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Another fine weekend here in West Michigan.  Man-oh-man, are we ever going to pay for this.  We’ll have snow up to our eyeballs and wind chills down around our ankles --  next May.    I tried to find fault with the past two days, just to keep everything in balance, but there just wasn’t any to be found.

Abby and Molly came visiting, which always puts The Sandstress in high spirits.  It’s good for me, too, because they usually spend a good portion of their time in the kitchen trying out new recipes.

I spent Saturday on another round of leaf gathering, except this time I didn’t gather them.  I just drove around the yard with the mulching cover on the mower deck and ground up all the tree droppings into little bits of lawn food.  Saturday evening featured a relaxing campfire with just The Sandstress and I.  

Sunday was a mixture of little projects and a whole bunch of Geography.  My scrapbook of Finland is now about ready to be turned in and I’ve managed to catch up on the readings from the text.  

Now it is Monday and I’m not sure I even want to be here.  There’s too much on my plate and no time to chew properly.  Mom wouldn’t like that.

