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Yesterday was nothing but a blur.   Too many trips to the well during the concert left too many Sam Adam’s molecules running loose in my system.   Wanted sooooo bad to do one of two things.

1. Go directly home and into bed for a long, blessed, peaceful night of sleep.

2. Go directly to the Orbit Room for a long, loud, rocking night with the BEST FREAKIN’ BAND IN NORTH AMERICA!

HIP! HIP! HIP! HIP! HIP! HIP! HIP! HIP!

Did neither..   Pulled  a shift of five long, boring, draining hours at the community center, of which I only have two more remaining before I say adios amigos, then went home and crashed on the bed with hopes that there would be no phone calls from the data center announcing some weird problem for which I would have no ready solution..

And, uninterrupted sleep is what I got.    

Today has dawned warm and sultry.   It is so hard to not like Summer in West Michigan.  Three glorious months of warm, soupy air that more than makes up for the five months of icy winds, thick snow and brutal windchills.  Looking forward to a relaxing weekend with The Sandstress, the one who puts the Kick in my Back.  

Not a lot planned.  Resources are kinda tight after all the traveling for Abby.  Who, by the way, is recovering as well as can be expected.  What is most difficult for her, at least in my opinion, is that she’s never had surgery before (except as a baby; and she can’t have a conscious memory of that experience), so she has nothing to relate the pain and discomfort to.  She has no way of knowing if what she feels is normal or not.  Every little sensation is a new experience and all she really knows is that it hurts and it’ll be great when it finally stops hurting.  No amount of talking and consoling can make it go away.  

On the up side, she is going almost eight hours between doses of pain medication. That’s a definite improvement and a testimony to her toughness.  

I hope you all have a great weekend.   HIP!HIP!HIP!HIP!   

