
It’s official, my mentality and emotional well-being is entirely too attached to my reading material.  

Tuesday I finally finished a book series that I first started a little over 10 years ago, after reading through 

the series at least 4 times, patiently awaiting the arrival of each new book, and the sudden and 

unexpected death of the author, Tor finally released the last book of the Wheel of Time for the Kindle.  It 

was a complete disappointment on a whole new level; never have I been so thoroughly discontented 

with a book.  After writing a phenomenal 12000+ pages of fantasy fiction it was ended with this…  It was 

nearly enough to make me want to stop reading; the written world lacks the color and vibrancy it used 

to have…  In essence I was ready to commit literary suicide.  I suspect that just starting the book of Job 

this week really didn’t help matters.  Oh well, I suppose it’s time to get back to the basics and re-read 

Jurassic Park and/or Battlefield Earth. 

A side effect of this whole situation has been that I have had cause to look back on my ability to get 

wrapped up in the books I read; to completely immerse myself in another universe, cheering when good 

overcomes evil and nearly coming to tears when evil momentarily prevails.  While I am not unique in this 

ability, it is one that I am extremely grateful for.  I do not wish to sound condescending, but I truly pity 

anyone who has never had the ability to enjoy a book in this manner, they are truly missing out on a 

whole other world(s).  The type of book is irrelevant, action, adventure, mystery, suspense, romance, 

fiction, non-fiction; any one of these allows us the opportunity for our imaginations to soar, to view life 

through a different perspective and to temporarily live in another life.  My love of literature is on my top 

5 list of things I am grateful for.  And I must say I that I also love the fact that technology allows me the 

ability to carry my entire library all around the world in a device that fits in my back pocket. 

This week during our meeting with our customer we brought up some safety concerns about the general 

layout of the site, including the grass height in the laydown yard.  With the amount of rain we are 

getting here everything is green and growing like crazy.  Tall grass makes an excellent home for spiders, 

snakes, and other kinds 

of creepy crawlies which 

I would prefer not to 

discover while I am 

inspecting material.  To 

my surprise the 

customer mentioned 

that they had found an 

alligator near one of the 

skids… wonderful, now 

snakes are not the only 

thing hissing at me as I 

wander the field.  There 

was a lot of laughter 

that accompanied the 

alligator announcement 

so I’m not entirely 



certain it was not just a rumor, but still…  If I wanted to deal with alligators I would have moved to 

Florida… or the sewers of New York City.  For all I know this picture was taken at a completely different 

site, but then again, it wouldn’t surprise me if it was here either. 

This past week I graduated with my bachelor’s degree in running a 5k and started my graduate work on 

10k methodology.  Interestingly enough, the 10k methodology involves running… bleh, whose brilliant 

idea was that?  After nearly passing out during my first session I decided it would probably be wise to 

drop my pace down just a bit and actually try to finish the run while still conscious.  By Wednesday the 

treadmill burn on the side of my face was beginning to fade (I kid of course, there still a bright red weal 

across my cheek… but seriously, no I didn’t really fall of the treadmill) and my run went much better. 

So in short, read a book, avoid the alligators, and only run if you are being chased. 


