













No doubt some of you have already asked yourselves “what the heck does this title have 
to do with anything?”  Well, the title of this book, if you can call it that, is a story in itself.  As I was perspiring while sitting in class during a boring day of stupid school I had an inspiration come over me; an inspiration that inspired me to think, which rarely happens to me… except on tests.  The inspiration was an inspiring moment in my life that caused me to ponder; to think deep into my heart and soul and ask myself a question: “what on earth am I here for?”  I never really answered that question though because while I was deep in thought, my teacher interrupted me, which I thought was rude, by asking me a question about a person in history.  I never really understood what history had to do with literature, but somehow she found a way to teach us about the Pilgrims and the Revolutionary War during literature class.  Anyway, my teacher asked me a question, which I didn’t know the answer to, which was no surprise to me or the rest of the class and maybe even my teacher.  Then something happened.  I looked up at the board, the beautiful white dry erase board that changed my life as I know it forever.  For as I looked upon that bright white board, with smooth, flowing dry erase marker markings on it, the inspiration came to me; the inspiration that inspired me to write this book.  You may be thinking right now, “I bet you got high off the dry erase markers which caused you to think of such a dumb title for a book.”  If you thought that, SHAME ON YOU!  I do not get high off of dry erase markers… at least not lately….  Anyway, as I looked on that white, dry erase board with sparkling eyes I saw the words that would be an inspiration to me for all time; “These Are Times That Try Men’s Souls.”  Those words… those majestic strokes of dry erase marker on that white dry erase board… those words of inspiration... they were like frosting on a chocolate cupcake….  I will never forget that moment; the moment I thought of the title for my book.  It will forever be embedded deep into my heart as an inspiration for me to keep on keeping on.  Thus, when I looked upon those words on that white, dry erase board, I was able to answer my question; “what on earth am I here for?”  My purpose, I have no doubt now, is to share my inspiration with those around me, so that all can realize the importance of the words “Times That Try Men’s Souls.”  The rest of my life, from that inspirational moment on, I have dedicated to inspiring others with those same great words of wisdom.
Shoot It!

When I was I child, which I know is hard to believe seeing as how mature I am, I played basketball.  Ah, the good old days when I went running up and down that hard, wooden court with my squeaky tennis shoes on, sweating bullets before the game even started… oh the memories….  When I first started playing basketball, I remember being very nervous about what position I would play.  I was a fourth grader at the time and my dad was talking to me about offense and defense.  I remember telling him, “Dad?  I don’t know if I want to play defense or offense.”  How innocent children are….  My dad then explained to me that in basketball you play both defense and offense.  You see, my mind was telling me that if I was on offense, for example, I would run on the court and play offense, then, if the other team got the ball, I would run back to the bench and wait until we got the ball back and then I’d run out on the court and play again until it was time to play defense.  I can laugh about it now at least.  Anyway, this story is not about me (well, actually it is, but not all about me).


Once upon a time, when Godzilla terrorized the streets of my hometown of Clinton, Wisconsin and The Bear roamed the friendly streets Carvers Rock Park, I played basketball on my seventh grade team at school.  Back in the day, when kids could handle the words “good” and “worse,” I played on the A team (“good”) and my buddy Steve played on the B team (“worse”).  It was during one of those magnificent, well-played B team games when a remarkable thing happened to Steve; he actually played!  It was such a moment of warmth and acceptance for him at that young age.  Little did he know, however, that an unknown person sitting in the stands would destroy his basketball experience for life with these simple, harmless words: “Shoot it!”

