
Jude's Almost Daily Blog: Vol. 1
 Free Book Online

 David Gessner

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/oQldA/Judes-Almost-Daily-Blog-Vol-1-Jude-Stringfellow
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/oQldA/Judes-Almost-Daily-Blog-Vol-1-Jude-Stringfellow
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/oQldA/Judes-Almost-Daily-Blog-Vol-1-Jude-Stringfellow
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/oQldA/Judes-Almost-Daily-Blog-Vol-1-Jude-Stringfellow


Jude Stringfellow began writing her online blog, Jude's Almost Daily Blog, in 2007, and since

then, has written more than 800 individual blog posts, of which she has collected some 100+

best to include in this book. The entries are generally about Jude's own life experiences. Blog

topics range from rant to romance, covering the lives of her children, herself, and people she

came in contact with. Most are true, some are flights of fantasy. They include love, fun, paying

bills, rescuing animals, wishing your son would hurry back from Iraq, to what happens when

you're minding your own business and a good-looking bearded man appears. There are also

15 poems in the book, mostly love poems, some were previously published in her poetry book

"Periwinkle", newer poems reflect her passion for writing and life. If you loved Erma Bombeck's

If Life Is a Bowl of Cherries What Am I doing in the Pits? you're sure to enjoy this book.

A tribute to a great university and to a man with foresight who also had the courage to act on

his convictions. � Fort Wayne Journal-GazetteMuch more than the title might suggest [this is] a

heart-warming account of a young boy and his parents determined that a son should have a

college education, a classic and detailed account of his widening involvement with every

aspect of higher education, and a stirring story of a wise administrator. [Wells's] life is an

astonishing success story. . . . He was not just lucky, he was careful and courageous. � Journal of

Higher EducationBeing Lucky is as entertaining as it is informative. Wells' biographer, James

H. Capshew, called it 'a manual of higher education management.'. . . Reading Wells'

fascinating autobiography shows why it is no wonder that Indiana University is so proud of the

great man and honors his accomplishments. � LOUISVILLE COURIER JOURNALAn honest

report by a most successful educator [and] a tribute to a great university and to a man with

foresight who also had the courage to act on his convictions. � The Fort Wayne Journal-

GazetteWells's humor, wit, and humanity pervade every chapter. � Indiana Magazine of History --

This text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorHerman B Wells (1902–2000) served

Indiana University in a variety of capacities, most notably as its 11th president and as

chancellor, and was pivotal in IU's development into a world-class institution of higher

learning.--This text refers to the paperback edition.From the Back CoverIn the early chapters of

this book Herman Wells recalls his boyhood in a small Indiana town, the strong influence of his

parents, and his pioneering work for the Indiana Department of Financial Institutions during the

Depression. In ten reflective chapters on the presidency itself, Dr. Wells gives us his views,

lighthearted as well as serious, on how to run a university, and specifically how he approached

the job at Indiana. Being Lucky is full of the reflections, advice, wit, and wisdom of a

remarkable man. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.Read more
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REVIEW: Jude’s Almost Daily BlogOutstanding! Dr. Stringfellow knits together a brilliantly

illustrated tapestry of her life and outlook on important subjects. The compilation threads her

growing through experiences coupled with being a mother rearing three children on her own

and shows the maturation of a writer who is gifted and talented in the telling of short stories

about life. In Jude’s words, this is a book about her feelings, her points of view, her thoughts,

and HER ideas. I would also add illustrative of her faith life. It is not for the faint of heart. It deals

with real life issues and spiritual influences in our lives. I recommend and enthusiastically

endorse her book.Gordon D. Flick, Indianapolis, INJude Stringfellow’s life can only be

described as a roller coaster of events which if you think about it, can be up, it can be down, it

can turn, have twists, but it’s always moving and it’s always exciting! You’ll find these facts to be

self evident in her new book “Jude’s Almost Daily Blog”. I’ve been reading Jude’s Blogspot for

many years, and though I’ve actually met her family, I know that if I were a stranger to her on

the street, I would feel that I was family after reading and being able to relate to so many of her

experiences. When I was kid I read books by Erma Bombeck, a hilarious woman who both

made fun of her own life events as well as her abilities to maneuver through them. Jude

reminds me so much of Bombeck; it’s fun to go back over every blog and read them over again

to get as much out of them as I can.Karen Treadwell, Oklahoma City, OKJude’s Almost Daily

Blog BookJude’s AlmostDaily BlogJUDE STRINGFELLOWCharleston, SCJude’s Almost Daily

BlogCopyright © 2021 by Jude StringfellowAll rights reservedNo portion of this book may be

reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmittedin any form by any means–electronic,

mechanical, photocopy, recording, or other–exceptfor brief quotations in printed reviews,

without prior permission of the author.First EditionDedicationThis book is dedicated to the few

people I love more than anyone else; they are my children. God saw to it that I was given three

extraordinary gifts in three very different packages. I would never return any of them; they are

my breath. I call them Reulaca collectively, they are: Reuben, Laura, and Caity.Proverbs 31:28

“Her children rise up and call her blessed, her husband also, and he praises her.”Thank youAs

with any book ever published, no author is alone in the process. I owe a great debt of gratitude

to the wonderful people at Palmetto Publishing for their diligent and creative handling of every

stage of this project! A special thank you goes out to Nicole Jock, my lead administrator, and

Stephanie Stupalski my producer as well as the unsung heroes in the Creative Department.

What an amazing journey, and to have great assistance and professionals driving the entire

time is just incredible! I couldn’t recommend Palmetto Publishing enough for any author hoping

to create their masterpiece. Thank you!DisclaimerThis book cannot be considered a work of

non-fiction as it has far too many fantasies and imaginative stories to be anything less than

fiction with a twisted base of truth. Remember, you are reading a book written by an author, a

writer, a dreamer, and someone who loves to tell stories. I have my creative license, and I am

not afraid to use it. I don’t ever claim that every event told here will be “Could-You-Swear-That-

in-Court” truthful because it’s more like “You-Should-Have-Been-There” fun. I’ll give a ballpark

of 88% honest; thus, leaving me an out if I need it. I hope you have as much fun reading it as I

had writing it.Table of ContentsPrefaceIntroductionMy Daughter Laura’s Wild Ass.

