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Date: There are no dates where I am, my dear.
A heartfelt open message to Joseph, my darling husband, the love of my life,
from Phyliss
Joseph, my younger years were difficult, but somehow life escorted me through
graduation at Rutgers into teaching in Camden. How little I realized how God would
shape my life by the circumstances in which he placed me.
As you know, growing up in my Italian/Spanish neighborhood and large family,
immediately satisfied my burning desire to help others, do the right thing, and execute
God’s work. Teaching Father Longo, Father Leonard, and the parishioners the English
language immersed in the Spanish culture at Our Lady Fatima Church would be
instrumental in guiding the course of my life . . . our lives.
I was at home and comfortable teaching those little jewels at the Garfield Elementary
School that first year. Just two years later, it seemed so disruptive being transferred to
Cramer Junior High School. I was just starting to feel comfortable in my first job. Well,
it wasn’t really a job; it was so satisfying shaping those young lives. But, it was a mild
annoyance having to start all over again. I didn’t know this was a major part of God’s
plan for me . . . for us.
The first year at my new assignment went well, and I found that it was just as satisfying
teaching the older children of your generation as it was teaching the younger children. I
was content with my new role. The next school year seemed to start so much like the
years before. There was not much different about it. The experience was still extremely
rewarding, but nothing special.
I was so wrong, my dear.
If you remember, the first week in eighth grade, I asked all the students to bring in crafts
they had made as a means of my getting acquainted with them and they with each other.
The next day, you quietly arrived with your pastel still life. I didn’t realize that would be
the quietest you would be for the next two years.
Somehow you did not stand out in any special way. I had no idea who you were. I felt
disappointed about that, and it was disturbing that a student in my class had gone
unnoticed by me for an entire week. That oversight made me redouble my efforts to find
out who this smiley little guy with so much talent was. I was about to find out.
When I saw your pastel, I tried, with limited success, to temper my elation of your
accomplishment for fear of discouraging the other students. But, beneath my façade, I
was overwhelmed with your ability. What other potential had the ever diligent Miss
Crudo missed? From where had you come?

The next two years were the most enjoyable and possibly the most trying of my
educational career – before you arrived in my classroom and after you left my
classroom. The dichotomy of your superior academic performance combined with your
never-ending propensity for good-humored and quiet entertaining mischief was truly a
challenge and presented a “baptism of fire” for a beginning teacher such as I.
My traditionally formal but pleasant classroom atmosphere suddenly was to be filled
with gasps from the other students from your antics and additional gasps at my
uncharacteristic tolerance and patience with you.
My dilemma was always, “How do I reprimand this urchin while trying not to laugh out
loud?” I diligently reviewed and practiced my stern look, my now-famous raised
eyebrow, and my previously effective, crossed arms and toe tapping. I said many
rosaries when I got home those years. “Why was God testing me so?” You filled my
early career with joy and consternation at the same time, if that is possible.
What I didn’t fully realize at the time, was that the levity you introduced into the
classroom, was more often than not, actually beneficial to the learning process. It was a
temporary release from the discipline of academics to recharge our souls. True, you
never knew when to stop, but then, that was my job to reign you in. I must say, I was
“usually” quite successful.
Despite the trials you presented those years, you firmly ensconced yourself in my heart
while I was not looking. It is why I warmly welcomed you into my private world when
you left my classroom.
Without your challenges and “sparring” in the classroom, I saw how you could excel to
heights you never dreamed you could achieve. The mentoring during your high school
years proved that my conjecture was true.
It wasn’t until you left for Penn State that I realized that there was no denying that your
attachment to me and my fondness of you – our friendship, had quietly and imperceptibly
turned to love. I let my guard down, and you slipped into my heart.
You were eighteen then, and it appeared that I had mistakenly interpreted your feelings
as infatuation with your teacher. How was I to know? I was thirty-four. And yet, I had
never loved anyone other than family either. We were equally unschooled in this
marvelous new emotion that enveloped us both. This was not imaginary. This was real.
Your leaving for school felt like the sky had fallen. That lonely trip to Penn State was an
exhilarating yet frightening revelation for me, and now I know it was for you as well.
That parting moment at school was overwhelming as you described in the book you so
lovingly wrote as a tribute to me. What a devotion that must have been as I watched you
suffer through every page. I helped as much as I could, but the feelings came from your
heart.

