


The Tangerine Tiger

Before, he provided for us, He worked long, tedious hours. Never
wavered and never fussed.  The epitome of a man of intellectual
power, then came the fading and he began to lose his way.  He
wrote on Post-It Notes to keep a reminder of each day.  For little
things that were so rote before, now they were difficult to fathom or
score.  I learned to keep things simple and less cluttered.  He had
such difficulty now and so I kept to a basic Tiger theme to lessen
the flutter.  It was this distant memory that defined a peaceful time,
and it helped quell his fears.  He kept the Tangerine Tiger held so
close, as it helped him cope in this strange new venue.  This brilliant
man I loved - all the way to the moon! 

He loved his tiger animal to hold and cherish.  It could be the color,
or a far-away memory that burst in.  When he took his kids to the
zoo in the city where he always lingered with them at the tigers’
den.  Now when he had walked the hall of the unit of memory, he
greeted those who had become like family.  In his own way, he was
still a servant with Jesus Christ, his gentle manner and reverence
still was there.  

Slowly, he faded more and more, but inside he was still my best
admirer.  It changed my life to its’ very core! My love, my life, my
dearest provider, I loved him so much and I’m not sure he knew. 
Then he held my hand and I felt the flicker.  He was the same deep
down, of this I knew, as he was such a good man in his active life
phase, God let him rest his mind - in this, his time of Grace. 

(Written for Jean by her sister, Linda Martin Morris)
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