, so I 
asked them a rational question: Since your faucet has a lifetime warranty, 
why is the purchase date of any consequence? They said it wasn’t, but that I 
had to provide the original receipt to prove that I was the original purchaser. 
Naturally, I was livid about this, but do you think they cared? They had 
achieved what they wanted . . . to give the appearance that I had a lifetime 
warranted faucet, but no possible way to prove it. In spite of all my 
pleading, rationalization, cajoling, shaming, and berating, they declined to 
do anything without that original receipt. Of course they HAD the original 
receipt, but it was printed with disappearing ink. I am livid that the faucet 
could not be fixed after repeated attempts. I am livid that I had to buy a 
new faucet which was manufactured in China. It also has a lifetime 
warranty, I just have to fill out the complicated international shipping 
documents and send it back to China along with the original receipt, and if 
they determine it is defective, pay the shipping cost of $116.95 both ways to 
get my $69.00 faucet replaced. I am livid about that. I am also livid that I 
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would have to pay an additional duty to the United States of America to 
claim my new faucet. 

Since the world is now a throw-away society, and it is no longer 
economically feasible to REPAIR anything, I’ll just get me a new Chinese 
faucet what this one starts leaking in another month or two and be money 
ahead, but I am livid about the whole throw-away society. I know for a fact 
that a Weed-Eater Brand engine is designed to last a total of 25 hours of 
running time. Major components will begin to fail after that, because it is not 
DESIGNED to last longer than that. Since the average person may spend no 
more that 30 minutes a week using his weed-eater, for 24 weeks out of the 
year, that is 12 hours of running time. That gives the owner basically two 
years. Ironically, they also give you a two year warranty. The truth of the 
matter is that if it runs for the first hour without any trouble, it’ll run the two 
years, most of the time, without any trouble. Your warranty runs out when 
the designed life of the product expires. You throw it away and get a new 
one. The new one will cost about the same as getting the old one repaired. 
This makes me livid! 

Cars last a lot longer than they used to, but VISUAL obsolescence makes 
them undesirable after a few years. This makes me livid. Remember Volvo 
244’s? They looked the same for years and years. A well maintained old one 
looked just like a new one, and they were indestructible. They could be 
repaired, and were very reliable and relatively easy to work on. They are 
gone, and that makes me livid. Now you look under the hood of a car, and 
you can’t even see the engine. There is nothing you can do to the engine 
without a computer to hook it up to. IT may as well say, like old TVs, “No 
User Serviceable Parts Inside!” This makes me livid. 

What does NOT make me livid? Today . . . nothing. I am lost in a world of 
lividity that will not fade until the glow of morning begins to show itself. As 
the day passes, my lividity will increase. Hopefully it will not increase 
exponentially as I get deeper into the day, just a steady curve, a smooth 
slope of lividity. At least until I stop to buy diesel for my large four-wheel 
drive pickup truck, then the curve will arc upwards by triple of the amount I 
will have to shell out for the fuel. If I’m lucky, I won’t be at the pump when 
the lady with the bicycle bumper sticker also goes to get fueled up. If I’m 
really lucky, she won’t complain to me about the cost of fuel; That way, we’ll 
both just be livid about the cost of fuel . . . she won’t have to be livid about 
the livid man who for some unknown reason told her to shut up and ride her 
bike! 

LIVIDITY, the modern drug for those who despise incompetence in others! 
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Ask your doctor if Lividity is right for you. Lividity has been shown to 

cause an increase in hypertension in some users. If you have a history 
of or are on medication for Hypertension, be sure to discuss this with 

your doctor. Tests have shown that some patients display aggressive 
behavior while taking Lividity. If you notice unusual aggression, stop 

taking Lividity until you consult with your doctor. Never take Lividity 
while driving in big city traffic, or if you are operating heavy machinery 

near idiots. Taking an anti-anxiety medication while on Lividity may 
cause unwanted side effects, like spontaneous combustion. Use alcohol 

with caution while taking Lividity. Never take Lividity while also taking 
anabolic steroids or other performance enhancing drugs. Do take 

Lividity while planning to attend functions or events where it is 
expected for you to remain silent or behave rationally, like PTA 

meetings, School Board meetings, or while attending Opera, Ballet, or 

Broadway musicals at your spouse’s request. Do not use any type of 
firearm while taking Lividity. Lividity has been shown to cause a 

reduction in marital relations when used improperly. Only use Lividity 
when in the presence those who think YOU are the idiot. 
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6/14/11 Facing Life’s Dilemmas 

A dilemma is when we face two things about which we have to decide, 
neither of them particularly good. We have these all the time.  

What, then, do we call it if we more than two bad choices? A trilemma? A 
quadrilimma? A mulitirealimma? And what if the multiple things are not 
merely bad, but malevolent, evil, morbid things: All of them things which 
can have only tragic outcomes, might we call it a panevilimma? When faced 
with this, how can humans cling to hope, and even JOY? It is a mystery of 
human experience. 

I love my dentist. I love all of the people who work in his office. I love to 
visit there, whether a routine visit or because I am needing major dental 
work, since I love popcorn, and dentists love patients who eat lots of 
popcorn. My dentist is a fine man and a friend. Everyone should have a 
relationship with their dentist like I have with mine. If ever there was a man 
that Jesus rescued from the despair of addiction, depression and self-
destruction, it is my friend and dentist, Dan Fulton. He will not mind me 
using his name here. If Dan felt like the sharing of his story of the victory 
that lies in turning your life over to Christ would lead just ONE person to the 
point of repentance and restoration, he would let it be posted from every 
billboard. Did I also mention that Dan is a good DENTIST? Not only that, Dan 
is an early riser, like me. It is the only place I know of where you can get a 
dental appointment at 6:30 in the morning. Hallelujah! One more thing to 
like about Brother Dr. Dan. 

Due to my experiences with leukemia, the diagnosis part, the watching and 
waiting, the failure of watching and waiting, and finally the chemo treatment 
and recovery, I had become neglectful of my dental appointments. All I had 
to do was make one phone call, or stop by his office which I pass several 
times each week, stick my head in the door and say, “Give me the next early 
appointment.” I probably could have had one the next day at 6:30. I also 
could have just shown up and they would have worked me in, such is my 
relationship with Dr. Dan, but for some reason, the longer I waited, the 
harder it got to make that appointment. 

Dan is a Gideon. He works hard for the Gideons, and fervently believes in 
their mission of distributing bibles to anyplace and anyone that is willing to 
receive them. Last Sunday was Gideon Sunday. Dan usually comes to our 
church to speak on behalf of the Gideons. Guess who showed up in my 
Sunday school class? My friend, Dr. Dan. The first thing I did was repent 
over my laxity concerning my teeth, and after a mild rebuke, he quickly 
forgave me with a smile. Yesterday morning, I was received a call from his 
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office wanting to set up an appointment for me. I was there at 6:30 this 
morning. 

By 7:00AM, one of Dan’s delightful dental hygienists was in the process of x-
raying my teeth. I was enduring a much needed rebuke from her about the 
more than two year lapse since I had been there to have my teeth cleaned. I 
needed that rebuke: it was sincere, milder than it should have been, and 
offered out of the same sincere love and concern that comes from everyone 
connected with Dr. Dan. After she had given me my rebuke, forgiven me, 
then started to carry on with the x-raying of my teeth, I told her that the 
reason for my tardiness was that I had been distracted dealing with 
leukemia and chemotherapy. It was a bombshell. You could have heard a pin 
drop in that office after I said that. 

Now, DeKalb, Mississippi, is a small, small town. It has all the wonderful 
charm of a small, small, town, in that there are no real secrets. Everyone 
knows everyone else’s business . . . but nobody in that office knew that I 
had been dealing with leukemia. Suddenly, I was required to tell the whole 
story. After the telling, and the sighs of relief that I was in remission and 
doing fine, the dental hygienist, a vibrant young woman, the mother of two 
young children, a full time worker, active in her church, and an athlete (a 
runner) tearfully told me that she was sorry to hear that I had this disease, 
and sorry that she had gotten on to me for being so tardy in my visits. She 
said she could completely understand, after all, since I had been dealing 
with cancer. She said that she was sorry for having felt sorry for herself 
since all she was having to deal with was MS (multiple sclerosis). That’s 
when my jaw dropped. We never know what someone else’s life is like until 
we take time to share with each other as human beings.  

I stopped her, and pushed her back a bit so I could look at her since she had 
removed my glasses and I couldn’t see anything anyway. Then I pulled her 
closer to me, and patted her on the back.  

“I’m sorry to hear that you have MS,” I said, ashamed of myself for not 
having known this, perhaps just as ashamed as she was at not knowing 
about my leukemia. “I know that MS is no little thing.” 

“Well, it’s not really bad,” she said. 

“You mean that it’s not really bad RIGHT NOW,” I said back, then fired off a 
barrage of questions. “Is it active? Is it progressing? Are you responding to 
treatment? If it is not progressing, how long has it lain dormant? Blah, blah, 
blah!” 
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“I am doing pretty good right now,” she said. “I take INTERFERON shots 
every other day, and I get really tired in the evenings. The more tired I am 
the more the symptoms show. It’s been pretty dormant lately, though.” 

“What wife and mother of two with a full time job DOESN’T get tired in the 
evenings? Up early in the mornings, get kids ready for school, get yourself 
ready for work, work all day, rush home, ball games to go to, homework to 
be done, food to be prepared, clothes and little bodies that all need to be 
washed, a husband that needs attention, then maybe some urgently needed 
sleep! There are women without MS that know that tiredness!” I said. “It 
must be double tough on you!” 

“Not really,” she said, “When you think of some of the things that other 
people are going through, it makes my troubles seem insignificant.” 

Then we both shed a tear, comforted each other in the joy of thankfulness 
for what we HAD, and each being a little more complete, a little less 
discomfited, and a little more joyful than we had been just moments before. 
She started back to work on my teeth. Before she did I stopped her again. I 
said, “There is a young mother of two in Minneapolis, a free-lance writer for 
several publications there. She is a regular reader of my blog . . .” She was 
waiting for the connection during my pause.  

“She also has MS,” I said. 

“I’m sorry to hear that. I know just how she must feel, dealing with MS and 
a family to watch over,” she told me. 

“Not quite,” I said. She was waiting for the rest, but she was unprepared for 
what she got next. 

“She also has the same kind of leukemia that I have,” I said. 

There were more tears. There were prayers. There were supplications made 
to Almighty God on behalf of people at least half of us there didn’t even 
know existed. We were mindful that the shoes that others wear may be very 
uncomfortable on our own feet. We were thankful for the shoes we had, and 
prayed for the healing, wholeness, strength, courage, perseverance and 
victory of those we knew, and those we did not know whose circumstances 
were far more difficult than ours. We mourned the fact that this existed. We 
felt powerless that we were unable to do anything about it but pray, but 
pray we did. [RD, you have been prayed for this very day by people you 
don’t even know, and their prayers were heard in high places!] 
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After my visit to the dentist, I headed North to Oxford to take care of some 
business. On the way there, I had to stop and mourn a bit over an e-mail 
response to an inquiry I made to a friend the other day concerning their own 
battle with cancer. It lead to more serious prayer. This is a friend who is 
dealing with multiple cancers, and a host of other personal problems that are 
difficult when one is healthy, and exponentially worse when dealing with 
more than one type of cancer, debilitating chemotherapy, and radiation 
therapy. 

Part of the message: 

I have a lot of friends and family support. They all brag on how strong 

I am, but you know, Chris, sometimes you’re just not strong and you 
just don’t wanna be. Thanks for your concern. It’s hard to explain 

unless you’ve been there. 

Sometimes we just want to cower in a dark corner and weep. Sometimes we 
just want it to end. Sometimes we don’t know WHAT we want, but we know 
that what we HAVE isn’t it. I promised this friend no trite words. No, “Hang 
in there!” No, “You’re gonna make it!” No, “It’ll be all right!” No, “When the 
going gets tough, the tough get going!” I promised but I failed. 

I said this: 

No trite words . . . just a continuing prayer for the Lord’s grace, 
mercy, and peace to be upon you. You can be as strong as you can be 

when you can, and trust HIM to be strong when you can’t be. That’s all 
any of us can do, anyway. Some people are fortunate to live their 

entire lives with the illusion that they are in control. The more 
fortunate ones recognize that this is just an illusion, and through 

adversity become introduced to themselves in a remarkably clarifying 
way. The REALLY lucky ones are the ones who like what they see after 

they have learned to view themselves and others as the LORD sees 
them; but this view does not come easy, only from the far side of 

much adversity. I have read the Book of Job a hundred times since I 
became ill. Read it, then read again, then read the last verse over and 

over! Let it become your mantra! 

I hope that wasn’t trite. It seems to me to be a rather harsh exhortation. 
There is reality in it. I can’t declare that there is wisdom in it, but there is 
experience in it. There is truth. Job faced a tough time. He was accused over 
and over by well meaning, intelligent friends that there must be some secret 
sin in his life that was the cause of his troubles. Job denied it. He continually 
denied it. He denied it in spite of repeated accusations. Job was right in 
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denying it, because in the first chapter, God calls Job, “an upright and 
righteous man in all his ways!” The list of people God has said this about is 
very short. I can only think of three, and one of them is only a possibility: 
Enoch (a possibility), Job (bona-fide), and Jesus. One could argue for the 
possibility that Elijah could be included in this list, since Enoch and Elijah 
seem to have met with the same fate. It is also arguable that the obscure, 
mysterious Melchizedek could be on the list, but Elijah, Enoch, and 
Melchizedek would make the list by speculation, though they all three had 
very special relationships with God. So did Abraham, Noah, Adam, and 
Moses . . . but God never said they were upright and righteous in all their 
ways. God did say that King David was a man after His own heart, but that 
was because David RECOGNIZED his own failings and always repented, 
asking God for his mercy. 

If we think of what is recorded of the lives of Moses, Adam, Abraham, David, 
and others, perhaps having God think that we are upright and righteous in 
all our ways is not a good thing, if the tribulations of Job are the result. But 
the lesson of Job is not that sin is the cause of the suffering of some, or the 
righteousness, or a false sense thereof, is the cause of human suffering, 
because Job’s righteousness was not false, since God recognized it. When 
the rain falls, it falls on the fields of the righteous man as well as the 
unrighteous man. When the drought comes, the fields of the righteous man 
burn up along with the fields of the unrighteous man. Our weak, sorry 
human explanation: Things just happen . . . good things . . . and bad things 
. . . and things completely benign. 

The promise we have in the scriptures is this: All things work for the 
good of those who love the Lord and are called according to His 
purpose. 

We must take this at face value, and know that the Lord can use us in 
whatever circumstances we are in for His own purposes, and through that, 
help us overcome challenges that seem insurmountable. It is when we learn 
to make His purpose our purpose that we prosper through any trial.  

I am back now to the prophet Dylan. YOU’VE GOT TO SERVE SOMEBODY!  

Now I am on to the prophet Joshua: Choose this day whom you will serve. 

As for me and my house, we will serve the LORD! 

It is easy for me to sit here and write this, supposing that my eloquence, wit 
and wisdom will enable someone to achieve a great victory in their very 
personally heartbreaking affairs. But I know better than that. I write what I 
write, and people face what they face, but the truth is that we are all in this 
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together, no matter how alone we may seem to be. Every man’s pain is my 
pain, if not at this moment then soon enough, because there is no malady 
that can afflict mankind from which I am immune, since I am a part of 
mankind. I am not above it. I am not beneath it. I am in the midst of it. So 
are you. So is everyone. There is a horror in that revelation. There is also 
great comfort for those who would find it. 

Sort of makes the tribulations of Anthony Weiner seem less than urgent, 
doesn’t it? But it would not be wise for me to wish pain on him. I wish him 
healing. I wish him wholeness. I wish him health and prosperity. I just think 
he can find that at home in New York. He doesn’t have to be in Washington 
to find it. In fact, what he found in Washington, which he seems reluctant to 
relinquish, something he thought would serve him, has made him its 
servant. He has become a servant of the power that he wished to wield. It 
happens to many in proximity to power. It is in the nature of power and 
those who would be its master. The master has become the servant. This is 
never what we intended. We serve the very thing we sought to serve us: 
after all, we all have to serve SOMEBODY. 

Many people are struggling to hang on to their very lives. Anthony Weiner is 
struggling to hang on to his House seat. Seems anti-climactic, doesn’t it? 
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6/18/11 Waivers put on Waivers . . . JUST KIDDING! 

The Waivers have been waived. Or at least that's what the administration is telling 

us. But that's not true. What they meant to tell us, is that they're not granting any 

NEW waivers after September 22. If you're an insurer or group policy and want a 

waiver from the portion of the PPACA that requires you to raise your minimum 

annual limits you better get your application in before September 22. If you have 

an existing waiver, instead of re-applying annually and having your annual 

application reviewed, you just file one simple form and your waiver will be good 

until the close of 2013, when ALL of ObamaCare comes into effect, or that part of it 

which is left after congress gets through with it, which I don't think will be much, or 

such part as is not allowed by future, unforeseen waivers which the administration 

may choose through some planned loophole or Executive Order to allow for political 

expediency.  

So, the hope of having my annual limit raised before 2014 is out. My plan, my 

wonderful plan, is no doubt working on their simple “Waiver Extension” form as I 

write this. It is probably already in the mail, simultaneously with a notice to me 

that, “Regrets, but your plan has succeeded again in getting you waived.” 

Thanks, President Obama, for your courage, like so many other politicians, which is 

demonstrated by your penchant for supporting legislation which does not come into 

effect while you are sitting and eligible for reelection; legislation which, in effect, 

does nothing. What a nut-less group of legislators we have, states included! Nut-

less-ness is how state employee pensions got out of hand: saying yes to benefit 

programs that OTHERS will be left to pay for years later in exchange for immediate 

political benefit. Nut-less-ness is how the Federal Government's expenditures got 

out of hand.  

Of course, I suppose Nancy Pelosi, Dianne Feinstein, Barbara Boxer, Michelle 

Bachman, and other legislators are nut-less by nature, but you know what I mean. 

Gut-less would be as effective and less offensive, but I meant to be offensive, so 

I'm staying with nut-less. 

When it's all said and done, the President's hallmark piece of legislation, the one 

that was to bear his name for the rest of the life of this nation, will be an asterisk 

and a footnote in history, except, perhaps, for some future book a political scientist 

may write that may perhaps be entitled THE HISTORY OF USELESS AND FAILED 

LEGISLATION IN AMERICA; the PPACA will, no doubt, take up most of the book. It 

will be the thing that President Obama is remembered FOR. What a shame that a 

woefully inexperienced, 1/3 term junior Senator from Illinois that got himself 

elected President (mostly due to the ineffectiveness of the Republicans to field a 
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decent candidate) will be held in history as memorable and effective as James 

Buchanan, Millard Fillmore, or even Chester Arthur. 

The President will not be remembered as the man who got Bin laden. The UNITED 

STATES NAVY SEALS will be remembered as the ones who got Bin Laden. We had a 

Navy and the Seals before we had this president. We will still have them (or what's 

LEFT of them) after the memory of this presidency has become as distinguishable 

as Jimmy Carter's. 

I'm thinking of calling Plan Admin up and making sure. You remember Plan. He's 

the guy in charge of my group insurance plan. 

“I'd like to speak to Plan please, about my insurance coverage,” I might say to the 

receptionist answering the phone. 

She might say, “I'm sorry, sir, but plan is out of the office for the week. He will not 

return until Monday. He is in Washington at the UNION PLAN WAIVER RENEWAL 

CELEBRATION being hosted this week at the White House by the President and 

Secretary Sebelius.” 

“I suppose the PLAN is paying for his travel expenses to this 'celebration'?” I might 

ask. 

“Oh, yes sir! It's PLAN business he is attending to, so naturally, the plan pays his 

expenses,” she might tell me back. 

 “I suppose the PLAN could afford this travel because of the waiver extension,” I 

might suppose out loud to her. 

“I wouldn't know about that, sir,” she might say back. 

“Then tell me what you DO know about, young lady,” I might jibe at her. 

“I know it's my job to answer the phone,” she might say, getting reasonably a little 

defensive, “That's all I do is answer the phone.”  

“And after you answer the phone, what do you do?” I might ask. 

“I get Plan on the phone, or I take a message for him. I'm not authorized to answer 

any questions or anything,” she might say. 

“So in you're job you're the human equivalent of a voice-mail box,” I might say. 

“How did you come to get this job?” 
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“I put in my applications along with 3,627 others, and was fortunate to be 

selected,” She might tell me. 

“Lucky you!” I might say. “There was a lot of competition for that job.” 

“Yes sir, but it sure doesn't hurt when the union business manager is your daddy,” 

she most likely would tell me. 

“Well, here's a message for Plan, if you don't mind,” I might say. 

“Of course, sir,” she would no doubt say 

back. 

“Tell him I said I hope he has good time.” 

TWO MORE THINGS - - 

Goodbye, and good luck, Anthony 

Weiner. The public at large was 

entertained greatly, but at your expense. 

