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Forward

Job said so long ago after he lost all of his children and most

of his goods, "Naked came I out of my mother's womb, and

naked shall I return thither: the Lord gave, and the Lord

hath taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord."

Truly God had given Susan to me and me to her for the past

35 years. I have so many wonderful memories of that time.

It was time to acknowledge that she was no longer mine.

She is now with God where she will remain. Besides God

had been so close to me during Susan's last months: He

provided me with everything that I needed even before I

knew what that should be. So, I was not alone.

Yet for others death is such a traumatic experience even for

those who have good relationships with God. (At least they

seem to have one.) So, why are their experiences so far

different from mine? Yet, the answer is right here in plain

sight. It is the same answer to the question as to why do

some people have some much harder lives than others? The

answer is found in trusting God, truly believing in Him. I

knew that as I laid down to sleep about 90 minutes after

Susan's heart beat for the last time, I was depending upon

God to get me through what I faced in the next few days,

and then in the months and years of taking care of Kevin.

What did I learn during the previous 35 years? What lessons

could I use to help me during the rest of my life? Or will I be

making a lot of mistakes because I will not be thinking

things out before doing them? (So, I was looking forward to

the life that God had yet for me.) But the answers are that I

had learned some things that would be useful. Well, I would

find times when I messed my life up again. Sometimes, I

made judgments based upon wisdom; other times I made



them based completely upon what I wanted. This has not

always been what I needed though.

One of the things that I had learned especially from the last

few years of Susan's life was how to exercise patience, how

to care for another person when he or she needs this from

me. Yet there were many other lessons to be learned.

Suddenly being alone having the entire responsibility for

Kevin was one of them. Not having the companionship of a

lady was a lesson that I'm not sure I have ever learned how

to handle. Though I have settled on a list of desirable

qualities for a potential wife, they also make it highly

unlikely that I will ever find anyone who would fulfill them.

(Would I be able to fulfill the list she has made?)

This part of my life contains stories of both kinds: some

containing foolishness, and others containing wisdom.

Yet I find this secret when making decisions as to what I

want to accomplish: dreams and dedication. Dreams need

first to be made realistic and then paid attention to until

accomplished. It is our dedication to our dreams that results

in the latter.



Widower

2003

Life goes on

It was close to 11:30 PM Monday night before I got all of the

people back out of the house. The entire night duty city

policemen were the first to leave. Next the two ambulances

did. (The second one had advanced life support equipment

as in a defibrillator.)

The corner remained for a little while afterward waiting for

the arrival of the hearse. When this happened, Susan's body

was removed. As they brought her body down the hall, I

noticed that her skin color had changed to that of a dead

person. Then everyone else left, and I was finally alone with

the exception of Kevin who was soundly sleeping in his bed.

I did make one phone call even though I hated to make it so

late: I called Tom and Elaine. From my viewpoint, it was

fortunate that they were still up. I did not like the idea of

waking anyone up in the "middle of the night" with news of a

death in the family. (Almost 50 years earlier my parents had

gotten a phone call during the early morning hours with the

news of Uncle Adam's death. I knew how disturbing that had

been.) The rest of the calls would be made later when

everyone was awake.

This is when I put my PJ's back on and laid down on my side

of the bed. Surprisingly, sleep came fairly quickly... (You

know Who helped me with this.)



The next thing I heard was the alarm clock. No one was in

the bed with me, so I was alone as far as being married was

concerned. But Kevin still needed my attention before the

Learning Center picked him up for the day. There were many

decisions to be made as well, and these were only for the

things to be done this week. Surprisingly, I was able to do

this although perhaps not with as clear of a head as I might

have thought I had. At least Keven was dressed properly,

and I was able to tell Melissa, the bus driver, that Susan had

died the night before which was sad news for the entire

Learning Center.

Because I knew this was going to happen, I had done some

planning. During the last couple of months, I had written

down the things the home heath worker did at each visit

which was twice a week. So I now had a list of weekly things

that needed to be done. It was not hard to then list which of

these things I would do each day. So, this left one large thing

that I did not have to concern myself with. I still had many

things to get done this week though...

Shortly after 8 AM, I called Home Health to tell them of her

death. I would have liked to have called earlier because she

was to get a worker at 9 AM, but I knew from experience that

no one would be in the office until 8 AM.

Funeral

Funeral arrangements was the next item on my agenda

which required a visit to the funeral home. I had been there

almost two years earlier during the short time she was put in

Hospice. That is when I made many preliminary decisions.

So, I was thinking that I already had made most of the

needed decisions. Boy was I wrong!



When her body was picked up the night before, I was told

what garments I would need to bring if I was going to dress

her in her own clothes. She looked very nice in a particular

dress, so I had already knew I needed to bring this to the

funeral home. But I was very surprised at all of the

"unmentionables" that I was told to bring as well (a bra and

nylon stockings for a corpse??).

I had taken Susan to a beauty salon in Rock Mills several

times so that her hair would look nice. When asked who I

wanted to do Susan's hair for the funeral, I thought of her.

Very good choice! She already knew how to work with

Susan's hair type. It was a beautiful job.

Arrangements

This was when making the preliminary arrangements earlier

was very helpful. There were many things that still had to be

decided such as the grave site, pall bearers, music at the

wake (visitation), etc. What I do not remember is when I

made the decision to have the funeral on the following

Saturday morning, but this timing seemed to be best given

who I thought would come. (I still don't remember what led

me to this decision.)

One lady who had had know for quite some time asked me

later why the funeral had not been held earlier in the week.

She was thinking that it might had something to do with my

experiences with the funerals of people I knew in the past. I

really did not have a good reason for it that I could think of.

I arrived at the funeral home by 9 AM. After going through

the arrangements as much as possible there, I went out to

find the answers to the parts that I did not have. A visit to

the cemetery was used to mark where the grave was to be

dug. I also talked with the people that I wanted to be pall



bearers plus other things. By then it was time to fix myself

some lunch, go out to do more things to complete the

funeral arrangements, and get back home a little after 2 PM

so I would be there when Kevin came home.

When Kevin came home, he did what he usually did: sit

down in Susan's motorized recliner, watch TV for a short

while, and then took a nap. What did I do the rest of the

day? I probably watched TV with him (even after he dosed

off).

There were still things that needed to be done for the funeral

that day. After supper and washing the supper dishes (or did

I put them into the dishwasher?), I made more phone calls.

Tom and Elaine were my first call since I now knew what the

arrangements were going to be. She was so helpful in

getting this information out to the rest of the family. Then

there were church people that I knew needed to know... Even

so, there were more phone calls on Wednesday night as well.

Later I would learn that I missed calling some people who

would have wanted to know.

Wednesday was when I got out the suits Kevin and I would

be wearing to the funeral. They were taken to the cleaners.

They would be ready Friday morning. There were a couple of

other things that needed doing on this day (what, I do not

remember), but everything was completed by the time Kevin

got back home at 2 PM on this day. With this knowledge, I

began to climb down off the the "treadmill" that I felt like I

had been on for the past couple of days.

Wednesday evening, I called Bro. Thomas Futral. I thought a

great deal of this brother, and that is why I thought I should

talk to him for a while. Was I looking for comfort? Probably, I

was. But that was not what happened.



He was having some problems of his own and really needed

someone to give him some comfort. Ever since, God spoke

to me about six months earlier, I knew that my LORD was

near. I had Him to provide me with what I needed.

So, this evening, we talked for quite some time. All along I

wanted to comfort him as much as possible. In the end, I

could hope that he would learn to rely upon his God as much

as I have come to rely upon Him. When I hung up, I was

certain that he was in much worse shape emotionally than I

was. Nine months later, he died. Was it a broken heart that

killed him. Yes, I think it was. Without his wife, he felt that he

had nothing more to live for (early 80's).

What did I have to look forward to? I really did not have any

idea. I knew that I needed to take care of Kevin for as long

he lived. (This was not for as long as I thought then.) But

then again, God had been with me during the past year, so

there had to be somethings that I needed to be doing. Life

still had a purpose.

Surprise, everything that needed done before Friday was

actually completed by mid afternoon on Wednesday. So, I

took Thursday off to relax some. People would be coming in

on Friday with the funeral on Saturday, so I needed to get

some rest just to get off the merry-go-round that I seemed to

be on the past two days. At this point, I really could not

comprehend how people can go from experiencing a death

of a love one to the planning funeral to attending the funeral

in a couple of days. I was able to unwind on Thursday which

helped me during the following two days. So, in the end, the

additional days were really for my benefit. Do you thing God

may have impressed me with the timing?

Unexpected family



Friday morning, I heard incessant knocking at the front door

around 8:30 AM: it was Webb and one of his sons. (Why

didn't they use the door bell? Was it working? Did I not hear

it?) Anyway, I opened it and let them in. We spent some time

together including getting the dry cleaning and showing

them the grave site. Then they left to go to the motel (the

only one in town).

Tom and Elaine were the second ones to arrive, and they

also spent some time with me which was very nice. Then

around 5 PM I learned that all three of their daughters had

arrived together (all from the NW Arkansas area), and this

was quite a surprise to me. Marianne had also brought her

two children with her.

The wake (visitation) was Friday night from 6 - 9 PM. The

ladies at the Learning Center came to the wake and took

care of Kevin for me during this time. They were some of my

angels during this time.

There were quite a few people come to the wake including

some ministers and members of several churches where I

had preached. I could have asked one of these ministers to

preach the funeral the next day, but I have no idea why I did

not. Perhaps I was not thinking clearly or thinking that I was

not worthy to have any one of the do this. (I had never had

to plan for this before.)

It was nice to have Marianne's children who were rather

young yet old enough to be rather rambunctious. It amazed

with how she kept them under voice control. There was also

the promise in these children of the continuation of life. My

wife may be dead, but life does go on. There are always

more things that need to be done each new day that God

gives us.



The funeral home had done excellent work on Susan,

especially her mouth. It had just a hint of a smile which was

the way she always kept it: she looked so natural! One

minister told me the same thing. His comment: "She looks

like she is ready to start talking." Well words something like

that.

I had fixed a stew in my crock-pot for the family after the

wake, and we all ate some of it. Then I let the women chose

any of Susan's clothes that they might want. Susan had a

large amount of sweaters taken and a fake fur coat which I

gave to Marianne.

Funeral service January 11, 2003

Kevin and I arrived about an hour before the funeral, and I

took some Polaroid pictures. I also parked "Rosie" where it

should be for the funeral procession. Then the rest of the

family came in along with those attending the funeral. One

of the people who I thought a lot of, Thomas Futral, came.

Just before the funeral when the family gathered together in

another room, I asked him to join us. I have always thought

that much of him: he was part of our family.



Then came the funeral which I conducted myself. While I did

this, the ladies from the Learning Center were there to help

out again as they took care of Kevin. I talked about some of

the experiences that Susan and I had shared together during

our lives. I even allowed others to speak of what they

remembered about her. Brother Thomas Futral took his turn.

He said something about he might burst if he had not been

able to say some of the things he remembered. Roanoke's

mayor spoke some about Susan. In this case Susan had

made the mayor one of her many friends. Cindy from the

Learning Center also spoke up which was nice. (I know that

what I did was somewhat of a surprise for everyone.)

One of the church members at Zion's Rest was suppose to

see that enough song books were taken to the funeral

service so all could sing the two songs I had planned to use:

What a friend we have in Jesus and Amazing Grace. He

forgot do it. But everyone knew enough of these verses to

sing them from memory. So, everything went well from my

vantage point.

The reason for the first song goes back to Dad's funeral ten

years earlier. I had been asked to lead this song during his

funeral. After I had completed this and sat down, Susan

looked at Dad's casket as then turned to me to say, "What a

friend indeed!" This impressed me enough that this quote is

written on the family headstone.

I don't know about others as to whether speaking that day

helped them or not. It was much more consoling than I can

remember at any traditional funeral. I was very much at

peace after having done it. (More comments about this

later.)

I even remember hearing negative comments made about

ministers preaching funerals for loved ones. Somehow it was

suppose to be wrong. Why? I can only guess. Tradition seems



to have it that the family is suppose to have another

minister comfort the family at the funeral. Me, I received a

great deal of comfort to be able to speak of the things God is

going to do for Susan from her death throughout eternity. It

made it oh so much more real! (With Kevin's death five years

later, I learned the difference. Additional comments about

funerals are found there.)

There were a couple of things that I may be a little peculiar

about when it comes to funerals of one's spouse. The vows I

had made to Susan more than 35 years earlier was "until

death do us part." So, my marriage was over. As a result, I

placed my wedding ring with Susan's in the casket beside

her.(I'm not really sure that I should have done this because

it did not really do anything for me at all.)

This was taken shortly after Kevin's funeral. The flowers on

the grave were the family wreath for him. Susan was buried

to the left of him. I plan to be buried to the left of her as the

foot stones indicate.

The other oddity was the burial. At every funeral and burial

that I can remember attending, the casket is placed on a

platform over the open grave. There it remains until after

everyone leaves. Only then is the casket lowered into the



grave and covered over with dirt. Somehow, I think that I

should be there when the casket is lowered in the grave and

covered over with dirt. Only then have I gone as far with her

as I can go. I would do the same thing with Kevin later.

After my grave side comments, some went into the church.

The rest of us remained to watch the burial process in the

cold weather. (Marianne gladly wore the fake fur coat.) After

all of the dirt was back in place, I decided to put most of the

flowers at the funeral on top of her grave. I had help from

others at this time. I especially remember Tom doing this.

There it is: the words I remember Susan saying at my Dad's

funeral. Jesus: What a friend indeed!

The members at Zion's Rest had gathered to have a meal at

the church after the burial so the family could have

something to eat before driving home. (More angels.) After I

ate and said good-by to my family, one of the ladies of the

church asked me where I was going to go to church the next

day. This discussion led to me agreeing to preach the next

morning at Zion's Rest so that they could have a service



there again. (They had been without a minister for several

months by this time.)

Hind sight is truly 20-20. Everyone who worked, did so on

Thursday and left in time to arrive by Friday evening. They

then spent one night in a motel and headed back home

Saturday afternoon. But had the funeral been on Thursday,

there would be a need to lose three days of work. So, as I

see it, this resulted in fewer expenses for everyone. So, I

think I was right about what day of Susan's funeral should

have been. I may not have really been thinking this way on

the previous Tuesday morning, but all ended well.

As everyone scattered to their homes, Kevin and I headed

home for the rest of the day. He was back in the recliner with

the TV going. I was probably relaxing some myself. Yet, I may

have also begun thinking what I might say on Sunday

morning. (I usually do things like this when I know I will be

expected to preach.) In any case, I got our supper, got Kevin

to bed, and then off to bed myself.

Some would not want to sleep in the same bed in which a

loved one died. I did not have any problem doing this at all. I

have heard of widows who had deliberately slept on their

dead husband's side of the bed. Somehow they received

comfort in doing this. In my case, I slept on my own side. But

remember that she and I almost always slept very close to

each other with the two of us ending up on the same side

when we woke up. So, I guess my feelings were that I was

sleeping in our bed.

Trying to get Zion's Rest Church active again

So, I got up Sunday morning and drove to church with Kevin

to meet with the church there. There seems to be some

discussions as to when there would be church meetings



(whether this was before the service or after, I don't

remember). So at least everyone agreed upon somethings.

In any case, we had a song service and I preached for them.

It was a start.

Getting organized

After returning from church, on Sunday it was time to get

back into a routine. Kevin was going to the Learning Center

Monday through Friday. What was I going to do while he was

gone? I would no longer be getting home health services, so

would I be doing these things for myself or just let things go?

On December 24, 1988, I began to schedule the things that I

was going to do each day on a separate 3x5 index card (The

graphic is a copy of the second card I made because it is

clearer). After getting a PC clone in the early 1990's, I began

creating text files with these schedules. Then as I learned

about OpenOffice.org, I began creating annual, quarterly,

and monthly goals in text files. Next came creating simple

databases with these goals in them. All of this was the result

of the positive thinking books I had gotten from first Amway

and then Combined Insurance Co. So, I did not have a

problem in keeping myself organized when I needed this the

most.

There was one thing I that I could not really explain though.

For the first month or so, I made my bed after Kevin left for



the Learning Center. This was something that I did not do

even before Susan became bed ridden. She had not do this,

neither had I.

Memorial service in Lake, MS January 17,

2003

A week after we buried Susan, Kevin and I went to hold a

memorial service for her relatives which included aunts and

uncles who were in their 80's and 90's. They had meant so

much to her when she was alive, so I thought this service

would be a way for them to say good-by to Susan as well. I

also conducted this service similar to what I had done in

Roanoke the week before. Again, there was a certain amount

of comfort in bringing to remembrance some of the joys we

had shared through the years.

This was a very cold weekend, and between the lose of

Susan and the temperature Kevin and I seemed to be

coming down with something. But I did not really pay that

much attention to this at the time. I was able to shake mine

within a week or two...

Financial and Scheduling things

I had been keeping a record of what I should do and using a

check box to to keep track of whether it was done or not in a

database form. This helped me to keep organized. As I

became more acquainted with the office suite,

OpenOffice.org, I used it to keep much of this information. I

continued to create one file for each of these types of goals:

annual (1 a year), quarterly (4 per year), and monthly (12

per year).The only problem with this is that many of the files

I should have created were not. (It is much easier to say, "I

will create all of them at the proper time", but it is harder to

actually do it.



Keeping finances in order was not all that hard to do. That is

because I had developed my system of keeping track of my

sales each week verses the same week of the previous year.

From the early 1990's on I had progressed from figures on

paper to using a Quicken program to spreadsheets to

gradually more elaborate databases.(I still have my

spreadsheets from 2002 and 2003 which are some of the

earliest.)

Then there was the problem of a source of income. Kevin

would continue to receive SSI, but I would no longer get

Susan's. I really did not think that I could find a job that

would allow me to keep Kevin. Because of him not being

potty trained, I had to go get him every once in a while. I

never knew when this might happen. So, a job was out.

