I am just sitting here doing nothing. Nada. Blank. I knew I was going to be stranded for a whole day today so I brought along my amazingly slow laptop.  Figured I’d catch up a little and update my webpage.  Silly me.  The internet is down and now I am resorting to trying to write my journal directly on my laptop.

Everyone has a writing ritual that works for them.  I write pen to yellow legal tablet, all caps.  Songwriting habit, easier to read when it’s taped to a mike stand. I have a lot of old pieces of paper that have duct tape across the top.  In a pinch I use envelopes, post its, pencil or magic marker.  I never use a computer.  It is really, really hard to duct tape a computer to a mike stand.

But here I am, stranded for eight hours trying to make friends with my retarded laptop.  When Tina and I bought it, it was already on sale as obsolete.  We figured that we barely needed one so we should barely pay for one.  Got it dirt cheap.  That was years ago.  Trust me, computers don’t get better with age.  

And apparently, I can’t write on one.  I am a big fan of automatic writing.  Get a running start and just keep writing.  There is usually something in my brain that subconsciously needs to come out and as I write, I find myself basically dictating to the paper.  Happens almost every time, songwriting or journal.

But not today.  Not today.

