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  At 4:00 a.m. I’m thrashing around in bed asking myself “Why Can’t I Sleep?”  Simple answer;  I’ve got this mega-zillion candlepower light beam shining in my face.  So, I reach for the control wand of the vertical blind in order to reverse the angle and, oh goodie-goodie,  it  comes off in my hand.   By now, both Daisy The Cat and The Sandstress are beginning to get a little perturbed with my nocturnal activities and I’m fully awake.   

  So, I do the logical thing.  I get up.  Start the coffee, shave, shower, get dressed, return to the kitchen considerably more relaxed.  It’s now 4:20.  Now what?  Go back to bed?  Sounds real inviting, but there’s a fresh pot of coffee and I’ll be damned if I’ll waste that.

  So, pour a cup and step outside to suck on a heater, gaze upon the stars, hurl insults at the moon and restart my central nervous system with a hearty breakfast of caffeine and nicotine.  Two cups of coffee later I’m looking at my watch to see it is only 5:10.  Now what?  I can hang around the house until I get so jangled from coffee that I can no longer maintain silence, or I can just go to work.

  There’s an opportunistic thought.  I can leave now, have the road to myself and be at my desk solving all of IT’s problems before anyone else arrives.  

  Didn’t quite work out that way.  It’s really disappointing to think you’re up and starting the day ahead of everyone else only to discover there are just as many people clogging up the roads at six o’clock in the morning as there are at seven.  It’s enough to make me think that I a worthless slacker for having a normal start time of seven-thirty.  Where are all these people going?  Did they all get a moonbeam interrogation at four a.m.? 

  So, now I’m sitting at my desk, totally tired, and wishing I could just crawl back into bed.  

  It’s at least fourteen more hours until that can happen….        

