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Put pants on lately? I’ve been wearing some stretchy and baggy 
outdoor-units for the last year and they are really comfy. They 
actually just hang from my belt to my ankles without making much 
contact with my legs.  
 
Last Friday, I noticed a pair of old beloved jeans in my closet and 
thought, just for a lark, I’d wear them instead of my culottes.  
 
As my younger brother once said, I think some skinny dude stole my 
pants and left me his.  
 
I tried on almost every pair of pants I have in my closet and I parroted 
Brent Burns from that annoying ad for Kit Kat with the 
phrase…“Doesn’t fit anymore!”   
 
All pants for men over a certain age should have an adjustable elastic 
band in the waist and the zipper slider and track need to be a lot 
wider at the top than the bottom.     
 
Darn Covid strikes again.  
 
I’ve got something called Moderna swimming around in my 
bloodstream and a few extra pounds swimming around my waist.  
 
I’m pretty happy about the Moderna and maybe the extra pounds will 
serve me well when we get back on the ice. If I can get my new bulk 
moving, I’m planning on throwing it around like Tom Wilson and 
taking out some of the big guys. (I may have to ask you first to help 
me with my skates. I’ve been wearing slip-on Crocs all year too, so 
not sure I can reach my feet.) 
 
I know I’m not alone in sporting a slightly larger version of my 
Olympic-bodied 2019 self. Lots of people have told me they are 
eating too much and sitting around too much. When I took some 



empties to the beer store last week, I was only there 10 minutes but 
ran into 5 friends who were all doing the same. Hmmm… 
 
After fourteen plus months of living under the Covid cloud, it’s not 
surprising that we have changed. Some changes might well be for the 
better. My hands have never been so clean and if I ever get on a 
plane again, I will probably wear a mask. The number of flu and cold 
cases has never been lower than it was this year and I suspect we 
will continue to follow practices that have kept us healthier. Mom 
really was right.     
 
As the enemy Covid is being driven back, we should also start to get 
ready for a grand party. Euphoric times are common after a society 
comes through a crisis together. The Roaring Twenties followed the 
Spanish Flu. WWI and the 1950’s and 60’s were marked by the 
growth of personal freedoms and largesse never before seen. The 
good times and the hippies rolled.  
 
The land on which we live is still rising slowly after being compressed 
by the weight of the glaciers. This is called isostatic rebound. The 
same could be said of societies that rise with joy and hope once the 
weight of a calamity has passed.  
 
It is important to acknowledge that we will also likely experience a 
rise in the number of cases of people suffering post-traumatic stress 
disorder, but we are getting better and better at helping people heal 
from that too. 
 
It’s been a long haul and the stress has been showing in differing 
opinions, some of which have caused great divides among us. I’m 
hoping that those who have fallen out with neighbours and family 
members, can find a way ahead to bridge these divides.  
 
Remember, everyone made what they believed was an informed 
decision...but we certainly didn’t all agree on which were reliable 
sources.  
 
We’re going to have to work on “stuff” but that’s the way it is with 
every relationship worth having. As long as we keep talking, there’s 
always a chance we will find common ground.   



 
Let’s just decide now to move on, without harbouring bitterness.    
 
Grace and forgiveness offered to each other are as comfortable and 
accommodating as my lulu-lemon pants. Nothing better to wear to the 
post-Covid party so we can all dance soon, without restriction.      
 
  
 
 
    
    
 
 
            
 
 


