RAMBLING AND WRITING 
         A really, really crappy writing day.  Can’t get my mind settled, so what’s new.  At my age, I really like reminiscing most about being young, with lots of vim, vigor, and vitality.  No aches, pains and only stomach aches cuz I ate too many chocolates or ice cream or drank too much soda pop.  When, at nine years of age, I was the marble champion of my neighborhood and thought nothing of getting down on my knees in the dirt to shoot those marbles.  Heck, now if I get down on my knees, I must have someone help me get up or I just lie on the floor.
When Patricia reminded us about Anne Lamott’s comment about clutter and how it’s ok.  I’m reminded of one of my favorite expressions ‘I’m a piles not files person.’ and then also about a plaque one of my daughters-in-law gave me years ago when she liked me and was trying to please me and make me feel comfortable about my house not being real orderly like her mother’s. It stated, “Dull women have immaculate houses.” 