Then there was Susan's life insurance. After paying for her

funeral, there was enough to last for a while. And then I

would be become 62 at the end of the year. I could begin

drawing Social Security then. So, this looked like the

beginning of a plan. What amount should I withdraw each

month? Why not the same amount as Susan's SSI had been?

We had already been used to living off of these two amounts

each month anyway. I would have to remember to apply for

SS early enough to begin getting it as soon as I was eligible

for it. I was thinking that come December, I would be getting

my first check...

Sermons through the mail

Little Flock Church in northwest Arkansas records its morning

sermons weekly. Cassette tapes are made from this for those

who want one. So before my niece, Marianne, asked me if I

would like to receive a copy of the sermons preached there.

This sounded like a very good idea to me, so I said yes. My

nephew, Sonny Bonner (Jennifer's husband), is the one who



made the tapes. It was the middle of February before I

received a month's worth of tapes (mid Jan to mid Feb).

Between then and the end of the year, I listened to each of

the tapes I received at least twice if not more. This

amounted to over 100 hours of listening. I received a large

amount of instructions during this time which I could access

from my memory whenever I needed it.

How important was this to me? Actually the value could not

be calculated. It kept me close to my God when I needed it

the most. It also improved my understanding of the

Scriptures as well.

Sonny continued to send me tapes for some years. Then as

CD's became more common, he began to send a CD each

month with that month's sermons in stead of four or five

tapes. It was less expensive. The latest one came in 2008.

When I first created a religious web site in 2003, I included

sermons that I had preached as well as all of ones I got from

Little Flock. In the beginning, all of these were originally

recorded on cassette tapes which I converted to computer

audio files. At some point, I also burned them to CD's which I

still have.

What about Zion's Rest Church? (What about

me?)

I continued to worry about this church. Was I saying the right

things? Was there some way to get the members to make

some progress in how they should live as God's children?

These and other things bothered me. I really did not think I

could do this all by myself. So, I began looking for someone.

The only thing that I could think of was finding a lady that



was well versed in what God expects. In other words, I

thought I needed a wife.

But was the conclusion really based upon what the church

needed? Or, was it me that had grown tired of not having a

wife with which to spend my life? Anyway, I began to look

around for a wife...

Donna

I drove to Smyrna church the middle of February on Saturday

for church services. After we sat down in the back part of the

church (Kevin would not be causing as many problems

there.) As I looked around to see who was there, I saw her

sitting near the front. So, being me, I started to jump to

conclusions. Since there are not many Primitive Baptist

single ladies in the area, was this a possibility for me? (Was

she even single? I did not see any men in the area that

might be hers.)

Church meetings

Many of our small churches have both Saturday and Sunday

morning services as in the case of Smyrna. Such was also

the case on the fourth Saturday, and we went to that service

as well. Once again, I saw Donna... (We made no contact yet.

I'm not sure if I even knew her name yet.)

Another thing about these services held this way is that each

meeting would have several visiting ministers in the

audience. As a result, usually a few of the ministers were

asked to preach followed by the pastor of the church.

Then came the first weekend in March. It was Mt. Zion's turn

to have services, and I made sure that Kevin and I were

there for this. As usual, there were several visiting ministers



present. Then again, there was a special minister, Elder Don

Ellis, that had come from Indiana a few weeks before. So, he

had been asked to preach at all of the services where I had

seen Donna.

This morning I was asked to preach just before Donna's

father. Then after the service, all the ministers present came

to the front of the church for the usual handshake in which

the congregation would come forward and shake the hand of

each of the ministers.

It was when she came up to do this that I had a reaction that

I had never had before. As she approached me to shake my

hand, everything turned white for a few seconds. I had a

sense that she had blue eyes before everything turned

white. (She really has brown eyes.) Then I came back to

reality fairly quickly. No one seemed to have noticed any

behavior on my part though.

When I later described what had happened to a nurse

practitioner, she said that my brain had become overly

active, and that produced the total white out that I saw. I had

gotten overly excited! (Well it was pure enjoyment anyway...

Very likely I was at Bethlehem Church for their Saturday

morning service (second weekend). And just as likely Donna

and both her parents were there. I just don't have any

remembrance of it.

The annual meeting of the Hillabee Association was held at

Smyrna church Friday morning through Sunday at noon. So, I

made sure we were in attendance for the whole time.

I think it was Saturday after the morning service that I

actually got to talk with Donna for a while. I really enjoyed

doing this! But then she and her parents had to leave after



eating lunch. (Her father had an appointment near

Montgomery for Sunday.)

By this time I had really worked myself into thinking that I

had to have her for my wife. So much so, that I professed my

love for her to some of the people at the church services

that afternoon.

I understood that she would be at the Prattville church for

their regular Sunday night services. This was 100 miles a

way, but I drove down there with Kevin anyway. (I had gone

to this church several times in the past for some of their

special meetings and sometime times just to visit.) When I

arrived in town, I stopped at the pastor's home to visit

before church. Since he knew Donna and her family, I began

to ask him a lot of questions about her. What was she like?

What type of life did she live. What were her good points?

What about how she studied the Bible?

It seemed like every thing he said about her fit in with what I

thought I needed as a pastor in Roanoke. She seemed

perfect! (Oh, she was at church that night.)

Prattville church also has a regular Wednesday night

meeting, and I thought they would still be there perhaps

leaving the next day for Indiana. So, once again, I made

plans to travel there for this service even though this meant

getting back home around 11 PM. (Boy, did I have it bad!)

Wednesday was a rather stormy day with severe storm

warnings out around the time that we left for Prattville. I was

rather concerned about this, but it did not stop me from

going... When I got there just before time for the service, the

only person at the church was the pastor. Donna and her

family had left that morning for home and arrived there

before I even left home.



By the next weekend, I had worked myself into such a tizzy

that I wrote her a letter telling that I loved her etc... (I had

put it all on the line.)

All of this was definitely a surprise to her. She probably knew

who I was, but it takes much more than this for a

relationship to develop. Besides she had been married

before and divorced. Because of this she was not interested

in marrying anyone. So, I got a very pleasant Thanks but no

thanks. She has been very nice to me the few times we have

met since that time, but that is it. I had struck out.

At the time, I thought she was exactly what I wanted and

needed in a wife. She was serious about her beliefs and

reported to be a Bible student. I was thinking that she could

help me to bring the members at Zion's Rest around to doing

what God required of them. It would also be nice to have

someone to discuss Bible on a serious level in my home. But

again, I had not looked at what would be required to

accomplish this. Financially, I was not in any shape to

support a wife.

Help from the Learning

Center

I'm sure that the ladies working here were concerned with

how I would handle the situation of taking care of Kevin

while being alone the rest of the day. The bus driver was a

great help. I was able to joke around with her which kept my

spirits up at times. So, I was able to see the humor in things

that I did. This was important as many people are not able to

do this because of a depression.

Kevin's pneumonia



They did watch out for Kevin though. By around April, I

noticed that he was slimmer than he had been. So, I said

something about his weight. Sure enough he had lost about

30 pounds since I had asked them to stop giving him soda

for the mid morning snack. Meanwhile I had begun to fix him

larger meals. Strangely enough, even though he was eating

a wider variety of foods and larger amounts, he did not gain

any weight. This remained true for the rest of his life. But at

this point he had another problem that needed to be

addressed of which I did not have a clue.

Breathing treatments

This is where I had made a mess of things. I was not paying

close enough attention to his health. Then again, I think that

I was not feeling all that great myself.

Someone regularly took the all of the clients' blood pressure.

This time they were not able to get a reading for him. So

they took him to Dr. Peterson to have it done. Anyway, he

checked more than Kevin's BP and found pneumonia. Kevin's

treatment was the same as Susan's: breathing treatments

three times a day (before going to "school", after returning,

and before going to bed at night). These treatments had

medications in them, and Kevin responded fairly rapidly to

this: his lungs cleared up.

This was an embarrassment to me and revealed one of the

problems that Susan and I had had. She seemed to want to

see the doctor more often than I thought was necessary, and

I seemed to want to see the doctor less often than was

necessary. So, after our disagreement flaring for a while over

whether we should go to the doctor or not, we would go. But

without her being there, this was one time that I waited too

long.



Did I learn from this? I think so. The doctor kept me supplied

with a prescription for the medications needed for these

treatments and instructions on what medication to give. (I

had given Kevin two medications with his breathing

treatments for pneumonia, but the rest of the time he only

needed one of these medicines.) During the next five years I

would be giving his these treatments several times

beginning on my own and then checking with the doctor

shortly thereafter.

My Computer

I had more things that I did other than just the household

chores and reading my Bible. I was creating a daily devotion

Monday through Saturday. I was also beginning my

documentation writing for a free office suite. So, I kept

myself busy.

I had also experimented with the Linux operating system

(OS). By the time Susan died, I was using Mandrake. I was

also running my own email server and Apache web server

from Mandrake. While the computer still had Windows 98SE,

most of the time I was running Linux.

I also got more involved writing documentation for

OpenOffice.org through the online group, ODFAuthors which I

have been a member since before Susan's death.

I was still running Randolph Office Supply from my home.

Every once in a while I would have a customer, but very

seldom. I would get a few calls for information about

computers which would take some more of my time.

At some point I sold a new computer to a lawyer to replace

one. I was responsible for transferring all the files he had on



the hard drive of the old computer to the new one. This I did

without any problems. But there was sensitive data on the

old hard drive, and that had to be removed. I had never done

this before. Fortunately, I had a CD that I had gotten with a

program which would do this. It would repeatedly write over

all of the data which would make the hard drive unreadable.

(I had wiped the hard drive clean!)

Where did this group come from (ODFAuthors)? A lady in

Australia had retired from IBM sometime before. Since then,

she had written a book titled Taming OpenOffice.org She was

contributed much to an email list set up for OpenOffice.org

users. She was very disappointed with the documentation

available for OOo. Specifically, she did not like the rules and

organization that produced it. With OOo being financed by a

corporation, there was too many corporate rules on how

things should be done. Likely, these people included the

ones who were part of the creation of Star Office in Germany

in the first place. She envisioned a volunteer group writing

when they had the time with much looser rules. With her

encouragement and invitation to those of us who cared, this

is how ODFAuthors was formed.

By the time OOo version 2.0 was out, many computer

software companies came together to create a document

that described the format for office documents. Microsoft

was invited to this gathering, but decided not to participate.

The result was the Open Document Format (ODF 1.0). This

was sent to a world wide computer software group

requesting certification. After some study, it was certified.

The volunteer group was then renamed Open Document

Format Authors (ODFAuthors) I don't remember what we

called ourselves before then.

Writing documentations for OpenOffice.org



During the last couple of years of Susan's life or perhaps

earlier, I was watching TV on cable that discussed computer

topics. On one of these episodes, a new office suite was

mentioned called Star Office (version 5.0) which could be

downloaded for free. Well, this was less expensive than MS

Office, so I downloaded and installed it. (This office suite had

been purchased by Sun Microsystems and was made

available free as an alternative to MS Office to spite

Microsoft.)

It took some time to figure out how to use it, but I had the

daytime in which to do this. As time passed, Star Office was

improved until version 6.0. (I don't remember how many of

these versions I downloaded and used.) Then I learned that

Sun Microsystems had made some changes. It had made two

different programs from Star Office: one free (OpenOffice.org

designed for the average people) and the other was still

called Star Office which cost money. (This one had some

proprietary software in it and was designed for businesses).

So, I downloaded OpenOffice.org 1.0 (OOo) and began using

it, but I had much to learn about how it worked. Help for this

program came in the form of a mailing list

(users@openoffice.org). Members of it were people who used

OOo. Any member who ran into a problem could write to the

list, and their email would be sent to all the other users. Any

one of them who knew the answer to the question would

email the mailing list where all the members could see the

solution.

At the beginning, I learned from other people's mistakes and

the answers their emails elicited. Then as I learned more, I

began to answer some emails because I knew the answer to

the question posed by them.

I began working with the ODFAuthors group basically

learning as I went which meant that I specialized in



reviewing what others wrote. Jean was not the only one in

the group with an excellent background in computers. One

person, Daniel, was working on an advanced degree in

computers, and he wrote quite a bit of the original chapters.

One of the early chapters I read by him was how to use

styles with OOo (in the Getting Started Guide). Another was

a more advanced chapter about styles (part of the Writer

Guide).

Since we were suppose to use OOo Writer to write or review

each chapter, those who were not as experienced needed to

study everything written in the Getting Started with Writer

and the Writer Guides. There was a lot to be absorbed from

these chapters as well as the two chapters mentioned

earlier. I needed to take my time applying what I studied to

things written in them. This meant writing something,

applying different styles to it to see the effects, and to then

apply another style to see its effects. Gradually, I was

learning how to do things properly. They even became

habits...

As time progressed, I also read the other documentation and

applied this information to how I used OOo. It was by reading

information about Calc that I created a spreadsheet for the

family expenses beginning in 2002 with one sheet for 2002

and another for 2003. Then during 2004-2008, I created

improved spreadsheets, one for each year.

As a part of the group, I committed myself to downloading

each new version of OOo when it was available. Quite

honestly, the early versions (1.0,1.01, 1.02) were not all that

good. Version 1.03 was a large improvement though. The

first really big improvement was OOo 2.0 which came out in

early 2006. (We began making plans for its documentation in

the summer of 2005. So, I will continue this topic when I

discuss the things that happened in that year.)



Shirley

By early May 2003, Cindy from the Learning Center had

heard of the eHarmony.com web site. Perhaps it was from

the social worker that worked with the the Center. (She was

using it at the time in her own search for romance.)

Anyway, Cindy recommended it to me, so I tried it. The site

has a personality survey that takes 2-3 hours to fill out

completely online. It was that extensive. Then I paid

whatever fee was required and waited.

I am a person who watches his pennies, so I picked the

lowest cost which was also the shortest time to be listed on

the site. (One thing I notice was that the longer times were

not all the more than for the shortest times. So, I suppose

this was to get as much money from individuals as possible.)

Yet I was hoping that I would get enough "nibbles" to make

my time worthwhile.



"What do I do now?" I checked the web site periodically for

the list of women's names that were suppose to be

compatible with me. There was also the possibility that a

woman might contact me. Whether the latter happened to

me or not, I don't remember now. Nor do I remember

contacting any one.

So, I regularly looked at the list, but none of them seemed to

really interest me. (Or was it because I was a little too shy to

try to contact anyone?) Were the Women given my name shy

also? Or, did they have some problems with me?

Each person on the web site had a short section about

themselves that others could read. It even included a

paragraph in which we could write something more about

ourselves. So, I took advantage of this.

At the time, I had my own web site and was writing daily

devotions. These were archived on this site with sermons by

me and by others. The sermons were from 30 minutes to an

hour or so. Yes, I listed the web address for the site for all to

see. I also had my personal email address placed at the

bottom of each devotion. So, a woman that looked at my

resume had access to all of this.

According to the site, we were suppose to make all of our

initial contacts through them. Revealing our personal email

address was frowned upon for our own good. (This makes a

lot of sense even if I didn't follow their advice.)

Time was coming up that I had to either pay some more

money or give up. There did not seem to be anyone that I

was interested in. No one interested in me either. So, I

decided to give up even though I had not really tried very

hard at all. I knew what I wanted. I was just to scared to do

what I needed. So, I sent an email to the web site telling

them of my decision to request removing me from their web



site around May 12th. They promised to take my information

off of their web site shortly.

Emailing each other

Thursday, I was checking my email at the beginning of the

morning. Because I was involved with a free office program

known as OpenOffice.org, there were the usual technical

emails in my Inbox. But among them was an email from an

address I had never seen before. It was personal email, not a

technical one ... According the the information, it had been

written late the evening before from somewhere in

Nebraska. What was this? Who was this Shirley? Why was

she asking me about my beliefs and mentioning some of

hers?

I had rather quickly forgotten what I had done just a few

days before. Even though I had given the website notice that

I wanted to be removed from their records, I check out the

list of potential matches anyway. I even sent a request for

them to contact Shirley for me. (Does this even make sense?

Well, I clearly was not thinking very clearly.) I may have sent

another request for another lady to contact me, but I did not

hear from her if she replied.

Shirley actually did reply through eHarmony.com, but all of

this happened somewhere during my dropping from the web

site. As a result, I did not get an email from the website

mentioning her. But as it turns out she was interested in

what a Primitive Baptist believes so she visited my web site.

(Curiosity kills the cat?) While there she found my personal

email address at the end of one of my devotions. She still

wanted more information, so she sent me her first email.

So from the very beginning, she knew that I was a Primitive

Baptist minister. Obviously, one of her first questions was



about the beliefs of this group. And my first return email

contained the basic articles of faith along with my comments

about similarities and differences of the group. I concluded

with some personal comments about some of my specific

beliefs.

She was raised Baptist. She also mentioned that she was

baptized as a teenager. (She and I were about the same age

when we both did this.) Then she married her sweetheart

who belonged to the Church of Christ (non-instrumental).

There were many questions on the personality survey about

religious beliefs, but none of them were detailed enough to

cover my beliefs as different from others. One of them asked

for denominational affiliation for example. Well, I suppose in

a general way, I would be classified as Baptist. However,

there are huge differences between Primitive Baptists and

the other Baptists. Yet, I don't know how they could have

gotten the question to be more specific. Would it really make

that much difference for most Baptists?

There is much that two people will reveal to each other over

a period of time, and we were not different from others in

this regard.

It turned out that I was not the only person who had become

somewhat disenchanted with eHarmony.com in mid May. She

had been using the website for some time and made contact

with several people. None of these worked out because of

where she lived. (All of the contacts lived long distances

from her, and this made a relationship a non-starter for

them. Then she saw the email from eHarmony.com

mentioning me wanting to contact her...

I suppose there are more important things for two people to

discuss than what she read or or listened to on a website

that played an important part in their correspondence. I



know now that she had to read down to the bottom of at

least one of the devotions I had written. (They were the only

ones that had my email address in them.) But over 10 years

later, I am just a little curious. (And I expect her to

remember this given the passage of time?...)