That terrible and wonderful evening at Penn State, I told you I loved you and gave you
that kiss knowing well that our love could never be made known or consummated in
marriage. It just couldn’t, could it?
I was devastated while convincing myself that it could not. Because of that belief, I
reluctantly rejected your pleas for the next seven years. I am so sorry for torturing us
both. Forgive me for those lost years of paradise.
I am genuinely elated that you remembered that first kiss as vividly as I did. You never
told me that, dear. At the time, I hesitated. I thought, “Was it the right thing to do?”
We know now, it was.
Each time I encouraged you to fraternize with the ladies at school, my heart secretly
broke, and each time you rejected my plea, it leaped for joy. Thank you for your loyalty
and your wisdom. Those “Wise words for Married Folks” always seem to surface: “Let
self-denial be the daily aim of each.”
Thank you for the lifetime of love and joy you gave me. What a sorrow and tragedy my
life would have been without your loving companionship. I don’t think I could have
survived the tumors, the operations, the deafness, the disabilities, and the stroke without
you. I know I could not. You unselfishly gave me fifty-six years of companionship and
love and thirty years of compassionate care and never for a moment did you waiver.
..........................
My love, I need to comment about my stroke. Those eight years were filled with horrors
for me, but sometimes I was not fully aware of the extent. And, I certainly was not aware
of the extent of the horrors for you.
Lying in bed or on the recliner, sometimes confused, unaware of the time of day, half
blind, paralyzed, and in silence, it was, many times, difficult for me to comprehend the
full impact of the happenings around me. I see now every detail of what was happening.
I really had no idea of the magnitude. I knew you loved me, but I am now overwhelmed.
I am just so worried about who will be there for you. I didn’t fully realize the burden of
the paralyzing debt, the anxiety attacks, the claustrophobia, and the overwhelming effort
to organize the excursions to the beach, the opera, Longwood Gardens and the cruises –
oh, and the doctors’ visits, the never ending doctors’ visits and tests. But, don’t worry;
let me see if I can do something about curing a few of your continuing trials from here.
..............................
I know I looked like I was lifeless those last moments when I was in an apparent coma.
But, I knew you were there with me, suffering. I felt your presence, at my side, every
minute. That nurse had no idea when she told you I would take twelve days to die. How
did she know? How wrong she was. There is no way I could put you through that.

I know it was hard on you. But, that is why I left you so abruptly fifteen minutes later.
Thank you for being there at my last breath and my last moment. It made it so much
easier for me to let go. That would have been so terrible to part without you there after
fifty-six years of oneness.
Thank you dear for that last kiss. It was as sweet as our first. I am so sorry that my
return kiss and my hand embrace were so feeble, but it was all the energy I could
marshal. It was all I had left - my last communication with you and the world. I had to
give you a sign that I knew you were there.
I knew it would be the last time you felt the warmth of my body, supple and alive – not
cold and lifeless. You understood. You always did.
After that last breath, I did feel my tired heart continue to beat. It gave me a strange
desire to stay. But, as much as I relished every moment with you, I knew it was time for
me to go, and I made my exit when He called.
How wonderful it was that dear friends had gathered to say goodbye and to support you
during this worst moment of your life. Pass along my heartfelt thank you to Barbara,
Cathy, Larry, Amy, and Kiana for me. Thank all that could not be there and prayed for
me from afar. I am returning their kindness with my own prayers on their behalf.
.............................
But, this dear is the primary reason for the break in my silence and writing this letter to
you. It took a great deal of effort to get this uncommon endeavor “approved.”
I am writing to you to put you at ease, give you peace of mind, and thank you, my love.
I am writing to you so that you will stop second guessing your actions or inactions.
I am writing to you for you to stop evaluating the care you gave me using an impossible
standard based on perfection, and believing that care was somehow deficient. It was not.
I am writing to you to stop torturing yourself that somehow you should have done more
because I would have. Maybe I would have. I don’t know that and neither do you. You
did your best. I know you did. I know that for certain. No one could have asked for
more, and I know I did not.
When I arrived here, the first “day” (we really don’t have days here), I checked the log
book. I did not have a full understanding of what you did for me at the time. But, there it
was in every detail, every act, every emotion, and every loving deed. How fortunate I
was to embrace that little urchin and let him into my life so many years ago.

