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So there I am… at the top ofa small snow-covered hill sur-rounded by about a dozen ele-mentary school kids and theirparents. The kids rocket downthe hill in a bunch of different-colored sleds and discs whilemy two grandkids stand idlyby, watching the fun.My wife and I had come tothe hill later than my grand-kids and they apparently havehad all the enjoyment they canstand. The 8-year-old’s face isseverely scratched from herforehead to her chin after herinner tube had ended up in atunnel of thorn bushes. The 3-year-old is covered in snowfrom head to foot and he iscomplaining about the snowcaked on his face. They seemcontent to watch other kidshave all the fun.

I try to convince them tojoin me for another trip downthe hill, but they act as if I amasking them to sign-up for an-other tour in Vietnam. I alsonotice that not one parent hasjoined their children in sled-ding down the hill. I find this tobe curious since they all ap-pear to be decades youngerthan me, yet no one has evenvolunteered to ride down theslopes with a child on their lap.After unsuccessfully trying toassure my grandchildren thatit would be fun to propel them-selves down the hill in thesafety of Papa’s lap, I decide togo it alone.I take the over-inflatedinner-tube with handles oneach side and push off. I imme-diately find myself traveling atan ungodly speed, swooshing

past terrified tots who scram-ble out of the way as they dragtheir sleds up the hill.I thought things were goingwell as I successfully avoidedthe thorn bushes, yet my goodfortune changed rapidly. Thetiny tykes watched wide-eyed as I sped past the thornbushes at a speed approaching100 miles-per-hour (or at leastthat’s the speed it seemed like)toward a cyclone fence which Inever really paid attention tobefore.Fortunately, (or maybe notso fortunately) a concretedrainage ditch covered in iceand mud was located severalyards in front of the fence.This is another obstacle I hadnot observed before going onthis adventure and I attributemy ignorance to the fact that

none of the little kids whohad preceded me had slid sofar.Maybe this was because Ioutweighed these grade schoolminions by 100 pounds ormore; or maybe my oversizedinner-tube was sleeker andcould defy gravity better thantheir little plastic sleds; what-

ever the case, disaster awaitedas I plunged into the ditch,breaking through the ice andmud.The inner-tube upended, asdid I, and my soon-to-be 67-year-old body churnedthrough the ditch like clothesin a washing machine. Faraway, at the top of the hill, I

could hear both laughter(“That was awesome!” was onephrase used) followed byvoices of concern, “Are youOK?”After my tumbling ceased, Iconducted a quick medical as-sessment… are all body partsattached?… yes… is there anyblood gushing from my body…no… can I stand up and assurethe crowd that I am alive?…doubtful… yet, I power throughthe pain of having my rightthumb suddenly being twicethe size of my left thumb andthe discs in my lower backbeing more compressed thanever before, and slowly pushmyself into an upright positionto much applause. After aquick bow to the audience Itrudge back up the hill… neverto return.
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I know I’m still considered“young” since there are twogenerations alive that are olderthan me. But I’m old enough toremember all the dreams andhopes of the 90s. We were sosure that we’d have flying carsby the year 2000. And beforeyou start telling me about theone-off prototype that hovers3 feet off the ground, that’sNOT what the future promisedus Gen X and Y-ers. I’m talkingabout the life in the clouds,zooming past each other likejet planes.Instead, there’s a wholehost of experiences I neverimagined in my wildest day-dreams.You’d have a hard time con-vincing me that in the year 2022

I would be spitting into a tubeweekly in order to be allowedinto my work building. I’d laughin your face if you added that Iwould learn to speak with amouth full of spit so that I couldget through the line quicker.Yes, it’s as disgusting as itsounds.

