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Did you know there are no used llamas for sale on Kijiji? No Alpacas 
either. Go figure.   
  
I’m in the market for a llama after reading an article about a farm in 
Minnesota that offers “hugging sessions” with these “lovable and 
woolly creatures”. It’s become a Covid-stress-reducing-thing to book 
a 15-minute time slot to hug these animals. Not sure how the llamas 
feel about the snuggling but, with the exception of the odd strained 
neck, they seem ok with it and haven’t bitten or spit on too many 
people.  
  
It’s a strange world down there and might explain why Minnesota was 
the setting for the movie “Fargo”.  
  
According to the article I read, the llama owners are making a fortune 
and I want to get into the game before everyone else beats me to it. 
As I interpret the municipal bylaws of Thornbury, they say I can’t keep 
chickens in my backyard but nothing is specifically said about llamas. 
  
I’m also exploring the availability of other huggable-critters and called 
TVO to ask whether “Polkaroo” might be looking for work. Frankly, 
that creature has always creeped me out, but it is around the right 
size and it probably smells better than a llama too.      
  
This is getting seriously weird as the year of the Covid drags on and 
on.  
  
Llamas are only the next item on the list of things that are in 
increasingly short supply during this pandemic. I see “patience” has 
been added to the list too. 
  
The peace-and-groovy-love-in-mood we experienced last spring and 
celebrated with painted rocks and “We Support…” signs has not 
overwintered all that well. 
  



Last spring the clarion cry was “one for all and all for one” but it’s 
been a hard and costly winter for many and it feels like we take two 
steps forward and three back. There’s a grumpiness, along with 
spring, in the air these days.   
  
Now, as we wait our turn for a vaccine, we are getting toilet-paper 
surly again. This pandemic has to be somebody’s fault…doesn’t 
it?        
  
Last week one of the owners of the Antler Kitchen and Bar in Toronto 
sent Premier Doug Ford a bill for four hundred and thirty one dollars 
to cover the cost of two opened kegs of beer. They were going to 
serve the beer on the restaurant patio but now the patio is closed and 
the beer is going to spoil in the kegs. They must have some pretty 
unimaginative employees without friends who can’t think of a good 
way to get rid of two kegs of fresh beer.   
  
Following the thinking of the Antler owner about who owes what to 
whom…I guess I should send Premier Ford a cheque for the six 
hundred dollars I saved by not curling or playing hockey this winter. 
(Ok, that’s a conservative estimate because it doesn’t factor in the 
cost of hockey sticks, chicken wings or beer. No need to mention this 
to Andrea.)  
  
We’re all tired of living with this darn virus and the owner of the pub, 
and everyone else, is understandably frustrated with the on-again off-
again state of affairs.  
  
There are at least three or four vaccines being injected into arms 
every day but not at a faster rate than the virus has been spreading 
and mutating.   
  
A friend told me the police were called to deal with a person at a 
vaccine injection clinic who had been turned away. The person got 
really angry with the dedicated nurses who had been standing 
outside all day in the cold rain. Anxiety and disappointment are often 
outwardly expressed as anger.  
  
It wasn’t really anyone’s fault because the computer booking system 
messed up and sent more people than vaccines to the site. I was one 



of them but, as far as I know, everyone who was turned away that 
day was offered another appointment the following week.  
  
The system of administering vaccines to everyone who wants one is 
moving much slower than we would like…and it’s not been the 
smoothest roll out…and we likely will do things quite differently in 
future pandemics (yep there will likely be more coming)…but overall, 
it is working.  
  
During this latest shut down maybe we need to paint rocks, ring bells 
and bang pots like we did last spring. Remember how cheery and 
hopeful we were even though we didn’t have any vaccines yet? 
Patience is needed again. 
  
Right now I’m looking to buy a huggable-llama that I can trailer 
around to help people feel better. We could all use a hug right now 
and I can’t think of a better retirement project.  
  
And while I have your attention…if a smile is worth a million 
bucks…what do you think a stinky llama-squeeze is worth?  
  
	