I am writing to you to stop staying awake all night with horrible visions of every detail of
every one of my crises, of which there were so many. I knew they were terrible for me,
but now that I see them through your eyes, I am aware of how you suffered every minute
with me and are continuing to bear that awful burden. Don’t, my love. My suffering is
over and so should yours be as well.
I am writing to you to stop revisiting my last breath – what you saw as the end of my life.
Please, darling, rethink that moment, not as the end of my life, but as the end of my
suffering and the beginning of my new life here, for that is what it was.
I planted that thought in dear Lisa’s mind a few weeks ago and she lovingly conveyed
that message to you. But, you would not listen. Now listen to me, Bucko!
I am writing to you to tell you this. Listen carefully, my love. Yes, I am in Heaven, but I
am not entirely convinced of that. I believe Heaven to be a place of eternal happiness. I
don’t feel that eternal happiness and peace when looking down upon you and watching
your continuing anguish.
Maybe I am in some sort of purgatory, and I will not be able to leave it until you stop
torturing yourself and causing your own personal purgatory on Earth. I will not be able
to be in paradise with eternal happiness until I can look down and see you in happiness
as well.
So cheer up and smile like that little boy did in my classroom who made me smile. You
could make me smile all my life. Why stop now, dear? I will not be able to achieve true
happiness if you do not.
I remember two years before I died, I told you to find someone to make you happy. I
meant that with all my heart, but I was so relieved when you uncharacteristically defied
me. But, now that I am gone, you must. I know you have tried unsuccessfully and there
are cruel people out there that make the task difficult. But you must keep trying and not
give up. I will try better to guide you this time, now that I realize the difficulty you are
having.
I knew you would have a strenuous time getting married again. I am not asking you to.
Yes, I read the declaration in my book that you considered yourself still married to me. I
was truly touched by it. And, yes, I see you are still wearing your wedding band, and
mine so proudly. If I had a heart, it would be warmed.
And, yes, I see you interacting with others with the conversation invariably leading to
your praise of me. It is never ending. I cannot remember your contact with anyone since
I left without the conversation leading back to me in a moment. I am so flattered and
moved, but it is hardly something a future soul mate or wife would tolerate for long.
I will try to send you a number of candidates from whom you can choose a friend, a soul
mate, or a companion to help ease your pain. I cannot help but think I may have done

you a disservice by being so totally and completely devoted to you. Now that I am gone
you have become painfully aware that deep devotedness is rare, certainly the
devotedness we both had. You must begin to understand that trust is difficult to find.
Make your choice carefully. Just keep in mind, my dear, not everyone who tells you they
love you does.
I tried to express my feelings as best I could, Joseph. But, a gentleman, a poet named
David M. Romano seems to have summarized my feelings so perfectly. I hope he won’t
mind if I repeat his words here for you. There is another David C. Romano who writes
screenplays for television. I am sure he is talented as well, but that is not he.
And if you are wondering, my dear, yes, I did place the poem in the laundry room on the
folding table when you weren’t looking. I am so sorry. I didn’t mean to frighten you. I
know you have been torturing yourself wondering how it got there. Now you know. It
was I.
Your loving wife,
Until we can be together again
Phyliss

When Tomorrow Starts Without Me
When tomorrow starts without me,
and I’m not there to see;
If the sun should rise and find your eyes,
all filled with tears for me.
I wish so much you wouldn’t cry,
the way you do each day,
while thinking of the many things,
we didn’t get to say.
I know how much you love me,
As much as I love you;
And each time that you think of me,
please know I miss you, too.
But when tomorrow starts without me,
please try to understand,
That an angel came and called my name,
and took me by the hand.
The Angel said a place was ready,
in heaven up above;
And that I’d have to leave behind,
all those I truly love.
I had so much to live for,
so much yet to do.
It seemed almost impossible,
that I was leaving you.
When tomorrow starts without me,
don’t think we’re far apart;
For every time you think of me,
I’m right here in your heart.
© 1993 David M. Romano

Rest, my dear Joseph
We will be together soon
Phyliss Marie Crudo Badame
Chérie, Fay, Babe, Dear, Phil, Miss Crudo, Mrs. Badame
August 28, 1927 – October 29, 2013...)

