 May 30-Tuesday

Pretty crappy Memorial Day weekend.  Rain, dreary, rain, drearier.  That was Saturday and Sunday.  So, the Sandstress brought home six movies and lots and lots of junk food.  An orgy for the senses..

“The Big Lebowski” and “Playing God” are now on my list of favorite movies along with “Two Days In The Valley”.   They’ll stay there for at most two weeks.  Most movies I’ll forget having seen with 48 hours of viewing.  The really good ones will stick for a couple of weeks.  I’ve pretty much given up going to the movie rental store on my own.  Too many times I’ve come home with movies that Sandy’ll point out I’ve already seen and didn’t like.  I envy her memory and ability to recall.

Monday was decent.  Yet, how do you try and fit three days worth of plans into one?  Can’t be done, so it’s best to let the time go by without regret.  Although, I was full of regret Monday evening when I thought about all I wanted to get done and didn’t.  Oh well.  Spent the evening at the Community Center.  It was fun, but makes for a short night before starting another work week.

All in all, a good weekend.  Sometimes it’s best to just let time slide by unstructured without having to fill every waking minute with tasks and to-dos.  Sitting with the wife, watching movies and eating snacks..  not a bad way to spend a couple of days.   Let it rain..   Nature needs a drink.

 Trying to get the machinery working after a three day weekend is a major chore.  Almost takes all my energy just to get up, shower,  shave, drive to work, turn on the computer and get the coffee brewing.  I’m pretty fortunate, though.  I’ve got a great group of suitemates..

Mike, the Big Mick, occupies the office directly across the hall from mine.  Great guy, big as a house, with a terrific sense of humor.  

Al, the cerebral one.  Another great wit and always seems to know something interesting about nearly everything.

John, the only real computer guy in the bunch.

The biggest fear in writing, well, for that matter, this is true for any form of communication, but in writing it’s that once you’ve written something down, committed it to paper, it’s there for everyone to see, to dispute, to critique, to ridicule.  You can’t take it back.  Although, in writing you have the opportunity to consider your words, rework the thought, soften points, etc., all of which is seldom done in general conversation.  Emotion rules the tongue.  Yet, when you write something, you have no idea how it will be read.  Each of us brings our personal biases and perceptions to the act of reading that do not exist for the writer.  

In a verbal conversation, the interplay is essential to reaching honest understanding.  Misconceptions and misunderstanding can be addressed if everyone is an active part of the conversation.  Writing is solitary.  So is reading.  A conversation held in separate rooms..   Odd.  I may never be a good writer, but I’ll always be a worse conversationalist.

Anyway, the purpose of “Picking Up Sticks” is honesty.  This will never be a polished piece of prose.  Just my personal, no-holds-barred, gathering of thoughts and impressions of the day.  

Good News!..  Sandy got home from taking her daughter Abby to the clinic for urological tests.  Something left over from babyhood is causing her discomfort.  Another test on Friday, then a sitdown with the doc on Monday to find out what they’ll do about it.  O.k., I suppose that is not altogether good news.  But, better than going through all the doctor business just to get a shrug of the shoulders and a “I dunno”.

Not much else to report from the evening.  Watched “End of Days”, the Arnold movie about the end of days.  The classic struggle of good against evil.  Literally.  Check out your bible for the rest of the plot line.

Today has dawned with thick clouds, muggy temperatures and the threat of more rain.  It should be another day of excessive mosquito hunger.  I don’t care.  I’d rather be in weather that makes me hot, sweaty, lethargic mosquito food than so cold I can’t feel anything in my extremities.  I know there should be a middle ground somewhere but, this IS Michigan..

Coffee is brewing, e-mail has been checked and the Rock and Roll Jeopardy question sent forth.  Time to get to work.   

Jody’s b-day today.  I wonder what kind of treat she brought in….    

