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Life happens and it's not always pretty. It's hard these days. People and events are constantly demanding your time. It can all become too much if we let it. 

I haven't always dealt well with life. There was a period during my years when it just about got the better of me. Fortunately, something happened to me that showed me there was a way out. What it was is still unclear, but there is a funny side to almost everything in life. We just need to look a little deeper to find it on some days.

Once I learned to laugh at life rather than cry, things started to look up, and the world became much easier to deal with. So, the stories you are about to read, are some of my lighter views on life. I hope you enjoy them, and that they bring a smile to your face. Even more, I hope you'll learn to see the lighter side of life and eventually come to laugh at the things that have nearly broken you!

THE BIRTH OF FUNNYMAN

One or two of you remember me from my (umm) let's say "colorful" high school days. In those days someone might holler down the hall, "Hey Randy". But those calls were for someone else. I wouldn't even turn to see who was calling, because it just wasn't intended for me.

So, there's a story behind that. Against my better judgment, I'll tell you about it anyway! Isn't that the purpose of my column? Or does it even have a purpose? Oh yeah, the story.

I should start by telling you it all began with the graduation of the Class of '74, my sister's class. She was the crowned salutatorian, and general upright defender of hitting the books, and a genuine weight on my shoulders. So, what did her graduation mean for me? Everything. For better or worse. Worse as it turned out looking back at the two years to follow. But then, I will say I had a great time.

Here enters my partner in crime and best friend in high school, Donnie Meyer. Our story unfolds in the new Industrial Arts Room; more specifically the Drafting Room. Our Drafting class was taught by the late Mr. Donald "Mu" Munsterman. We all loved Mr. Munsterman, but discipline and an orderly classroom weren't his strong points. I should mention that I was a bit of a "ruffian" in my Junior and Senior years. Not exactly the best course of action as I look at it today, but that's how it was.

So, one day we were drawing away at our project, while there just may have been some extra-curricular talking and carrying on happening. I likely was playing a role in that when Mr. Munsterman had enough. He looked at me and said, "Randy, you just think you're a funnyman!" Well, that was just fuel for the fire! All the class caught that, and it would never be let go. From that day on, I ceased to be Randy, but would be known as "Funnyman".

It’s funny how nicknames are born. I've left sub-plots unfinished here, but have no fear, they will be addressed in separate stories. 

MY FIRST SLEEPOVER....ALMOST!

When I was about five or six, my sister got the idea she was going to have a sleepover at the home of "Aunt" Gladys Schnackenberg (She was actually Mom's aunt, but we always called her Aunt Gladys. My grandma Balke and her were sisters). So, not to be outdone, I wanted to go on a sleepover, too. But where? Knowing how much I loved "Aunt" Martha (Mom's aunt. Grandpa Balke's sister), she suggested I stay with her and John. 

Well, that was great! I was excited! The day came, and Mom drove me to their place on 52 Highway east of town. I remember Aunt Martha taking me for a hike exploring their back pasture which is now all houses. When we got back from that, it was time for lunch. 

Nothing like home-cooked meals by the women of the day! After lunch, I expect they were thinking about a nap, but what happened was John took me out to the barn, where I got to play on a saw horse covered with burlap. It made a great galloping horse. 

Of course, the bad guys were hiding somewhere up in the bales of straw. So I naturally had to climb up in search of them. Whether I ever was able to find them and bring them to justice I can't remember. What I do remember is that by then, it was time for an afternoon snack, which is the main reason I even went on the sleepover!

I remember from family Sunday evening visits, that Aunt Martha's ice cream of choice was Neopolitan. I don't know if I liked it more for the taste or the fun of eating the three flavors in one chunk. I used to eat one flavor right to the edge before I started on the next flavor. (I eat my eggs "funny", too. Ask me about that another time!) By then, Grandpa Fred had already introduced me to coffee, black and strong, so we always had coffee with ice cream. That was living! 