Hubris is a dangerous addiction. Best 

wishes in your new job! Maybe you'll keep 

your mouth shut and your pants on! 

AND - - 

Isn't getting away from union domination WHY corporations build plants in right-to-

work states in the first place? Cheers for Boeing. Build your plant where you want 

to. It's a FREE COUNTRY!! Congratulations to the people of the State of South 

Carolina for landing this plant. Shame on the National Labor Relations Board for 

trying to stop this plant from functioning AFTER its already been built. If one thinks 

that South Carolina under John C. Calhoun was feisty by passing the Nullification 

act in 1835, just stand back and see how feisty they will become when the Federal 

Government tries to shut their Boeing plant down. I sure the average South 

Carolinian that needs a job is deeply concerned about the union workers in 

Washington who are angry because their jobs are being EXPORTED to South 

Carolina. We should be glad they aren't being EXPORTED to China!! Back off, 

NLRB!! Gee Whiz!! What are they thinking?? 
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07/01/11 Truth is hard to find. Who has it? 

Ex umbris et imaginibus in veritatem 

With seemingly increasing velocity, I am moving away from the unreality 
which surrounds me, and washes me over me like water dripped 
continuously into a limestone crevice. I am abandoning it. I am on a hunt for 
the truth. The real truth. The objective truth. It is out there, hiding, having 
been whipped and browbeaten by  self-serving minions of consuming ideals 
who would conceal it for their own purposes. The waves of unreality that 
wash over the limestone have leached out its very essence until all that 
remains are distorted fragments of its former self, surrounded by the ether, 
surrounded by nothingness. This is the truth some would deliver to us. But, 
why? 

Truth, they tell us, is like beauty; it is in the eye of the beholder. Truth is 
relative they say, relative to the circumstances from which it is viewed, 
clouded by the mind of the viewer's experience, or lack thereof. Yet, the 
truth bringer seldom mentions any lack of experience in the writings, 
research, and cleverly crafted models they apply to human behavior, for the 
lack of experience is easily obfuscated by page after page of words which 
reveal little, perhaps because there is little to reveal, or worse: they conceal, 
as if trying to make the relevant truth fit some predetermined outcome, the 
one already planned, predicted, and needed. This is the truth that is so often 
given to us. It is the truth that others would hope that we see with their 
careful direction. It is a disingenuous truth. It is not the one I am after. It is 
the one I have abandoned. 

As long as men have been around, they have segregated themselves into 
like-minded groups. There has always been US and THEM, OUR group and 
THEIR group. We have always wanted to look like the members of our 
group: to sound like them, act like them, talk like them, and to cling to the 
marks that identify us as members of OUR group. This phenomenon is as old 
as the family unit which grew into the tribe, and from the tribe, ultimately, 
into nations. There are those who tell us that nations are bad, and we should 
be citizens of the world, but that idea will not prosper except it be by force, 
or some other world interferes with ours, then we can, as a planet, become 
US and THEM. There must be a THEM. They are not US. THEY don't have the 
truth. WE do.  

The tribe is alive and well everywhere. It exists in sizes from nations, to 
states, provinces, regions and territories; to counties, cities, and villages; to 
communities, homes, workplaces; and much smaller subdivisions, even 
down to tribes so small and so narrowly defined as to seem ridiculous when 
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the tribal difference is a cause of strife and contention. Did you want the 
toilet paper roll placed on the holder so that the free end is to the inside of 
the roll, or the outside? No doubt, strife has arisen over the correct and 
proper way to do things when those seemingly trivial things have resulted in 
tribal divisions. It's no longer a matter that however the paper roll is placed, 
the paper is accessible to all, the issue is accelerated to the velocity of 
personal or tribal honor. Though any increase in acceleration can only come 
at the expense of an energy investment, once accelerated, the mass is now 
moving along towards an eventual collision that would have been minor had 
the acceleration not occurred. What would have been a minor collision has 
now, upon acceleration, become massive.   

Micro-tribes. Tribes-within-tribes. Each one of these holds some particular 
slant on things which seem to its members to be cause enough for a 
separation of some sort; a demarcation, a boundary which says, “You are 
one of us, or you are outside of us.” Those who do not see the relevance of 
the divisions try to avoid the controversy by staying out of it, but are sooner 
or later pressured to take one side or the other, sometimes because of 
relationships developed in other micro-tribes, and sometimes caused by the 
actions of one micro-tribe against another micro-tribe which the non-tribal 
member finds repugnant. 

We love our tribes. Apparently we need our tribes. Certainly, no one 
CHOOSES a tribe in which one thinks the TRUTH is lacking, or incorrect. A 
tribe based on the idea that the subjective truth of the tribe is false would 
not last very long. Once the fallacy of the tribe is revealed, there may be 
OTHER connections which have subsequently developed which hold it 
together, but its tribal focus will have shifted. 

We make choices every day. We cannot allow ourselves for an instant to 
think that we are making our choices based on things that are not true. We 
make our choices either armed with the facts of the truth, or if not the facts, 
then the faith that the choice we are making is the right one, which must 
happen when we are called on to choose and all the facts are not available 
to us, which is so often the case. In our relationships with people, though, 
these choices seldom unite . . . they mostly divide. We divide ourselves into 
continually smaller groups based on our perception of the truth. 

But where do we get our information from? And is that information based on 
knowledge? And is that knowledge based on wisdom? And is the wisdom 
that which comes from experience? How do we interpret things so that vast 
amounts of information transferred by others takes on enough solidity that it 
becomes fact? How do we do that, when there is no vast amount of cohesive 
information, but only bits and pieces of a puzzle that we must try to 
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assemble? By what basis do we fit the pieces? How do we know when we get 
it right? What is the TRUTH? 

Even when we have ALL the pieces of the puzzle, we are frequently unable 
to fit them together properly so that the picture we get is the correct one. 
Each of us assembles the puzzle differently, and though we all have the 
same bits of information, our subjective assembly process makes us all see 
something different. Yet there is a correct way these pieces fit. Over there, a 
man claims to have solved the puzzle. And over yonder, another man, with a 
different arrangement claims his way is the correct way. Each shows us his 
completed puzzle. Each looks different than ours, but each looks perhaps 
more correct than ours, leading us to believe that our solution is wrong, but 
underscoring the fact that BOTH of theirs can't be right. We must choose on 
some basis. We can choose the one of the two that already looks most like 
ours. We can choose the one that appeals to us, the one whose picture 
yields the outcome that we expected, the outcome that we had hoped for, or 
we can choose the other, which, perhaps in some way unforeseen, seems to 
make more sense. 

We can do nothing, which is a choice not to choose. 

It is the truth we must have. But the truth is a hard thing to find. More 
likely, it is discerned by discerning people amid the truths and half-truths we 
receive every day. 

Benjamin Franklin said: Half a truth is often a great lie. It's far easier 
to deal with something that is obviously false, 
than a malignant falseness mixed with half-
truths all the way through. Truth usually greets 
us in this manner: Half a bit at the time. We 
ingest those bits, digest and ruminate, and 
hopefully, the truth will manifest itself to us. 
The REAL truth. The ACTUAL truth. This truth is 
not the truth which others would manipulate us 
to realize, but the truth that reveals itself. A 
truth that is conditional and designed to conceal 
is no truth at all. Real truth is revelation . . . the 
root word here being reveal. 

 

  

  



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

251 

 

 
Sophocles said: Whoever thinks 
that he alone has speech, or 

possesses speech or mind above 
others, when unfolded such men 

are seen to be empty.  

There are those in our tribe, and 
outside our tribe, who claim to have 
the truth, the absolute truth, and the 
whole truth about things which are 
complicated, or things which are so 
subjective as to have no real objective 
truth. Genuine truth seekers can have 
real, truthful disagreements on 
politics, religion, economics, and other 
issues which are anthropological in nature. But the dangerous person is the 
one who claims that he alone has all the correct answers, and offers volumes 
of words that actually reveal nothing, debunk all other opinions, and seek to 
stifle the voice of those who are members of a different tribe. We see this 
every day in the over-abundance of trained, educated, published experts 
who offer their opinions in every area of human experience, not as if they 
were opinion, but fact. They must be opinion, because ten different experts 
will give one as many different points of view, unless those experts belong to 
the same tribe, then the vocalized variations will be minor, since any major 
variances will be stifled due to loyalty to the tribe. 

The truth of the matter is this:  

Sophocles said: How dreadful knowledge of the truth can be when 
there's no help in the truth. 

In the end, the truth will be revealed. If it is not the truth we had planned 
for, it can be disastrous for us. Even if it is the one we planned for, there can 
be unforeseen circumstances for which we had not planned. And the TRUTH 
of the matter is that sometimes the TRUTH leads us to a disastrous place for 
which there is no possible preparation. Sometimes the truth is this: I have 
made an awful, untimely mistake from which there can be no recovery. 

Immediately after this realization, one may see the second hand on the clock 
sweep to the zero, and hear the annoying blaring of the buzzer. The game is 
over.  

How dreadful! 
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Mark Twain said: A man who carries a cat by 
its tail learns something he can learn in no 
other way. 

There is great truth in that, and it is not a half-
truth. One cannot get the full benefit of the truth 
without having tested it, and learning from 
experience that it can be relied on. While I may 
make many mistakes in the search for the truth, 
the whole, absolute, wonderful truth, and I may 
learn that I am not its sole voice or possessor, 
since I have seen some who claim to be its sole 
source, and have unfolded them and found them 
to be empty . . . but no one is going to get me to 
carry a cat by its tail. The man who wants you to 
do that, in the name of truth, is abusing you, as 
you will soon learn, hopefully the first time. The man who tries this the first 
time is merely ignorant. He is soon cured of his ignorance. The man who 
tries this a second time is foolish. The man who tries it a third time has 
revealed himself to BE a fool. 

If for a single instant one believes that words of those who are operating 
under the aegis of the government, or academia, or an altruistic ideal that 
owes its existence to the appropriation of labor, effort, and resources that 
belong to others, all wrapped in the guise of helping those less fortunate, 
contain the whole, absolute truth, and are devoid of even half-truths, but 
are the sole possessors of the truth, because there is no corrupting motive 
for profit, then I'd say to watch out. Someone is fixing to get you to tote the 
cat for them. Let them tote it for themselves. We'll see how long they hang 
on to it, and if they'll try it a second time. 

In the meantime, the TRUTH is out there. Waiting to reveal itself to anyone 
who would see it. Sometimes it's so hard to see the real truth when the 
truth we've invented for ourselves keeps obscuring it. Maybe the real truth is 
like a cat that has been placed in a dark, covered box. Maybe we'll open it 
up and try to help the cat by lifting him out of the box by his tail. The real 
truth can be just like that. We may find that it is more than we bargained 
for. How dreadful! 
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7-9-11 Debt: The New Serfdom 

The people who are enslaved to their debt 
are the new-age serfs. They are the 
hamsters on the exercise wheel in the cage, 
going round and round, running to nowhere. 
Many of them do not even see the cage that 
contains them; they think they are going 
somewhere. Others see the cage, know they 
are ensnared, but cannot get off the wheel. It 
is like the cage is slowly filling up with water, 
and the bilge pump attached to the exercise 
wheel is the only thing keeping the water in 
check. The instant they stop, they will begin 
to see the water rising, and they, and 
everything they hold dear will be in peril. In 

our determination to possess material things which we think will bring us 
happiness, many of us have traded our liberty for the convenience of 
monthly payments, which, as it turns out, aren’t so convenient after all. We 
stop to rest for a minute. The wheel stops turning. The water begins to rise. 
We are forced to return to the wheel, running, running, panting, and 
running. There is no escape. There is no rest. 

Slavery has been around for a long time. In ancient times, it was common. 
In fact, in relatively modern times it was common, but less so. Slaves were 
treated as property because under the law they were property. In former 
times, conquering nations enslaved the conquered, the conquerors having 
learned that enslaving the defeated populations was more profitable than 
eliminating them. In ancient times, there was no moral debate about this. 
Slaves were a fact of life. However, people were forced into slavery. No one 
willingly took that yoke.  

In the new world, the national issue of slavery was always a cause for moral 
debate. Ultimately, a civil war decided the fate of slavery in this nation, and 
it was abolished, as it soon would have been anyway. In the older new 
world, Native Americans frequently made slaves out of members of other 
tribes. Slavery is as old as human history. 

In Europe, though, slavery died out with the Romans only to be replaced by 
something that was not CALLED slavery, but certainly LOOKED like slavery. 
In fact it looked so much like it that no reasonable person could actually tell 
the difference. This system was called FEUDALISM, and the slaves were 
called SERFS. The serfs were tied to the land. While they were free to till the 
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soil and provide for their own 
incomes, they had to furnish 
labor to the lords of the manor. 
They paid prohibitive taxes. 
They had much of the product 
of their labor confiscated, and 
they were not free to move 
about. They were tied to the 
land. They were not just NOT 
free to move about, they were 
not freemen. Though they 
couldn’t be bought or sold like 
property, their lives were 
actually held in the hands of the gentry. Whatever they suffered at the 
hands of their feudal masters had to be endured. The serfs might have had 
some rights under the law, but access to that law was prohibited by those 
who administered the law. The law was for the Lords. The law was against 
the serf. To whom could he appeal for redress? His oppressors?  

Other than the lords, the true freemen in feudal times were the merchant 
class, though they were widely despised by all. They could make money by 
their wits. They were free to move about from city to city. But the freedom 
they enjoyed came at a high price, for the taxes on the merchants were 
exorbitant, in many cases even higher than the taxes paid by the serfs. 

In these times in Western civilization, men think of themselves as free, even 
those who have traded their freedom for debt. As long as men have been 
around, they have had debts. Formerly, a man could be put in prison for his 
debts, but we do not have debtor’s prisons in this country. But we do have a 
type of serfdom which we seem to be willing to take upon ourselves 
voluntarily, which is enslavement to our debt. 

Our modern desires to have the best of everything, the finest cars, the finest 
homes, all the latest electronic gadgets, and even continually dining in the 
finest restaurants, have led us to the unsupportable habit of living beyond 
our means. We have financed ourselves into what appears to be an enviable 
life, but the things that others think we own are not ours . . . only the debt 
is ours.  
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Homes are so expensive; nearly 
EVERYONE who has bought one has a 
mortgage. Few have been fortunate 
enough to be able to pay cash for a 
home. We all rely on banks and 
mortgage companies to loan us the 
money so we can purchase our home. 
In former times, it was difficult for a 
new couple to be able to afford to buy 
a home, since most mortgages 
required a 20% down payment, and it 
took lots of hard work and discipline 
to save up the down payment and the 
closing costs. But it also used to be 
true that because of this, loaning 
money on a house and holding a 

mortgage was a very safe way to invest money, since no one wanted to be 
evicted from their own home. The due diligence practiced by the mortgage 
companies to determine the credit-worthiness of the borrower, the money 
from the borrower’s own pocket, and the fact that the home could be 
repossessed and re-sold by the lender if the borrower defaulted, with the 
most the lender needing to recover from a foreclosure was 80% of the value 
of the home made mortgages a good, safe investment.  

Somewhere along the way, it was decided that home ownership was the 
dream of every American, and while it may have always been a dream of 
every American, it was not easily reachable. The government, through 
various programs, decided to change all that. They made it so that the 
borrower had to put down between 3% and 5% of the value of the home, 
and they guaranteed the loan to the lender. Of course, this made the lender 
a bit less concerned with the repayment of the loan, since the government 
would buy the paper from him, or better yet, the government backed 
mortgages could be bundled and sold to an investor. Then the government 
decided that community based loans should take a top priority, and lenders, 
fearful of lawsuits began to loan money to people who were not actually 
credit-worthy, and on properties on which they normally would not have 
loaned money. 
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Though this was not something lenders would have normally done, things 
seemed to be working out pretty well, because the price of real estate kept 
going up, and they weren’t planning on keeping those loans to maturity 
anyway . . . they were reselling them. Unfortunately, obscured by mountains 
of profits, no one saw that because the 
government had hugely inflated the 
supply of money for home purchases, the 
demand for homes would skyrocket. As 
the demand for homes skyrocketed, 
solely because of the oversupply of 
money, the price of homes appreciated 
far faster than the inflation rate, so the 
price of homes became out of line with 
reality. But not to worry, there seemed 
to be no stopping place.  

New and riskier mortgage products 
began to appear, but as it turns out, they were not risky to the lender, but 
risky for the banks, pension funds, and other institutional investors who 
bought them, even though they were guaranteed by Fannie Mae and Freddie 
Mac, both simultaneously government agencies and not government 
agencies. The invention of products like adjustable rate mortgages allowed 
people to get into homes that were actually far more than they could afford. 
These mortgage products helped people get INTO the homes; they did 
nothing to help them STAY there. The lenders thought to themselves, “Not 
to worry. The property values keep increasing. If the owner defaults, we 
foreclose and immediately re-sell it, for an even greater profit.” Such was 
the thinking of lenders because of ever inflating property values. 

People had long been accustomed to the idea of continually using their credit 
cards to purchase things for immediate gratification. They had so much 
credit from the credit card companies that they even purchased, on impulse, 
things that they normally would not have purchased. They paid for gasoline 
with their credit cards. They paid for restaurant dining with credit cards. 
They paid their taxes and doctor bills with credit cards. They bought 
groceries, paper towels, toilet paper, household cleaning products, tires, 
movies, music, theatre tickets, motel rooms, and club memberships with 
credit cards. They paid for expensive vacations with credit cards. The more 
they spent, the more it seemed that unsolicited offers of preapproved credit 
cards come in their mailboxes. Some people had as many at fifteen different 
credit cards. They accepted new credit cards. They used them to pay off the 
debts of the old credit cards. They were sucked in with teaser interest rates. 
They were savvy credit users, swapping expensive interest costs from one 
card with the 0% interest rate for six months cards. There seemed to be no 
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end of the good times one could have with credit cards. Want to throw a 
party? You can pay for the beer, whiskey, barbecue, and all the trimmings 
with just one easy swipe of your credit card. The next day, when all your 
friends have gone home, you’ll get to clean up their mess, and still have the 
DEBT of the party to pay for. It was not a matter of concern, because one 
could just pay a little bit each month. Full repayment of the debt was 
something only the little people worried about, not those who appeared to 
be wealthy because they had what seemed to be an unlimited amount of 
credit at their disposal. We all became Leona Helmsley. We were no longer 
the little people.  

Then, there were cars. We must have cars. We 
cannot go to and from work, nor be mobile 
without cars. And not just any cars will do, but 
it must be a NEW car . . . a new EUROPEAN 
car. The cars that were once the dominion of 
those who were truly wealthy suddenly 
became available to the common man due to 
credit. The advertisements poured out of the 
auto dealerships. “No Money Down”, “No One 
Walks Away”, “Bad Credit OK”, “Bankruptcy 
OK.” We traded our one year old cars for 
brand new cars. When we were upside down 

on our car loans, meaning that we owed more money on the car than it was 
worth, we foolishly allowed the lender to add that balance to our new car 
loan. As our possession of THINGS increased, our net worth went DOWN. 
The more we had, the less we were worth; yet we did not seem to notice 
this, or more likely, we noticed but chose to ignore it, swelling with pride 
when someone commented on our new BMW, or when a pretty girl noticed 
us because of the cool car, and the fact that we looked good in our Oakley 
designed sunglasses . . . all paid for with credit, 
right down to the sunglasses. Credit demanded that 
we have the best of everything, which meant that a 
$5.00 pair of sunglasses was unacceptable; we 
could not accept anything less than the $150.00 
sunglasses. 

But one day, the credit card offers stopped coming. 
We had maxed them all out, and as their losses 
from defaults went up, the credit card companies 
began to tighten their credit-worthiness 
requirements. Our easy-money supply was shut off. 

Then, the mortgage lenders began to see the value 
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in offering second mortgage, home-equity loans. Since the value of the 
homes kept going up and up and up, there was not much risk in these. 
Home equity loans were advertised on TV endlessly. People were encouraged 
to consolidate their debt, and get it all under one easy payment, at a much 
lower interest rate than the credit card companies offered. “Pay off those 
credit cards,” the advertisements said, and people flocked to do so. In the 
course of doing that, they traded their unsecured credit card debt for the 
equity in their homes, not really understanding that the reason the interest 
rate was much less on a home equity loan was because it was a secure loan, 
with the property securing the value of the loan.  

