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STUFF THAT SEEMED INTERESTING AT THE TIME 
Hello Family and Friends: 

...another Sunday... 

...and... 

...some Stuff that Seemed Interesting at the Time... 

All the best… 

Don 
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WHERE I GREW UP STUFF 

Folks often hear me talk about my home town of Skidway Lake, Michigan.   
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They see me hold my right hand up and point to a place just up from the base of my hand to 
somewhere between my first and second fingers.  Yep, can always tell a Michigander when they 
hold that hand up.  Always handy to have a map of your home state with you. 

Later on in this week’s stuff I talk about my Grandpa in the context of what he taught me about 
race and bigotry.  A lot of who I am and how I look at the world is shaped not only by my 
Grandfather but also where I grew up.  This little bit is about where I am from. 

Hope it seems interesting at the time… 

When I Was Young 

I grew up in a small town.   

Skidway Lake, Michigan.  Part of Ogemaw County.  Northeast part of the state.  That little red 
box in the map to the right. 

Back in the 60’s and early 70’s, we had about 800 folks in the 
winter.  I have to say “in the winter” because there were two 
distinct towns – the “winter” town and the “summer” town.  
800 folks in the winter and over 10,000 in the “summer.” 

Why? 

We were a “destination getaway” for all the city folks from 
Detroit.  Tucked south of the Huron National Forest and 
AuSable Rivers, we had woods galore and the Rifle River running 
through the area.    

Anyway, these “city folks” would every Friday religiously point 
their car north on I-75, turn on the cruise control, and munch down the Big Boy sandwiches 
they just picked up at the exit.  They would enjoy the weekend in their one room cabins on the 
lake or river and then like clockwork head back Sunday afternoon for the pilgrimage back to the 
concrete, traffic, and stress of lemming-like population density.  

Though I spent most of my early years in Detroit where my Grandfather and Dad were selling 
real estate “up north” (ED: a true Michigandism that means anything north of the Tri-Cities).  

We would live “up north” in the summer and 
sell property in the winter.  Eventually 
moving up there permanently when I entered 
third grade, “up north” is who I am – can’t 
escape it, don’t want to forget it.  I was born 
in the county seat of West Branch, Michigan 
during one of the stays “up north” so I can 
even claim to being born “in the boonies.” 

Bush Lake.  Yep, grew up on that small lake.   

To the left is the house I grew up in. 

In fact the whole county was nothing but 
small lakes and you pretty much told folks where you lived by what lake you lived by.  Of 
course, it helped that a lot of the main roads were named after the water body itself – Skidway 
Lake Drive, Elbow Lake Road, Rifle River Trail, Henderson Lake Road, etc. By the way, any road 
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that wasn’t named after a body of water was named after an Indian person or item (ED: an 
Indian burial ground was 50 yards from my house). 

Well, that’s not quite true.  Was also some roads named after folks. 

My Great-Grandfather and Grandfather bought a lot 
of land in the early 1900’s for a dollar an acre and 
developed a good portion of the town.  In fact, 
Lucinda Drive – one of the main drags – is the name of 
my Great-Grandmother.  Yep, there is a Turner Street 
and Turner Pine Drive – and don’t forget Turner Lane.  
Tammy Marie Circle?  My sister. Dennis James? 
Brother.  Ronald Street? Cousin.  Cecil Hedley Street? 
Great-Uncle who died at 16 – long before even my 
Dad came along.  Kenneth Drive?  Yep, brother, 
located on the northwest side of town off Rifle River 
Trail – a dirt road until I had long left the area. 

In fact, if you were born before oh let’s say about 
1965 in the Turner Clan you had a street named after 
you. 

Donald Street? Oh yea, it is there just north of Geraldine Street – my Mom.  A one-lane dirt 
road off of Elbow Lake Road that has a couple of trailers and one-room cabins on it.   

I still remember: 

…outhouse in the winter for the first few years – that 
builds character young man… 

…snow so deep it took an hour to shovel a pathway 
to the outhouse – that builds perseverance… 

…tying sleds together and scooting across the lake 
with an old blanket stapled between two broom 
handles… 

…putting same sleds at two ends of shoveled off 
snow on the same lake and playing hockey with my 
brothers… 

…diving and swimming around the raft we had anchored to an old cement block about 60 feet 
off shore… 

…sailing my little sail boat with the stronger the wind the better – even then was trying to live 
“life on the edge” :- )… 

…using said same sailboat to pick up the “summer girls” that were at their parents summer 
cabin – girls just love a guy in a sailboat…glasses and all… 

…jumping on my motocross 250cc Suzuki and “hitting the trails” 
– good thing my sons don’t know how half the crazy stuff their 
old man did when he was young…still a good story about the day 
I “lost” my motorcycle in the river… 
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…in the winter going on “runs”…a “run” was when 20 to 40 snowmobiles would head out across 
the lake and into the woods…we would go along trails for an hour or two and then find an 
opening in the woods, light a stump and some trees with gas, bring out the hot dogs and 
marshmallows and hang out till 0200 or so in the morning and then head back…my parents 
home was at the north end of the town so it was the gathering spot for everyone when getting 
ready for another “run”…  

…playing baseball with one-half the field out because we 
didn’t have enough players…called the game “scrub”…played 
early till lunch…grabbed a sandwich, jumped in the lake, and 
then headed back to play ball till we were called for 
dinner…every day same routine but seemed like we never got 
bored… 

…ice-fishing in a hut warmed up by a kerosene heater… 

…learning to drive on the frozen lake with my Dad next to 
me…he would reach over, yank the wheel, get the car in a 
spin, and then sit back and say, “now, get yourself out of it”…  

…riding our bicycles on the highway seven miles to Prescott…nothing there either but just 
wanted to say we did it…and that wasn’t a fancy multi-speed racing bike – just an old 20 inch 
Stingray with a banana seat… 

…piling in the car for the 25 minute drive to the county seat, West Branch (ED: like I said, there 
was a lot of places named after water) where they had a “5 and Dime”, a Mill end, and even a 
theater… 

…wanted more? Drove 60 miles to Bay City where the closest K-Mart existed in its entire garish 
brush metal and blue splendor… 

These are good memories. 

I remember my brothers.  
Even as we entered adult 
hood we were always the 
“Turner Bro’s” with a lot of 
innuendo thrown in.  We 
played every sport with 
everything we had.  Fought 
like wildcats and couldn’t 
play enough tricks or hassle 
each other enough but 
don’t even think about 
messing with my bro or 
you’ll have a helluva fight 
on your hands.   

We always had a football game in the snow and ice between Christmas and New Years and the 
four of us would take on any other four or five guys in “touch” (ED: yea right, but after the first 
few minutes you are so frozen you don’t feel anything) football.  We never lost - or at least only 
we only remember the wins.   
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They are my brothers and they are my best 
friends and we are all from Skidway Lake – a 
small town in northern Michigan.  Not sure 
where it is on a map?  Just look “up north.” 

