
Things  that  turn  back  the
clock
Many years ago, my wife worked at a pet shop in our little
town. A friend of ours owned it and needed help keeping the
animals fed and cages clean. It was a little shop and tended
to have fish, mice, rats and some more exotic pets. My wife
found a cute little grey furball. It was a chinchilla. That
first chinchilla was brought home and given the name Jimmy. He
would sit on her shoulder, under her hair with just his nose
poking out most of the time. A very clean and personable pet.
Over the years many other chinchillas made it into our house.
Some were welcomed because of their specific colors, some
because they were ‘rescue’ chinchillas. Homes that could or
would not take care of the animals, those animals were cared
for here.

Fast forward to 2003. My lovely wife died, and my daughters
and I are left with over a dozen chinchillas. Some most were
older, but there were still a few youngsters. Over the last
few years, I gave a couple away to friends. Others made it
through there lives and died. The last few are all over eight
years old and they are coming to the end of their lives too.
Chinchillas can live to be over 20, I’m almost sure one of
ours was close to that, but we never really knew how old she
was. Most die after 10-12 years of life. Today, another little
chinchilla passed on. Another connection to my wife is gone.

My wife and my youngest daughters could tell you the names of
almost every chin. I’m taking nothing away from my oldest, but
she  had  been  on  her  own  during  the  last  few  chinchilla
arrivals. Me, I remembered just a few of the names. Those
chinchillas  have  been  gone  for  some  time  now.  I  didn’t
remember the names of the remaining 4. I just know the color
and location.
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So a little beige chinchilla is not with me anymore. And
memories of other chinchillas and how my wife loved the little
animals  flood  my  mind.  Funny  how  things  turn  the  clock
backwards.

A  special  place  in  ‘MY’
acting hall of fame
One line in a response pushed me to write this post. I don’t
think I’ve written about it before, but I remember telling a
friend or two, so if you’ve heard it before, just be patient
with me.

Way back in 1997, somebody asked me for suggestions on shows
for the play house to do. I was a rank newbie to the theater,
but I gave a suggestion or two. The play at the top of my list
was  “Harvey”.  It  seems  that  the  playhouse  did  this  show
before, and they were not ready to do it again. Year after
year,  I  suggested  that  show.  Finally,  after  a  lot  of
persuasion,  and  maybe  just  to  shut  me  up,  the  show  was
scheduled for some time in 2006. I tried out for the show and
was given the lead role of Elwood Dowd. A dream come true for
me. I would have done anything on that show just to be able to
watch it, but I was able to be in it. I was thrilled.

One thing did put a damper on that. My lovely wife died in
2003 and would not be by my side during the rehearsals and
production of this show. This was a bit of a stress for me
during the early rehearsals of the show. Finally something
changed. I needed some props for the show. One was the cards
that Elwood was so fond of passing out, another a notebook of
his favorite watering holes. And the third an billfold with
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some  cash  and  other  peoples  calling  cards.  The  little
notebook, and many of the ‘calling’ cards belonged to my late
wife. From that time on, I had a little bit of her on stage
with me.

Then came my largest discovery. I was able to think of Harvey
as my lovely wife standing on the footstool in the kitchen.
This would have put her at the exact height needed for Harvey.
So from the time of that thought, until the end of the run,
every time I looked at Harvey on stage, I was peering into the
eyes of my wife.

Many times she said she never wanted to be on stage. She never
wanted any recognition for anything she did for the theater.
She wanted to remain anonymous. Well except for in my eyes,
she was never on the stage. Her name was not listed in the
bios, but she was on stage with me for every performance. I
gave my all to that show. I pushed myself farther than I ever
thought I could. And every night I looked into the eyes of my
wife, shared a drink or two and was finally able to say “Where
have you been, I’ve been looking all over for you.”

No matter what comes after that show, all things pale when in
that light.

What was I thinking?
I’m  in  another  play.  Tryouts  were  just  before  Christmas.
Rehearsals started the week of Christmas (I think). I’m trying
to memorize my lines and get the character down.

I shouldn’t have tried out. I shouldn’t have taken the part. I
knew better, but I did it anyway. It was the only show of the
season that I even wanted to be a part of.
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It wasn’t that I just finished one show and rushed into a
second. That is no problem at all. I usually like rehearsals
and getting the part down. No, it was the timing of the show.
It is the time of year and the days that surround it. I’m only
doing half the work I need to do to get the character down.
I’m actually doing less than that to get the lines memorized.
My mind is unable to focus once I get home.

Maybe it will get better in the coming week or two (it better,
the show is only 2 weeks away). I really hope so.

I have a handle on the why and the when. I am making a promise
to myself to really limit my selection of shows to do in the
early part of the year. Too many other things on my mind.

——————————————

I remember the last thing we watched together. I remember our
last meal together. I remember that damn oxygen machine. I
remember sitting and holding your hand while you were going in
and out of a fitful slumber. I remember walking you down the
hall, you holding me for support. I remember the last time I
tucked you in. I remember your last words. I remember my last
words to you. I remember that first New Years Eve without you.
I  remember  the  memorial  service  and  the  people  there.  I
remember that first anniversary without you.

Those are the thoughts that fill my head at this time of year.
The inconsequential needs of a play find very little room in
my head. Even after six years, the thoughts of you are one
with me and I with them. I remember love.



Year Number Six
It is now the 30th of December. 6 years ago my wife of almost
20 years died. Today is a day to remember all the good times.
It is also a day to remember the bad times. That was what
marriage was all about. There were good times and bad times.
They all need to be remembered. Today is one of the days I set
aside to remember.