Loan products appeared that allowed homeowners to borrow 90%, 95%, 
99%, 100%, 105% and even 110% of the value of their homes. Some of 
these loans were the nefarious “Interest Only” loans, in which the borrower 
paid the interest only; there was NO amortization of the principal. But this 
was no problem, because the values of homes kept going UP. It was up, up, 
up, with the skin of the bubble getting thinner and thinner as it stretched 
due to the increasing pressure. A variation of Boyle's law, which deals with 
the nature of gasses is V=T(P), wherein V is the volume, T is the 
temperature, and P is the pressure. As long as the volume can increase 
infinitely, there will be no rise in pressure: but throw enclose the gas in a 
fixed container, then raise the temperature, and stand back and see what 
happens to the pressure. It goes up and up and up, until the walls of the 
container can no longer take the pressure, then the container explodes. This 
is how a pressure cooker works, other than the explosion part. This is why 
pressure cookers have a safety valve built in. They are DANGEROUS without 
one. In the case of home equity loans, the value of the homes kept 
increasing as did the money supply. As long as they BOTH rose, there was 
no problem. As DEMAND also rose (Consider the DEMAND to be the 
temperature), the whole thing was bound to heat up, pressurizing itself. The 
minute the money supply contracted, which occurred when home prices 
began to stop inflating, the whole system began to heat up dangerously, 
headed for an explosion. This is what occurred in 2008. 

The government also decided that everyone should have a college education. 
The more programs that the government put into place to help people 
achieve that dream, the more a college education seemed to cost, with 
tuition rates rising far above the rate of inflation, even in publicly 
institutions, who kept telling us that tuition only covered PART of the cost of 
one's education. Not to worry, though. There were scholarships, grants, and 
easily obtainable government backed loans to help one get through college. 
Loans, loans, and more loans. And with the good life beckoning, just a single 
advanced degree away; students borrowed money at low interest rates, and 
enjoyed lavish lifestyles while going to college. They lived in condominiums. 
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They lived on fancy off-campus apartments with swimming pools, gated 
parking areas in which to park their European cars. Parents already saddled 
with credit card debt, homes mortgaged to the hilt, and car loans to repay 
took on the additional burden of student loans.  

This really represented no problem, because as long as Junior was in school, 
there was no need to repay the loans. Junior decided that he'd just stay in 
school forever. He finally left college with more degrees than actual loans, 
but discovered that advanced degrees in many fields still meant that he was 
basically unable to find a job. So with Master's degrees in Sociology, 
Psychology, English, and Humanities, Junior went to work at a local fast food 
restaurant while living back at home with his parents, until he could 
complete his coursework for his teaching certificate, which would allow him 
to teach at a local high school. This was yet more loans, but now that Junior 
was a Part-time student, payments were required on his loans. The 
increased expense of this, along with Junior's continuing expenses (since his 
paycheck from the fast food restaurant was his 
personal pocket money) put increasing pressure 
on Junior's parents. For some mistaken reason, 
at this time, Junior thought he was supporting 
himself with his paycheck. It never occurred to 
him that at 25, he was still dependent on his 
parents. As he was completing his coursework 
for his teaching certificate, living with his 
parents, and working as the fast food 
restaurant, Junior began to contemplate the 
idea of going to law school. His parents 
encouraged him in this. Loans for law school 
were easy to obtain, and if junior were to get 
accepted, the immediate demand for monthly 
payments on the existing student loans would 
stop. Everyone encouraged Junior to get into 
law school, so he applied to several. At this 
point, Junior and his parents already owed 
nearly $100,000 on student loans. 

Now that people had taken advantage of home equity loans, or completely 
refinanced their homes with a new mortgage which rolled all of their 
outstanding debt into it, consuming the entire value of the equity in their 
homes, they saw they had no more credit card debt. The credit card offers 
started coming again, because the credit card companies also noticed that 
people had no credit card debt. Still lacking discipline, or thinking that there 
would be no end to how much money they could make within the framework 
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of their dual-professional households, they resorted to spending money they 
did not have. After just a while, they were back where they started.  

Now they had maxed out credit cards, two upside down car loans, a boat 
loan, an upside down mortgage on their home for 110% of its value, and 
huge obligations for student loans.  At this critical point, things began to 
unravel. 

The bottom fell out in 2008. The bubble burst. The illusion of a never ending 
supply of easy money went down the drain. Many people lost their jobs at 
the time they could LEAST afford it. They discovered that they owned 
nothing but their debt. They also discovered that a bit earlier, under 
pressure from those who loan people money in an unsecured manner, that 
the congress had changed the bankruptcy laws, making it harder to file 
bankruptcy, and making it possible that one's debts could survive the 
bankruptcy, which meant one could come out of the bankruptcy still owing 
the same amount of money that one owned when one went in. Those easily 
obtained government backed student loans were excluded from bankruptcy 
altogether. There was no escaping their repayment. Now a judge was in 
charge of one's income and how it was distributed. And in this modern time, 
for the first time since our nation was a nation, some found themselves 
going to jail because they owed money. They were not sent to jail for the 
debt, itself, which would be unconstitutional, but instead were sent to jail for 
a contempt of court violation when they failed to comply with the court's 
decrees on how they were to spend their money. 

For all practical purposes, they became wards of the state and vassals of the 
government, and traded their freedom for their debt. They were obliged to 
work, but having already spent a lifetime of money which they could never 
repay, they were chained to the wheel, running and running, panting and 
panting, in an endless circle until exhausted. Then, stopping for an instant to 
catch their breath, they saw the water begin to rise, heard the angry shouts 
of their masters, and fearing the approach of the bailiff, began to chase the 
wheel round and round again in that eternal circle that seemed harder and 
harder to climb, running only to realize that their destination was nowhere; 
they were merely paying the interest . . . the principal was far off, as if in a 
distant galaxy, unreachable, impenetrable, obscured by the dark matter of 
the universe, which the physicists tell us has more mass than the matter we 
can see. 

On the wheel, Junior's father began to huff and puff. He noticed that he was 
more winded than normal after his short rest. In another minute or so, he 
clutched his chest in pain and began to stagger, calling out for Junior's 
mother who rushed into the room just as he collapsed.  
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Later, in the CCU at the local hospital, where he was admitted for 
emergency treatment despite having no insurance since losing his job, 
Junior's father was recovering from what the doctors said was a mild heart 
attack. The doctors ordered as many expensive tests as they possibly could, 
and other doctors were called in for consultation (see, they had their own 
student loans to pay off, too!). Junior's father wondered how he would pay 
for all of this. 

As he was recovering, Junior's mother came in, thankful she still had a 
husband and Junior still had a father. She kissed him and patted his hand. 
He grabbed her hand and held it tightly.  

“The doctor's say you are going to be fine. There was very little damage to 
the heart muscle, and you will recover,” she said. They both breathed a sigh 
of relief. 

“And I have some good news for you,” she said. 

“Oh?” he croaked out, weakly, thick tongued and dry-mouthed. 

“Junior got accepted into Vanderbilt law school,” she said. 

“Whew! Vanderbilt's expensive,” he said. 

“Not to worry,” said Junior's mom, “Junior brought the papers home for us 
to fill out. Vanderbilt has a special loan program for the law students. All his 
student loans will be on hold while he is in school there.” 

“Thank goodness for those student loans,” said Junior's father, thinking of 
the wheel he would get back on as soon as his recovery was complete. But 
this time, the wheel would be a bit less burdensome with the pressure of 
Junior's student loans off of him. He never gave a thought to how much 
more money he would owe. He only thought of the wheel, and his 
permanent place on it. Just as soon as he was able, he would get right back 
on that wheel, where he belonged.  

The thought that he was anything other than a free man never entered into 
his mind . . . not for a single instant. Had anyone suggested to him that he 
was a serf, tied to his feudal lords in a way that was akin to slavery, he 
would have laughed. 

“I'm no one's slave!” he might have said to himself. “I'm an American!” 
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An outside observer might have been reminded of Orwell's Winston Smith, 
who, at the moment the bullet entered his brain, realized that he loved Big 
Brother. But the outside observer might have also pondered the things 
Winston Smith was forced to go through, things over which he had no 
choice. An outside observer might have seen the similarities, but probably 
would have stopped short of making a complete connection in comparison.  

I am that outside observer, I suppose. I don't owe anyone ANY money. I'm 
as free as a man can be, yet I still feel like I am running on the wheel. At 
least, when I get tired, I can stop without the water rushing in, because my 
head is above the water. I am thankful for that. I am thankful that I was 
taught at an early age that there are things I can do without and still have 
my life be complete. I am thankful that I was taught that when money is 
borrowed, the borrower must be concerned with how he is going to repay 
that which was borrowed. There is always a payday. 

The addiction to quick and easy money is the worst addiction a man can 
have. Nothing will turn one into a serf faster. 

  

  

  

  

The scope of thrift is limitless 

Thomas A. Edison 
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7/9/11 The Sheriff Pays Me A Visit 

Not that I was doing anything WRONG! 

There was a knock on my door at my studio. I rose from my nap (and you 
thought I was working!) and answered the door. Standing right in front of 
me, with no place to run and hide, was the sheriff. Not a deputy, but the 
HIGH sheriff, himself. All hope of my escape was cut off. He was standing 
right there, a smile on his face, and his hand extended! I invited him in. For 
some, having law enforcement show up at your door is an unwelcome thing. 

I am not one of them. James R. Moore is 
my friend. 

James R. Moore is the sheriff of Kemper 
County, Mississippi. He is a fine man and 
we are proud to have him as our sheriff. 
He has brought a sense of 
professionalism to our sheriff’s 
department that all Kemper countians 
can be thankful for. His military 
background shines through (he is retired 
active Army Reserve), and he is as spit, 
polished, polite and professional as 
anyone I have ever met. If you don’t 
remind him not to, James will stand at 

attention when you are talking to him. When you say something about it, he 
will go to a military “at rest” position. I admire his integrity and 
professionalism, but James is a Democrat, and I am a Republican. 

In the general election in November, this will not matter, since party 
affiliation is not a concern in it. In the general election the voter can vote 
across party lines for whomever he thinks is the best candidate among those 
who are on the ballot. This is not true in the primaries. Each voter must 
declare his party affiliation and vote from among the candidates offered by 
each party. The primary elections are in August. I voted as a Democrat 
when I voted for the first time in 1975 and haven’t voted as one since. I 
have always been a Republican, but earlier in Mississippi’s history, there was 
NO local Republican politics, since all the candidates for local office were 
Democrats. 

Things are different in Mississippi now. We have a strong Republican party, 
with a Republican Governor and Lieutenant Governor, and many Republicans 
in the legislature. In Kemper County, however, all the contests for local 
office are still among Democrats. So in spite of my step-father being the 
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Republican Party Chairman for Kemper County, and in spite of my own 
longstanding affiliation with the Republican Party, in August, I will vote as a 
Democrat so I can vote for James Moore to be re-elected as my sheriff. The 
race for sheriff in Kemper County will be decided on August 2, 2011, not in 
November. It will be decided by those who vote as a Democrat. I will do this 
gladly. 

The former sheriff is running against James. The former sheriff would like to 
hold the office again. I wish the former sheriff great success in all his 
endeavors except for this one, for I do not want him to be sheriff again. 
There were many apparent excesses and abuses when he held the office 
before. Some were reported in the media, and others were just whispered 
about among the citizens of the county. There have been no excesses or 
abuses with James Moore, and when I have had the opportunity to introduce 
him to someone, I was always able to proudly say, “This is James Moore, 
OUR sheriff!”  

So, Republican politics will take a back seat for me this Mississippi election; 
the local offices will have priority, with the re-election of James Moore being 
my foremost concern. I hope he wins by a landslide. I hope other 
Republicans will consider voting as a Democrat on August 2nd, so they can 
cast their vote for James Moore. 
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7/29/11 So Much to Write About 

In fact, it's so much I don't know exactly where to start. It'll take me days 
once I get started, though there's not much about CLL to write about at this 
time, and that's a good thing. There's the preparations for the California trip, 
the trip, the wonderful places we saw, the Mill, the fabulous music at the 
Mill, and the my observations thereof, then the arduous trip back home, plus 
LOTS of photographs. I already posted some music on the Homepage. I'm 
starting to write about it today. Perhaps it would be best to write it in 
several installments. We'll see. I do know that I've got to get rid of this 
Microsoft Front Page I am using, which will not work under Windows 7, and 
is no longer supported by Microsoft: Since I can't run it on my laptop, it 
makes updating the website only available to me when I am at home in my 
studio. My website is so big, importing it into a different software will be 
difficult, and completely re-doing it terribly tedious. I could use some 
pointers. 
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7/30/11 Big Western Tour and on to the Mill 

You will recall that Canaan and I made a big western tour last year. This 
year I was delighted to be able to take my daughter with me, and she and I 
had the privilege of sharing our music with significant number of the patrons 
and musicians of the Northern California folk music scene. It had not 
occurred to me that this would be a possibility. 

In my preparations for the trip, Debbie told me one evening, “Piper REALLY 
wants to go with you!” 

Absorbed in the list I was working on, I replied, “That would be nice, but 
there's no way she can go,” thinking of her two small girls and her husband. 

Promptly letting me know that this had all been much discussed in my 
absence, Debbie said, “Nana (my mother) and I will keep the girls. David 
(Piper's husband) is fine with her going. All you have to do is break the news 
to Canaan that he is not going to get to go.” Amazed at the clever, behind 
the scene efficiency of the workings of the women (men can always be 
amazed at this if we will pay attention and quit thinking that everything is 
OUR idea!), I went to efficiently break the news to my son. No doubt, I used 
less finesse than the women. 

“Canaan,” I said, “About the California trip. . .” 

“Yes, sir?” he asked. 

“You are out and your sister is in!” I said very efficiently. While he SEEMED 
disappointed with the news, I think he had been coached by the women as 
well, but for some reason, they thought I needed to deliver the final word to 
him.  

“Piper will really like it there,” he said. He is a good boy: considerate of 
others, and as laid back and easy going as anyone I have ever seen. 
Deferring to his sister seemed like the right thing to do to him. I don't know 
how he may have been threatened by the women, and he did not elaborate. 
I decided it best not to ask too many questions. 

The die was cast. The fix was in. The best harmony singer I have ever had 
accompany me would go with me to the Mill. Good for me. Good for her. 
Good for the Mill. 

I had developed a list of about 2,500 things it was necessary to bring. Piper 
and I had decided to take her Honda CRX rather than Debbie's Nissan 
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Murano which we took last year, because it got better gas mileage. The 
Honda was a bit smaller, but I would be carrying less since there would be 
no trip to Montana with several extra guitars and banjos which I had last 
year to carried to my friend Greg Boyd to put on consignment in his shop. 
Even having less, the Honda was more packed that the Murano. Piper had 
told her mother, “I hope Daddy doesn't mind the large bag I am bringing.” 

“You haven't traveled much with your father, have you?” Debbie asked. 
“Your large bag will be the least of the problems.” 

So in addition to the Piper's large bag, I loaded my large bag #1, my large 
bag #2, the tent, sleeping pads, sleeping bags, an ice chest, my video 
camera, my still camera, several other bags, my tripod, my guitar, my 
banjo, my mandolin, Piper's guitar, coffee fixings, a stove, extra propane, 
the coffee pot, a fold up table, two camp chairs, my CDs to sell, other music 
to listen to, half a dozen flashlights, a fire extinguisher, a shovel, my 
briefcase and laptop, my digital recorder, and a plethora of other things that 
might be useful at camp, and a host of things that would serve a purpose if 
we were snowed in, or stranded by rock slide, earthquake, avalanche, or the 
breakdown of law and order and civilization as we know it, or the complete 
collapse of Western Civilization. One must be prepared for every eventuality. 

So this lifetime of supplies and accoutrements was loaded carefully in the 
Honda CRX, only to discover that alternative packing plans would be 
required. After removing everything, twice, and repacking, we were set for 
our journey. Pointing Piper's Honda to the West, we sauntered towards 
California, purposefully at first, but ultimately meandering over the desert 
Southwest so Piper could see just how big it is. I would remind her of that 
constantly. She never ceased to receive it. 

7/12/11 Just Get Across Texas 

There is a whole lot of Texas between here and there. I took the helm until 
about Monroe, Louisiana. Piper drove from there to about Longview, Texas. 
She said she preferred not to drive through Dallas-Fort Worth, not having 
had much practice in big city traffic. We hit Dallas about 6:00PM, and the 
traffic was not too bad until we got on the west side of Dallas headed into 
Fort Worth, then we hit a snarl or two. But it was still manageable; it could 
have been much worse. We then drove on Northwest through Decatur, 
Vernon (the birthplace of Roy Orbison) and then through Witchita Falls. At 
this point, I let Piper drive again, and she drove with the determination of 
Hercules cleaning out the stables of Augeas. She said she was determined to 
make it out of Texas before the night was over. This is easier said than 
done. Since it was about 7:00 before we cleared Fort Worth, and it's 350 
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miles from there to Amarillo, and another long jaunt into New Mexico, it was 
about 2:00 in the morning before we arrived in Tucumcari, New Mexico 
(making use of the hour we gained as we slipped into mountain time), where 
we got a motel room and went promptly to sleep. About midnight, I had sent 
a text message to my Facebook friend, song co-writer, and distant cousin, 
Rachelle Carver in Albuquerque, informing her that we would be passing 
through the next morning, inviting her to meet us for breakfast at the place 
of her choosing. I was looking forward to meeting her. Rachelle promptly 
sent me her home address, which was the place she chose for the meeting.  

7/13/11 Tucumcari to Page 

These face to face meetings of people 
one only knows through a social 
media network can be risky. Though I 
did not think there was any risk for 
me, one must always consider how 
someone else might feel; that this is 
risky for THEM! But I think that since 
I was traveling with my daughter, 
Rachelle thought we would be a safe 
bet to have to her home, and I am 
not exactly a completely unknown 
variable. When we checked out of the 

motel the next morning, it was about two hours on to Albuquerque, but due 
to delays by trucks on I-40, ever 
climbing in elevation, we constantly 
found ourselves stuck behind two 
obstructed lanes. It was nearly three 
hours reaching Albuquerque. Rachelle 
had breakfast waiting. She also had a 
good friend and her son there, along 
with her own two daughters. After 
arriving, I was asked the defining 
questions one must be asked in New 
Mexico, “DO you want green chile sauce 
with your breakfast burrito, or red. I chose the green and was accepted by 
all those present as one who is in the know. I just know I like the green 
sauce. 

We enjoyed eating our breakfast, visiting, chatting, and trying to strike up 
kin and mutual acquaintances, and then Piper, Rachelle, and me played 
some music.  Piper and I sang a couple of duets, then we all sang a song or 
two together, with Rachelle on the mandolin. It was fun to share the bond of 
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music along with our friendship in her home, which she had chosen most 
graciously to share with us. We said our goodbyes, necks were hugged all 
around, and after a prayer for safe travels and the Lord's intervention into 
the areas of our lives where we knew we needed His intervention, we were 
back on the road. 

The west is a big place. The distances are vast. It is a long haul from 
Albuquerque to Flagstaff, where we stopped for dinner and a reconnoiter. I 
was not sure which way to go from there. It was too late to go to the Grand 
Canyon, and besides, I had seen it from the South rim several times. 
Though the North rim had tempted me before, I was in a position to make 

the trek to it this time. No one goes to 
the North rim of the Grand Canyon by 
accident. One does not swing by there. 
One must purpose to visit it. The best 
place to stage a north rim visit for early 
the next morning was to go through the 
painted desert to Page, Arizona, the 
home of Glen Canyon and Lake Powell. 
I had been there before and wanted to 
see it again, so vast are the vistas 
there, so off to Page we went. 

The painted desert in the late afternoon sun is incredibly beautiful, and we 
enjoyed every minute of our drive. We checked into the Page Boy Motel, and 
then  drove around, crossing Glen Canyon Dam, driving around briefly in 
Utah, enjoyed the view of the Lake Powell, then went back to the motel.  We 
had already eaten supper in Flagstaff, so we did not dine in Page, but went 
to sleep immediately, prepared for an early morning rise. 

7/14/11 A Mind Numbing Day 

The majesty of the sights we beheld 
on this Thursday can scarcely be 
absorbed. Starting the sunrise with 
the Eastern sun washing Glen Canyon 
Dam and Lake Powell, we headed 
down the slopes to the West and the 
Grand Canyon's North Rim. The signs 
said 80 miles. Of course, this means, 
in Western tourist signage, that it is 
merely 80 miles to the turn off to go 
the to North rim. It is another 50 
miles from there, to the entrance of the park. From the entrance of the park 
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to the North rim itself is another 15 miles. It seems like they WANT you to 
run out of gas. I knew better. When you are traveling in the West, squander 
no opportunity to fill up, or top up your fuel tank. Even in those areas where 
there is only one station, and the gasoline is prohibitively high, as it was 
near Yosemite ($4.75 per gallon) it is a lot cheaper than having to hitchhike 
miles and miles, buy a gas can, and hitchhike back with a lone gallon of fuel. 

The North rim of the Grand 
Canyon is not at all all like 
the South. Of course they 
both overlook the Grand 
Canyon, but the South is 
bedlam mixed with beauty. 
It is tour buses mixed with 
a solemn sublimity. It is 
hustle and bustle. It is 
hurry up and wait in line. 
It is every language on 
earth except English. The 
North rim has far, far 

fewer people, being much more difficult to reach. It is also at a much higher 
elevation (9,000 ft vs. 7,000 ft for the South rim). There are lots of cabins 
and campsites, and there is also the grand lodge. It seems that the North 
rim is for people not in a hurry. Though we were in a hurry, the North rim 
took that away from us. 