Yep, that’s them in the pix – from the left is 
Denny, Kenny, Me and Billy.  They are 
important to me in a way that words simply 
don’t effectively communicate. 

That said, have to mention my three sisters – 
TMT, Pitty-Pat, and Peany-Bop – or Tammy, 
Patty, and Jeanette as the rest of the world 
calls them.  Love ‘em too but there is 
something special about a “Brother’s Bond” 
– assuming so with a “Sister’s Bond.” 

These are great memories. 

I remember friends who – in a small town – have seen your good side, your bad side, your dark 
side, and your most embarrassing moments… 

…and still call you a friend 

I remember any adult around you was a surrogate parent.   

Do something bad and you got whacked on the side of the head.   

About ready to do something you weren’t supposed to and I heard, “Donny, don’t even think about it.”   

Get hurt and the closest parent grabbed you and brought into their arms and held you closely until the 
tears were no more. 

With all of my travels around the world, living in 19 different places, I’m still a “small town boy” 
at heart and perspective. 

I believe in “small town America.”  I believe it is where the strongest values exist and the purest 
of American thought is still nurtured.  Small towns ARE America. Sometimes I feel that the 
attitudes, mores, and perspectives of the two coasts are from a different country if not planet. 

Small towns are real. 

You simply can’t hide anything in a small town.  Sure, folks may not mention it as a courtesy but 
they all know who is doing what and/or to whom.  What you see is what you get in a small 
town. 

Said something stupid, everyone knows.  Done something stupid, everyone knows. 

However, it isn’t a big deal and nobody dwells on it because they have said and done the same 
stupid things and you know about those also  

Anyway, I am going to write a much longer piece one of these days about growing up in a small 
town.  At least I hope to when I get back to my dream of retiring and spending full time writing. 

Maybe even a book, we need to capture what it was like to grow up in a small town before the 
velocity of the 21st century totally eclipses this oh so wonderful piece of Americana. 

However, until then, this gives you a bit of perspective on this “small town boy.” 
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What it is Like Today 

Skidway Lake is an unincorporated community in Ogemaw County, Michigan, United States. It is 
a Census-designated place (CDP) used for statistical purposes. The population was 3,147 at the 
2000 census. 

Geography 

According to the United States Census Bureau, the community has a total area of 11.7 square 
miles, of which, 11.3 square miles of it is land and 0.3 square miles of it (2.91%) is water. 

Demographics 

As of the census of 2000, there were 3,147 people, 1,326 households, and 883 families residing 
in the community. The population density was 277.8 per square mile. There were 2,562 housing 
units at an average density of 226.2/sq mi. The racial makeup of the community was 95.68% 
White, 0.35% African American, 1.68% Native American, 0.03% from other races, and 2.26% 
from two or more races. Hispanic or Latino of any race were 1.43% of the population. 

There were 1,326 households out of which 25.3% had children under the age of 18 living with 
them, 49.0% were married couples living together, 11.8% had a female householder with no 
husband present, and 33.4% were non-families. 27.7% of all households were made up of 
individuals and 14.1% had someone living alone who was 65 years of age or older. The average 
household size was 2.37 and the average family size was 2.84. 

In the community the population was spread out with 22.6% under the age of 18, 7.4% from 18 
to 24, 24.4% from 25 to 44, 26.6% from 45 to 64, and 19.1% who were 65 years of age or older. 
The median age was 42 years. For every 100 females there were 100.7 males. For every 100 
females age 18 and over, there were 97.3 males. 

The median income for a household in the community was $20,806, and the median income for 
a family was $24,637. Males had a median income of $24,659 versus $15,850 for females. The 
per capita income for the community was $11,405. About 20.4% of families and 25.3% of the 
population were below the poverty line, including 30.0% of those under age 18 and 14.7% of 
those age 65 or over. 

THE GHOST OF GENERAL GEORGA PATTON SPEAKS STUFF 

General Patton isn’t around with us anymore, but like Reagan we sure 
could use more leaders with common sense, conviction, and a bit 
pertinacious thrown in for good measure. 

I think this is how General George S. Patton would sum things up.... 
and then catch holy hell from Ike. Patton sure had a unique way of 
expressing his thoughts.  

 

Ghost of General Patton  

A Message from the Ghost of General Patton.... 

ATTENTION!  
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To ALL those whining, panty-waisted, 
pathetic maggots, it's time for a little 
refresher course on exactly why we 
Americans occasionally have to fight wars.  

See if you can tear yourself away from your 
'reality' TV and Starbucks for a minute, pull 
your head out of your flabby arse -- and 
LISTEN UP!!  

Abu Ghraib is not 'torture' or an 'atrocity'.  This is the kind of thing frat 
boys, sorority girls, and academy cadets do to newcomers.  

A little fun at someone else's expense.  

Certainly no reason to wring your hands or get your panties in a wad.  

Got that?  

THIS IS an atrocity!  

 

 

 

So Was This!!!  
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WHICH PART DON'T YOU GET? 

Islam a peaceful religion???   

My ARSE!!! 

Millions of these sons-of-bitches are plotting, as we speak, to 
destroy our country and our way of life any way they can.  

Some of them are here among us now! 

They don't want to convert you and they don't want to rule 
you. According to them, you are nothing more than a vile 
infestation of Allah's paradise.  They don't give a sh*t how 
'progressive' you are, how peace-loving you are, or how much 
you sympathize with their cause.  

They want your arse dead, and they think it is God's will for 
them to do it.  Period.  

It *is* as simple as that. 

Some think if we give them a hug or listen to them, then they'll 
like us... and if you agree? 

Then you are a pathetic dumb arse! 

If they manage to get their hands on a nuke, chemical agents, or even some anthrax --you will 
wish to God we had hunted them down and killed THEM while we had the chance! 

How many more Americans must be beheaded?? 

You've fallen asleep AGAIN, you miserable maggots!  

And you may not get (yet) another chance!  

NOW GET OFF YOUR SORRY ARSE - and pass this on to any and every person you give a damn 
about...  

*if* you ever gave a damn about anything!  

DISMISSED!  
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FOR BIDDEN CARTOONS STUFF 

Thanks Noel 

For any of my Liberal friends (ED: yes, I do have a few), please have the kids go in the other 
room, some of these are pretty specific. 

First, let’s explore the depth of Democratic Hypocrisy: 

 

Let’s explore that bastion of Common Sense thinking…NOT…the New York Times. 
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Now, let’s put in perspective what the Democratic rhetoric comes across as: 

 

HOW TO INSTALL A HOME SECURITY SYSTEM IN THE SOUTH STUFF 

From Mountainwings 

+++  

How to Install a Home Security System in the South: 

1. Go to a second-hand store and buy a pair of men's used size    14-16 work boots. 

2. Place them on your front porch, along with a copy of Guns    and Ammo Magazine. 

3. Put a few giant dog dishes next to the boots and magazines.  

4. Leave a note on your door that reads:  

Hey Bubba, Me, Big Jim, Duke and Slim went for more ammunition. 