A few days late, but…
it was an almost perfect Christmas.

The day started with going to a movie with my grandchildren,
their parents and my youngest daughter. The movie was not my
first choice, but it did impress my grandchildren, and I was
happy to be there.

Then  came  dinner  with  my  wife’s  family,  with  all  of  my
daughters  and  their  respective  husbands  (if  any),  my
grandchildren. Dinner was very good. Turkey, hot and cold
vegetables, bread, stuffing, jello, pie, cookies, cake were
all shared. Good talk with wonderful company.

Presents  were  unwrapped  and  almost  everyone  enjoyed
themselves. One young man did not want to be part of the
Christmas festivities, but that comes with his age. My day was
filled with family and good times.

Feelings of loss also were in the house. Parents who lost
children, a husband who lost a wife, the loss of a good
friend, and the loss of grandchildren. These losses colored
the gathering, but did not overwhelm. Colors that enhanced and
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shadow  the  picture.  The  colors  give  everything  depth  and
meaning.

What is life, if not sharing good times and loss. That makes a
very Merry Christmas indeed.

Cold Winter Nights
A  warm  fire,  hot  drink  and  I  guess  I’m  comfortable,  but
something is missing.

That second cup of tea is no longer needed or made. The choice
of movies no longer discussed. My 6th Christmas without you.
That is truly a cold winter night.

Christmas traditions
Some many moons ago, my wife decided to extend the Christmas
season by just a little bit. Not to overwhelm the season, but
to take the “I want” stage out of oldest child. We had the
advent calendars, but they just seemed to bring on that inner
consumer that my oldest daughter was (is???).

My wife decided to celebrate St. Nicholas Day. We told the
story of St. Nicholas and how he eventually became known as
Santa Clause. We also told how he gave to the people in need,
not everyone. I like to think that this got more of the spirit
of giving in our girls, but I never asked them. Anyway early
on Dec 6 we would investigate our Christmas Stockings. The
very first gifts of the season.
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As parents we would put in a small gift that would take some
attention away from the other getting. There would be fruit,
candy and a Christmas Ornament from Grandma.

We carried on this tradition for many years. I know at least
two of the girls (maybe 3) still celebrate the day. I hope it
is the spirit of giving, not getting.

This is the 6th Christmas Season without my lovely wife by my
side. A time mixed with dark thoughts and bright lights. With
only my youngest at home, this may be one of the last time St.
Nicholas visits this house. The traditions are changing as
life changes.

Those Beautiful Fall Days
If you were in NW Ohio, NE Indiana or Southern Michigan today,
you probably had beautiful fall weather. Warm without being
too hot, nice breeze and wispy clouds. And I noticed that some
of the leaves have started to change color. We are still a few
weeks off from most trees turning red, gold and brown, but it
is starting. Some of the early changers have started too lose
their leaves. Just a beautiful time…

Except, I still remember the good days from 6 years ago. The
days before the intense shoulder pain slowed my wife’s days to
a crawl. The good days that soon turned ugly.

I remember that it was about now that I should be holding my
new grandson. But the days turned ugly.

I remember the last few days of my Mom’s life from many years
ago now. She didn’t know what was coming her way in the
waining days of October 2000. And my father, one year later,
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going through things that I didn’t understand then, but I
really do understand them now. While his health wasn’t very
good when mom died, he could have lived many years with a bit
of luck. My feeling is that his heart broke at the one year
mark, and nothing would fix that. After my stress related
illnesses of my first few years of being a widower, I can tell
you that that takes a toll.

All this happened in those beautiful days of fall. For the
past 5 years, I didn’t see much of the beauty. I realized it
was there, but other thoughts would push the beauty of the
season out of my thoughts. The older thoughts don’t weigh as
heavily on my mind now, and for a moment I saw the beauty of
the day. Then I noticed my arms were empty…. My daughter and
son-in-law have empty arms too. And I wonder when will I see
fall again, without its ever present shadow?

That’s my job
As I’ve said in previous posts, my youngest is now off at
college. Earlier this year she also turned 18. By the laws of
this land, that does make her a legal adult. For the past 25+
years I’ve been doing my best to raise my daughters. I not
only wanted to get them to legal adulthood, I’ve been trying
to get them to mature adulthood. It was, of course, my job.

I’ve  often  said  that  I’ve  had  little  to  do  with  how  my
daughters turned out. Their mother was the primary reason they
turned out the way they did. My job was to follow her lead. I
thought I did that very well. Even after she died, I tried to
follow her lead. She had a way with her daughters, I could
never hope to do as well.

Anyway my youngest is now a young adult. In my eyes, she has
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grown in to a very mature young lady. Now I can say all four
daughters survived into adulthood. Me, I’m just the guy who
listened to their mother. Hey, it’s my job.

Countdown  to  Saturday  —
Checklist
scissors — check
scrubs — check
Stethoscope — check
coveralls — check
boots — check
white leather shoes — check
hoof pick — check
id — check
thermometer — check

I have to be missing something don’t I? If we get everything
packed we should have everything. Just a few odds and ends.
Food,  other  necessities.  We  should  be  ready  to  go  early
Saturday Morning. I’m sure there will be something missed, but
it is only an hour drive. An hour in a different direction
from any other family members, but still only an hour.

I still find it a little hard to believe that my youngest is
old enough to be heading off to college. Then again, I didn’t
think my other daughters were old enough to get married. Sad
thing that their mother was not alive to see any of this. A
lot has happened in the last 5.666666 years. Yep, this Sunday
is 5 and 2/3 years since that lovely lady left this earth.
Graduations, marriages and happenings both happy and sad.,
life has been moving along.
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