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Look Out!  I’m Hot!  I’ve got a million of ‘em..

A million what?

Vague observations, pointless conclusions and the typical male-oriented dreck and drivel you’ve come to expect…

Grrr..  At 3:30 in the morning the phone rings.   A job has failed at the data center and it’s one of those that fall under my supervision.  Not that I know beans about it.  It’s part of some new assignments that were handed out a while back.   

Just what I wanted on the night before THE BIG EVENT!  

The really sad part is that I was already awake when the phone rang.  I just COULD NOT SLEEP.  The stupid ceiling fan had decided to treat us to the most UNRYTHMIC CLICKING sound that was slowly driving me nuts.   CLICK..pause..CLICK CLICK..pause pause CLICK CLICK..pause.CLICKCLICKCLICK..pause pause pause.CLICK CLICK.  

Finally, I decided to shut the thing off knowing full well that The Sandstress (you know her as she who puts the High in my Humidity) would probably wake up in less than three minutes due to getting too warm.  

I had to take that chance.  Then the phone rang and we were now both up.   Fortunately, it take too long to put the problem to rest.  Sandy got back sleep fairly quickly without the ceiling fan.  And, about the time the birds start welcoming the dawn, I finally fell asleep.

Note to self:  remember to hunt for the remains of the alarm clock that is probably still huddled in fear somewhere in the bedroom.

Tonight, THE TRAGICALLY HIP come to town.  I will be there along with The Sandstress probably feeling way out of place amongst the Gen XYZers and Canucks that will make up the bulk of the crowd.  But, WHO CARES?  I’ve waited five years for a chance to see these guys perform live and I’ll be lovin’ every minute of it.   

A full report tomorrow…..  