“Slow down,” the North rim said to me; not a warning, but a simple 
command. 

“But we need to hurry up. We've got miles to go before the evening gets 
here, so show us what you've got, and be quick about it,” I said back. 
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“I will NOT!,” it declared. “I will not be rushed for any man. Long before men 
were here, I was taking my time. I had 2,000 feet more to cut before there 
was even a South rim. It started later, but was in such a hurry, now we are 
even at the river's bed. Soon, the impatient South Rim will have cut deeper 
and the river will be askew. It will do what it will do, and I will be here to 
observe it. Set a a spell. Take your shoes off. Enjoy the cool of the 
morning.” It said, 
seductively to me and Piper. 
There was no argument that 
one could muster to 
counteract its soft 
sternness. So we took its 
advice, and clambered 
slowly over rocks and 
crevices, working our way 
out to a point that was 
abrupt and sheer, and 
breathtaking in scope. What 
a sight to behold! We sat 
there, huffing and panting 
from our exertion in the 
altitude, the air being much thinner here than at home. We sat, took in the 
view, and waited for our breath to return. Because of the breathtaking view, 
it was taking longer than we thought, so we just sat and looked, watching 
the view change as the angle of the sun's light changed as it traveled across 
the sky. Each moment seemed to bring something new into focus that could 
not have been seen a moment before. We marveled at what we saw. 

“See,” the North Rim said, “I told you to take your time.” 

We agreed, and took as much time as we dared. I would love to come back 
here and bring the entire family for a several day vacation, complete with 
mule rides to the bottom of the canyon. I pondered this, decided it was a 
good idea, looked at my watch, and told the rim, “We'll be back, but we 
must go now.” 
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“At least you were still for a 
bit while you were here,” it 
said back. “Come again and 
take your time. I'm not going 
anywhere. I'll be waiting for 
you!” 

And with that, we were back 
clambering over rocks and 
through crevices to the 
Grand Lodge, where we had 
a sandwich, then back in the 
car, determined not to go 
back by the exact same route. It was not possible to NOT retrace some of 
our steps. When we got back to the highway and the crossroads, we opted 
to go towards Hurricane, Utah, and not back through Page. It was a wise 
choice, because the wide, sweeping vistas of South West Utah are 
unsurpassed in scope. Piper looked out the car window slack jawed, for one 
can see a hundred miles in every direction, looking over buttes, mesas, and 
vast expanses of high-altitude desert. It was simply fabulous. While we don't 
have vistas like this in Mississippi, we do have something that is envied in all 
the west . . . we have WATER. Water is everywhere. It flows freely. It goes 
to the Gulf of Mexico unused and unsullied. We take it for granted. 
Everywhere in this high-altitude desert, we saw signs at restaurants that 
read, “Please don't waste our water. We haul it in!” When you are in the 
environs of the Grand Canyon, the only water is in the Colorado river, 5,000 
to 7,000 feet below the ground level. That's a long way to pump up water. It 
is cheaper to haul it in than construct facilities wherein it can be lifted over a 
mile. 

The Hopi, Paiute, and Navaho reservations are all through this area. When 
the government set aside this land for their reservations, I don't think they 
did them any great favor. Land without water enough to slake a goat's thirst 
is not worth very much, to anyone, including the goat. It is a beautiful, 
rugged, but extremely harsh land. I do not envy those who try to make a 
living here, as I'm sure they don't envy me my poor Mississippi. 

On through Hurricane, then hitting the interstate at St George, Utah, where 
it is dramatically cut through the solid rock of the mountains, offering a 
beautiful, if not somewhat claustrophobic drive, until you are clear of the 
mountains and into the valley where Las Vegas sits in the distance. Piper 
had wanted to drive through Las Vegas, but it was daytime. I told her that 
the Las Vegas strip was something to see at night, but it is not too 
impressive in the daytime. So we kissed the North Eastern edge of Las 
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Vegas, and turned up Highway 95 to Beatty, Nevada. It was a lonesome 
drive. This is one place where you do NOT want to run short of fuel, since 
there is a whole lot, and I mean a WHOLE LOT, of NOTHING between towns 
in Nevada. 

Beatty, Nevada is a tourist town, 
built around the railroad. I'd like to 
go back there and spend a little 
time. We had just filled up on the 
outskirts of Las Vegas, and had 
driven only a hundred miles, but we 
filled up again in Beatty, since our 
next destination was to turn west 
and go through Death Valley 
National Park. The name alone was 
foreboding enough that it seemed 
foolish to venture through there 
without a full tank. We were going into the driest and hottest part of the 
country, and once at Stovepipe Wells, CA, we would be at sea level, thought 
there was no sea anywhere around. 

In other places, as you enter into California, every car must stop at the 
border and be inspected for produce. The inspectors are not looking for 
illegal drugs, but lettuce, onions, cauliflower, or contraband bananas. 
Apparently they don't think much produce smuggling occurs through Death 
Valley, since there was no incoming inspection station. Though it is not a toll 
road, you are traveling through a National park, and they have a kiosk 
where you pay your $20.00 via cash or credit card, and it gives you a receipt 
to place on your dashboard. I surmised that produce smugglers aren't willing 
to pay the $20.00 toll.  

Last year, my friend Ray Bierl 
had suggested this route to 
me. He said for me to travel 
through Death Valley, and 
then take California 395 
North along the Eastern face 
of the Sierras. He said it was 
a beautiful, underutilized 
route. Underutilized? Yes! We 
seemed to be the only car on 
the road. Beautiful? That was 
the understatement of the 
year. In just a couple of short 
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hours, one goes through the 
grotesque beauty of Death 
Valley, not really beautiful as 
compared to other sights, 
but beautiful in its own, 
strange way, to the stellarly 
beautiful vistas of the 
Eastern face of the Sierra 
Nevada mountains. When I 
say FACE, I mean FACE. The 
Western slopes of the sierras 
keep moving down the lower 
and lower ridges of 
mountains, then foothills, 

then finally playing out in the San Joaquin valley. Not so on the Eastern face. 
There, the mountains rise ABRUPTLY from the 4,500 foot base elevation in 
the valley where Highway 395 sits, giving one a view of a 10,000 foot rise 
from the base elevation to the peaks of the mountains. There is no where 
else in the lower 48 states that one can see this. Within two hours, you go  
from the environs of the lowest place on the continent (Death Valley 
National Monument) to looking up at the highest peak in the 48 contiguous 
states (Mt. Whitney). You can do this while eating a baloney sandwich with a 
home grown tomato you brought with you. You can't do this anywhere else; 
you can't have the view, nor can you have the tomato. Now keep in mind, 
we are not admitting to tomato smuggling, we are merely suggesting how 
this might occur in this place. In California, Marijuana? No problem. A 
Mississippi Tomato? Dire civil and criminal consequences!!! Odd, isn't it? This 
is certainly a land of unusual juxtapositions and extremes. 

The Eastern Sierras are stunning. They are inviting. They are a cool breeze, 
with their snow-capped peaks beckoning, and the winds chilled as they wash 
down the mountains, but picking up moisture from the air, drying the land 
out. There is water, here, though it exists as snow melt. The plants don't 
care where it comes from. From the sand dunes and dry lake beds of Death 
Valley, to green alfalfa fields in just a couple of hours. We stopped every few 
minutes to take photos, but no photograph can do it justice. 

We had a motel reservation in Lone Pine, California. I had had Piper call 
ahead, because I knew that around Mt. Whitney, the rooms might all be full. 
We were glad to have our room, but I think we could have found one 
somewhere else, for less money. This town was full of motels, all sporting 
vacancy signs. 
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We left the car parked at the motel and walked down the street to find a 
place to eat. Piper and I dined 
restaurant, and each of us enjoyed an unhurried steak. We t
around the town some, peering in the windows of the closed craft and 
souvenir shops, meandering back to the motel, where we crashed and 
burned. We had driven over 800 miles that day, and our minds were numb 
from the beautiful things we had see
let our brains sort out things as they would. When my head hit the pillow, I 
was fast asleep. 

7/15/11 The Purpose of My Visit

Sometimes, it's good to hurry up. Others, it's good to tarry. I awoke before 
daylight, and wandered out into the back alley behind the motel. There, for 
me alone to see, I 
suppose, because I 
looked around and no 
one else was there to 
see it, was the FULL 
MOON descending 
behind Mt. Whitney. 
In just a few 
minutes, it would set 
directly behind it. 
Now the moon moves 
pretty fast when it 
decides it's time for it 
to go down. Of 
course, it doesn't 
move a bit faster, but our frames of reference changes when it is moving 
TOWARDS something, and then we can see that it is moving faster then we 
think it is. Since it was moving fast, I hustled in to get my camera. By the 
time I had returned, the rising sun was beginning to illuminate the tops of 
the peaks, since they could peer over the mountain range just to the East 
much better than me. The sun was beginnin
with the faintest light, as the moon was setting. Right before my eyes, magic 
was occurring, and I was there to see it. I ran back to the room and woke 
Piper up. 

“You've got to see this,” I told her as she rubbed the sleep f
and hurried to put on something besides her pajamas to come see what I 
was so excited about. 
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We left the car parked at the motel and walked down the street to find a 
place to eat. Piper and I dined al fresco on the verandah of a nice 
restaurant, and each of us enjoyed an unhurried steak. We then wandered 
around the town some, peering in the windows of the closed craft and 
souvenir shops, meandering back to the motel, where we crashed and 
burned. We had driven over 800 miles that day, and our minds were numb 
from the beautiful things we had seen. It was time to dream about them and 
let our brains sort out things as they would. When my head hit the pillow, I 

7/15/11 The Purpose of My Visit 

Sometimes, it's good to hurry up. Others, it's good to tarry. I awoke before 
wandered out into the back alley behind the motel. There, for 

move a bit faster, but our frames of reference changes when it is moving 
TOWARDS something, and then we can see that it is moving faster then we 

Since it was moving fast, I hustled in to get my camera. By the 
time I had returned, the rising sun was beginning to illuminate the tops of 
the peaks, since they could peer over the mountain range just to the East 
much better than me. The sun was beginning to wash the tops of the peaks 
with the faintest light, as the moon was setting. Right before my eyes, magic 
was occurring, and I was there to see it. I ran back to the room and woke 

“You've got to see this,” I told her as she rubbed the sleep from her eyes, 
and hurried to put on something besides her pajamas to come see what I 

We left the car parked at the motel and walked down the street to find a 
on the verandah of a nice 

hen wandered 
around the town some, peering in the windows of the closed craft and 
souvenir shops, meandering back to the motel, where we crashed and 
burned. We had driven over 800 miles that day, and our minds were numb 

n. It was time to dream about them and 
let our brains sort out things as they would. When my head hit the pillow, I 

Sometimes, it's good to hurry up. Others, it's good to tarry. I awoke before 
wandered out into the back alley behind the motel. There, for 

move a bit faster, but our frames of reference changes when it is moving 
TOWARDS something, and then we can see that it is moving faster then we 

Since it was moving fast, I hustled in to get my camera. By the 
time I had returned, the rising sun was beginning to illuminate the tops of 
the peaks, since they could peer over the mountain range just to the East 

g to wash the tops of the peaks 
with the faintest light, as the moon was setting. Right before my eyes, magic 
was occurring, and I was there to see it. I ran back to the room and woke 

rom her eyes, 
and hurried to put on something besides her pajamas to come see what I 
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“Wow!” she said. One says wow a lot on their first trip out west. Once one 
learns to say it, one realizes that it is applicable to so many things, on
learns to use it indiscriminately, even for the smallest things; but the 

is very bright, and the mountains, even the lit part of them, were very dark. 
Expose for the moon and the mountains were not visible. Expose for th
mountains, and the moon was a white washout. And a tripod for a time 
exposure was USELESS, since the moon was moving. I go a few adequate 
photos, but none like I would have liked to have had. Perhaps I can make 
one better by combining two photographs in 
see. 

I am so fortunate to be in the right place at the right time. This happens to 
me a lot. Perhaps it is because I merely look around to see what it is that is 
THERE. Perhaps I sense that fortuitous events are in the making. 
God blesses me with these vistas. 
Perhaps all of these things. Perhaps 
none of these things. Whatever it is, 
I recognize it and am thankful for it.

We fueled up again and headed 
North on 395, through Bishop, CA, 
then on to Tioga Pass. Canaan and I
made the trip through Tioga Pass 
last year, but this was Piper's turn. 
Tioga Pass takes you right through 
Yosemite National Park. There were 
new, unused “wows” in store for Piper, and I was conjuring up my previous 
year's “wows” for re-use this time. Ther
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“Wow!” she said. One says wow a lot on their first trip out west. Once one 
learns to say it, one realizes that it is applicable to so many things, on
learns to use it indiscriminately, even for the smallest things; but the 

smallest things are 
much larger in the 
west. 

By this time, only half 
the moon was showing, 
and the tops of the 
peaks were bathed in a 
long wavelength 
reddish light. It was 
breathtaking. I snapped 
photo after photo, 
struggling to get the 
right exposure, but it 
was difficult. The moon 

is very bright, and the mountains, even the lit part of them, were very dark. 
Expose for the moon and the mountains were not visible. Expose for th
mountains, and the moon was a white washout. And a tripod for a time 
exposure was USELESS, since the moon was moving. I go a few adequate 
photos, but none like I would have liked to have had. Perhaps I can make 
one better by combining two photographs in my digital darkroom. We will 

I am so fortunate to be in the right place at the right time. This happens to 
me a lot. Perhaps it is because I merely look around to see what it is that is 
THERE. Perhaps I sense that fortuitous events are in the making. 
God blesses me with these vistas. 
Perhaps all of these things. Perhaps 
none of these things. Whatever it is, 
I recognize it and am thankful for it. 

We fueled up again and headed 
North on 395, through Bishop, CA, 
then on to Tioga Pass. Canaan and I 
made the trip through Tioga Pass 
last year, but this was Piper's turn. 
Tioga Pass takes you right through 
Yosemite National Park. There were 
new, unused “wows” in store for Piper, and I was conjuring up my previous 

use this time. There would be no shortage of wows. 

“Wow!” she said. One says wow a lot on their first trip out west. Once one 
learns to say it, one realizes that it is applicable to so many things, one soon 
learns to use it indiscriminately, even for the smallest things; but the 

smallest things are 
much larger in the 

By this time, only half 
the moon was showing, 
and the tops of the 
peaks were bathed in a 
long wavelength 
reddish light. It was 

athtaking. I snapped 
photo after photo, 
struggling to get the 
right exposure, but it 
was difficult. The moon 

is very bright, and the mountains, even the lit part of them, were very dark. 
Expose for the moon and the mountains were not visible. Expose for the 
mountains, and the moon was a white washout. And a tripod for a time 
exposure was USELESS, since the moon was moving. I go a few adequate 
photos, but none like I would have liked to have had. Perhaps I can make 

my digital darkroom. We will 

I am so fortunate to be in the right place at the right time. This happens to 
me a lot. Perhaps it is because I merely look around to see what it is that is 
THERE. Perhaps I sense that fortuitous events are in the making. Perhaps 

new, unused “wows” in store for Piper, and I was conjuring up my previous 
e would be no shortage of wows.  
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On and on, back and forth, twisting, climbing through ear-popping 
switchbacks, up, up, up, until we are at 10,000 ft, with snow fields all 
around. But the cars . . . there were lots of cars. We were one of them, one 
of the thousands, each of us in his own microcosm of time and space, 
wanting to enjoy the same timeless space that awed John Muir and Ansel 
Adams. Those gorgeous vistas that no other place on earth can offer. We 
drove, faster, then slower, up and down, round and back again. We were 
slowed by campers. We deterred others who would make haste. We 

stopped, we rubber-necked, we 
gawked. We acted like 
TOURISTS. We were ashamed 
of ourselves, but we refused to 
he hurried. 

Through all this beauty in 
Yosemite, one soon becomes to 
accept it as the norm, until that 
is, one rounds the bend, and 
suddenly Half-Dome and El 
Capitán come into view, and 
then, one realizes that the 
previous beauty were only 

invitations to see the real thing; that the sight before you now is 
unparalleled in all of human experience. One stops the car at the turn out to 
take it all in. It is like a postcard, but it is real, right before your eyes. Then 
one drives on a bit. Then, again, there is Half-Dome and El Capitán in full 
view, with Bridal Veil Falls thrown in for good measure, and all the Yosemite 
Valley in the distance between.  

“Where are the men that built this?” I ask myself, of course joking.  

No man could build this.  

“Where is its Earthly creator?” I ask myself, knowing the answer to this, too.  
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How could so much breathtaking beauty be crammed into one place? Why is 
it not spread around a bit? I begin to wonder what the native Americans who 
inhabited this place before our arrival must have thought about it? Did they 
think this place was the temple of the Great Spirit? Did they revere it as 
even profane men do today? Did they see it as a magic place? Or was it just 
another place? I'm afraid I'll never have the answer to this, because the 
answer cannot be found in the “interpretive centers” the government offers. 

The interpretations of history 
offered in those places is as 
distorted, perhaps more so, 
than the histories we already 
have. The interpretive centers 
offer alternative histories, but 
I can come up with my own 
alternative history; I might 
rather call it fiction than 
history. 

 

 

Here is what one man said: 

But no temple made with hands can compare with Yosemite. Every 
rock in its walls seems to glow with life...as if into this one mountain 

mansion Nature had gathered her choicest treasures... 

John Muir 

He said it well. I cannot improve on it. I will rest my case for Yosemite on 
John Muir, who came to know her intimately, while I was just passing 
through. From there, we went on into Oakhurst, then through North Fork, 
then into Auberry, and from thence to the Mill. It was at the Mill that our 
story really begins and our travelogue takes its rest, because the Mill is not a 
place of travel, it is a place to STOP; though sometimes the best part of an 
adventure is not the destination, but the getting there and back again. We 
are the beneficiaries no matter that case. We are most fortunate. 

  



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

279 

 

8/6/11 Our Experiences at the Mill 

The Mill is an extraordinary place. How I came to be a presence there is a 
twisted narrative of human interconnections and Divine Providence that is 

remarkable in scope. I speak 
from experience that the Mill can 
change a person, working its 
magic the way it does, but this 
year I have also seen how one 
person can change the Mill. This 
deserves further exploration. 
But first, some background on 
The Mill, from my perspective.  

The Byxbe family were lovers 
and patrons of Folk Music, Folk 
Dance,  and Folk Art in the 

Northern California area, and a powerful influence on many performers and 
artists in Northern California, and to many artists from other areas who 
came within their sphere of influence. On some property in the Sierra 
foothills, not too far from Yosemite National Park, they started a youth music 
camp in the 1950's, which eventually morphed into a retreat for musicians 
and artists of significantly diverse background. Today, what we call “World” 
music is more the focus of The Mill, since much of what we hear defined as 
“World” music has its roots and influences in the folk music of various 
cultures. This is what I hear at The Mill. 

It also seems that The Mill became a place for those lovers of folk music who 
wanted it close and personal, as I suppose folk music was meant to be. A 
retreat. A camp. A sabbatical. A place for an artist to recharge his battery. A 
respite from everyday life. A place where one could 
descend to and explore the depths of music, or 
ascend to the pinnacles of musical expression, 
supported by a large cast of other musicians and 
lovers of the music. Since there were no 
microphones or amplifiers on any of the stages, the 
music could be as experimental as the close, 
intimate listeners could bear, without disturbing what 
was happening on the other stages nearby. A 
treasure chest of musical diversity developed among 
the diverse personalities that began to attend over 
the years; generations of them. 
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In my own life, in modern times, “diversity” has seemed to be a code word 
for political leanings that exclude me. My hackles have bristled at this word 
which always seems to cost me something. At The Mill it is different. I have 
gained a new respect for that word, in the sense that I am perceived as 
someone who helps bring diversity to The Mill. The fact that I cannot hide 
my Mississippiness (I used to try when I was younger, but it was a ludicrous 
and foolish thing, based on immaturity and inexperience), has made me 
stick out like a sore thumb (to some), or a breath of fresh air (to others) 
depending on their own personal reception of this diversity. I am genuinely 
from Mississippi. I am not a musician playing an intellectually analytical 
version of what I think Mississippi music is about. I am infused with the 

color, flavorings, and everyday life of 
my native home. The Mill is a place 
that allows the expression of the 
substance of something real that is 
inside of all of us to be accepted and 
welcomed. 