My dear readers,
This letter was written to my husband to help stop his suffering by letting him know that I
am okay and to give him some much needed guidance. But, I know he is not alone. I
know there are millions of others just like him unable to achieve peace because of the
loss of their loved one. As with Joseph, much of their torment is self-inflicted. There is
no reason for it to be so.
If you are one of these anguished souls or know one of them, have them read this “letter
to Joseph” as if it were written by their loved one personally to them. Their
circumstance may be different, but their torment is most likely the same.
You may suggest that they rewrite the letter and customize it to their individual
condition. They may find the exercise to be cathartic and healing. If the letter can just
help a few of them rise from their deep and continuing sorrow, it would give me great
joy.
The log book on my performance on Earth is not yet totally closed and it would certainly
add some credit to help grow my not-fully-formed angel wings.
The act of introducing the letter to others may just help add a few credits to your
heavenly log book as well. Actually, I am sure it will. I can feel those wings growing
already.
With love,
Phyliss

My favorite flower for a lifetime, the Camellia
At Longwood Gardens

So many books, too little time

Thank you for your interest in this book. Below is a full list of the e-Book Library
authored by Joseph Badame. My goal has been, and continues to be, to present
enjoyable yet serious reading among the literary static of today while highlighting
important life lessons originating from the wisdom of my late wife, Phyliss.
“I Married My Teacher” is a full book that may be a reading challenge in today’s
frenzied life. It is a long read in today’s world of “sound bites” and instant gratification.
It is a true story of two inseparable lovers, full of humor, life lessons and unfortunately
some sadness. But above all, it is a cornucopia of insights of the courage of a most
unusual woman.
The other works are short stories that are expansions of concepts in the main book.
Several stories are on other subjects relevant to today’s world and one is an allegory /
commentary on contemporary life in America.
The works are all free and available at https://www.smashwords.com They are also
available at all the major retailers and formatted for various e-book reading devices
such as Amazon’s,” Kindle;” Barnes and Noble’s,” Nook;” Apple’s “I-phone” and “Ipad;” as well as laptops, and personal computers. Some retailers such as Amazon
charge a minimum of $0.99 for a download. The e-books can be given a “library” status
on “Smashwords” for more permanent storage. When I revise the books occasionally,
the old edition and the new addition are available to those who downloaded the earlier
version.

If you ever considered authoring or publishing a work yourself, please investigate the
services offered by “Smashwords.” They are great people providing great services for
free. Today, there is no reason why anyone wanting to publish their literary work
cannot. In most cases once you have your properly formatted manuscript in “Microsoft
Word,” a title page in” jpg” format, and a short and long description of your
masterpiece, publication is usually less than an hour away – sometimes minutes away –
globally! Literally, (no pun intended) “What are you waiting for!” Why merely read,
when you can read and write. Consult my short story, “My One Grand Regret” for a
little inspiration. If I cannot inspire you, give Walt Whitman a try. If he can’t inspire
you, stick to reading. It’s OK. That’s just fine.
“Come, said my Soul”
“Come, said my Soul,
Such verses for my Body let us write, (for we are one,)
That should I after death invisibly return,
Or, long, long hence, in other spheres,
There to some group of mates the chants resuming,
(Tallying Earth’s soil, trees, winds, tumultuous waves,)
Ever with pleas’s smile I may keep on,
Ever and ever yet the verses owning – as, first, I here and now,
Signing for Soul and Body set to them my name,”
1819 – 1892

Here are “our” works – a gift from Phyliss and me to you and those you love.
Please enjoy and “pass it on.”
(Well, don’t literally “pass it on,” that wouldn’t be nice;
let your friends and loved ones download their own copy!)
..................................