(2007)Coincidence? I Don’t Believe in ThemApparently, I am Jeff SaturdayPaparazzi to the

AnimalsJury Duty? Texas StyleA Little Party in Your MouthI’m So PrettyCloset Christian – I Am

OneStand Like Waite – Hold Your GroundMy Favorite Color is BrownI Don’t Get the Whole

Bathtubs in the Meadow ThingWhat Scorpio Wants She GetsMy Bestest Best Friend –

JeannieQueen of Dorkville!Matrix and TechnologyGeorgeGo to War AlreadySelf-Appreciation…



It’s a Thing.I’m Not for EveryoneIt Never Really EndsPermanent DecisionsHey Lady, Will You

Sell Me Your Dog?FYI Mom, You’re Wrong!Us Only FeatheredI Love NovemberMe as an

M&MVegas, Baby!Well, Call me Bessie!Before HeidiSo, You Wanna Be a GeniusFood Fairies

vs. The GnomesToo Comfortable for ComfortI Got a RockAnother Pound Bites the DustGirls

Don’t Fight Fairly – Why Expect It?Confessions of a WriterMaking the Bed, Not

Happening.Yes! The Taste of Grass and DirtPauline’s Bait Shop - - Oh, The MemoriesWell, I’m

Not Cool AnymoreEarl’s Rib Palace….That is All.You Keep Your Word or You Don’t“Sucker” is

Spelled J-U-D-EI Could Not Possibly Own Five ToothbrushesYou Have No Idea What This Blog

is About, Do You?Sometimes You Get REALLY LuckyI Could Make That Without Lookin’Just

Another Average Day - - For UsANTHRAX!Pyrate Nite – 2008Those Born on October 27A Few

of My Favorite ThingsIt May Be Considered “Cheeky” – But,Retiring the MuttPOEMSCrying

Like a Baby – or Like a Silly WomanCannolis and Dead BeaversSailor Ellis Jayne

Stringfellow.Spoiled American, or Just Smarter Than the Average Bear?Noodlin’ - A Fishy

TaleOde to ManureKilty, Kilty, KiltyGirls Don’t Do That, Do They?It May Be a Southern ThangI

Can Twerk, People!I Call Him SamAct My Age?The Written Word – The Hidden TruthI

Laughed Myself Right Out of a JobPlanning My Escape to Edinburgh, ScotlandI Am Benjamin

Franklin – StringfellowSpies, Radars, and Ranges. (A Stringfellow History)My MommyAcquiring

ChildrenVictor! Victorious!Hurricane Laura!Good Bye Steve, We Will Miss YouBig, Bearded,

Beautiful, BrutesGamer? Me? Sure, Why Not?Zen Baby Zen (2011)I’m Gonna Have to Kill the

BoyI Believe (2007)Brandola! Brandola!Been There, Done ThatI Wish I Could Rescue Them

AllA Ravenclaw Among GryffindorsPardon Me if I Don’t Feel OldSex and the City of CelibacyI

Kill People All the TimeThe Notorious Nick PoshOpen Invitation to Take a Bath with MeThe

Semicolon and MeCan You Imagine Dating These Days?Bethany Christian Trust – Scotland’s

Hope for the HomelessA Wrong Number A New FriendI Married Theodore RooseveltDecisions.

I Make Them.IN MEMORIAL – To my DaddyParagraphs to UpdatePrefaceNow, before we get

started, there is something I need to do. I need to tell you a little story about my three children

so you can better understand where it is that I’m coming from, and why it is that I said what I

said about each of them. Remember, most of the blogs were written years and years ago; my

children’s lives have changed dramatically since these writings, but for the most part their

personalities have remained intact. This is a little story I made up to explain the differences in

my children. This event never actually took place.One day I was sitting on the couch in the cold

den because the heat had been turned down below 60 for some reason; no one really knows

why, no one with three children in their almost teen years anyway. As I sat freezing under a

couch pillow, contemplating getting up and finding a blanket, my son Reuben came into the

house; big, brawny, bulky, he was covered in mud and had a really excited gait to his step, half

breathing, half talking, he asked me, “Mom, where are the matches? I want to burn the barn

down out back behind our house so I can clear it out to play football?” Did I just hear him

correctly? If I did, he’s not done it yet, and he’s actually asking my permission in his weird little

way, letting me know both his intention, and saying he needs my help.As I was no longer sitting

on the couch, but flying to the kitchen and over to the third drawer where I keep the matches, I

blocked my son from taking them out of the drawer long enough to begin to explain to him why

it would be that we should not, cannot, will not be burning any barns down any time soon!

Before I could finish my little mom-rant, my 2nd child Laura, cute as a button, never actually

looking her age, and just smart as a whip, came walking into the kitchen with her little

notebook. She always carried her little notebook so she could write out things she was

thinking, or calculate things she needed to know. This time was no different. Her big brown

eyes glanced at Reuben first, then at me, noting that I was blocking her brother from the third



drawer she said, “Mommy, I took the matches. I saw Reuben coming and heard him talking to

Jonathan outside, so I knew what he was about to do. I hid them so he won’t get them, but

here’s the deal; I made a list of all the reasons why Reuben should be allowed to remove the

barn, and even made a chart with graphics to explain how it could be done without actually

having to burn it down. Do you want to see? To be honest, her actions even took Reuben by

surprise this time, not me. She’s always been that way.Just as I was about to let Laura show

me her drawings and have her try to engage Reuben into her means and ways of finding a

better way to facilitate whatever it was that he needed or wanted to do, my ears were pricked

by the sound of the city fire department’s truck and engines barreling down the side road

behind my house. Upon looking out the back window all three of us could see black smoke

billowing upward into stark, twisted, dark plumes…it didn’t take any of us long to figure out

what was happening. Caity found the matches.Enjoy your read.IntroductionWhen you are

expected to write an introduction to the book you just completed, it’s rather an interesting thing

because you have the unique opportunity to speak directly to your audience, but you have no

idea who that audience may be. I think I set out thinking that my general audience (for my blogs

online) would be adults for the most part; I tried not to cuss too much or reveal too much, as I

know minors may find their way over to the blogs from time to time. As a former elementary

and high school teacher, I know that kids know far more curse words than I do, and they aren’t

too shy to use them. I remember asking a kid what a certain word meant only to have her stare

at me and then gasp, hold her mouth, and blow out her cheeks laughing because the teacher

had no idea what was happening…it happens. These are the things my blogs are mostly made

up of; things I have no control over, things I experience and wonder about; things that just take

me by surprise, or lead me to another world completely.When I first began blogging online in

2007, I was not a newbie to writing out my feelings; oh no, I had written more than 1000

journals by that time, and have written out another 1000 since, I’m sure of it. I go through about

one journal (usually 9” x 7” around 300 pages) every five to six weeks, and I have them

stashed all over my house on shelves, but not in any real order. I try to write in the latest book

what the color of the next journal will be so that if someone ever does take the time to read one

of my journals, they’ll have the sequel at their fingertips…but I don’t hold my breath that

anyone will actually read them. I don’t really mind if no one reads them, it’s the writing that is

most important to me. As a writer I must write. I really don’t have an option. I really don’t have a

choice. If I didn’t have hands to write I’d write in my brain. If I lost my brain (some believe I have

started that process) I would have to write with my soul, and I know I can’t lose my soul - - so

I’m good. I will forever be able and allowed to express my feelings and experiences through

some form or another. This time, it’s a book that can be purchased in paperback, hardcover, or

just downloaded from the internet in PDF file. Don’t you love technology?The blogs are a

collection of stories, experiences, events, opinions, and thoughts that are absolutely mine and

for no one else to claim. No one can say they lived it; unless they can claim they were with me

at the time, but these are my stories, and mine alone to share. Many people who read my blogs

on an almost daily basis, tell me that I remind them of the hilarious woman (writer) I loved as I

was growing up; Erma Bombeck! You have no idea how much of a compliment it is to hear that!

