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  A white, white world.  You can almost imagine Mother Nature sitting in her rocking chair, knitting an enormous afghan, when suddenly she is reminded that November is slipping away and she has yet to dump a load of snow on us Midwesterners.  So, in order to rectify that situation, she brings it on in truckloads.  And, just to make it interesting, she orders up an accompaniment of howling, blistering, buns-numbing wind.

And that, in a nutshell, was the weekend; plus, it’s not over yet.  We could have as much as a foot of snow before this little reminder of what’s ahead is done.

So, I took Friday off and spent most of it indoors with a book while the snow blew by the bay window.  Other than a couple of quick trips to the store to pick up a few things we’d need for our upcoming Thanksgiving Feast, that’s how the whole weekend was spent.  I’m not complaining a bit.

Nothing in particular to whine about, except for the wind.  Ever since the Big Blow of a couple years ago, we all get a little uneasy when the wind begins to howl as if it’s just letting us know that we could easily be swept away with one punchy gust.  Helps keep things in perspective.  

Just to add a little interest to the weather wonder, last night, between snow squalls and screeching gusts, a flash of lightning and a roll of thunder accented the night sky.  Is Mother Nature getting senile?  

The big Food and Football holiday is coming up and I’m looking forward to it.  It’s looking like all the kids who live in the region will be joining us to give thanks and praise.  

I think Thanksgiving is my favorite holiday.  It is a celebration of the human spirit without the often heavy-handedness of religion.  Sure, we are giving thanks and that includes the divine spirit which put this all in motion.  But, it is through and for each other that we are grateful.  It moves me….