“I Married My Teacher”
An Unusual Love Story about our Lives and our Times
First published October 9, 2014 - 204,480 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free ISBN: 9781311111302

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/483616
This is a true story of an endearing, lifelong love affair, born in a most unexpected and
unconventional manner and place. It is the story of a most remarkable woman. You never
heard of her, but maybe you should have. It is not a love story filled only with the
happiness of Camelot, but the celebration of her remarkable life and spirit and the many
trials of her time on Earth.
.......................................

“Hugs and Kisses”
A bittersweet vignette of love and lost opportunity - a monumental lesson learned about life's priorities
First published November 3, 2014 - 6160 words, - Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN: 9781311491374

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/490293
Life is filled with those things of great importance and those things of little or no
importance. Many times it takes a lifetime to tell the difference. This short tale can help
you avoid wasting your lifetime to discover what is truly important.
.......................................

“The Last Day of School – The First Day of Us”
First Published: November 7, 2014 - 8390 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN - 9781311159243

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/491303
Joseph was a young boy who had “Miss Crudo” as his teacher for the eight and ninth
grades. Their association turned from student and teacher to friendship and then, well
you will have to read the story to see where the friendship goes from there.
For many students, especially prior to high school, their teachers can be major figures,
even role models in influencing their lives. Occasionally, the fondness for the teacher
becomes so intense that they develop a “crush” or infatuation with the teacher. Such was
the case with Joseph and his English teacher “Miss Crudo.” The two years in her classes
seemed to just fly by for this starry-eyed youngster, as the inevitable last day of school
arrived. This short story describes those two years and the anguish of the arrival of that
final day. The story finishes by suggesting that maybe that was not the final day of their
association after all.
.......................................

“Our First Kiss – Our Last Kiss”
First Published: November 8, 2014 - 7960 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN - 9781311404534

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/491493
A chance series of events brings two souls together as a teacher and a student with a
sixteen year age difference. Friendship turns to love and they eventually marry for fortyfive years. The endearing short story describes their joyful first kiss and their sorrowful
last kiss.
Phyliss Crudo and Joseph Badame spent the early parts of their separate lives moving
around Southern New Jersey. Eventually, he at fourteen, and she at thirty, find
themselves in the same classroom as student and teacher for two years. There was an
immediate rapport between the two. After he graduated from her school, she became his
mentor through a successful high school career. Their friendship developed into love and
they eventually married eleven years after they met. Their marriage lasted for forty-five
years. The story tells of the growth of their love and describes their first kiss and their
last kiss at the end of their lives together.
.......................................

“My One Grand Regret”
First Published: November 8, 2014 - 7910 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN – 9781311817099

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/491620
At a funeral family is mourning the loss of their departed. Usually the mourning is for
regret, not the loss. The loss will fade but the regret will not because the finality of death
is such that the regret can never be reconciled. This short story may help avoid those
regrets when the time comes into your life. Only a fool learns from his own mistakes.
Don’t be a fool, learn from mine.
The loss of a dearly loved spouse is never easy to endure, especially after a life-long
marriage. The grieving can be overwhelming and never ending. It is not something that
anyone wants to contemplate but we feel that we have some idea of the nature of the
suffering. We do not. I did not. No matter how deep and loving the marriage was, the
finality of death will consume any comfort that we may have that we will have no regrets
when the awful time comes. There will be regrets. Foremost among the regrets will be
that which was said that should not have been said and that which was not said that
should have been said. This short story reveals an approach to a marital relation that
can help to prevent those regrets from occurring. I learned this too late while I was
writing this short story and its companion book, “I Married My Teacher.” Don’t learn
the lesson too late as I did. Take the time to read and learn. It can save you or your dear
spouse unnecessary pain during a time when pain will be in abundance.
.......................................

