My First Husband

Hal is happier than hes ever been.  Well, why wouldnt he be?  Hes been married to me for 45 years.  The main reason hes so happy is because, after long last, Ive finally gotten his thinking straightened out.  Gently, yet deftly, Ive fed him subliminal, positive thoughts about his unusually fortunate status in life.  Now, I hear him saying the words that originally came out of my mouth.

It hasnt been easy.  Its taken many, many years.  Some of lesser fortitude might have dropped out along the way.  In fact, many did.  Not did with Hal, but with their spouses.  You see, Hal is my first husband.  He knows things about me that its taken 45 years for him to learn.  I dont share easily, so I doubt there will be a second husband--unless someone with documented enormous riches should knock on my door, completely smitten by my charm.
Hal says it isnt likely to happen.

I believe he meant the comment as a compliment--that no one else would have the courage to approach a person of my stature.  Still, knowing Hal as I do, the comment might have the earmark of a double-entendre--or worse yet, a single-entendre (is there such a thing?) with a different meaning.

Oh, I dont think so.  Theres really no other meaning that could be ascribed to his comment because I treat Hal very well.  

For example, when he does something right, I always compliment him.  Well, ok, I havent yet because he hasnt done anything right, but Im prepared to do so just as soon as he does so.  

 
Actually, he does some things right.  One day he put the seat of the toilet down.  But only because I told him that God wanted it down or would have made sure that the seat was invented in the up position to begin with.

SHOE STRINGS
On occasion, people call Hals attention to the fact that his shoe strings are not tied.  He probably already knows it--especially when his foot slips out.  I used to wonder why he didnt tie his shoe strings.  You know, some teenagers dont tie theirs, but usually Hal doesnt want to appear to be a teenager.  Actually, it would be a little bit hard for him to do--to appear to be a teenager, that is--or to tie his shoes, either.

It seems that when the shoe strings are in bad shape and need to be replaced one can never find the length needed.  I used to keep extra pairs of shoe strings on hand.  There were various lengths.  My recollection is that they cost about $.25 per pair.  Of course, that was when people wore a different kind of shoe--more like a dress shoe--that took a uniform shoe string.  Have you noticed how long the shoe strings are now for the typical sneaker type shoe that most people use for walking--and everyday use, too?  Especially seniors.

Well, it had been a long time since I bought shoe strings.  I tried to buy a pair in a shoe store.  They had the exact length he needed.  I believe they were $3.50. $3.50!??

It was right then and there that I told Hal he would have to keep his shoe strings tied because if he didnt, he ruined them, and they were too expensive to replace.

So, the next time we were out walking and I noticed that his shoe strings werent tied, I asked him to stop and tie them.  It was then that I learned why he hadnt tied them to begin with.

He couldnt.  He couldnt bend or stoop to tie his shoe strings.  

I dont mean to imply that Hal is infirm.  However if you should infer that Im implying that his girth is such that its difficult, or impossible, for him to reach his feet, you might be right.  If hes in a place where he can put his foot on something thats two or three feet high (no, dont go there; he cant put his foot up four or five feet), then he can reach his feet.

For several years Hal has asked for assistance in removing his socks.  Now, I thought he made such a request so he could be pampered.  Maybe not.  I really didnt know that he couldnt reach his feet to tie his shoes.  Im not even sure he can see his shoes!  Maybe the reason the slip-on type shoes are popular, or the ones with Velcro, is because many people cant reached their feet--for the same reason that Hal cant reach his feet. 

Back to the day when I asked Hal to tie his shoe strings, and he couldnt do it.  I knelt on the sidewalk and was tying his shoe strings--when a friend walked by.  All of us said hello.  I didnt try to explain what I was doing or why--and the friend didnt ask. Maybe he cant tie his shoes, either.


Juicy Potatoes
Youll recall that Hal likes to shop, likes to shop often, likes to buy anything and everything he sees and has been known to buy more than he should.  Just imagine for a moment that Hal bought potatoes on Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday, and as a result, there was an abundant supply on hand.  That many potatoes couldnt be eaten fast enough to avoid spoilage.

Of course, there are several different types of potatoes.  Red Potatoes are good for boiling or for mashing.  Other potatoes are especially good for baking.  Having a supply of mashing potatoes on hand might not suffice if one were having guests and wanted baking potatoes.

Out of sight, out of mind is a concept that Hal and I deal with constantly.  Were both visual people.  If we dont see it, we dont think about it.  That applies to paying bills, reading the newspaper, serving watermelon and everything else.    

 I learned long ago not to store potatoes under the sink because of the heat from hot water going down the pipes.  Previous to that bit of knowledge, I thought there was a federal law that said under the sink was the only place allowed--but I was wrong.

Because our refrigerator is always full and running over, I put the potatoes on a shelf in the cabinet.  

Remember the new stainless steel flatware with 12 place settings?  When that was put into the flatware holders, the old flatware had to be put somewhere else.  I opened a cabinet to put the old flatware in it and thought the cabinet had sprung a leak!  There was liquid coming out of it.  My first impulse was to close the cabinet door and run--so I did.  

Realizing that I might as well determine how the cabinet could be leaking, I opened the door again.   I closed the doo and then realized that the source of the odor should probably be researched.

This was the cabinet in which the potatoes were stored.  Some of the potatoes had gotten, shall we say, ripe.  In fact, they were past ripe.  This state of over ripeness was causing the leak as well as the odor.

This was not my first experience with ripe potatoes.  Still, I dont ever remember potatoes having so much juice!  Only two or three of the potatoes were overly ripe.  However, there was enough juice for potato soup.  How could the potatoes have so much juice?  If you were to put potatoes in a pan to cook without any oil or water, there certainly wouldnt be this much juice!

It took a bit of doing, but all of the juice was finally cleaned up, the refrigerator was checked for potatoes, and the entire lot was re-washed, dried and put in the refrigerator.

Of course, that meant a refrigerator bin had to be washed--the shelves might as well be washe, the door, but not the other bin.  Well, ok, wash the other bin, too.A simple pleasure like new stainless flatware can balloon into an afternoons work.  

