JEAN’S BIRTHDAY

Our lives are marked by dates on a calendar.  The day Tom passed just so happens to be the day on which my younger sister was born into our family.  I can’t change that. You spend your whole life looking out for one another, protecting one another and then you find out that you can’t make certain things go away.  Tom and Jean, like so many of us, had a unique relationship.

Throughout this year, my sister, Jean, has made every effort to put aside her emotions, her needs, her routines, and has been there for me every step of this long, strange journey.  Siblings are always there.  They participate in every one of life’s celebrations, challenges and obstacles.  Jean is no exception.  

Last year at this time, my families and friends stepped up and supported Tom and I; Jimmy put me to work and Jean and I hit the links.  I think it was more for me than for her, but it helped.  I have this (a set of golf clubs) to thank her with.  
Happy Birthday!

(song: Daydream Believer…song Tom played for her on the back porch during our many BBQs.)
