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  My back is hurting today and I can think of no reason why.  Absolutely none.  Unless it was the 87 pounds of blankets I threw on the bed last night, anticipating another night like the previous one.  It was 44 freakin’ degrees Monday morning.  44 little ticks on the thermometer was all August 21 could muster.  Both The Sandstress (who puts the electric in my blanket) and I were freezing.  

  Last night the temperature bottomed out at 63 degrees and, needless to say, we were roasting and pinned beneath the pile of blankets.  At least that’s my story and I’m sticking to it…..

  While the French guys were visiting this past weekend, Xavier needed to make a quick trip to Circuit City in order to buy mini disks for his Clandestine-Concert-Venue-Bootleg-Recording-System.  Given that he was unfamiliar with the territory, I took him there.  And, naturally, because I hadn’t visited the store in a while, and I am always curious to see what music they have in stock, I went looking at CD’s while he was getting his disks.

  To make a short story even shorter, I am enjoying the sounds of The Black Crows and Jimmy Page, Live at the Greek. 

  It is a double CD, recorded live, and features the boys doing incredible renditions of many Led Zep favorites.  I’ve always enjoyed the Crows’ style of blues, and have always admired Page’s creativeness with the guitar.  Putting them together around a great set of songs was a fabulous idea that I am enjoying immensely.

  It makes me wish I could go back out to the parking lot and sit in my truck with the seat reclined while Jimmy and the Crows are pounding through “Whole Lotta Love”.  

  Of course, it would only be for the purpose of helping my back heal…. 