This is true if one is Hillbilly. Or 
Country. Or Roma. Or Flamenco. Or 
Hispanic. Or Native American. Or 
Middle Eastern. Or Uzbekistanian. Or 

Far Eastern. Or of whatever musical heritage one has in his heart, or has 
chosen to follow. This is true if you play a fiddle, a guitarron, an oud,  a lute, 
an accordion, a bouzouki, a guitar, a banjo, a hurdy-gurdy, drums (not the 
drums of modern rock and country bands, but drums from an older epoch), 
flutes, uillean pipes, highland pipes, Brittany pipes, goat-stomach pipes, or 
the piano. The Mill allows this, without retribution, without dissension, 
without over-anaylzation, without judgmental distance. The hearers are 
drawn in if they hear something they like; if not, they follow their ears to 
those places that call out unamplified to them across the hilltops and 
through the trees. The music is everywhere. Spontaneous, joyful, mournful, 
droning, hypnotic, mostly beckoning, mostly rejoicing, sometimes rebuking, 
sometimes painfully un-ignorable, and sometimes causing an abrasive 
introspection; but always cathartic. This is the magic of The Mill. 

These musicians, their families, and their children all camp together in 
various camps. There is Flamenco camp, there is Folk Camp, there is Art 
Meadows, there is Cowboy Camp, there is the Car Camp, there is Upper 
Touristan, there is Caretaker Row, the Mullah's Tent (coffeehouse) and 
various and sundry campsites where people of like interest in music, and 
lifestyles have grouped together. Some of these places a light sleeper who 
prefers to go to bed early may be wise to avoid. Others, who want to play 
music all night, party and be rowdy have their place. It is not wise to camp 
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near the coffee house and then complain about the all
The Mill authorities. One might 
another campsite less harried by the 
all-nighters. At The Mill, everyone has 
his place of ultimate acceptance, but 
everyone is accepted everywhere one 
wanders. Everyone is respectf
There are the occasional exceptions, 
but these people are the anomalies. 
Their nonacceptance and belligerence 
is recognized as their problem. I'm 
OK. You're OK. But, something must 
be NOT OK with him . . . and we all 
hope he is OK soon . . . give him a
few minutes and a little space, and no 
doubt, he'll be OK before you know it.

Like all events such as this, where fallible humans come together to plan and 
govern, there are more than a few problems encountered while trying to 
keep things going smoothly: 
visions, those who would restrict and restrain, those who would loosen and 
relinquish, those who love it so much they would squeeze the very life out of 
it to protect it, and those who go about quietly servi
repairing things decayed by time and 

Twice! A Herculean amount of work goes in to nine days of heaven on 
earth.  I salute you yet again!
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near the coffee house and then complain about the all-night long noise to 
he Mill authorities. One might be told it would be wiser for one to choose 

another campsite less harried by the 
nighters. At The Mill, everyone has 

his place of ultimate acceptance, but 
everyone is accepted everywhere one 
wanders. Everyone is respectful. 
There are the occasional exceptions, 
but these people are the anomalies. 
Their nonacceptance and belligerence 
is recognized as their problem. I'm 
OK. You're OK. But, something must 
be NOT OK with him . . . and we all 
hope he is OK soon . . . give him a 
few minutes and a little space, and no 
doubt, he'll be OK before you know it. 

Like all events such as this, where fallible humans come together to plan and 
govern, there are more than a few problems encountered while trying to 
keep things going smoothly: conflicting personalities, conflicting goals and 
visions, those who would restrict and restrain, those who would loosen and 
relinquish, those who love it so much they would squeeze the very life out of 
it to protect it, and those who go about quietly serving . . . fixing and 
repairing things decayed by time and weather, by dust and rodent, by the 

entropy that damages all of our things and our 
persons; investing their time, sweat and labor 
to serve all of us who would mistakenly think 
that this just magically springs up all by itself 
every summer, fully formed and developed for 
our own personal enjoyment, without any pain 
of labor or human strife or travail. We merely 
come through the gate and are warmly 
welcomed. For this, we are thankful. For this, 
everyone who comes through the gate should 
be thankful. I am. And I am, AGAIN. Thank you, 
everyone, who works so hard to keep this magic 
afloat, above the tides of endless regulation, 
bad economy, bad weather, and a general 
malaise of badness, which can and does 
manifest itself at every turn. I salute you! 

Twice! A Herculean amount of work goes in to nine days of heaven on 
I salute you yet again! 

night long noise to 
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afloat, above the tides of endless regulation, 
bad economy, bad weather, and a general 
malaise of badness, which can and does 
manifest itself at every turn. I salute you! 

Twice! A Herculean amount of work goes in to nine days of heaven on 
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I said all of that to say this! The Mill is a wonderful place. We all wish we 
could earn our livings by being attendees at The Mill. It is an idyllic example 
of what ancient village life might have been like. Of course, for nine days, it 
is possible to sustain the magic. For a lifetime, the magic may be harder to 
keep up. And all of us know better . . . our lives cannot be perpetually lived 
like this in the world. This is a magic place we come to, to be refreshed and 
restored, then we go back to our lives and the worlds we have created for 
ourselves if we are lucky, or to those worlds others have created for us if we 
are not. Either way, our presence at The Mill helps sustain us. 

When Piper and I arrived, we received the warmest 
greeting, and were told that there were those who 
were anxiously awaiting our arrival, thinking that we 
were to have arrived the day before. That trip to the 
North Rim of the Grand Canyon cost us an extra day, 
but it was a wise investment. We drove in to our 
campsite on Caretaker Row, where Mayne greeted us 
warmly. He had thought about the best ways to lay 
out our camping area, and we were appreciative of his 
planning for our own comfort and convenience while 
awaiting our arrival, and pitched out tent in the spot 
he had prepared for us. It could not have been a 
better place. 

After unloading, we took the car back outside the gate to park, then walked 
back to set up our camp. It took us nearly an hour to walk back, since we 
were stopped at every turn, with me greeting old friends and having the 
great privilege to introduce them to Piper, who was soon to need no 
introductions.  

I can name names, but the danger here is leaving someone out: Mayne, 
Gail, Ray, Markie, Paul, Bob, Steve, Ray and Lenore, Sara, Dan, Don, Sarah, 
Gerry, Leslie, Noah, Karen, Cyril, Steve, Tim, Sean, Allen, Hurdy-Gurdy 
Kevin, Cavaleigh, Rita, Jasmyn, Ethan, Janine, Elliott, Dale, Misha and 
daughter Penelope, Fran, Barbara, Barbara, Jenny, Barry, Dane, Nick, 
Blaine, Victor, Don, Joe, Debbie, Janet, Lynn, Don, Will, Patty, Sharman, 
Patience, Suzy, Eric, WB, Carlo, Pat, David, EZ, and a HOST of others, who 
all helped my mill experience be delightful. 

I had my main show at Fiddlin' Will's Cantina on Tuesday, July19. Piper and I 
played a one hour set with a great band, consisting of Mayne Smith (Dobro), 
Markie Sanders (Bass), Ray Bierl (Fiddle) and Bob Applebaum (Mandolin). 
What a band!! We had a great turnout, and played all original songs except 
for one Louvin Brothers tune. I was humbled that so many people were 
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singing along to songs they had never heard before. The close, personal 
nature of the performances at The Mill lend themselves to this. No 
microphones. A CLOSE audience, in fact an audience so close that they 
actually become PART of your performance. This is live music at its absolute 
best. I thrive on it. I yearn for it. I need it.  Several MP3 selections from this 
performance are available on my home page at: 
http://www.mississippichrissharp.com  if one wants to hear them. 

Having Piper at my side was delightful. She came into her own as a 
performer while at the mill, no longer under the shadow of her musically 
strong father. While I am not making a comment about the GOODNESS of 
my musical abilities, I can definitely and 
unabashedly make a comment about the 
nature of my musical persona . . . I am 
strong. Piper has been in my shadow. Before 
the mill was over, she was no longer in my 
shadow, but I was basking in her glow. Here 
was this tall, strong, beautiful woman, full of 
Southern charm and grace, moving through 
throngs of people as I watched them part for 
her majesty to come through. She literally 
was glowing with self-confidence, wit, charm 
and grace. She NEEDED the experience of 
being received for who SHE was, and I 
certainly enjoyed becoming known as Piper's dad to a significant portion of 
the Mill population. I cannot think of a moniker I would have liked better 
than, “Piper's Dad!” 

“Look,” they would whisper as I walked by. “That is Piper's Dad,” they would 
say, pointing at me.  

And thus, I went down in Mill history as Piper's dad. I can think of worse 
things to be known for. Last year, I was known to some as Canaan's dad. 
This year, though, Piper made such an impression, fit herself in so well, that 
she is a powerful memory to many and I am a mere footnote. Isn't this the 
way things SHOULD be. We move aside and make way for our own progeny. 
I am not dissatisfied with this. It did not hurt her that she has the voice of 
an angel, delivered with power and clarity. I cannot think of ANYONE I'd 
rather have sing with me, or that I'd rather sing WITH. Perhaps that is 
where the future will lead me. I will sing with HER. I smile at the thought of 
it. 
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fiddled jazzily, he fiddled mournfully, he fiddled and fiddled, beautifully, with 
verve and panache, with restraint and compassion, encouraging others, as 
young fiddlers watched, their eyes glassy and their jaws dropped at Blaine's 
attack, touch, tone, timbre, fiber, improvisation, sweetness, and chutzpah. 
He made the fiddle sing. He made it weep. He made it growl. He made it 
bark. He made it soar. Perhaps, as it is wit
defining moment for Blaine. He told me that this was the California he had 
been looking for since he had arrived there nearly three years ago.

The first day of his arrival, we got into a hot, hot, hot bluegrass jam at the 
Cantina. I was playing rhythm guitar, and there was Suzy Thompson on 
Fiddle, Eric Thompson on mandolin and lead guitar, Bob Applebaum on 
mandolin, Gerry Tenney on banjo, and Karen Horner on bass. I sure hope 
someone recorded this and I can get a copy of it. 
Twin fiddles, beautifully played, right in my ear! A crowd appeared out of 
nowhere. It seemed that nearly the entire population of the Mill had rushed 
over at the sound of this music: hot, passionate, and emitting far more 
energy that it consumed. There was 
enough energy to produce this extremely 
hot music, with energy left to spare as it 
permeated the hills and camps, and led 
folks forth like the pied piper led the 
children of Hamlin; though our only 
motive was being caught up
joy of music played with reckless 
abandon. We abandoned ourselves to it. 
As it fed on our abandonment, it in turn 
nourished and fed us, until there was 
such synergy as I have not felt in a long time. The updraft of music created 
a vacuum into which everyone was drawn, a firestorm as it were, sucking up 
everything in its path, leaving no one who came within its pull untouched. 
And it was not just those named who were playing, there were others, and I 
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Blaine Sprouse arrived on Thursday, July 21. 
I don't think The Mill had ever heard fiddling 
like that in a long time. The maestro had 
arrived. I am not taking away anything from 
the other fiddlers I have heard at The Mill, 
because Them Mill is not a contest about who 
is best. Everyone brings to the table what 
they HAVE, and everyone has a chance to 
shine and be who they are. Blaine was 
certainly who he is. He fiddled and fiddled. He 
fiddled with me. He fiddled with the old
fiddlers, he fiddled with the gypsies, he 

fiddled jazzily, he fiddled mournfully, he fiddled and fiddled, beautifully, with 
verve and panache, with restraint and compassion, encouraging others, as 
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He made the fiddle sing. He made it weep. He made it growl. He made it 
bark. He made it soar. Perhaps, as it is with so many of us, The Mill was a 
defining moment for Blaine. He told me that this was the California he had 
been looking for since he had arrived there nearly three years ago.

The first day of his arrival, we got into a hot, hot, hot bluegrass jam at the 
ntina. I was playing rhythm guitar, and there was Suzy Thompson on 

Fiddle, Eric Thompson on mandolin and lead guitar, Bob Applebaum on 
mandolin, Gerry Tenney on banjo, and Karen Horner on bass. I sure hope 
someone recorded this and I can get a copy of it. The fiddling was to die for! 
Twin fiddles, beautifully played, right in my ear! A crowd appeared out of 
nowhere. It seemed that nearly the entire population of the Mill had rushed 
over at the sound of this music: hot, passionate, and emitting far more 
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nourished and fed us, until there was 
such synergy as I have not felt in a long time. The updraft of music created 
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everything in its path, leaving no one who came within its pull untouched. 
And it was not just those named who were playing, there were others, and I 
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regret that I am unable to mention them by n
middle and could hardly see anyone else, so focused was I on what was 
happening right there in real time.

At The Mill, spontaneous music is likely to break out anywhere, at any time. 
Blaine and I were looking for a jam when we s

“There's no jamming going on,” he told me, wistfully.

“It is that point in the afternoon 
“Something'll pop up in a bit. Why 
don't you just get your fiddle out, and 
I'll get my guitar, and we'
one.” I took a seat near the backdrop 
in the side of the cantina, and Blaine 
tuned his fiddle. 

I knew what would happen at the first 
blast of the tone of Blaine's fiddling. I 
was right. Within two tunes, the jam 
was in full session, growing in 
intensity, until it reached a great 
climax, after which, with my Ed Dye 
training, I said, “That's it for me.” I put my guitar in the case, stood up, and 
began to walk off. The jam broke up, having served its purpose in this 
furious whirlwind of energy. It was
there than to let her die a slow and tedious death. My memory is that this 
was the James Dean of jams. The Marilyn Monroe of jams. The John F. 
Kennedy of jams. Fast, furious, and consigned to an early grave while sti
young and beautiful so that our memory of it is as our memories of them: 
forever young . . . never old, wrinkled, and incontinent.

I want to particularly thank Jenny Haley for sharing her wonderful songs 
with me.  Patience Young for her spirit which spe
in me which we have in common, though I cannot yet define it. Barry Shultz 
for sharing his wonderful, genuine, and soulful music with Piper and Me. 
Sara Winge for her delightful singing and company, particularly those 
wonderful duets I listened to her and Carlo sing. Fran, Janine, Patty, 
Barbara, and Rita for taking Piper under their wing and making her a part of 
their Mill life. Of course, Mayne Smith, Ray Bierl, Markie Sanders, Bob 
Applebaum, Steve Goldfield, and the Royal Tenne
my regular Mill running mates. Mayne and Gail Smith for their wonderful 
hospitality, friendship, and constant serving spirits and indulgence of me and 
my children. Paul Indman for teaching me so much in such a short period. 
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regret that I am unable to mention them by name, but I was right in the 
middle and could hardly see anyone else, so focused was I on what was 
happening right there in real time. 

At The Mill, spontaneous music is likely to break out anywhere, at any time. 
Blaine and I were looking for a jam when we started that one. 

“There's no jamming going on,” he told me, wistfully. 

“It is that point in the afternoon when the Mill sort of takes a siesta,” I said. 
“Something'll pop up in a bit. Why 
don't you just get your fiddle out, and 
I'll get my guitar, and we'll start 
one.” I took a seat near the backdrop 
in the side of the cantina, and Blaine 
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training, I said, “That's it for me.” I put my guitar in the case, stood up, and 
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was the James Dean of jams. The Marilyn Monroe of jams. The John F. 
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young and beautiful so that our memory of it is as our memories of them: 
forever young . . . never old, wrinkled, and incontinent. 
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Patience Young for her spirit which speaks admirably to something 
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Sara Winge for her delightful singing and company, particularly those 

uets I listened to her and Carlo sing. Fran, Janine, Patty, 
Barbara, and Rita for taking Piper under their wing and making her a part of 
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Ethan Byxbe for always being gracious and a joy to be around. And of 
course, my Rita, without whom none of this would have been possible for me 
and my family. Our lives will never be the same. It is the nature of The Mill 
to change lives so. To bring out the best 
humanly. 

I did have great fun 
with those who 
thought my name 
was Chreeus. I 
cannot naturally say 
my name without 
using two syllables. 
It is the Southern 
way. I think I say 
“Chris” and I hear 
“Chris.” What I 
actually say is “Chree-us,” and that is what you hear. One who is around 
Southerners know that we are wont to insert superfluous syllables all the 
time. It is in the nature of our speech. Those who are not familiar with this 
think that the two syllables are actually how 
reason for me to get angry about this, or feel slighted, because I am the one 
they heard it from. It came from my own mouth. Soon, I found myself being 
greeted as “Chree-us” all over camp. No slight was intended, and none was 
taken,. However, if a former Southerner who had worked hard to ditch their 
Southern accent had taken an opportunity to exaggerate that “Chree
they might have found themselves with a good ass
this objectionable, though, instead 
opportunity for much mirth and merriment. In an earlier time, when I was 
less sure of myself, I would have taken this the wrong way. Fortunately for 
me, I have grown up enough to be able to laugh at myself. It is funny! I 
cannot escape my Southern, country accent. It is too ingrained. At one time, 
I was ashamed of it, but I have learned to embrace what I cannot change, 
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xbe for always being gracious and a joy to be around. And of 
course, my Rita, without whom none of this would have been possible for me 
and my family. Our lives will never be the same. It is the nature of The Mill 
to change lives so. To bring out the best that is within us, musically and 

us,” and that is what you hear. One who is around 
Southerners know that we are wont to insert superfluous syllables all the 
time. It is in the nature of our speech. Those who are not familiar with this 
think that the two syllables are actually how it is pronounced. There is no 
reason for me to get angry about this, or feel slighted, because I am the one 
they heard it from. It came from my own mouth. Soon, I found myself being 

us” all over camp. No slight was intended, and none was 
taken,. However, if a former Southerner who had worked hard to ditch their 
Southern accent had taken an opportunity to exaggerate that “Chree
they might have found themselves with a good ass-chewing. I did not find 
this objectionable, though, instead finding it warm, genuine, and an 
opportunity for much mirth and merriment. In an earlier time, when I was 
less sure of myself, I would have taken this the wrong way. Fortunately for 
me, I have grown up enough to be able to laugh at myself. It is funny! I 
annot escape my Southern, country accent. It is too ingrained. At one time, 

I was ashamed of it, but I have learned to embrace what I cannot change, 
and appropriately learned to ask myself, “And 
why would I want to?” 

I did have a couple of moments at The 
wherein I was out of order, but things worked 
themselves out OK; at least I hope they did.

I was invited to go to the gospel singing at the 
gate one evening. There, everyone is singing 
gospel tunes and hymns. When it was my turn, 
I chose a good Mississippi Blues gospel tune by 
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and my family. Our lives will never be the same. It is the nature of The Mill 

that is within us, musically and 

us,” and that is what you hear. One who is around 
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time. It is in the nature of our speech. Those who are not familiar with this 

it is pronounced. There is no 
reason for me to get angry about this, or feel slighted, because I am the one 
they heard it from. It came from my own mouth. Soon, I found myself being 

us” all over camp. No slight was intended, and none was 
taken,. However, if a former Southerner who had worked hard to ditch their 
Southern accent had taken an opportunity to exaggerate that “Chree-us,” 

chewing. I did not find 
finding it warm, genuine, and an 

opportunity for much mirth and merriment. In an earlier time, when I was 
less sure of myself, I would have taken this the wrong way. Fortunately for 
me, I have grown up enough to be able to laugh at myself. It is funny! I 
annot escape my Southern, country accent. It is too ingrained. At one time, 

I was ashamed of it, but I have learned to embrace what I cannot change, 
ask myself, “And 

I did have a couple of moments at The Mill 
wherein I was out of order, but things worked 
themselves out OK; at least I hope they did. 

I was invited to go to the gospel singing at the 
gate one evening. There, everyone is singing 
gospel tunes and hymns. When it was my turn, 

sippi Blues gospel tune by 
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Skip James, “Be Ready When He Comes.” As the songs went round and 
round, someone introduced a song as a modern Unitarian/Universalist song, 
which was joined in with great enthusiasm. I just listened and did not play 
on it. Immediately afterwards, someone made mention about the 
Mother/Goddess, and lo and behold, a lady looked right at me and asked if I 
knew, “My Hope is Built.” This song, with words by Edwin Mote and music by 
William Bradbury is perhaps the most sacred of all songs
to the very heart of my faith. 

My hope is built on nothing less

than Jesus' blood and righteousness.
I dare not trust the sweetest frame

But wholly lean on Jesus' Name.
  

On Christ the solid rock I stand
All other ground is sinking s

All other ground is sinking sand.

Why, oh why, was THIS song suggested to me right after the 
Mother/Goddess reference? I was consumed with emotion. I could not sing 
that song in that place at that 
time. When I tried to voice this, I 
did so in such an abrupt way as 
every face was illuminated with 
the knowledge that something 
was happening right there in that 
moment. Everyone's eyes turned 
to me. I was speechless, shaking 
my head, fighting back tears. 
Finally, I croaked, “I cannot sing 
that song in this place at this 
time. It is too real to me.”

A very kind lady seated next to me leaned over and said, “We were not 
meaning to be sacrilegious.” When she said that to me, I knew she was 
sincere, and I saw sincere astonishment on every face around, I suppose 
caused by my reaction, which was immediate, almost hostile. The Holy Spirit 
had washed over me, and I could not but obey. I think everyone sensed this. 
There is a place that is sacred to all of us. While California and the people in 
this magic place called The Mill may have very differing opinions about the 
nature of God and his existence (or lack thereof), I am content to let others 
choose whatever path they will choose for themselves, and still respect, like, 
and love them as human beings. It is my duty as
possible for me, in an environment that had immediately referenced the 

The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

287 

Skip James, “Be Ready When He Comes.” As the songs went round and 
round, someone introduced a song as a modern Unitarian/Universalist song, 
which was joined in with great enthusiasm. I just listened and did not play 

ately afterwards, someone made mention about the 
Mother/Goddess, and lo and behold, a lady looked right at me and asked if I 
knew, “My Hope is Built.” This song, with words by Edwin Mote and music by 
William Bradbury is perhaps the most sacred of all songs to me. It cuts right 
to the very heart of my faith.  

