
                                                                    HIATUS

I stopped writing in the diary after George fell out of bed, due to the 
incompetence of the woman I hired to watch him overnight ,so I could get some 
much-needed sleep .  His leg was broken and he needed another operation eight 
days after the operation for bladder cancer.  The doctor said I could no longer 
care for him at home, so he was sent to Sarasota Memorial rehab.  He lasted 
three weeks there.  I had a call from the nursing home that they were sending 
him to emergency.  When I got to the hospital, they said he had pneumonia and 
was in toxic shock.  I found out weeks later from the doctor that he was fighting a 
staph infection.  He was within hours of death, but I made the decision to have 
him intubated until I could contact the boys.  They came the next day.  The 
difficult decision was made to let him go.  He was moved up to the eighth floor 
and hospice took over his care.  It only took 22 hours.  Just at dawn, with the red 
sun rising in a black sky, he left us forever.

     June 17, 2006.  He was 81 years old

                                                         AFTER

I woke up suddenly, looked across at the bed and saw he wasn’t breathing. 
I ran out into the hall and told the nurse.  She came with the stethoscope and 
confirmed it.  Andy and Jim came in.  They had spent the night in a room down 
the hall.  They told me that while I was asleep Dr. Shanti came to them and said 
he was sinking.  The nurse had asked her if she should wake me.  She said to let 
me sleep.  I’ll never forgive her for that.

           The rest of it became a blur.  We cried.  Dan returned.  He had gone back to 
the house for the night.  He cried most of all.  Eventually we left.  I kissed George 
on the forehead.  It was slightly sweaty.  I won’t forget his swollen hands, which 
had been so thin before.  That was the last I ever saw of him.

We went back to the house.  The boys stayed the rest of the week.  My 
brother came by on his way to Boca and we all went out to eat.  We held a 



gathering at the funeral home.  A surprising number of people came; a tribute to 
me and to the impression he had made in the short time we were here.  The 
director of the senior friendship center day care, his former physical therapist, 
former neighbors the Levins, and members of my book group.  It was a true 
gathering.  We sat around and talked.  Lots of questions about George’s life as an 
artist, etc.

After a week, the boys were gone home.  I was alone when the man from 
the funeral home came with a cardboard carton containing George’s ashes.  The 
box was very heavy, surprisingly.  Of course, the container was bronze encased in 
wood.  I attached a copy of his portrait to the top of the bronze box, which was 
just as well, because they could only fit the bronze part into the niche.  I have the 
flag they gave me at the funeral home, because he was a veteran, and brought 
the wood box home.  They are both in the bottom drawer of his night table, along
with some other keepsakes.

Crying was persistent in the early days.  I missed the reality of his presence, 
not being able to reach out and touch him or talk to him.  Even though he had 
been leaving me mentally, I had wanted to hold on to him as long as it was 
possible.  For a while I couldn’t listen to music, go to the movies, etc.  I found 
ways to avoid passing the cemetery, tried not to notice when I drove past the 
hospital.  Just getting in the car would start the tears flowing.  I tried going to a 
play; cried all the way home, because he wasn’t  there beside me.  Same thing at 
a concert.  I know that so many others go through this, just look at the obituary 
pages, but it doesn’t make it any easier.  I’ve been attending a bereavement 
group for weeks, listening to other peoples’ horror stories.  As far as what it has 
done for me, not much.  Just another way to be in the company of others. 

I went to New York in October to celebrate my and Andy’s  birthdays, to see
the change of leaves, and to bite into a fresh crispy apple.  Never did get to the 
apple.  Arrived at  Andy and Diane’s on Sunday, my birthday.   Emily was home.  
Next day I rented a car and drove to Cooperstown to see Bob  and Kathryn Boyle.  
The drive was the  fulfillment of my desire for seeing the changing of the leaves.  
The day was clear and sunny, the landscape exceptionally beautiful.  Had a very 



pleasant visit and drove back to Glenville.  Next day, in the rain, drove to 
Saugerties and saw St. Julian.  The unpleasant news is that he may have 
Alzheimer’s.  I was subsequently in touch with Audrey by way of a letter she left 
with him for me.  She wanted to know more about what to expect.  Drove  on 
after a pleasant lunch in a nearby Japanese restaurant.  Julian, as usual, knew the 
chef and the waiters.

In New Paltz, I stayed with the De Rosas.  That evening the Benjamins came 
over.  The next morning, I walked over to see our house.  The new owners were 
not there.  I cried before I even saw it, but found it so changed.  It was painted a 
sickly  yellowish white, the deck was different, the driveway on the other side, 
etc.  I had a busy schedule the next few days.  Saw the Symanskis, Kurt, the 
Zadros,  Trina, Ruth and Caroline.  On Friday I drove to Central Valley to meet with
Stan Leshaw at the Savory Grill.  Went back to New Paltz to a motel for the night, 
then  back to Glenville.  The next day we celebrated Andy’s birthday at the 
Outback restaurant.  Went back to the house to have Emily’s birthday cake.  Flew 
home the following day.

Then I went into a depression as an aftermath.  I realized that New Paltz 
was  no longer my home.  I was a fifth wheel among all my friends who were living
their lives as usual and I was just a visitor.

                                


