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  Last night the Old Fisherman’s Boat of Weather was scraping bottom on the sandbar of the Forties.   (Oh, such eloquence of language!) We’ve just turned the corner and on the first block of Fall and it’s already feeling like November.  As much as I want to resist the temptation, it may just be time to have a discussion with The Sandstress (the one who puts the Forced in my Air Furnace) about the comfort and convenience of central heating, but only when it’s used.

  I’m not one to squander precious and expensive fuel resources, but when Daisy the cat is burrowing into the blankets next to me as if a blizzard is raging in the next room, it just might be time to take some action.  

But, first things first.  

  Although I’m grateful that she no longer feels the need for the ceiling fan at night, I hope I can convince her that she doesn’t need her window open either.  

We’ll see how far I get with that..

  Yesterday was a bit worrisome for The Sandstress due to Abby being summoned back to University Hospital in Ann Arbor for another check-up.  She is still experiencing some difficulties with the plumbing since her surgery, so the doc decided it was time to take another look.  

  The result:  another surgery may be required.  

Poor kid.  She would like to just have this whole thing done with and I can’t blame her.  At such a young age, she’s had her private area on display and under scrutiny more often and by more people than your average porn star.   Not exactly how one wants to be viewed.. 

  We’re all hoping it can be handled via the “scope” method.  Otherwise, she’s looking at a surgical procedure that may be more extensive and risky than the one she had last Summer…

Poor kid…

