An old Irish Proverb proclaims: A dog owns nothing, yet is seldom dissatisfied.
Less is more. I recently sold several hundred dollars worth of books, CD’s, and DVD’s on Amazon. These were books from my library, many of which I had never read or had started and never finished for one reason or another. Sometimes, it was due my tendency to start a new book before finishing the one at hand. Sometimes, the book had simply not turned out to be interesting after a couple of chapters. 

In the same timeframe, I auctioned off several hundred dollars worth of (non-used) or minimally used items that were gracing my closets, drawers, and shelves. These were often impulse buys, sometimes in the dead of winter as I wished for spring and summer to appear, all the while planning one excursion or another. 

Many things sure look good. Few of them are essential and most of them unnecessary. Our Madison Avenue culture has been highly successful in determining our needs and effectively ‘stroking our wants’. 

This is not a new experience for this man. There have been numerous other winters of summer dream purchases that only sat ‘waiting’ during the summers that followed. The eyes are indeed bigger than the stomach. 

A creative mind is a wonderful asset, albeit one with a dark side. On the word processor or in the wood shop it is an asset. While enduring the cold winter days and dreaming of summer excursions to come it can prove to be a liability. 

Wants easily morph into needs. The constant flow of products on the TV screen, in my e-mail each day, and on the pages of the newspapers and magazines I read are more effective than I would like to admit. My on-line sales attest to this.

I do not find that I am overly susceptible to the “Jones’ next door”. One of my strengths is that I learned early in my life to compete with myself, not with my neighbor. This was a truism that evolved quickly as I matured. Seeking my own ‘personal best’ as a runner was a perfect example of this. Beating my own best time was important; matching that of the smaller lighter man down the street was a foolish thought. 

I recently traded my macho Dodge Ram pickup for a Ford Focus. Gone is the rumble of that Dodge V-8 that proves so enticing to so many men, me included. I did not miss the rumble long. Nor, did I miss the 17 miles per gallon, or the 18 miles per gallon I managed by placing my cruise control on 55 for the7 hour drive to my cabin. The 34 to 38 miles per gallon of that little Focus quickly captured my fancy. What color was that truck?
The less I have the more fully I use what is at hand. A handful of tried and true items and devices are all that I could possibly need. Some of these are even doubtful when placed in the ‘need’ category. 

Growing up in a little village in the Upper Peninsula of Michigan was a true blessing for a young boy. A few simple toys and the woods and rivers and lakes were our treasured possessions. Television did not make its appearance until I was nearing my early teens. 

Michigamme was only 40 miles from the shores of Kitchi-gummi, as the Chippewa Indians had named Lake Superior. In-between were numerous fresh water inland lakes with numerous fishes, rivers and streams with tasty trout, and vast forest preserves to explore. 

The first French explorers approaching the great inland sea by way of the Ottawa River and Lake Huron referred to their discovery as le lac superieur. Properly translated, the expression means "Upper Lake," that is, the lake above Lake Huron. Kitchi-gummi, a Chippewa Indian translation, signifies Great-water or Great-lake. A Jesuit name, Lac Tracy, was never officially adopted.
 (www.great-lakes.net/lakes/ref/supfact.html)
My friends and I had little in those days. We did have our basics met. There was a roof over our heads, clothes on our backs, including the boots and hefty winter coats as the season dictated, food on the table, and, in the vast majority of cases, a stable family with both parents and siblings. 

The days, particularly the days of summer, were long and we never suffered the pangs of boredom. Many were the days of swimming in Lake Michigamme, fishing for trout in the Spruce River, playing pick-up baseball on the school diamonds, building lean to shacks in the woods, or, simply reading a good dog or horse book. 
There are lessons here. Examining the days of a time gone by, of a youth that was happy, days of contentment, falling into bed tired and sleeping soundly all night, these were the treasures that abounded all those years ago. 
Is it possible that we have lost something over the years? Might we look back and regain something lost? I think so.
