On the Eve of my Departure….


On the Eve of my departure, I look back at the good times we have shared, along with the bad. First of all, don’t let anyone think this is some suicide letter, because of the title, or because you think I’m depressed, I’m in a great mood. This is just a look back on those years leading up to my college experience. To those that have come to know me as the “Sarcastic Asshole” or “Cynical Asshole,” or “Analytical Asshole,” or quiet frankly any adjective followed by asshole I salute you. You have survived my taunts, insults, and sweat stains long enough to be considered my, “Colleagues, Associates, Posse, and quiet possibly friends.” I know I have not been easy to put up with, honestly I think I piss you guys off more often then not, you still put up with me, and that says something about your character. Many run at the sight of my bulging muscles, or strikingly good looks, but you guys braved being the ugly ones, and being in my shadow as everyone hung onto me, and once again I have to commend you. 


Seriously though, I look back and realize that my best of times and worst have all been with the same crowd, and at my lowest moments you guys have been there at my side. (We should have won that Intramural game (, but Oh well.) Many of you without even having known it have taught me something that I know will be useful in college.


Walden – With your never say die attitude, I had a hard time keeping up, but whenever I felt like giving up, I looked up to you, and dug deep into myself to pull everything I had out, and while you weren’t there the last Frisbee game, I reached deep inside myself, and gave it everything I got to make you proud.


Jon-Lee – Simply put, the way you put up with Fishback chasing you around like a leprechaun, made me realize maybe I should just put up with people I don’t like, instead of avoiding them.


Don – I had you pegged wrong since I first heard about you, remember the Brett days? However over the entire summer you became one of my closer friends, because I didn’t allow the bias I had formed get in the way of who you really are. We had some good talks in Zoology to, which if I could remember them I would put them here, but I’m sure they helped me at the time.


Bob – You were the first, and therefore no matter how much we drift apart, I know that somehow I’ll always keep in touch with you, and regardless of where I go in basketball (Nowhere now that I know open tryouts already happened () In the back of my mind your skill was always the one I was trying to get at, you were the bar, and I was trying to raise it. I haven’t quite got there yet, but I will, just wait till break.


Libby – This is going to sound mean, but its not supposed to be. You taught me that no matter how much a girl flirts with you and jokes about sex, it doesn’t mean your getting anywhere, and also that chicks lie to get themselves out of trouble, so not to take it to personally, but I guess on a positive note, You made my Junior Summer.


Casey – We don’t hang out to much, and I guess that’s both of our faults, but over high school we shared quite a few adventures, from freshmen football, to Intramural football ups and downs, and even an accident together. The advice passed on through the lunch table or even Gym class, was definitely something that I looked forward to on those days.


Steve – We have had our fair-share of “battles” but look where we stand now. No matter what the event was we came out unscathed, and not to let petty squabbles and girls get in the way of a good ole’ fashioned friendship.


Dusty – What is there to say about Dusty? Well You, me, and Ryan have been there along time together, and I know you had some problems with me one year in high school, where I ragged on you pretty hard, but hopefully now you see its all in my crappy sense of humor. You were the one I shared football with, and I think one of my favorite things about spring break, was just chilling next to the pool talking to you, and spilling my guts, as you did yours. P.S. Your not going to get me to drink, so stop trying.


Fish – Fish you were and always have been the person who no matter what I know has my back, through thick and thin, through insults and wrestling matches, I know the first guy I would ever call if something came up. Life wouldn’t be nearly as entertaining if you weren’t there.


Kup – My partner in crime, my personal laugh track, my adopted sibling. The only person who would put up with me on a day-to-day basis, as I would show up unannounced, right when you were hanging out with your girlfriend. All of our talks of stealing, and fighting never panned out, but somehow I think that was for the best. I was looking forward to going to college with you, but you had to pick UIC, oh well, I’ll come visit you on a long holiday, the gang and me will drive down, and pillage your women and food.


This isn’t supposed to be a teary eyes surprise, so don’t fucking cry on me now. Any of you who aren’t deeply affected by my hatred of many things, I invite you guys to come down and party whenever you want at Southern, I’ll kick my roommate out of his bed, and you can sleep there. Hopefully I have taught you guys something too but chances are it’s all the same, “Put up with retards and they will constantly buy you dinner and lunch, because they have nothing better to spend their money on.” Peace out, and I look forward to seeing you guys in the future, all moldy and old, when I’m looking like a million bucks.