Back in an hour. Don't mess with the pit bulls - they attacked the mailman 
this morning and messed him up real bad. I don't think Killer took part in it 
but it was hard to tell from all the blood. Anyway, I locked all four of 'em in 
the house. 

Better wait outside. 

"Cooter" 

COULTER ON PELOSI STUFF 

THIS IS NOT A DRILL  

By Ann Coulter   

Speaker of the House Nancy Pelosi, or as she is called on the Big Dogs blog, "the worst speaker 
in the history of Congress," explained the cause of high oil prices back in 2006:  
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"We have two oilmen in the White House. The logical follow-up from that is 
$3-a-gallon gasoline. It is no accident. It is a cause and effect." A cause and 
effect......?"  

Yes, that would explain why the price of oral sex, cigars and Hustler 
magazine skyrocketed during the Clinton years. Also, I note that Speaker 
Pelosi is a hotelier ... and the price of a hotel 
room in New York is $1,000 a night! I think she 
might be onto something.....  

Announcing the Democrats' bold new "plan" on 
energy last week, Pelosi said breaking into the Strategic Petroleum 
Reserve "is one alternative...." That's not an energy plan. It's using 
what we already have -- much like "conservation," which is also 
part of the Democrats' plan.  

Conservation, efficiency and using oil we hold in reserve for 
emergencies does not get us more energy. It's as if we were 
running out of food and the Democrats were telling us: "Just eat a 
little less every day." Great! We'll die a little more slowly. That's 
not what we call a "plan." We need more energy, not a plan for a 
slower death.  

But there's more! Pelosi announced that the Democrats also plan to push for "an historic 
investment in biofuels, efficiency, conservation and the rest." The "rest" is apparently what she 
called our "important and essential" investment in alternative energy.  

That certainly would be historic: We would make history by throwing our 
money away on unproven energy boondoggles that have eaten up untold 
billions since the 1960s without producing a single net kilowatt of power 
while we all starve to death.  

The proposal to use energy sources that don't yet produce any energy is 
like the old New Yorker cartoon with Obama in Muslim garb ---- no wait, 
that was a different cartoon.... 

The cartoon is: A scientist has written out his extremely complicated 
theory on a blackboard and is showing it to another scientist. The theory 
consists of numbers and characters and takes up the entire blackboard. 

About two-thirds of the way across, reading left to right, appear the words, "then a miracle 
happens," followed by more numbers and characters.....  
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That's the Democrats' plan to run cars on biofuels, solar and wind power: Then a miracle 
happens. The current Democratic mantra on energy is: "We can't drill our way out of this 
problem." Apparently their plan is to talk our way out of this problem.  

Democrats are also alleging that the oil companies are sitting on millions of acres of oil but are 
refusing to drill -- presumably because oil company executives hate the American people and 
perversely don't want to make money. Manifestly, those acres are being explored for oil or 
have already come up dry.....  

If the Democrats really wanted oil companies to find more oil, they'd allow oil companies to 
drill offshore and to drill in ANWR, which we happen to know is bursting with oil.  

But they don't.....  

They don't want drilling. They don't want more oil. They want humans to ride bicycles and then 
to die. We deserve it: We were mean to the polar bears.....  

BANKS, CREDIT CARD, AND DEATH STUFF 

The following can’t be verified, however, the folks that run www.snopes.com commented as: 
“We don’t know if this is a legitimate and accurate transcript of someone’s conversation with 
Citibank…but the premise of this tale is not so ridiculous as it’s made to seem here.” 

This is so priceless - and so easy to see happening, with customer service being what it is today.  

A lady died this past January, and Citibank billed her for February and March for their annual 
service charges on her credit card, and added late fees and interest on the monthly charge. The 
balance had been $0.00 when she died, but now somewhere around $60.00. A family member 
placed a call to Citibank.  

Here is the exchange :  

http://www.snopes.com/
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Family Member:   'I am calling to tell you she died back in January.'  

Citibank :  'The account was never closed and the late fees and charges still apply.'  

Family Member  : 'Maybe, you should turn it over to collections.'  

Citibank: 'Since it is two months past due, it already has been.'  

Family Member: So, what will they do when they find out she is dead?'  

Citibank: 'Either report her account to frauds division or report her to the credit bureau, maybe 
both!'  

Family Member: 'Do you think God will be mad at her?'   

Citibank: 'Excuse me?'  

Family Member: 'Did you just get what I was telling you - the part about her being dead?'  

Citibank: 'Sir, you'll have to speak to my supervisor.'  

  

Supervisor gets on the phone:  

Family Member: 'I'm calling to tell you, she died back in January with a $0 balance.'  

Citibank: 'The account was never closed and late fees and charges still apply.'   

Family Member: 'You mean you want to collect from her estate?'  

Citibank: (Stammer) 'Are you her lawyer?'  

Family Member: 'No, I'm her great nephew.' (Lawyer info was given)   

Citibank:  'Could you fax us a certificate of death?'  

Family Member: 'Sure.' (Fax number was given)  

  

After they get the fax:  

Citibank: 'Our system just isn't setup for death. I don't know what more I can do to help.'  

Family Member: 'Well, if you figure it out, great! If not, you could just keep billing her. She 
won't care.'  

Citibank:  'Well, the late fees and charges do still apply.' (What is wrong with these people?!?)  

Family Member: 'Would you like her new billing address?'  

Citibank: 'That might help.'  

Family Member: ' Odessa Memorial Cemetery, Highway 129, Plot Number 69.'  

Citibank: 'Sir, that's a cemetery!'  

Family Member: 'And what do you do with dead people on your planet 
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WHO IS THE MOST RACIST AMERICANS STUFF 

Thanks MB 

To all of my family and friends, hope I don’t overly offend anyone by publishing this piece.  
However, it contained such strong elements of truth finely added to a stew of irony with just a 
touch of humor seasoned in that I simply couldn’t resist. 

A Hungarian American Perspective – that’s ME! 

Okay, some folks might not like the following but please tell where it is in error.   

I was talking with a friend of mine who just happens to be of African descent and hence he is 
referred to as an African-American.  Now I’m descended from Hungary and since my Mom is full 
Hungarian that makes – yep, you in the back, don’t be afraid to just shout out the answer – 50% 
Hungarian.  Consequently, in the future if this piece offends you then please start referring to 
me as a Hungarian-American and be prepared to cough up some of those tax dollars for the: 

 National Association for the Advancement of Hungarian Americans 

 Hungarian-American Entertainment Television 

 Hungarian American College Fund 

 Etc. 

Ahhh, I digress… 

…anyway, I’m talking to this friend and we are discussing racism in America.  We both agreed 
that the two most racist individuals are the “Reverends” Jesse Jackson and Al Sharpton.  Think 
about it, both of these men spend the majority of their upright breathing time (ED: we know 
how the “Reverend” Jesse Jackson spends his horizontal time don’t we Slick Willy ;- ) taking 
every situation and turning it into a “Black” situation.  It doesn’t matter, the facts are irrelevant, 
and whatever the situation they will start a protest proclaiming at the top of their lungs their 
outrage and how this is a racist situation 
of Biblical proportions. 

