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The song goes, “Rainy Days and Mondays always bring me down”.  A warm weekend followed by a rainy, cool Monday.  The forecast for the week --  rainy and cool.  A perfect prescription for a dank, dark mood.  

But, no.  This week is actually starting off on a really high note.  The Sandstress received the phone call she was hoping for and wish didn’t come on Friday causing her no small measure of disappointment.  She got offered the job upon which her heart was set (notice the correct grammatical construction) and will remove her from the ranks of  “temporary” office employment.  Which, no doubt, you probably realize could be a fine title for a Country Western song --  “(I’ve been) Removed From the Ranks of Temporary Office Employment.”

Not only that but, the new Tragically Hip CD (Music @ Work) will be in stores this week.  Don’t even get me started on them;  possible the finest rock group currently on the planet.  They’ve been the favorite sons of Canada for nearly ten years and have yet to be appreciated for their talent and creativity here in the States.  Not that that is so surprising given the musical dreck that seems to have garnered all the attention here in the States in recent years.  

Anyway, The Hip are great and I’ve been looking forward to this new release.  Also, they will be in Grand Rapids next month and The Sandstress already have our tickets.  So there!

I just realized I have five, count ‘em FIVE, timepieces in my office.  My office is about the size of a common closet, so five clocks seems kind of excessive.  Especially for one who really doesn’t give too much of a damn about what time it is…How did this happen?

I’ve heard all the tired cliches’ about “everybody has an equal amount of time”, “successful people use time wisely”, “there’s no time like the present”, “we’ll sell no wine before its time”, et al, ad nauseum.  Frankly, I’ve just never wanted to have my life ruled by some arbitrary delineation of the earths rotation.  But, I think clocks are kinda cool.  

I have this big old round clock on my office wall.  Very much like the type you see in old schools.  I thought it was appropriate.  

I have a time display in the upper right-hand corner of my computer monitor.

I have a Y2K Countdown clock, which was a gift from one of our software vendors.  It just shows the normal date and time now that Y2K has come and gone. I was really hoping the clock would fail at the moment of truth.  But, no.  So, it’s sits on the computer table behind me.  

I have this nifty little clock/calendar device which was received from Time Magazine as a “Thank You” for renewing our subscription.  It beeps and flashes and is a geeks delight.  It also sits on the desk (but will probably end up in my briefcase.

I have my Mickey Mouse Wristwatch, purchased while at Disney World earlier this year.  I never look at it, but feel naked if I forget to put it on in the morning.  

Strange.  I have a time-keeping device for every five square feet of office space.  And, none of them have the same time..   I don’t even want to consider how many things display the time at home.

Why this fascination with time?  If you have the time to stop and think about it, you begin to see time as the most limiting, restrictive, controlling concept ever devised by the mind of man.  Seconds, minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, years, decades, lifetimes..  Everything, and I mean EVERYTHING revolves around slices of the earths rotation and orbit --   time -- and we are the only living creature to give a damn about keeping track of it.  

I’m going to take a few days vacation later this month and, when I do, I will attempt to completely eliminate the concept of time from that period of time….Yikes!  Can it even be done?  We’ll see, but I doubt it..

I absolutely cannot think of one freakin’ interesting thing that occurred last night.  Nothing! Zip! Zero! Nada!  It must be the weather.  So humid it literally dampens the spirit.  So, I won’t dwell on it except to say the air is so thick and wet the Emergency Preparedness Agency is issuing scuba equipment for anyone who has to go outdoors.  Well, almost.

Work was, well, you know, work.  Nothing worth mentioning there.

Today is more of the same kind of dank, dank weather, with rain included just in case there is the remote possibility that something tries to dry out.  Such as my towel.  I hate trying to dry off in the morning with a towel that is still wringing wet from the previous morning.  But, I’m also very reluctant to load up the laundry room with wet towels.  Caught between a shower and a wet place, so to speak.

Abby has her birthday today.  Nineteen.  The Sandstress purchased a TCBY cake, so I have that to look forward to this evening.  

I did remember to buy a Father’s Day card, which always makes me feel better.  

Note to self:  Sign the card and put it in the mail today.

So, things could be worse, and probably will be.  Severe storms on the way later tonight and tomorrow.  Just what we need; a big ‘ol gully-washer when the gullys can stand no more a-washing.

Hmm.  No doubt you’ve already noted that there could be a great title for a Country Western tune in that last sentence…

