Reader Rant 

So, It's Thursday

This is the day e-mails go back and forth and around about last night’s racing. Who did what. Who fouled and didn’t do their turns and who didn’t report one. And, who brags about telling on himself when nobody else saw what he did. This is the last Thursday this will happen for a few weeks. 

For a few months. For a lot of months. 

This is the last Thursday for an untold hell of months I won’t be looking forward to Wednesday already. This is my gate of hell. Most people consume their weeks from Monday to Sunday; some others go Sunday to Saturday. I’m of the cloth that my weeks go from Wednesday to Tuesday. Tuesday afternoon I’m making sure the house is tidied up and bills are paid and the cat litter box is clean because tomorrow, Wednesday, race day, I won’t have time. Afterall, we might need to clean the bottom of the boat. We might want to go out a bit early because it’s going to be windy (or windier than usual) and we want to test the course. Or, we might have to give a tow to somebody who is stranded otherwise. Who knows, it could be a million things. And, all those possibilities are all played out on Tuesday afternoon and night as I fall asleep to the Heavy Weather Sailing video Mickey gave me a few weeks ago. Hell, this is the foul weather sailing as far as I’m concerned. No sailing. Watching sailing. Talking about sailing and not doing the sailing. The trimming. The listening for luffing, the looking for fetch on the water. The looking around for other boats stealing our wind or heading up on us at the mark. Jerks.

If my children have something to do on Wednesday, this is the day we work on figuring out how they’ll get around because Wednesday is the only day I am unavailable for them from say 5-10 depending on how good the weenies are at the point after the race. If the Mother of the Year Committee came to my house on Wednesday, I would not win. Not a chance. I wouldn’t be there. They’d have to give the award to our dog. She’s the only bitch in the house when I’m not there. 

All day Wednesday I think about what great tacks I’ll have. I think about how I might trim the main. How I should remember to look up at the main and suggest we might bring it in; let it out. How it might be best if I just look up there and see if anybody notices and helps me figure out if the main even needs an adjustment. 

Essentially, I lose three days a week with sailthink. Sailing is my crack. I get strung out for three days a week during sailing season and now that I think it might go away for a while, I want as much of it as I can get before, shall I even speak the word, November? Good thing November’s my birthday, I wouldn’t look forward to it all. So, if my Tuesdays are no longer filled in with thinking about Wednesday and Wednesdays are not filled in with well, Wednesday and Thursdays aren’t filled in with talking about Wednesday, what will I do? 
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