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The Photos 

All the photography and art in this work was produced by the author. 
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Thanks! 

Thanks so much to all our friends who supported us throughout 
this mildly crazy period of  our lives. You were champs, folks! We 
owe you. 
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The happy couple, February 17, 2022. 
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BEFORE THE FALL 

On January 18, 2022, my wife Martha had a very serious fall. 
Indeed, for a brief, terrible moment…while I was watching her 
tumble helplessly through space and toward the brick wall of  the 
house…I feared we could lose her. A blow to the temple. A 
breaking of  bone. The end… 

Fortunately, it wasn’t that awful. In fact, we were quite lucky 
in what happened. I remember the feeling of  enormous relief  
when the (very nice) doctor at the emergency room explained that 
all she had were two hairline fractures in her pelvis. It was going to 
be seriously painful, he explained. It would take her time to recover, 
he added. But, eventually, she would heal, he concluded. 

Happy words, indeed.  

Well, relatively happy. Martha could done very well without 
the pain. And with the long months of  using the wheelchair. And 
of  having to sleep in the recliner because she could not lay flat. 
And of  being separate from me at night because we couldn’t 
cuddle. And of  not being going places at a time when we both 
desperately longed for some sort of  diversion. 

But…but…even so… 

We knew she would get better. And that the was important 
thing. 

* 

I’m writing this on April 11, 2022, or not quite three months 
after her accident. She is, now, well on her way to complete 
recovery. She can walk again, and even, for short periods, do so 
without her Rolator/Walker, or even her cane. We’ve returned the 
wheelchair to the rental place. We’ve been getting out more…we 
even went to a musical performance at Southwestern University on 
Saturday night. Though, we also learned that she is still healing, and 
tires easily. (It will pass.) 

But the past three months have been important to us…to me 
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particularly. I’ve learned a little about what it is like to be disabled, 
even in the smallest way, in a culture that doesn’t make allowances 
for things like mobility problems. I have discovered the joys of  
battling for handicapped parking spaces…not, that is, competing 
with other disabled individuals, but with quite capable people who 
for some strange reason regard handicapped spaces as fair game, 
and, indeed, as an affront. I have learned, too, a little bit …a tiny 
portion..to be on the receiving end of  those looks, the stares, of  
those who seem to regard a walker as a sign of  moral turpitude.  

More importantly, this period in my life has forced me to 
consider what is coming—inevitably, eventually, if  not happily. We 
can no longer easily call ourselves “Middle Aged,” (not unless, in 
my case, I live to be a 170). I am not yet old, but the horizon grows 
nearer with each passing day. 

And beyond that? Mortality… 

I have, in other words, learned a great deal, indeed. 

* 

This is the first chapter of  a small book devoted to Martha 
and her recovery after her fall. I promise, it will be (mostly) cheerier 
than the particular piece you’re reading right now. What follows 
deals mostly with Martha’s recovery, which is a happy subject, and 
it is amazing how often we found things to laugh about over the 
past weeks. Even when things were awful, or painful, we somehow 
discovered a joke or a smile or a moment of  affection. 

Though, occasionally, there will be moments that are not so 
happy.  

* 

How did the book begin? Well, it was Facebook, or is it 
“Meta Platforms” these days? Whatever.  

Shortly after Martha’s fall, and her return from the hospital, 
she posted a note to her many friends that she had fallen, but that 
she was more or less all right. Her friends wished her well and 
expressed the hope that she would keep them in the loop as to how 
she was doing. 
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At that particular moment, it wasn’t easy for her to post to 
FaceBook. If  nothing else, she was on meds that made her groggy, 
and sitting up in an office chair for long periods was difficult. So, I 
took it on myself  to post for her. That is, I began a series of  
FaceBook postings in which I wrote her situation, and ours, over 
time. 

These proved surprisingly popular. If  there were never the 
hundreds or thousands of  responses that celebrities get with their 
Tweets and Twits, still, each of  my postings about Martha drew a 
score or two of  Likes, Hearts, and comments congratulating 
Martha on her progress and wishing her well. 

Moreover, as time went on, some of  our friends began to 
suggest that I “do something” with the postings—collect them, 
perhaps, into a little book, or post them somewhere more 
permanent than Facebook, where postings tend to vanish, buried 
over time. 

