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Okay..  Somebody slap me.. please, and make it quick.   Is Summer over?  Am I dreaming?  Jeez!  I had to put a blanket on last night and add a little heat to the workplace drive this morning.   The overnight temperature was thinking hard about scraping bottom on the low 50’s.  Everything was dripping with condensation.  I DON’T LIKE THIS ONE BIT..

Three months ago;  no, make that two, we would have been ecstatic to have 54 degrees during the nighttime.  But, not in the first week of July for crying-out-loud.  That’s kind of a strange expression, wouldn’t you say?  Makes you wonder what caused someone to coin that phrase and just what was the inspiration.   Did everyone “sob on the inside”?  “Shed tears of silence”?

Language is the most incredible of man’s inventions.  It is totally arbitrary and requires no small amount of cooperation and agreement.  Not something you find in large quantities when massive numbers of humans congregate.  But, without it, language would be nothing more than random sounds that have no purpose and make no sense.   

I think that’s called Congress?

The Abby-girl is recovering  nicely from her surgery.  Lots of pain and discomfort, but that’s to be expected when your abdomen is sliced open so that the surgeon can root around in there and rework the plumbing.  We’re still anticipating her homecoming on Saturday and have yet to encounter a reason why that won’t be so.

Daughter #4, Vicki, is busy looking for a house to buy along with her fiancé, Paul.  They’ve found one that meets their criteria.  It bears a striking resemblance to the house she grew up in.   

There’s no progress to report on the deck project.  I spent a couple hours at the community center last night, then crashed.  I’ll be glad when Abby is back home and life can begin its slow return to normal….  Normal?  That’s a foreign concept.  

Next week, The Tragically Hip come to town for two performances.  I’ll be there for one of them.  Already have a copy of their new album, “Music @ Work”, and am not disappointed.  Life is good, let’s have more of it…

Well, the coffee is brewing and the e-mail has been attended to.  With all the recent distractions and holiday-related lapses from work, my project pile at work is reaching crisis proportions.  So, chop-chop.. let’s get to it..  