If I could be so honored, I would have loved to have met her in real life.So, sit back and read to

your heart’s desire. It’s not as if I expect you to read all of the blogs at once or even in a few

sittings. The beauty of this book is that you can pick it up and read a few stories, put the book

down, turn it off, and turn it back on, and never miss a beat. Some of the poems have been

previously recorded in a poetry book I wrote over 15 years ago titled Periwinkle; many of my

political and personal feelings about life have changed over that period of time, as I would



suspect yours have as well - - forgive any errors, any grammar issues, any mistakes, or any

misunderstandings please; like you, I am human. I am fallible, I am capable of error; and I am

absolutely willing to take the blame when it is mine. You’ll find this to be true as you read

through the many errors I have made over my life time. One thing you won’t find in the book are

stories about the children, the students that I taught. You will not read many stories about my

students because I chose not to write about them in the blogs for a good reason. If I was upset

with any one student in particular, or what I thought was a pattern of abuse happening to or

with the students, I didn’t want to make that a public thing. I could have and probably should

have written about my favorite students, but for the most part they were minors at that time,

and it would not have been appropriate to expose their antics to the world wide web. It would

not be appropriate to do so now either.I’ve decided to write more blogs as time goes on, and I

may write Vol. 2, Vol. 3, Vol. 4 and so forth of Jude’s Almost Daily Blog to be produced and

published as this one has been. There are over 700 blogs today that I could combine to use; I

think I used about 100 in this book from 2007 to present. Many of the blogs have dates beside

the titles to allow the reader (You) to know that I wrote the blog years ago; circumstances,

situations, belief systems, world views, life has changed, and things are not always the same

as they may have been at the time of the writings. You’ll also note in the blogs that I say

something like “That was 12 years ago” when today it would literally be more than 20 years

since I wrote that particular blog spot in 2013, adding 8 more years to the mix. The first story,

about my daughter’s wild ass, was first written in 2007 - - now 14 years ago; I’m pretty sure her

ass is gone now. Pretty sure, I say. I’ve not looked in a while.Enjoy your read! Pass it along,

share it, comment, write to me, blog about it. Let the world know how you feel and let the world

laugh either with you or at you. It’s all good. We all know how it ends. It ends the way it began.

With love.Jude’s Almost Daily Blog – Vol. 1PART 1My Daughter Laura’s Wild Ass. (2007)There

is, in this vast, big, beautiful, world, an animal that is donkey-like; a Somali Wild Ass, that my

daughter Laura calls hers. The ass actually lives at the Oklahoma City Zoo, and it may interest

you to know that I’ve lied to my daughter for more than 10 years now regarding her ass. I have

been lying to my kids for years, and the funniest thing about this fact is that they lie right back

to me, and we all know what the jig is. I will look Reuben squarely in the face at times and tell

him that he was misdelivered in 1986 to my house - the address on the stork’s package clearly

said the street just to the north of us, but I wanted a baby! I wanted a baby boy, so I took him!I

never had any intention of giving him back, and I moved immediately so that no one would find

me, but I go on to tell him, that I still have the address and the receipt for his delivery that fine

March afternoon, and that if he doesn’t clean his room RIGHT NOW, I have every notion to

send him right back to where he came from! Well, it’s the same with Laura’s ass. She was 8

years old and had learned a new word at school. The word, you guessed it - ass.She had been

called a “stupid ass” by some kid on the playground and she began crying about it. I told her,

“Laura, there are no stupid asses - asses are little donkey-like horse things and they live all

over the world - they travel well, they help people, they make very little fuss - to be honest, I

don’t think a smarter animal has ever been made!” She believed me, but she wanted to see for

herself. So, I did what I always do in these situations - I called the Oklahoma City Zoological

Park for verification that they had a donkey-type animal there so that I could prove to my kid

that she wasn’t actually supposed to be upset when someone called her a donkey, horse, burro

- whatever…an ass.We made it to the zoo, and there you go. One solid, beautiful, fun-to-stare-

at, ass. I even lied to my daughter telling her that the zoo was going to give it to her for her 9th

birthday if she would only do all of her homework for the next six weeks. She knew full well that

I was lying through my teeth - she looked at me and she rebutted “Mom, the Oklahoma City



Zoo called and said that I could take my ass home with me if I wanted to.” I told her she could

do whatever she wanted to with her ass, it was her ass, and if she thought it best to sleep with

her ass she should do it. I told her she should feed her ass too, she should water her ass, she

should even play with her ass - it was her ass! She thanked me, begged me for ice cream, and

we left the zoo - happy.Today, so many years later - Laura is calling my bluff. She knows the

zoo has two Somali Wild Asses and she wants one for real. When she was almost 18 years

old, I told her that I would love to buy her a new ass but that it was cost prohibitive to do so.

She would need a permit to host her ass, and if her ass refused to stay with her, she would

have to board her ass. I asked her if she wanted to leave it at the zoo and maybe just visit her

ass from time to time, but she was insistent - saying she didn’t like random, unknown people

staring at her ass - and maybe it would be best to keep it closer to home. I love my kid. She

sees things from the same-colored glasses I do, and makes life that much easier to cope with.

What Laura doesn’t know is, that the zoo has told me where I can actually pick up a wild ass

for about $2000 and the only permit I would need would be an exotic animal permit, costing

somewhere between $300 and $500. When you think about it that’s not too much to pay for a

new ass, not in Oklahoma…I’ve seen much more expensive asses in Beverly Hills, NYC,

Chicago for instance - no land really.Can you imagine keeping your ass on concrete? No, you

need lots of space to run your ass, and you really should have a durable fence line too -

Laura’s ass is very important to me, I don’t want it to get out, or worse - get into the wrong

hands! We’ll know more about the probability of getting her what she wants a little closer to

May 7 - until then, her ass must stay exactly where it is! (If you want to take a look at my

daughter’s little ass - it will cost you about $6.00 for a ticket to get into the Oklahoma City Zoo

for an adult, and the good news is, every kid in the world can look too! It’s a beautiful thing!

