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Welcome


For years I’ve been told that I live in my own little world.  So, I decided it was high time that this corner of the universe had its own newspaper. 


Originally nestled deep in Randy’s psyche, O’Rourkeville now exists on that thin border somewhere between “reality” and “Who set my elbows on fire?”


It could probably go without saying that tourism is not a booming industry in O’Rourkeville.  While still possible to get communications in and out, most of the outgoing messages are enough to frighten anyone who was even considering a visit.


Many consider fertilizer to be the leading export of the area, while others feel this is, undoubtedly, the leading import. It’s a matter of perspective, and,  as is well documented, the community is split. “Split”. What a marvelous word.  Not many words are as descriptive as the word split.  One can   very nearly hear the subject being rent to shreds as cellsaretornandseparatedpiecebypiecerenderingthesubjectcompletelydivisiblebywhatevernumberyoumightchoose and……

Another major import is caffeine.  


Eventually, you may, or may not, meet the members of this small, but growing region;  “Earl?”, the egg in question, who lives on the outside edge of a picture frame; “Willie”, who narrowly escaped being hit by a car as a boy, but whose shadow was permanently disfigured (he never runs, except at night, so no one will notice that his shadow can’t keep up); “Otis”, the town drunk; “Aunt Bea”, the kindly…no wait, that’s another place, entirely.

           At any rate, a census is not the purpose of this initial publication.  This edition is merely to let the world know that such a locale is in existence, to avoid any real work, and to serve as a caution as to what can happen when Randy gets an extra day off during the week. 


Consider yourselves warned.

     Local Weather


The past few weeks have been mostly sunny with occasional gusts of anxiety.  Where children and grandchildren were concerned these gusts at times became severe.


The forecast is for clear skies.

Stock Market

  Stocks, pflpflpfl.

     Entertainment

Most enjoyment in the village is derived from offspring.  No, no, no, not eating them.  You’re thinking of guppies.  

Babysitting is a particular source of entertainment.  When my grandchildren look after me we like to play abstract games such as, “Watch The Bear Run Across The Bottom Of The Clothes Basket And Dive Through The Bannister Railing”, or “Who Wants An Amish Makeover”.  And I get to have cookies.   
