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  It’s Monday, and you know what that means;  brain-catatonia.  Even though I thoroughly enjoy my job, on Mondays it is extremely difficult to warm up to the tools of the trade;  the confuser;  the moochine..   It’s the same routine as every other workday, but Monday’s have an air of futility to them.  It’s like being at the bottom of a long, steep hill, with nothing but a ratty old Huffy bike to carry me to the top.  I know I’ll get there eventually, but it’s a long slow pedal against the force of gravity before I can relax again.  But, hey, everyone goes through the same thing so, QMB…

Manomanomanomanoman --  myomyomy… what a perfect weekend.  Words cannot describe what a grand weekend it was, but I’ll try.  Inspirationable..  euphoricious..  spectacicle…  fantacular..  fabuliric..

Blue sky with a few fluffy clouds for affect.  Temps in the upper seventies.   Without question, the best weekend of the year so far.  More to come; of that I am confident.

Friday evening was spent tending to a few little odds and ends in the yard until the sun began to slowly wind its way to Asia.  Then started up a campfire and relaxed with the Sandstress  (she who puts the medium in my salsa)  ate snack food, drank hard lemonade (which is, without a doubt, the best new idea in adult beverages in decades) and talked about the week past and the weekend to come.  Watched the moon come up and went to bed.

Saturday we got up early and sat on the deck drinking coffee and trying to get the hard lemonade residue out of our brains.  Finally did and set to finishing the many little projects that we’ve been unable to complete due to the vagaries and disappointments of the weather.  

Sunday morning found us again on the deck with coffee and newspaper.  Beautiful day.  Fathers Day.

  Spent the day fielding phone calls and getting visits from children of the step and unstep variety.  Called my Dad.  Had wonderful and heart-warming conversations throughout the day.  Bought a wiffle ball and bat in anticipation of an upcoming visit from my son and two year old grandson.  

  The kind of day that makes one glad to be a dad.

I couldn’t help but think, though, that there must be countless dads out there who never experience the joy of  a phone call or visit from their kids.  Forgotten dads.  Abandoned dads.  Missing dads.  Shunned dads.  Despised dads.  Many are getting what they probably deserve because of un-dadlike behavior.  But, I have no doubt that too many of those who watch as Fathers Day passes without the ring of the phone or knock on the door are left alone through no fault of their own.  

I count my blessings that my kids either love me or have forgiven me enough to take time out of their busy lives to say “Thanks Dad, I love you”.   Just five little words that are strong enough to lift the weight of the world of an old man’s shoulders.

  Thanks, kids.   I love you too…

