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  Boy-oh-boy-oh-boy.  Have I been bad or what?  So many sticks laying around and absolutely not a single moment to pick them up.  Perhaps that doesn’t make me bad, but it makes me feel bad.  This is a therapeutic way of starting each day but, because it requires a certain amount of time, lately the day has been starting long before I even sit down to the desk.  

  O.k., so I’m whining like a puppy.  Sorry.

A wonderful Thanksgiving was held at the Reisterer Ranch.  Not on Thursday, though.  Thursday involved traveling to The Sandstress’ Mom and Significant-Other-In-Law Clarence’s house in Lansing.   Couldn’t get out of there fast enough, but stayed until we reached the boiling point then headed for home.  Personally, I made out like a bandit thanks to the fact that Clarence is approximately my size and has done quite well for himself financially.  Out of the goodness of his heart and to make room in his closet, he gave me an expensive leather jacket that had only been worn once (sleeves too long for him) and two identical pairs of fine leather shoes which had never gotten out of their box, one pair of which I gave to my son.

Anyway, I’m not proud when it comes to hand-me-downs that would be better served on me than on someone who would end of wearing them to a homeless shelter where they’d be mugged in a minute.  So, I’m actually accepting them as a service to the unfortunate..

Well, as much as I’d like to keep pounding away at this, I can’t.  I’ve got a ton of stuff hanging over my head that will not wait.

I’ll get back to you when I can and reflect on the enjoyable celebration of Thanks we had last Saturday with nearly all my kids, The Sandstress’s, and for the first time Zachary the Grandson.  It was truly Thankfulicious… 