Frankly, I’m simply tired of this bullsh*t 
rhetoric. 

Let Me State for the Record 

Did the citizens of this country illegally 
capture Africans and bring them to this 
country?  Yes, but that was a long time 
ago and it wasn’t me 

Did a lot of white Americans die so the 
black Americans could be free?  Yes, but 
this historical fact seems to escape the 
“Reverends” Jackson and Sharpton 

Did racism exist in this country into the 20th century? Yes, disgustingly so but that wasn’t me 
and it was a long time ago 
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Do people of all ethnic backgrounds, countries of origin, and different musical tastes have an 
opportunity to get ahead in this country? Yes, that is why we are THE country in the world 
where folks want to get educated, work, and pay their taxes. 

Are there still a handful of people who are openly racist?  Yes, I’ve seen a few including on 
television wearing a suit and making rhymes but eventually they will die off. 

My Grandfather and Racism 

I was raised and influenced by the greatest man I have ever and will ever meet – my 
grandfather.  A self-made very successful businessman I’ve always said that if I could be half the 
husband, the father, the friend, and the businessman he was I would be somebody. 

He taught me early on to measure a man on the commitment behind his handshake, the 
strength behind his word, and the assurance of his promises. 

He never said anything about how much money the guy had in his mattress, how much he 
weighed, how his hair was parted, or even – and this is a real shocker – the color of his skin or 
the origin of ancestors. Note my grandfather had German descent in him and changed the 
family name to “Turner” to sound more English after World War I. Yep, so not full-blooded 
Hungarian, only half, Mom is full-blooded…but let’s continue. 

Yes, I grew up in northern Michigan where there simply weren’t very many folks who could be 
labeled “Black Americans.”  In fact, there was only one black man in the whole county.  He lived 
way back in the woods on a dirt trail that would require serious attention to ever reach “road” 
status.  I’m pretty sure that 95+% of the folks in the county didn’t even know he lived back 
there.   

Yet, my grandfather did.  In fact, I’m pretty sure he sold them the land he lived on. 

My grandfather would make it a point every couple of weeks to drive his Cadillac (ED: he always 
had two Cadillac’s, his “dirt road” Cadillac and his “going into town” Cadillac) back up that trail 
and spend time with that old man.  We would sit on the porch, drink lemonade, and sometimes 
talk and sometimes just sit there.  As a young pipsqueak my job was sit there, stay quiet, and 
listen… 

…and listen I did… 

They talked about history, the war, politics, as well as the latest sunset, how much we needed 
rain.  In other words, just two old friends talking about life. 

I remember asking my Grandfather why the old man never left his home much and came into 
town and he said, “some folks just don’t like the fact that he is a little different them.” 

I asked, “What do you mean different Grandpa?” It hadn’t dawned on me that the color of his 
skin was an issue but I was expecting that to be the answer Grandpa gave… 

…he didn’t… 

…he simply looked over at me while we were bumping along back out that dirt trail and said,… 

…”he is smarter than some of those folks” 
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My grandfather was a wise man.  There isn’t a day goes by that I don’t think of him, miss him, 
and unsuccessfully measure myself against him. 

Anyway, that is some thoughts from a former Hungarian American who has decided to simply 
self-label himself as an “American.” 

Now for that little article - not sure who wrote this but it has some strong elements of truth and 
irony. 

Who is the Most Racist 

There are African Americans,   

Mexican Americans,   

Asian Americans,   

Arab Americans,   

Native Americans, etc.   

.....And then there are just - Americans.   

    

You pass me on the street and sneer in my direction.   

You Call me 'White boy,' 'Cracker,' 'Honkey,' 'Whitey,' 'Caveman,'   

.....And that's OK.   

   

But when I call you Nigger, Kike, Towel head, Sand-nigger, Camel Jockey, Beaner, Gook, or Chink 
(ED: Frankly, I find all those words disgusting but we’ll let the author continue uninterrupted) 

.....You call me a racist.   

    

You say that whites commit a lot of violence against you, so why are the ghettos the most 
dangerous places to live?   

   

You have the United Negro College Fund.   

You have Hispanic History Month.   

You have Martin Luther King Day.   

You have Asian History Month.   

You have Black History Month.   

You have Cesar Chavez Day.   

You have Ma'uled Al-Nabi.   

You have Yom Hashoah.   

You have Kawanza.   
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You have the NAACP.   

And you have BET.   

    

If we had WET   

(White Entertainment Television)   

.....We'd be racists.   

    

If we had a White Pride Day   

.....You would call us racists.   

   

 If we had White History Month   

.....We'd be racists.   

If we had any organization for only whites to 'advance' OUR lives,   

.....We'd be racists.   

    

We have a Hispanic Chamber of Commerce, a Black Chamber of Commerce, and then we just 
have the plain Chamber of Commerce.   

Wonder who pays for that?   

   

If we had a college fund that only gave white students scholarships   

......You know we'd be racists.   

    

There are over 60 openly-proclaimed Black-only Colleges in the US, yet if there were 'White-
only Colleges'   

.....THAT would be a racist college.   

   

In the Million-Man March, you believed that you were marching for your race and rights.  

If we marched for our race and rights,   

.....You would call us racists.   

   

You are proud to be black, brown, yellow and red, and you're not afraid to announce it.   

But when we announce our white pride   

.....You call us racists.   
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You rob us, carjack us, and shoot at us.   

But, when a white police officer shoots a black gang member or beats up a black drug-dealer 
who is running from the LAW and posing a threat to ALL of society   

.....You call him a racist.   

   

I am proud.   

.....But, you call me a racist.   

    

Why is it that only whites can be racists?   

There is nothing improper about this e-mail – simply stating some facts  

 

And, if you question the character of someone running for President, you're a racist?   

I don't get it.... 

 

In Summary 

There are so many fundamental differences in this country that are worthy of debate – politics, 
morality, and maybe even the rebirth of Common Sense. 

The color of one’s skin or the origin of one’s ancestors simply doesn’t seem to be important 
enough to debate.   

What is there to debate anyway? 

You are who you are and you come from where you came from.  That is unchangeable. 

However, you have complete control and mastery over the commitment behind your 
handshake, the strength behind your word, and the assurance of your promises. (ED: thanks 
Grandpa once again for your wisdom). 

WHAT THE BLEEP – CHUCK NORRIS COLUMN STUFF 

Related to the aforementioned article is this column by Chuck Norris – world champion martial 
artist, actor, director, humanitarian, etc. – an all around “good guy” in my opinion. 

+++  

What the Bleep?!  

by Chuck Norris  

Posted 07/22/2008 ET 

Updated 07/24/2008 ET 
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Jesse Jackson (on an off-air mic before "Fox & Friends") and Whoopi Goldberg (and another 
host on "The View") have raised the cultural language debate to a new level: Who has the right 
to say the N-word? Their answer: Blacks can, but whites can't. Unfortunately, this derogatory 
debate has degraded into Don Imus on steroids. 

