It was a hot and sticky day, and I felt it from the top of my scalp to the tips of my toes.  As I worked on the garden planting rose bushes, there was not a square inch of skin that was not wet.  Man, I wished the sweat would evaporate – it sure would make me feel cooler!

It was so hot that the glass I had filled with ice about ½ an hour ago had already completely melted.  I guess next time I should take a water bottle, fill it ¾ full, and freeze it.  That would probably last a little longer.

As I reached for the glass and was picking it up, it slipped out of my hand.  I hadn’t expected it to be so wet and slippery, but that happens when it is humid – water condenses on the sides of cold objects.  

The glass fell onto the sidewalk next to the garden.  Luckily the glass did not break, but that was the end of my cool water.  My girls came over when they heard the glass fall and asked if daddy had broken a glass.  I told them everything was okay and they went back to playing on the swing set.

At least there was only one bush left to plant.  Then I would be done.

As I finished planting the last bush and told the girls to get ready to go back inside, they came over to see how pretty the roses were.  Grace noticed that all the water that I had spilt on the sidewalk was gone. “Where did it go, daddy?” was the question. “It dried up and went into the air” I said – after all how do you explain evaporation to a 3 year old better than that?

As I went inside I hoped that it would rain soon.  That would help the roses and hopefully drop the humidity.  Besides, I really didn’t want to have to cut the grass today!