There were things that I wanted to know about her as well

because the profile I had read about her on the

eHarmony.com did not give me a very good idea of what she

was like. So in this getting acquainted period, we gradually

opened up about ourselves quite a bit.

At the time, I began to appreciate the speed of email

compared to the US mail. After all, when Nancy and I were

corresponding in high school, once in a while I would get a

letter the day after she wrote it. At other times, it would take

longer, and this was at a distance of only 150 miles. Shirley

and I lived over 1, 000 miles apart. That would have taken 3

days to a week one way by mail. My romance had entered

the twenty-first century.

At first, we did not write every day. But gradually our

frequency increased. (She was a school teacher, so she did

not have as much time to sit down and write me as I did her.

However as summer approached, school let out...) With time,

I could usually depend upon one email waiting for me when I

got up in the morning from the night before. Then once in a

while a second email would arrive later in the day.

One of her daughters lived many miles from her, and she

made a trip to see her and her family early that June. (She

was definitely looking forward to seeing her grandchildren

once again!) Yet, she took time to make sure that I received

an email or two everyday while she was there which was

nice. In fact, one day she was doing some baking for her

daughter, and she still found time to babysit her

grandchildren and send me 4 emails! Nice, very nice!



She would later mention that her daughters took notice of

her emailing this man in Alabama (I assume that she told

them where I lived.) Obviously, she had begun to take a

great deal of interest in me. I would love to know where they

thought this relationship would go. They were going to find

out.)

Phone calls

It would seem that she began to feel that more contact

needed to be made between the two of us than just emails.

So it was she that suggested that we talked to each other on

the phone to which I agreed. This time she and another lady

had gone somewhere of some distance together, and on her

way home, I was to call her at a given time which would be

while the two of them would make a stop. (I still don't know

where that location was.)

I got really nervous as the time approached, but I managed

to dial her cell phone number anyway. She answered and we

began a conversation that gradually calmed me down. It also

became more fluid as well. The ice was broken...

It was that weekend that she called me, and we began

making calls back a forth periodically after that. We also

continued to regularly email each other. Because of this we

seemed to draw closer to each other... I was falling for her.

Meeting in Illinois

Then we ran into the same problem she had with men she

met at eHarmony.com: she wanted to meet me. How were

we going to arrange this? Distance was a problem. We

discussed this some but did not come up with a solution...



During this time, I sent an email to Tom and Elaine

mentioning this problems along with other things that had

recently occurred. They offered their home as a place for the

two of us to meet. I liked the idea: chaperons for both of us.

So, I passed this information on to Shirley. With some more

discussions between the two of us and consulting with Tom

and Elaine, we finally decided to meet there the week of July

4
th

.

I know that Shirley and I talked about what we were going to

do and how on the phone. Emails also contained our

thoughts as well. What about Elaine and I? I'm not sure, but

some of the information back and forth had to be by phone

as well.

Both of us were satisfied with the arrangements as they

were. She trusted me to behave myself, and I trusted her.

Staying in a third party's home seemed to make our trust

even deeper. We saw no problems with that...

But her daughter, Terri, had some problems with her mother

traveling that far getting herself into what no one knew... So

Shirley asked for some references for her which I provided.

The first call she placed was to the Learning Center, and

Cindy told the daughter everything she needed to know.

Shirley was very apologetic when she asked for the

references saying maybe she should be giving me some

references about here. Well, I may have been a little

"foolish" in saying no, I did not need any, but I felt safe

seeing that we were staying with my brother and sister-in-

law. (I had family around me which she did not have.) At

some point, I gave her Elaine's phone number in case she

needed it (perhaps the daughter might?).

When Cindy spoke to the daughter (Terri), she was really

looking out for my interests as she wanted this to work.



Sometimes she tends to go into great detail when talking on

the phone, and I have no doubt that she did this time. She

made sure that she really talked me up! She would later tell

me about that phone call, and she really laid it on thick to

me as well. Anyway, the daughter was satisfied with what

she heard.

As the time to meet for the first time approached we

discussed many things about the upcoming trip. Kevin was

one of them. She taught retarded children in school, so she

had some idea of how to handle this situation. However, he

IQ was far lower than what she had worked with. I think it

was during one of our many phone calls that we discussed

this. During this time, I pointed out as many of Kevin's

peculiarities as I could think of to give her an idea of what he

might do at the airport the trip from there to Tom's home.

I don't remember whether Elaine and the daughter talked

any, but Shirley and Elaine did a couple of days before she

flew in. Of course, I wondered what these two women might

have been cooking up between them. (I still do not know nor

will I ever.)

I drove in on Monday, Jun 30 arriving shortly before supper.

To say I was nervous is an understatement. Seems like I had

Susan on the brain, mentioning things that she and I did

during our marriage. (I did not know any better, nor did I

have any idea what to say...) Thankfully, Elaine gently

suggested that this was not a good way to act when I met

Shirley. OK, I stop talking about Susan, but what should I talk

about? (I did not have any problems talking to Shirley on the

phone at least a couple times a week. What was my

problem? Actually talking to her face to face?)

Shirley was flying into St. Louis early Tuesday afternoon.

When Webb, my older brother, found out how she was

coming, he told me that he would go with me to pick her up



at the airport. I did not really have a choice in this matter. He

was making sure that I had someone with me whether I liked

it or not!

This was nice of him because of a couple of reasons. There

was road construction both near the airport and in it. He

knew how to get to where we needed to be, and I did not.

Besides, I needed someone who was thinking more clearly

than I was that day.

We got to the airport alright, but her plane out of Chicago

was late something like 45 minutes to an hour. This is where

Webb was very helpful. He knew where to get the

information that we needed to go to the proper gate. So, as

the passengers began to disembark, we were waiting...

I had told him what she said she would be wearing, and it

was a good thing I did. He spotted her right away... I was still

out of it. (I don't know where my mind was.) He said, "There

she is." He was right. So I approached and spoke to her. We

had our first hug. At this point I think that I introduced her to

Webb and Kevin to her. Her baggage was carry-on luggage

on wheels which she was pulling. Soon all of us were

heading to the car for the trip to Tom's.

I was doing my best to be a gentleman. When we got to the

car, I insisted that I be the one to place the luggage in the

trunk. And, of course I took in the house for her. I even took

it upstairs and into her room. (I made sure that I went into

the room first and that she was always closer to the door

than I was. Since Elaine had told me earlier what part of the

closet Shirley could use and where the towels were, I told

Shirley.

I may have been a bit too forward in going into the bedroom

she would be using, but I just wanted everything to be right

(whatever that is given my state of mind). She later took a



bath upstairs, but did not use one of the towels Elaine had

placed in her room. Was she out of it a little bit like I was or

had my brashness led her to forget what I had said?

Sometimes I think that I almost got a little "motherly" about

her. I want to make sure that she contact someone in her

family so they would know she had arrived safely. Yes, I was

still out of it. I so desperately want everything to go just

right!

Sometime in the afternoon, Marianne and her family came

in. (They would be staying in another part of the upstairs. I

had the front bedroom downstairs.)

Now Marianne was going to home school her children and

was looking for information on how to do this. Since I think

Marianne knew that Shirley was a teacher, she asked Shirley

about this. The two of them got into a discussion on the

things Marianne needed to do, and this lasted longer than I

wanted it to (I wanted Shirley to myself...) So, sweetly but

firmly, Shirley told me to not interrupt them; they were busy

discussing something. Nope, I did not like this one bit, but

she was very insistent. I did manage to get over it though.

I had earlier arranged for us to go to see Elder James Harris

on Wednesday. (He was the pastor of Little Flock Church

when Tom was ordained as a deacon.) At that time Susan

and I went to talk to him about a situation, and we did not

see eye to eye about it. So, this time I wanted to apologize

to him and his wife about this. So after breakfast on

Wednesday, off we went to see them.

I was able to apologize to them which was accepted. There

had not really been any hard feelings that first visit, so all

was well anyway.



The rest of the time we all had a very good visit. Shirley

mentioned that she was part of a singing group called Sweet

Adeline, an all woman four part harmony barber shop

structure. It turns out that Bro. James knew something about

them, so I got to learn a lot more about Shirley and what she

was doing in this group. It turns out that he also knew

something about Nebraska.

Much of the state is fairly flat with low rowing hills. (I should

mention that the wind seems to blow all of the time.) But the

north central part of the state is much different. The hills are

much taller and are known as the sand hills of Nebraska.

They tried to tell me what it was like in this area, but I just

could not grasp the idea of hills made of sand! Having

worked in the west side of the state, I could understand the

idea of dusty hills but not sand.

I had some problems with Kevin while we were there which I

did not handle very well at all. Whether this had anything to

do with it or not, by that evening she told me that she

thought it would be best we just be friends... (I did not even

know what this meant!)

In reality, we were both adults that had some specific ideas

of what we wanted for the rest of our lives. Did our plans

have enough in common to make a marriage even a

possibility? Honestly? No.

Thursday I had originally wanted for Shirley, Kevin, and I to

visit the Gateway Arch in St. Louis on Thursday, but this was

July 3rd. Because 9-11 was less than two years before,

people were still worried about another terrorist attack

happening somewhere in the US. So, there would all kinds of

people guarding the arch. Likely there would also be a lot of

people there to see it as well. It was not a very good idea.

So, we did not go. (I have yet to visit this land mark. Perhaps



if I do, I will make sure that it is a time when the crowds are

not too big.)

Instead, she wanted to buy some presents for relatives and

perhaps others, so she, Kevin, and I headed downtown

where she did just this. This time I got to watch her as she

shopped, observing her body language, learning a little more

about her. Sometimes Kevin and I was in the store with her,

and other times we were outside. (Did I mention that July 3rd

can be very warm to hot?) Then when she finished, we ate

lunch at a restaurant together. Seems that the lunch did not

settle very well on her stomach that afternoon...

She was scheduled to fly out of St. Louis going home early (7

AM?) Friday morning. She had suggested that she get a

motel near the airport and spend the night there. But I

insisted that I would get up early Friday morning to drive her

there. So, I was up at 5 AM and she was too (I think). Anyway

we all got our breakfast and got her to her plane on time.

During the trip, we discussed a variety of things. Some were

serious, and others were not. As we neared the terminal

where she would depart from, she helped me get into the

right lane and to the correct gate. Sad time for me, but the

time had come to say good-by. I hugged her again (more

about this later) and then left. By the time I got back to

Edwardsville with Kevin, she was probably in the air heading

to Chicago. I wondered if she even looked out her window to

see if she saw my cargo van down on the road...

I did not really see any reason for leaving for Alabama later,

so shortly after getting back to Tom and Elaine's, Kevin and I

headed south. It was a long trip (12 hours)... I was not very

good company either. I did not know if I would ever see her

again, and I did not want to lose her. I had no claim on her,

but that was not how I felt.



Various happenings

There was one thing that really got to me quickly. She loves

to sing, and a couple of times suggested the family sing

hymns together. This was one of the real highlights of those

days we spent together.

Another occurred Thursday evening. At her suggestion, we

sat down together in the front porch swing. It was nice to

have her sitting close to me... I really, really wanted to put

my arm around her, but I had already agreed that we would

just be friends. So, I did not. At this point, I wanted to be

much more than friends: the feeling of her so close beside

me was getting to me... But this seemed to be a problem for

Kevin! He decided that he was going to sit between the two

of us, but there was not enough room for the three of us in

the swing. She moved to one of the chairs out there, and we

continued to talk (my son jealous???). After a while, she went

inside and suggested we all sing some hymns together

again. It was a very nice ending to a very nice day.

Since that time, I have thought of another possibility. Kevin

was being neglected to begin with. He, Susan, and I would

sit together in church with him between us. We always made

sure he had his deck of playing cards that he would go

through telling us what each card was. Did he want to be

with us rather than by himself? Would he have been happy

sitting between us playing with the cards or doing any

number of other things that he was use to doing? I now think

so. (The only problem: there was not enough room for all

three of us in the swing.)

One of the days, I took her and Kevin on a walk to where I

grew up. Well she loves to walk! She is also very observant.

The new owners of the property had not cleaned the house's

gutters. This was something new to me because I had never



known my father clean any of them either. So, a discussion

ensued as she talked about some of her experiences in

keeping the gutters of her home free of leaves. Then as we

walked back she teasingly said something about picking up

the pace. Well, Kevin can only walk so fast, so she would

walk off from us a little bit and wait for us to catch up. I

really thought that I could have kept up with her if not out

walked her, but I never have had a chance to do so. (I know

so now with how I walk.) Since then I felt that I would like to

challenge her to another walk just to prove it.

And lest you think that my relationship with Shirley went

down hill rather quickly, nothing could farther from the truth.

While we stopped calling each other, and emails no longer

came as often, the change had gone to that of a brother and

sister. There were many discussions some serious about a

variety of topics. I got her opinions, she would ask for mine.

(Yet, I still preferred her as a wife beside me to a sister 1,000

miles away. I did not know how to change the situation.)

Recently (2015) I found the emails that I sent to and

received from Shirley on a DVD that cover the period from

May 14, 2003 to mid July of that year. Some of what I have

written came from these emails. Looking in another area, I

found some from the period 2010-2011.

In between these times I took a vacation in 2005 during

which I visited her in Nebraska. (Kevin obviously went along,

but with his mentality he did not do that much visiting.) So,

there will be more written about that time later.

My dirty gutters

When I got home, I took a look at my gutters. What a mess!

Boy was I really embarrassed. This picture shows what my

front gutter looked like. It also shows the date I took it: July



5. Well, it was time to do something about it. I already had a

step ladder with which I could reach the gutters. (This

picture was taken from the top of it.) So, it was time to see

what I could do to remove the debris.

The gutter on the back of the house was as clogged like the

front one. And if you look toward the other end of this gutter

(the front one), you should see some green that is a plant

growing in the gutter (just below the satellite dish). Its roots

were four feet long! They were so entwined in the rotting

leaves that when I managed to pull the plant out of the

gutter, it took all of the leaves with it. I now had four feet of

clean gutter from its removal!

It took several hours over a period of more than a week to

clean both gutters completely. Thereafter, this became a

yearly chore, and I do mean a chore.



And yet, this is something that my body needed at the time.

I had so much adrenaline in my body from Friday (being up

before 5 am, driving Shirley to the airport, then driving

home) that I need some hard exercise to remove the excess.

I also needed to have something to do to get my mind off of

what had just happened at least part of the time. So, it all

worked out in the end. Well physically, it worked out. My

feelings were a different matter.

I had an 8 foot step ladder (background of the picture) with

which I could reach the gutters to clean them out. When I

got the ladder close to the gutter, I would reach into it and

pull the leaves out with my hand. The only problem with that

was the shingles that were also in the same area. I got a lot

of scrapes and scratches doing this.

Sometimes, I would climb onto the roof from the ladder.

Then I would work my way down to the edge of the roof and

remove some leaves from there. (I'm rather frightened of

heights which did not help me much while doing this!) I also

tried using the hose to wash the leaves out of the gutters

with limited success. (Well, I got good and wet doing it. My

tennis shoes squished as I walked!)

As I pulled the leaves out of the gutters, I threw them to the

ground. They were wet and yucky! As they fell to the ground,

some landed on the siding instead of the ground making a

black mess on it. So, after satisfying myself that the gutters

were now fairly clean, I had the siding to wash.

I did the front gutter first and then the back gutter last from

left to right in the photo. By the time this was taken, the

gutters were clean. And according to the photo, it took me a

full week to do it (July 7 though July 14).



So, now I had another chore to do. I had been told that all

the vinyl siding needed was to be hosed down, however, this

did not come close to doing the job. Dirt of some kind still

clung to the vinyl. But I had some kind of brush that would

clean perhaps a vertical foot of vinyl at a time.

After washing down the back wall, I did the front one. And

that left the two ends of the building. After all, I couldn't

leave the ends dirty after cleaning the front and back could

I? Since the top part of the two ends was triangle shaped, I

had another problem: reaching up to the top of the roof! I

was able to do this with whatever I had used on the front

and back. But I could not reach very far from side to side.

this meant that I had to clean a small area vertically, move

the ladder sideways a little bit, clean some more, move...

Painstaking yes, but it finally got the job done.



Social Security

Was it during the summer or early fall when I applied for

Social Security online? Anyway, I was successful in doing so.

But I got a big surprise. I was not going to get my first SS

payment until the middle of February! For me the first

eligibility period was December 16, 2003 through January

16, 2004. (This was the first full month that I was 62.) I did

not understand this at all. Oh well. Fortunately, there was

still enough left from Susan's Life Insurance to pay for my

share of the monthly expenses.

2004

Painting the house (Jan-

Aug)

When I was working on the gutters in July 2003, I realized

that the house needed some painting done. Susan's life

insurance policy was sufficient to meet expenses until mid

February, 2004, when I would begin getting Social Security.

So the painting was put off until 2004 at that point. Then, in

mid January, I went downtown to the hardware store to get

the paint to get started.

First I did the inside of the house, and as the weather

became warmer in the spring, I painted all of the windows

and outside doors inside and out. I also painted the fake

shutters on both sides of the front windows. Most of the

painting was done between January and April. I cleaned out

the gutters sometime after that. And then I took my vacation

which covered about half of the month of July. (Champaign,

IL and Bloomington, IN)



Painting requires a lot of moving of things around, and that is

something that I did a lot. This shows the bedroom Susan

and I had shared for over a decade. The pink object is our

drapes laying over the end of the bed, and the dark rose is

the comforter. The two doors are to the closets we used.

I don't remember what color the bedrooms were, but you

now see the color that I had picked for most of the house. (I

think I had a different color for the kitchen and dining area.) I

do remember that I like the colors I picked very much.



Then I got to the laundry room. For 12 years, I had cleaned

around the washer and dryer but never under them. If I was

going to paint this room, they had to be moved out of it. So,

I did. What a mess!