“Our Marriage in Saint Peter’s Basilica”
First Published: November 10, 2014 – 10,230 words – Adult Non-fiction – free; ISBN - 9781311025418

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/491930
A teacher and former student were in love for years. She was his senior by sixteen years.
Over the years, they denied themselves marriage because of their ages and their
circumstances. As they embarked on a fairy tale union, neither seemed to matter. It is an
endearing and true adventure of the devotion and determination of two people in love.
True love can be found almost anywhere, sometimes nowhere. Most search for it
diligently and persistently, many times all their lives without success. But sometimes it
falls unexpectedly from Heaven. Such was the case for Phyliss and Joseph in their eighth
grade classroom. No, the love was not as classmates, but as Phyliss the teacher and
Joseph the student. Their association turned to true love, but marriage seemed illusive
because of their ages and their circumstances . . . until they found themselves four
thousand miles apart, she in New Jersey, he in Tunisia, in the Peace Corps. The
separation and the denied union were no longer bearable for them, and they embarked
on a fairy-tale marriage and a “two-year long” honeymoon in paradise. The honeymoon
was followed by forty three years of love, happiness, and sadly, sorrow. It is an unusual
and endearing, true adventure of how the devotion and determination of two people in
love can overcome the trials of life.
.......................................

“The Cookie and the Dandelions”
First Published: November 11, 2014 – 8,650 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN - 9781311510983

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/492395
Joseph was a young boy who had “Miss Crudo” as his teacher for the eight and ninth
grades. Their association turned from student and teacher to friendship and then the
friendship became more than friendship. This is a continuation of "The Last Day of
School."
For many students, especially prior to high school, their teachers can be major figures,
even role models in influencing their lives. Occasionally, the fondness for the teacher
becomes so intense that they develop a “crush” or infatuation with the teacher. Such was
the case with Joseph and his English teacher “Miss Crudo.” The two years in her classes
seemed to just fly by for this starry-eyed youngster. This short story picks up after Joseph
graduates from Miss Crudo’s class and their friendship becomes more serious.
......................................

“Claustrophobia, Get Professional Help, Joe”
First Published: November 12, 2014 – 8,590 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN – 9781311054678

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/492626
This short story exposes some of the difficulties in relying on our health care system for
the correction of psychological disorders, in this case claustrophobia and its related
anxiety and panic. It does so by relating one person’s unsuccessful journey to find a
treatment.
The pursuit of a remedy for a physical injury or disability is usually straight forward.
The injury is a visible and quantifiable thing that many times suggests its own solution.
Psychological disorders present a more difficult problem. The manifestation of the
disorder is invisible, usually within the patient’s brain. As such, it is much more difficult
to diagnose and treat and much harder for the patient to contend with.
At the time one needs a clear mind to function and make decisions, the affliction itself
interferes with that process. My anxiety and panic were such instances triggered by a
bout of claustrophobia. This story does not propose solutions, but by recounting my
unsuccessful attempts at seeking treatment, it is hoped that the medical professions can
improve the dispensing of care for this debilitating disorder. Furthermore, it might give
some insight to others similarly afflicted on how to contend with their own disability.
.......................................

“Our Moment – Falling in Love Again”
First Published: November 15, 2014 – 7,760 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN – 9781310883231

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/493421
You lovers all have special moments in your love life, but you usually don’t think about
what “the” most special moment was. In fact, each of you may have a different moment. I
gave it a great deal of thought. I would like to share what that moment was for me. It
might just encourage you to rethink what your moment was.
In our fast-paced world, we have a tendency to move on to the “next big thing” in our
lives before we are even able to digest the “last big thing.” As a result, life becomes a
massive blur of events that seems to pass us by. As we get older and our lives become
about the present with only the past to contemplate and not much of a future left, it is
natural to begin thinking about what the most significant moment in our lives was. Now
that my wife is gone that is exactly what I found myself thinking about. What was our
most significant moment? I was surprised what I concluded. You may be too.
.......................................

“Life’s Little Book for a Happy Marriage”
First Published: November 20, 2014 – 18,420 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN - 9781311562463

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/494964
There are many books that give advice about how to have a fruitful marriage. But, this is
one of the only ones I know that comes with a money back guarantee. Follow these
simple guide lines and if your marriage is not happy, you can get every penny you paid
returned, no questions asked. Oh, that’s right, it’s free. Sorry.
I have had a life-long love affair with my wife Phyliss. She is gone now, but during that
time some truths became apparent that resulted in our happiness. Some establish a mind
set, some generated a set of rules, some led to a useful exercise, a few revealed some
cautions, and all generated a life of happiness and joy. It worked for us. Will it work for
you? I really don’t know. Only you can tell that if you dare try. What do you have to
loose? Nothing at all.
.......................................