So, the snack was over, and I started thinking about the actual sleep part of the sleepover, and I started to get scared. You see, I'd never been away from home by myself overnight. I sat on the sofa and saw all of Aunt Martha's trinkets sitting around, which I naturally envisioned as threatening things that would certainly change into monsters after the lights were out! I don't remember if I actually started crying, but I knew what had to be done. 

I wasn't staying there for the monsters to get me. I wanted to go home! So, Aunt Martha called Mom to pick me up, which she did, of course. But there was still one problem. Ramona wouldn't be home until late the next afternoon. I guess there were no monsters at Aunt Gladys' house! 

There was only one thing to be done, as far as I could see. I'd go back to Aunt Martha's the next morning. Everyone knows monsters can't get you during the day! I don't believe I ever attempted a sleepover of that kind ever again. That time, my lesson was learned early!

THE APPOINTMENT

It all started on New Year's Day when we had sat down to dinner with ribs and baked potatoes.

While halfway through an excellent slab of ribs, it happened. Yikes!! A shooting pain darted from one of my upper right teeth to the top of my head. I'd bitten into a bone fragment, and I got it squarely.

Throughout the rest of the evening, pain shot through the right side of my mouth. But, me being ever resistant to going to a doctor of any kind, I talked myself out of the pain. Mind over matter!

OK! So, I told you that story so I can tell you this one.

Seven months later, after having all but forgotten about the infamous New Year's Rib Incident, I was happily lounging in my chair, watching my beloved St. Louis Cardinals come up on the short end of the score yet again. It struck from out of the blue. A five-alarm shooting pain from the "rib tooth". I knew then and there I wouldn't be able to use the old mind over matter theory this time. The pain was intense, and it was calling my bluff.

This morning, resigned to my fate, I set out on the daunting task of choosing a dentist who was accepting new patients, while, at the same time was in my insurance network. I was left with all of two dentists here in town who were still in the running. I had a 50-50 shot at picking a winner, so I picked one randomly and made the call.

I chose wrong! When I talked to the receptionist, I was assured of the fact that her office was not only not in my network, but they didn't even accept my insurance at all! So, guess what? I called the other choice. I'm quick to catch onto some things, and this was one of those times, given that I had only one other choice.

Bingo! This was a connection. The all too happy receptionist was excited to tell me that the dentist would accept any insurance known to modern man. Well, so that's all well and good, but how long until I could get in to see him?

Just to keep you well-informed as to the lay of the land, it was 8:43 AM on Monday while this happy conversation was taking place. The bubbly receptionist asked if 9:00 would work.

"Today?", I asked.

"Yes! Can you be here in 15 minutes? We've had a cancellation!" the receptionist was thrilled to inform me. Her excitement level was equal to what it might have been if she'd just learned of a sale at Penney's!

So, how can you say "No" to that? Especially since I live three minutes away from their office. I pulled up to the front door of the office at 8:56.

The receptionist, easily identified by her overly enthusiastic personality inquired if I had an appointment.

I wanted to say that her ear was likely still warm from having the phone receiver next to it during the conversation I'd just had with her. But, opting to take the Norman Nice Guy approach, I assured her, "Yes, in fact, I do."

Of course, there were the ever-present New Patient Forms to be filled out, and if I'd bring the completed forms back to her when finished, she'd happily whisk me right into the torture chamber within.

At 9:03, I returned said forms to the receptionist, who smilingly assured me they'd be right out to get me.

It was 9:35 when a dental assistant summoned me within. She would be doing my x-ray before The Executioner would see me.

"Fine. Do what you need to do."

Now, she didn't introduce herself as a trainee, or tell me it was her first day on the job, but I began to wonder when she said she would need to get just one more picture of that pesky tooth. Well, fortunately, the fifth time was a charm as I was contemplating the level of exposure to x-ray radiation I'd just been submitted to by that time.

9:48. "The dentist will be
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