After a thorough cleaning of the floor, I could begin painting

the walls, the door, and the door jam. I think that I also

painted the shelves white, but I am not sure. I don't even

remember how many coats of paint I used. But, when the

paint was dried, I connected the washer and dryer which was

not the most fun. Connecting the dryer to the exhaust vent

in the was was rather tedious as was connecting the hot and

cold water to the washing machine. Compared with these

things, moving the two of these into their places after doing

the connecting was a piece of cake.

One of the more tedious things was painting baseboards

white. Keeping the paint off of the carpet while painting

them required patience for sure. the same can be said where

the walls met the door jams. The latter was painted white



and the former blue. I had to learn holding the brush on an

angle just right to do this. I just could not get it right every

time.

Painting inside the closets was working in small quarters.

(The shelf of each one needed to be painted white as well.) I

had not paid very good attention earlier, but the closet walls

had not been painted. At least, I did not think so when I

painted them this time.

Painting the outside trim was a challenge as well. The

original paint was oil based, and I wanted to use latex paint.

So, I asked what I needed to do at the hardware store. It

tuned out that a lot of people have that problem, so a primer

was developed to solve this problem. I got a gallon and

applied it to the trim. Then I applied latex over the same

areas. All went well. I just had to make sure that the paint

did not dry the wrong way and prevent the windows from

opening and closing. I succeeded!

It took several months to complete the inside of the house.

Well, it seems that I was painting something else at the

same time: my clothes! It did not take much time to do this

either. (Just notice the date on this picture. It was a month

before I got to the laundry room!)



Shirley's trip to

Washington DC

She is a member of Sweet Adeline, barber shop singing

groups. Her group was chosen to appear in our capital

representing Nebraska at events for the Memorial Day

celebrations. While there she had enough time to visit

landmarks in the city.

After she got back to her home, We talked on the phone

about her experiences while there. I thoroughly enjoyed

what she had to say especially because of the emotions in

her voice. It seemed as if she were reliving the trip as she

described what happened. I don't remember how long we

talked, but it was worth many times whatever the phone bill

cost.

It is times like this that makes a relationship so enjoyable: to

share emotions between the two. This is true for a couple or

just friends, long distance friends at that.



Trip to Campaign/Urbana

for a visit

This was 39 years since I had left the area. Many things had

changed in the meanwhile, and some things were the same.

The quadrangle was the same as were the buildings around

it. However, the basement of the Student Union building was

much different. Oh, the 20 alley bowling facilities was the

same, but the cafeteria was no longer there. The Tavern area

was still there, but the only food available was from vending

machines.

We went over the first weekend of July because it was also

New Liberty Church's annual meeting. So, I could attend that

meeting as well as visit the campus three times.

It did bring back some memories which were nice, but

meeting the members did not go all that well. A few of the

older ones did pay Kevin and me some attention, but such

was not the case with the people my own age. Actually I feel

sorry for them. There seems to be many things that they are

missing out on.

The visiting minister was Elder Jack Allen who had grown up

in Champaign and attended the University of Illinois there

during my sophomore through junior years. (He took extra

courses and probably attended summer school, so he

graduated quicker than I did.) His wife, Joyce, did not come

with him which was somewhat disappointing to me. He

preached several very good sermons over this weekend.

The sanctuary was always dear to me as that is where the

teenagers would sing after the noon meal downstairs. Well,

after a noon meal this weekend, I took Kevin up to it. I wish



that I could describe the feelings I had; perhaps I was feeling

the presence of God. It was a wonderful feeling.

Now 10 years later, I will never be able to be in that building

again. Very cold weather had damaged the plumbing, and

the cost was too much for the present congregation. So, the

building and grounds were sold; they are now worshiping in

a building in the city to which most of the members had

moved several years before.

I left the area feeling rather empty. I wanted to make a

connection again, but this was not to be. It was part of my

past and would always remain that without ever having

anything to look forward to there again. (This was one of

those situations in which a person can never go home

again.)

While there I decided to write a letter to the church

apologizing to it for my behavior as a young man. I really

don't know if anyone received it because no one

acknowledged it afterward.

Bloomington, IN

I think that I spent one more day in Champaign on the U of I

campus taking pictures. While there I talked for a short while

with a lady who was completing her degree and getting

ready to move to Savannah, GA. She caught my eye because

she was doing some running on the campus quadrangle.

There was one thing that was different after 39 years: the

trees. Sometime earlier in the century, Dutch Elm trees had

been planted. By the latter part of the 1950's Dutch Elm

disease had killed all of these trees. So, another type of

trees were planted around the quadrangle in the place of the

elm trees. These were several years old by the time I arrived



on the campus. These were now 39 years older than when I

had seen them the last time.

Tuesday morning we headed for IN. I wanted to attend a

church service in this state since I had attended church

services in most of the states surrounding IL but not this

one. Wednesday morning, I found a laundromat in

Bloomington, IN and did our laundry. Then in the evening, I

went to the local church's Wednesday night service. It is

where Elder Don Ellis has had his membership. He had been

the pastor there, but a younger man was now filling this

position. The Ellis' were there that night including Donna.

She treated me very nicely, but she still was not interested.

Was it worth the trip, was it just a whim of mine about the

states in which I have attended services? I really do not

know. I did strike up a conversation with a waitress where

Kevin and I ate our meals while in Bloomington that may

have been some help to her. If I was able to help her, it was

worth it.

Because of something in the past, this church in

Bloomington was out of order as far as the other Primitive

Baptist in both Indiana and Illinois. In fact, Elder Don Ellis

was not someone that any of these churches wanted to have

anything to do with.

As I made my plans for this trip to Illinois and Indiana, I

thought it was not prudent to mention anything about this

trip nor whom I wanted to see in Indiana. I did let it be

known that it involved a lady, a Donna, and some idea of

which area of Indiana in which she lived (like it was

somewhere in the southern half of the state). It would be

some what later before I revealed her last name to anyone.

Even so, I did not get the reaction that I thought I might.



Angela's wedding

Then as September was coming to a close, Kevin and I

headed back to Illinois for this. From my experiences of living

in that area, I knew that cooler temperatures are much more

common there than in Alabama. So, I brought along some

warmer clothes for both of us. This included a sweat suit for

me, but I don't remember what I brought for Kevin. I made

sure that we had enough blankets to stay warm at night

though.

Still I was not completely mentally prepared for the

difference in temperature. The air seemed to be rather chilly

even when the sunshine was warm. Temperatures were in

the 60's and 70's. But, I was use to upper 70's and low to

mid 80's.

Housing

Gabe and Angela were running a 4-H camp near Jacksonville,

and that was where the wedding would be. Kevin and I were

given a cabin of our own, and Angela's family was given one

(or was it two?) of the main buildings. With Kevin's

incontinence, he and I needed a place for me to take care of

his needs from time to time.

We also had a shower of our own which was very helpful

(well sort of). It was designed to be used only during the

summer so there was not any heat in the building holding

the shower. Getting wet when the air temperature was in the

60's is not my idea of fun!

Meals were served in the camp's dining room. This brought

back memories to both of Angela's sisters as all three had

gone to camp there many times as they grew up. There were



rituals they remembered about the meals they had eaten

there which they recounted during at least one meal.

So with each meal served there, we went through the same

rituals that they had during their stays there.

What did we do the few days we were there for the wedding?

Well, Gabe had the usual maintenance to do that the

grounds required. Then there were probably some things

that needed to be done for the wedding, but I am not sure

now what those might be. I have a feeling that others help

out by doing the things that they could. Some of Gabe's

family were there during the day, and I talked with part of

them.

You might say that I was slumming it until the wedding. Most

of the time I was wearing a sweat suit. This almost kept me

warm.

Quilt

Earlier in the year, Marianne and Jennifer decided that they

would make a quilt as a wedding present and asked for quilt

squares measuring one foot on a side from all of the Lewis

family. With all of the material they got and what they added

themselves, the project turned into much more than one

quilt.

Marianne took the time to show me the entire project during

one of the days before the wedding. I was truly amazed at

the workmanship the two of them had done. Everything was

gorgeous! I'm thinking the entire project consisted of the

quilt, 2 pillow shams, and a smaller item (perhaps a lap

robe).

Sunday, October 2, 2004



The wedding was in the afternoon close to the lake. Angela

had changed into her wedding dress in a motor home a little

farther from it. From there she walked to her soon to be

husband to exchange vows. Afterward, there was a reception

in the dining hall.

As Kevin and I headed home, I ran into a problem: I did not

quite know where I was going. I had a map that I was able to

barely follow when coming into the camp. There were

several turns to make that were not always clearly marked.

So, heading back out, I missed one of the turns. But I

managed to get back to where I recognized on a map after

not too much of a delay.

I had reservations in Paducah, KY at the Motel 6 for the

night. Since this was about 200-250 miles, travel time was

between 4 and 5 hours. We made it to the motel without

being very late. Then we headed to Alabama on Monday

which was about a 8 hour drive.

ODFAuthors and

OpenOffice.org

About the same time as her wedding, OpenOffice.org

(OOo)was preparing a major upgrade from version 1.1.4 to

2.0. (Version 1.1.5 came out while working on 2.0 to fix some

bugs that needed it.) This meant that the documentation

had to be updated for all four components: Writer (text

documents), Calc (spreadsheets), Draw (graphics), and Base

(databases). It would be nice if the documentation would be

ready as soon after the new version was available for

download which was scheduled for the spring of 2005.



Specifically, the documentation for Base had to be

completely rewritten from scratch. It would be using a

different database engine to run its databases (HSQLDB).

This meant that new computer code had to be written for the

Base component. It took a large amount of trials and errors

to do this and a large amount of time, days and days of it.

But gradually it was beginning to come together.

Painstakingly, the developers would write code, others would

check to see if it worked, make changes, add more code, etc.

When the code seemed to work to a couple of the

developers, the code would be added to the complete code

for OOo.

Each day, the code written for OOo that day was made

available to all of the developers and those who had

volunteered to test the code on their computer. (This code is

known as a "daily build".) It is usually very unstable when

something new is added to it. But as testing finds more of

the bugs, the stability improves.

From the fall of 2004 through the spring of 2005, I would

periodically download the current daily built to see how Base

worked. By this time, I had learned enough about relational

databases, that I could test these builds to see how close

they had come to what they should be doing. There was

many a build with a serious flaw (bug) in it. Some of them

took several weeks before the bug was fixed. Then it was on

to the next bug...

One of the volunteers in the group knew something about

relational databases which is something new to Base. He

even wrote some documents about how it works and was

around as version 2.0 was progressing. But then he seemed

to disappeared leaving someone else to continue the

documentation of Base.



By this time I was paying close attention to what he had

been doing. So, I began studying as much as I could about

this new database concept and how it would work. From this,

I wrote my first documentation for Base, a chapter called,

"Getting Started with Base". It would be the only written

documentation on Base for OpenOffice.org version 2.0 and

higher until recently.

Late fall in December

The dentist Kevin and I used had his office in a medical plaza

near the local hospital. To get there we went down a 300 foot

drive lined with Japanese plum trees. In the early spring,

these were filled with white blossoms which were quite

beautiful. In the fall, they also had bright colors.

The dental chair I used faced a window through which I could

see one of these trees. Sights like this can calm a person

down even if he is in a dental office, that is for sure.

I took a picture of the drive back to the dental office, but I

have lost it. Well, this photo is of two Japanese plum trees to

give you an idea of what was lining the drive. It is very close

to what I saw out of the dental office.



2005

Dental work needed!

Then as the decade continued, one of my fillings from 1965

was beginning to show too much wear. So, I had it drilled out

and replaced. Given the age of all of them (close to 40), the

rest of them needed replacing as well. A couple of them had

some decay underneath the old fillings, but the drilling took

care of the decay. Expenses in the financial spreadsheets

show this occurred from December 2005 through 2006. So, if

I live until 2045 or so, I should need to have the present

fillings replaced also... (Probably, this should be done before

then though.) Even so, my dentist in 2014 told me that with

my teeth and health, I could live to be 106!

For some people, the idea of having any dental work is to be

avoided if at all possible. Unfortunately, this means avoiding

seeing the dentist. What I prefer to do now is to see the

dentist on a regular basis (which I did not always do), get



done what needs to be done, and avoid letting problems get

worse before seeing the dentist.

May

Around 2000, my eye tooth on the top left began to become

loose. Over a period of months, it came out. Well, part of it

came out: the rest of it had dissolved. It was a baby tooth!

Up to that time, I had two eye teeth on the top left. The

permanent eye tooth had grown down behind the baby

tooth. Now at approximately 60, I had lost the last of my

baby teeth.

This month, I got a partial plate. But since I was not suppose

to chew with the tooth on the partial plate, I began making a

habit of taking the partial out before eating. The only

problem was that I then forgot to put it back in! This

happened in Kansas as I was traveling from Oklahoma City

to Nebraska. (There went $432 out with the garbage!)

It was June, 2006 when I got another partial plate costing me

$578. I still took out my partial plate to eat. This time I

managed to keep this partial plate for more than a year. But

Kevin and I went out to eat in Roanoke at an oriental

restaurant, and I forgot again. This time I left it under my

napkin. I did not notice the problem until the next morning.

So, to the restaurant I went during the next day. The person

busing our table did not pay any attention to what was on

the table.

As I mentioned earlier, my son had a partial plate and kept it

in his mouth even when eating. Why did I think that I should

not do the same thing? I remember hearing the dentist tell

me that I should not bite down on food with this partial. I

simply did not stop to think what this should mean to me. In



any case, I have gone without a partial plate because

replacing one every year or two would be too expensive!

New Cell Phone (June)

It was the middle of the month that I decided that I needed

to get a cell phone. By this time, I had decided to make a trip

that include seeing Marianne's family and then Shirley in

Nebraska. Surely, a cell phone would be helpful for doing

this. So, I signed up with Unicel which was the better choice

of the brands that were available in rural east central

Alabama. It would also be better for most of the trip. The

price seemed very reasonable also.

Summer Vacation

This was going to be a rather long trip, I needed to do some

planning. Where would Kevin and I be going? How long

would we be gone? What kind of expenses would we have?

What did we need to take with us? What highways would we

be using? What resources did I need in my planning? What

would I be doing about Precious? Do I take her with us or

have her kept by our vet? How much would that cost?

My original plan was to go to Springfield, AR, for a week.

From there go to Valentine, NE, for the first part of the

second week. Then we would go into South Dakota and east

to the Corn Palace in SE SD. Next stop over the weekend

would be SE Iowa. There we would be attending church with

Larry and Hanna who are very good friends of Tom and

Elaine. From there to Edwardsville for a day or so and then

home.



At that time, State Farm had an atlas which had a map of the

entire US along with individual maps of the 50 states. So,

here is where I traced the route I intended to take for a little

over two weeks. I may have been able to use

www.mapquest.com to do this, but I do not think I did.

What to take? I had already learned from both Mom and

Dad's funerals that a detailed list of things to take was

absolutely necessary. So, I created a text file with this

information. Every article of clothing and how many was in

it. So was anything that I thought that we might need. For

example, I took some sheets along for Kevin since he

normally wet them at night. My laptop was also placed in

this list also.

Then I turned to my computer and the internet for lodging. I

knew that Motel 8 had good prices so I went to its website.

Little Rock looked like a good place to spend the first night.

Then after leaving Arkansas, Cozad, NE, looked like a good

place to stop before going on to Shirley's. Besides, I had

gone to church there the summer of 1960. So, I was thinking

of being over the weekend. Then there was a Motel 8 within

less than 50 miles of the Corn Palace. Then would come a

stop in Iowa, Edwardsville, and then home. Well, this is how

things started out...

Finally, I made arrangement with our vet for them to keep

Precious. In the middle of the last week of June, I began

packing in earnest. Everything except for the last minute

things were packed and checked off. The afternoon before

we left, Precious was taken to the vet. The next morning, the

last minute things were also packed and checked off the list.

It was time for us to leave, and we did so.

Arkansas



The first problem we had was in Birmingham, AL. At the

western side of the city, we were suppose to take US 78 W

which would take us to Memphis. Well, I got just a little

confused and took US 78 E. After going around a circle little

bit, I got straighten out enough to be on 78 W. By early

afternoon, we were in SE Memphis with no easy access to

the Interstates in and around that area. After what seemed

like quite a while, we got far enough west to get on I-55.

Now I knew where I was and how to get on I-40 which would

take us to Little Rock.

The Motel 8 I had reservations for was in the NE part of the

city. It took me a couple of extra turns before I arrive at its

front door. But, when I said something about staying there,

he told me quite emphatically that I should not. Instead, he

recommended that I travel an additional 30 miles to Conway,

AR. It was safe there, but it was not safe where I was now!

OK, off we headed.

We checked into the Motel 8 at Conway and then ate supper.

They were nice enough to tell us where would be a nice

place to eat. Afterward, I called and talked to Marianne to tell

her where we were. I may have also gotten some

information about how to find their home. Then I mentioned

that I had first thought of staying in Little Rock. Her

comment was that they would have come and gotten us out

of that place. She definitely did not want her uncle staying is

such a dangerous place.

I did not think that it would take more than an hour or so to

get to Springdale, but I was wrong. Even so, we were there

before noon.

It was possibly Saturday afternoon or evening that Marianne

mentioned an association meeting in Oklahoma City the

following week. It began on Thursday morning and ran

through Saturday afternoon. Elder Staten and other



ministers attend the meeting. She thought that I might want

to do so also. I began thinking about it. By the middle of the

week, I had decided to do it.

Sunday morning, we all went to church. It was the first time I

had been in this building. Even so, yet I got a feeling that

was far different than I had ever had in any church that I can

remember. I had a feeling of oppression, a very strong

feeling. Why was this? I really don't know, but was it a

warning of some type? Other than that, I enjoyed the

services and the noon meal that followed the service.

There was a gathering of people on Monday, July 3
rd

 with

everyone bringing food. (I think the menu was probably

planned in advanced with each family responsible for

specific item or items. I remember the Sonny and Jennifer

brought a large salad among other things. Sonny remarked

about it speaking of the importance to having as many

different colored vegetables as possible. I have never forgot

this. In fact, I try to have several different colors every day in

my salad as in six different vegetables. Sometimes, I will

include diced bell pepper in it. Once in a while I cut up black

olives to go into it.