She named it Mystique)Coincidence? I Don’t Believe in ThemIt was the evening, or rather

pretty late into the night on September 22, 1985, when as a young woman I found myself

pregnant and unmarried at the same time. It wasn’t supposed to be this way; I was engaged. If

the truth was told, (though I rarely told anyone because it was so unbelievable) I only had sex

one time with my fiancé, and that was on June 22, just a few months back. Since I was now

knowingly pregnant, I also knew exactly how far along I was. I also knew how far I had to go

before the baby was born, but I didn’t know if I was going to have a boy or a girl. This was

before everyone was able to run down to the corner and have an ultrasound or sonogram

performed. Those things cost real money in 1985, and I just wasn’t in the financial place I

needed to be to even attempt to find out what sex my baby was, or was going to be. I’d have to

let God tell me, I guess. …yeah, about that…He forgave me. I’m not sure I forgave myself

though, not then anyway.What I remember about the dream of September 22, 1985, was the

way it ended - when I woke up, I used the ending to restore my memory to recall the beginning,

and to try to flesh out every detail I could. Being a person who always dreams in color and in

detail, it wasn’t too hard to recall it, but I didn’t want to miss a single thing so I remember

grabbing a ball point pen and writing it down exactly as I remembered. I wrote it in the baby’s

Baby Book, a Disney themed book – neutral; not for boys, not for girls. I wrote it all down.I saw

myself walking through the white metal paneled stalls of the Oklahoma State Fairgrounds. Mid-

September is usually the time Oklahoma has their state fair, so that in and of itself was not

surprising to me. It also wasn’t surprising to me that I was in the stall or horse area because I

love horses, rode them, and had recently stopped riding due to being pregnant. I was in the

barns (in my dream) and I was just casually walking through them looking for someone. I found

the person I was looking for; he was kneeling inside one of the stalls and on the outside of the

gate the word Cavalry was painted in green letters. I could even venture to say olive green - -



Army green.Now, this is when the dream gets really good. I am outside the stall, looking inside

the stall at a rather large man wearing denim jeans, boots, and a red flannel plaid shirt, he is

holding his red baseball cap while he’s on his knees praying. I call to him. “Boy, come on, we

gotta go” I say to him. He lifts his head a bit and nods at me and calls back, “Mom, I’m praying,

I’ll be there in a minute.” MOM…did he just call me MOM? Oh, my goodness, this must be my

son! I’m looking at my son! This was all I could think of and nothing else mattered in the world.

I was going to have a boy! I was really, really going to have a baby boy! He would be a man of

faith, too.In the dream, I waited on my son to finish his prayer. He stood up, put his ball cap on

his head and walked out of the stall. Importantly, he opened the gate, would not let me into it,

but closed it behind himself, and then put his arm securely around my shoulder. He was

standing on my right side. As we walked through the streets of the State Fair I thought it may

be fun to see Bozo the Clown, boys like clowns, right? My son, no name was given at this

point, shook his head in silence. There would be no clowns. As we walked the streets there

were others also walking the streets at the same time, and as they turned to see us, they were

gasping, literally staring and seemingly in awe of what they took into their sights. I couldn’t see

what they were seeing. When I turned to my side, I merely saw my son, however, when anyone

(and everyone else) turned to him they saw what can only be described as a steely black giant

warrior, a knight with his sword in one hand and a clenched fist in the other. I turned several

times but only saw my son; ball cap, flannel plaid shirt, nodding as he passed others, not

smiling, but not angry, just walking beside me. Protecting me.This is where I called his name - -

I clearly, without any reason for it said, “Reuben, what are they seeing? I don’t understand.” He

stopped me, turned me to face his face and put his hands on my shoulders. He said “Mom, my

name is Lauren Gregory. They see me. That’s who they see.” With that I woke up. I woke up

feeling ever so confused too; if I had a son, I would most definitely name him for my father

whose name is Reuben, but I would never in a million years have come up with the names

Lauren or Gregory! I decided to look up both names and see what they meant - - they had to

mean something. Again, this was many years before smart phones; it was off to the library for

me! I found the books I needed and found to my surprise, but not entirely surprising, that the

name Lauren means “Victory” and the name Gregory means “Guardian”. I wrote it down in the

book.Six months to the day came, and like gangbusters too! On March 22, 1986, the most

beautiful baby boy was born to me, and it was my time to give him a name. I remembered the

dream, but I honored my father. I also honored my sister Andralyn by naming my son Reuben

Andrew Stringfellow. He was my tiny angel. As time does, it ran over us, leaving us in its wake -

- skipping ahead exactly 21 years to the day from September 22, 1985 to September 22, 2006,

I heard the phone ring. It was Baby Boy, a name he doesn’t always cotton to hearing when I

use it. “Mom, get downtown, come to M.E.P.S. at 6th and Walker. I’m swearing in.” Swearing in.

My son was leaving me to protect me.Upon arriving at the front door of the M.E.P.S. (Military

Entrance Processing Stations) in Oklahoma City, I opened a white door - the word Cavalry was

painted on the door – yes, in Army green. I walked through the door, through the halls, and

called out to my son, “Reuben, are you there?” I found him; he was on the carpet kneeling in

prayer - about to stand up with his Commanding Officer. My son was wearing denim jeans, a

red flannel plaid shirt, and he handed me his red Oklahoma Sooner baseball cap. He told me

to hang on to it, he’d need it when he came home. He did it. He became my Victorious

Guardian - - he became Lauren Gregory. My Reuben, which by way means “Behold my son!”

was now no longer mine – he swore himself away to the United States just a few minutes later;

and he hasn’t vanquished that promise, not even to this day. Behold, my son, the Black Knight

(The Army’s mascot is The Black Knight, holding a sword in one hand, and a clenched fist in



the other).Today, my son serves in the very elite Oklahoma National Guard 45th Infantry

Division, and he is currently (at the time of this post) a Staff Sgt. He has deployed several times

both through the regular Army, where he served six years and with the Guard, having now

served eight years in our state.Apparently, I am Jeff SaturdayIt must have something to do with

the fact that my son loves Jeff Saturday’s beard, or because Saturday wears number #63 on

his Indianapolis Colts jersey because Reuben wore #63 when he played for his high school

team. Whatever the reason is, it is only known to Reuben, but he has donned me to be “Jeff

Saturday”. I have been called so much worse; I assure you.Whenever I need to make a point to

Reuben I do so by using football analogy. If I can’t use a comparison to something dealing with

football, I try to use the next best thing; war. Somehow football and war are close enough that

no matter what my point is, I can usually make it by finding something to relate it to using either

of these two subjects.Well, today I was telling my son that I need to be more of a team player,

more blended and less noticed. I recently lost another job because I was curious and asked too

many questions about ethics and oh, I don’t know why it is, but I usually expect my employers

to actually have ethics from time to time. I was working for an insurance company in

