
Well, so much for spending a few vacation days doing enjoyable activities.  Somewhere between the 

coleslaw I had at a church potlock and the fake Mexican food I had after that I picked up food poisoning.  

Leslie and I were staying with a couple of friends in Atlanta and we were spending Sunday evening with 

them.  I was supposed to drop her off at the airport the following morning so that she could go see her 

mom and dad.  Somewhere between the coleslaw I had at a church potlock that afternoon and the fake 

Mexican food I had after that I picked up food poisoning.  It hit me with little warning, much like a 

tractor trailer colliding with some small mammal that comprises yesterday’s road-kill.  I am the small 

mammal in this analogy, just in case there was any question. 

During this time I reaffirmed a notion that has been demonstrated itself nearly every time I have ever 

gotten severely ill, my body keeps very strict timetables.  From 1930 to 0530 the following morning you 

could have set a watch by my visits to the bathroom.  Needless to say I got very little sleep and I was not 

confident in my ability to make it all the way to the Atlanta airport and back before my next scheduled 

bathroom break; so I told Leslie to go ahead and I arranged with a friend to drop me off at the truck 

later in the day.  The plus side is that by Monday evening all solids and liquids (not native to the body) 

had been completely purged from my digestive track, it’s a cheap cleanse, though I would not 

recommend it. 

Tuesday my stomach spent the day growling at me, but since I don’t speak stomach I couldn’t really tell 

if it wanted to be fed or if it was warning me of the dire consequences of trying to feed it.  I avoided all 

food and most liquids the entire day.  Wednesday I celebrated the end of my cleanse by eating an entire 

pizza and half an order of cinnasticks.  Probably not the best type of food for consumption, but hey, I 

was hungry.  By Thursday I was back to normal somewhat and wishing that I was back in Colorado so 

that I could spend the rest of my vacation skiing.  Ah well, if wishes were whiskers… you know what, bad 

idea, if wishes were whiskers I would probably end up with random people rubbing my cheeks asking 

where the genie was. 

Last week when I was off on my Tchaikovsky 

kick I listened to “Ride of the Valkyries” several 

times on loop… the problem is I really haven’t 

stopped listening to it since!  Now I have that 

song and images of helicopters soaring 

overhead going through my mind… over and 

over and over.  Alas, now I am led to sorrow of 

for a generation that while they may still 

associate “Ride of the Valkyries” with 

helicopters they have no reason why!   

I was talking with a friend the other day about 

maturity and the fact that I am gradually 

realizing that certain situations dictate that I no 

longer act like the child at heart that I am.  

While I desire to be youthful I have begun to 



realize that I am no longer a youth.  Growing up stinks!  At this point I think I am going to define getting 

old as looking back and realizing how ignorant and naïve you were in your younger years.  I’ll also 

choose to define really old as realizing those years you now look back on where your 30’s or 40’s.   I 

won’t go any further out of respect to my grandparents as they are readers of this letter (just kidding 

you guys… well not really, but…).  On one hand I am pleased with an increase in knowledge and 

understanding both in the matters of this world and the matters of the spirit, however, I can’t help but 

be disappointed that I am forced to turn away from so many of the things that have defined me through 

the years. 

In 1 Timothy 4:12 Paul tells Timothy not to let anyone look down on him because he is young.  A lot of 

young people look to this passage for encouragement (myself included), but if we look at the context, 

specifically the rest of the verse we see that the onerous is actually on us to not do things that purposely 

remind those around us that we are young.  This doesn’t mean that I can’t still do things like name my 

team “Bye Week” in church or other intramural sports leagues or continue with my dream of building 

larger and larger pneumatic “potato” capable of sending increasingly larger sizes of fruit (i.e. cantaloupe) 

into orbit, simply that there are certain behaviors I have to modify in my work and church relations. 

The funny thing is this isn’t new to me; I’m simply now recognizing it for what it is.  When I taught 

Sunday school back in Atlanta I overheard the youth pastor talking to one of the parents about me (he 

knew I was listening) and he apologized for something that had happened saying “I’m sorry, I thought he 

(referring to me) was ready for this, but he just wasn’t.”  That really hurt at the time, I thought I was 

being unfairly judged based on a single mistake.  I see now that it was a pattern of behavior that was 

ultimately unacceptable.  The mistake was simply a byproduct of the behavior. 

Ok, I’m all done growing up for today.  I think I’ll leave some of it for another 10 years… when I am really 

old.  Next week really starts the countdown for when I leave so I have things to do and taxes to file. 


