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  And so it begins….and ends.  Friday, the end of the work week and the beginning of the weekend.  Monday, the end of the weekend and the beginning of the work week.  In between, day after day the begin and end in the same manner as life itself.  

  You begin your day in a foggy, disoriented state.  Particularly if it’s the morning after a night of loud music, cold beer and good friends.  

  Gradually, like a toddler,  you become aware and interested in your surroundings (like after several cups of strong coffee) until you start to make plans, as an adolescent might do, about your future and all the things that are possible and achievable.

  Then, as the day/life wears on, throughout the setbacks and frustrations, you begin the process of acceptance.  Some things aren’t so important that they HAVE to be done today.  Sit back and relax and “smell the roses”, so to speak.

  Twilight finally comes and life/day begins to calm down and we decide to forget about what didn’t get done and just watch a little t.v.  

  Then it’s time for bed and, lights out..

A great weekend all in all.  Got a call from Jimbo, my very closest friend and former bass player, who now lives works in the Atlanta area.  Had a great time catching up on all the latest stuff that’s been going on since we last talked several months ago.  

Then, got home and The Notorious French Dudes arrived.  Only two;  Xavier and Julien.. Allysse couldn’t make it.  

Went to a neighbors campfire Friday night, because the French guys had yet to experience that quaint little neighborhood tradition.  

Saturday morning meant a walk down to the beach, followed by packing up all the necessary items and hauling the Seadoo to the boat club.  Neither of the guys had ever done that before, so it was great fun.  By the end of the afternoon, which was very sunny and pleasantly warm, we began referring to our guests as the French Fries.  Their skin was not accustomed to being exposed to so much sun…

Saturday night was the Big Event.  Xavier and Julien took The Sandstress (she who puts the Twang in my guitar) and I to Great Lakes Downs for an evening of laughter, beer and great music.  

The warm up band, UV Rays, plays some seriously good blues and features a 9-year-old girl who is an incredibly talented harmonica player.  She also sang a couple of blues songs, but it’s kinda hard to find it believable when a very young girl is singing a heartwrenching lyric about her man leaving.  Just the same, very entertaining.

  The featured band was called, Rod Piazzo and the Mighty Flyers.  A West Coast blues band that mixes swing music with blues.  They’ve won a lot of awards over the years and it was obvious why.  Extremely talented and they know how to put on a show.

Sunday, the French Guys returned to Detroit and Sandy and I spent the day doing typical household tasks.  Mowing and trimming the lawn, doing laundry, cleaning up around the gardens and straightening the house.

Looking back, if any of those days represents a life, it was a good life to have…..