Indianapolis, a new company mind you, not the one I was working with just a few weeks

beforehand, where I had quit due to the fact that the boss fully expected me to work for free

without paying me after I sold $22,000.00 in annualized property and casualty premium – small

things like that sort of bother me. I was working for the new company, and they had flown me to

Chicago from Indy to train for a week. I made it past the first night OK, even though I had to

pitch a fit when they had tried to double book my room allowing another woman with the

company, whom I had never met before, be my roomy for the week. That’s a no-go.While there,

and I mean the first few hours of the first day, I managed to get myself into more trouble again

by asking why it was that the company trainer was asking us to break about sixteen laws and

to be overtly immoral to boot? It was a valid question. I sat in the front row of the training room,

a spot I always take, because to me, if you’re worth anything at all you’ll place yourself near the

trainer so you both ask questions and see clearly if there are any presentations to be made. I

was not alone in my thought process; a man by the name of Marty Kapp joined me at the front

of the room while all the younger and less experienced sales agents were sitting so far back

that at one point the trainer gave Marty and I a head nod thanking us for paying attention. She

even leaned in and thanked us, but for all of her gratitude she failed miserably when it came to

expecting her new agents to play the game correctly, or by the book!I wasn’t there for the first

lunch, we’ll put it that way. Within an hour of her presentation the woman managed to ask us to

break at least two truly impenetrable laws which if we had been caught doing would have

meant losing our licenses for sure; yet there she was demonstrating exactly how to get around

every rule! Marty, an ex-police officer, Navy man, and good guy all around, just shook his head

at her and then turned to me and said something like, “When you walk out of here, I’m right

behind you.” Marty and I shared a quick lunch before both of us packed our bags and made our

way to the airport to fly back to our respective homes. I was going back to Indy, and he to Ohio.

I called Reuben (again) and asked him to pick me up earlier than he had anticipated.Reuben

looked at me from the driver’s seat of the car and said “You know Mom, I’m getting a little tired

of picking you up early and finding out that you lost your job because you think something isn’t

legal, or you think something could be done another way. You need to be more … you need to

be more like Jeff Saturday and less like Peyton Manning. Peyton has a right to know what’s

going on down the field, he’s the leader, he’s the quarterback, he’s the one with the win or lose

on his head. YOU, and Jeff Saturday, need to keep your head down, one hand on the ball, one

hand on the ready to guard, and listen to the full count before making your move. You never



know, the QB may just call an audible at the last second.” And with that, I realized my son was

actually being more like me….and I understood everything he was saying to me. It wasn’t that I

wanted to cause trouble by asking the trainer why they were allowing or even training us to

break the laws, I just wanted clarification; and understanding of the situation. What I got was an

ejection from the field for being up in the Head Coach’s face during a play when I should have

been on the field minding my own business with my hand on the ball and my head down,

waiting for the full count to snap. I get it.Reuben further explained that Saturday, as the Center,

is in the middle of it. He’s strong, quiet, paying attention, forceful but controlled, and he’s the

one the ball belongs to until he gives it away. I’m supposed to give my knowledge, training, and

experience to the situation not fuss with the coaches or the managers about the rules of the

game. I get it. Besides, Saturday is a Pro-Bowler and he’s cute too. I can be cute. I’m not gonna

rock a beard like his anytime soon, but I can do this. I can be Jeff Saturday… I can do

this.MARTY KAPPPaparazzi to the AnimalsWe don’t know when Caity decided to become the

unofficial paparazzi to the Oklahoma City Zoo, but here are a couple of examples of how close

she actually gets to them. We don’t have a big zoom capacity on our camera. She climbs over

fencing and if you look really closely on the right-hand side of the tiger’s photo you can barely

make out the fence wire. The girl simply enjoys both the challenge and the thrill. I wasn’t there

to stop her, it was one of those “Check out my pictures, Mom” moments, when she unloads

100 photos from her latest trip to the Zoological Park. (A great place by the way if you’re

visiting. Check with your zoo to get discounts from ours) .Caity has been demonstrating

dangerous behavior since around the age of two. On one occasion, we were visiting my

parents’ farm, so I wasn’t thinking that much about wrangling the kid. There were several

horses in the field behind my parents and I thought they were all penned up. When I went to

gather the kids for dinner, thinking one of the older cousins had Caity, she was found walking

behind a large grey mare, holding onto the long flapping tail - - within inches of being kicked in

the head. She would also (from time to time) do what I used to do, and that is to take shortcuts

through people’s yards to get to the main streets. The only problem with that sort of behavior

now is the threat of trespass, pedophiles, and the occasional dog latching onto your face or leg.

Caity’s never really been bothered by these obstacles.A year ago, she performed a makeshift

autopsy on a dead beaver. I mention that he was dead for your benefit. I know my daughter

well enough to know she would wait. Her idea of having fun sometimes is to drag the creek for

dead fish and give them proper burials - - rather than letting nature have a shot at it. It was no

surprise to me when I saw these gorgeous photos of animals she could have reached out and

touched at our zoo. I forgot to mention that she has actually been removed from the premises

in the past for this sort of behavior. I’m not sure if she’s disrespectful or artistic to the core.

Maybe if I just went out and bought her a new camera, one with a really good zoom lens…but

then she’d bring me pictures of the tartar on the teeth of the same mammals. I know this

kid.People often ask me why I put up with her…. I made her. Best I can do is to try to

understand the thought process, and to act before she does - - sometimes I’m successful. It

does however, give me a reason to believe in angels. She must have a few hoovering around at

times, don’t you think? I’ve often said that Caity will be seen flipping off the Devil when the

Rapture comes, as she’s carried away into the Heavens.Jury Duty? Texas StyleI am not

kidding - I registered to get my driver’s license in the state of Texas on a Friday and by the next

Thursday I had been summons to appear in Municipal Court in Gainesville, Texas where I live

currently, for jury duty. Granted, when you’re called to jury duty in Gainesville it’s a lot like being

called to the Principal’s office to do a good deed for the school. I didn’t feel put upon, I didn’t

feel that I was singled out or held responsible for anything. I wasn’t being punished or blamed



for anything - - jury duty is a civil duty, and it’s something that can only be done by free people

in a free country. Having said that, I will be honest and add that I was glad it didn’t start until

1:30 in the afternoon because I had a few things I had to take care of today.For starters it is my

daughter Laura’s 20th birthday. I had to make a cake, and I was wanting to take her to lunch,

but that was thwarted by a Brazilian TV station that decided to push my interview about Faith

and the new movie, from Friday to Thursday, and squeezing the producer into my schedule

meant letting the kid wait - - I’ll take her out tonight. I went to court after the live interview and

as soon as I showed up, I was the talk of the room. Gainesville is a small place, and word that

my name was drawn made it through the ranks of women who know these things - - I mean,

the ladies at the driver’s license office probably called their friends at the courthouse and made

it happen! I can’t imagine why a Texas court would want a die-hard Okie on their jury. I was

born prejudiced against any and all Texans. I was only living in Gainesville because it’s like

living in Southern South Oklahoma!Anyway, I teased the judge before we came to order and

told him I was being talked about unfairly by the ladies on the other side of the room. They

were 10 feet away laughing. He made them fess up to what they were discussing, and of

course, it was my dog Faith. After answering a few questions for the Court and the would-be

jurors we were given our instructions, sworn in, and then questioned by the prosecuting

attorney for the purpose(s) of eliminating as many of us as possible. They had called 38 people

to be questioned for the jury, and only needed a maximum of 12 people to sit the jury itself. (Six

actual jurors, and six alternatives) I was number 36; I felt pretty confident that I would walk out

in a few minutes time.Questions were asked and we all tried our best to answer them honestly.