I decided, finally, that this was a pretty good idea, really. So, 
here is the “something” I will do with the posts. I’ll rewrite, 
expand, and edit them a bit…and I’ll add some some material or 
material I didn’t have room for FaceBook…and then I’ll post them 
here as a new series. Maybe, later, I’ll make them into a book or an 
e-book or something like that. We’ll see. Tell me what you’d like to 
see me do, if  anything. 

* 

Okay, so that is what’s about to happen. Stay tuned. Over the 
next few weeks, I will try to make sense of  our little adventures. 
That will be useful for me, at least, because, frankly, I am still 
processing what happened and what it means to us. 

But, also, maybe it will be useful to you. 

For here is the reality. Eventually…eventually!…you will 
almost certainly find yourself  in a similar fix. 

Because…alas…in the end, we all of  us come to this…to 
that moment when age, or accident, or whatever…presents us with 
the chair, or the cane, or walker… 

And the only question is the degree of  grace and dignity with 
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which we confront it. 

~mjt 
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Martha in Santa Fe…before the fall. 
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WHAT HAPPENED 

So this series of  blog postings really got its start on January 20, 2022, 
or two days after Martha’s fall. On that date, she re-posted to FaceBook a 
link to one of  Charles Schulz’s “Peanuts” cartoons. It showed his character, 
Peppermint Patty, lying in bed and asking plaintively, “If  you wake up, but 
don’t open your eyes, will the day go away?”  

To that, Martha added her own comment” 

 I'm in the ER for the second time in three days. I fell outside 
my house on Tuesday, hurt my right hip & inner thigh, was taken 
by ambulance to the ER, where I spent the good part of  the day, 
since they were slammed with covid cases. An x-ray & CTscan later, 
they determined that my hip was not broken, but that I had two 
hairline pelvic fractures. Need healing, not operating, but quite 
painful. Painkillers, bedrest. Wednesday morning, but my left side 
started giving me intermittent shooting pains, which were much 
stronger this a.m. Told by nurses' call-in line to go to ER within an 
hour! This cartoon spoke to me when I realized what we had to do. 
I've had an x-ray, blood work, and an EKG, & am waiting for 
results. My dearest wish is that whatever I have, I can go home! 
Please do something fun today & think of  me.” 

Needless to say, her friends …and she’s got a bunch of  them…
freaked and bombed her (and me) with questions. What happened? Where 
had it happened? Was she all right? Because Martha herself  couldn’t answer 
them all (at the time, she was still on serious meds. Put her out like a light), I 
figured I had better do so for her. So, on the same day, I posted the 
following:  

Hi, Everyone, 

If  you read Martha’s posts, you already know all about this, 
but, on the off  chance you don’t… 

As you know she took a bad fall on Tuesday morning. We 
spent a day in the ER and learned that she had a couple of  hairline 
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fractures in her pelvis. Nothing too serious, and no surgery, but 
major pain for sometime to come. 

We got home and yesterday went sorta okay. But then, this 
morning, she woke up in major pain and we rushed off  to the ER. 
We had another lovely day involving long waits, a CAT scan, a 
couple of  X-rays, and a few blood tests…after which we were 
informed that it wasn’t a heart attack and no undetected breaks. 
(Insert “Whew” here.) 

We came home and I purchased a *very* large amount of  
Barbecue, which we then ate a great deal of. Mostly beef  brisket 
and pork ribs. 

The good news is that Martha is feeling much better…and 
enjoyed the barbecue. In fact, she wolfed down a goodly portion. 
But, given that she’d had nothing to eat all day… 

Anyway, I think she’s on the road to recovery. 

Cheers 

~mjt 

That was all. I didn’t attach any pictures. I just did that one 
little posting. But, it had legs, as the Hollywood types say (or I’m 
told they say it). Our friends responded on a grand scale. Before it 
was all done and said, we had 60 comments and 70 “likes,” “cares,” 
or “loves.”  

I knew, then, that I would have to keep them in the loop. I 
would have to let people know how she was doing…how quickly 
she was recovering. 

So, after that, every couple of  days, I began posting little 
news flashes to FB. Here was where we stood. Here was what was 
happening. Here was how Martha felt. Here was how much pain 
she was in. 

* 

The next installment of  the postings came on January 24. In 
it, I wrote: 
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Hi, Everybody, 

Well, I promised an updated on our situation. Here ’tis. 

