110100  (Looks like binary code)

  There ought to be a freakin’ law.  Just oughta..  A beautiful morning, traffic is light and moving right along at 7:20 when, naturally, a pickup truck towing a grain wagon pulls onto the road and proceeds to chug along at 30 miles per hour in a 55 zone just as oncoming traffic begins to thicken.   So, no chance to pass;  gotta just trudge along behind and try to not bury my bumper into the back of his wagon.  It was impossible to not feel the stirrings of road rage begin to bubble to the surface.  Not just me, but the whole damn line of traffic that queued up behind me.  

  Some people…Jeez!

  But, hey, how ‘bout this weather?  I can’t remember a more pleasant evening for Halloween activities.  Yet, given that we only had twelve kids come Trick or Treating, it seemed a shame to waste any more time sitting around the house waiting for another batch of ghosts and goblins to show up.

  So, we blew out the pumpkin candle, turned off the lights, grabbed an icy cold grain-based beverage and a pocket full of candy bars, then walked over to the house of The Phee People to sit with them on the porch and handout candy at the passing children.  By the time the evening was drawing to a close, most of our corner of the neighborhood had joined us, kids and all, to talk and reminisce about Halloweens gone by.

  A wonderful evening to say the least.    

