Dear Fellow Laborers in the vineyard,

(That’s not a capital V)….Looking forward to the Golden Anniversary Reunion.  It’s time again to look back upon the events of the last decade and note that they look pretty much like the events of the previous decade. In my case, gastric bypass, synthroid, toprol, baby aspirin, snake oil and clean living pays off.  
As parents we lead a hard life, trying to look dignified while wearing a fanny pack, trying to look intelligent reading People.  It’s an uphill battle.  Our five children and their families visit us in Rehoboth Beach, Delaware on summer weekends.  Tibby and I appreciate the visits and usually recognize the kids right away.  Of course there are the nine grandchildren…….It settles down to glorious bedlam.  Sometimes I have to slip away to Chuck E. Cheese for a little peace and quiet.
We paid off the mortgage this decade and wrote the last tuition check. O! the joy. With the money, we purchased a generator for the house to be used when the power goes out. That’s what happens when you live in the outer provinces of Washington D.C. Referred to as “Upcounty” by the locals; it sounds better than “the sticks.”  The neighbors to the west participate in Civil War re-enactments. I am pretty sure those are blanks they’re using. We try to give them plenty of elbow room nonetheless. The people to the east collect an assortment of barnyard animals.  The goats were bad enough but anyone who thinks the rooster crows at daybreak (you would be thinking wrongly).  It crows the live-long day.  Bow hunting of the deer over-population is huge out our way.  The only time the men folk ever have to put on a shirt and tie or suit is for the grand opening of the Walmart.
I am working almost full time at Frekko Primary Care as coordinator of the lab, toiling and sweating like a migrant fruit picker and paid at about the same rate .Gearing up for H1N1 and converting to EHR this autumn……I’m not lovin’ it.  At my age, I just don’t want to learn anything new. But having risen so high in the job after twenty years, people no longer ask what I do or why I’m standing around doing nothing.  So I hope I can hang on a little longer.  .
No. Life isn’t perfect and we don’t expect miracles but we’re not going to turn one down.  Can’t wait for the hugs, the laughter and the reminiscing about the old days. Has anyone been able to apply the Pythagorean Theorem when buying wall to wall carpeting?
 We’ll toast the dear ones gone before us. After 50 years it’s ok to shed a few tears.  As the Irish say, “let’s not have a sniffle; let’s have a bloody good cry.”
Until we meet again,

Love,
Truda  
One ablative absolute was employed in the preparation of this document
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