Martha is doing a lot better. (I’ll let her provide more details 
on her own FB page.) She is able to move a bit more now, she has 
been able to walk a few steps with her Rollator Walker, and we’ve 
been able to get in a couple of  outings around the ‘hood in our 
snazzy new wheelchair. 

She is, however, still feeling quite a lot of  pain, particularly 
when she moves or walks. That, alas, seems to be SOP with this 
kind of  injury. One of  the doctors at the hospital said something 
about it lasting as much as a month. 

But, fingers crossed that things get better much faster than 
that. 

Anyway, that’s where we are at the moment. As I say, I’ll leave 
it to Martha to provide more details. 

Actually, she didn’t post anything on her own Facebook page — at 
least, not right then — and so her friends got after me. So, the next day, I 
wrote: 

Hi, Everyone, 

This is just an update to the update 🙂  

Martha continues to improve. She is still in pain (ouch!), 
particularly first thing in the morning and just before we go to bed. 
But, she says that it is loosening up a bit. She has also been able to 
get out in her wheelchair a couple of  times. We even managed to 
go out for lunch! 

Our biggest problem at the moment is getting the wheelchair 
in and out of  the house. There is a serious, three-inch concrete step 
outside and that’s almost impossible to do a wheelie over. Today I 
got a custom ramp, though, and that works just fine. The 
wheelchair heads over it without a problem. 
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But...I forgot about the actual door threshold. That is still a 
serious barrier and I have to see about getting another, smaller 
ramp. Insert here the sound of  me banging my head rhythmically, 
but with significant force, on the wall. If  you are unfamiliar with 
the phenomenon, think of  someone whacking a coconut with a 
croquet mallet. Similar sort of  effect. 

But, anyway, we’re making progress! 

I left out a lot here. I didn’t talk about our …well, my…
adventures getting the wheelchair in the first place. That was…
amusing. That’s one word for it, anyway. I did manage to run a 
photo of  Martha at Roots, the restaurant at which we’d lunched. I’ll 
add it here.  

* 

The next time I got around to Facebook was five days later. 
On January 30, I wrote:  

Hi, Everyone, 

So here’s an update to the update of  the update 🙂  

Martha continues to improve. Her level of  pain is much 
reduced. (Whew!) We also saw her orthopedist on Thursday and he 
was very encouraging. He said that, yes, it is going to take a while 
for her hairline fractures to heal, but they *will* heal in time. We 
just need to take it easy. 

Meanwhile, Martha has been able to move about much more 
than she did before. She is actually starting to walk a bit inside the 
house with the services of  her trusty Rollator Walker. 

We have also used the wheelchair to good effect. We’ve been 
out to lunch a couple of  times (btw, special thanks to Roots, 
@rootsbistro and rootsonthesquare.com/, where the food was 
excellent and the folks went out of  their way to be helpful).  

And, this afternoon, we managed a wheelchair walk/roll 
down at Booty's Road Park. (See the photo below.) Weather was 
great and it was fun getting outside for a while. Though, just fyi, 
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I’ve discovered that pushing a wheelchair for a mile or so is a 
surprisingly thorough upper body workout 🙂  

Oh, and as of  Friday, we became the proud possessors of  an 
official temporary handicap parking permit! A triumph! 

More to come! 

* 

And, well, that was about it for January. At least, I can’t seem to locate 
any other postings on my Facebook. Though, I’m not the most organized 
individual in the world, so it is possible that there are others. 

Also, at this time, I still didn’t think the postings were going to go on 
for much longer. I figured a week or two, tops, and then they would dwindle 
away to nothing. 

But… 

Partly because people kept asking for updates, and commenting on 
the ones I’d already posted, I realized that a whole new thing was getting 
started. I was going to be posting about Martha and our adventures for 
quite some time to come. 

Plus… 

I had begun to realize, however dimly at this point, that there was 
more here than met the eye.  

Specifically, I was beginning to understand that this was an important 
moment in my life…in our lives. Yes, Martha’s condition was only 
temporary. As the doctor said, she would heal. Soon enough, she would be 
back to where she was (in fact, as I write this, in April, she pretty much is. 
I’ve just escorted her to the door while she is off  to her Tai Chi class. She 
took her cane, but she probably won’t need it).  

