Well, this weekend I did two things that I have never done before in my life. How's that for an exciting start to an entry. Unfortunately, you may feel that the introduction was deceptive after you read them.

First, I went to the post office on Saturday to drop off a letter (no, going to the post office is not the thing that I had never done before, that part is going to come later). Since I already had the postage on it and therefore just needed to run in and drop it off, I left the car running and ran inside. This is not as irresponsible as it sounds since the drop box is just inside the glass doors, so the car is pretty much in plain sight the whole time anyway. When I got back into the car I noticed that instead of the typical "ding-ding-ding'" sound that it usually makes when the keys are in the ignition and the door is open, it made a solid "beeeeeeeeep" sound. 'Odd' I thought, ' I wonder why my car is making that sound.' But since it stopped when I shut the door and shifted into reverse, I brushed it off as irrelevant. As I turned my head around to look out the back window and back up, two things became very clear. First, the different sound was in fact incredibly relevant because it should have been a clear indicator of the second thing...that I was not actually in MY car. As I quickly shifted back into park the owner of the car I was attempting to inadvertently steal came walking out of the post office. The ensuing conversation made me very glad that either a) I am intimidating enough that the middle aged lady decided not to get angry at me when I explained my act of apparent idiocy, or b) that there is at least one middle aged lady out there nice enough to not get mad at people for attempting to steal her car as long as they don't actually get it out of the parking lot. In my defense, I would point out that the car was roughly the same color as my car, and, as I noted in the clear afternoon sunshine, also had the same basic shape...that is, it war car shaped. How much difference is there really between a Honda Accord, and a Pontiac Grand Prix? And really who notices whether or not the car they are getting into has back doors? Or Hawaiian print seat covers? Or kukui nut leis hanging from the rear view mirror? OK, so there really in not a decent defense to make in this particular instance. I guess getting into my own car now fall into the same general category as filling up at the gas station and using the drive through at the bank--tasks I congratulate myself for successfully accomplishing without some unbelievable lapse of memory or attention.

Mercifully, the powers that be balanced out the day with something good that I have never done before. In our football game Saturday night, as the result of a less than perfect snap on an attempted field goal, I through my first pass in a real football game (as in with pads and real referees and all that stuff). Fortunately, it was caught in the end zone for a score. After that last story I should clarify by adding that my pass was in fact caught by an eligible receiver on our team and I did throw it into the correct end zone. Unfortunately, I didn't get to see the glorious moment of reception, since my view was blocked by the rather large defensive lineman who was at that point on top of my soon to be sore ribs.