It was the third quarter of a tough, hard fought battle against one of the Rock Valley teams.  There were good plays on both sides of the court and bad plays on both sides.  With the final seconds of the third quarter running down, it just so happened that the point guard passed the ball to Steve.  The clock seemed to stop as the ball was clutched by the fingertips of Steve.  The crowd seemed almost lifeless, their mouths half-open in mid cheer… you could almost cut the suspense with a butter knife.  As Steve caught the ball in triple threat position at mid court, he turned towards the hoop looking to pass.  Unbeknown to him and the rest of the team, a plan began to form in the minds of one of the fans… a devious plan that would destroy Steve from the inside-out for the rest of his life….  With the final seconds ticking away and Steve beginning to panic, the fan seized the opportunity and yelled “Shoot it!”  The words echoed across the gym, turning all heads towards the fan, including Steve’s.  He glanced over to the where the voice came from, then glanced at the hoop which was about forty feet away from where he stood.  He glanced back at the stands, and then, with a tremendous heave of the body and a great roar of the mouth, he let the ball fly.  The crowd stood to their feet, amazed at what was about to happen.  The coach, a little too late, screamed, “NOOO!!” but it did no good, for the ball was sailing through the air, probably breaking sound barriers with its velocity.  Finally, the ball hit the floor with a thud that sounded as if Mount St. Helens had erupted again.  The crowd sat down again almost immediately, ashamed and bewildered that the ball had only made it about half way to the hoop.  With the clock still running down, the other team grabbed the ball and went down to score, eventually winning the game in the fourth quarter.  Slowly, as the players on the court, including Steve with a drooped head, came back to the bench for the break between the third and fourth quarters, the coach, the team, and the nearby fans turned with flaming, judgmental eyes to look at that one stupid fan who had said that one stupid thing that would make Steve never want to play basketball again.  I feel bad even to this day….
And the Van Went SMACK!

As a learned historian once remarked, “It is better to break at least one thing in your life than to never have any fun.”  Or, as the great poet once said, “To break or not to break… that is the question.”  Or perhaps that one quote by that one guy said it best, “Like, break something or you will, like, never be cool, dude.”   All these sayings and more are what makes history great, including my history.


When I was in middle school, sixth grade to be precise, I would go outside before school and maneuver our van so that it would be facing out the driveway so my mom wouldn’t have to back it out every morning.  It was beneficial for her and for me because we each gained something out of it; she could just drive the van out of the driveway instead of trying to back it out and I learned how to drive illegally.  Yes, I know that what I did was wrong, but don’t judge me!  Anyway, this story, as you have probably already guessed, involves our van and me.

It was a gorgeous, sunny morning in the small town of Clinton, Wisconsin.  At least, I thought it was good, until my mom told me to get up and get ready for school.  As always, of course, I got up obediently and immediately got ready for a fun and exciting day of school.  Yay!  I love school!

After I was all dressed and mentally prepared to learn at school that day, I retrieved the keys from my mom before going outside.  I felt a new sense of power as I grasped the keys in my hand… almost a sense that this was my destiny in life.  I knew it was love at first sight, once I saw that shiny hunk of metal just sitting in the driveway waiting for me.  As I climbed through the drivers side door and sat down, closing the door behind me, I couldn’t wait to turn the key; that key of power that would give me total control of the beast of the engine that was underneath the van hood.

Once I was able to stop drooling over the luxurious interior of our gray van, I put the key in the ignition.  To this day I remember that feeling of glory and that shining beam of light coming down from heaven on me saying, “Well done, good and faithful servant.  Now start that van!”  I did.  The power of the V-8 engine was almost overwhelming.  Just thinking of every piston moving up and down so fast under that hood gave me goose bumps.  I just couldn’t wait to put that baby into reverse.  Once I did, I felt like I was gliding on thin air, with those soft tires protecting my fragile body from any unsuspecting pot holes in our driveway.  I then decided, hesitantly, that I would see what kind of power this beast of a van really had.  I carefully placed my left foot on the gas pedal.  Wait, isn’t it the right?  Yeah.  I carefully placed my right foot on the gas pedal.  Oh the shivers went down my spine just to think that I was about to unleash the beast in a few seconds.  The power… that overwhelming power under the shiny, gray hood could make even the richest person in the world be envious of me, a wimpy sixth grader.  But I didn’t feel wimpy riding in the beast.  I felt like the king of the world.  As I slowly and cautiously pushed the gas pedal I realized that it had more power than I had expected.  I quickly moved my right foot over to the brake pedal, but it turns out no brake can stop a V-8 beast.  I pushed harder on the brake, but the dumb van went faster.  My mind raced one hundred miles an hour trying to think of what to do.  The van also raced one hundred miles an hour, and before I could even think about anything but how stupid the van was, I realized what was happening.  I was going five hundred miles an hour in reverse right towards my neighbor’s house!  Then I thought: I’m not wearing my seat belt.  I was also thinking about how much I would destroy that van, but then I thought about how I was going to die and realized that my life was more important than beating up a hunk of metal.  For a split second I glanced around the van and my surroundings, not wanting to forget my last day on earth.  Then, before I knew it, it hit me.  Well, actually I hit the house.  I am pretty sure I experienced tenth degree whip lash during this traumatizing moment.  It turns out that the van smashed right through my neighbor’s bushes and right into their house!  Luckily, afterward, my neighbor said he didn’t like those bushes anyway.  So there I was.  Just sitting there… stunned and perplexed, wondering if I was in heaven yet.  I then realized that, dead or not, I better shut off the van.  So I did.  Then, I thought to myself, “I’m not dead.”  Then I thought to myself, “I better breathe or else I will be.”  So I slowly started to breathe.  Then I began to shake almost uncontrollably because I was so scared and surprised at what just happened.  Finally, I regained my composure and slowly opened the door to the van, got out, kicked the van tire, and walked slowly inside the house, rubbing my toes, where my family was.  I looked at my mom.  She looked at me.  I looked at the floor.  The floor looked back at me… with unblinking eyes.  I was scared so I looked back at my mom and said, “Mom.  I love you.”  Then I began to smile sheepishly and said that I crashed our van full speed into our neighbor’s house and that I thought my neck was broken and that the van burst into flames and our trunk door was damaged for eternity.  I am pleased to say, however, that I still got to go to school that day….
The Rabbit Meets the AD/HD Patients

