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  Yesterday evening it turned cool and this morning it is raining in a cool, September-like fashion.  (Damn! That’s just great!  Dribbled coffee on the front of my shirt!  For the rest of the day it’ll be impossible to establish eye contact with anyone because they’ll be riveted to the brown clouds on the front of my shirt.  I oughta just go home and crawl back into bed.)

  Spent most of yesterday evening dinking around with Abby’s car.  It’s a 1994 Escort with barely 50,000 miles on it.  She just had to have the exhaust system replaced along with tie rods.  Now the brake padss are wearing thin and the brake store figures she’s good for about $300 worth of labor and parts.  (I tend to disagree, but get a little nervous when it comes to the one thing that’ll make 3400 pounds of steel come to a stop;  I think the brake fixer people count on that attitude of fear.)

  And, just to keep it all interesting, Abby’s transmission seems to be slipping intermittently.  

  Then, when you think it couldn’t get any more ridiculous, she gets a call from one of her two anticipated Fall roommates and learns that the other anticipated roommate has bailed on them.  This means that, instead of a $250 monthly rent each, they are looking at more like $400 each.  That is hardly reasonable, nor achievable for a college sophomore who just spent most of her summer recuperating from surgery and has been able to work a total of five weeks.

  I feel bad for her, and The Sandstress (the one who puts the Over in my Drive) is fretting about it.  Yet, on the other hand, this is part of what life is about.  Dealing with adversity, making adjustments to plans, being able to recognize when you’ve reached the limit of what you can do.  

  When you think about it, being in college is kinda like a ball player in the minor leagues.  This is where they struggle and pay their dues, learning the ropes, gaining experience and knowledge.  All of it in preparation for the day they enter the major leagues.  There the competition is stiffer, the rules are stricter and you either make it or break it on your own.  

  Sometimes a parent just has to recognize when they’ve done all they can and the rest is up to the child.  Even if that means the child has to make some tough choices.  As much as we’d all like to live in a fairy-tale world, where everybody gets whatever they want and bad things just go away without any consequence, but that world doesn’t exist except for the infantile, the naïve and the sheltered… 