My hope is built on nothing less 

than Jesus' blood and righteousness. 
I dare not trust the sweetest frame 

But wholly lean on Jesus' Name. 

On Christ the solid rock I stand 
All other ground is sinking sand 

All other ground is sinking sand. 

Why, oh why, was THIS song suggested to me right after the 
Mother/Goddess reference? I was consumed with emotion. I could not sing 
that song in that place at that 
time. When I tried to voice this, I 

abrupt way as 
every face was illuminated with 
the knowledge that something 
was happening right there in that 
moment. Everyone's eyes turned 
to me. I was speechless, shaking 
my head, fighting back tears. 
Finally, I croaked, “I cannot sing 

place at this 
time. It is too real to me.” 

A very kind lady seated next to me leaned over and said, “We were not 
meaning to be sacrilegious.” When she said that to me, I knew she was 
sincere, and I saw sincere astonishment on every face around, I suppose 
aused by my reaction, which was immediate, almost hostile. The Holy Spirit 

had washed over me, and I could not but obey. I think everyone sensed this. 
There is a place that is sacred to all of us. While California and the people in 

The Mill may have very differing opinions about the 
nature of God and his existence (or lack thereof), I am content to let others 
choose whatever path they will choose for themselves, and still respect, like, 
and love them as human beings. It is my duty as a Christian. But it is not 
possible for me, in an environment that had immediately referenced the 

Skip James, “Be Ready When He Comes.” As the songs went round and 
round, someone introduced a song as a modern Unitarian/Universalist song, 
which was joined in with great enthusiasm. I just listened and did not play 

ately afterwards, someone made mention about the 
Mother/Goddess, and lo and behold, a lady looked right at me and asked if I 
knew, “My Hope is Built.” This song, with words by Edwin Mote and music by 

to me. It cuts right 

Why, oh why, was THIS song suggested to me right after the 
Mother/Goddess reference? I was consumed with emotion. I could not sing 

A very kind lady seated next to me leaned over and said, “We were not 
meaning to be sacrilegious.” When she said that to me, I knew she was 
sincere, and I saw sincere astonishment on every face around, I suppose 
aused by my reaction, which was immediate, almost hostile. The Holy Spirit 

had washed over me, and I could not but obey. I think everyone sensed this. 
There is a place that is sacred to all of us. While California and the people in 

The Mill may have very differing opinions about the 
nature of God and his existence (or lack thereof), I am content to let others 
choose whatever path they will choose for themselves, and still respect, like, 

a Christian. But it is not 
possible for me, in an environment that had immediately referenced the 
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Mother/Goddess to sing about the blood of Jesus. There is no higher, holy or 
sacred thing for me. It is not a casual thing for me. It can never be a casual 
thing for me. That song sums up the exact nature of what I think is Holy. If 
you'd like, you can look up the lyrics and read them all. There, in the lyrics 
to one song, is the theology of Chris Sharp. I found my place to stand. I will 
not be moved from it. Standing there, I will remove my shoes, for it is the 
holiest of places. 

It is more than ironic that it was this particular song that was suggested to 
ME in this place. What a test. I'm 

moment in which my behavior might have offended others. It was not my 
intent to offend, not theirs to give offense. Sometimes the Gospel offends 
those who would be offended. When this happens, it is not my place to 
correct the offense; It does what it does. I suppose it was part of the magic 
of The Mill that this moment happened, and everyone could have a chance 
to see something as others see it. I hope so. I la
Patience, to whom it seemed to me urgently important to apologize. There 
again was that voice which I must obey. They 
gently rebuked me saying that no apology was 
necessary. I love them both so!!! 

They like reefer in Californi
other states, one can get a medical marijuana 
card. It is easy to do. 

“I don't sleep well,” the patient told the primary 
care physician who was a member of his HMO.

“We'll get you a medical marijuana card, Then 
you'll sleep better,” said the doctor, and wrote a 
prescription. 

“I have gas, halitosis, and my butt itches all the 
time,” said the patient to a different primary care 
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Mother/Goddess to sing about the blood of Jesus. There is no higher, holy or 
sacred thing for me. It is not a casual thing for me. It can never be a casual 
hing for me. That song sums up the exact nature of what I think is Holy. If 

you'd like, you can look up the lyrics and read them all. There, in the lyrics 
to one song, is the theology of Chris Sharp. I found my place to stand. I will 

Standing there, I will remove my shoes, for it is the 

It is more than ironic that it was this particular song that was suggested to 
ME in this place. What a test. I'm not sure that I passed it, and I was 

embarrassed by my behavior, for 
normally I can control it, knowing that 
other's opinions about God do not 
change Him or have any impact on Him, 
so why should they have one on me? I 
was unable to do so this time. There are 
places I will not go, and things I cannot 
ignore. I was no more able to ignore the 
voice of God as He spoke to me in that 
instance that I was able to withdraw the 

moment in which my behavior might have offended others. It was not my 
intent to offend, not theirs to give offense. Sometimes the Gospel offends 

d be offended. When this happens, it is not my place to 
correct the offense; It does what it does. I suppose it was part of the magic 
of The Mill that this moment happened, and everyone could have a chance 
to see something as others see it. I hope so. I later apologized to Jenny and 
Patience, to whom it seemed to me urgently important to apologize. There 
again was that voice which I must obey. They 
gently rebuked me saying that no apology was 
necessary. I love them both so!!!  

They like reefer in California. There, as in many 
other states, one can get a medical marijuana 

“I don't sleep well,” the patient told the primary 
care physician who was a member of his HMO. 

“We'll get you a medical marijuana card, Then 
id the doctor, and wrote a 

“I have gas, halitosis, and my butt itches all the 
time,” said the patient to a different primary care 

Mother/Goddess to sing about the blood of Jesus. There is no higher, holy or 
sacred thing for me. It is not a casual thing for me. It can never be a casual 
hing for me. That song sums up the exact nature of what I think is Holy. If 

you'd like, you can look up the lyrics and read them all. There, in the lyrics 
to one song, is the theology of Chris Sharp. I found my place to stand. I will 

Standing there, I will remove my shoes, for it is the 

It is more than ironic that it was this particular song that was suggested to 
not sure that I passed it, and I was 

embarrassed by my behavior, for 
normally I can control it, knowing that 
other's opinions about God do not 
change Him or have any impact on Him, 
so why should they have one on me? I 
was unable to do so this time. There are 
places I will not go, and things I cannot 

le to ignore the 
voice of God as He spoke to me in that 
instance that I was able to withdraw the 

moment in which my behavior might have offended others. It was not my 
intent to offend, not theirs to give offense. Sometimes the Gospel offends 

d be offended. When this happens, it is not my place to 
correct the offense; It does what it does. I suppose it was part of the magic 
of The Mill that this moment happened, and everyone could have a chance 

ter apologized to Jenny and 
Patience, to whom it seemed to me urgently important to apologize. There 
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physician working under the aegis of a different HMO. 

“Well, a shower might help the itch, but medical marijuana will take care of 
all the rest. I'll write you a prescription,” said the physician. 

“I have an ingrown toenail,” said a yet different man to yet another primary 
care physician who was being seen under a Blue Cross plan. 

“Oh! Medical marijuana will fix you right up,” the physician said as he wrote 
on his prescription pad. 

“My cats don’t seem to appreciate my keeping a 
clean litter box for them,” said the elderly matron 
to her physician, almost in passing. 

“Medical marijuana will help you deal with that,” 
said the Medicare physician. 

“Medical marijuana will get my cats to use the 
litter box rather than my bed pillow?” she asked 
incredulously. 

“No,” said the physician, “But you won't CARE!” 

It seems to me that many of the legal medical 
users of marijuana are using it for recreational 

purposes, which the law frowns on. More than a few people offered to share 
their medical marijuana with me. I have no objection to people who want to 
use marijuana. We have it here in Mississippi. We've had it for a long time. 
You couldn't haul off in small dump truck all of it that I smoked while I was 
in high school and college. It was only after turning 21 that I had developed 
enough self-confidence to avoid the peer-pressure and rely on my own 
fortitude to be able to say to my friends, “I do not like it, therefore will no 
longer smoke it!” It produced in me the most unpleasant and intense 
paranoia. Why on earth, then, did I continue to use it? I stopped thirty-three 
years ago, and have not missed it for an instant. I am comfortable in my 
own skin, enjoy having my wits about me, and cannabis took all that away 
from me. Medical, legal, or not, I am not interested. That leaves more for 
those who are. 

While there are legitimate medical uses of marijuana, the recreational use 
among those legal users is hardly unnoticible. Many recreational cannabis 
use supporters misjudged the wishes of a majority of California voters when 
the pressed for and got Proposition 19 onto the ballot. The voters rejected 
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recreational use of marijuana. It has 
happened for a variety of reasons, but the reason I did NOT hear discussed 
was that too many users hang around with other users, and soon, they think 
that everyone else thinks just like they do. A mistake in politics and life.

Jonathan Swift said do not mistake the voice of a 
the voice of the kingdom. This happens a lot to liberals, conservatives, and 

But this morning's e-mail indicates that he has been very ill and 
the hospital for 18 days. An 18 day stay in the hospital is serious. “A close 
call,” he says, but he,  “will recover!”
Lee Boek during this time of healing and recovery. Bless you, Brother Lee. 
We are pulling for you. 

I had another incident that occurred at the Mill for which Texans will want to 
thank me. I will tell this story another time. I am exhausted now, and will 
refrain from writing any more, other than to say this to my California friends 
and fans: THANK YOU! THANK YOU!! THANK YOU!!! 

Perhaps I can coax Piper to write about her experiences and get her to let 
me post them here! I hope so!

I you have any photos or music you think I would like to have, please let me 
know. 

Our trip home from the Mill: Unev
the horse back towards the barn, and it will not stop unless forced to. Piper 
wanted to see her girls and her husband. I wanted to see my Bride. Thank 
the Lord for a swift, nearly non

Next year?? Of course!! Maybe I can persuade my Debbie to come. Everyone 
wants to meet her! They want to see if she is the angel I have described. 
The one who is the mother of two wonderful children, Piper and Canaan. She 
is. She is already loved and respe
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recreational use of marijuana. It has been much discussed that this 
happened for a variety of reasons, but the reason I did NOT hear discussed 
was that too many users hang around with other users, and soon, they think 
that everyone else thinks just like they do. A mistake in politics and life.

Jonathan Swift said do not mistake the voice of a single London alehouse as 
the voice of the kingdom. This happens a lot to liberals, conservatives, and 

many other groups. An isolated, 
single focus group does not 
represent the voice of the entire 
people.  

I just received an e
Brother Lee Love (Lee Boek), 
who was unable to come to the 
Mill this year for preparations for 
a play in Los Angeles. He had 
invited me to come to the play. 

mail indicates that he has been very ill and 
the hospital for 18 days. An 18 day stay in the hospital is serious. “A close 

“will recover!”  Our thoughts and prayers go out to 
Lee Boek during this time of healing and recovery. Bless you, Brother Lee. 

I had another incident that occurred at the Mill for which Texans will want to 
thank me. I will tell this story another time. I am exhausted now, and will 
refrain from writing any more, other than to say this to my California friends 

ANK YOU! THANK YOU!! THANK YOU!!!  

Perhaps I can coax Piper to write about her experiences and get her to let 
me post them here! I hope so! 

I you have any photos or music you think I would like to have, please let me 

Our trip home from the Mill: Uneventful, flagging, long, and longer still. Point 
the horse back towards the barn, and it will not stop unless forced to. Piper 
wanted to see her girls and her husband. I wanted to see my Bride. Thank 
the Lord for a swift, nearly non-stop safe journey home! 

Next year?? Of course!! Maybe I can persuade my Debbie to come. Everyone 
wants to meet her! They want to see if she is the angel I have described. 
The one who is the mother of two wonderful children, Piper and Canaan. She 
is. She is already loved and respected and hasn't even been there yet. Rita 

been much discussed that this 
happened for a variety of reasons, but the reason I did NOT hear discussed 
was that too many users hang around with other users, and soon, they think 
that everyone else thinks just like they do. A mistake in politics and life. 

single London alehouse as 
the voice of the kingdom. This happens a lot to liberals, conservatives, and 

many other groups. An isolated, 
single focus group does not 
represent the voice of the entire 

I just received an e-mail from 
Brother Lee Love (Lee Boek), 
who was unable to come to the 
Mill this year for preparations for 
a play in Los Angeles. He had 
invited me to come to the play. 

mail indicates that he has been very ill and confined to 
the hospital for 18 days. An 18 day stay in the hospital is serious. “A close 

Our thoughts and prayers go out to 
Lee Boek during this time of healing and recovery. Bless you, Brother Lee. 

I had another incident that occurred at the Mill for which Texans will want to 
thank me. I will tell this story another time. I am exhausted now, and will 
refrain from writing any more, other than to say this to my California friends 

Perhaps I can coax Piper to write about her experiences and get her to let 

I you have any photos or music you think I would like to have, please let me 

entful, flagging, long, and longer still. Point 
the horse back towards the barn, and it will not stop unless forced to. Piper 
wanted to see her girls and her husband. I wanted to see my Bride. Thank 

Next year?? Of course!! Maybe I can persuade my Debbie to come. Everyone 
wants to meet her! They want to see if she is the angel I have described. 
The one who is the mother of two wonderful children, Piper and Canaan. She 

cted and hasn't even been there yet. Rita 
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and Ethan know her, though. Come on Debbie . . . won't you go with us next 
year? 

And Tennessee, if you are reading this and got this far, be assured . . . I 
never forgot for an instant that you were in the midst of your chemo while I 
was having this wonderful time in California. I prayed for you every day and 
still do. I felt a twinge of guilt a time or two, but I had to stop myself. We all 
ultimately bear what it is that we will have to bear, but we do not do it 
without the love, support, and caring of 
others. You are not alone, not for minute! We 
mourn because we are ill, and for some 
unfathomable reason, we mourn that we are 
better. It is a paradox of human existence. We 
are all thankful for each other! That's a fact! 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to Karen Horner, the bassist 
shown on the right! She's a pearl! 
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8/13/11 Good News from the CLL Battlefront 

The Abramson Family Cancer Research Institute  at the University of 
Pennsylvania's Perelman School of Medicine, has had an article published in 
the New England Journal of Medicine about the use of targeted gene therapy 
in the treatment of CLL. The link to this article is: 

http://www.nejm.org/doi/full/10.1056/NEJMoa1103849?query=featured_ho
me#tarticleTop. 

Gene therapy is an exciting front-line on 
the treatment of cancer, and in this 
particular case, the apparently successful 
treatment of Chronic Lymphocytic 
Leukemia, using the patient's own 
genetically modified T-cells to fight the 
cancer cells. 

The advantages of this type of cancer treatment over conventional 
chemotherapy are significant, since the patient's own cells are used to kill 
the cancer cells  that are infiltrating the bone marrow, loose in the 
bloodstream, and that have collected in the lymph nodes, spleen, and other 
organs. The targeted therapy allows the cancer cells to be destroyed without 
collateral damage to tissues, which is typical for conventional 
chemotherapies. The modified T-cells are programmed to target the cancer 
cells by identifying and attaching themselves to certain proteins which are 
found only on the cancer cells and not on healthy cells. 

There are many research institutions working on this type of therapy, 
simultaneously, all over the world, but this article indicates its first 
successful use in patients with Chronic Lymphocytic Leukemia. This is good 
news, indeed. 

Some of the chemotherapy agents currently being used in the treatment of 
CLL (like Rituximab and Alemtuzumab) use a similar genetic strategy, by 
attaching themselves to certain proteins found only on the cancer cells and 
destroying them while leaving other cells untouched. Again, this avoids 
collateral damage typically found in other chemotherapy agents. These 
front-line chemotherapy drugs are synthesized in laboratory animals though, 
and introduce proteins foreign to humans resulting in the possibility of 
severe reactions and side-effects. 

In the case of the therapy described in the article, a patient's own T-cells (an 
important disease fighting white blood cell we all have) are modified, 
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drastically reducing the chance for undesired reactions and side-effects in 
the patient while specifically targeting the cancer cells.  

The research is ongoing to see if the modified T-cells cells will continue to 
live inside the patient and go about their work destroying the CLL cells over 
an extended period. The preliminary indications are good. 

Of course, this article is written for health care professionals, and the jargon 
may be a bit intimidating, but when you get to a term you don't know, 
GOOGLE it. The really intimidating part comes after having diligently 
GOOGLED the term and read all about it only to discover that it is being 
defined by other terms which require GOOGLING. You can get it if you stay 
with it. 

You could ask your doctor. Or, you could trust me, or other sites, to keep 
you informed that THIS IS GOOD NEWS! Sometimes, that's all one needs to 
know. This entire process is still in research and not yet an approved and 
available method of treatment, and though the initial indications are good, 
there could yet be pitfalls and undesirable circumstances which are not yet 
known; but we will keep our fingers crossed, and hope that this research will 
continue to show remarkable benefits to patients, and reveal itself to be the 
CURE for CLL. 

Best wishes to Drs. Porter, Levine, Kalos, Bagg, and June. May new, 
promising ideas brighten your every waking minute, and may they lead you 
into even more areas of promise, and RESULTS!  
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8/18/11 Our Most Efficient Government in Action 

A news report was released today indicating a possible Department of 
Justice investigation of Standard & Poor’s ratings system, and how they 
might have been influenced by those who bear the fruits of their ratings. It 
seems that some unsavory closeness might have occurred here. 
Remarkably, this investigation is supposedly focused on the ratings that S&P 
gave to mortgage backed securities some few years ago, and the 
investigation is reported to have begun prior to S&P’s downrating of the 
government’s credit worthiness from a AAA to a AA+. The timing of the 
announcement of this investigation is suspicious, and reeks of what may be 
the equivalent of the government saying, “Mess with my credit rating and 
resources will be brought o bear.” This is worthy of Alexander Haig, himself. 
I am not surprised that in this modern, corrupt government and business 
climate that S&P might have been a bit too cozy with those whom it would 
rate; however, the unseemliness of this investigation is just too obvious. 

Where was the Justice Department when these mortgage backed securities 
were being marketed to investors? Why did S&P give these mortgage backed 
securities a good rating? There is no doubt that this is worth of an 
investigation, but why NOW? Why not three years ago? Why not two years 
ago? Why not a year ago? Why not six months ago? Why NOW? 

We’ll see how deep this investigation goes, and how long it takes S&P to 
revise its rating of the credit-worthiness of our government. Any day now, 
S&P might issue a press release that says their acquisition of recent, 
heretofore unavailable, confidential information allows them to place the 
government back with an AAA rating. Then, perhaps, we will see Ben 
Bernanke’s smiling face on TV, along with the president and members of 
congress congratulating each other on the debt-reduction deal just passed. 

“Who are we at war with today? Eastasia? Or Oceania?” Winston Smith 
asked himself, after a new flash raced across the telescreen in the middle of 
the city square. 

On a similar note, this fictional announcement was recently circulated in 
Washington newspapers: 

ANNOUNCEMENT FROM ANDREWS AFB GOLF COURSE: The golf 
course will be closed tomorrow for a private event. Tomorrow's first 

flight tee time at the JUSTICE/S&P INVITATIONAL SCRAMBLE is 
10:00AM at the Andrews AFB golf course, which will be off-limits to 

regular golfers while key people from all parties in the DOJ's S&P 
investigation (DOJ officials, members of the Senate and House 
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Congressional oversight panels, senior executives from S&P, Goldman-

Sachs, and AIG, and their counsel) will discuss the nature and 
outcome of the investigation over a round of golf. Banking executives 

plan to offer investment advice to all interested participants during a 
catered dinner and celebration at the 19th hole, immediately after the 

prizes (furnished by Goldman-Sachs and AIG) are awarded for the 
day's best and worst teams, and numerous prizes for selected 

individual golfers. 

Good luck, all you invited golfers. May you sort out your own personal 
problems and those of the world economy, but for sure, your own, personal 
problems, first. We are anxiously awaiting the outcome of the golf 
tournament, and to see who gets what prizes. 

The rest of us? We’ll just eat cake! 

I despise corruption. I despise the appearance of corruption. I can’t seem to 
differentiate between the two, to tell the actual thing from the appearance of 
the thing. They MUST both be the same. 

Proverbs 11:1 A false balance is abomination to the LORD: but a just 

weight is his delight. 

I don’t think they are familiar with this wisdom. 