Have you ever had a pet rabbit?  If so, you could probably recall those good times when your black spotted, little friend would escape from its cage and run around the yard, showing you more moves than Barry Sanders and smoking while doing so.  Then your spotted friend would decide to stop, turn around, look at you, and begin to laugh hysterically… at you!   Yes, rabbits do laugh.  I can still see those eyes… those horrible, laughing eyes of my pet rabbit mocking me when I would chase it around the yard after it escaped from its prison cell, where it belonged.  You could almost call the horrid little creature an escaped convict during those times.  On this particular occasion, however, my many experiences of chasing rabbits would prove to be useful.

During the crisp, cool days of fall, there are few things I enjoy more than playing the game of football.  I always thought of football as an escape; an escape from school, my problems, and from cross country.  I really hate cross country.  I have much respect for those who run cross country, even though I think they’re crazy.  Again, I am not saying I have anything against the sport… it’s just that I can’t do it.  Running is an ability that God gave to squirrels and other fell beasts….  Where was I?  Oh yeah, football.  Football is great!  I love football!

Before our big Friday night showdown under the lights on the football field, our football team engaged in an event known as “eats.”  Eats took place on every Thursday night, the day before the big game, which usually turned out to be not so big for us and a lot big for the other team.  Anyway, during eats, the football team would show up at one of the team member’s houses and eat supper, usually consisting of pasta, bread, and beverages (not beer).  On one particular Thursday night, eats was held at a guy on the team’s house named Tom.   That part isn’t really important, but just in case you cared we ate at Tom’s house.

There weren’t that many people at Tom’s house for eats, that damp Thursday night.  In fact, it was pretty much just Tom, like three other guys, and me.  We still had fun though.  We played catch with the old pigskin, threw a few rotten apples at each other, and ate.  The eating was by far the best part… ahh…. 

Suddenly, out of the corner of one my teammate’s eyes, something small and white flashed across the shimmering lawn.  Like a cat pouncing on a dog we were off, running this way and that while trying to avoid slipping on the dewy grass.  Our behavior reminded me of AD/HD patients that had just seen a huge, wide open field.  We chased the small and white thing to the front of the yard; quite a run, if I don’t say so myself.  When we got to the front, one of my teammates, also one of my friends, identified the little critter as a rabbit.  At once I began directing my troops this way and that, quickly drilling them in the art of catching rabbits.  The rabbit, probably very frightened at the sight of five AD/HD infested high schoolers chasing him around, dashed under a pine tree.  Stupidly, we didn’t stop.  The pine needles quickly covered our body.  We writhed in pain as we fell back to regroup.  We strategically decided that the easiest way to catch the rabbit was to circle around the tree and wait for it to come out, and then we could all jump on it.  We then stealth-fully encircled the huge white pine.  The rabbit, however, didn’t cooperate with our plan.  It didn’t even make an attempt to leave the safety of the tree.  Perhaps we should have told the furry animal what its job was, which was to come out of its hiding place when we were ready.  We were definitely ready.  Yep, we were ready.  Any time now… any time that rabbit wanted to come out would be fine.  Finally, one of my friends got a really bright idea, probably the brightest and best idea since Thomas Edison invented that one invention… shoot, what was it… oh yeah, the light bulb.  Anyway, my friend just randomly got down on all fours and began crawling underneath the tree, not heeding my warning that pine needles hurt.  They do, or so I’m told….