I agree with a lot that Whoopi had to say about the imbalances 
between the races. But I disagree with her for going off on an 
intentional N-word marathon, which was bleeped out repeatedly 
in order to demonstrate her point. There's a reason her diatribe 
was bleeped and our society still veils our full expression of the 
N-word: because it still is regarded by most as derogatory and 
demeaning. (Even among blacks, the N-word obviously can be 
defamatory, as Jesse Jackson proved when he used it in the same 
breath he used to describe how he would like to cut off Barack 
Hussein Obama's genitalia.) 

This is more than a race issue and far more than a debate over 
freedom of speech. When will we learn that just because we can 
say something doesn't mean that we should? Once again, we're 
confusing liberty for licentiousness. It is a classic example of what 
happens when a society leaves its moral absolutes: Everything 
becomes culturally relative, with each deciding what's right in his 
own eyes. Language is one more infected arena in America's societal degradation. 

Think about it. What word is nasty or unwholesome 
anymore? There are no "bad words." Words once 
considered evil are now terms of endearment. 
There's the B-word, the D-word, the A-word, the F-
word, etc. Even bleeps are mere blips on America's 
moral radar screens. When ministers use G-- d--- in 
their sermons and moral activists threaten to cut off 
a presidential candidate's genitals and call him the 
N-word, can't we see the signs that we're heading in 
the wrong direction? We have become desensitized 
to everything, from profanity to pornography. 

Today's America is certainly not the one in which I 
grew up during the '40s and '50s. Profanity of any sort was wrong back then and frowned upon 
by most in private or public use. Today profanity has become a positive form of expression, 
with studies even showing that it releases stress and boosts morale at the workplace! 

I genuinely believe we can do better. I believe we must do better. We need to leave a better 
legacy of decency, civility and respect for future generations. I believe we need to give them 
our best, and our best must be more than justifying the use of derogatory language based upon 
cultural or racial relativity or even freedom of speech. If we're going to reverse negative trends 
among our youth, it's going to begin with us establishing a better model for them of how we 
treat and speak about others. 
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Whoopi proposed that we must find a "new way to move forward." I propose that that new 
way is not new at all, but an old way that has been discarded and forgotten. It is a way that 
simultaneously addresses equality, respect and decency. It is a way that was promoted by 
America's Founders and eventually resulted in increased unity and civility across the land. And 
it is also a way that I devote an entire chapter to in my upcoming book, "Black Belt Patriotism." 
The chapter's titled "Reclaim the value of human life." Here's a little of what I say in it: 

"The Founders believed equality would give legs to freedom. As John Adams said, 'We should 
begin by setting conscience free. When all men of all religions … shall enjoy equal liberty, 
property, and an equal chance for honors and power … we may expect that improvements will 
be made in the human character and the state of society.' 

"The Founders knew that America was not perfect. Slavery, in particular, troubled the 
consciences of many of them. … Nevertheless, our Founders believed there was something 
inherent in humanity that called it to a higher purpose. For all the shortcomings of early 
American society, the remedy was always there -- expressed in the founding documents of our 
nation. The Declaration of Independence set America's course. Though we have sometimes 
drifted from its highest principles, all Americans have ever had to do was steer by its compass to 
acknowledge or rediscover the inherent equality of slaves, women, the poor, Indians, and the 
unborn. All were -- and are -- children of God, endowed by their creator with 'certain unalienable 
rights.' … 

"The Founders could not immediately abolish slavery. It was too entrenched in the economy of 
the South, but the Declaration eroded its foundations in a way that made its end inevitable. 
That 'all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable 
rights' is one of the most powerful principles ever enunciated in the history of politics." 

And that power can be unleashed again to help us in our day. The sooner we get back to our 
Founders' words, our country's original calling, the sooner we will start treating one another 
(red, yellow, black and white) as our Founders' prescribed and the sooner we will get beyond 
these slanderous debates about language and humanity. It's time to grow up, America -- to 
move beyond the arguments of yesteryear. You're older than 200 now. It's time to act your age. 

MORE FORBIDDEN CARTOONS STUFF 

Still thanks Neal 
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Why do Democrats love illegal immigration? 

 

My personal opinion of many of the Democratic Leaders – right up there with Hanoi Jane: 
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Now we explore the unfathomable wisdom of Nancy Pelosi and her view on President Bush’s 
energy plan: 

 

Bottom line, the unrecognizable finally becomes acutely obtuse: 

 

MUSIC FOR THE SOUL – POETRY STUFF 

Love One Another 

  By Khalil Gibran 

 

Love one another, but make not a bond of love 

Let it rather be a moving sea between the shores of your souls. 
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Fill each other's cup, but drink not from one cup. 

Give one another of your bread, but eat not from the same loaf. 

 

Sing and dance together and be joyous, 

but let each one of you be alone, 

Even as the strings of a lute are alone 

though they quiver with the same music. 

 

Give your hearts, but not into each other's keeping; 

For only the hand of Life can contain your hearts. 

 

And stand together yet not too near together; 

For the pillars of the temple stand apart, 

And the oak tree and the cypress grow not in each other's shadow.  

FIGHTING THE TALIBAN - AFGHANISTAN BATTLE STUFF 

Wish those idiots who simply don’t understand radical Islam would stop pontificating over the 
“unjust” war for one minute and get down on their knees and thank God that men like these 
wear the uniform of the United States of America. 

The Taliban want to kill you, me, and everyone we know.  If they can’t kill you they want to 
enslave you in a radical religion that breeds on hate. 

My two cents. 

Soldiers recount deadly attack on Afghanistan outpost  

By Steve Mraz, Stars and Stripes 

Mideast edition, Saturday, July 19, 2008 

 

Spc. Tyler Stafford, 23, a soldier from Company C, 2nd Battalion, 503rd Infantry Regiment 
(Airborne), recounts the hours-long fight that killed nine of his comrades as he recuperates at 
Landstuhl Regional Medical Center in Germany. 
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Sgt. Jacob Walker, 29, recuperating at Landstuhl Regional Medical Center in Germany, was 
wounded in Wanat, Afghanistan, when the forward operating base came under attack early 
Sunday morning. 

+++  

Everything was on fire. The trucks. The bazaar. The grass. 

It looked surreal. It looked like a movie. 

That was what Spc. Tyler Stafford remembered thinking as he stepped onto the medical 
evacuation helicopter. The 23-year-old soldier would have been loaded onto the bird, but the 
poncho that was hastily employed as his stretcher broke. His body speckled with grenade and 
RPG shrapnel, the Vicenza, Italy, infantryman walked the last few feet to the waiting Black 
Hawk. 

That was Sunday morning in eastern Afghanistan’s Kunar province. At a forward operating base 
— maybe as big as a football field — established just a few days prior. 

Outnumbered but not outgunned, a platoon-plus element of soldiers with 2nd Platoon, 
Company C, 2nd Battalion, 503rd Infantry Regiment (Airborne), 173rd Airborne Brigade Combat 
Team accompanied by Afghan soldiers engaged in a fistfight of a firefight. 