“Daddy, Mommy! Are you awake? Are you awake, yet?!”
First Published: November 26, 2014 – 9,650 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN - 9781311847751

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/496667
This allegory is based on two children who live near each other in a rural setting.
Halfway between their two houses is a huge oak tree planted several hundred years
before by one of their ancestors. The tree becomes a centerpiece of their lives and the
foundation of a deep friendship. Their bucolic world of camaraderie is destroyed when
greed invades their private world and tragedy ensues.
A huge oak tree planted at the birth of our nation grows in the middle of two small farms.
The farm houses are home to a four-year-old boy and a six-year-old girl. The children’s
attraction to the tree becomes the centerpiece of their lives and the foundation of a deep
friendship. Their bucolic world is destroyed when a plot to destroy the tree for its
valuable wood is hatched by the evil mayor of the town. The plan is executed with the aid
of the parents resulting in a series of tragedies for the little town. The mayor goes on to
become the governor as the town is left to mourn its losses. The allegory ends with an
admonition to anyone who loves their children and cares about their future.
.......................................

“My Dear was, Oh, so Much Sweeter than Sugar – The Orgy of Sweets”
First Published: November 29, 2014 – 9,970 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN - 9781310974441

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/497530
This short story is a continuation of my life-long love affair with Phyliss, my late wife. In
this tale I tell of her devotion to me in managing my affliction with diabetes so I didn’t
have to. It was a remarkable self-sacrificing act of devotedness and affection rarely seen
in or out of marriage. The story is true and inspiring.
At about mid-life, I discovered I had diabetes. I was ill prepared to deal with it. My
adoring wife Phyliss, despite her own substantial health problems, commandeered the
attack on the disease with military dispatch. The short story of how this came about is
tender, loving, and heart warming. This act of love was only one of many expressions of
devotion to my well-being. This is a short excerpt from the book “I Married My Teacher”
which chronicles, in detail, her love and devotion to me as well as her own trials and
battles with poor health. Read about her. It will enrich your life as she enriched mine.
.......................................

No Thanks!
Judy’s Story – Not an Unusual Tale
First Published: December 8, 2014 – 6,970 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN - 9781311160379

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/500128
Every parent and guardian should read this tale of the growth of ungratefulness shown
by many of our younger generation - thanklessness that appears despite copious kindness
that was shown to them over the years. It suggests that sinister forces outside the family
promulgate this disturbing behavior. More disturbing yet is the realization that the origin
of the conduct may be of our own doing.
The former generations of self-sacrificing and benevolent Americans are dying and
dying with them is American greatness and generosity. That greatness is being replaced
by the entitlement mentality of much of our younger generation of today. The mentality is
now approaching an epidemic and threatens the foundations on which our country was
based. The sad tale of this decay is told in this short story of Judy who was compelled to
become a single mother of two small children by tragedy. The true tale recounts how her
sacrifice and kindness by welcoming into her home a needy child as one of her own was
returned with indifference and callousness. It is a story that is repeated in homes across
the country between parents and their own offspring. The sad narrative illustrates how
the path of our nation is leading to self-interest rather than concern for those around us.
It marks the death of gratitude and gratefulness. If left unaddressed this accelerating
trend will leave us with a country that none will recognize and leave us yearning for the
one we lost through our own neglect.
.......................................

“The Gifts”
The story of Emmy’s Kindness
Published: December 18, 2014 – 8,130 words – Non-Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN - 9781311168047