But just the same… 

As I said last time, we are no longer young. We are no longer even 
middle aged. Mind you, we are not old. We remain vital and energetic and, 
well, bluntly, alive. We have years, maybe decades, of  new, exciting, 
enjoyable adventures ahead of  us. 
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But, even so, they will be adventures undertaken with new 
considerations. We will have to think about new things…consider 
new difficulties…pursue new advantages. 

Or, to put it all another way… 

By George, we seem to have reached one of  those transition 
places between one stage of  our lives, and another… 

Changes not necessarily for the worse…possibly for the 
better…but either way… 

Inevitable. 
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Martha being patient with her husband. 
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RAMPING IT UP 

I was surprised how quickly we were able to adapt to Martha’s 
small disability. It wasn’t always a smooth transition, but we did pretty well, 
considering. For instance, we were soon able to get out and about, at least a 
little bit, and even managed to grab breakfast and lunch out some of  our 
favorite restaurants. And we addressed the issue of…ramps. 

Here’s what I wrote about it on Feb 1, 2022: 

Hey, Everybody, 

Well, here’s the next installment of  the Martha Tucker’s 
getting better story :-) 

She is mending a bit more with every passing day. She still 
has some pain. Indeed, sometimes, particularly in the early morning 
and just before bed, it is more than “some.” It is downright awful. 
But, the good news is that the awfulness quotient seems to be 
going down rapidly. In fact, increasingly, she is not feeling any pain 
at all during the daylight hours. (Three cheers!) 

She is also getting a bit more mobile. We are being careful 
not to do too much too soon, but she is managing to walk some 
with her Rollator Walker -- which has proved, btw, an excellent 
investment. She uses it to walk (at least short distances), and, when 
we are in the house and moving from room to room, we employ it 
as a kind of  transport chair. That is, not a real wheelchair, but a 
convenient means of  short-distance transport. (If  only I could stop 
running into things with it. Sigh.)  

But speaking of  the wheelchair, there’s been progress on 
that front, too. First, we have been using it to get out more. In fact, 
this morning we managed to do breakfast at the Rivery, which is 
one of  our favorite pastry shops around town. Here’s a picture of  
Martha with our friend Melissa Mager just after we polished off  
some of  her excellent croissants. (Malissa also does jewelry. Take a 
look at her work here: https://www.facebook.com/Mother-of-
Mystical-Things-114831059923766) 

Second bit of  news on the wheelchair front, I think I have 
finally managed to deal with the ramp problem, or at least partly. 
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I’ve now got two ramps, one on the main step on the way out the 
front door, and the second on the threshold of  the door itself. This 
morning, Martha and I managed to roll in and out of  the house 
using the two ramps and so far nothing has collapsed into smoking 
ruins. At least not yet. I’ll let you know any further developments 
as we get more experience with them. 

Other than that, there isn’t much news. We’re doing pretty 
well. Martha’s biggest problem right now, I think, is boredom. Or 
maybe I should call it “frustration.” Either way, she’s not too happy 
with having to employ me for even the smallest things, like getting 
in and out chairs and rooms. And then there’s my cooking. Or, as 
my family and close friends put it, my “attempts” at cooking. I 
won’t repeat what my enemies say about my skills at meal prep. 
Suffice it to be said that twice I have been contacted by state, local, 
Federal, and international authorities regarding potential violations 
of  the Hague Conventions regarding the use of  toxic chemicals in 
warfare... 

It was a bit embarrassing explaining that all they were 
smelling was my efforts at creamed corned beef  on toast. Oh, 
well... 

Anyway, here’s a picture of  my new ramp system. 

cheers 

mjt 

To this posting, I added the following: 

P.S. — a big shout out and thanks to our friend 
Denise Bafti, who sent me very useful information about 
plastic or rubber ramps. We ended up using metal ones out 
front, but these proved difficult to use inside the house 
and on the back porch. So, on Denise’s advice, we 
purchased things like the “Electriduct 1" Rise Rubber 
Power Wheelchair Scooter Threshold Ramp.” Worked 
great. 

You can see the product on Amazon here:  
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ht tps ://www.amazon .com/g p/produc t/
B074FHL7MV/ 

So, again, Thanks Denise. We owe you. 

~mjt 

Anyway, that was the beginning of  February. Next time… 

An ice storm. 

