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A minor irritation, but one that serves to underscore the fact that there are only two seasons in Michigan --  Winter and Road Construction.

I cannot recall the last time I was able to drive to or from work using a normal direct route.   Detours are everywhere between GVSU and home.  What makes it more than a mere annoyance is that now the days are getting shorter making the morning commute more treacherous because of the darkness.  On my normal routes, I know where the danger zones exist (deer, school kids, stupid drivers), but on a detour it’s all a guessing game.  

Even worse today, because it was not only dark but rainy.  But, I can’t complain about the rain, because it makes a nice segue to a brief recap of what The Sandstress (she who puts the Yard in my Work) have been up to the last few days.

This past weekend we bought a few “firebushes” to use as privacy screen around the Helicopter-Landing-Pad-Deck that is on track to becoming a perpetual project in our backyard.  It will certainly be nice when and if I ever complete the thing.  But, anyway, the bushes will make an attractive and effective barrier to neighborly eyes whenever Sandy and I, plus whoever joins us, are on the deck.  

The problem is that before planting the bushes I’m required to remove what seems like several acres of very nice grass.  My personal goal, to the passerby, is to eventually replace the entire lawn with either a.) flower and shrub zones or b.) a deck.  However, herein lies an opportunity.

Our neighbors, the Phee People, have yet to establish a lawn around their mammoth house in the woods across the street.  Other than a bumper crop of crabgrass and a couple of planting berms, their lawn area is barren.  So, we’ve been trucking all our removed sod over to their house and have almost gotten half of their front yard looking somewhat lawn-ish.  I’m actually quite pleased and so are they.

The best part is that I don’t have to throw the stuff away.  Sandy and I are alike in this.  Once something is healthy and growing, be it kids, flowers, bank account, we hate to just throw it away.  We like watching things grow.

So, the rain is welcome.  The new bushes love it.  The transplanted sod loves it.  I love it.  I don’t like all the detours, though…    