After maybe two hours of intense combat, some of the soldiers’ guns seized up because they 
expelled so many rounds so quickly. Insurgent bullets and dozens of rocket-propelled grenades 
filled the air. So many RPGs were fired at the soldiers that they wondered how the insurgents 
had so many. 

That was July 13. That was when Stafford was blown out of a fighting position by an RPG, 
survived a grenade blast and had the tail of an RPG strike his helmet. 

That was the day nine Chosen Company soldiers died. 

It was just days before the unit was scheduled to leave the base. 

The first RPG and machine gun fire came at dawn, strategically striking the forward operating 
base’s mortar pit. The insurgents next sighted their RPGs on the tow truck inside the combat 
outpost, taking it out. That was around 4:30 a.m. 

This was not a haphazard attack. The reportedly 200 insurgents fought from several positions. 
They aimed to overrun the new base. The U.S. soldiers knew it and fought like hell. They knew 
their lives were on the line. 

"I just hope these guys’ wives and their children understand how courageous their husbands 
and dads were," said Sgt. Jacob Walker. "They fought like warriors." 
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The next target was the FOB’s observation post, where nine soldiers were positioned on a tiny 
hill about 50 to 75 meters from the base. Of those nine, five died, and at least three others — 
Stafford among them — were wounded. 

When the attack began, Stafford grabbed his M-240 machine gun off a north-facing sandbag 
wall and moved it to an east-facing sandbag wall. Moments later, RPGs struck the north-facing 
wall, knocking Stafford out of the fighting position and wounding another soldier. 

Stafford thought he was on fire so he rolled around, regaining his senses. Nearby, Cpl. Gunnar 
Zwilling, who later died in the fight, had a stunned look on his face. 

Immediately, a grenade exploded by Stafford, blowing him down to a lower terrace at the 
observation post and knocking his helmet off. Stafford put his helmet back on and noticed how 
badly he was bleeding. 

Cpl. Matthew Phillips was close by, so Stafford called to him for help. Phillips was preparing to 
throw a grenade and shot a look at Stafford that said, "Give me a second. I gotta go kill these 
guys first." 

This was only about 30 to 60 seconds into the attack. 

Kneeling behind a sandbag wall, Phillips pulled the grenade pin, but just after he threw it an 
RPG exploded at his position. The tail of the RPG smacked Stafford’s helmet. The dust cleared. 
Phillips was slumped over, his chest on his knees and his hands by his side. Stafford called out 
to his buddy three or four times, but Phillips never answered or moved. 

"When I saw Phillips die, I looked down and was bleeding pretty good, that’s probably the most 
scared I was at any point," Stafford said. "Then I kinda had to calm myself down and be like, ‘All 
right, I gotta go try to do my job.’ " 

The soldier from Parker, Colo., loaded his 9 mm handgun, crawled up to their fighting position, 
stuck the pistol over the sandbags and fired. 

Stafford saw Zwilling’s M-4 rifle nearby so he loaded it, put it on top of the sandbag and fired. 
Another couple RPGs struck the sandbag wall Stafford used as cover. Shrapnel pierced his 
hands. 

Stafford low-crawled to another fighting position where Cpl. Jason Bogar, Sgt. Matthew Gobble 
and Sgt. Ryan Pitts were located. Stafford told Pitts that the insurgents were within grenade-
tossing range. That got Pitts’ attention. 

With blood running down his face, Pitts threw a grenade and then crawled to the position from 
where Stafford had just come. Pitts started hucking more grenades. 

The firefight intensified. Bullets cut down tree limbs that fell on the soldiers. RPGs constantly 
exploded. 

Back at Stafford’s position, so many bullets were coming in that the soldiers could not poke 
their heads over their sandbag wall. Bogar stuck an M-249 machine gun above the wall and 
squeezed off rounds to keep fire on the insurgents. In about five minutes, Bogar fired about 600 
rounds, causing the M-249 to seize up from heat. 

At another spot on the observation post, Cpl. Jonathan Ayers laid down continuous fire from an 
M-240 machine gun, despite drawing small-arms and RPG fire from the enemy. Ayers kept firing 
until he was shot and killed. Cpl. Pruitt Rainey radioed the FOB with a casualty report, calling for 
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help. Of the nine soldiers at the observation post, Ayers and Phillips were dead, Zwilling was 
unaccounted for, and three were wounded. Additionally, several of the soldiers’ machine guns 
couldn’t fire because of damage. And they needed more ammo. 

Rainey, Bogar and another soldier jumped out of their fighting position with the third soldier of 
the group launching a shoulder-fired missile. 

All this happened within the first 20 minutes of the fight. 

Platoon leader 1st Lt. Jonathan Brostrom and Cpl. Jason Hovater arrived at the observation post 
to reinforce the soldiers. By that time, the insurgents had breached the perimeter of the 
observation post. Gunfire rang out, and Rainey shouted, "He’s right behind the sandbag." 

Brostrom could be heard shouting about the insurgent as well. 

More gunfire and grenade explosions ensued. Back in the fighting position, Gobble fired a few 
quick rounds. Gobble then looked to where the soldiers were fighting and told Stafford the 
soldiers were dead. Of the nine soldiers who died in the battle, at least seven fell in fighting at 
the observation post. 

The insurgents then started chucking rocks at Gobble and Stafford’s fighting position, hoping 
that the soldiers might think the rocks were grenades, causing them to jump from the safety of 
their fighting hole. One rock hit a tree behind Stafford and landed directly between his legs. He 
braced himself for an explosion. He then realized it was a rock. 

Stafford didn’t have a weapon, and Gobble was low on ammo. Gobble told Stafford they had to 
get back to the FOB. They didn’t realize that Pitts was still alive in another fighting position at 
the observation post. Gobble and Stafford crawled out of their fighting hole. Gobble looked 
again to where the soldiers had been fighting and reconfirmed to Stafford that Brostrom, 
Rainey, Bogar and others were dead. 

Gobble and Stafford low-crawled and ran back to the FOB. Coming into the FOB, Stafford was 
asked by a sergeant what was going on at the observation post. Stafford told him all the 
soldiers there were dead. Stafford lay against a wall, and his fellow soldiers put a tourniquet on 
him. 

From the OP, Pitts got on the radio and told his comrades he was alone. At least three soldiers 
went to the OP to rescue Pitts, but they suffered wounds after encountering RPG and small-
arms fire. 

At that time, air support arrived in the form of Apache helicopters, A-10s and F-15s, performing 
bombing and strafing runs. 

When the attack began, Walker was on the FOB. He grabbed an M-249 and started shooting 
toward a mountain spur where he could see some muzzle flashes. Walker put down 600 to 800 
rounds of ammunition. 

He got down behind the wall he was shooting from to load more ammo and was told they were 
taking fire from the southwest. He threw the bipod legs of his machine gun on the hood of a 
nearby Humvee. A 7.62-millimeter caliber bullet struck Walker’s left wrist, knocking him to the 
ground. A soldier applied a tourniquet to Walker and bandaged him. 

