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Dear Family, 

I’ll start one of my never-ending letters and see what happens. This is January 29, 2002.

As usual I’ve been busy. Been doing more cleaning out of things I don’t need, especially things of Jimmey’s. Not clothes, but things in the workbench all nicely assorted and labeled in plastic “shoebox” type boxes. By him not by me. They are from Whittier days. Some of it is up-to-date, but vacuum tubes and transformers and such things just don’t “wash” these days. I’m getting them ready to give to “Goodwill”. Surely someone can use 2”, 3”, and 4” furniture legs or drapery hardware or electrical sockets and cords (old-fashioned). There are 25 or more boxes. Let them throw out the vacuum tubes! It is the DECISIONS that bother me! 

I started having a lot of discomfort (pain) in my right hand—fingers locking sort of. And swelling. Couldn’t hold shopping cart handle or car steering-wheel with right hand without fingers locking and getting real sore. Pain in the middle of the night. One Dr. decided it was a pinched nerve in my neck. A Chiropractor was helping some, but not much. I was afraid someone was going to recommend surgery. Then Amy found a place on the Internet called Spine Institute in Palm Desert. Three Doctors. They did a thorough exam and X-Rays and I committed to 8 treatments one every day. Adjustment plus Electrical Stimulation on my shoulders. I’ve had trouble for years with tension in my shoulders --- better than ulcers, of course. However they haven’t helped my hand problem much. 

I’ll cut this down. I won’t have surgery. I went to this Dr. for several weeks, and he helped with several other ailments, so it was worth it, I guess, but I finally quit especially after I discovered the Certo treatment. I read in a book about ways to help arthritis. Both hands were bothering me. I take 6 tsps Certo (jams and jellies) with grape juice night and morning and my hands were better almost immediately. Sort of a miracle. I have to keep doing it though. But the pain is gone and the swelling and the “locking” or “trigger fingers” are gone. My Chiropractor was really impressed with the Certo! Raisins and Gin help some people, but it didn’t help me.

This was all cash – no medicare or insurance help.

Time to change the subject. I’ve gone on long enough on this subject. Try the CERTO and grape juice!

I was writing this early in the year to send to family, and I’m determined to finish it. I’ll condense some of this for my Christmas letter. Some of you will have a repeat.

I suppose how I am feeling – mentally—is normal. This is exactly two years since Jimmey died, (it was two years whcn I started scribbling this letter,  it is  almost three since I started typing this.  Sorry about the delay!)      and I seem to be reacting worse than I did the first year. I was in shock, I suppose, and busy having surgeries, and busy at other things. But I can’t see that “get over it’ or “get through it” applies to me. It is like a “chronic disease” that keeps cropping up at unexpected intervals, in addition to being there all the time. I don’t feel like I’ll ever “get over it’. Actually I think I’m doing fine—“normal” in most respects. It isn’t easy! Especially when there are so many decisions to make, which I’ve never liked to do anyway! I’m no different than anyone else, but no two people react the same. I have friends that dissolve in tears at the slightest provocation. I’m glad I don’t do that. I have 3 or 4 widow friends – close friends -- who say they never did cry, so I felt better when I heard that. I feel a little like crying sometimes, especially when frustrated or “mad” but I don’t do it. Everyone says crying is needed release of tension but not for me. I cried once at the ranch when discussing the words to a song Jimmey liked, but it was a weird sort of cry, like someone else was doing it, not me. “A Daisy A Day” was the song. So much for that. I think I’m normal! A friend (I won’t say who) said it takes a year to get over it. Little does she know! She has never lost a husband by death-– just a series of divorces!

Now that I’ve gone on and on at length, I don’t know for sure who to send this to! You’ll be happy to know that I cut this down a lot from my original scribble. I have some other pages to put on the copier, so you’ll have more to read.  Put your feet up!

I’m finishing this letter on Thursday, December 19, 2002.
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