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  “Hey, honey, come see this..LOOKA’DAT, LOOKA’DAT, LOOKA’DAT!”  And so, she did.  And, there it was.  SNOW!  There began a cold wintry December weekend.  Except, it was early October.  What’s up with that?  So much for global warming.   Jeez….

   Well, o.k., technically it was probably more like sleet.  But, it was white, it was cold and it was an eight of an inch on everything.  The coaches might challenge the ruling but I think the ref will let the call stand.  SNOW.

  We went to a wedding on Saturday afternoon, which had originally been planned as an outdoor event.  Thank God they changed their minds.  It would have been an ugly start for the matrimonial couple.  The ceremony and reception were held at what was once a private mansion, then became a small monastery, and was now a very elegant restaurant.  I would have loved to wander off and explore the premises, but that wasn’t going to happen.  I might have gotten lost.  The place was enormous.

  Too bad we don’t have a place like that closer to home.  There is something special about dining in what had once been someone’s home.  Someone incredibly rich and could afford servants.  A parent could send their child to their room and not see them again for weeks.  

   The Sandstress, she who puts the Ram in my Ramalama-ding-dong, and I had a great time.  At least that’s what I’ve been told.  We partied hard; maybe too hard.  I spent most of Sunday on the sofa because my back was, once again, retaliating for having been subjected to too much activity.  It was either from too much dancing that resembles a severe case of a hydrophobic fit, or it was The Limbo.  Whatever it was, I am paying the price for having a good time.  

  So, I don’t want to talk anymore.  I’m just going to sit here and groan awhile.  And then go see if it snowed again.  Perfect… 