Finally, the rabbit ran out.  All four of us, since the one guy was still under the tree, ran towards the rabbit, but failed to realize that the rabbit was a fairly quick little guy, which caused us to misjudge our dive.  We all landed on top of each other in a huge heap of fat and sweat.  Sadly, I was on the bottom of the pile.  My friend emerged from underneath the tree and just looked at us.  We quickly got up embarrassed, and bewildered by the rabbit’s speed.  We then discovered, after a few minutes of rapid searching, that the rabbit was under a bush… a huge bush… a bush probably as big as an elephant lying down.  But it didn’t faze us.  We met our enemy (the bush) with a face of determination.  We circled the bush, ready for anything.  Then, all of the sudden, the rabbit emerged and headed straight towards me!  I don’t think I need to tell you that I was scared because you probably already knew that.  I mean, if a rabbit was coming straight at you with its mouth open and ears up, wouldn’t you be scared?  Luckily, my fear was not known, except by me.  The rabbit darted at me, stopped between my legs at my feet (I swear I almost heard it growl) and then turned around and took off into the bush again.  Everyone was very upset at me, but I had an excuse.  During the time of rapid searching, I had gone into the house to refill my empty plate with food.  When I came back out and stood eating, the rabbit made its move towards me, and of course I couldn’t catch it without any hands.  My friends thought about it, and decided to let me live.  I knew that with their AD/HD, they would forget about it anyway.  While we were still discussing the issue of me living or dying, the rabbit saw its chance and made a dash for the pine tree once more.  I saw it, and was off in a flash to the pine tree.

When I got to my assigned post around the pine tree, I noticed my friends searching earnestly through the branches.  I decided to do the same, and when I did, my greatest fear became reality.  I saw, with an open mouth and gnashing teeth, the monster that had haunted me ever since childhood.  There it was… the rabbit… my worst nightmare.  My life flashed before my eyes, realizing that the rabbit would do away with me, hopefully painlessly and quickly, or so I hoped.  Then, without even realizing what I was doing, I reached down, slowly moved my hand towards the man eating beast, and clutched the great creature with one hand.  I was shocked, but only for a moment or two, for my friends came around me in a second to see the prize I had captured.  When I picked the rabbit off the ground and held it tightly in my arms, I realized that my fear had been in vain.  I began to stroke the soft fur of the rabbit, and within minutes we had become good friends.
You may ask, what was the point of this story?  Well, I wish I knew.  I would just like to end this with a final, memorable quote by John Steinbeck: “Ideas are like rabbits. You get a couple and learn how to handle them, and pretty soon you have a dozen.”
A Near Death Experience


Perhaps a few of you out there in this crazy world we live in can recall a time or two when you almost died.  Or perhaps a few of you can even remember a time when you did die….  I know that I once had an experience in which my life was almost ended.  That experience involved a pitch fork, some soft flaky stuff, and me.


One of my favorite memories, one of the few I can actually remember to this day, was when my dad would take us (my brother, my sisters, and me) back to my grandparent’s farm in the fall, during harvest time.  Upon arrival, I would excitedly jump out of our car, sometimes while it was still moving, and lift my eyes to the heavens and inhale… oh, that wonderful smell of the farm.  There are few things I love better than to get a whiff of the smell of the farm… that good old perfume, called manure, in the cow-lot… that sweet smell of silage sweating in the towering silos… that breath taking aroma of my grandma’s apple pie cooling in the window-sill… oh yes, the farm life was the good life… or so I thought.

During our week stay at the farm, my dad would usually take me down to the barn, shove an isle-scraper in my hands, and tell me to get to work.  Upon this particular day, however, my dad took me over to my Aunt and Uncle’s farm, which was just down the road from my grandparents’ place.  Once we got there, my dad took me up to their hay mow, where my cousin was already slaving away, took a pitch fork, shoved it in my hands, and told me to get work.  Heck, he could have just taken me down to the barn and given me a scraper… but I humbly accepted the instrument, and my dad walked away to do something, with a satisfied grin on his face.


