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  I’m in a sullen, pissy mood today.  It’s not weather related; in fact the weather continues to be nicely summer-like.  Temps in the upper reaches of the seventies and just enough humidity to give a modest impression of a sauna.  Rain later today, though.  But, that’s o.k.  The sandy nature of our soil means that any water that falls doesn’t stick around for long.  I started the sprinklers last night, because I could definitely hear the grass making those raspy, thirsty noises.

  But, damn it, my back hurts!

  Sunday night The Sandstress, whom you’ve come to know as she who puts the Personal in my Watercraft, took the Seadoo down to the Boat Club (and doesn’t that sound sophisticated) in order for Abby to take it over to a friends house for overnight docking.  She didn’t have to work on Monday and planned a day on the water.

  I got home from work yesterday and learned that, for some unknown reason, which I sure had something to do with flooding the engine and running down the battery, she was unable to get it started.  So, The Sandstress  (the one who puts the Whirl in my ice cream) and I went to take a look.  

  And, that’s when I hurt my freakin’ back.  

In an effort to pull the boat off the beach and into deeper water so I could try and start it,  I tugged a little too hard while in an awkward position.  Voila!  Instant back pain!  Damn!

  With one ill-advised yank, I set my personal evolutionary process back a couple hundred thousand years, from Homo Erectus to HomoCrouchedOvertusWithGrimaceaurus..

  Now I know why the pictures of pre-historic man always depicted them with sour looks on their faces.  Freakin’ back pain!

  I don’t know how much longer I can even sit in this god-awful, non-ergonomic chair.  Actually, I need to get up and move around.  Now..   Gotta go…

Oh yeah, the Seadoo is fine --   damn it! 

