
My cousin was back in town for an extended weekend… apparently in addition to celebrating Tree Day 

and Dirt Day; the military now gives 4 day weekends for MLK Day.  Either way, we were glad to have him 

around.  The funny thing was while we were wandering the house on Friday one of us came up with the 

idea to break out all my old Legos.  So we made a trip up to the attic; go figure, the storage with my 

Legos was in the far back corner, as far as you can possibly be from the attic entrance and still be 

considered in the state of Georgia.  After adventuring to the back and performing moves that would 

make an acrobat jealous I finally obtained my prize, three large buckets full of Legos.  After hollering at 

my cousin for a few minutes 

that I needed some assistance 

I finally realized he had 

abandoned the cause, he 

being a firm supporter of the 

idea that when nature calls 

the human body must 

respond. 

We brought the boxes 

downstairs and dumped them 

on the hardwood floor, our 

intent being to build a tower 

as tall as we possibly could.  

After about 45 minutes we 

realized that the hardwood 

floor had to be made out of 

something harder than hardwood as just about every bone in our bodies wound up making contact with 

the floor regardless of the number of times we shifted positions; so we picked up all the Legos and 

moved down to the basement and dumped them all back out on the carpet.  Very shortly thereafter we 

abandoned our tower enterprise and sought our own pursuits.  My cousin decided to build a spacecraft 

and I, being fascinated with some 

aftermarket modifications I did not 

remember making to some of my 

Legomen way back when, decided to 

craft a scene from Star Wars.  Let’s 

just say that I have never seen a set 

that was sanctioned by Lego going to 

the detail of actually having Qui-Gon 

Jinn being impaled by a lightsaber… it 

was awesome.  And before you 

criticize, yes I know that I have mixed 

the canon by including Luke in this 

picture, but I couldn’t find the 

necessary components to make a 



satisfactory Obi Wan.  After fiddling around a bit more I built a weapon that would have made the whole 

Star Wars series infinitely more interesting… the combination lightsaber-chainsaw.  See the second 

picture. 

Saturday we resumed our building activities.  After seeing the ship that my cousin had built I felt the 

need to create a craft sufficient to meet his in battle.  For about 30 minutes I sat picking through the pile 

selecting pieces of the right shape and color for the craft I had in mind.  Shortly after selecting the 

canopy for my cockpit (nothing assembled at this point) my cousin capitulated to my superior building 

skills and acknowledged that his craft would unlikely be able to defeat mine in battle, thus he destroyed 

his ship determined to build something capable of taking on my own… pshhhh, amateur.  

On a completely unrelated note, as I sit here typing up this newsletter I am listening to Tchaikovsky’s 

(and yes, I spelled that correctly without having to look it up) 1812 Overture and the version that I am 

listening to boasts that it is played with real cannons.  I’ll give you a minute to let that sink in… this 

means that there is a member of an orchestra somewhere out there that when asked the question 

“what instrument do you play?” can answer in all truthfulness, “I play the cannon.”  I am clearly in the 

wrong job.  I would assume that an engineering degree and lots and lots of free time would qualify as 

relevant experience. 

Now for the long awaited Brazil update.  I will avoid boring you with the details that make a short story 

very long.  I will be leaving on February 15
th

.  The irony is that late last week we had booked a flight for 

Leslie on the 11
th

… go figure, we’ll be changing that flight for obvious reasons.  Now that I have all of 

that uncertainty resolved I will probably take a week of vacation and travel to somewhere truly exotic, 

like North Dakota or Wyoming.  I kid of course; taking vacation is a silly idea. 

Well, as much as anyone can, at least I am somewhat aware of what my near future holds.  Until then, 

I’ll be puttering around the US for a few more weeks.  Perhaps I’ll run into you as I putter. 