Walker and two other wounded soldiers distributed their ammo and grenades and passed 
messages. 
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The whole FOB was covered in dust and smoke, looking like something out of an old Western 
movie. 

"I’ve never seen the enemy do anything like that," said Walker, who was medically evacuated 
off the FOB in one of the first helicopters to arrive. "It’s usually three RPGs, some sporadic fire 
and then they’re gone … I don’t where they got all those RPGs. That was crazy." 

Two hours after the first shots were fired, Stafford made his way — with help — to the 
medevac helicopter that arrived. 

"It was some of the bravest stuff I’ve ever seen in my life, and I will never see it again because 
those guys," Stafford said, then paused. "Normal humans wouldn’t do that. You’re not 
supposed to do that — getting up and firing back when everything around you is popping and 
whizzing and trees, branches coming down and sandbags exploding and RPGs coming in over 
your head … It was a fistfight then, and those guys held ’ em off." 

Stafford offered a guess as to why his fellow soldiers fought so hard. 

"Just hardcoreness I guess," he said. "Just guys kicking ass, basically. Just making sure that we 
look scary enough that you don’t want to come in and try to get us." 

Footnote – Funeral in North Georgia for a Fallen Hero 

This just came in Saturday morning and thought I would add.  

+++  

In support of our Troops and Cpl Phillips family, City and County officials ask that anyone who 
can to please assemble along Dahlonega Hwy between Ingram’s Funeral Home and Coal 
Mountain Baptist Church by 12:30 PM on Saturday, July 26 to honor a true hero – the first to be 
killed in battle from Forsyth County since Vietnam. Veterans - if you have your uniform please 
wear it, others - please wear red, white and blue and wave small flags if you have one.  

United States Army Corporal Matthew Britten Phillips, age 27, of Cumming, GA, died Sunday, 
July 13, 2008 while bravely and proudly serving his county at a forward operating base in 
eastern Afghanistan's Kunar province. Cpl. Phillips was one of nine soldiers to die that day; just 
days before his unit was scheduled to leave the base.  

Corporal Phillips was a member of the U. S. Army's 2nd Platoon, "Chosen Company", 2nd 
Battalion, 503rd Infantry Regiment (Airborne), 173rd Airborne Brigade Combat Team, serving 
for the past 2 ½ years during which time he was deployed to Afghanistan for 14 months. While 
in the U.S. Army, Phillips was the recipient of the Bronze Star medal with one bronze oak leaf. 
He also had received the Purple Heart, the Combat Infantry Badge, the Army Achievement 
Medal, the Good Conduct Medal, the National Defense Service Medal, and the Afghanistan 
Campaign Medal with 1 Bronze Star, the GWOT (Global War on Terror) Medal, the Army Service 
Medal, the Army Overseas Ribbon and the NATO Medal.  

+++  

God Bless America! 
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SCIENTISTS REVEAL MYSTERY BEHIND NORTHERN LIGHTS STUFF 

CAPE CANAVERAL, Fla. (AP) - Scientists have exposed some of the mystery behind the northern 
lights. On Thursday, NASA released findings that indicate magnetic explosions about one-third 
of the way to the moon cause the northern lights, or aurora borealis, to burst in spectacular 
shapes and colors, and dance across the sky.  

The findings should help scientists better understand the more powerful but less common 
geomagnetic storms that can knock out satellites, harm astronauts in orbit and disrupt power 
and communications on Earth, scientists said.  

A fleet of five small satellites, called Themis, observed the beginning of a geomagnetic storm in 
February, while ground observatories in Canada and Alaska recorded the brightening of the 
northern lights. The southern lights—aurora australis—also brightened and darted across the 
sky at the same time.  

These auroral flare-ups occur every two or three days, on average.  

A team led by University of California, Los Angeles, scientist Vassilis Angelopoulos confirmed 
that the observed storm about 80,000 miles from Earth was triggered by a phenomenon known 
as magnetic reconnection. Every so often, the Earth's magnetic field lines are stretched like 
rubber bands by solar energy, 
snap, are thrown back to Earth 
and reconnect, in effect creating 
a short circuit.  

It's this stored-up energy that 
powers the northern and 
southern lights or, in other 
words, causes them to dance, 
according to Angelopoulos.  

An opposing theory has these 
geomagnetic events occurring 
much closer to Earth, about one-
sixth of the way to the moon. 
More Themis observations are 
needed to resolve the debate, 
said David Sibeck, NASA's project 
scientist.  

"Finally, we have the right 
instruments in the right place at 
the right time, and it's allowed 
scientists to be able to make the necessary observations to settle this heated debate once and 
for all," said Nicola Fox, a Johns Hopkins University scientist who was not involved in the study.  

At present, about 20 of these geomagnetic storms are being analyzed. Scientists hope to 
eventually learn, via this project, more about the bigger solar storms that occur about 10 times 
a year and can lead to far more expansive and prolonged northern and southern lights.  

The five Themis spacecraft—a NASA acronym standing for Time History of Events and 
Macroscale Interations during Substorms—were launched aboard a single rocket last year. 
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WHAT IS LOVE STUFF 

Being a grandfather with three grandkids – 4, 3, and 15 months – I’m being reintroduced to the 
utterly amazing miracle of children.  How they look at you, what they say, what they don’t say.  
How they run to you, hug you.  The aura of innonence on their faces when they are sleeping. 

With all of the awful stuff going on in this world maybe we should “get back to basics” and a 
good place to start would be to listen to the wisdom of children. 

Case in point 

+++  

 

A group of professional people posed this question to a group of 4-to 8-year-olds, "What does 
love mean?"  

The answers they got were broader and deeper than anyone could have imagined. 

 

"When my grandmother got arthritis, she couldn't bend over and paint her toenails anymore. 
So my grandfather does it for her all the time, even when his hands got arthritis too. That's 
love." (Rebecca - age 8 ) 

 

"When someone loves you, the way they say your name is different. 

You just know that your name is safe in their mouth." (Billy - age 4 ) 

 

"Love is when a girl puts on perfume and a boy puts on shaving cologne and they go out and 
smell each other." (Karl - age 5 ) 

 

"Love is when you go out to eat and give somebody most of your French fries without making 
them give you any of theirs." (Chrissy - age 6 ) 

 

"Love is what makes you smile when you're tired." (Terri - age 4 ) 

 

"Love is when my mommy makes coffee for my daddy and she takes a sip before giving it to 
him, to make sure the taste is OK." (Danny - age 7) 

 

"Love is when you kiss all the time. Then when you get tired of kissing, you still want to be 
together and you talk more. My Mommy and Daddy are like that. They look gross when they 
kiss," (Emily - age 8) 

 

"Love is what's in the room with you at Christmas if you stop opening presents and listen." 
(Bobby - age 7) 
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"If you want to learn to love better, you should start with a friend whom you hate." (Nikka - age 
6) 

 

"Love is when you tell a guy you like his shirt, and then he wears it everyday." (Noelle - age 7) 

 

"Love is like a little old woman and a little old man who are still friends even after they know 
each other so well." (Tommy - age 6) 

 

"During my piano recital, I was on a stage and I was scared. 

