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I decided against wearing a sweater today even though the temptation was great given that the thermometer slipped and skidded into the upper 40s overnight.  It’s July 20th, for crissake!  I did, however, add a little heat to the truck cab in order to take the chill off on the ride to work.  

Didn’t do much last night.  Stopped by Menard’s on the way home and picked up a couple of bags of lag bolts so I could continue setting posts for the deck project.  Managed to get two more done then called it quits for the day.   I don’t know what’s up with me, but I felt myself spiraling down into a bit of a funk by the time I was ready to leave work.

It could be the weather.  It’s easy to understand the confusion and disorientation of a Rip Van Winkle when you feel like you’ve been tricked into a long sleep and suddenly awakened in the middle of October.  If it wasn’t for the fact that the flowers are still growing, the leaves are green and the grass continues to need mowing, I’d almost be convinced that that is what’s happened.

Probably what’s going on is sensing a period of transition for me.  Tonight is my final appearance at our local community center, aka Pic ‘n’ Pac.  This is the little neighborhood convenience store where I’ve put in a couple evenings a week, and occasionally a Saturday or Sunday afternoon, for the past year.  I took this little job when The Sandstress, she who puts the Pop in my Quiz, was sent to work in the Detroit area for a few months.  Having a lot of extra time on my hands, and not wanting to spend it moping around the house, I went looking for something productive to do.  Voila!  I became a pic ‘n’ packer.  

It turned out to be quite the entertaining experience.  Mindless work, but a chance to banter with old friends and make the acquaintance of new ones.  I think I’m going to miss it.

The upcoming high school reunion might also be contributing to my lousy mood.  While looking forward to seeing my former classmates, I can’t help but remember the many assurances that we would all try harder to stay in touch.  The many assurances of which not one has been fulfilled.  

It’s not hard to start dwelling on life’s failures and disappointments.  Most, if not all, being self-induced.  

Yet, as The Sandstress pointed out in a gallant attempt to perk up my spirits, “There’s still a lot of life left”.  Agreed.  I’m just not sure how much living is really left…. 

