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Life is what we make it, always has been, always will be.
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Enjoy the little things, for one day you may look back and
realize they were the big things.

~Robert Brault, www .robertbrault.com.

On the last real night of my marriage I made a
pot of bean soup. At about 11 o’clock, the soup was
ready, scents of garlic and bay leaf wafting through
the apartment. I went into the den, where he was
watching the Yankees play the Toronto Blue Jays,
and invited him to have some.

We sat at the kitchen table, not talking much, or
at least, not talking about anything that I remember.
“That was great,” he said, when he was finished. I
probably said, “Thank you.” He stood to go back to
the game and I said, “Well, I have to get up early
tomorrow. Goodnight.” And I went to sleep. I didn’t
say, “I love you.” I didn’t say, “I bless the day I met
you,” or “I am so glad that we married each other.” 1
just went to sleep.

The next time I saw him, he was face down on

B 7 . .
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the bed, not breathing, and although he was in a coma for two weeks, and I
believed he would recover for most of that time, in essence, I now know, he
was dead.

When something like that happens there are so many regrets, and among
the greatest is each and every time that you could have verbally or by action
said “I love you.” I regretted not learning to care about everything he cared
about. I grieved for every time I got upset over something inconsequential—
and trust me, most of it seems inconsequential when the love of your life is in a
coma.

For the first week he was unconscious I promised him the moon. I told him
that if he would just open those big brown eyes I would never get mad about
anything ever again. He could leave his socks two inches from the hamper and I
would thank God that they were there. I would dress up more and take time out
for lunch whenever he asked. We would watch football games together and talk
about politics. I promised him prime rib in wild mushrooms and red wine, and
tuna au poivre perfectly rare, on the Royal Doulton with candles every night.

The second week, I came back to earth. I stopped promising him the
perfect wife. Instead I promised him Me. I promised that I would at times
be impatient or scared, and that he would still have to take out the garbage. I
promised that I would not always like his jokes, and that I would still nag him
to exercise. I promised him that we would have interests in common but not
all of them, and that we would still have things to be tolerant of in each other. I
promised him bean soup.

But as part of bean soup, I promised him that I would love him as much
as before or maybe even more and that I would try never to forget what we had
almost lost. I wish I had been given the chance.

Marriage is not always made of rose petals and moonlight and perfect

understanding. Sometimes it is made of kids with the stomach flu, and flights

‘(ﬁ\ickgn(%up R ki
D AMG - Soul BpLeiatis




005

that have been delayed, or even just made of work and dinner and running out
of light bulbs. At times like that, sometimes the marriage goes on autopilot and
love is subtext, an article of faith. Then, the dust clears and we remember. And
as you have no way of knowing when you are young, but as you come to know
when you’ve been married a while, that is more than fine.

Reasonable minds may differ, but for me, it is the dailyness that I
love the most about being married. I liked the anniversary dinners and the
romantic moments, but even more I loved the mundane workings of our daily
lives, coming home to trust and commitment and inside jokes, and even the
predictable irritations like those socks.

When a marriage is lost in the way that mine was, it is the everyday
memories that mean the most. The time we both had bad colds and spent the
day in sweatshirts, bringing each other tea. The way he took in the dry cleaning
every Friday. Or the nights, like that last one, where we didn’t really talk but
shared the deep ordinariness of a quiet Sunday night with our daughter asleep
and the Yankees playing for him and some music for me, and a great big pot of
soup.

~facqueline Revkin
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2 FEXRAKIE

The flowers of late winter and early spring occupy places in
our hearts well out of proportion to their size.

~Gertrude S. Wister

Mother opened her eyes and stared, unblinking,
at the vase of daffodils on the table beside her
hospital bed. “Who sent these beautiful flowers?” she
asked in a barely audible voice.

“No one sent them, Mother.” I squeezed her
hand. “I picked them from your yard. It’s March —
Daffodil Month.”

She gave me a weak smile. “Promise me
something?”

I nodded. I'd promised a lot since we'd come
to accept that the cancer in Mother’s pancreas would
soon take her life.

“Promise that before you sell my house, you’ll
dig up my daffodil bulbs to plant in your yard.”

I tried without success to hold back my tears.

“I’ll do that, Mother. I promise.”She smiled and

Chapter 1 Making the Most of Memories
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closed her eyes, lapsing again into the twilight fog that characterized the last
days of her life.

Before Daffodil Month ended, Mother was gone. And in the weeks that
followed, weeks so grief-filled that my siblings and I resembled nothing so
much as walking zombies, we emptied her house, painted, washed windows,
cleaned carpets, and listed the home we’d grown up in with a real estate
agency. We hired a neighborhood boy to take care of the yard.

And I gave the daffodils, which had long since quit blooming, not a
single thought until a day in late autumn when the house was finally to be sold.
My brother and sister and I were to meet the buyers to sign papers early on
a morning that I knew would be filled with conflicting emotions. On the one
hand, it was good to be out from under the burden of owning an empty house.
On the other, we would soon be turning over the keys to our family home to
strangers.

Strangers who, I was certain, could never love it as much as we did.

Would this new family cook Fourth-of-July hamburgers on the brick patio
grill my dad had built so many summers ago? Would their children spend fall
afternoons raking the leaves under the giant maple tree into a mile-high pile
to jump in? Would they figure out that one corner of the family room was the
perfect spot for a Christmas tree? And would they be amazed at what pushed its
way out of the ground in Mother’s yard every spring?

Crocuses. Flowering onions. Hyacinths. And hundreds and hundreds of
daffodils.

Daffodils! Eight months later, I suddenly remembered the promise I had
made to my mother as she lay dying. I tossed a shovel and a cardboard box
into the trunk of my car and headed for the house and yard that would, in just a
couple of hours, belong to someone not related to me.

There was no sign of daffodils anywhere, of course. They had long since
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