
Diving For Victory
For those habitual readers of my blog who couldn’t make it to
our regular game night last night due to the blizzard, you
missed an ‘event’ – one of the funniest things I’ve ever
seen.  I’ve been chuckling about it all day!  But before I get
to that, I will start at the beginning of the evening.

One of our guests showed up with a dog.  Not just any dog; our
dog Beesly.  If you’ve read my blog post called Pet Roll Call,
then you know that Beesly is an escape artist.  But imagine
our friend’s surprise when he came across Beesly a few blocks
away from our house as he was walking over for game night.  He
was glad he remembered her name, and he brought her back to
her grateful family who didn’t even realize she was missing. 
Maybe we should have named her Houdini…

So then we played some games, including a new one a friend
brought  called  Left,  Right,  Center.   I  really  liked  it;
especially because it was very simple and easy to learn.  And
then we brought out Pit.  We don’t play Pit very often because
it’s not really appreciated by some members of the game night
crew.  It’s a very loud game that is played at a frenzied
pace.  I really like to play it, but I don’t think I’ve ever
won a hand of Pit.  My friend had the same issue, but last
night while we were playing, she finally got a winning hand. 
In Pit, when you have a winning hand, you are supposed to ring
a little bell, much like a bell you’d ring for service at a
front desk of a hotel or at a store.  My friend (who shall
remain nameless; I don’t want to embarrass her, but I’ll give
you a hint – her name rhymes with “feral”) was extremely
excited to have a winning hand, but there was one problem –
she couldn’t reach the bell from her seat.  So what does she
do?  This sweet, very quiet, normally passive person lunges… 
no wait, let’s be honest.  She dives across the table for the
bell.  I mean, it was a feet-off-the-ground, laying-on-the-
table,  horizontal,  head-first  dive  across  our  dining  room
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table, and she landed on my arm in the process.  She was
immediately  embarrassed  and  apologized  profusely,  maybe
because I was crying.  But mine were tears of laughter because
her behavior was so shocking – my arm was fine.  I guess Pit
is such a crazy game that it can bring out the insanity in
anyone.  And by the way, she did win the round �  So congrats,
_____, on winning your first round of Pit.  Please forgive me
for publishing this story on the internet, but I thank you for
giving us such a fun memory.

I’m sorry it snowed, but I’m glad our absent friends stayed
safe.  We missed you a lot, and we really hope to see you next
time!

Because it’s Logical
Those who know me may have different views of me based on
where they see me most often. In the theater, I tend to show
my more creative (silly, strange??) side. At work, I tend to
the serious, more logical side. Some others will see me as a
possible combination of the two. Which is the real me? Well,
both are me. If you meet me, I tend to show the real me. I
don’t believe in putting up fronts for anyone. But I do have
many sides. The theater brings out some of the light hearted
me. Computers will bring out my logical side. Friends can have
get either, depending on the situation. Some may say I have a
sinister side too. In a certain mood, I will talk in many
different voices (I do a pretty good Stitch and Bullwinkle).
Other times I tend to imitate Mr. Spock from Star Trek, not
the voice, but the purely logical side.

Today, I’m leaning toward the Spock side of me. Somethings I
read made me think about recent events in a logical light. I
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have read in many places where people who lose a loved one
(especially  widow/ers)  have  or  receive  ‘signs’  from  their
loved one. I don’t believe in that. I’m a logical skeptic in
this. Not to hurt anyone’s feelings, but most of the things I
read  about  can  be  classified  as  coincidence  or  wishful
thinking. After you lose someone you really care about, little
things can bring a lot of comfort.

The one thing I heard about most often are pennies or dimes
found. My first question was why these coins? Why not nickels,
quarters, or Dollar coins? Why not some foreign coin I would
never find around my house. I found coins of all sorts before
any close loved one died, I found them afterwards too. People,
including those who live in my house, drop small coins all the
time without noticing them. I just happen to keep my nose to
the floor looking for them. Coins really don’t seem to be a
good sign.

Any other sort of natural occurrence fall in the same category
for me. I have seen butterflies all my life and even had them
land on me, having this occur after a death is just the same
thing that happened before. Seeing birds, clouds, rainbows
ect, all have happened throughout my life, happening again is
just that for me.

Then we have the electrical malfunctions. Radios going on
without warning, clocks that haven’t worked starting to work
again. Well, I can’t say this ever happened to me before or
after a loved ones death. For the time being proof/disproof of
this sign is not available. If it happens to you, take it
anyway you like.

Feelings of a person being in the room is one I have the
easiest time explaining. I’ve had that feeling about many
people in my life, some of the time they had died, other times
they were just gone for a period of time. People are creatures
of habit, we tend to expect people and things to be in a
certain place at a certain time. Seeing them there when they



aren’t there could just be replaying old memories. As I said,
I’ve  experienced  this,  but  it  never  felt  like  a  sign.
Especially when I see my younger sister playing drums in my
basement. This was my brother’s house before mine, and my
sister would play the drums quite often. There are times when
playing Beatles’ music, I will see her pounding away on the
drums. In the same way I see other people (living and dead)
where I expect them to be, even if they aren’t there at the
moment. I guess it is sort of a deja-vu thing your brain/eyes
do together. But instead of feeling something happened to you
before, you re-live things that have happened to you.

The last one I’ve heard about are orbs or glowing sections in
photographs. I can’t say I’ve seen things in pictures that I
couldn’t explain or in the digital age remove by taking a new
shot. Lighting, dirty lenses, reflections off all sorts of
objects can cause the effects I’ve seen people claim as signs.
Some people pushing an agenda could make these things happen
on purpose.

It was said that Houdini wanted to get a sign from his mother
after she died. He spent a great deal of time going to mediums
and other mystics in hope of the signs. Everyone he went to,
he proved to be a fraud. It is said that he had a sign
specifically for his wife, if he should die first. There was a
log of controversy as to if this happened at all.

In any event, my lovely wife knew of my logical frame of mind,
and that the above ‘signs’ would never pass my skeptical frame
of mind. If she can give a sign, she hasn’t given one that she
knows will get through. I have a couple of small things in
mind that would definitely prove to be a sign. My wife did
know of them. In the four 1/2 years since her death, these
things have not occurred. And in my mind it’s logical….


