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Like Watching Toast Dry. | Spatula In The Wilderness

I haven’t written much new content on this blog in some time. The long,
unsure process of applying and interviewing for a new job left me without
much to say. This is a rare condition for a mouth foaming, socially
awkward (consistently insipid) blogger such as myself. Oh sure, I didn’t sit
around the whole time waiting for the call to come in saying that I’d gotten
the job. On the contrary, I found much to fill my hours. Really. For instance,
sending unseemly self portraits to Brett Favre over my cell phone took up
quite a bit of time. There were a few moments whiled away reading
excerpts from Keith Richards’ autobiography Life. His secret to longevity,
it seems, was complete abstinence from cheese. This idea changed my
worldview for several minutes. Leave it to Keith, rock’s living cautionary

tale, to tell future generations of kids that heroin, electrocution, auto accidents, infections and
traumatic brain injury (due to falling out of palm trees) are all conquerable, but curdled dairy products
will shorten your life. Well…he would know. Ah, but I’ve gone off the rails (again). Writing the blog for
two months got put on hold. Call it stasis of the soul, suspended animation of the writing brain.
During the two month period between application for the job and the handshake sealing the deal, I
merely went to work and came home again, with only the occasional run to break the monotony. I’d
uttered more than enough words and it was better just to wait and contemplate.

The one exciting thing, at least personally, is that this is no longer the long joked about journal of a
burger flipper. Nope, I’m getting ready to change the bios on these pages. I now posses the type of
job that one can’t even begin to write a blog about. No grill. No steam tables. In fact, no food at all.
My hunch is that writing/reading about the daily foibles of entering vendor invoices would be about
as dull as watching toast dry. I’ve relished the idea of changing the name of this site in reflection of
having no more burgers to flip. Clark at The Wakefield Doctrine suggested “Blackberry In The
Wilderness.” I’ve considered “Spatula In A Cubicle.” Nah. Somehow, cooking will follow me for life
like a deranged ex, so the name will stick (until I finally have the good sense to shutter this blog). 
The good thing about the end of the long job-seeking process (besides regular hours and
weekends with the family I vaguely remember from visits in the past) is that I’ll be able to return to the
semi-regular nuisance blog, Spatula In The Wilderness. For this week, at least, I’m still around. My
late grandfather (in that he’s no longer alive. It’s not that he just hasn’t shown up) used to tell a story
about a paratrooper who had a Jeep follow him out of the plane he jumped from. Landing in deep
mud, the jeep squashed him further into the muck. Witness rushed to the scene and moved the
Jeep, but very little of the soldier protruded. Upon hearing the yells of “Are you dead?” the trooper
sprang from the ooze and shouted “Hell no, I ain’t dead!” Truth, or not, I can honestly say that the
Spatula and myself “ain’t dead” and may yet write again.

No related posts.

Related posts brought to you by Yet Another Related Posts Plugin.

Tags: Brett Favre, Keith Richards, Keith Richards' Life, like-watching-toast, Old Spice Grover,
Spatula In The Wilderness, The Wakefield Doctrine

http://www.printfriendly.com/print/v2?url=http%3A%2F%2Fspatulainthewilderness.net%2F2010%2F10%2Flike-watching-toast-dry%2F
http://yarpp.org
http://spatulainthewilderness.net/tag/brett-favre/
http://spatulainthewilderness.net/tag/keith-richards/
http://spatulainthewilderness.net/tag/keith-richards-life/
http://spatulainthewilderness.net/tag/like-watching-toast/
http://spatulainthewilderness.net/tag/old-spice-grover/
http://spatulainthewilderness.net/tag/spatula-in-the-wilderness/
http://spatulainthewilderness.net/tag/the-wakefield-doctrine/

	Like Watching Toast Dry. | Spatula In The Wilderness