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/503067
Gifting to a very large degree today, has become mundane, mechanical, and
commercialized. Philanthropy by giving objects and things has become the norm. This
short story takes us back to a time when gifts were deeds. Return to those times by
rethinking your idea of rewarding someone you care about with a blessing that will not
be forgotten rather than an article that will. Follow this unusual journey that may take
you to a better place in life.
Life is often filled with joy and happiness, but equally it can be filled with tragedy. When
tragedy does strike, even the most accomplished, talented, and independent individuals
among us may have difficulty coping. They often need all the support they can get. Just
as often, the sustenance is just not there either by circumstance or by the neglect of
others. Occasionally, a helping hand appears almost by magic from very unlikely
sources and places. This short story relates how a chance meeting of an old man with a
very ill wife finds that assistance in a most unlikely place, an ice cream store from a most
unlikely donor, a high school student working toward attending college.
Two years of compassion and generosity follow and suggest how we all can provide nontraditional gifts to benefit the neediest among us. It is an inspirational story in a world
that is often devoid of kindness and inspiration. It suggests an often overlooked way of
gifting others that costs nothing and reaps great benefits for the donors as well as the
recipients of the gifts. Maybe it can add a new dimension to your life, those you care
about, or those who are complete strangers. Use the story to stimulate your imagination
of how you accomplish good in the world where good is hard to find. Your attention for
just a very short time may change your life and someone else’s.

“Intimacy and Disability”
Published: January 6, 2015 – 8,130 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN 9781310229398

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/508482
A search of books being published will disclose an abundance of works depicting fantasy
intimacy, sex if you will, of all types. The public apparently shows great interest in these
titles and they sell quite well or else there would not be such a plethora of these works.
Yet despite this bounty of fictional books on sex and intimacy there are few about real
intimacy other than text books. Furthermore, works that attempt to cover the subject of
intimacy as it relates to disability seem to be almost non-existent. I must agree, that it not
an easy topic to discuss. But, for something so important and prevalent today, the
scarcity is most baffling and troubling.
Because of this phenomenon, millions of couples are left to fend for themselves in
dealing with this most disrupting problem. You might assume that the issue is
thoroughly covered in the institutional rehabilitation of the person afflicted with the
disability. Therefore, books covering the subject are not necessary. In reality, the subject
is ignored. It is as if it doesn’t exist. This preoccupation and interest with intimacy and
sex that is everywhere when we are able-bodied seem to suddenly disappear when a
person becomes disabled. I find this most disheartening.
At least in the case of my dear wife, the subject was not breeched at all in the course of
the rehabilitation routine after her stroke. As a result, we novices had to attempt to figure
it out ourselves among life-threatening circumstances. Were we successful? My dear, a
master teacher, would probably give me a C+ grade – not good enough for the love of my
life. But, my hope in writing this account is that it will instigate some interest on the part
of professionals and serve as a caution to those in like circumstances. It is a short, easy
read with a touch of “wisdom” to mix in with some of the fantasy for a change – and it’s
free.

“The Death of the Love of My Life”
Published: January 8, 2015 – 10,394 words – Adult - Non-fiction – free; ISBN 9781310183751

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/508998
The death of a loved one is never easy. It is particularly difficult when it comes at the
end of a fifty-six year long love affair filled with affection and hardship as well.
Regardless of how inevitable, it is never expected. Through a heartbreaking rendition of
the passing of his wife the author hopes to instill the necessity for every couple to live
every moment as if it will be the last.
This short story is an excerpt from the full book, “I Married my Teacher.” The story
describes the last two days of a fifty-six year “affaire de coeur,” and the finality of the
last hours spent with the person we care about more than ourselves. It is hoped that this
rendition along with the full book will encourage couples to savor and enrich their
precious time together since none of us knows how long that time will be. By doing so,
lovers can assure themselves that they will not have any regrets when the time of parting
is upon them.
The title, “The Death of the Love of My Life,” depicts an end to a boundless love affair.
The book cover was meant to challenge that depiction. It illustrates the Nebula, “30
Doratus, the Tarantula Nebula” which is 170,000 light years away from our planet. The
remarkable image was recently revealed to us by the Hubble Space Telescope.
The Nebula is a nursery giving birth to billions of new stars, countless planets, and
almost certainly the creation of new life. This marvel takes place among aging and dying
stars that fuel the creation of their offspring. It is hoped that the symbolism can invoke
the inspirational thought that while our loved ones have left this sublunary Earth, they
now reside in a much more glorious place, free of the shackles of pain and disabilities.
The sadness summoned by death is overshadowed by the end of suffering, a glorious life
after death, and an anticipated sublime reunion.