Elder Staten and his family were invited to this gathering.

Now years later, I remember the reason for this. Actually

there was two reasons: the day before was Jennifer's

birthday and the day after was the fourth of July. It was an all

day affair, that is for sure. Well, everyone had the day off.

The day really did not end even then. As evening turned to

night, it was time for the fireworks to begin. The Lindsey's

headed up the hill to the people living behind them for this.

Kevin needed some rest after this long day, so I put him to

bed and then hit the sack as well. I never heard any of the

fireworks that night, and apparently Kevin did not. Normally,



loud noises cause him to become very nervous, but he slept

through this night.

Maybe I ought to explain why. It had to do with where we

were sleeping. Marianne and Paul had a bedroom on the first

floor while the children slept on the second floor. Besides the

house was built up against the hill. So, the first floor was at

ground level on the front side, and the second floor was only

a foot or so above ground level on the back side. So the

ground behind the house shielded Kevin and I from the

fireworks. Well, someone had a small cannon (2 or 3"

diameter barrel). Even that did not phase us one bit.

It seems that we got a tour of the area with Paul showing us

where he worked and other sights to see. Anything else that

we saw on Tuesday? Not that I can recall.

Wednesday was another packing day. Well, it was also

washing day. All of our soiled clothes were washed, dried,

and repacked. By evening, once more everything but the last

minute things were packed and locked in the van. Yes, they

were also checked off in the computer text file.

This was a day to change our plans somewhat. We are going

to Oklahoma City for Thursday through Saturday. Cozad, NE,

was still my planned stop for Saturday night. With the

distance between here and Oklahoma City, a full day of

driving would be required. So, we would leave Oklahoma on

Saturday morning. As far as lodging was concerned, I had a

Motel 8 booklet listing all of their motels and locations.

Something close to the airport looked like a good place to

go.

Wednesday evening concluded with meeting at the church.

This included a service as well as the church's monthly

business meeting. The church building lived up to its



reputation: it pays for men to wear a jacket regardless of

how hot it is outside.

Oklahoma City

Then Thursday, Kevin and I were up and had breakfast. Since

this was a workday for Paul, we made sure that we were out

of his way. After he left, I finished getting the last things into

the van. This began with letting the air out of Kevin's air

mattress. Having gotten all the things that I thought we had

brought into the van, we headed toward Oklahoma City. This

was between 7 and 8 AM, so we had some early morning

traffic to say the least. But it did not take all that long to get

the AR/OK border. Marianne had given me directions to the

church which I was able to follow. So, I was at the building a

little after 10 AM.

I'm not sure what had caused it, but Kevin had a large BM on

the way there which means that I had to clean him up. It

took a while, but I was able to get it done which included

getting all of the smell off of him.

And then, as I like to say, came the red tape. They had a

form to fill out as is the case for most association meetings.

So, I did. And yet, there was enough time before the morning

service began.

Morning, afternoon, and evening services were held (I think).

Meals were served: lunch and supper. When I checked into

the Motel 8 is a good question. I may well have left the

church after the afternoon service and then returned.

Given Kevin's behavior, I was still able to have conversations

with some of the people there including local ministers. I had

a nice time. (I would have loved to have been asked to

preach, but this was highly unlikely considering Kevin. Who



would take care of him for me? Well, God would like He had

before, but I forgot about that.)

Thursday or Friday, I made a reservation for the Motel 8 in

Cozad, NE at the Motel 8 where I was staying. So, things

were still going as planned so to speak.

Shirley

Come Saturday morning, I packed all of the things that I had

brought into the motel with us on Thursday. We headed

north on I-35. By mid day, we had passed Wichita, KS

coming up on Salina. So we stopped to eat there. This was

when I made a very big boo-boo. I had taken my partial plate

out to eat, but I had not put it back in at the end of my meal!

So, I was without this until I replaced it around a year later. I

hated that.

By late afternoon, I was in front of the Motel 8 in Cozad. So, I

went in to get the room I had reserved. Well I thought I had a

reserved room. Have you ever heard of over booking? Such

was the case here.

There had been a baseball tournament in town that week,

and this motel had been where all of the players and fans

were staying. They were booked up! Well being a

tournament meant one thing. There were loosers and

winners. Well, the winners were going to stay, but the

loosers were likely to leave. Such was the case this

afternoon. Someone whose team had lost that day decided

to cancel their reservation. So, I got theirs.

I drove around a little bit as well as found a place to eat

supper. I also found where the church was located using a

city map. And there just had to be some one way streets to

complicate things, but I found it anyway.



By this time, I was running into another situation. I may have

a cell phone, but Nebraska does not have many cell phone

towers. Besides the various cell phone providers did not like

to provide service to people using a different provider. Well, I

got a signal, but no company wanted to connect me so I

could call Shirley. Sad situation.

After breakfast and packing, we were on the road again. We

would be heading west to North Platte and then due north to

Valentine. It would be late afternoon before we arrived. Even

so, there was a sight I did not think I would get to see.

I was driving north from North Platte when I happened to see

a lot of sand on both sides of the road! I know I had seen

sandy beaches, but was I in the middle of a dessert?

This is not a surprise for those who know anything about

norther central Nebraska. This area is known as the sand

hills. I had heard about this region while Shirley and I were

together two years earlier. Even so, this was quite different

from what I would have expected.

I had a list of a couple of motels in Valentine, and I chose to

stay at one of them. So, I checked in before I drove out to

see her. I was acting on a feeling. It turned out to be the

right thing to do. So after registering and unpacking, we

headed to Shirley's home. It was not all that difficult to find

it.

Because I could not call her on my cell phone she did not

know when I would be arriving. She only knew it would

sometime this afternoon. So she was getting somethings

ready when we arrived as in a little touch up painting.

She had a two room house next to her that she was thinking

that Kevin and I could stay in it. It would save $75 plus tax to

do this. However, it had corner area that was much lower



that the rest of the floor. When I saw it, I was concerned

about Kevin getting into that area and possibly falling. So, I

was then sure that I had made the decision to stay in

Valentine instead.

But this also presents another problem from her viewpoint.

How much money had she spent on the inside of this house

that she did not really have to spend? How much time did

she spend that she could have used doing other things? I will

never know.

Sunday evening Kevin and I spent with her in a most

enjoyable way. Well, he slept most of the time. Oh yes, I

made sure he had a Depend on to make sure he did not

have any "accidents." She fixed supper for us.

After supper we sat down to chat. One of the topics was her

late husband. She even got out a picture of him. She

mentioned many of the things the two of them had

experienced together. It even included some of the things

during the last months of his life. How was she going to

make it when he died?

At some point the conversation switched to singing. We both

like to sing and she knew it. Well we moved to her piano; she

sat on the bench and I stood near by. For a while, she played

a variety of songs as we sang them. Then she suddenly

stopped playing because she wanted to sing A Capella. So,

we did. I of course had to do some sight reading of the songs

that I did not know. It had to be close to 10 PM before we

called it a night. That is when I woke Kevin up, and the two

of us headed back to our motel room.

Now this is the type of life that I would love to have: doing

things together that we both enjoy doing. Each one takes

consideration of the needs of the other. Each one helps the



other with whatever is needed. Each one gets to help; each

one gets to receive help.

It did not take very long for me to discover that I had left

something important at Marianne's home. Without it I could

not keep Kevin's air mattress blown up. It was sent to me

later though.

Monday morning she took us out to see one of the parks in

the area. There was an entrance fee which she paid. I notice

a look on her face as she came out from doing this that said

something was wrong. I have guessed what that might have

meant, but I don't know for sure. Anyway, we headed out for

a long walk.

It was well worth the time and energy expended. I love to

see waterfalls, and this was no exception. But then the time

for the trek back to her car. Whether we went anywhere else



or not, I do not remember. However, it was getting to be

dinner time anyway. So, we headed back to her house for

dinner.

That evening while we got to meet Shirley's other daughter,

Sherri and family. It was at a picnic in a park. They were as

nice as Shirley. I had a nice time,a and I hope they did too.

Kevin was a little agitated for some reason. Was it because

he did not know them? Could have been. But there was

plenty of space to walk him, and took advantage of this. It

took several walks before he was tired enough to calm down.

Sherri was the daughter that had been worried about Shirley

going all the way to St. Louis to meet a man she did not

know and spend several days in a home whose occupants

she did not know either. From that view point, being upset

makes sense.

But now she got to meet me and Kevin on her territory.

Things were very different. It was clear that I was not a

threat to her mother. But again, she did not know that a little

over two years before.

She had things to do Tuesday and I think Wednesday. So I did

not see her again until Wednesday evening. But I also had

things I needed to do these two days. Like, I had not washed

and dried any clothes for six days. So this got done Tuesday.

I may have rested up this day as well. Kevin was fine with

watching TV as he always did.

Wednesday was the day that we spent some time in

downtown Valentine. Population was about 2,000 (my

guess), so it was not a large downtown. Anyway, I was

having some sort of an electrical problem, so I bought a roll

of electrical tape. Then I fixed it; whatever it was.



The other part of that morning involved getting a haircut.

Well, I guess I could have waited until the following week... It

was a strange experience. The barber went by appointments

only. I did not have one. Then again, the person who did

have one did not show up. Anyway, he told me to come at a

specific time which I did. As near as I could tell, he had not

cut anyone's hair since I had first approached him. Was I

looking at this situation in the wrong way?

Shirley and we were to meet Wednesday for supper. Now, I

really got this communication wrong. She intended us to

meet at the restaurant next to my motel at a certain time. I

interpreted it to mean that we would meet at her home at

that time. Why would I think this? She was working in town

that day. Anyway, I went out to her house and spend some

time sitting in her swing. I really did not want to leave it. But

almost 30 minutes later I headed back to the motel and the

restaurant next to it. There she was, and she was almost

finished with her meal. At least she waited with us as we

ordered and then ate our meals.

Then it was off to her Baptist church for a Wednesday night

service. She was involved that evening with the church choir.

I got to watch a movie about Israel which also included

showing women running businesses in that country. It was

informative.

At the end of service, it was time for us to say good-by. This

likely would be the last time we would every see each other

again, but who knows?

One of the things when I had hugged her good-by at the St.

Louis International Airport that she noticed was that my hugs

were stiff.

Given that I had done a lot of hugging after church service in

which I have had a part, this sounded strange. But then



again, hugs telling me that I had preached a good sermon is

different from hugging a lady whom I care about.

So, as we said our goodbyes, I loosened up with my hug.

While it was not to be, I would have loved to hugged her

tight on a regular basis. Oh, well...

Tuesday and Wednesday gave me some time to think about

the expenses I was racking up. I began to worry whether I

would have enough money to make it back home if I

continued on the route I had planned. So, I decide to head

back home Thursday morning. We arrived back home on

Saturday. It had cost us nearly $1,100.

Rest of Year

This was the only big event of the year, but this does not

mean I lack things to do. Instead, I had plenty to keep me

busy.

I was still following the household schedule that I began right

after Susan died. Since that time I had broken down the

schedule into what needed to be done once a quarter and

what needs to be done each month. Of course, I then made

a weekly schedule so that I would know what needed to be

done each day of the present week. (Obviously, I made

changes in it each week.) And I had a list of tasks that

needed to be done everyday. So, a large part of each day

involved doing things that I had listed for that day. The same

was true for each week, month, and quarter.

I knew from reading positive thinking books, that I needed to

determine each day whether I did all of the things I was

suppose to do. So by mid April 2005, I had created a

database in which I could keep track of what I wanted to do



each day. Some of them were tasks which I needed to

accomplish everyday. For them I had a label and a box to

check off when done. Then for the other tasks, I had ten

boxes in which to enter the tasks for the day. Each of these

had their own box to check off as well. The name of the

database was an obvious Schedule.odb.

For this to work all of the time, I needed to write down my

annual goals for the year, my quarterly goals for the

upcoming quarter, my monthly goals at the end of the

previous month, and my weekly goals at the end of the

previous week.

Sounds good doesn't it? Yes, it does, but that does not mean

that I always did it. I actually got a beginning in 2002. It was

the annual goals for that year. This was done during

November and December, 2001. But this is as far as I got.

There was not any documents for any quarter or month.

At the end of 2002, Susan was near death, so this might be

the reason why I did not make any annual goals during the

last two months of this year. Then again, by this time I had

made a list of what needed to be done each day based upon

what our Home Health care giver was doing. So, my

schedule was strictly weekly. I just do not know how long I

stayed with only deciding what I would do from one week to

the next. I do know that I have no documents listing my

goals for 2003 nor 2004. In fact, I have nothing for 2005 until

the fourth quarter of this year. These include quarterly goals,

October goals, and December goals.

Yet I had a database which had daily goals for much of 2005.

But as this year ended, I began being more diligent in my

planning for 2006. As a result, I had the following documents

(number of them): annual (1), quarterly (4), and monthly

(12). I did not do as well during the following years. Some

years were better than others.



Financial statements can also be a source of what we were

doing and where but not always. For example, in March

2005, I drove over 1600 miles in four or five days between a

Tuesday and Saturday. Oh, it costs us $400+. Where did we

go? I have not the slightest idea even though we traveled

over 1,600 miles.

But back to when we arrived home from our trip which was

Friday, July 15. We had left Paducah, KY, that morning which

was about 7 and a half hour trip. Kevin decided to take a nap

while I was getting things organized.

Obviously, Rosie needed to be unloaded and separated.

Dirty clothes went into one pile. This would be washed at a

later time. Things on hangers were put back into their

respective closets, and the suitcases were put into the extra

bedroom because I really was not ready to put away the

clothes that they contained. Then there were the containers

of assorted items that were also placed in this room. (These

included things like our electric toothbrush, the air mattress,

hair blow drier, shoes, etc.) Things we would need placed

back into the bathroom got put there before bedtime. Well,

they were needed there. The other things? Well, they could

wait for a while.

During the weekend, groceries were bought so the

refrigerator got stocked a little bit but not a whole lot. That

would not be until next Thursday (my next scheduled

grocery buying day). Well, I did spend about $30 this

Saturday, but on Thursday it was more like $98.

Anyway, on Monday, I sent Kevin back to the Learning

Center. I remained home getting everything put where it

belonged. This was also my wash day on my schedule, so I

did. It also said that it was time to vacuum our carpets. So, I

did even though the house had been closed up most of the

time since I had last done the vacuuming.



Now Wednesday afternoon was when Kevin had an

appointment to see his cardiologist. His pacemaker needed

to be checked more thoroughly that the monthly phone calls.

(It is called a pacemaker clinic.) During this visit, the

machine would interact with his pacemaker to determine

what its status was. Everything looked fine; it was just a little

older.

By the following Monday, I was back into following my

weekly cleaning schedule. This gave me a little more time to

begin doing other things.

I was still getting cassette tapes sermons from Little Flock

Church. So, I had to use my tape recorder I had gotten from

my parents to create a computer file from them. This took a

little over an hour for each tape. Then I would add these files

to my web server so that others would also have access to

these sermons. Of course I had to create the links that were

needed. It certainly helped that I had learned the needed

code to do this.

I was also reading my Bible on a regular basis and writing a

devotional about a text chosen from within my assigned

reading for the day.

OpenOffice.org

This is the name of the free office suite that I had been

learning how to use. More specifically, this was the year that

a new version was coming out: version 2.0. This was a major

version, so there were so many revisions and changes.

With my math background, I decided to learn as much as

possible about the database component called Base. Up to

this point, only flat databases could be created by it. When

2.0 came out, relational databases could also be created.



Well, I had no idea what these things were. So, I began using

the Internet to find out and how they differ from flat

databases. Fortunately, there was plenty of information

available. Studying all of this was time consuming to say the

least. Even so, it was quite interesting and informative.

There were only a very few people who where developing

the code needed to enable Base to accomplish what it

needed to do. With any development like this, errors are

going to be made in the code. So, people were needed to

discover and report them. Then the code would have to be

changed and tested. I became a part of this as well.

At the end of each day, all the code which had been created

for the entire project was combined and made available for

testers like me by the following morning. (These were called

daily builds for obvious reasons.) So, periodically, I would

download that day's build (a file containing all of the

components of OpenOffice.org) for testing and learning more

about Base. How many of these builds were made? I'm not

sure, but I remember we were still having serious problems

with build #74. So likely more than 100 of them were made

before the developers were satisfied enough to release the

final product in early 2006.

So, part of my time I was sitting in front of my computer

writing the Getting Started with Base chapter. Another part

of the time, I was creating flat and relational databases

based upon my studies that I was doing on these topics.

One of first was for this chapter: Inventory.odb. This was a

flat database. Another one come somewhat later:

Automobile. This was a relational database which would

contain all of the information needed about a vehicle's

expenses. I even had a way to calculate the mileage of the

vehicle. While this was designed for a single vehicle, only a



modification was needed to calculate mileage for additional

ones.

OK, so I like to sit in front of my computer. You see, I was

interested in the other components of OpenOffice.org.

Besides, I needed to learn as much about its text editing

component (Writer). After all, I was using it to do my writing,

and I had to format my work as I typed. And since styles

were used to define the formatting in a text document, I

needed to learn how to use them. Yes, you can call this on

the job training (better know as OJT in the military).

I also decided to get involved with another component:

Impress. This creates and shows slide shows. So during this

fall and winter, I was learning how to make slides for a slide

show. And while learning, I was also writing about my

experiences. And yes, the name for this chapter was Getting

Started with Impress.

I actually got further with this chapter than the one for Base.

I turned my copy in for editing on my birthday at the end of

this year. The Base chapter was not that far along until

around the time when version 2.0 came out several months

later.

Also near the end of the year, I decided to create a local area

network (LAN) with which I could connect my tower and my

1998 laptop. So, I bought a router and some R-45 twin wire

to make the connection. Then I downloaded a copy of

Samba, a program that would actually connect them

electronically. Ah yes, more learning on my part. It was

rather interesting to say the least. Well, it was very

frustrating as well when things did not go the way I wanted

them. But I got it up and running in spite of what I did.

