Blah-Chasing
It’s like the whole area is hibernating. I went a month without updating. No one is sending me anything about cool things going on. I saw two people ice fishing on the big lake, but didn’t get a picture. Can’t shoot video for my Lakes Project. Can’t play golf, either.

Ho-HUM! I’ll presume to speak for everyone when I say: it’s time to get off the dime. Let’s do some BLAHS-chasing. 

So…here’s my attempt at spirit-lifting: Punxsutawney Phil spoke for Pennsylvania; Woodstock Willie for my former home. The heck with ‘em. Our own Goose Island Gertie saw no shadow. Get ready to bring the pontoon back, Buell’s!

My tripled-up bird feeder, named the William L. Hesh Bird Feeding Station after a favorite uncle (see Chris’s Column 3: Wee-Ma-Birds), is attracting a colorful mix of fowl, necessitating four refills a week. What would they do without me?
Whatever one’s politics, there’s a national optimism going on. For a brief, shining moment, partisan sniping is on hold, and it feels like there’s a same side we could all be on.

Oh, I know it’s temporary. It feels nice, though doesn’t it?

I didn’t really care about either Super Bowl team, but wasn’t that a game? And Bruce and the Band made me forget about Janet Jackson’s big Oopsie a few years back. Jennifer Hudson’s rendition of the Anthem showed us that she’s getting past her troubles, as we all must do.

It’s coming. Just a few weeks. The air will warm, the ice will melt. We’ll hear motors, and they won’t be snowblowers. We’ll wave from our boats or our windows or our patio furniture and remember what it was about this place that made us check the real estate listings.
C’mon, Spring!

