








Jhe SAnt of Doing Nothing

You're nervous, aren’t you? You're saying to me, “Define nothing.”
Can it involve a book? A puppy? A swim? A trip to Tuscany? Answer: [
don’t have an opinion on that. It’s your life. It's your nothing.

To Winnie the Pooh, capital D, capital N “Doing Nothing” is “just
going along, listening to all the things you can’t hear, and not bothering.”
Perhaps your nothing is more exotic, involving a lawn chair and a
mojito. In the summer, sunshine helps. In the winter, a gas fireplace
that you don’t have to stoke, feed or chop wood for. Getting back to
Oprah’s advice, we can assume that you will know true relaxation when
it resonates through your entire body, infusing you with that highly-
coveted and elusive notion of peace. (Insert heavy sigh here.)

Happily, there are some bona-fide experts at Pronghorn who can help
you. Start with the Concierge, who knows everything, and work your
way to the Health & Wellness Spa, for example, for a mint mudpack. Or
stroll over to The Trailhead and flop on a chair, letting Moby Dick, and
the great white whale of your troubles, rest in your lap. For inspiration,
the deck at the Clubhouse allows you to survey the kingdom of the
Central Oregon sun, the beauty of the Cascade peaks and the emerald
green golf courses, without having to do anything about it.

Millennia ago, Herodotus expounded: “If a man insisted always on
being serious, and never allowed himself a bit of fun and relaxation, he
would go mad or become unstable without knowing it.” Don't let this
happen to you.

Take a load off. Breathe the dry, high desert air. Lei  erything wait.
In the immortal words of Bugs Bunny: “Don't take life too seriously.

You'll never get out alive.” {}
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