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  It’s 2:19 in the afternoon.  Do you know where your system analyst is?  

Under the desk, sobbing uncontrollably?  Not exactly, but there have been moments today when I’ve given serious thought to a major career shift.  Something along the lines of a paper route sounds pretty good, if it wasn’t for the early rising on Sunday morning.

I’ve been doing some major re-configuring of the principal data files of the system I manage here at good ol’ GVSU.  I’ve done this a hundred times in previous lives, but I’m always filled with dread whenever I’m playing with the institutional lifeblood.  Must be a little like what a surgeon feels when rooting around someone’s chest cavity.  

Not that I’d ever confuse what I do with something as serious as that which a surgeon (plastic variety not included) does.  As a matter of fact, I’m often amazed at how weird some people get about things which, taken from a larger perspective, which is generally the perspective of anyone other than the person himself, really won’t have much impact on the world as we know it.  

Like Allen the Whipps has said, other than the people who grow the food, most people are simply in the entertainment business.  I really can’t argue with that logic.  Other than food, is anything else really a necessity to human life?  Aren’t most things just toys or conveniences that make living less arduous or a little more pleasurable?  

If I don’t do my job today, will anyone actually be harmed?  We all just feed off each other for our own enjoyment.  It’s only when individuals assert importance of their particular brand of enjoyment, over and above others, that trouble begins.  

Sometimes less is better.  It’s necessary to occasionally look around and enjoy what has been accomplished rather than seeing what remains to be done.   

