
Even after 5+ years
I’ve had some good news. I’ve had some not so good news. I’ve
had some bad news. For 20 years I would go home and discuss
the events of the day with my wife. After 5+ years of being
widowed, I still miss that time. Talking about the same things
with  my  daughters  or  friends  just  doesn’t  give  the  same
feelings. Funny how some things just hit me.

My logical and analytical side has been thinking about that
very thing the past couple of weeks. Deaths, upcoming family
events, things at work have been in the front of my mind
recently. Every one of these events would have be part of the
evening  discussions.  What  was  so  special  about  those
discussions? ‘Twas a puzzlement, but I did figure some things
out.

1) Depth of personal involvement. On top of being Husband and
Wife, we were best friends. We just enjoyed being together.
Anything we did was better when we were together. Trying times
a bit less trying. Good times were always better. We were very
compatible.

2)  We  did  not  agree  on  everything.  I  was  logical  and
thoughtful,  she  was  more  emotional  and  reacted  with  her
feelings. I was often slow to react to things. Discussions
with her made me think of things differently. It was sort of
an instant ‘out of the box’ experience. I never had to come up
with another way of looking at things, she was there to do for
me, and I did it for her. We were complimentary.

3) Depth of feelings and empathy. We knew each other very
well. We shared our deepest thoughts and emotions from almost
the beginning of our time together. She knew that I would
often have a ‘delayed’ reaction to something. I knew that the
reaction  she  was  having  could  have  been  triggered  by  a
unrelated event. In some ways we were truly one.
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Over the past few years, I’ve learned to be on my own again. I
became comfortable with myself as an individual. Even when
some  of  my  friends  see  me  as  a  appendage  to  one  of  my
daughters (or the other way around), I am just me. For 20
years it was J and S (… S and J?), now it is justj. The
meaning and reason behind my blog-name comes to light, and
that is a good a place to stop as any.


