Bob Miller died yesterday afternoon.
I meant to visit him today at lunch time and to bring him some bison jerky.

Bob was in a nursing home and quite ready to die. Rosetta died about ten years ago. Her death
was unexpected. She seemed to be in good health. She was slim and active. She fell dead of a
heart attack in her kitchen on Christmas morning. I remember her as a friendly, helpful, pleasant
woman. She and Bob seemed to love each other, and Bob never recovered from losing her. On
the day of her funeral, the cemetery felt to be the coldest place I have ever been. It was below
zero, the wind was bitter, and the earth was rock hard.

Bob and Rosetta raised seven fine people. I know them all, more or less. My older brother John
is married to their eldest, Candy. The next oldest, Bobby, is married to my younger sister Pat. |
met Bobby nearly fifty years ago when
John was courting Candy.

Bob lost his left arm when he was a
young man. I really don’t know
exactly when or how, but my
recollection is that he lost it in a car
accident. In those days before air
conditioning and seat belts, we drove
with the windows down and our left
arm resting on the door. The doors
were wider then and it actually was
quite comfortable and kind of sporty.
My image is of Bob getting hit on that
side but I could be wrong. Anyway, he
was a meticulous man. Having only
one arm could well have caused that.
The work I saw him do was careful,
neat, durable and precise. He made a
set of four hot dog skewers for me and
my family many years ago. They came
with a nice wooden holder. They are
still as good as new and must have
roasted 10,000 hot dogs by now.

No doubt, because of his handicap he relied on Rosetta more than a normal husband might have.
I imagine she helped him do common things like get dressed or trimming his toe nails. I suppose
that added to his loss when Rosetta left so suddenly.

In late 1969, John, Candy, Sharon, and I pooled our resources to buy the first part of the farm
where I have now lived for forty years. Soon after we bought the farm, Bob came out to look it
over. The old house wasn’t much to start with but it had been occupied by renters for a couple of
years. It was beyond what, in these days, anyone would even consider as a place to live. [ have a
clear mental picture of Bob standing at the top of the steep, rickety stairway with a book of
matches opened in his one hand. He said, “Tom, just burn this shack”. I had used my life savings
on the down payment. I needed a place for my wife and two kids to live, so we fixed it up. He
helped.



He liked to hunt with his boys, Bob Jr., Jeff, Jim, Tony and Greg. In the seventies, before the
woods around us grew houses, they would park at my farm and walk south and west across the
Snake to hunt squirrels. One fall, Bob, or one of the boys, I’'m not certain which, shot a black
squirrel. Bob was pretty excited about it. Twenty years later, in a hard winter, a couple of black
squirrels turned up to eat bird seed at the house. In the following years, I selected the black
squirrels for survival over the common grey squirrels. They are the same species. The blacks are
just a color variant of grey squirrel. Now all the “grey” squirrels around the farmstead are black
and they remind me of Bob.

One fall in the early eighties, Bob and the boys came across a fresh-dead deer buck. It was the
weekend after deer hunting. In those years, the deer season was only two or three days. I was
picking corn on land I rented a mile south of the farm. The boys came out to ask me what to do.
They were excited because the buck seemed to be eatable yet. It had been cold. I never saw the
deer myself, but I remember the boys saying that it had a nice rack. There wasn’t much I could
say. Taking it now was illegal but leaving it was a waste. They waited until dark, dragged it out
and snuck it home. It all worked out ok.

Bob liked to hunt deer and for some years as his health was diminishing, he hunted with us rather
than going north with his sons. The last year he hunted his hip was getting quite bad. It was a
particularly cold weekend. He parked his van on the trail near Gail’s wild pond. The trees were
behind him and he could overlook the swamp to the southwest. The wind was raw; Bob was
quite crippled, so he sat in the van with the engine running and the side door open. To break the
wind he had brought a large sheet of plain cardboard. He was pretty comfortable there. He didn’t
get any shooting, but he did see some deer in the distance. Later he had the hip replaced but I
don’t think he was happy with it. [ sometimes see him parked there when I come home through
the field.

He drove out to visit us a couple times each year before he had to quit driving. Several times he
brought along his friend Gladys. She seemed a very nice lady.

Bob had been in Saint Theresa’s nursing home for several months. Gail and I visited him there
about a month ago and I resolved to try to visit him each week on my way home from work. That
just did not happen. I did not realize at first, but I plan something almost every evening. Town
Board meetings, or Fire Board meetings or pick-up Ella at Gail’s Sister Joey’s. Two weeks ago, |
decided I would just go over from work around lunchtime. I got over there on the 13" with a bag
of Gail’s chocolate chip cookies. I missed last week because of a heavy schedule with the FDA
so I planned to bring him the bison jerky right away on Monday of this week.

Candy emailed me last evening that Bob had died. Even so, when I woke up and as I did the
chores and as I got ready for work, the “you are forgetting something” flag kept popping up in
my mind. The “something” of course was the jerky for Bob, but things changed, and I won’t be
visiting Bob today.

Odd how our minds work.

Gail says that maybe I can just slide it into his coffin. I suppose that will have to do.

I don’t think Bob will hold it against me, but I should have taken the jerky to him last week.
TCB 2/23/2009

p.s. the only photo I could find was of Bob walking out of the room at a family event.



