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Editor’s Note:  Jeremiah sez, “This ish is late (and short), because I’m a lazy vacationing bastard.”
MUSIC

Quote:  
That’s when I found the bottle

And started smoking cigarettes 

And I started talking meaner

And then I hiked up my dress

Oh bless this mess

Oh bless this mess

So don’t tell me bout the good word

About the finer things in life

Don’t tell me bout your picket fence

And darling loving wife

Please just give me a glass of red wine

And a six-string steel guitar

If you wanna preach the good life

Then I’ll meet you at the bar

At the bar

Haley Bonar, “Bless This Mess,” The Size of Planets
Pickup:  The White Stripes, Elephant; Martin Sexton, Live Wide Open; Randy Travis, Storms of Life; Bruce Springsteen, Nebraska; Ollabelle, Ollabelle
Frisbee Anyone: Anabolic Frolic, Happy 2b Hardcore – I enjoyed this for about 15 minutes.  Then I loathed it.  I loathe it still.  Loathe loathe loathe.
LITERATURE

Quote:  

Imagining the future is no more possible than seeing colors beyond violet: the senses cannot conceive what may lie past the visible end of the spectrum.
Alan Lightman, Einstein’s Dreams
Indulge:  Tim O’Brien, The Things They Carried; David Brin, The Practice Effect (for its Caltech inside joke value); Simon Singh, The Code Book; Simon Winchester, The Map that Changed the World; Tim Sandlin, Skipped Parts; oh, yeah, and Bukowski, The Post Office, because Jeff sez so.
Burn: David Brin, The Practice Effect (for its frequent shrtcomngs in editing); Nevil Shute, On the Beach (unless you enjoy inducing that sinking feeling in your stomach); Alan Dean Foster, Outland
MOVIES
Quote: 
Do I look all rancid and clotted? You look at me, Jack. Eh? Look, eh? And I drink a lot of water, you know. I'm what you might call a water man, Jack - that's what I am. And I can swear to you, my boy, swear to you, that there's nothing wrong with my bodily fluids. Not a thing, Jackie.
Group Capt. Lionel Mandrake, Dr. Strangelove
You Better:  Harold and Kumar Go to White Castle; The Manchurian Candidate (either Sinatra or Denzel)
You Better Not: Nothing.  See everything.
TELEVISION 

Quote:  

Bender: Bite my shiny metal *ss!
Fry: It doesn’t look that shiny to me …

Bender: Shinier than yours, Meatbag!
“Futurama,” Space Pilot 3000
Must See: Baseball, the Olympics, every single report out of NFL training camps 
Mustn’t See: anything with actors, excepting the WWE
COMPANIES/PRODUCTS
Endorse: Nowicki’s Sausage Shoppe potato bratwurst and jalapeño cheddar landjaeger; Plath’s Smoked Meats, Inc., smoked pork chops and Colby cheese; any of the fabulous homespun meat and cheese purveyors of northern Michigan; Yahoo! Sports free fantasy football
Ban: Little Debbie snack cakes, keg beer, plastic poker chips
PLACES

1. Casa de Smith, Battle Creek, Michigan
2. Casa Segunda de Los Smith, Rogers City, Michigan
3. Kewadin Casino, St. Ignace, Michigan - $2 craps!
WEBSITES

Add to Favorites: http://dictionary.reference.com/; http://www.thetoque.net/; http://www.fark.com/; http://www.vote-smart.org
Spam: http://www.foxnews.com/; http://billoreilly.com/
HOBBIES

· Reading the Alpena News, Detroit Free Press, and Detroit News every morning
· 3 crosswords

· 3 Detroit Lions’ training camp reports

· 3 times the fun!

JOKE

A young girl was going on a date. 

Her grandmother said, "Sit here and let me tell you about those young boys.  

He is going to try and kiss you, and you are going to like it, but don't let him do that.


He is going to try and feel your breast, and you are going to like it, but don't let him do that.


But most important, he is going to try and get on top of you, to have his way with you.  You are going to like it, but don't let him do that.  It will disgrace the family.”

With that bit of advice, the granddaughter went on her date.  The next day she told grandma that her date went just like she had predicted:


"Grandma, I didn't let him disgrace the family.  When he tried, I just turned over, got on top of him, and disgraced HIS family..."
STORYTIME
Remember that time I went to the southernmost casino in the Upper Peninsula of Michigan?  I have never been in a smaller casino.  Slot machines occupied by black-fingered, silver-haired Yoopers filled three of the four main rooms.  A few blackjack tables, a craps table, and a roulette table comprised the fourth section of the casino.  A proud Chippewa warrior named Bill dealt me a couple dozen hands of blackjack.  The poker tables hid off in a little side room, but no one sat at them.  I don’t know why.  Maybe it was because there were no dealers.  Remember that?  That was awesome.
RANT

Tyson was going to fill this space.  Maybe another time.

COMMENTS

There might be a better way.
QUESTION
Have you ever considered the difference between “good FOR you” and “good for YOU?”

INVITE

How about random people?  I’m thinking maybe we should Google “underwater tug o’ war” or something equally obscure, and just add the people we find to the distribution list.
