So here we are again one more wonderful and exciting issue of the Cade Chronicles.  It's a long one, but a pretty good one.

---------------

 Still Not Sure

--------------

Geez it looks like I may never leave this country.  I was supposed to leave like Jan 7, but due to circumstances beyond my control I'm still here.  I finally got all my visas and stuff together and am ready to travel.  But can I leave?  No.  Why?  Because it's the time of year when Muslims take their pilgrimage to Mecca.  So they're all on holiday, the guy who is going to teach me about the product is in London and won't be going back till Feb 17, and I'm stuck here "learning" all I can about the product I'm going to sell. This is funny, because the people here don't know all that much about it in the first place, which is why I'm going there to learn about it.  Talk about circular reasoning.

--------------------

 Another Country

--------------------

So I got told I was probably going to Egypt on my trip.  This sounds pretty cool, but we're going to only be there for a few days.  Not too bad 4 out of 7 continents before I even turn 24.  Hopefully I can fly from India into California and maybe switch planes in Australia (to add another continent), and that way I can say that I've been around the world.  Yea that would be sweet.

----------------------

 Saudi Visa Revisited

----------------------

You have no idea how fun it is to try and get a visa for Saudi Arabia.  I got my letter of guarantee from here, my letter of invite from there (overnighted to me), my passport, my visa application, and my $108 money order to process it.  I take all this stuff, thinking this will be a breeze, to the Consulate General of the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia.  When I get there the lady says that my letter of guarantee doesn't look exactly like it should and I have to bring another one.  I ask her if everything else is ok so I can change it if I need to and she says sure, looks fine.  So I take my stuff to the Egyptian Consulate and boom $15 and four business days later I get my visa and one of those working days was the MLK holiday.  Talk about service with a smile.  Ok so I get my letter redone and head back to the Saudi Consulate the next day.  Take my stuff up there and she reads my letter of invite (which is in Arabic mind you) and says "Ooo this won't work. It says here that you're a British citizen."  To which I say, "Yea baby, uh course I'm British baby.  God save the Queen baby."  Ok, not really but it makes for a good story.  Actually I just hung my head in disgust.  What kind of idiot writes my letter of invite that they know they are going to have overnighted to me and doesn't even make sure the info is correct."  So at least to fix it they can just fax a new letter directly to the Consulate.  I go back to work and ask them to fax a new one to the Consulate.  So I come in Monday morning and find that they've faxed it to the Consulate, super sweet I think.  I go back to the Consulate to drop off my forms and money, but another slight problem.  The person with the key to the office with the fax machine in it isn't at work yet.  Once again I liked to have killed someone.  Since I've been in so many times she feels sorry for me and lets me leave my stuff and if they can get the fax before noon they will start processing, if not they will process the next day and it will be done on Friday.  So of course it wasn't started till the next day and would be ready Friday between 3 and 4.  On Friday I go to pick it up and get there about 3:45 except I missed the memo that they like to leave early on Fridays and there was no one there.  Yea I bet you saw that on coming.  First thing Monday morning I went and picked it up and now have in under lock and key, because I never want to do that again.

--------------------

 Other Happenings

--------------------

Let's see what else has been happening?  Not much else has been going on around here.  I helped Blake move his stuff into their townhouse.  I went to my friend's Bad Son concert.  I think they're pretty kick ass.  Other than that I'm not doing a whole lot except wasting time at work.  This weekend is Tony's birthday so I think we're going to Galveston to party it up a little.

---------------------

 Tired of Being Lazy

---------------------

Just kidding I love being lazy, but there's just no time for it.  So I was wondering the other day, when did my ass get so big and why did none of ya'll tell me.  Seriously you gotta tell a brotha when these things happen, because you know I can't see back there.  Someone is definitely going down for this.  I got a hit list to prevent this from happening to more people: Ronald McDonald, that Shiner Bock sheep, Don Ganner, Chef Boyardee (sp) and that damn Noid (if you don't know, you're too young).  In the mean time I trucked it down to Bally Total Fitness and signed up for a membership.  It's a three year contract for a pretty penny, and after that it gets really cheap.  I figure if I'm locked in for a while I'll actually use it, because otherwise I'm just wasting beer money.  And yes I have been using it pretty regularly.  It's also good because I can use any of them nation wide, so when I'm traveling I can still work out.  It's nice because I'm seeing a lot of people from back in the day and getting in shape too.

---------------------------

 Got a Story For You Ags

---------------------------

Ok, talking about getting in shape reminded me of something that happened back in November.  Someone I know, lets just call him Cody to avoid confusion, was dating this girl, lets call her Shannon.  She lives in College Station and goes to A&M.  I met her for the first time over the Thanksgiving break when Cody flew in from, let's say an Army base in Washington, to see her.  I tried really hard and was extremely nice to her and her hideously ugly friend because Cody liked Shannon.  Spent some time with them only to find out later that Shannon didn't like me at all.  I was puzzled and confused.  I did everything in my power to make a good impression, held the door, didn't curse, was polite and a complete gentleman (and yes I can be when it suits me).  But she still didn't like me.  So I asked Cody why she despised me so much.  You're not going to believe this.  She just doesn't like fat people and apparently I am fat.  Little does she know it's glandular and I'm just big boned.  Ok, ok so I'm fat, but I'm ok with it.  Acceptance is the first step to recovery, right?  That's not the best part.  The good part is that her best friend is not only hideously ugly, but she is fat also.  Probably compared to height and frame size much fatter than me.  So I thought that was quit ironic.  The best part is that Shannon is a stripper at Rick's South and no Cody met her in College Station with all her clothes on.  So I'm guessing that most of her clients are fat middle aged business men or dirty fatassed oil workers, but she doesn't mind them.  Maybe if I would have put some ones in her G-string to begin with she would have liked me more.  And no this story has nothing to do with me deciding to work out.  I just laughed myself to sleep that night and got on with my life.  Stupid strippers.
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