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Today I was given the sacred duty of transporting the Paczkis around town to the outpatient surgery
building. I consider the job a labor of love and took very seriously the delivery of
oversized, high calorie treats to those who wait all year for the occasion. This
morning saw a mix of wet, sloppy snow and heavy winds, but I made it across
town with the paczkis. If you aren’t familiar with paczkis (poonch-keys), they’re a
fried bread style donut (some look like two donuts stacked one on top of the
other), usually filled with fruit (sic) filling or cream cheese custard. Back when my
headaches could handle paczkis, I was particularly fond of the lemon filled

variety. There is only one rule for paczki consumption: don’t ask how many calories are in one.
Nobody knows and it’s too much information.  The history of the dessert goes back to the Polish
tradition of using up all the verboten foods in the house by the end of Fat Tuesday. This is the
Tuesday on the calendar that Roman Catholics use to enjoy favorite foods before Ash
Wednesday, in which sweets are often given up for the forty days of Lent (the season of reflection
on the life and death of Jesus Christ, which this year ends at sundown on April 1st). I’m not
Catholic, but I love the idea of taking a day to enjoy and then looking at the folly of one’s life and
actions for several weeks.  Many protestants use Lent for the same purpose and vow to “sacrifice”
sinful indulgences for 40 days. I’m one of those. Thankfully, when people ask what I’m giving up for
Lent I’ve stopped telling them “religion.”

I am thinking a lot about what to give up this year. Previously, I’ve vainly tried to give up coffee. There
is a feeling I get that God wants my sacrifice, though, and not my anguished, twisted-limbed death
from ditching coffee. There is no way to be a good servant of the kingdom if all I can do is scream
like a banshee because my coffee is gone. There is a part of me that burns to go to my boss and
ask if for Lent I can take 40 days off of work, so I can think about my sins. I mean, there are a lot of
sins to account for. As my wife points out, one of last week’s blogs posts wiped out any trace of
goodness in my puny heart (guess which one). Of course, 40 days off would mean I could visit
Graceland and pay my respects to the patron saint of us migraineurs, Elvis Presley.

Truly, the thing to do is not worry about giving up anything. The whole idea is to give back and to
consider how we can be better as people, as members of the human race. Sometimes you focus so
much on what you can’t have that you end up losing site of the big picture. Cliche? Yup. I’ve got
dozens. Maybe I’ll sacrifice them for Lent. Wow. 40 days without a cliché. Nah. Onward and Upward.
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