There’s an even longer listof luxuries that we’ve yet tomake a reality.Why don’t we have self-dry-ing clothes yet? Or at the veryleast, self-tying shoes! Now-a-days I get excited when I see apair of boots that have a zipperon the side so that my risk of

fainting goes down from bend-ing over to put my shoes on.Whoever pitched the nameHoverboards for these 2-wheeled deathtraps was obvi-ously not born before 1999.These were not our promisedmode of transportation for thefuture. I tried one time to sim-ply stand on one of those andonly got one foot on it beforemy life flashed before my eyes.They could have at the veryleast made something thatwould actually work on waterthis time.To be honest, I was neverconvinced that we would be ableto teleport from one place to an-other via suction tube, much lessthe Wonkavision method. Itwould definitely be nice to cut

down my commute to work andback but that’s also my alonetime so I can live with that.While we’re on transporta-tion, did we just stop trying tomake jetpacks work as effi-cient modes of getting from Ato B? Maybe the fire hazardwas a bit much for comfort, es-pecially when in mid-flight. I’malso not sure how listening tomusic during travel would fitin with the roar of the engine.I know I’m not the only per-son whose car started beepinga couple weeks ago when thetemp dropped. It’s 2022, andwe still don’t have tires thatcan adjust pressure based onthe sensors that are already inthem. That amber light is stillglowing on my dash because

it’s now too cold for me tobrave checking and filling mytires back up.Perhaps the most upsettingdisappointment in our lack oftechnological advancement, inmy non-professional andmeaningless opinion, has to bethat we have not yet figuredout time travel. At this point,I’d settle for just going back acouple years to give myself areassuring warning and somefinancial advice about buyingstocks in video conferencingcompanies. Back in the mid-90s though, I would have saidI’d go back to medieval times,my favorite era for reasonsother than the black plague.The irony in that does not es-cape me.
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I had a double treat lastweek when two work crewsappeared in front of my house.I planted myself in front of thepicture window and shame-lessly watched them work infreezing weather, as enthralledas a toddler.In fact, two toddlers acrossthe street got bundled up andcame outside presumably alsoto watch the men work.There's something aboutwatching real men doing real

work that captures the imagi-nation. The oversized equip-ment, the harmony ofteamwork, the selfless sacrificethat hard work in inclementweather requires. I'm in awe ofit. I don't want to do it myself,and that adds to the admira-tion I have for those who do.I don't mean to soundmisogynistic. There arewomen who also do difficult,physical labor, and I admirethem, too.

The first crew was boringfor fiber optic cables in myneighborhood. The allure forme was the equipment. Theworkers mainly sat in the truckwhile the machinery did thework.There were two large spoolsof thick, orange tubing that auto-matically fed into the ground.The spools were stopped whilethe boring took place, then theywould slowly turn to feed moreof the tubing into the ground. I

don't know how it works, but itwas mesmerizing to watch.I wasn't sure what wasgoing on. I thought maybe ithad something to do withplumbing. Since we've hadsome problems with ourplumbing, I called city hall toask what was going on. I don'tnormally bother the city withsuch questions, but since therewere two trucks parked in myyard, I thought I had a right toknow. Angela at city hall explainedwhat it was but asked aboutmy plumbing problem. Shesaid she'd send a crew out tocheck the sewer. I told her itwasn't urgent. I hadn't in-tended to create a work order.Mere minutes later, a citycrew pulled up with a backhoeand started digging up thestreet. They literally busted upthe pavement and dug down toa manhole.It was amazing. There wereno markers to show where themanhole was; they obviouslyhave some kind of GPS systemthat led them right to it.Three workers quicklycleared the hole, moving to-gether like gears on a clock.They cleared out some debrisand then all jumped back inunison as the drain opened upand belched. They replaced themanhole cover and packed thedirt back down.They hadn't even clearedthe scene when my phone rangand it was Angela telling methey had found a clog and fixedit. Fifteen minutes after theirarrival, they were gone. The ef-ficiency was mind boggling.Not long after the city crewleft, the other workers packedup and moved to their next

spot. The excitement was overand the toddlers went back in-side.My job isn't hard. As myfriend Duff likes to say, at leastwe're not outside turning bigrocks into little rocks. Indeed,but if it weren't for the peoplewho do the difficult, dirty work,I wouldn't be able to have thecushy lifestyle that I do.I have a respect and admira-tion for those rugged individu-als who clear drains, buildhouses, fight fires, fix cars andthe like. It doesn't make mewant to be one of them, but I'mglad we have them.I've dipped my toe in thephysical labor pool. We hadrental properties when I wasgrowing up and we did all ofour own work. I've hammeredenough nails to know that Idon't care to hammer anymore.I love to watch them work,though. Maybe it's the toddlerin me.
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David Porter who can be
reached at porter@ramblin-
man.us. In the amount of
time it took the city crew to
dig a hole, fix a clog and
patch the road, I'd still be
tying my boot laces.
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