
My malady falls on me like a 
ton of bricks at about the same 
time each year (usually about 
three weeks after vernal equi- 
nox). I sit at my desk with a 
glazed faraway look in my eye. 
I’m crabby With the office boy, 
short tempered with the secre- 
tary and I kick the elevator oper- 
ator in the shins. The cloud nine 
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