Note: 9/2/11 – Now the government has announced that on behalf of Fannie 
Mae and Freddie Mac it will sue investment brokers who sold bundled 
mortgage backed securities to them, citing that the products contained a 
higher risk than they were led to believe. It seems to me that this would be 
a clear admission that the top-level investment decision makers at Fannie 
Mae and Freddy Mac are not SAVVY investors, and did not use due diligence 
when investing the government’s money . . . but then again, all these 
investments were mortgages backed by government guarantees. How could 
they be risky, other than it was government programs that got mortgage 
lenders into the habit of lending money to those who were not creditworthy? 
This kind of lawsuit is reserved for individuals who may have been misled 
into making investments which were not prudent, not for high level 
government agencies. Who can Bernie Madeoff’s investors sue to recover 
their money? Grow up boys! You ate the cheese. Now, don’t complain if you 
need a dose of salts to recover. 

By the way, are those executives who made those investment decisions still 
working at Fannie Mae and Freddy Mac? Too big to fail! This is our 
government in action. 
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 As the consumer reporter John Stossel said, “Government does not do 
anything well.” 

And Standard & Poor’s President, Deven Sharma has announced his 
resignation, saying he is leaving to “pursue other interests.” He is being 
replaced by CitiBank COO Douglas Peterson. Isn’t CitiBank one of the banks 
who received TARP money from the government? Isn’t CitiBank one of those 
banks that bundled mortgages and sold them to Fannie Mae and Freddy 
Mac? Has government pressure caused Standard & Poor to put one of its 
own lackeys into the top spot? Does April’s investigation into how Standard 
and Poor rated those mortgage backed securities, while later downgrading 
the US Government’s credit rating have any bearing or impact on the 
resignation and the new hire? I smell a rat. When you smell a rat, you may 
as well look for other signs. There will be droppings nearby.   

The connection here to CLL? Some of the people whose mortgages are in 
foreclosure are there because of complications from their CLL. 

  



The Chronic Diaries, Vol. II 

 

297 

 

9/2/11 Don't Mess With Texas 

I recently read an editorial 
that used some twisted 
figures from some asinine 
survey which lambasted 
Texas Governor Rick Perry 
for claiming that Texas had 
created more jobs than any 
other state. I cannot cite this 
editorial, because I read it 
online and now I can't find it. 
Basically, it said that 
Michigan beat Texas on the 
number of jobs created as 

compared to the WORKFORCE seeking jobs. This editorial's survey 
intentionally included the population LOSS in Michigan, and the INCREASE in 
Texas population, particularly in the number of undocumented (illegal) 
workers flooding into Texas, so that the net result was that there were more 
people looking for work in Texas than in Michigan, therefore Texas was the 
WORST place to be in the job market. 

Hmmmmm! Let me think about this for a minute. Michigan has such a 
dismal work environment that thousands are leaving there. Where are they 
leaving Michigan TO? [I'll end a sentence with a preposition anytime I damn 
well please!] Could Texas be one of those destinations of Michiganers? 
Perhaps so. And the undocumented (illegal) workers? Of course Texas is 
closer to Mexico than Michigan, so illegal Mexican immigrants perhaps 
sojourn in Texas for a while, and no doubt stay there as long as the job 
opportunities exist, or until their undocumented families in other locations 
beckon to them to come hither and share in the bounty they have found, 
perhaps in Alabama, Mississippi, Tennessee, or elsewhere. Maybe even in 
Michigan. So with thousands of people flocking into Texas, and thousands of 
people leaving Michigan, somehow, this editorial made it seem that Texas 
was the worst possible place to be looking for a job. 

Really? I think I'd take my chances in Texas rather than Michigan. Carry on 
Rick Perry. Good luck, Michigan; I hope you can turn things around, and that 
the Motor City once again becomes the pride of the automotive world, 
though I think the chances of this are pretty slim. If the business climate in 
Michigan were good, with all the automotive experience, no doubt, 
manufacturers would be racing there to build new factories, rather than in 
Mississippi, Alabama, South Carolina, and Tennessee. Maybe the Right-to-
Work states have a better idea, Mr. Ford, cause in Michigan, I don't have the 
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right to work without belonging to a union. What is better? Union 
membership, or a job? Union membership won't put groceries on the table 
without a job, and the jobs have fled in the face of the recession, particularly 
in those places where unions have dominion over the work environment. If I 
am a UAW member in Michigan, I can have a great salary,  nearly unlimited 
protections from being dismissed from my job, great benefits, a fabulous 
pension, if I only had a JOB!  

I'll take Texas. 

On my recent trip to California, I was part of a group engaged in 
conversation around a campsite. Two ladies were having a side conversation 
which I was overhearing. One lady was denigrating Texas and Texans. The 
other was patiently listening to her story. I was not eavesdropping, as they 
were talking out loud. Soon, the side conversation became the focus of the 
group. I sat there, remaining silent, getting a bit steamed as I heard Texas 
and Texans being made light of by Californians. 

Sometimes, we people in the provinces have an unfounded bit of an 
inferiority complex when dealing with Californians and New Yorkers, who 
sometimes come off to us as thinking that the world centers around them 
and the way they think. Of course, they are world class places and trend 
setters, but they are not omniscient and omnipotent:  they are merely what 
they are, as confused and blind as they walk through life as the rest of us, 
sometimes educated beyond their means to comprehend things, sometimes 
walking in around a fog of limited vision. None of us are immune from this. 

As I listened to the lady talk bad about Texas and Texans, my blood got up. 
While I am not emotionally attached to Texas, I recognize Texas for what 
she is, and would not think about dismissing her so easily, for Texas is not 
easily dismissed – not by Californians, not by New Yorkers, not by 
Mississippians, not by anyone! I was not just hearing her talk bad about 
Texas. I was hearing her talk bad about the South. That soon morphed into 
me thinking that she in some way was talking bad about me, since she was 
speaking ill of my fellow Southerners. I continued to listen as she continued 
to talk bad about Texas, her experiences with living there for a short time, 
and the problems she encountered. 

“Imagine those Texans,” she said to her friend, and not really to the folks 
gathered around who had stopped their own conversations to listen to her 
vitriolic vituperation of Texas. “They actually told me that since Texas 
schools were so much more advanced than California's, it would be better if 
my daughter was put back a year to give her a chance to catch up to their 
level! Imagine that, Texas schools thinking they are superior to California’s.” 
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Her companion just shook her head silently as the lady continued. Soon, I 
was hearing Texas this, and Texas that, Texas can't this, and Texas doesn't 
that, and Texas . . . poor, backwards Texas. Poor, poor, misguided, simple 
Texans.  

My temperature was rising precipitously. I was a bomb waiting to explode as 
I heard someone talking bad about my sister. Blood is thicker than water, 
they say. 

At this point, I heard this. The lady actually said, “Why those Texans! They 
can't even say Bay-Toh-ven [Beethoven]. They say Beee-Thho-ven. Most of 
them don't even know who he is. And they don't say Moat-Zart [Mozart], 
they say Mowz-art.” 

I jumped up from my silence.  

“I can't let that pass,” I said, perhaps a bit too loudly, since everyone 
whipped their heads around to look at me. No doubt I exaggerated my 
Southern accent, which is unmistakable without the exaggeration. 

“What do you mean?” the lady asked me. 

“I can no longer sit here and listen to you say things about Texans that are 
not true. No one in Texas says Beee-Thho-ven. Everyone in Texas knows 
who Beethoven is, and they all say Bay-Toh-ven. No one says Beee-Thho-
ven,” I replied. 

“Oh yes they do,” she adamantly declared. 

“Oh no they don't!” I adamantly declared back, adding. “And if there are any 
people who've never heard of Beethoven in Texas, there is an equal number 
in California. Texas is a world class place, and Texans are a gracious, 
hospitable people. Other than a superlative attitude, there is nothing in 
California that is superior to Texas, and the superlative attitude is doubtful 
as well, since Texans are very proud of their Texas.” 

She sat there with her mouth open, thinking of how to counter, but I think 
she she could see I was not going to budge as I stood there, defending 
Texas, which needed no defense from me. Texas, like the commercial says, 
is a whole other country. In a way, it is a lot like California, with world class 
cities, world class farming, world class finance, manufacturing, research and 
technology, coastline, desert, prairies, farmland, timberland, mountains, 
medicine, and EDUCATION. 
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“Well, I moved there several years ago, and my whole Texas experience is a 
very bad memory,” she said, easing the tension a bit with this admission of 
some subjectivity. 

“What was the occasion for your move to Texas from California” I asked, 
softly this time. 

“We went there because so my son could get treatment for leukemia at M.D. 
Anderson in Houston,” she said, adding sadly, “But after two years of 
treatment, they were no longer able to help him, and he died while we were 
there.” 

There! There it was. There was the truth. No wonder she had bad memories 
and thought ill of Texas; she buried a son there. I was sorry that I had said 
anything now. It would have been better to have kept my mouth shut, but I 
kept going. 

“I go to M.D. Anderson, too,” I said. 

“Oh!,” she said. “Are you going to school there, or is that where you work?” 

“No ma'am,” I said. “I am a leukemia patient there, too.” 

The silence was remarkable. 

“M.D. Anderson, in Texas, is the world's first and foremost cancer research 
and treatment center. It is followed closely by your own University of 
California at San Diego. They work very closely together to compliment each 
others research, avoid duplications, and pool their knowledge for the benefit 
of us all. Texas leads the pack, and is on the cutting edge of everything.” 

“That's why we went there,” she said. “They told us M.D. Anderson was the 
only help for our son, but in the end, they weren't able to help him either. 
I'm sorry to hear that you have leukemia, too. How are you doing now?” 

“I am in remission and doing well at the moment. Thank you for asking,” I 
said, but I was really sorry that I had brought this thing up. She seemed so 
sad at her memories now. I was touched. Perhaps this was a healing 
moment for her. Every found piece of the puzzle fits into place over the 
painful years, each piece bringing a bit of restoration of the picture of who 
we were before our loss, though there will always be a pieces of the puzzle 
missing. 
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There was silence for minute or two, as everyone reflected on what they had 
just heard, then the conversation turned to other things. 

After a time, I felt a tug at my sleeve. It was the lady wanting to speak to 
me. 

“I just wanted to apologize to you about what I said about Texas. I realize I 
was prejudiced, and I don't like that,” she said, as she unsuccessfully fought 
back tears which welled up in her eyes. I stayed absolutely silent. This was 
indeed a healing moment for her. She had found another piece of her puzzle, 
or perhaps she had had it all along, but she just turned it in the right 
direction and could now see where it went. 

She continued, “The whole time I was going through the illness and death of 
my son, my Texas neighbors were so gracious and kind to me. They cut my 
grass, they baked me cakes, brought me food, ran errands, and were as 
comforting, helpful, and supporting as anyone could possibly have been. 
They were so good to me, and I have spoken unkindly of them today, and I 
apologize to you about that.” 

“There is no need to apologize to me. I'm from MISSISSIPPI!” I said with a 
grin and added, “Those Texans certainly are a gracious people, though, and 
NO ONE can cook a brisket like Texans can.” 

And with that, the entire affair was dismissed. I am still learning something 
from this experience. Here is a partial list, but I reserve the right to add 
more things as time goes on, for it is by no means complete. 

• Sometimes it is better to remain silent 

• Sometimes we must speak up 

• When we speak up, we must speak in truth, and let the chips fall 
where they may. 

• If our speaking up causes someone else pain, this is not an occasion 
for gloating, nor a reason for a retraction if we spoke the truth. 

• We never know what is in someone else's heart. 

• We will never get to the truth if we don't LISTEN. 

• Sometimes we speak before we have the whole story. 

• Sometimes the whole story will be revealed only after we speak. 

• When we recognize something in ourselves that we don't like, we need 
to get rid of it. 
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• Timing is everything. There is a time to speak, and a time to remain 
silent. 

• An apology works wonders, too. 

And now for something completely 
different 

Why the government has chosen a 
selective enforcement of the Lacey Act, 
and confiscated wood from Gibson 
Guitar Company in Nashville and 
Memphis, and now threatens to 
confiscate individual guitars, and all 
the while choosing NOT to enforce 
existing immigration laws is a mystery 
to me. Well, it is a mystery to my 
REASON! It is not mysterious to my 
POLITICAL SAAVY. Gibson Guitars is a 
contributor to the Republican Party. 

C.F. Martin and Company (who I think makes a far better acoustic guitar) is 
a contributor to the Democratic party. Both companies use large quantities 
of exotic woods whose importation is governed by the Lacey Act. Gibson is 
also located in a Right-to-Work state. Martin is in Pennsylvania –-- Send the 
non-union workers home; don't inconvenience the union workers. And by 
the way, an ATF SWAT team (Why the ATF?) showed up in Nashville and 
Memphis armed with automatic weapons to make alleged illegal wood 
seizures, like they were busting up a METH LAB!!!  

C.F. Martin IV is quoted as saying that C.F. Martin & Co. abides by the law 
and does everything it can to ensure that the woods they import are done so 
legally. Remarkably, Henry Juszkiewicz, the President of Gibson, says the 
same thing. Watch out: The government is coming to get your guitar, fiddle, 
banjo, upright bass, electric guitar, electric bass, and old piano, unless you 
can prove that the rosewood, ebony and ivory they contain were legally 
imported into the country, not in violation of U.S. Law, nor the laws of the 
country from which these items originated. What is the government hoping 
to achieve here? I'd say that far more musicians are liberal and support the 
Democrats than conservatives like me. I suppose I'd better watch out. It's 
MY guitar they'll be coming after! Oh, but it's a MARTIN. Perhaps not, then. I 
suppose if undocumented (illegal) immigrants from Mexico were bringing the 
wood into the country across the Rio Grande, the Justice Department would 
decide not to investigate that. 
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Friends, the bill of rights are not benevolences granted to us by the 
government. They are our rights as CITIZENS and place limitations on the 
government. They belong to us as our RIGHTS. They do not belong to the 
GOVERNMENT. Somewhere along the way, our thinking has become 
distorted, and a twisted, false logic has permeated our schools and 
universities, whereupon masses are turned out believing that government is 
the answer to everything. If they'll get your guitar, what will they get next? 
Your guns? Your garden produce? Your bible? The US government serving a 
warrant on a century-old legitimate manufacturing plant does not require 
the use of a fully armed SWAT team. 

By the way, does that handgun you own have rosewood handles? Is the 
stock on that shotgun a fine Honduran Mahogany, or is that antique dining 
room suit you've had for twenty years made out of Rosewood? Can you 
PROVE that the wood did not come from an illegal source? You may HAVE to. 
The burden of proof is on the possessor of the wood.  

The news story could very well read: 

Local Couple to Be Arraigned in Justice Department Sting 
Operation 

    The Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms (ATF) raided the home 

of an elderly couple in Meridian, Mississippi (a Right-to-Work state) 
yesterday, on charges of violating the Lacey Act. An ATF SWAT team 

armed with automatic weapons  raided the couple's north Meridian 
home at 8:30 yesterday morning, seizing several items of furniture, 

loading it up in a rented U-Haul van and moving it to an undisclosed 

location to store as evidence.  An ATF agent, when asked why the ATF 
was involved in the alleged illegal possession of furniture, since it had 

nothing to do with Alcohol, Tobacco, or Firearms declined comment, 
citing an ongoing investigation.  

    Clovis Wiffle (91) and his wife June (87) were led under heavy 
guard in handcuffs, put into the back of one of the ATF vans and 

driven to the Federal Courthouse in downtown Meridian, where a 
Federal Judge (an Obama appointee) declined to let them post bond, 

citing the couple as a flight risk.  
    Mr. Wiffle is a retired minister, having served as pastor at Great Big 

Ol' Baptist Church in Meridian for 56 years. Their door to their home 
was damaged and left open and unguarded by the ATF agents. One of 

the Wiffle's neighbors called for a repairman to look after the door and 
secure the premises.  

    An unnamed source within the Justice Department’s Jackson, 

Mississippi, office, reading from a prepared statement said that it was 
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time to ferret out the purchasers of illegal furniture and bring them to 

justice. 
    The Wiffles are scheduled to be arraigned in Federal Court 

tomorrow. The elderly couple's attorney, Howie Gettum, stated that he 
hoped a reasonable bond would be set at that time, and the Wiffles 

allowed to return to their home, where they would bring out from 
retirement the 1960's era steel, Formica, and vinyl dining room suit up 

from the basement so they would have a table and chairs upon which 
to dine. It seems that the alleged illegal dining room suit was 

purchased at a local, long-existing family-owned furniture store that 
has since closed its doors due to the downturn in the economy, 

particularly the housing market. 
    Violations of the Lacey Act are a felony under Federal Law, with 

fines ranging from $1,000 to $200,000, and prison sentences of up to 

30 years for each charge. Each piece of furniture in the dining room 
suit could be considered a separate charge under the law. 

Is it just me, or has the world gone mad? 

And on another note, I got a good report from Hemosapien on Wednesday. 
My blood numbers have recovered dramatically; but he is going to keep his 
eye on things. My job is to find something else to worry about in the 
meantime. 

Tennessee went to Texas to see Gooday and Nurse Alice for her mid-course 
evaluation, and so far things are looking good. She will let me know what 
the results of her bone marrow biopsy and flow cytometry are. Pray with me 
that whichever pathologist, perhaps Dr. Vishinaihadderdrinkov 
Guttennauldfashunkindervisky, MD, MMDD, PhD, DDS, DMD, PharmD, ThD, 
MBA, DD, LLD, JD, BA, BS, CPA, CFP, CLSW, FACS, CLU, EMT, CRT, 33° 
F&AM, PE, RLS, EdD, DVM, et. al. , will report: NO DETECTABLE 
PRESENCE OF CLL. 

And my friend Mike has discovered he has esophageal and stomach cancer. 
They went to do a surgery to remove the cancerous areas, but found 
another tumor in his stomach that had been missed by the PET scan. They 
closed him back up and will do chemo and radiation to get the tumors to 
shrink and hopefully go away, and then go back and perform the surgery. 
Mike will be in my constant prayers. I know he has a lot on his mind right 
now, since our mutual friend, Phillip, just went through a similar type of 
cancer.  

There's nothing funny about cancer. But it is an opportunity to view life 
through a completely different set of lenses. Hopefully, we will enjoy what it 
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is that we are seeing, however ephemeral and fleeting that new vision may 
be. 
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9/4/11 Football, Barbecue, and Tropical Storms 

I turned on the TV to watch the 
Alabama/Kent State game. By the time I 
had done so, Alabama was so far ahead of 
Kent State there seemed to be not much of 
a reason to watch this game. The Tide was 
going to wash away Kent State, and was 
significantly underway in the process of 
doing so. Now the truth of the matter is 
that I am not a big Auburn fan . . . but I 
support the SEC and want to see all SEC 

teams do well against outside conference opponents. I only have to choose 
when one SEC team is playing another, and then I’d seldom choose Auburn. 
But I happened to flip channels and on ESPN, Auburn was playing Utah State 
in what appeared to be a close game, so I decided to watch it, since a good 
gridiron match between any two teams is better than watching a blowout. 

The Auburn/Utah State game was more than dramatic. It was spectacular! It 
was a thriller that kept one right on the edge of one’s seat until the very 
end. Congratulations to all the War Eagles. Auburn’s two touchdowns and an 
onside kick in the last two minutes, after being behind nearly the entire 
game was a wonderful sight to behold, if you like football. 

The Ole Miss/BYU game was the one that was really on my mind, and it 
looked like Ole Miss would pull it off, but sadly it was not to be . . . though 
this, too, was a good game. Hotty Toddy, anyway! Ole Miss’ second string 
quarterback, who played most of the game, looked pretty good, as did some 
of the running backs and special team members. A little more experience, 
and Ole Miss will be on to something good. 

Then, it was LSU against Oregon. The sportscasters repeatedly said, all 
throughout the game, of how difficult it was going to be for LSU to handle 
the Ducks. Sometimes, they should just shut up. LSU was handily handling 
the Ducks while they were talking, using broadcast bandwidth for no 
particular purpose, other than needing to earn their money. If their voices 
were necessary for that, then they earned their pay. Fortunately, they are 
not paid for insightful, meaningful analysis. Apparently they are paid to 
always be able to say SOMETHING, without saying, “Uh, uh, let’s see, uh . . 
.” 

Successful sportscasters might say this: 
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“Well, Bud, in spite of the LSU being ahead by 72 points midway 

through the second quarter, the highly rated Poxawatomie  Junior 
College defense may yet have a few surprises for the Bayou Bengals,” 

said Skip. 

“Obviously, Skip,” replied Bud, looking into the camera rather than at 
his colleague. “The great speed of their defensive secondary, along 

with the fury of the attack of Poxowatomie’s hard-hitting outside 
linebackers has yet to be felt by the Tigers.” 

“Yes, Bud, the speed of their defensive backs could continue to be a 
real threat to LSU’s third string freshmen, particularly if LSU decides to 

abandon its remarkably successful running game in favor of the pass,” 
said Skip. 