Another thing I did at this time was to plan some things I

wanted to accomplish next year. By the end of the month, I



had a list of things to be accomplished by the end of the

year. Then I broke this down in to what I would do during the

first quarter and then for January. (I continued to do this

monthly for the rest of the year.) However, somehow I forgot

to use a database to verify whether I did all of these things

or not. I suppose that when I looked at the text document

with what I wanted to do, I did not see any reason for

making an additional entry in a database as well. Oh well!

2006

How did I begin this year? I shampooed my carpets! Well, it

had to be done sometime. Besides they were 14 years old.

They needed attention regularly. My annual goals called for

this to be done quarterly. So, I did: during the first week of

each quarter.

Daily Devotionals

In January, I decided to make audio files of the devotionals

that I had made in 2002 and 2003. This way others could

listen to them rather than read them. Did this really make

any difference? I don't know. I could have looked at the logs

created by my web site, but I did not so do. It was an idea

that occurred to me, so I did it.

I had a more ambitious project for the first part of this year.

In the past, I had written my devotionals each day based

upon what I was scheduled to read in the Bible that day. On

the 9
th

 of January I read Ecclesiastes 8:12 through the

second chapter of the Song of Solomon. I wanted to write

about the latter, so I did.



(How would I know what I was suppose to be reading on

January 9, 2006? Guess what? OpenOffice.org has a

spreadsheet component named, Calc. I have a spreadsheet

that lists my Bible reading schedules beginning with July 6,

2006—September 27, 2014. By 2011, I developed a

database to contain written devotionals. These are organized

by the daily reading assignments which total 334. Within

each of these, I can write as many devotionals about that

assignment as I want.)

At some point, I decided that I want to study marriage in

depth. What does the Bible say about this subject? I wanted

to know. Likely this was something that occurred to me on

this day.

Whether I began with the first chapter of the Song of

Solomon or not, I spent several days if not weeks discussing

this book in detail. Then I went to other books of the Bible in

which marriage was discussed. The 31
st

 chapter of Proverbs

comes to mind. 1 Peter chapter 3 as well as Ephesians

chapter 5 do as well.

How long did this take? Well, my last devotional on this topic

was during the last week of March that year! That was

approximately 12 weeks or about 84 devotionals. It certainly

was worth the time I took to do it.

My 35 years of marriage gave me insight for many of these

devotionals. I saw teachings that my wife and I had followed

along with the benefits that came with that. I also saw

teachings that we ignored along with the bad consequences

that came from these actions.

I was still corresponding with Shirley in Nebraska, so I asked

her if I could send these devotionals to her. She agreed.

Then I asked her opinions on what I was writing. I especially

wanted this on the latter part of the Song of Solomon. This is



because the language is rather explicit when it comes to

sex, and I wanted a lady to voice what she thought about the

things that are taught in the Bible. She thought it was well

written.

50th "birthday" (Apr)

I had learned that Elder Lonnie Mozingo,Sr., who married

Susan and me, had died. His oldest son, Elder Lonnie

Mozingo, Jr, was the pastor at Bethany Primitive Baptist

Church in the northeast part of Atlanta, GA. This church was

having a special service, and I decided to drive there from

Roanoke (about 70 miles) for the Saturday morning service.

(It was April 1, 2006.) I was also hoping that I might get to

see Sister Shirley, his widow, while I was there.

I have been using the Internet for information about many

things, and getting directions to Bethany Church was no

different. Map Quest was one of the better ones known. So,

before we left home that Saturday morning, I wrote down

what roads and streets I would be taking and the turns I

would need to make.

And because I wanted to give us a little extra time in case I

needed it, we arrived at the church a little early. As usual,

there were several people already there. Some were doing a

variety of last minute things; some were putting the food

they brought so that it would be easy to get it put out for the

people to eat at lunch.

As Kevin and I were walking through the church, Elder

Mozingo, Jr. saw me and we begin to talk. Then we walked

together to a room, possibly his office in the church. There

he and I continued to talk about many things that went back

perhaps 40 years. (It was around this time that we first met.



Well I decided to play a little trick on him. So, I told him that I

was 50 years old on this day. He looked like he wanted to

believe me, but something seemed wrong in his thinking as

well. Yes something did not add up at all. After I let him

wonder for a while, I told him the truth. On the afternoon of

April 1, 1956, my younger brother, Tom, and I had been

baptized into Sharon Primitive Baptist Church in northwest

St. Louis County. So as I faced him on this day, it was the

50
th

 anniversary of my baptism. I suppose you could say

that this was my April fool's day joke on him.

I was able to talk with Sister Shirley after the morning

services and before lunch. During this time we traded some

of our experiences of loosing a spouse, and we agreed on

several points. There is really nothing that a person can say

that will really help very much when one's spouse dies. The

most important thing is to know by the people's actions that

they care. The unexpected appearance of my nieces at

Susan's funeral is a perfect example of this. This said far

more than what any words could.

I had also learned that the memories we hold of our late

spouses and our attitude toward our lives can make our lives

meaningful for the rest of them. This requires us to rely upon

our LORD for His sustaining power, grace, and mercy.

Vacation: AR & Oklahoma

City(July)

As usual, late June was the time to prepare for this trip. We

were leaving on July 3, spending a couple of days at the

Lindsey's home for a couple of days, and then be at the

Oklahoma association Thursday through Saturday. Then



somehow we got back home. So this determined what we

needed to pack.

Of course, I had kept myself busy during the first part of the

year. For one thing, I had been in the dental chair three

times and had two more scheduled visits before the year

was out.

Was there something wrong with my teeth? Well sort of and

sort of not. I needed to have the rest of my fillings replaced.

Two of them had been done last year because one of them

was beginning to crumble around the edges. So I had two of

them re-drilled then. I really suppose that I should not

complain about this. After all, they had lasted for 40 years.

That left 10 more that needed it. OK, I can have them done

every two months beginning with February. So this is what I

did. It sure was nice to be able to say that my original fillings

lasted this long. As I write this, these refills are still doing

quite well 11 years after they were put in.

Then there was more writings for Open Document Authors

that I wanted to get done. In researching this, I noticed that I

had written the Getting Started with Impress last year. Along

with that, I had created a slide show that was based upon

this chapter. Each slide demonstrated what was to be the

outcome when the chapter was studied and applied.

By the end of the year, I was beginning to write chapters for

the Impress Guide. How many did I get written? I'm not for

sure since my calendar only lists one: Master Slides. And yes

I continues this writing throughout the rest of the year as

well as began a few chapters for the Base Guide as well.



Sold Rosie; Bought Black

Beauty(July 24)

With only Kevin and I, Rosie seemed like more than what I

needed for our transportation. So, I checked with the local

Chevrolet dealership for a possible car instead. There was

one problem though. There was not really a market for a van

with a wheelchair lift. So, I would be loosing money on any

trade in. Anyway, I asked Jimmy Dunn, the dealership owner

to let me know if someone needed a van like mine had.

Late in July I got a call from a local couple that was

interested. The husband was in a wheelchair at the time and

needed to regularly go to Anniston, AL, for doctor's

appointments. So, I let him try out the lift which he did. It

was exactly what he needed. So, we made an agreement of

$5,000 for it. I had had it for almost 8 years and driven it for

a little over 40,000 miles. I was certain that this was a good

deal for me. They were certain that it was for them also.

That is when I went back to Jimmy Dunn. After all, I needed a

car to replace the van. I told him how much I could afford.

Well, he came up with a deal that would involve all three of

us, which the couple did not want have anything to do with

it. Jimmy said that his was would eliminate the need to pay

sales tax on one if not both vehicles involved. OK, that would

not happen. So, I collected the $5,000 in 50 $100 bills. I also

filled out the back of the van's title so they could get the title

changed to their names. They got to pay the taxes on what

they paid me. Then Jimmy and I sat down and filled out the

paper work on the car, Black Beauty. Then I paid him for the

car which was $200+ over the $5,000 I had gotten. The

difference was the sales taxes and a fee for Jimmy filling out

the paperwork.



Health issues: Welcome to

Medicare(Dec )

I turned 65 this year which made me eligible for Medicare. It

took a little while to understand everything. Specifically,

there is the part B of medicare which required a deduction

taken out of my payment each month. Then there was part

D which was the drug prescription coverage. With the

amount of my S S being what it was, I qualified for

government assistance. I only had to apply for it which I did.

It came by the first of December. I also found out that it

would also pay for my doctor visits, but I would have a co-

pay of $1.00 for each visit.

This program includes a free physical to see what the

person's physical condition is. My appointment was Monday,

December 4, 2006. I anticipated that I was in excellent

health and expected no problems. Boy, was I wrong!

I walked into the examining room, and immediately a blood

pressure cuff was put on my arm. It was 184/64! I literally

could not believe what I saw and said so emphatically. So, he

took it again with the same result. He called it asymmetrical

high blood pressure. (The systolic was high, but the diastolic

was normal.) The urine sample they requested was so dark

that it looked closer to coffee than urine. (It was opaque!) I

was dehydrated to say the least.

Actually, he did not seem to be surprised at all. Was it

because he had seen me many times over the last decade or

so which I had brought Kevin in to see him? Or, was it that

he had seen a lot of people my age getting this physical

having readings like me? Or, could it have been a bit of

both? Good questions, but I don't have an answer for any of

them.



I had a lot to learn all over again. If I was as dehydrated as

much as the urine sample said I was, surely drinking enough

water to rehydrate myself ought to take care of the situation.

Well, that is what I thought. His comment was, "You would

think so." But he pointed out that this is not what happens. I

still did not really believe him.

At this point, he wanted a sonogram of both carotid arteries

and an echo cardiogram of my heart. Nothing was said about

any treatment for the condition. I was given an appointment

to have these things done.

OK, I'm going to prove Dr. Peterson wrong. When I got home

that morning I began drinking lots of water. Well ever so

often I drank another glass of water. In time this sent me to

the bathroom. Before I came back out, I drank a full glass of

water. I continued doing these two things for the rest of the

day. At first this only caused the systolic pressure to

increase. By the middle of the night, I could not really sleep

at all. At that point, I measured my BP: 205/low 60's. But

then it seemed to start to drop and I finally got some sleep.

Kevin had an appointment on Tuesday to see his cardiologist,

Dr. Slavich, at the same building as Dr. Peterson. I did not

mention what I had learned the previous day about myself.

Kevin's was a normal check-up, and everything was fine.

Wednesday morning, I had an appointment to clean my

teeth. At the time I still did not know what to do when when

it comes to keeping my teeth clean. For example, I would

brush them morning and evening. Then I would floss them in

the morning. This is not the best way to do it as I learned

later. So, the hygienist had to work harder than she should

have to clean them.

I got my sonogram which was an education. I knew there

was something wrong in the right carotid artery because the



technician spent almost 1/3 of the time on it. The blood flow

was obviously slower in the right one than the left according

to the sounds being made. When I got the results back the

following week, I learned that I had a 20% blockage.

I had seen echograms given to both Susan and Kevin, so I

knew something about it. The latter did show a thickening of

the heart muscle which would be expected with high BP.

since then, I continued to take my BP, and by Thursday

morning I wanted something done. So, back to the office I

went demanding that the doctor do something. He did: he

sent me to the other side of the office to the cardiologist to

see him. (I wonder if he earlier expected me to make this

demand... I have not bothered to ask him since then.)

So, I was again sitting in a room waiting to see the

cardiologist, Dr. Slavich, two days after being there with

Kevin. So, he was surprised to see me. He actually asked

were Kevin was. I replied that I was the patient rather then

Kevin. So, now he had two patients from one family.

So, he began with my blood pressure. This time the systolic

was 164 with a diastolic again in the low 60's. Even though

this was 20 points lower than Monday's something needed to

be done. So after talking with me for a while, he gave me

some medication to take. It would take several months for

the blood pressure to come down. But the middle of the

summer of 2007, the systolic was 102 or 103 a couple of

times. (Diastolic remained in the low to mid 60's.)

Once he got the information that he needed, he began to

speak to me trying his best to calm me down some. One of

his first comments was that I would probably live a long life.

In fact, he was then taking a couple of pills for his high blood

pressure. I still was not ready to believe him, but I had to

after a while.



When I got the results for the echogram and carotid artery

sonagram back on the Dec 15, I learned that I had a 20%

blockage in the right artery just above where the first artery

branched off to the left.. After I got the results directly from

Dr. Peterson, I was sent to Dr. Slavich who also looked at the

results. I would be seeing him once a month until Kevin and I

moved to Knoxville in March, 2008.

Meanwhile, I was following the goals that I had set up for this

year, quarter, and months. So, it was time to decide what I

wanted to accomplish next year. By the end of the year, I

had a list of things I wanted to accomplish written down.

An obvious goal was to lower my blood pressure.

Specifically, I wanted to have this done by July 1. Why then?

Well, Shirley in Nebraska was going to her 50th class reunion

that month and there is something that she wanted to

accomplish before it. So, we sort of challenged each other.

With this encouragement from each other, we both were

likely to reach our individual goals.

This really worked for both of us: we both did it! Sorry, I

won't say what hers was. But, when I saw the doctor on July

12
th

, my systolic BP was 100. Diastolic was somewhere in

the low 60's.

Initially, I was taking one 20 mg tablet a day. At first my BP

did not respond very well to the medication, so it was

increased to 40 mg. By April or May, it was going back down

which pleased Dr. Slavich. It was dropping enough to return

to the 20 mg tablets again. With the reading in July, it was

time to think about reducing the amount once again. But he

wanted to wait one more month. Sure enough, August's

reading matched July's. So, he dropped the dose to 10 mg.

I wanted to continue to write about Base and Impress. I was

also very active in OpenOffice.org's mailing list. People who



had a problem with either of these components of OOo

would send an email to it asking questions about the things

that they did not understand. I and others who were more

experience would send the information back to the list. If we

notice that the person had not joined the list, we would also

sent an email to them (a CC). This way people belonging to

the list would see both the questions and the answers. Also,

the non member would get a personal email with the

answers.

This was very enjoyable to me because I got to help others

when they needed it. Beside, I might have to do some

studying to give an intelligent answer. So, I also learn more

about this office suite than I would have done without the

questions being sent into the mailing list. And I should

mention that I often got replies from the person with the

problem that I helped solve. This way I learned that I had

been able to help them.

I also continued to add to my website. There were sermons

that they could stream from my sight. Some came from Little

Flock Church in northwest Arkansas. Lessons could be

learned by listening to them. I continued also to write

devotionals with thoughts about particular text of Scriptures

for the reader to study.

So, I really had two ministries that I was involved with. My

writings for OOo provided for the needs of people who

wanted to understand it better as did my answers for the

mailing list. Obviously, the latter was a Spiritual ministry as

well.

And then there was my summer vacation. I had recently

attended the association in Oklahoma City the second

weekend of July, and I wanted to do this again. This would

give me a chance to visit with the Lindsey's while I was in

the area.



But I had something else that I wanted to do. I have

attended church in all of the states surrounding Kansas, so I

would like to add this state to my list of states which had

churches that I had attended.

Along and near the southern border of Perth, Kansas was a

church that met the first Sunday of the month. One of the

pastors at Oklahoma City preached there. OK, I could attend

church there, come back to Arkansas to visit a few days, and

return to Oklahoma City for the association.

But I ran into a problem before mid summer. The church at

Perth was not going to meet in July. Well, that ended this

idea. But as it turned out, another event resulted in not

going to the association that year as well.

2007

For several months, I kept a very close check on my BP using

a spreadsheet to enter the readings and then using

statistical functions to tell me what was going on. I could do

this because I had taken a statistical course while working on

my master's degree in the mid 1970's. One of the things I

noticed was that my BP would go up during the afternoon

and into the evening hours. As a result, I began taking my

medicine at noon instead of with breakfast. This did result in

an overall lowering of the BP readings throughout the day.

(The morning measurements were a little higher, and the

evening ones were a little bit lower with the morning having

the smaller change while the evening had larger changes.)

What did Dr. Slavich think when I showed him my

spreadsheet on my blood pressure? He definitely did not

think I had to be this exact with my readings. Maybe a

reading once a day or so was enough seemed to be his



thinking. (Well, he was satisfied with getting a BP on my

once a month while I was in his office!)

Well, I wanted to know what was going on. Yes, I knew that

like everyone else, my blood pressure varies during the day

depending upon what I was doing. I wanted to know

something about when the pressure changes and what I was

doing at the time. Most people could not have cared less

about things like this. But I have learned some things, and

this can be exciting to me.

Etta's help

Over the years she has continued to study healthy lifestyles

and proper eating. Sometimes she gave great advice;

sometimes... What she had told me in the middle 1970's

helped me to remain free from many a cold or flu. I credit my

learning how to eat healthier with not having to take any

antibiotics (liquid or pill) since 1976. It is also very seldom

that my temperature goes high enough to require some

medication for it. This is usually less than 1 pill in 2-3 year

period of time and sometimes even less often.

She sent me a couple of books on diets. The main problems

with them was that they were designed for people who are

at least obese if not heavier. At 5 feet six inches" and 138

pounds, I was not either of these (just over weight by 1

pound or so). So, I would up using a diet that did not have

the appropriate number of calories. I started to gradually

lose weight which was somewhat of a problem for the

cardiologist: he did not like the idea of the amount of weight

I was loosing.

There were advantages to the diet as well which began to

show by February, 2008 by another ultrasound of the carotid

arteries. But this came later.



Wanting a wife

I still wanted to get married, but I was having no "luck".

Kevin's attendance at the Learning Center required a visit by

a social worker once a year to go over things that occurred

in the family. When I mentioned my desire to get married,

she mentioned eHarmony.com. That is where she had met

her husband in the last year.

I had used this website to find Shirley four years before. So,

at first I was wondering if this was even possible. Well, she

was going to marry the one she had met there. So, maybe I

should give it a try again. I was getting frustrated with being

single and not having much contact with many people. Oh,

there were church meetings, but none of them were single

women that I might find interesting.