I looked at all the people watching me and saw my daddy waving and smiling. He was the only 
one doing that. I wasn't scared anymore." (Cindy - age 8) 

 

"My mommy loves me more than anybody. You don't see anyone else kissing me to sleep at 
night." (Clare - age 6) 

 

"Love is when Mommy gives Daddy the best piece of chicken." (Elaine-age 5) 

 

"Love is when Mommy sees Daddy smelly and sweaty and still says he is handsomer than 
Robert Redford." (Chris - age 7) 

 

"Love is when your puppy licks your face even after you left him alone all day." (Mary Ann - age 
4) 

 

"You really shouldn't say 'I love you' unless you mean it. 

But if you mean it, you should say it a lot. People forget." 

(Jessica - age 8) 

 

And the final one to melt anybody's heart: Author and lecturer Leo Buscaglia once talked about 
a contest he was asked to judge. 

The purpose of the contest was to find the most caring child. 

The winner was a four-year-old child whose next door neighbor was an elderly gentleman who 
had recently lost his wife.  

Upon seeing the man cry, the little boy went into the old gentleman's yard, climbed onto his 
lap, and just sat there.  
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When his Mother asked him what he had said to the neighbor, the little boy said, "Nothing, I 
just helped him cry." 

+++  

Jesus said, "Let the little children come to me, and do not hinder them, for the kingdom of 
heaven belongs to such as these." 

Matthew 19:14 

FINAL THOUGHT STUFF 

Random Thoughts (as if I have any other)… 

…Barack Hussein Obama in Germany…give me a break…he is making outright Marxist 
statements and it seems like nobody is paying attention back here… 

“stronger international institutions”…????...is he talking about that bastion of decisive and 
impartial decision-making the United Nations… 

“more equitable wealth 
distribution”…????...that is called “state 
socialism” and we spent billions of dollars in 
the “Cold War” to get rid of the largest 
socialist state… 

…this guy is coming across as either the next 
messiah or the next world president – 
either job would proably be okay with him… 

…truly, I can’t understand the intelligence, 
much less the thought-process of someone 
who actually wants to vote for this 
inexperienced radical left-wing gab man…I 
simply don’t get it…this guy is so against what made this country great yet the two coasts and 
young voters who haven’t taxes yet love him…they want to put him in the most important job 
in the world with the experience of someone who couldn’t run for City Mayor…???...I don’t get 
it… 

…okay, what else is on mind?... 

…hmmm… 

…music…listened a bit to Matt Nathanson this morning, nice sound, kind of like Ryan 
Adams…softer acoustical stuff?...try Pete Droge…good evening sound… 

…as mentioned last week been watching a lot of sunsets…contemplating life in its many 
machinations…dreams…goals…what matters…what doesn’t…I’m reminded of what Henry David 
Thoreau said: 

“Our truest life is when we are in our dreams awake.” 

…who can you trust…who you can’t…what is happening to this country…what is happening to 
the country I remember… 

…in fact… 
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…I’ve lost my country and I can’t find it…hmmm…I think I just found my topic for next Sunday… 

…now listening to “Gomez”…another great sound… 

…other reflections?...why do the Liberal find it more palatable for foreign nations to drill off our 
Gulf of Mexico coastline than our own domestic oil companies?...I don’t get it… 

…finding my muse…I do a lot of writing – Business Plans, Board Presentations, White Papers, 
etc. – and sometimes my mind is ready and sometimes it isn’t… 

…how do I find my muse?...sometimes it is a struggle…with over 12,000 songs on my IPOD in 47 
different genres it seems like I could find something…sometimes I write to rock and roll, 
sometimes celtic music…other times it could be opera… 

…of course my “old reliable” – and I have no idea why this is – is to crank up Pink Floyd’s “The 
Wall”…don’t know why but that album does it for me… 

…other times – depending on where I’m at in the writing – I listen/glance at a movie while I’m 
writing…this week it was the extended version of “The Fellowship of the Ring” portion of the 
Lord of the Rings trilogy…what a fantastic movie…have a lot more writing to do and I think I’ll 
end up watching the whole trilogy… 

…I’m not a TV guy…I’m a movie guy…frankly, I find most everything on the mainstream 
channels as a waste of electrons…will watch History and Discovery Channel occassionally… 

…although of late I have gotten into watching old “Twilight Zone” reruns – for free – at 
www.fancast.com – check it out…in fact the direct link is at  

http://www.fancast.com/tv/The-Twilight-Zone/97525/watch-it/on-fancast  

...folks, these shows were nothing short of briliant…engaging…entertaining…even a bit 
unnerving…yet you always marveled at the “twist” Rod Sterling had in store for you at the end… 

…go ahead, watch some of them and remember the good old days when the brain was actaully 
involved in the process of creating a television show… 

…yea, still listening to Gomez, love that band’s sound… 

…is there a more simply satisfying food than Peanut Butter?...let me think…nope, don’t think 
so…and my “hat’s off” to Peter Pan with Honey… 

“Peanut Butter is the ‘Pièce de résistance’ of the childhood palate… 
…and the soul rejuvenating elixar of the adult palate… 

…all in all, Peanut Butter is the basis of a ‘connected life’” 
~ d. hedley turner 

…and if you’ve never listended to Donovan Frankenreiter (used to play in the Jack Johnson 
band) then your musical experience in life is wanting… 

…what? You are still here reading this?  Man, sorry to keep you, I was just rambling 
on…sometimes that is what I do…an eclectic mind and insatiable curisity combined with years 
of accordian lessons and the ability to type well over 100 words a minute will sometimes do 
that to a man… 

…anyways, I guess I’m done this week – though I am going to write about “I’ve Lost My Country 
and I Can’t Find It” next week – should be fun… 

http://www.fancast.com/
http://www.fancast.com/tv/The-Twilight-Zone/97525/watch-it/on-fancast
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…still love looking at pix of my brothers – we’ve had some great times – can’t wait till the 
annual Brother’s Weekend this fall when we get together for a weekend, goof off, pick on each 
other, remind ourselves of the “Glory Days” and in general just hang out being “Bro’s” 

 

…hope you have a great week – keep at least some of the neurons firing randomly, you never 
know where they might lead you… 

Reflectingly Yours… 

Don 

EXPLANATORY – YET POIGNANT - DISCLAIMER 

For those new to this mailing, this Stuff memo is an ongoing email that I periodically send out 
for no other reason than to synthesize all the "stuff" I read as well as express my views on the 
world in general and life in specific.  

It serves as an intellectual catharsis, an emotional catholicon, and a spiritual revivification.  

Bottom line, this is simply the way that I soothe the synapses.  If you decide you don’t want to 
receive, simply reply with a “Thank You, No Thank You” and you’ll be removed from the mailing 
list. 