“And I think that’s just the key Poxawatomie is looking for to turn this 

game around, Skip. The minute the ball is in the air, LSU is in real 

danger of a turnover,” said Bud, with neither of them pausing to 
consider for a moment why in the world LSU would abandon a wildly 

successful running game.. 

If Bud and Skip keep useless banter like this going all during the game, they 
are popular and successful sportscasters. Unsuccessful sportscasters might 
sound much like this: 

“Wow, Skip, that was a really, really, really good play,” said Bud. 

“Yes, uh, uh, Bud, and uh, uh, let’s see, uh . . . maybe, uh, maybe 

they’ll just, uh, you know, uh, run it again,” said Skip. 

“Well, uh, perhaps so,” said Bud. “The Tigers are looking very, very 

strong.” 

“And Poxowatomie is looking really, really, really bad,” said Skip. 

I fired up the grill yesterday morning, loading it with seasoned Hickory that 
Canaan and I had cut up which was blown down during the April Tornado 
outbreak. After I got the grill hot and smoking, on went two Boston Butts 
and a fabulously seasoned pork tenderloin. My friend, Murray Krugman 
should get down here for a visit from Vermont. He loves Southern Barbeque. 
I’d teach him how to do it, then we’d EAT until we couldn’t hold any more. 

So I grilled with the help of my two granddaughters, who were enamored of 
the fire in the firebox, as all children are, and did so to the stiff breeze and 
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threat of rain from Tropical Storm Lee. This morning, the rain from Lee is 
here, and the wind is steadily coming out of the Southeast, not too bad, but 
a steady WHOOSH through the trees. The rain is slight but steady. Tropical 
Storm Lee is a very slow moving system, crawling along to the North 
Northeast at a mere 2 miles per hour. The forecasters say it will rain here 
non-stop until Tuesday evening, by which time we could have received a foot 
or more of precipitation.  

While the rain may be a hazard and serious liability for some, and flash 
flooding a cause for misery to many, I can promise you that a flood will not 
be a problem for me and my home. If my home floods, it will be a flood 
worthy of Noah. If I can see floodwaters from my house and you are looking 
for someone local, just call me. They’ll probably already be at my house, 
since it will be one of the few places that will still be high and dry. I am at a 
pretty high elevation for Mississippi (no laughter from you folks in Colorado, 
please!) If my house floods, it will be a disaster from which even the Federal 
Government cannot afford to rebuild. 

So today is Tropical Storm Lee day. I’m just thankful it is not Hurricane day. 
I am more thankful than you know. 
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9/5/11 Me and Lee 

Today, it's just me and Lee. I'm sitting here typing in my studio, and I'm 
listening to Lee howl outside. He's not roaring, like his sister, Katrina, or his 
brother, Ivan, nor is he kicking up a sporadic, demonic, fury like the 
tornadoes back in April, but he is howling, and crying with his howl. He must 
have shed ten inches of tears here. Yesterday, and early this morning, the 
wind was out of the South Southeast, as the eye of Lee was still to my 
southwest, but now, the wind is coming from the Southwest, as the center 
of the storm is now North of me and to the East. 

While Lee is no hurricane, he is still a tropical storm, covering a vast 
distance of the area with his wind and rain, and bringing with him a majesty 
of the power of nature for us to witness. There is nothing like a tropical 
cyclone to keep one's attention. There is no boredom during even a summer 
thunderstorm, much less a named tropical cyclone. Not a bit of this rain is 
falling in Texas, where they need it so badly, although it appears that some 
areas of Georgia will get some. The need it, too. But Southeastern Georgia 
still appears to be dry, and Lee won't help that much. 

I've spent Labor Day weekend with the grill fired up, smoking two Boston 
Butts and a delightful Pork tenderloin. We've eaten on it all weekend, and I 
took a tub of the pulled pork to my mother, and there's plenty of it still left. 
I'm glad I did my cooking on Saturday, before the rain set in.  

So Lee meanders off the north northeast, pushed and pulled by higher 
pressure winds as they race to fill the vacuum. It is said that nature abhors 
a vacuum, and where you have a low pressure system, you have higher 
pressure winds racing to equalize the partial vacuum. This is where tropical 
cyclones come from. Convection causes the air to rise, creating an area of 
low pressure. As the heat causes the air to continue to rise, and the 
surrounding winds rush in, you start getting rotation, counter-clockwise in 
the Northern hemisphere, and this gives rise to the storm. As long as it has 
heat and moisture feeding it, it will grow.  

We are as powerless to control this phenomenon as we are the rotation of 
the earth, itself. We cannot command the winds to be still; not even one 
who is used to command. 
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I cannot command winds and weather  

Horatio Nelson  

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

In the Spring, I have counted 136 different  
kinds of weather inside of 24 hours. 

Mark Twain 

  

  

  

And Mark wasn't kidding, wither. Weather here is as volatile as a can of 
turpentine left on a hot stove: it can go off at any minute in a fireball of 
vaporized pine spirits. You don't want to be nearby when that happens; just 
like bad weather. 

But, it's weather we have here, not climate. It changes with the wind, which 
is variable, sometime light, sometimes heavy; but it never stays the same 
for more than a few days, and sometimes it changes by the minute. It 
makes for an exciting time, cause no one is ever bored during bad weather. 
There may even be moments of sheer terror mixed with bedlam. But today, 
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ti does not seem so: the winds have settled in until Lee passes by, and the 
rain is non-stop, though sometimes heavy, then again light. It is a day made 
for goofing off. It is just my kind of day. At least it's not hot!!! 

For a moment, I have a vision of two of the most renowned watermen in the 
history of the world in the wheelhouse of a Mississippi river boat: Lord 
Nelson, and Samuel L. Clemens: One a great naval captain and hero in the 
times of wind driven ships, and the other, the pilot of riverboat where the 
power of steam carried boats against wind and current. One was the master 
and commander of his vessel and an entire fleet of warships, the other, 
more famous for his writing than his maritime skills, but a skilled pilot 
nevertheless. 

“Mr. Clemens, sir, I cannot command the wind and weather,” said Lord 
Nelson. “It will be nigh impossible to sail this strange ship against the 
current of the river bucking the wind like this. Better keel her around and 
bring her to, and drop anchor until a fair wind overtakes us, else we'll drive 
her into the ground.” 

“Lord Nelson, I can see you haven't spent much time on the river,” said 
Sam, eying him up and down like he was a dandy of some sort, but knowing 
that there was courage enough for ten men in there. “There is no fair wind, 
nor need of it, on the river. Every bend takes us in a new direction, why, 
within the next two hours, we will have faced every compass point, and even 
after having traveled 15 miles, we'd be able to wave at ourselves and count 
the number of fingers we were holding up were we able to see ourselves at 
our starting point, so great is the bend in the river here.” 

“Can't you just plot a course and hold her fast?” the perplexed Nelson asked. 

Sam thought about this, not wanting to be offensive to this mighty sea 
captain and warrior, and said, “I can (figuratively) steam straight up the 
middle of the river, but the river, itself, is as crooked as a Washington 
lawyer. The steam power will let us go with the wind, across the wind, 
against the wind, and against the current, though a hard wind abeam can 
drive us into the bank.” 

“Aye. A hard wind abeam . . . I can see that. I could have used this steam 
power in my time,” mused Lord Nelson, gazing off into the distance with a 
vision of slack, windless sails, and how this newfangled power might have 
helped him in one of his battles, “But it was not practical then; merely an 
infant science. And though practical now, seems very dangerous. I've heard 
about . . . what do you call them?  . . . a boiler explosion? Imagine a ship 
going down just a few yards from shore and losing all hands, turned to a 
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mass of splinters without a shot being fired. This steam is the devil's work, 
I'm afraid. Give me wind and canvas!” 

“We make our own wind, in the form of steam,” explained Sam, “and it 
drives the wheel which pushes us forward, no matter the wind or current. 
The more steam pressure, the faster we can go, but there is a point of no 
return, and the engineers must keep a careful watch on the works. It is a 
wonderful science.” 

“Aye! All hands on watch should keep a careful lookout, but I miss the sight 
of a canvas sail stretched tight, filled with the wind,” said Nelson, “And the 
smell of gunpowder.” 

“Are you the master of this vessel?” asked Nelson. 

“Heavens, No!” said Sam. “I'm just a pilot. The captain of this boat is 
perhaps sleeping off a bit too much of his dinner wine. He wouldn't think of 
putting his hand to the helm. That is the job for a pilot, like me.” 

“Aye! T'was only in the direst of circumstances that I would take the helm,” 
he said, looking down where his arm used to be. “That was the job of 
another, though I gave the command.” 

“You mentioned before that you thought steam was the devil's work, 
perhaps because of the danger?” asked Sam. 

“What of it?” asked Nelson. 

“Don't you think that gunpowder is a bit more dangerous?” asked Sam, 
pointing to the Admiral's missing arm. 

“Of course,” answered Lord Nelson, “But it depends on the nature of how 
one or the other goes OFF!” 

Sam decided he couldn't argue with that. “Things are dangerous enough 
without people shooting at you,” he thought to himself as he steered the 
boat towards the slower current on the inside of the river's bend, hoping to 
avoid the sandbar and snags that awaited him there. He stepped out of the 
wheel house to the railing to watch the deckhand as he sounded for the 
river's depth. 

“Mark twain!” shouted the deckhand up to the pilot as he counted the knots 
on the rope. 
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Satisfied with that , Sam turned in to the wheelhouse, and asked Lord 
Nelson, “I can get a steward to fetch us some coffee, if you'd like.” 

Nelson looked at him curiously.  

“Is this vessel of such a low estate as to not have any tea?” 
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9/7/11 The Vanishing of My Normally Optimistic Self 

“Vanished,” I said to myself. “Lost in a vacuous pessimism.” 

This is unlike me, and I am somewhat beside myself because of it. I don’t 

quite know what to do. 

So, I begin to think of all the things I am thankful for. They are legion, and I 
am truly thankful for every single thing. I am thankful for my family. 
Thankful for my work. Thankful for the music which blesses my life in so 
many ways. Thankful for my many friends. Thankful for my fans. Thankful 
for an audience. Thankful for this country I live in. Thankful for the peace 
and serenity of my home. Thankful for my wife of nearly 32 years who 
blesses me and my home with a grace and joy I could not have found in any 
other manner. Thankful for my church. Thankful for my Sunday School class. 
Thankful for the medical care that I have at my disposal, and the many 
people involved with it who have served me so faithfully. Thankful for the 
remission of my Leukemia. Thankful for an outlet such as this blog which is 
so cathartic for me, and, some tell me, helpful for them as they go through 
the valley of cancer and its treatment. Thankful for the God I love, Who first 
loved me. Thankful for every book I ever read, even those I couldn’t make it 
all the way through. Thankful for the education I have received, and that 
spirit instilled in me by my many teachers that life itself is an education, and 
that the education part never stops until we draw our last breath. Thankful 
for both my dogs. Thankful for the feral hog that exposed himself on the 
backside of the pond, as I was home yesterday to eat a sandwich for lunch, 
just long enough for me to fetch my rifle and dispatch him (I am really 
thankful for this, for some morbid reason!). Thankful for the fresh, cool air 
that followed in the wake of Tropical Storm Lee. 

Wait. Wait just a minute. As I started listing these things I am thankful for, 

my vacuous pessimism has diminished considerably. Maybe I should keep 

going. 

I am thankful for all the other cancer patients I know who have been faithful 

readers of my blog. Thankful for the bond that people who share cancer and 

chemotherapy have with each other. Thankful for the fact that when we get 

together we can talk honestly and openly, in sort of like a code language 

which we will not use with the non-initiated. Thankful for the companies that 

developed the drugs used in my currently successful chemotherapy, though 

they are very expensive. Thankful for the insurance that helps me pay for 
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them. Thankful for the research that is currently being done that is 

promising to offer new and curative treatments for cancer.  

This is getting better. The more I write, the faster I am typing. I am getting 

into the spirit of this. 

I am thankful for this camper of mine I am staying in in rural Lafayette 

County, which my friend Keith lets me keep on his family’s property. 

Thankful for the crickets I hear giving some of their final chirps before they 

settle in for the fall. Thankful for the rain that fell (all 10 inches of it) as 

Tropical Storm Lee passed through. Thankful that the earth was dry enough 

to receive this abundance of moisture in most places in Mississippi. Thankful 

that no one in my area got any flood damage. Thankful that no tornados 

were produced near my home during Lee. Thankful that Tropical Storm Lee 

was not a Hurricane Katrina. Thankful for all our customers who would have 

called on us to help them had Lee actually been another Katrina. Thankful 

for the trip I took with my daughter back in July. Thankful for the new song 

(a duet) I wrote this past weekend, a rough recording of which I delivered to 

my daughter yesterday so she could develop what I know is going to be a 

delightful harmony part. Thankful for big things. Thankful for little things. 

Thankful for quiet, peaceful times. Thankful for the food I ate today. 

Thankful for the stores where I buy my food. Thankful for the trucks that 

deliver it. Thankful for the distributors who sell it to the stores. Thankful for 

the brokers who sell it to the distributors. Thankful for the associations that 

represent the farmers who produce the food so the broker will know where 

to obtain the food they sell. Thankful for the farmers that produce it. 

Thankful for the farm suppliers who furnish the seed, feed, and fertilizer so 

the farmers can produce it. Thankful to the financiers who furnish the capital 

the farmers need. And thankful to the government, though somewhat 

reticently, for those programs which actually HELP the farmers, though I am 

suspicious about those government programs which pay farmers to NOT do 

anything. 

There you go. The vacuous pessimism is completely gone now, replaced by a 

gratitude that is inexplicable, other than a sudden realization of a personally 

developed hypothesis that thankful gratitude obviously has a greater density 

than vacuous pessimism, and therefore readily displaces it. This hypothesis 

can be tested. I just tested it. I started out with vacuous pessimism, and I 

just witnessed its displacement with thankful gratitude. If it could be 
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reduced to a chemical formula perhaps it would look like this: VP (Vacuous 

Pessimism) + TG (Thankful Gratitude) → AC (Attitude Change). I will test 

this again in the future, as many times as I can, to see if it continues to hold 

true. I think it will be found to be true as many times as it is tested. I may 

run it by my friend, Dr. Goldfield, who has a PhD in Chemistry to see what 

he thinks. He will most likely say that metaphysics is not his field. 

What do you suppose was the cause of my vacuous pessimism in the first 

place? I know, and I’ll tell you. I got to thinking today about my remission, 

and the type of Leukemia which I have (CLL), for which a remission is not a 

cure, so according to the numbers the remission is not permanent, only 

temporary. Like Damocles, the sword is hanging right over my head ready to 

fall at any minute. Sometimes, I get to looking up at that sword and it is all I 

can see . . . heavily and precariously dangling from a frayed thread, ready to 

snap. The edge of the sword seems so keen, so sharp, gleaming with the 

reflection of the sunshine that returned in the wake of Tropical Storm Lee, 

ready to cut to the quick and at times nearly causing a paralysis of fret and 

worry. 

Well, remissions of CLL don’t last forever, but they can last a lifetime. 

Having said that, I have reminded myself that I am no different than anyone 

else . . . the length of that lifetime as measured in years, months, weeks, 

days, hours and minutes is an unknown variable. That a lifetime lasts a 

lifetime is beyond dispute. So, each one of us has the balance of our 

lifetimes to LIVE. I do. You do. Other cancer patients do. Healthy people do. 

We all do. Every one of us. No exceptions.  

Neil Earth-Planter (I haven’t written of him in a while, you new readers may 

have to go back a bit to find him) was told that his lifetime was coming to an 

abrupt end more than once because of his lymphoma, but he is still here. 

Were I to call him and tell him what I have been thinking about, he would 

give me a sharp, swift rebuke. The keen edge of sword hanging over the 

head of Damocles would be seized by Neil and the flat of it wielded in his 

hand, swung in earnest against my backside, all the while admonishing, 

“That sort of thinking will kill you!” Maybe I should call Neil Earth-Planter 

and tell him how he has helped me today, since he has no clue that he has 

done so . . . or perhaps he does. I will think that he does, and be thankful 

for that, and him, and the sword in his hand, swung so that the flat of it has 

joyfully, but painfully, swatted me into a different plane of thought by 
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diverting my attention to something more productive. Thanks, Neil, for 

reminding me, though, no doubt, you are fast asleep as I write this, more 

than likely peacefully dreaming of formerly barren places on the Earth you 

have turned into a lush paradise of green foliage, colorful flowers, 

permeated with the smell of Hibiscus, Wisteria, and Jasmine . . . in a Johnny 

Appleseed-esque manner . . . purely for the 

joy of having done so. I can smell the 

Jasmine as I write this, so close is it to my 

reality. 

  

Truth in philosophy means that concept 

and external reality correspond.  

Georg Wilhelm Friedrich Hegel 

 

I frequently contemplate Hegel, the 

philosopher/theologian. He had a lot to say 

about a lot of things, and my goodness, he 

said them in the most obfuscating manner; 

but the above Hegelism really sinks in today. I started out with a philosophy 

that Thankful Gratitude displaces Vacuous Pessimism. The external reality I 

have discovered is that through the thinking of and writing down of things I 

am thankful for, the vacuous pessimism has indeed been displaced. The 

external reality has proven the concept, at least for today . . . but today is 

the thing I needed to get through. Today is the thing we all need to get 

through. We must worry about tomorrow when tomorrow gets here. We 

can’t change tomorrow; we can only change TODAY. 

As I continue to ponder this, Hegel won’t go away. Usually he drops in for a 

brief minute and then is gone, absorbed in his own thoughts with little time 

for me. Unlike Calvin, who belligerently comes and stays for a week or two, 

Hegel’s visits are fleeting. They are like the friend who passes by, knocks on 

the door, says hello, gives you some quick tidbit of mostly useless 

information, then disappears in a cloud of dust and slung gravel as he 

wheels out of the driveway. Today, Hegel’s visit is different. I invite him in 

for a cup of coffee. He accepts, and we sit down in the kitchen to chat a bit. 
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As I tell him what I’ve been thinking, he listens; he contemplates; he 

ponders. I think, somewhere, in my talking and his listening, in my 

expounding of my tiny philosophy to the great philosopher, in my apologies 

for boring him with my amateurish thinking, he surmises that I have asked 

him for advice, or approval, or affirmation. Perhaps I have. I am not certain. 

Why would I ask a real philosopher to critique my own, trite, loosely 

pondered philosophy? I’m not sure I did, but I obviously did. This is a 

dangerous business. The flaws in my introspective, self-centered thinking 

are not really a philosophy, just a personal musing, not worthy of 

consideration by a thinker like Hegel. I can’t stand the silence, so I open my 

mouth and invite disaster. 

“So?” I ask. 

“So, what?” he asks back. 

“What do you think?” 

“What do I think about what?” 

“About what I’ve been talking to you about! About my idea that Thankful 

Gratitude displaces Vacuous Pessimism,” I nearly shout. “By the way, do you 

want a refill on that coffee?” 

He absent-mindedly fools with his coffee cup, peering into it, observing the 

coffee left, and continues to do so far longer than it takes to decide if one 

wants some more coffee. He is distracted, perhaps thinking of how to 

answer my question without hurting my feelings. 

“No, the coffee’s fine,” he says, but offers nothing further. The silence is 

unbearable to me, but apparently not to him. 

“Georg, my question is still on the table,” I say. 

He looks at me, peers into my eyes as if trying to see if something worthy of 

his reply is lurking behind them, and says, “The things you are 

contemplating are of universal interest to all mankind. Everyone has 

problems to deal with, and everyone must first struggle to come up with 

enumerations and definitions of the problems as they see them, then move 
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on to such answers as they are able to produce, keeping that which external 

reality has shown to be a conceptual truth, discarding the rest.” 

I think about this for a minute. It seems like a lot of words for such an 

unclear answer; this is typically Hegelian. I am not satisfied, so I ask again, 

“So, what do YOU think about my philosophy?” In typical philosopher, 

Socratic-teacher method, he asks me a question which seems disconnected. 

“Do your shoes fit?” 

I recoil in a fit of near apoplexy. “What do you mean, ‘Do my shoes fit?’” I 

ask. 

“Do they fit?” he asks again. 

“Yes. They fit just fine!” I say, bewildered, not having a clue where this was 

going. 

He pauses, still tinkering with his coffee cup, swashing the coffee around in 

it, brings it to his lips and takes a sip, slowly, ever so slowly, sighs, then 

brings the cup back down to the table letting it plop with a thump and says, 

“We do not need to be shoemakers to know if our shoes fit, and just 

as little have we any need to be professionals to acquire knowledge 

of matters of universal interest.” 

“I am not a shoemaker, nor am I a philosopher,” I say. 

“My point, exactly,” he says with a smile. Then he is gone, just like that, 

vanishing into thin air leaving me staring at his now empty coffee cup, 

sensing the emptiness in the immediate absence of his presence; as it were, 

a vacuous emptiness, but not a pessimistic one.  

I laugh out loud at that. 

 

 