This was a municipal court where Class-E misdemeanors with fine-only charges would be

heard. Nothing hard, it wasn’t like I was going to be able to take notes and write a best-selling

murder novel over what I was hearing today. The case I would have heard if I hadn’t been

eliminated - - oops, just spoiled it huh - - was a about a guy with a commercial driver’s license

who ran a stop sign and was now facing a $200 fine; but of course, he wanted evidence. He

must have felt pretty good about his case, he didn’t have an attorney present - - deciding to

represent himself. (Doesn’t he watch Court TV?) Juror #36 was called, that’s me, and I was

questioned as to why I wasn’t registered to vote in the state of Texas. I approached the bench

as I’m supposed to do, and I testified that I was from the (and I said it out loud in front of God

and everyone) “GREAT State of Oklahoma”, but that I was required by Texas law to have a

driver’s license in the state of Texas if I was living here for more than 30 days. I was asked how

long I would be residing in Texas. I answered that I would be here long enough to do the movie

about my dog, the editing, and possibly through the event of the premiere, and if that took

place on time I would be in Gainesville until about June 2010.The judge, a very kind, (good

looking man) around the age of 40, asked me another question. He leaned back in his wooden

rocking chair - - (did you read that - - his wooden rocking chair) and he asked “You don’t hold

any grudges against the state of Texas do you? Something that may have occurred say… last

fall?” He was referring to the OU/TX football game where Texas referees STOLE the game

from us Sooners and gave a Butt-Down to the Texans calling it a touchdown. No hard feelings

here, right? I looked the judge in the eyes and said as sweetly as I could “No Your Honor, the

fact that our quarterback Sam Bradford won the Heisman last fall was completely

warranted.” (Sam is from OU in case you’re not from around these parts, and Texas had their

man McCoy in the running for it.) I was dismissed…with a laugh from the judge and the others

in the court room. I’m sure it had nothing to do with the Boomer Sooner t-shirt I wore into court.

I’ll get the summons again - - real soon I’m sure, and when I do, if I do, I’ll be sure to remind

the Judge that Oklahoma basketball holds their own pretty good.A Little Party in Your MouthI



had the honor, the greatest of honors, to teach a bunch of new chefs how to spell culinary, and

to know what the synonyms for ordinary kitchen lingo was when I taught General Ed courses at

the Platt Culinary Arts and Sciences College. They, on the flip side, taught me several magical

things about cooking that I will never forget.One of the master chefs, (Ken) told me that mixing

up tastes that customarily would sound or smell like they wouldn’t go together on an ordinary

day, can turn your taste buds into rockets, and put a little party in your mouth. He was talking

about an apple and tomato salsa spread that just blew the doors off of anything I sampled at

the holiday celebrations in 2003.I’m making a little cranberry ginger chicken tonight for dinner. I

have a guest, a close friend, and rather than just impress I want to astound. I thought about

calling one of my former students over and actually paying him to cater, but he told me not to.

He said he’d walk me through it. He would be my teacher this time. Cranberry ginger chicken,

roasted if you have a spit, baked if you don’t. Adding the skins of a cranberry can be virtually

impossible if you don’t shred them first through a juicer, and doing so makes you a little pile of

silt that you can use for a few things: add them to your oatmeal, sprinkle them on your salad,

and in my case tonight, mix it up with a bit of olive oil, ginger, garlic, and clove to present the

masterpiece that could have been a simple picture. I’ve never been shy when it comes to

experimentation, why let the kitchen be any different than any other room in the house?Dress

up, splurge a little, get the wine you put up last week because you didn’t think you were worth

that extra buck, and grab a bag of life by the horns…or berries. You choose. When I set the

dinner table with the traditional holiday flatware, I was so super happy that I went the extra yard

and bought a few candles, fluff and stuff to make a centerpiece, and a little silver plate to make

things really pop. Friends deserve the best from us, even if it’s just a little shake of the ginger,

or a glow of the candle - make someone feel that much special and put a little party in their

mouth.I’m So PrettyLOOK AT ME….I was really young once. I think I was 21, maybe almost 22

in these pictures. I know where I am, I’m in Los Angeles; actually, on Santa Monica Beach just

off the pier. It was in November 1983, and I was working three jobs but felt that I had to go

home fast fast fast. I wasn’t into cocaine and it just seemed to be popping up everywhere I

went. I couldn’t go to work at any one of my jobs and not find an addict as a boss, as a co-

worker, as the payroll clerk - it was stupid. I came home after my car was loaded down in all

sorts of secret places and I literally drove 16 kilos (I was a “mule”) from point A, where I

worked, to point B, where I worked. My innocence bustled - I wasn’t stopped, I wasn’t arrested,

I wasn’t even questioned….and I didn’t know what was taking place either…but after I was told

I left. I ran home.What the heck? I wish I would have had the nerve, the strength, the power

and the confidence I have now…I really could have done something. I worked for three

separate movie studios, I lived in a mansion in Beverly Hills, even if I was just babysitting it. I

drove a really cool 1968 Karmann Ghia, had shoes out the whazoo because the guy in the

mansion had a billion girls visiting and they threw out shoes and clothes on a daily basis. If only

I would have had Ebay in the ‘80s. Why…why…why!?There was this apartment, it was in

Brentwood I used to hang out at while I babysat the mansion. The apartment had seven

women and one guy living in it, everyone’s schedules twisting and turning around each other’s.