I took my place beside my cousin, and, after a few minutes of observing, took my pitch fork, jabbed it into some kind of soft stuff, and threw it down the chute into a garbage can.  I thought to myself, “Now this is pointless.  Why make me do this work?  For one thing, I am only a kid.”  I glanced at my ten year old cousin.  “Strike that... no one cares about child labor laws obviously.  But still, why didn’t they just put this dumb soft, flaky stuff down in the barn to begin with?!?  Why make us pitch it down there when they could have saved us the trouble of putting it down there in the first place?!?”  In my anger, however, I didn’t realize that I had pitching up quite a bunch of that soft stuff.  I looked around and saw the stuff everywhere, except down the chute.  Then I saw my cousin, standing there wide-eyed, looking at the mess I’d made.  Then my cousin said something which almost led to my death… “Use your pitch fork like a broom and push that stuff down the chute.”  Those words… those echoing words… those deadly words that almost ended my life at that moment… excuse me while I cry… give me a moment please… the sadness that I have endured since then knowing that I could have died that day… the thought has forever tortured me….  Reluctantly, however, I obeyed my cousin’s orders and began to sweep the flaky stuff down the chute… not knowing what doom awaited me….


Then, all of the sudden, I found myself flying head first down the chute.  I looked down to where I was falling and saw the garbage can with out stretched… uhh… arms… ready to catch me.  With a thud I hit the soft stuff, which luckily was there, otherwise my already bruised body, caused by the extreme commission in which my dad forced me to accept, would become even more bruised and possibly even broken.  Even though I drank whole milk, I was always afraid that my body would suddenly give-way, leading me down a path of pain and brokenness… literally.

As my body landed head-first suddenly in the garbage can, I felt an immediate sense of anxiety about what would happen next.  In my state of panic, I suddenly remembered the pitch fork.  My mind flashed quickly back to my science class that I had had a few days before.  I recalled that gravity was “the natural force of attraction exerted by a celestial body, such as the earth, upon objects at or near its surface, tending to draw them toward the center of the body.”  With that knowledge, I remembered the pitch fork once again….
The pain came almost instantly, as the penetrating pitch fork embedded itself in my back.  The jagged spikes scratched down my body with such force that I began to feel tears come to my eyes.  (I was only like ten, so give me a break!)  Luckily, the soft stuff stopped the needle-pointed pitch fork from going straight into my head.  If that had happened, I doubt I would be alive today….
Slowly, I rolled out of the garbage can, grabbed the pitch fork firmly behind my back, and yanked it out with a tremendous force.  The dark, red blood immediately began to flow.  My cousins, who miraculously appeared from nowhere, and my Uncle were already swarming around me.  Slowly, they walked me to the house, where my wounds were attended too.

Thankfully, I did not die on that cool, fall day.  Thankfully, that is, to maybe a remote few of you out there.  To the rest of you, sorry, but you’ll have to live with me.  Overall, the near death experience that occurred to me (as I have described above) taught me a valuable lesson: Never underestimate the power of the soft stuff.
No Weapons in School?

I don’t know about you personally, but where I go to school, they have a rule that states, “No Weapons on School Grounds.”  I find this rule to be quite acceptable.  For one thing, I wouldn’t want some kid carrying a knife around school and then slitting my throat.  I mean, come on, that’s just wrong.  It did always come as a wonder to me though, how our principal would continually let me pass through our school doors unchecked.  When a kid walks into school carrying two bazookas under each arm, don’t you think he should be checked?  I suppose, though, that after a while the school just got used to me being so incredibly strong….  The following story, however, is not about me being a muscular beast (that fact is already clearly stated everywhere I go), it is in fact the real life journal of Jordan R. Cernek during the great, deadly Bathroom War of 2004.
April 23, 2004

11:11 A.M.


Our platoon marches out to face the enemy in about four minutes.  My pipette that I casually ‘borrowed’ from our science room is loaded with H2O; my body is tense, ready for anything.  I just hope I can combat my enemy with such vigor and aggression as our Colonel did.  Sadly, only fifteen minutes ago, our great Colonel Larry White was sent to the principal’s office for “harassment with use of water.”  Speaking of which, my pocket is wet.  Great, my pipette is leaking, so I must leave to refill and prepare for battle.

