102300

  I got my wish.  I got my wish.  And, if anyone even thinks about suggesting that this wasn’t the finest weekend of the whole year, well, in the immortal words of a doped up, loser character played by Brad Pitt in some movie I can’t recall, “Don’t be condescending me.  I’ll kill ya.” 

 It was a weekend in which I spent twenty-eight of the available twenty-four hours of daylight outdoors.

And I was begging for more.   

Saturday started with our annual trip to the Farmer’s Market for pumpkins and other assorted Fall goodies.  It’s a fun place to go, although the location is a bit bizarre.  It’s adjacent to the downtown area and in the shadow of one of Muskegon’s version of the Projects; those high-rise file cabinets for people who’d rather, through choice or circumstance, become property of the State than make their own way.  Needless to say, but I’ll say it anyway, one tends to keep one eye on the vehicle while perusing the apples, tomatoes, brussel sprouts and cauliflower.  

Saturday night was campfire night.  A perfect night for a little recreational fire;  no breeze, lots of stars and good conversation.  No better way to conclude a perfect day.

Sunday was more of the same, with the exception of the trip to the Farmer’s Market and campfire.  I do believe I have completed all the de-thatching and plant relocationing that was on the agenda for this Fall.  I even managed one more pass of the lawn to collect the current crop of leaves.  By Sunday evening I was able to relax with a beer and look out upon Reisterer Ranch and say, “Don’t be condescending me.   I’ll kill ya.”

**

  I’m pretty sure I don’t like this haircut, even though The Sandstress (God love her) says it looks really good.  To me, it has the distinct appearance of one who has stuck a screwdriver into the electrical outlet while showering.  I’ve got hair standing straight up all over my head.  It looks like my hair exploded.

  Not much I can do about now.  Like the old carpenter’s adage, “I keep cutting it but it’s still too short”.  Nothing to do but relax and let it go, er, grow..

**

Big week ahead.  Lots of changed in my work world, plus a big G-e-o-g-r-a-p-h-y exam tomorrow.  Wish me well….I’m wishing it right back at ya….    

