Here it is Valentine’s Day. I hope while you were out getting road salt and gas for the snowblower, you remembered to grab a card for anyone in your life who deserves one. (I guess I’m also hoping that someone is filling that position for you.)

V-Day is providing a romantic interlude for my cabin fever. I want this ugly white coating gone, right now. I want my boats in the lake, a warm, southerly wind, and a temperature that starts with a 7.

Now and then I read one of those tributes to winter. They use phrases like nature in its white serenity and fluffy, gentle blankets of snow.
Yeah, right. I’ll tell you what you can do with your white serenity. How about slush, black ice, and call-Tony-or we’ll never get up the hill?
And the skiers look for hills, the snowmobilers find open fields, and skaters wait and wonder just how thick is thick enough, a thought shared by local ice fishermen.
I hope I don’t offend that last group, but I’m afraid when it comes to fishing through ice, I just don’t get it. I love cruising the shoreline for lunker bass, nestling my plastic worm just onto the fallen log and ever-so-carefully crawling it off, waiting for the little twitch-and-pull that tells me I’ve got a customer.

I don’t love dropping a nightcrawler through a one-foot hole and sitting on a bucket until a winter-drugged fish shakes off its semi-hibernation and half-heartedly swallows.
Especially when my butt is cold, and my ears are tuned for the sound of cracking ice.
Put another way, getting skunked in summer is almost as good as catching fish, whereas catching fish in winter is only a little better than getting skunked.

So, like most of you, I’m doing my winter things—doling out birdseed, plowing the driveway, watching The Golf Channel, maintaining the tackle and golf clubs…and most of all waiting. 
On another topic—there’s some heavy equipment on the dam, doing some scooping and pushing. Has the dam project begun? I’ll have to call around and find out.
After I polish my seven-iron and put some Trilene on the reels.