You could go in and see any one of them in the bed, it was a one-bedroom place, and any one

of them on the couch, under the table. I found a little one, she was maybe 4’11” sleeping in the

closet - on the shelf, over the clothes. It sort of made me feel a little guilty about the 15

bedrooms and 4 living areas in the mansion….and me. The billions of girls coming and going

rarely stayed; it cost them too much to be away from the action of Brentwood producers and

such. Me? Never….I didn’t do that. Damn, I didn’t do anything!I remember thinking “Wow, I

don’t drink liquor, I don’t smoke pot, I don’t blow coke, I don’t blow anything, I don’t have sex, I



don’t even stay out when I’m not supposed to…. what a freakin’ bore.” So, I went to the beach

to scream. I did too, I just screamed and I was standing in the water, looking up and screaming

and God said “Hey, don’t scream at me…LIVE”. Now, living wasn’t drinking, smoking, toking,

having sex, or staying out - but it was doing more, and it was doing it with fun…. with others. I

turned around…and there he was. The photographer!So, there I am. Standing in the water,

wearing my clothes, and just laughing…. because I wasn’t screaming anymore, and I basically

had no other plan. He asked me if he could capture me, shoot me - - sure, why not. I hadn’t

really been a model before, I thought my teeth were too messed up, and even though I was

5’7” and maybe 130 pounds, I had a little belly - it wasn’t flat and pretty like …. like models, but

he wanted me to dance in the water for a few pictures. He was from Chicago. His name was

Lincoln. I said yes.Many years have passed and I’m still willing to dance. I don’t scream at God

anymore, and I couldn’t call myself all that innocent anymore, but I like to think that the girl in

the water is still in my head, she’s still in my heart, she’s still in my dreams, and she sure as

ever is still in my soul. Dance! Dance, and don’t scream so much, live instead…. breathe.Closet

Christian – I Am OneDo NOT ask me to come out of my closet as a Christian, because I’m

inside my closet for a reason; it’s because I’m praying! When I say be a Closet Christian, I

really really mean it, I want you to be on your bum in the middle of your closet (I use a chair to

sit on actually, which was a talk starter for my friend when she came over to help me clear out

my closet of old clothes to donate). Be in the closet and on your knees if you feel more

comfortable in that position, but however you may be seated, be in prayer! That’s the place to

do it, and there is scripture to back me up on this one too, just so you know. If you don’t have a

closet to get into it’s OK…God’s OK if you go to the bathroom too. Just remember to close the

door.Matthew’s account of the Gospel tells us in Chapter 6, verse 6, to go into the closet to

pray, and when you go into the closet you are to shut the door. There must be a reason for that

direction. I looked it up further and the reason(s) seem to stem from Greek and Hebrew words

that correlate to the word “close”. The King James says this:“But thou, when thou prayest,

enter into thy closet, and when thou hast shut thy door, pray to thy Father which is in secret;

and thy Father which seeth in secret shall reward thee openly.”Remember the other verses

about praying in secret? There’s the old tale in the Bible how the proud man stood in front of

the window to pray every day so others would think he was pious and doing God’s will, but the

humbled man, who was ashamed of his personal sin, hid from the view of others, could hardly

speak to God, and in fact, he beat himself in anguish because of his sin. That man’s prayer

was heard, not the prayer of the really proud man – he received his “reward” having been seen

by his peers as being a doer in the word. Aren’t many Christians like that today? I mean,

c’mon, we all want to be seen doing the right thing, wearing the right clothes, hanging with the

right people, and you know – being right! God has another word for it - - it’s not pious and it’s

not righteous when we do that, it’s self-serving, it is pride, and it is sin! Get yourself in that

closet and close that door. If someone’s looking for you just tell them you’re going to pray for a

minute and ask them to leave you alone for a while; it’s OK if they know what you’re doing, they

don’t need to know what you’re saying to God; that part is sacred and between the two of you

only.How do you start a prayer in a closet? How do you know God is there listening to you?

Well, for me, I just start out being quiet and listening to my heart. Sometimes I know exactly

what I’m about to say or ask, and other times I just feel the need to be there in that darker

space, maybe with a cat or a dog, maybe just me and the hanging clothes and linens all

around me. I start out with the simple things. I thank God for being God. I thank God for being

with me. I thank Him for His Son. I thank Him for my Guardian Angel Sam, (whose real name is

Theonopholus) and I think of a million things I could be without if it wasn’t for God. After the



thanking I start my confessions, telling God what I remember and what I hope to repent of, to

give up, to try and better, to make amends, and then I go into the part where I need His help. I

really would appreciate some direction in this or that matter. The Bible tells us if we ask for

wisdom, He will supply it in great amounts. Be very careful at this point. Do not ask for

patience…. He gives that in great amounts too; and it’s usually by putting you through the

wringer so you’ll rely on Him for literally everything! If you want patience, you may want to ask

for a wee bit of patience, as God is truly in the business of absolutely providing your desires

and needs.One more thing before I go; God doesn’t lie. God can’t lie. It’s impossible for God to

deceive, and it’s 100% guaranteed, assured, and already set in every stone possible, that God

will do exactly what He said He will do. That being said, if you read Psalms 37:4 you’ll find that

God promises (covenants) you that if you delight in Him, HE will give YOU the desires of your

heart. He made a promise - - He will keep it. If you do your part, He does His part - - EVERY

SINGLE TIME. Be joyful, choose to delight in Him even if you think it’s hopeless because you

have that covenant and you can take that to your Heavenly Bank of Guarantees with Jesus. He

will provide, He will answer, He will give you what you desire - - when you delight in HIM, not in

yourself.Back to the closet for one minute - - before you finish, before you open that door and

walk out, be sure and leave your prayer right where you sat. God will keep it. You don’t need to

drag it around with you. He has it - - it’s safe. KNOW that your prayers were heard, and are

being answered. Sometimes God answers “No”. Sometimes God answers “Yes”. Most of the

time God will say “Wait”….and you should. Don’t argue, don’t get upset, don’t wonder if it’s a

waste of time to go back into that closet and talk about it again; it isn’t. God’s will and His timing

is/are perfect every time. Just breathe! Say Amen, open the door, and go about your day –

closets aren’t gathering places, they are meant to be private for a reason. You’ve got this. He’s

got this.Stand Like Waite – Hold Your GroundOklahomans don’t have much of a problem

making a stand and then digging their (our) heels in really deeply to let themselves and the

rest of the freaking world know exactly where they stand. I wasn’t surprised when my publicist

asked me to write a book about my opinions. I felt it coming. We’d had discussions over and

over again covering topics the polite people say you should never have - not in public anyway.

