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  Recently, my older brother Jim was featured in a newspaper article sent to me by alert reader Mom.  It was on the front page of the “Outdoors” section, with a nice, full-color picture of Jim squatting down next to his camper.  The caption indicated he was checking levelness, but I couldn’t be sure.

  What struck me the most, though, was seeing how physically well-conditioned he appeared in contrast to how I remember him while growing up.  He was, throughout high school, and without a doubt a very very large boy.  He tipped the scales at over 200 pounds and was a fearsome lineman for the football team.  In those days, having a 200 pound person on a high school offensive line was like putting a jersey and shoulder pads on a Buick and running every play to that side.

Quarterback:   “Snap on Two..  I’ll give it to Fred and Fred will grab onto Jim’s rear bumper.    Jim, keep the motor running.”

Jim:     “Vroom.   Vroom.”

Had a few peeks at the sun during the evening hours.  Tentative, reluctant , shy.  Just enough to glow to remind us that it was still there and would come out when it got over its bashfulness.   Was able to sit on the deck for awhile and watch the mosquitoes gather around the citronella feast.

It is my earnest opinion that citronella products are cruel hoax perpetrated by the coalition of mosquito warlords which I have bought into.  I have citronella torches and candles all over the deck, but swear I see little groups of mosquitoes gathering around the torch fuel reservoir, raising their little goblets of citronella juice, and planning their next attack.

Such a shame.  We wait five months for a few weeks of balmy summer weather, when we can be outdoors in shorts and shortsleeves, only to have it spoiled by stupid little blood-sucking pests --  and I’m sure you already see the beginning of a fine Country Western song in that sentence.

Celebrated Abby’s birthday.  Just some cake and conversation.   Great conversation and even greater cake.  I indulged myself with a second piece and immediately regretted it as I saw the newspaper article attached to the refrigerator and thought, at this rate I’ll be the Buick in the family..

