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  As most of you know, based on experiencing numerous parades, public ceremonies featuring top artists of stage and screen, speeches by notable political candidates, as well as the catered luncheons provided within your own place of business, Wednesday was “National IT Appreciation Day”.  I kid you not.  Sometime around 3 in the afternoon, I received an e-mail from a colleague who had gotten an e-mail from someone at the university library.  Right there in Chase’s Calendar of Events was the official designation.  

I am so proud to be a member of such a prestigious group that is entitled to its own day of national recognition.  Judging from the response I personally experienced, National IT Appreciation Day ranks right up there in national awareness as National Goatherders and Silkworm Farmers Appreciation Day.
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  It’s Monday, and the tail end of last week was not the most enjoyable.  (Just to keep the record straight, the entry above was done on Wednesday in anticipation of being at work on Friday.)  (Oh well, I never said this would be a timely journal;  just honest.)

  Wednesday night was all about trading in the Mustang for a GMC Envoy.   This was The Sandstress’s (who you know as the lady who puts the pedal to my metal) desire.  The Mustang was a pretty car, but nothing she could, try as she did, fall in love with.

 But, whoo-boy, the Envoy is one sweet motoring machine.  The same size as a Jimmy, but decked out to the nines.  This is like the going-to-the-opera version of a SUV.  Nice just doesn’t do it justice.  On the downside, the list price when new is about half of what I paid for our house.  That doesn’t necessarily say a lot about our house, but it does say a lot about the Envoy.  My only disappointment was that it didn’t come with its own garage.  

So, anyway, that was good and I enjoyed seeing Sandy happy with what she had to drive.  And, so, drive we did.

Thursday and Friday were spent trucking back and forth to Ann Arbor, where Sandy’s daughter Abby was meeting with a Urologist for the pupose of a second opinion regarding certain plumbing problems, if you get my drift.

I’m not going to bore you with all the details, but we are anticipating a call today with the date and time of the surgical appointment.   

It’s difficult, to say the least, to watch a young female endure all this poking and prodding in such a private area, when all she wants to do is enjoy her summer, work her job and prepare for going back to college in the fall.  This will probably go down in her history as the Summer in Hell..

The weekend was warm and oh, so humid..   No complaints here.  This is my kind of weather along the lakeshore.  Film at eleven..