1:23 P.M.


Our platoon suffered heavy causalities today.  I myself, having been shot from behind, only sustained a soaked shirt and a hurt pride.   I must leave now, the enemy is moving….
1:56 P.M.


Today’s battle is now over, thankfully… that is until tomorrow.  Then, at high noon, we must face our enemy once again.  Did I say we?  I meant “I must face our enemy once again.’”  Wait, that doesn’t make sense.  The subject and direct object must agree.  Let’s try that again: “I must face my enemy once again.”  There, that’s better.  Pretty much what I meant by this was that this war is every man for himself.  You can never tell who will sneak up behind you and spray your pants with water.  I always aim for the zipper, to embarrass my aggressor, but sometimes I miss and hit them in the eye instead.

April 24, 2004

12:22 P.M.


Even as I write this, I am debating (of course not verbally) whether or not to enter the war zone, more commonly known as the boy’s bathroom.  If I do go in there, I will probably be plastered with water and then slip on the soaked floor and finally die of a concussion by hitting my head on a urinal… that’s gross!  But if I go in stealth-fully, like Spiderman, I may be able to surprise my enemy and soak him till he drowns… muwahaha....  Haha!  I just thought of something… Perhaps if I sneakily sneak a bag of water balloons into the bathroom I can hide in one of the stalls and relentlessly attack my opponents until they surrender!  The only problem is, however, I will be outnumbered no doubt.  Hmm…  I’ll get back to you on this….
12:40 P.M.

I was able to sneak some water balloons into the stall.  But something terrible happened, something that mot would consider life-threatening.  As I lie in wait for my antagonist (well, I guess I wasn’t actually lying on the ground, that’d be sick… but I was crouched in a predatory position), I suddenly heard the bathroom door open.  I immediately began chucking balloons over the stall and at my target.  The only problem was that the target was none other than the principal.  As he stumbled about with water in his eyes, I made a quick dash past him and ran out into the hall.  And that is still where I am right now, righting this journal entry…  Hopefully, it’s not my last….
1:01 P.M.

I think I’m in the clear right now, after my close encounter with a expulsion just a few moments ago.  Anyway, you know what I really hate?  (I think I might have ADD….)  Well picture this (but not too detailed): I am standing there going to the bathroom, just minding my own business, when all of the sudden I hear a herd of elephants come charging down the hall and bust through the bathroom door.  I then hear the clicks of loaded pipette rifles, which are aimed at me.  Then, before I can even say “Cleveland rocks” I am bombarded with water and my body is soaked from head to toe.  Then my antagonists run out of the bathroom just as soon as they came in, while laughing like a pack of hyenas.  That was a random thing....  Great, I am about to be attacked.  HIT THE DECK!!
Jordan R. Cernek never did get a chance to finish his journal (which only held a few entries anyway).  On April 24, 2005, Jordan was diagnosed with a common cold, due to cold water being thrown on him everyday.  He is now bedridden for the rest of his days.
Use this story as a life long example… an example of how bullying does hurt and can even make you sick.  You will especially feel sick if a bully punches you in the stomach.  That just doesn’t feel too good.  As my great-grandma always said, “Don’t spray people with water… they might melt.”  (My great-grandma was the actress who played Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz… not.)
“’Freshman’ Equals ‘Not-Very-Smart-Man’” 


“Stupid freshman.”  The term has been used many a time, even a few times aimed at me.  But before the day that this story took place, I never realized how real this phrase was.  You might think that if a senior tells a certain freshman that if they do not wear green on Thursday’s that they will be the target of many attacks with the fist, that they would be considered stupid.  You might say that if a freshman picks a fight with the biggest senior on campus that they would be considered stupid.  Well, actually, the second one I would agree with you on.  But this account of the stupidity of freshman tops all others, with a capital “T.”

It all started when I was simply minding my own business in study hall at the library, working extremely hard on my Life Skills portfolio, hardly talking to my friends at all….  Yeah….  Suddenly, I was interrupted when one of my friends called me over to watch a Halo 2 video clip on the computer.  Actually, I should have said “video clips,” plural, because we watched more than one.  Anyway, the first clip that we watched was one where the guy playing entered a cheat, then shot one bullet at a Covenant drop ship and all the aliens just flew out into a mountain.  Then, the guy jumped down into an ocean, an ocean where the player would die without the cheat, but he survived and ended up inside the Covenant ship.  Overall, the clip 
made me jealous because I wanted to be able to do that.  The second clip was of a guy playing a multiplayer level and it just showed him sniping the life out of a bunch of people.







