
So I am sitting here tonight writing my final farewell (?) wondering if anyone will even be alive tomorrow 

to read the words that are flowing from my creative fount.  I queued up some music to listen to as I 

type, the playlist I selected was a lyrical collection (yes it says a lot about my tastes in music that the only 

lyrical songs I have are gathered into a single playlist) and ironically, the first song to play was REM’s “It’s 

the End of the World As We Know It (And I Feel Fine).”  I’m not certain, but coincidence only stretches so 

far, at a certain point it becomes divine providence, even if that providence is simply God exercising His 

sense of humor and getting a kick out of the look on my face.  Of course, it would seem that His humor 

knows no bounds as the next song to cue up was “Burning For You” swiftly followed by “Another One 

Bites the Dust.”  I swear, you can’t make this stuff up. 

As most of you know I am back in the States after a very entertaining two days spent on my departure.  I 

posted my entire encounter on Facebook so I won’t repeat it hear in great detail; let’s just say that an 

interesting bus ride left me stranded in a bus terminal 9.5 miles away from the airport with no cash in 

my pockets and a very limited vocabulary in Spanish.  Fortunately, I made it to the airport, slept very 

well in the hotel and departed for Atlanta the following morning.  I learned my lesson the hard way, I 

won’t leave home (the US) again without at least $100 cash in my pocket. 

Leslie and I spent yesterday evening celebrating our 7 year anniversary.  I know it was a day late, but we 

had more important activities going on, namely, Leslie was involved in a cookie exchange and as you 

know, when it comes to cookies all bets are off.  Originally we had planned on leaving Atlanta on 

Monday morning and returning to my parent’s 

home that afternoon.  However, Leslie told me 

on Sunday that there was a cookie exchange 

going on Tuesday night and that she really 

wanted to attend.  I told her, “Stop.  Just stop.  

You had me at cookie.”   

On that tangent, we attended an ordination 

ceremony for a dear brother on Sunday evening.  

After the ceremony they had food available for 

consumption.  As I was standing talking to a guy 

I used to go to Sunday School with, this sweet 

lady (who obviously knew me very well) came to 

the edge of the serving table and said, “Derrik, 

you have got to try this white chocolate pound 

cake.”  I am known for a lot of things at my old 

church, including the great turkey fryer fire of 

’07 (which I vociferously protest was not my 

fault), but it’s good to know that my legendary 

appetite for sweets is still the stuff of lore.  Of 

course this includes holding records on two 

different cruise lines for the number of ice 

cream cones consumed. 



So one of my cousins and I went shopping together the other day, it was on this trip that I snagged the 

picture above, but more importantly, I also got the picture below.  I’m really not sure what was going on 

in the marketing department of this 

product.  The only thing I can think of is that 

perhaps they were employed in a state 

which recently legalized the recreational 

use of cannabis.  It would seem to me that if 

you are trying to market a product to 

women then it would be somewhat natural 

to ensure that your product name doesn’t 

have anything to do with the word “fat.”  It 

would be like saying, “Ooh, I’ve got a good 

idea.  I’m going to create a detergent called 

‘Weight Gain!’”  Wait a second… 

Perhaps I could understand the more 

colloquial use of the word but they threw in 

the whole “0” calories thing!  I didn’t look, 

but I guarantee you that it is printed on the 

back “Not safe for consumption,” or 

something very similar.  I like to see the 

humor in life, but things like this just leave 

me scratching my head.  What could I 

possibly say that hasn’t already gone 

through your mind? 

That’s all I have for this week, I’m guessing that with my oldest cousin coming in town this evening if 

something funny or at least reportable doesn’t naturally happen during the next week we will manage 

to manufacture something worth recording.  And seeing as how we are all not dead yet, here’s to 

assuming we will all make it at least until Christmas.  Merry Christmas! 


