091900

  Just in case you hadn’t noticed, recent STICKS have been of the sucko variety.  Lifeless.  Droll.  Uninspired.  Hardly worth the cyber air they are printed on.  It seems like I haven’t had an amusing thought or an introspective revelation in weeks (some would say “ever”, but that’s just them).  I can’t put my finger on it, but suspect it has a lot to do with the intensity and chaos associated with big projects, class requirements and the inevitable downtime associated with having just passed through an exceptionally busy and stressful time.   

 There.  I feel better now that I’ve completed making excuses for the lack of interesting STICKS.  And, speaking of sticks, The Sandstress (the one who puts the camp in my fire) and I have been picking up bunches of them in the yard lately.  Lots of wind rocking the trees in advance of what will probably be the biggest cold wave since last March.  We filled up the fire pit on Sunday, then had a campfire that evening.  But, a quick look at the yard this morning indicates another pile of fodder awaits collecting.

  It is hard to believe there are any branches at all left on the trees.  

  Today, being the day that it is, marks the anniversary of the birth of my eldest daughter, Sonja.  She is such a sweetheart.  So intelligent, hard working, and enthusiastically full of a zest for life.  I couldn’t be there when she was born due to my obligation to serve in Vietnam in order to make the nation safe for democracy, freedom and cheap electronics from Asia.  So, I didn’t get a chance to personally welcome her into the world like I was able to do for her siblings.    But, I welcomed her just the same and hope she knows how happy I’ve been with her being a part of my world.

Happy Birthday, Sonja…  I love you….

