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No one’s life is perfect. 
HE spent half of the eighties and nineties out of control.
HE was a newly commissioned second lieutenant in the Air Force who celebrated HIS promotion by getting stoned with HIS buddies while parked in the wing commanders parking spot at the officer’s club.
HE didn’t care if folks were laughing with HIM or at HIM…as long as they were laughing. When HIS commander publicly referred to HIM as “schitt-for-brains,” that attitude was dispelled. HE realized that too many of HIS peers were laughing at HIM. A change in direction may have been necessary, but HE didn’t take it.
HE took off for Vegas or AC on a heartbeat to play blackjack. The bankroll didn’t matter. HE was gonna conquer the world.
HE had three businesses…the good, the bad, and the ugly. In the long run, it didn’t matter whether they were successful or not—HE dove in… not giving a schitt.
HE recklessly stuck HIS neck out on more than one occasion. On more than one occasion, HIS neck was almost severed.
HE may have been a free spirit of sorts. 
HE often looks back on those thirteen years.  You know what? If HE had a chance to take a do-over, HE’d probably do it again—qualifying him on this project as,
THE L—ASS—T HOLE.