Even so, Kevin was a problem. In fact, one lady at a church

meeting told me that I needed to put him in an institution

and get out more. Attend things where I would find someone

to share my interests. I know she meant well, but what she

said was an insult to me. He was my flesh and blood. I had

already had to put him in an institution before, and I was not

about to do that again ever!

So, I spent several hours taking the personality test at

eHarmony.com once again. I even paid for perhaps a few

months.

Then came the waiting game so to speak. I had a hard time

deciding which ones I wanted to contact so we could get

acquainted. I guess you could say that my heart was not

really into it very much. I really did not put my all into it.

Most of them did not live very close to me. (Such was the

case with Shirley in the past.)



Well there was on possibility, a lady that lived about 40 miles

south of me. We actually emailed for a while. We may have

even talked on the phone. During that call, she mentioned

that she had a church activity which sort of put me off. (Her

beliefs and mine were going to be a problem to say the

least.)

Dee Mynatt

And then there was Dee who lived in Knoxville, TN. She

seemed to be a possibility... Well, I was going to give her a

chance...

Emailing each other

This time we followed the advice of the website by sending

our emails through eHarmony for a while. It appeared that

we had a lot in common, but that the tests we took when we

enrolled on it was a good guarantee of that. But there was a

flaw in the test from my perspective in the area of religion. I

consider my beliefs to be very important, and there are few

people that would agree with what they are.

I am willing to question beliefs whether they are mine or

another's. I really want a lady who is capable of doing the

same thing. Such a person is hard to find as I have found

out.

Each of us has developed a set of assumptions upon which

our beliefs are based. I find that mine are far different from

that held by most people. This creates friction in any

relationship.

So, from the beginning there were differences in beliefs. We

continued to get better acquainted through emails which



became rather frequent as in many times a day. This

bothered me a little because most of them were sent to her

office email account. Doing this while she was suppose to be

working did not seem right to me. It did not bother her; she

said that she made sure she got her work done first and then

spent some time emailing when she was not busy with work.

Whether this was true or not, I do not know. Supposedly, this

is called multitasking.

Instant messaging

I do not remember when I began instant messaging with

anyone. Perhaps it was Dee that introduced me to it. It did

seem to be better than emailing though because we could

both see our conversations in context.

At the time she was taking a couple of college courses at

night and would be up until close to midnight studying

(Eastern Time). Since she was doing this using her computer,

we began instant messaging during those nights. She would

study some, send me a message, and read my replies all in

some random order. This made it at least appear that she

could multitask efficiently. The topics ranged over a very

wide variety of topics. Some of them were very personal,

probably too personal.

Trips to Knoxville

The first one happened during the weekend of June 15-17,

2007. I kept Kevin home from school this day and packed the

car. So far, so good. Well, I thought so. So, we left for

Knoxville perhaps around 8 AM. Then a couple of hours later,

I realized that I had forgotten something very important: my

blood pressure medicine! I had not double check my packing

list to make sure I had these pills listed in the packing list

file. It was not around noon and I am driving on I-59. I



needed to turn around so I could go back to get them, but

the exits were not very close together. By the time I got back

home, it was after noon before we got back home. Now, I

had to fix us lunch before packing the pills and heading back

north.

By the time I got back to Chattanooga, TN, I was in the

middle of the evening traffic jam! It took me an extra hour to

creep though this city. I called Dee in Chattanooga to tell her

what had happened so she would not be excessively worried.

When I arrived at my motel, she was there waiting for me. It

had to be around 8 PM.

At this point, I was not thinking very clearly at all. I was tired

and hungry. So, I just wanted to get to a place to eat. The

fact that I wore the same clothes to do this that I had put on

this morning did not occur to me at all. (It did to Dee.) Well, I

don't remember changing Kevin any either.

We went out to eat with her giving me directions. It turned

out that she was not well acquainted with the area where my

Motel 6 was located in north Knoxville. So, we wound up

driving around for a while before she found a Shoney's that

was open. Food at last!

After supper at a Shoney's, she directed me to a pond in

North Knoxville that has some resident ducks which was

nice. After spending a nice time there, we returned to my

motel where her car was still parked. Then we parted for the

evening with a kiss, and then another.

On Saturday, Kevin and I ate at the same Shoney's as the

evening before. Then we met at her apartment where I met

her daughter and two grandchildren (they live with her).

Then we headed down Pigeon Forge where we boarded a

trolley which goes throughout the area along the edge of the



Smoky mountains. The cost was nominal, but most of the

business in that area are not. These are tourist attractions,

and they make sure they get their share of the tourist

dollars.

I think that I may have notice someone paying more

attention to Dee than I would have wanted him. So, I let he

know that she was mine. In a sense, I was telling him to

have hands off of her. She later said something about be

pleased by what I had said. about her.

Then we got off the trolley at Ripley's Aquarium which was

nice if not expensive. ($20 per person to view a large variety

and large number of fish in several huge tanks seems to be

more than necessary. A person could get annual pass for $40

each.) Well, I can say that it was at least nice. This took most

of the day.

Then we took the trolley back to were we left the car. Dee

apparently wanted to go back to their apartment, but Rachel

and grandchildren wanted to get back on the trolley to do

some more riding and who knows what else. So, Dee, Kevin,

and I headed back to her apartment.

While we had eaten lunch at Ripley's, I was hungry again.

Dee was cutting up some fruit, and I really ate too much at

least from her view point. I guess I was use to eating more at

each meal than she would have wanted. I am not for sure,

but I think we went out to eat that night as well.

Sunday morning, she went to church with her father

(Father's day) who was suffering from Alzheimer’s disease.

Afterward we met at Shoney's on I-40 (near the Woodlands

West Apartments where I lived later) for lunch. With lunch

completed, we parted after many a kiss before Kevin and I

headed back to Roanoke.



Somehow I convinced her to come with Kevin and I to the

Association meeting at Oklahoma city a few weeks later. I'm

not sure this happened because of emails or instant

messaging. Perhaps it was a sense of adventure as she had

not been out of the state of Tennessee before. (Well, this is

what she told me at the time. It turns out that she had been

married at the Mormon cathedral in Atlanta, GA.)

Considering that she has never believed in predestination, I

wonder now just how comfortably she would have been

listening to all the sermons scheduled for the weekend. (I

would find out in July.)

Engagement

Emails and instant messaging continued with both of us

becoming more serious. So, we decided to get married by

the latter part of June. The wedding date would be around

the 25th of December. She had bought a ring that she liked,

and I paid her for it.

Looking back on this time wise, this seems like a very short

time to make a decision this important. (This was the second

time for me to do this. The first time actually worked out.)

We really did not know each other. Then again, there are

many things that have to be decided between a couple.

What does each one expect from the relationship? What type

of behaviors are expected? What changes have to be made

in each person's expectations? (No one ever gets what he or

she wants all of the time; not even most of the time.)

One of the important parts of a marriage is trust, faith in

each other. Would we really trust each other? Would she say

one thing and do something differently? I knew how to trust

her, but would she act in a way that would make a marriage



a success? Would she listen to my advice? Would I listen to

her advice? We were going to find out. (Boy, did we!)

Trip to AR

The schedule we were going to follow was that Kevin and I

would drive to Knoxville on Tuesday, July 3. Then Dee, Kevin,

and I would go out for a engagement supper. The next day,

we would drive to Russellville to spend the night. Then

Thursday, we would drive to Oklahoma City for church

through Saturday afternoon. Sunday afternoon, we would

drive on the Springdale, AR, to visit with the Lindsey's.(Dee

had arranged to take the time off over the second weekend

of July.) Well, that was the plan anyway.

So, we arrived as planned on Tue, July 3, and had an

"engagement supper" after we got there. But Dee forgot to

tell me that there was a problem: Rachel needed to do

something without her two children. Dee and I babysat the

grandchildren while we ate.

Where did we go? (to Shoney's of course) There was a

problem with that as far as I was concerned: it was far too

cold! I was shivering, and it was early July. Sometime while

we ate, our waitress came by, and we had her use my

camera to take our picture.

After supper, she had me drive through the northern part of

Knoxville. Exactly why she did this, I really did not ever

understand. But after a while we were heading back south.

And there in front of us was a park where we would met

Rachel. (I still did not know where I was.)

Anyway we got out of my car and went to a swing which I

think held Dee, Kevin, and me. There we talked for some

time. The topics went from one thing to another for a while.



Then she asked a question that really created some

problems: she brought up Shirley's name and whether I still

had feelings for her. (If I had to make a choice between her

and Shirley, which one would it be?)

While I was still corresponding with Shirley, romantic feelings

between the two of us were not discussed in a positive way

at all. She would only be a friend with whom I could talk

with. But our feelings were that more like brother and sister.

So, in our correspondence, my only choice whether I wanted

to be with Dee or not.

Dee's question to me was identically to someone asking

point blank out of the blue: When have you stopped thinking

about polar bears? The natural reaction to this question is to

begin thinking about polar bears even though the person

had not done this for a very long time.

So, yes, as so as I heard Dee mention Shirley's name,

memories of the things we has shared flooded my mind. This

made it impossible to answer the question with either one of

them. Neither was there any other woman's name that I

could have used.

Well, that did not set very well with her at all! But it was all

in how she phrased the question. Shirley had nothing to do

with our relationship: Dee did. Besides, the answer to her

question was not most important: how I treated her in many

different ways had everything to do with our relationship.

Anyway things did not go all that well that evening.

Anyway, the next morning (July 4), Kevin and I drove to her

apartment expecting to pick her up and drive to Conway, AR.

She was still in bed suffering from a migraine which she is

known to have once in a while. She did not want me to see

her, but I insisted. Rachel finally let me see her. (She was not

really a pleasant sight.) OK, she was not able to go. So, there



was nothing to do for Kevin and I to do but to head west

toward Oklahoma City.

It took most of the day to get to Conway. Once there, we

checked into its Motel 6. Then it was time to eat. When we

got back to our room, Dee and I made contact. (I have no

idea as to who called whom. I think she did.)

She reported that she was feeling better. In fact, she had

been able to get out during the afternoon and do a little

shopping. She still wanted to go on the trip we had planned.

One of the thoughts was that Kevin and I could drive to

Oklahoma City, and she could fly there to meet us. She tried

to find a flight, but cost and other things prevented that from

happening.

In the end we decided that it would be better for me to drive

back to Knoxville on Thursday. Then we would drive to

Springdale to spend the weekend with the Lindsey's.

Trust is important in a relationship. She had told me these

things, and I believed them at the time. But sometime later I

had mentioned her migraine that day and how quickly she

recovered. Suddenly her memory did not match what had

happened. Now I wonder whether she had really had a

migraine at all. Was it all a play to get out of spending a few

days listening to sermons that she would not believe to be

the truth? Did she really only want to visit with some of my

relatives? Actually, I will never know.

So, Thursday morning, I drove back to Knoxville again taking

most of a day. It took perhaps half an hour before I managed

to get her luggage put into the trunk of my car. It must have

been near 6 PM when we left her apartment. She insisted

that I let her drive since I had already driven so much. Of

course, I was happy to hand her the keys!



Traveling together

I was beginning to unwind some with her driving for me.

(She was driving much better this time than she would the

last time we were together years later.) Meanwhile, I did not

consider what effect all of this had on Kevin. He had been

sitting in the back seat all days, and now he was back there

again for another six hours. How was this affecting his

muscles?

For a while Dee and I talked. We may have listened to the

radio some as well. (OK, I don't remember.) Anyway, about 9

PM central time, she suggested that I call Marianne to tell

her about our change of plans. I suppose that I could have

used my cell phone, but I wound up using Dee's.

My first statement to Marianne was that we were not in

Oklahoma City. This did not surprise her at all. You see, she

had Caller ID. She noticed that the call came from a phone in

Knoxville, TN. So, after this start, I explained what had

happened and the change in plans. This was fine with her;

everyone was now on the same page.

We were between Jackson and Memphis, TN around

midnight. It was time to think about finding a place to spend

the rest of the night. We saw a Motel 6 sign, and we decided

that this would be it. It was a good thing that we did. They

were about to close for the night!

Because it was this late, we had to park quite a ways from

our rooms. So, while Dee took her things to hers, I took Kevin

and my things to ours. Then I went back to get him.

I'm not sure just how awake he was, but he did not have

very good control of his muscles at all. Well, I at least got

him to the room. As I tried to get him to his bed he stumbled

near the TV and hit the corner of it with his head over his



right eye. It was a struggle, but I managed to change his

diaper and put him to bed...

If you look closely, you can see a small scab where the TV hit

him. You can also see where blood drained through his tissue

to pool in the right eye lid. Well, that night, he slept on his

left side. So some of the blood that had drained into his right

eye lid drained over into the other lid. He survived, but we

overdid it that day! I really do not know what Dee and I were

thinking. Definitely, we were not thinking of him!

The next morning, we got up and headed out once more. It

was as we approached Memphis that Dee and I were

discussing this new part of her life: leaving the state of

Tennessee. All kinds of things were said about this; some of

them were rather comical. Probably none of them were

serious.



We ate lunch somewhere on the way before arriving around

the middle of the afternoon. And then I got to introduce my

fianće. And Marianne got to show off her home. Being a good

hostess, she made sure that Dee knew about their swimming

pool. (Yes, Dee took advantage of it!) She got to meet Paul

when he came home from work.

I really thing that Dee and I made fools of ourselves out on a

swing that they had near their playground. We were making

out for quite some time. She was in her late 40's and I was

65. We were not very good models for my niece and

nephews that was for sure. OK, we actually went shopping

for a while...

Saturday evening, Paul showed us a DVD movie after the

children were put to bed. I think that I also got Kevin to bed

and stayed with him until I was sure that he was asleep.

Even so, I can not say that it was all that interesting.

Then Sunday morning, Dee decided that she needed to be

getting back home. She was developing another headache.

So, instead of going to church that morning, we headed

south to I-40 and then east.

During this part of the trip, I was doing the driving. For

whatever reason, her headache began to get better. Was it

some medicine that she took or was I having this effect on

her? OK, I can dream and claim responsible for it getting

better, can't I? (Given some of the events for which she gave

one explanation one time and another one the next time,

who knows what the truth was for this time.)

We stopped in the eastern part of Memphis for the night, and

we went the rest of the way on Monday.

We traveled about 300 miles that day. I would have expected

for us to share the driving, but she insisted on doing all of it.



This was the problem that began to bother me some. The

trip we took to Washington state in 1955 had each driver

taking turns behind the wheel. But she insisted that she got

sick riding but was fine while driving. I have heard of men

who were showing their control over their wives by not

letting them drive, so did this mean she was going to have

to be in control of things?

With observations over the next few years, it seems that this

was the case. So, it is no wonder that things have been rocky

periodically from time to time. She is a nice woman, but her

ideas of what a relationship should be does not match up

with the Bible's directions. (Neither men nor women should

be treated like they are always right especially when they

are not.)

I had a discussion with Dee about driving my car before we

made this trip. After that I was present when Dee told her

daughter what I had said. She put lots and lots of emphasis

on the fact that we should share the driving. She acted as if

this was a big deal. (Well it was not to me.)

I would learn later that her first husband would not let her

drive at all: he had to do all of it. She later divorced him for a

variety of reasons. (How much of this was the truth? I do not

know.)

OK, I thought that I was in love. She did things that I liked.

Perhaps I even liked for someone to give me some

attentions, who knows? So, I was determined to make

something of this.

I knew that she had had a few other close relationships with

men, and none of them had worked out. This of course

makes having a good relationship with her was not very

good. This is because she likely had been making the same

fatal errors again and again.



OK, I get that. But I had had a 35 year marriage that I have

enjoyed and still like to reminisce about from time to time.

Besides I knew of things that I could have done better in my

marriage. So, if both of us would make the basic changes

that I had plus the ones that I had messed up the first time,

we should have a good marriage. I still think that this could

have worked. So, I kept at it.

Meanwhile Rachel met someone whom she thought she

should marry. It was over a short period of time even as it

had been for Dee and me. Besides she had her own marital

baggage. The future groom may well have some problems as

well.

And guess what? I was chosen to perform the ceremony! I

also got to give them several hours of counseling. Well, the

state of Tennessee requires a marriage license fee for those

who do not get it. Just because people get counseling does

not mean that they will apply it to their lives. (They did not.)

Meanwhile, the Learning Center had found a place that I

could leave Kevin for a weekend. It was expensive, but I

suppose it was nice to be able to be with Dee without

worrying about what he might be doing. Anyway, this

weekend turned out to be the day for the wedding.

I really had very little to do other than sign the marriage

license and later take it to the County Clerk's office to have it

registered. After all, they had written their own vows. (The

only problem was that they did not understand what they

had written. They were both determined to do things their

own way.

How dense could I get? I marry a couple because I was doing

it for free. My only real part in the marriage was to

pronounce them husband and wife and end the ceremony



with prayer. I wound up paying for a motel room for their

wedding night.

Well, Dee and I were suppose to spend some time in Cade's

Cove in the Great Smoky Mountains Park on Saturday. Dee

had spelled out the things we would be doing in beautiful

terms.

She did not feel like doing any of this. So, instead there were

things that needed to be done around her apartment. And

yet, I found it quite enjoyable just to be doing things with her

side by side. So, I really could not fault that part. The

experience I had was worthwhile. Later though look back

and wonder why we could not do what we had planned...

So, Monday morning, I headed back to Alabama picking

Kevin on the way. I don't know how many times we made the

trip to see Dee, but I remember at least one more. This time

I took an older apartment sized dishwasher with me that

Rachel could use in her apartment. I really don't remember

how often she used it.

It was probably on this trip that Rachel mentioned that there

was a Primitive Baptist Church near where she lived. So, I

now I knew there was a church I could attend if I were to

choose to live in Knoxville. This is nice. (I thought.)

Seems like I had problems in the Lake Charles area with

thinking the same thing. It did not turn out like I thought it

should...