Does Starbucks count as being all that public? Fine! I don’t think I have to warn you, my

opinions are mine and mine alone. I came upon them all by myself, sharing them won’t hurt me

one bit - no extra charge. (Not now anyway, wait until the book is out, then you’ll have to pay for

them!)If you know anything about the Civil War and the way it ended, you’ll know the South

came out on the south of it so to speak. Oklahoma had a very unique position in that we were

officially a neutral territory - Indian territory, and since Native Americans weren’t considered

real Americans at that time, they didn’t count - or did they? I’m not Native American –

something I regret, to be honest. I would be if I could go back and do something about it. I

would be a Cherokee, I think. Historically, they are the ones with the high pretty cheek bones

and really cool art work, and they had Stand Waite! Now, there’s a man of history to be

admired. Did you know that there has never ever been another full blooded Native American

General in our U.S. Army? He was it! He was the last, the very very very last General to

surrender to the Union. He was from the Indian Territory, but before he was in Oklahoma (land

wise) he was from Florida - - a very southern man.Well, Stand made a stand. He proved to

everyone that you have to sometimes wait it out to be sure, absolutely sure that all has been

done in a situation before giving in or giving up - his dogmatic behavior lives today in many of

us who call this land our own. I’m one of his biggest fans, I think. Sometimes forced to do what

he did not want to do, sometimes given the opportunity to make the decisions - when he was

able to do so. At one point, he told the children of the area he would go to war so that they



could be proud of their heritage no matter what the outcome of the great war, they were to stay

in their belief that we would be healed as a nation…he also believed in one God; and he was

seen in public discussing His existence. He questioned why anyone else would question

it.There is another man I like to quote from time to time; though most think the adage came

from a country western song - - Alexander Hamilton told members of Congress that “If we

stand for nothing, we will fall for anything”. I’m not sure those words were the reason he made it

on the $10 bill, but they may have gotten him shot! Nevertheless, I would rather die standing for

my heart’s true beliefs than falling over in defeat for not making a stand. I do know what my

motto would be, if I had one: “Let your yes be yes, and your no be no” - it’s that simple.My

publisher wants me to write a book about my feelings, my points of view, my opinions, my

thoughts, and my personal ideas of how I might run the world if I had the chance to do so – I

may need to place a warning or a disclaimer in the front of it for the weaker of souls. I can do

that, but I will not, I cannot, back off what I think to be the honest truth, or what I know to be

right. Don’t ask me to compromise; you won’t like me much after you ask. Would you rather

someone tell you the truth and get you out of the mess you’re in or for them to just agree with

you and let you stay ignorant? I’m not perfect by any stretch of the imagination, but if I lie to

you and say everything is OK, when it’s not OK, you shouldn’t call me your friend.Like the great

Native American Warrior/General Stand Waite, I will wait you out. I will NOT surrender without

being forced to do so, not if ethics or integrity are being compromised. This is a good thing.

You’ll never not know where you stand with me; and just in case you’re wondering - yeah, I’m

still going to love you even if we disagree. You don’t have to change just because I said you

should, no, that’s not how this works; but you should have the option to do so if you think you

may need to. (Truth! Not making that up) If only we were all this honest. Can you imagine?

Voting wouldn’t be half as difficult and court rooms wouldn’t be so full. Honestly. Waite was

probably an ENTJ on the Myers Briggs spectrum, like me. I know Teddy Roosevelt was, and

Stand reminds me a great deal of our 26th president.My Favorite Color is BrownTrue story; my

favorite color is the color brown. Like anyone else, I have the right to determine and choose

what my favorite color is, and I determined this many years ago. I have always loved the color

brown; with very specific reasoning(s) as to why I like it so much. It’s such as basic question

that everyone asks someone they don’t really know.I remember being on one of those flash-

date things about 20 years ago because one of my friends wanted to go and participate but

she didn’t want to go alone. I personally thought the entire thing was both useless and foolish

as I thought there’s no way a person can “get to know you” in the span of a three-minute

interrogation styled interview whether or not you’re both asking questions or if only one of you

is answering. It just isn’t possible. There I was sitting before a man who most would call

handsome by whatever that mysterious socially (awkwardly subjective) normal is - he was

about my age, about average height and weight, but he had an air of confidence which I

suppose made him more attractive. He looked intelligent. That makes a huge difference in my

opinion. He asked me what my favorite color was, and I answered him both quickly and

honestly. I do that, I answer questions both quickly and severely honestly. He wasn’t really

expecting me to say brown. He certainly wasn’t prepared for my next confession, which was to

explain that the exact shade of my personal favorite color would be “Hershey’s milk chocolate

brown, the candy, not the wrapper.” (I may have even stated there is a difference in the

two.)Staring at me with a look of utter shock and confusion I noticed the man’s eye lids begin to

cover his pupils as if to protect them from anything I may be addressing spontaneously in the

next few seconds. He then repeated my answer (both wasting time and reiterating what I had

just said. Perhaps he didn’t quite believe what he had heard.) as if he was asking me to



reconsider my own personal preference. “Brown?” He asked. “Hershey’s milk chocolate brown”,

I repeated my answer. There was supposed to be a continuum of questions being bantered

and answered, the man was dumbstruck and really had nothing to add or another question to

ask. I really couldn’t tell you why. I know why I wasn’t asking him any questions; it was because

I didn’t want to be there and I couldn’t care less to know what he may say. I was trying my best

not to get up and walk away from the entire event - - the love of my good friend kept me

planted uncomfortably in my chair as man after man got up and sat down after each buzzer.
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Michael G., “Magnificent! Quite a journey, take the trip.. Presenting about 100 stories from Jude

Stringfellow that will keep your mind moving for a long time. Jude takes you gently by the hand

and yanks you through episodes of her life, sometimes pleasant, often with a bit of cringe. This

collection is like a gumbo ya-ya with saints, sinners and ghouls, all steeped in a roux of love.

Jude has lived her life to its fullest and seized opportunities whenever they'd present. Reading

her stories is as vivid as living them. I lived a tiny sliver of a few Jude stories and love diving

into these thought-provoking revelations. This book gives us a chance to travel Jude's highway

and see life through her eyes. The view is magnificent. I highly recommend this book.”

Karyn in Kansas, “Unexpectedly Wonderful. Jude's Almost Daily Blog is one of those books I

thought would be a good read, something I could pick up and read when at the airport or trying

to waste a little time. I found myself fully emerged in it after the first blog! It's a collection of over

a 100 different blogs, all with different angles and events that took place in real time in the

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/oQldA/Judes-Almost-Daily-Blog-Vol-1-Jude-Stringfellow


author's life. Many of the stories are just too relatable and I had to shake my head wondering

how she knew me so well. I loved every minute of every page and I'm genuinely saying that.

I'm not just adding words to a review. I think you'll agree. Besides the blogs Jude shares her

romantic passion and her genuinely true depth of writing abilities with about 15 poems in the

middle of the book. Again, I wasn't expecting to find that in a blog book. It is a really good book

but not for the weak hearted or those without a funny bone.”

Yvonne Ramirez, “An interesting read that will make you smile!. Her writing is creative and

engaging; light hearted and expressive. Interesting read! I felt like Jude was sitting in my living

room and we were catching up on random tidbits and conversation!”

KCS, “Great read!!. I loved going on this journey with Jude! The book just draws you in page by

page, you want to learn more about Jude’s life and unexpected situations!”

The book by David Gessner has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 4 people have provided feedback.
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