I'm leaving on a jet plane.

Back by popular demand* the Cade Chronicles.  

Thanks for all the conversation stuff you sent me, but I was looking for more of an easy to remember formula, an anagram, a pneumonic device or even a limerick to help me.  Whose idea was it to make the definition of a device for help in remembering something easier such a hard word to remember.  Kind of like has anyone looked up an alternative to theausaurous.  Just a thought.

First I would like to say that I don't have a proper word processing program and am using the online spell check from my email.  I know I can't spell, so if I missed it and the program misses it, it must be good enough.  With that said sit down, brew a pot of coffee, and put on your reading glasses this one is gonna be a doosy.  Oh yea, go to the bathroom too.  I don't want anyone wetting themselves from the humor of my journeys.

* Popular demand is considered to be a pleasant response, an unpleasant response or none at all

*********

 Amendum

*********

Contrary to what was earlier stated a "dozy" is a miss statement.  The word meant to say novel, epic, or trilogy.  Sorry for the mix up.

=============

 Cruising at 36000

=============

The plane ride, oh the plane ride.  It wasn't so bad from Houston to Amsterdam, just long.  I flew KLM (Royal Dutch Airlines) on a 747-600.  It was a huge double decker with first class on top and plenty of legroom.  Instead of making more legroom they should work on vibrating seat massager.  Yea that would be cool.  My plane left as scheduled at about 4pm CST and touched down around 8am European Standard Time.  I'll say something for the Dutch they sure know how to make beautiful women, unfortunately they also know how to keep them in Holland.  There was one very attractive flight attendant, but he was a guy name Raw or something.  All jokes aside there was one good-looking stewardess, but (I bet you can guess what comes next) of course she was on the other side of the plane.  Stupid assigned seats.  I did get a chance to ask her what KLM meant in Dutch and she said Royal Dutch Airlines, so I left it at that.  Most the other flight attendants looked like they could be on the German rugby team and name Olga.  I had a window seat with a great view of the freaking wing and engine and a little bit of ocean.  The only good things were there was an emergency exit right behind me and I could see if the wing or engine were still there or catching on fire.  I have yet to understand while in case of a crash landing you put your head between your knees.  I guess it's to kiss your butt goodbye.  The same kind of thing back in the 50's and 60's.  When is case of a nuclear attack, get under you desk because that will stop the 10 million degree heat wave and those old lead desks will prevent radioactive fallout.  Actually I know why you do both, but it's funnier my reasons.  For more information click here.  Ha ha made you click.  The trip was pretty smooth, except for a few nail-biting moments of turbulence over the ocean.  When we got over England there was some pretty bad turbulence and the captain turned on the seat belt sign again (yea like that will make people who've been sitting for 7.5 hours sit back down.)  The only thing that made me feel better was knowing that at least if we crashed that I would be able to take out a bit of bloody Brits on my way, nothing personal just better than killing the poor fishies.  There is something more hopeful about crash landing in the ocean, then a least you feel like you have a chance.  Why even bother giving us floatation devices under our seats give me a parachute under mine and I’d feel better.  In fact next time I fly my carry on will be a parachute, just a little piece of mind and it would make everyone else feel jealous of me (as if they weren't already.)

==============

 And Now Starring

==============

There were two in flight movies "Mr. Deeds" (not too bad, not too good, typical Adam Sandler) and "Sweet Home Alabama."  I personally didn't like this one too much.  It was too predictable, too much of a chick flick, and the Irish guy next to me wasn't a very good date, he wouldn't even hold me at the end when I cried for joy when Reese Witherspoon picks the good old boy.  Oops sorry kind of ruined the ending, but you figure from the title and since 95% of the movie happens in Alabama that's how it will turn out.  Between movies they play news, re-runs of Friends, the Nanny (there's a reason that one's off the air guys, get a clue), and some sports highlights.  When those aren't on they show ExAircises (their pun not mine).  Its basically different things you can do to keep from getting stressed, like ankle rolls, thigh stretches, and getting up and walking around.  The best part is at the end when they say "You can do these at anytime."  Whew, thanks for the permission I was having trouble keeping up.  Another thing they show is the ground speed, distance to destination, time to destination, time at destination, time at current position, and altitude (only slightly scary when that drops dramatically). They also show it in metric (like anyone uses that) and translate it to Dutch.  There is a cool little map that shows your point of departure and destination, with a line showing your path and a cute little airplane with current position.  Then it zooms in so you can see the nothingness below you or the cities you would land on in case of a crash.  If the TV doesn't suit you there are 12 music stations to listen.  They must have a pretty big antenna to pick up radio over the Atlantic.  There are only about 25 songs on the play list so on an 8.5-hour trip you get to list to the same stuff about 5 times.  They must be a Clear Channel Communication subsidiary.  Anywho I looked in the guide and found the only country channel and began to listen.  After about 10 or 20 seconds I rechecked the guide and channel to make sure I had it right.  Country my left foot this was about as country as John Travolta in Rhinestone Cowboy or Red wing boots and loose jean with a slit in the hem.  So I looked in the credits to see who compiled this list and found it was a company in Canada.  That's when the skies cleared and it all made sense.  Here's an idea Aye, lets get some Canadians Aye, to make a list country songs Aye, that would really be funny Aye, for the hosers Aye, ya hosers Aye.  The Canadians know about as much about C&W as they do about military strategy or how to play a hockey game with out fighting.

===============

 Mmmm My Favorite

===============

I realize now why "airline food" is considered an oxymoron.  I wasn't expecting Taste of Texas, but something more than McDonalds would have been nice.  Of course they had the typical peanuts and cokes.  We had dinner your choice of chicken or lasagna, salad, cheese and crackers, a roll, and chocolate cake.  I was at the end of the isle so of course my food was piping cold.  Besides being cold on the whole it wasn't that bad.  They came around with coffee after the meal.  You never realize how much terrorist panic had set in until you have a meal on a plane.  The silverware set they give you includes cream, sugar, salt, pepper, a napkin, a metal spoon, a metal fork, and a plastic knife.  I mean seriously what am I gonna do with a butter knife anyway.  I guess I could pull out my handy dandy sharpening stone and put a razor sharp edge on it, but that might take a little while and I'm sure someone would notice.  On the other hand I could do plenty with a metal fork sharp or dull if I was so inclined.  Seriously people get a grip.  A few hours before landing they served us breakfast, should have stuck to just dinner.  I'm not sure what they were trying to serve me, but I think I have a good idea.  It was yogurt, a danish (the Danes would have been disappointed), eggs (real eggs I think or really good powered ones), hash browns (tator tots) and a piece of ham and coffee.  Once again I was at the end of the isle so more cold food.  Cold lasagna = not too bad.  Cold eggs and soggy hash brown = motion sickness not only cause of need for barf bag.  For some reason I couldn't sleep much on this flight.  Maybe it was the slight motion sickness (no I didn't puke, Mom told me not to waste good food and besides all they had was Heineken), maybe it was all the caffeine, maybe it was the time change, but I choose to believe it was because of the little goblin that kept trying to kill me and eat my liver or maybe that was just sleep deprivation talking.
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