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  Last night was a struggle.  Although, in retrospect it was mostly enjoyable.  It rained and rained, which has been a common occurrence following an episode of transplanting stuff around the yard.  I’m not kidding.

  Every time I’ve dug up something, whether it was sod for my neighbors yard or plants and shrubs in our own, the following day we received a thorough soaking rain.  It strikes me as a form of affirmation;  like, the nature gods are demonstrating their approval.  I realize I’m just deluding myself, but it’s a pleasant delusion nonetheless.

  However, despite the fact that it was a rainy evening, perfect for settling in the living room with some reading material, which is exactly what The Sandstress did, I kept finding little oddball things to do in order to keep from digging into my G-e-o-g-r-a-p-h-y textbook for the purpose of studying for my big exam today.  I made chili.  I straightened the kitchen.  I played with Daisy The Cat.  I watched some sitcom reruns.  I kept telling myself, just fifteen more minutes and I’ll start studying.

  It is a flaw in my character.  I do not like to prepare.  I have this cocky attitude that says, if I don’t already know it, then I just don’t know it.  It probably explains why I usually peak early in most of my endeavors.  

  Finally, at eight o’clock I started studying and spent a grand total of forty-five minutes reviewing all of Europe and the former Soviet Union.  

  I don’t have a hope in hell of passing this exam.  So, pray for my wretched soul and ask the nature gods if they can sprinkle a little smart dust on my head …. 