So, after we watched some people and aliens get killed, my friend decided to go to the bathroom.  (This was a huge part in the upcoming story, so I am going to repeat that sentence.)  So, after we watched some people and aliens get killed, my friend decided to go to the bathroom.  Shortly after he left, no longer than a minute, he returned and told us what he had seen.  The following is a paraphrase of what he said: “Hey, I just saw Lucas Borre smoking in the bathroom.  I heard the click of a lighter and smelled a ton of smoke.”  It was a short explanation, but it definitely got his point across.  Another nearby friend and I decided to investigate this for ourselves.  So we took off down the hall and charged into the bathroom.  What I saw (and smelled) will stick with me forever, and that is a very long time.  The strong smell of smoke hit me like a bulldozer.  My eyes burned and my nostrils ached just after a few seconds of exposure.  Then I saw Lucas Borre, a freshman druggie, standing in front of the air blower with his hands above his head trying to fan the smell of smoke off his clothes.  He turned around and looked at us with a great big smile and rolled back red eyes.  Personally, I don’t know why he smiled, but he did.  Anyway, after I saw him, I sprinted back to the library, but my friend stayed behind and pretended to wash his hands.  As I was about to fling the library doors open, I turned around and saw the druggie walk out of the bathroom and go back to class without a care in the world, and higher than a kite.


Soon, all three of us, including myself, who had seen, heard, and/or smelled the druggie in action, spoke and debated amongst ourselves about whether or not we should tell the principal.  Finally, we decided we better tell him.  So, with the hopes of making a quick fifty, we started down to the principles office.  Just as we were about to start out, however, another friend decided he would join us, after over hearing what had happened.  We did not mind, so the four of us took off down to the principal’s office.


When we got to the office, we found out the principal was not there, so the secretary took us one level higher: the superintendent.

As we stepped into her office, we were surprised at how big it was.  Well, at least I was.  To make a long story short, we told her our account of the story.  Even the friend who had overheard us but had not actually witnessed it had something to add: “I smelled smoke.”

Now, with the culprit apprehended and sentenced, I now feel safe walking the halls and into the bathrooms of our fair school.  A few days after the incident, my mom said, “I thought that ‘Smoking in the Boys Room’ was just a song.”  She obviously had never met the freshman.
Drunken Trombone Player

Alcohol will do a lot to a guy.  It can numb pain, boost confidence, and make you do and say things that are not particularly smart.  For example, during the 2008 MLB season, my brother, his friend, and I went to a Brewer game.  As we were sitting in our seats (in the seats that our tickets indicated of course…) we began to hear some strange and interesting things from a few of the people behind us.  I suppose it might be necessary to note that the Cubs were in first place at the time and that my brother and I were wearing Cubs shirts to the game, something that is not exactly appreciated by the rival team.  One guy, who was, shall we say, “under the weather,” blurted out to us that “the chances of the Cubs winning the division this year were very TENTATIVE!”  (I put emphasis on the word TENTATIVE because the guy who said it did…  To this day, I do not know why, but he pretty much shouted that word and whispered everything else before it.  Later on in the game, I heard him emphasize that word a few more times about topics that had absolutely nothing to do with anything....)  A few home runs later (the Brewers were killing the Blue Jays at this point) the guy behind us, who had been drinking beer after beer, decided to say randomly “Yeah, ya know, I hate Cub fans.”  The slur of his speech and outright inappropriateness of his comment made me laugh.  I quickly noticed that there was a patch of ivy behind the fence in center field, something that I had forgotten about.  I immediately turned around and said, “Well, you guys don’t seem to hate us that bad.  You’re copying our field!”  (Wrigley Field, the Cub’s ballpark built in the 1900s, is covered with ivy all along the homerun fence.  Miller Park, where the Brewer’s play, is a relatively new park built in the 21st century.)  As I said this, I motioned to the ivy in center field.  The man stared at the ivy for what seemed like years, and finally came back with one of the greatest come backs of all time: “So… What’s your point?”  At this, I simply turned back around, thinking hard about what this guy meant.  I believed that I had made my point perfectly clear.  Maybe the man’s blurred vision was limiting his ability to see the facts that I presented.  Stunned and perplexed by the stupidity of this man, I watched the rest of the game in silence, hoping that the man would be able to walk out of the ballpark safely….

