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  Last night I ended up wallowing in the depths of funkitis.  And it’s all because of trying to have a lawn that brings pleasure to my eyes.  Unfortunately, that is utterly impossible when mowing.

  The Sandstress, who puts the Turf in my Builder, and I get lots of compliments on our yard and garden, and we do appreciate hearing them.  Yet lately, whenever I mow the lawn,  I feel like I’m fighting a losing battle against weeds, crabgrass, ants and those nasty, vigorous, leafy things I think are called wood ivy.  Some days, and yesterday was one of them, I get so unhappy about the condition of the yard I don’t even want visitors unless it is well after dark.

  Speaking of which, well after dark seems to be getting here faster and faster.  I barely got the lawn mowed last night before it had become too dim to see.  Which, given the circumstances, would probably have been a good thing.

  Anyway, I’m over it.  And, the lawn does look nice when your not actually on it.   “Curb appeal”, I think they call it.

  I just realized this morning that this will be the last of the “Sticks” for a few days.  Tomorrow I am off due to wanting to get an early start for Mendon and the wedding rehearsal.  Then, there’s the long holiday weekend featuring Paul and Vicki’s wedding on Saturday.  Ryan and Hannah warned us they were going to spend the holiday in Muskegon with some friends, so they’ll probably be around Sunday and Monday at least part of the time.  

  Next week I won’t be in the office until Friday, because of this old dog being taught some new tricks at a training center in Grand Rapids.  

  By the time I return to this computer-in-a-box (my office), eight days will have passed and there’ll be lots to tell.  That is, of course, assuming I can remember any of it.

  Have a great holiday weekend and a safe one, too….(