For the most part, I had plenty to do at home for the rest of

the year. For example, I was walking two miles plus everyday

up and down hills. During the hotter days I was taking water

with me as I walked.



Sometime after this I began to follow the dietary suggestions

of the books sent to me by Etta, I noticed that I had more

energy. It actually went farther than that: I felt that I had to

walk faster; so I did. In fact I cut my time walking by 10

minutes. This was about a 20% decrease. It took me less

time to mow my yard as well! The diet was definitely having

a good effect on me.

Meanwhile, I had contacted an realtor to sell my home for

my move to Knoxville. The only problem was that I did not

get more than a few nibbles. No one swallowed the hook.

2008

First Quarter

Final doctor visits

We were signing the paperwork to sell the house the second

week of March, so we both needed to have one final medical

exam before moving. Kevin's would be a regular office visit,

but mine would be more involved. (I needed to see both of

my doctors. These would be done in February on different

days. I would see my doctors back to back while Kevin was

at the Learning Center. Kevin would see Dr. Slavich and go to

"school" right afterward.

Carotid Artery sonogram

This would be my second one. I think I probably had a

treadmill test as well (also my second).

The treadmill test was about the same as the first one as far

as the results were concerned. But since I got the original



diagnosis of high blood pressure 14 months earlier, I had

been walking a little over 2.25 miles a day on the hills where

I lived. The last half mile involved going up and then coming

back down a hill. The top was approximately 100 feet higher

than the bottom. It took me about 35 minutes for the

complete walk.

When I first began walking this route, it took closer to 45

minutes. But as I continued to follow the diet suggestions in

the books Etta had sent me, I felt more energetic and able to

walk faster. So, this dropped my walking time down 10

minutes. I also took a pint of water with me when I walked

sipping it as I walked. I did this to replace the water lost in

sweat as I walked.

The sonogram was an improvement even if Dr. Slavich did

not want to admit it. He did this test himself. One of the

things that bugged me was that he did not allow me to hear

the sounds of the blood moving through these arteries as

the technician for Dr. Peterson had done. But I can guess

from what he said what the sounds might have been. His

comment as he worked was that it did not look like a 20%

blockage to him. He said that he was going to report 20%

blockage anyway.

My guess is that he was right in his assessment. 13 months

later my primary care physician in Knoxville had another

sonogram run. This one could not find a blockage at all, only

some plaque, but this was scattered in several small spots. It

appears to me that perhaps as much as half of the original

blockage had been removed by my activities and newer

eating habits by the time that Dr. Slavich had done the

sonogram.

Selling the house (2007-2008)



Selling our house and moving to Knoxville seemed to make

more sense than her having to come to Roanoke and find

work there. The likelihood of this was very slim. We were

talking about marriage for a while even setting a possible

date.

There was not really very much keeping Kevin and me in

Roanoke. There had been some splits in our churches that

limited where I could comfortably attend church. I was

welcome in the churches on the "same side", but I did not

feel really "part of the family" in any of them. Then again, I

might have been better off moving down toward Prattville

where there was a church at which I was well accepted. But

I'm not even so certain about that either right now. It was a

possibility that I had not considered at the time.

Selling the house in 2007 was not an easy thing to do. The

housing bubble had just burst, and the economy was in

rather bad shape. Finally, in early 2008, a woman contracted

to buy the house. So, I began the process of selling the

house and moving our belongs to Knoxville.

What surprises me as I look back on this is how I thought I

could get all of our possessions into a U-Hall truck and then

put them all in a 2 bedroom apartment! Well, I still could not

get everything in the truck even after getting rid of many

things.

Moving to Knoxville

I got a U-Haul truck that I thought was large enough to hold

my things. I was wrong! Rachel came down with Dee to help

in the move. Rachel is known for packing more things in a

given space than most people. She definitely was a trooper

doing this, but I still had to leave a large amount of things



behind. By the afternoon of Friday, March 7th, the truck was

a full as it could be.

Some of the teachers at the Learning Center met us at the

Hispanic restaurant in Roanoke for supper. Elder Kenneth

and Sister Betty Perry were there as well. It was a "going

away" meal. After eating and chatting for a while, we all

headed north stopping along the way for the night in

Gadsden.

I had already given Dee a sizable check to help me move. So

when we all pulled up to the motel to spend the night, I

checked in. I also expected Dee and Rachel to do likewise,

but they just sat in their car. Apparently, Dee and Rachel

expected me to pay for their motel room. I needed to get

some rest just as Kevin did, so we went to our room and

went to bed.

Likely they got miffed by my actions because they drove off

heading to Knoxville without telling me what they were

doing. So, when I got up in the morning, I still expected them

to have spent the night in Gadsden. Kevin and I went out for

breakfast and then pack the things we had used in the room

the night before. I looked around for Dee but could not find

her. I really needed to get to Knoxville and headed that way.

(It was about a four hour drive that I faced.

I managed to contact her sometime during the day, and that

is when I found out what they had done. At least I was able

to learn that they were alright. That is when I began to pay

closer attention to my driving.

The weather was rather cold, and there was snow in the air.

Well, some of it was sticking along the side of the highway,

just not on the road. As I got closer to Knoxville, I was

getting a little tired and nervous.



After getting to Knoxville, Dee insisted that we have a

meeting to discuss some things about moving the furniture

from the truck to my apartment. Rachel's husband and Dee's

son were to help in the move. Of course this included more

money to be paid out. (So much for the original amount

agreed upon.) Was this an extortion in that I did not have the

ability to move everything into the apartment by myself?

One might question her motives. Her son and Rachel's

husband did work hard. Besides, it was a very cold day with

intermittent snow flurries. (It was not the best day to be

moving furniture!)

During this lunch/meeting, she made a comment about the

fact that I was the one who had decided to move. I really did

not have to do this. There were no romantic tones in her

statements that day. Even so, this rather quickly left my

memory. Instead, I was concentrating more on the fact that I

was going to be living within walking distance of her.

Kevin's Doctor's appointment at UT

This was in the Cardiac section of the University of

Tennessee Medical Center because of Kevin's pacemaker.

(Dr. Slavich had recommended seeing these people because

of their knowledge base on cardiac problems.) They gave

him a going over to get a background of his health. This

included a readout of the pacemaker's condition. I was glad

to hear that they knew about his disease and the problems it

can cause. I already knew that his pacemaker needed to be

replaced before the end of the year.

By the time of the appointment, Kevin was already covered

by Medicaid (Tenncare). The only problem was that in this

state two insurance companies pay out the claims. I had

been given one of them that the Univ Hospital does not

accept. So, I paid $240 up front to cover the anticipated cost



of the visit. It turned out that this did not cover all of the

costs. Sometime after Kevin died, I got a bill for the rest. So,

I called their office wondering what had taken so long to

send this bill. I also informed them that Kevin had died. They

were nice enough to remove the charges.

Swapping apartments (End of Mar)

Dee did not like the type of living quarters that Rachel and

family were in: they were living in very bad conditions. It was

very hard to heat the apartment, and the hot water heater

had to be fixed by her father rather than by the landlord.

Her solution was to move them to our apartment complex.

She got a single bedroom apt which she wanted me to move

into, and that left my 2 bedroom apartment for Rachel's

family. To make this possible, Kevin and I needed to be gone

somewhere while they first moved our things to the one

bedroom apt and then moved the family things into the two

bedroom apt. So Kevin and I was going to take a vacation in

the last week of weeks in March.

Visit with Paul, Marianne, and family

So off we headed for Springfield, AR, March 24th. It was a

nice visit. I also got a complete surprise while I was there.

Paul had changed the operating system (OS) on all of their

computers. The previous summer all of them were running

Windows XP, but this time they were all running Ubuntu. I

call this a surprise because Ubuntu was the OS I had been

using for a few years myself. When I mentioned this to

Marianne, she said that Paul had said that Windows XP was

not secure enough. I have relayed this on to other people

since then whether they paid any attention to this or not.

This is because I believe that Paul knows what he is talking

about given his education and work experience.



Kevin's listlessness most of the time

Kevin did not seem to be himself on this trip. He spent

entirely too much time sleeping, taking naps seemingly all of

the time. On the trip out, we had stopped at a cold

restaurant for breakfast. There he seemed to have had a

seizure which I decided was likely because of the coldness.

Besides, he got much better once we got back in the car

where it was warmer. Whether I was right or it was a sign of

more serious things to come, I don't know. I do know that I

felt helpless with the situation until I got him into the car and

warmed up. Even I was having a very hard time keeping my

shivering from being too hard.

He never was himself during the entire time while we were

there either. Most of the time, he was sleeping in a sitting

position on one of their couches. He did not have any

problems eating meals though. It made me a little nervous,

but I did not consider it to be serious. Marianne had made a

comment about all of his sleeping, but again nothing serious

seemed to be wrong. (Or so I thought...)

He had some congestion in his lungs for a while. Since I had

the medication needed to correct this, I was giving him

breathing treatments. After being on these, he usually got

better without any problems. Other than sleeping all of the

time, he seemed to be normal.

Car trouble in Memphis

After a week, we headed home on Tuesday, April 1. Time

wise, Memphis is a nine hour drive from Springfield, so I

decided to stop there for the night. I picked a Motel 6 on the

east side of the greater metropolitan area. We arrived

around 4 PM and immediately ran into a problem. The power

steering seemed to have stopped working. I head the sound



of a belt coming apart just before this happened. So, I

contacted a local Chevrolet dealership about the problem.

They came to get the car and promised to fix it in the

morning.

I got our luggage into the motel room that Tuesday night,

and Kevin laid down. He quickly fell asleep and would not

wake up for supper or anything else for that matter until the

next morning. I finally went out to get something to eat

bringing it back to the motel. When I could not wake him up

at all, I eventually ate all of the food.

I was able to wake him up in the morning after I got

something to eat from Burger King. But he still would not

eat. He was awake enough to eat at lunch time in Memphis

though.

The engine has a tension pulley for the single serpentine

belt. It had seized up causing the belt to break. It was almost

12 noon before the repairs were made and my pocket book

lightened by $366. By 1 PM we ate lunch and headed for

home. It must have been 7 or 8 PM when we got home. On

the way in, we stopped at a Cracker Barrel for supper. Then I

went by Kroger to get the groceries we needed so we would

have something to eat.

Second Quarter 2008

Kevin's last days

I gave him a breathing treatment and put him to be

Wednesday evening. Then on the next day, I was giving him

his three standard treatments. He was still rather listless

through out the day.



That evening, Dee wanted us to go out for supper, but I

declined her. Kevin was not in any condition to be out. She

did not like it. Of course as I look back on the situation, she

might have had her own motive for going out this evening. I

will never know, and I don't want to.

I think she was saying something about me care more about

Kevin than her. (Was this the case, or did she really want me

to buy her a meal for her? It would certainly reduce the

amount of money that she had to spend.)

That evening I gave Kevin his breathing treatment and put

him to bed. I woke up about 2:30 AM or so and went to the

bathroom. I thought about giving another breathing

treatment but decided not to do so.

About 6:30 AM Friday morning, I woke up and did not hear

anything, and I mean nothing at all! This was somewhat

eerie because I immediately thought of the lack of sound the

night Susan died. So, I quickly went to his bed; he was not

breathing. This is when I called 911. They talked me through

giving him CPR which did not help at all. An ambulance

arrived and the EMT looked him over saying that nothing

more could be done. Her opinion was that he had died

around 3 AM based upon where the blood had settled in he

legs. I could not get in touch with Dee, but Rachel's husband

came up shortly after I managed to contact them. Rachel

managed to tell Dee.

I was given two choices as to where his body could be taken

with the University of Tennessee being one of them. I picked

this one. I was not thinking very clearly, but with Kevin's

medical records being there, they would know more about

him than the other location. Because of this, they did not

require an autopsy. So, by noon, I had notified the funeral

home in Roanoke, AL, and it was notified that his body was

ready to be picked up. His Insurance company was also



notified with what information I could give them. (I think

they got a lot of their information from the funeral home.)

It was a little after 7 AM when Dee arrived at my apartment.

Her first comment was that now she understood why I had

called off the dinner together the previous evening. For the

entire day, she remained by my side, not letting me be by

myself at all. Clearly, she was exactly the person I needed at

a time like this. She seemed to be wondering if I should

spend the night alone, but I was quite comfortable doing so.

I had already been through this before when Susan died.

Poor Sam though, had problems of his own because of

Kevin's death. This was his 5
th

 birthday. He did not get as

much attention from everyone as he usually did for his

birthday. He is a loving boy although he has many emotional

problems as well. The attention that he gave me at times

that day was very soothing.

We spent some time in the mall including a Disney Store.

While we were there, another customer had a daughter that

was five that day as well. Well this is where Sam showed out:

no one could have the same birthday nor be the same age

as him. But that is part of his personality.

I decided to have the funeral on Friday, April 11. Perhaps the

timing for Susan's funeral had some bearing on this, I do not

know. His body had to be transferred to AL and then be

prepared for burial. There was the time required for the life

insurance to be paid. So, in the end, this timing was as good

for me as the timing for Susan's funeral.

Trip for his funeral

Dee went with me to Roanoke on Thursday, April 10. Our

first stop was at the Learning Center where they provided us



with lunch along with the recipe for broccoli salad which was

part of the menu. From there we went to Kevin's insurance

agent, the funeral home for final arrangements, and then to

the flower shop for the family wreath. While there Dee

bought a couple of clear plastic crosses and probably

something else.

Sister Dovie Burton, whom I had known since we first moved

to Roanoke, provided Dee and me with a place to eat and

sleep. We came here before supper, changed clothes, and by

6 PM headed to the funeral for the visitation.

Severe weather

There were far fewer people present than had come for

Susan's. But I have no idea of how many people even knew

that he had died. I did not think very much about how this

notification should be handled. The ladies at the Learning

Center came and then left for their homes.

Then after 8 PM, the weather got very nasty. In fact, we had

to move to another part of the building because we were

under a severe weather warning. It calmed down enough for

us to be able to return to Dovie's house for the night. But

until then, Dee and I were essentially alone for most of this

hour except for the employees. And here is where my

memory failed me. Marianne had driven down along with her

sister, Jennifer. They were also with us.

His funeral

Elder Kenneth Milner had come to the visitation, and I asked

him to preach the funeral the next morning. He agreed. As

with Susan's funeral, I spoke for a while as well as gave the

people at the funeral an opportunity to speak. Cindy for the

Learning Center spoke from notes that she had made. Some



of the things she said were things that I had not known

before. Bro. Ken concluded the service with a sermon.

Many years before when Hawaii 50 was so popular, Kevin

loved to stand in front of the TV screen pointing to it and

calling out objects that would shortly appear on it. Shortly

after he called out, "Air! Air!" an airplane would appear.

"Car! Car!" would be followed by a police car appearing with

its blue lights flashing. He really got excited when he did

this.

Some time before we moved, they had gotten an audio CD

with the Hawaii 50 theme music. Someone played it. From

then on, Kevin thought it should be played all of the time.

They tried unplugging the CD player. He only found the plug

and plug it back in. Then they tried hiding the CD. Some

times they succeeded; sometimes they did not. As Cindy

spoke of these things, I could mentally visualize Kevin having

done these things.

Bro. Ken's sermon did not help me at all. I heard words, but

they did not really have any meaning to me. So, as I

mentioned to Sister Shirley, words do not help very much

after a death of a loved one. Only actions of kindness do.

Meanwhile, I was doing something very stupid. I had not

really found a way to get a primary care physician since we

moved here. As a result I was running out of blood pressure

medicine. Then again I was basically doing what one of the

books Etta had sent me the year before. It said that blood

pressure can be reduced to acceptable levels by following

the diet included in the book. The only problem was this

advice was for people who are obese, and many are

morbidly obese. My blood pressure problem comes from a

different source. So, as I gradually decreased the amount of

the blood pressure medicine I was taking, the pressure went

up. I was heading for trouble and did not even know it.



Bye Bye Black Beauty; Hello Windstar (April)

This idea was Dee's. With all the things that had to be

packed in her SUV when her family went anywhere, she

thought it would be nice if I would get a larger car so that we

all could take everyone in my car some of the time. (How

much is some?)

A pattern was developing here: she was expecting me to

pick up some of her usual driving expenses while her part

would decrease. There is also a name that goes with the way

she got her viewpoint across: manipulative. Of course, I did

not know this at the time, but Rachel explained the situation

long after she insisted that I get a bigger car. This gets old

after a while.

Around the middle of the month, she found a car that would

fit the bill. It turned out that it belonged to someone she

worked with. So, arrangements were made to purchase the

Windstar. Meanwhile, Rachel and her new husband were

having problem with transportation. He needed a way to get

to work, and Rachel needed to go places on family business.

So, then came the brilliant idea. If they could use Black

Beauty, the problem could be solved. (Aren't I gullible???)

I think this is enough about her ways which continued off

and on for the next several years. So, I will only mention a

few of these times throughout the rest of this book. Our

relationship was not really going anywhere regardless of

what she might say to try to get her own way.

But what does this have to do with the title of this book?

How did God provide for me? A better question would be:

What did God provide for the situation I faced in my

relationship with her?



The answer is the Book of Proverbs. There are warnings

about the behavior of strange women. They are to be

avoided. The entire seventh chapter teaches what I needed

to know. The first fourteen verses of chapter five also

contains lessons about strange women.

It even discusses people who are manipulative. These are

the ones in which act in a variety of ways, so it is hard to

know how they will react in a given circumstance. This also

means that they may also describe a situation one way one

time and another way another way. (Dee did this several

times.)

And then the last verses of chapter 1 of Proverbs beginning

with verse 20 points out the consequences of not listening to

the wisdom and understanding that we should accumulate.

It is not a pretty picture at all.

So, to put it bluntly, I did not use wisdom and understanding

as I tried to develop a relationship with Dee. Having read

these chapters several times. I just thought that it would not

happen to me. Oh the fool I was, and I continually made the

same mistakes again and again and again...




































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