Well, I kind of got side-tracked there, but it was necessary to show you how stupid people can be when intoxicated.  My real story has to do with a trombone and yet another drunken man…

During my final year of good ole high school, the pep band that I was a part of went downtown to play a few songs in the annual festival celebrating our small town of Clinton, Wisconsin.  We all brought our instruments, along with our music and stands, and set everything up on our stage, AKA a flatbed semi-trailer.  There were tubas, trumpets, flutes, clarinets, saxophones, drums, and trombones, the instrument that I played throughout middle and high school.
After playing a few songs, a gentleman coming from a nearby bar and grill, felt the urge to walk up to the trailer.  As soon as he got within smelling distance, I could smell nothing else but liquor.  My friend, who was standing next to me and who also plays the trombone, was getting his music ready for the next song when all of the sudden the not-so-sober man climbed up on the trailer next to him.  By this time, we had already begun to play the next song; that is, everyone except for my friend and me.  Suddenly the man reached into his pocket and pulled out a twenty dollar bill.  As he brought the money out of his pocket, he grabbed hold of my friend’s trombone.  Now, at this point, if that would have been my trombone, I would have slugged the guy right in the face and pushed him away.  I don’t really have much pity for drunken, stupid people.  I assumed my friend would do the same.  Yep, anytime now he’d unleash upon him all his fury.  Seconds passed.  Still nothing.  More time passed.  The man began to pull the trombone from my friend’s grasp.  Suddenly the man thrust the twenty dollar bill into my friend’s hand and said over the blasting music, “I’ll give you twenty dollars if I can play your instrument.”  I was about to laugh at the audacity of this stranger, this drunken stranger at that, offering money to play an instrument that costs hundreds of dollars, when all of the sudden my friend said, “Ok.”  Immediately my disposition went from having fun to being upset.  My friend grasped the twenty dollar bill in both hands and the drunken man grabbed the trombone, smudging the beautiful shine and polish of the brass.  I quickly reached over and grabbed his trombone, telling my friend that he shouldn’t do this.  We argued for a while, as this drunken man and I had a tug-of-war for a piece of property that wasn’t even ours, my friend standing dumbfounded in the middle.  My friend just seemed happy to get twenty dollars, so he was of little help.  Finally, our village police chief walked over and grabbed the drunken man and graciously helped him down off the trailer.  Somehow, the drunken man had enough sense to grab his twenty dollars back as he awkwardly jumped down off the trailer.  My friend looked devastated, but I was happy.
Looking back on this story, I really don’t know what my friend was thinking.  I would never let a drunken idiot smudge my trombone and risk the possibility of breaking an expensive musical instrument for an easy twenty dollars in cash.  I sometimes wonder who was more drunk: the man or my friend?

Over the Handlebars and Through the Weeds to Grandmother’s House We Go…
       It seems that whenever I even go near something mechanical, something bad happens.  Once, I was riding my cousin’s go-cart, which was far too small for me to begin with, following closely behind my uncle on their four-wheeler.  I knew that the green pedal was go, on the right, and the red pedal was stop, on the left, for this is basic road knowledge.  (Need I mention that I had a driver’s license at this time!?)  I was handling the dirt path that wound out among their corn fields quite nicely, squinting my eyes to keep the dust of the four-wheeler out.  As we approached a small incline, I gave the cart some more gas.  Suddenly, as if it hit a brick wall, the four-wheeler stopped in head of me.  I must have not been paying attention, for all of the sudden I was less than three feet away from the four-wheeler.  I slammed on the break (or at least what I thought was the break) but I didn’t stop.  Instead I smashed right into the back of the four-wheeler, the back wheels lifting off the ground, spinning wildly.  As they fell back down to earth, the engine killed and the chain came off.  I was embarrassed and recalled a similar time when I had confused the brake with the gas….  This story, however, has nothing to do with a confused head; it simply has to do with an over confident attitude and a bit of torn up black top.  Oh, and of course a motorcycle.
Four-wheeler accident (Runaway Four-Wheeler!)
Weight room at TIU – benching without a spotter
Motorcycle accident
