Welcome to Week 3 of Random Meanderings-
In this issue-Swap Meet Adventures and Surfboard Forts

First off I want to apologize that this is late.The law school’s mail system was down and I couldn’t get to my mailbox. 
Just to clear up any misconceptions (no pun intended), we are not expecting another child. The five monarch butterfly chrysalises in our living room should be hatching sometime this week though. So look forward to our next edition.
The children wante me to include information about Wednesday’s trip to the Stadium Swap Meet. I am aware that some of our vast readership has been to this swap meet, but since we are experiencing an unprecedented surge in subscribership, I will elaborate. (Yes, Word is telling me that subscribership is not a real word, but Shakespeare made up words all the time so I’m leaving it).

 In stark contrast to most swap meets in the contiguous 48 states, a majority of booth operators have more than 6 teeth, less than 6 tattoos, and don’t believe that the Jefferson Davis ought to be added to Mount Rushmore. Although the Hawaiian swap meet stand owners seem to share the general aversion to personal hygiene, there is a very different feel. The shops are arranged around the stadium in a big circle and you make your way around through the booths hoping to find great deals from vendors who don’t seem to charge tax as long as you pay cash, and don’t seem to speak much English beyond prices. There are times that it feels like you are in Southeast Asia (or at least what I assume it would feel like if I had ever been to Southeast Asia). Not in the sense of looking like it just got hit by a tsunami, but in the sense that most of the vendors are from there Southeast Asia. Hence, it is a great place to get cheap silk dresses, board shorts, T-Shirts, knick-knacks, and most importantly to the children YU-GI-OH trading cards. I am aware that some of our vast readership has some knowledge of YU-GI-OH. The rest of you can remain blissfully ignorant, because it is not interesting enough to elaborate. 

Our trip to the swap meet was the official spending-of-the-Christmas-money-day for the children. I took Kai to look for the things that he wanted to get and Emily (our friend that got snookered into coming to Hawaii with us) took Fia and Aerie. It took Malachi all of 15 minutes, and 1/5th of the way around the parking lot of the stadium to spend enough of his money, and decide that he’d had enough of shopping. He suggested that we call the girls and head home. Putting my arm around him I shared with him one of the great secrets of life. Going shopping with females is like renting power tools from the hardware store. There is a 3 hour minimum, and the job inevitably takes twice as long as your worst-case-scenario estimate. So we found a comfortable patch of grass in the shade, and opened up YU-GI-OH cards, and did “the pretend” for some good male bonding. Kai summed up the day as being “the luckiest day of his life.”

Saturday night we invited the Teulers over for movie night. Our original plan was to go over and watch it on the big projection screen in the room where I teach, but the room was already taken. Since, plan B was watching the movie on a laptop there was a major reduction in cinematic experience. We compensated for this loss by watching the movie in a blanket/cushion/whatever-else-you-can find fort. This turned out to be a huge hit, mainly because a 10 foot surfboard makes a much better roof beam than anything that I had access to as a child.
I don’t think it is fair to subject our readers to more than a page at a time, so will save the meanderings about squid tentacles and leaves as well as my movie review of  Master and Commander for the Special Martin Luther King Jr. Day edition. 

In closing, the toothbrush and shower are your friends, the Confederate States of America don’t/doesn’t exist, and cushion forts rule.

Brent, Shauna, Kai, Fia, Aerie, and Coco