But a cozy one. 
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With our friend Melissa at the Rivery 
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The Metal Ramps, fore and aft. 
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A Rubber Ramp… 
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OUT OF THE ICE 

My next posting to Facebook was on February 3, 2022, and reads 
as follows: 

Ice Storm-ette 

So here’s something funny. After going to all that effort to 
get the ramps installed so that Martha can get out and about, we 
were hit by a minor ice storm. Oh, it isn’t terrible. It certainly is no 
where near what my friends in New England, New Mexico, and 
Kansas are suffering. But, still, we’ve got a goodly chunk of  sleet 
going on here. And if  there’s one place you don’t want to be in 
Texas during an ice storm, it’s on the roads. (There’s a song by 
James McMurtry entitled “Holiday.” One of  the concluding lines is 
“...as deadly as a Texan on ice.” Too true. *Way* too true.) 

But we’ve managed to stay warm and cozy. Here’s a few 
pictures of  our living room this morning at about seven a.m. I 
think we’re doing rather well :-) 

That’s all there is to it. As I noted in the post, I did run some 
pictures along with it, one showing a cozy scene inside our house, one 
showing Martha wrapped up and enjoying a warm time in the front room, 
and one showing our backyard, covered …or, at least, tinged with ice. 

Actually, there was a lot I didn’t say here. First, there was a back 
story which some of  my Facebook friends knew, but which others didn’t. 
To wit, the year before, at around the same time (actually, Valentine’s Day 
week), we had had a much, much, much worse ice storm that shut down the 
whole state. 

Texans don’t normally have severe winters, at least not this far 
south. But, for whatever, we most certainly did in 2021. It brought 
everything to a standstill, and very nearly crashed the state’s power grid. 

It was among the worst such events I’ve ever seen, and 
mind you, I spent over thirty years in Boston. But, of  course, in 
New England, people are prepared for snowy weather. There are 
snowplows and sand/salt spreading trucks, and drivers are at least a 
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little bit used to slippery roads, though admittedly no one is ever 
completely ready for things like black ice.  

By contrast, Texas lacks things like plows and sand trucks. 
I’ve never even seen a snowplow, here. And I suspect I never will. 
So, roads were impassable.  

Also, there was politics involved. For a variety of  reasons, 
mostly having to do with the pseudo-libertarian rhetoric of  the age, 
power-generation and transmission is largely unregulated. Thus, the 
industry had not been forced to make the investments necessary to 
prepare for a Black (well, white) Swan event like the ice storm. So, 
things just shut down. We spent a week during which the power 
would be turned off, and then brought back on, with maddening 
irregularity.  

And, well, we were cold. 

* 

I must confess, I was truly frightened by the Ice Storm of  
2021. It was the only time in my life when I felt that we might 
suffer serious injury because of  the cold itself…something I had 
not thought even at the worst of  times in the Boston-area. Indeed, 
as soon as Spring came, I bought a large backup power generator, 
specifically, a natural gas-powered Generac. It sits beside the house, 
now, like some sleek visitor from another world. I hope it works. 
As yet, I’ve never had reason to employ it. 

I’ve also wondered what impact the Ice Storm will have on 
the politics of  the state. I’m afraid that it will have none, even 
though you can make a very good case that the system as it stands 
is flawed. The pièce de résistance to the whole sordid affair came when 
our good Senator at the time, the ever remarkable Ted Cruz, was 
videoed taking his family to a luxury resort in Cancún. While his 
constituents froze and went hungry in the dark, he was off  to frolic 
on the beach and enjoy gourmet cooking. 

Sort of  hard to forget that. Or forgive it. 

* 

Oh, one other thing I didn’t mention. Martha nearly had a 
wheelchair mate. Shortly after the storm, I went outside and found 
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that there was a large sheet of  ice just beyond the front door. I 
wanted to get rid of  it so travel would be a little safer for Martha 
should we get out of  the house. Unfortunately, there was absolutely 
no sidewalk salt to be had. I visited two hardware stores and our 
local Walmart, but…all sold out, or they’d never had any in the first 
place. (At one of  the stores I visited, a clerk told me that some 
homeowners were buying swimming pool chlorine and using that 
instead. In a word, YIKES. I’ve read a few too many books about 
World War I to be cool on that one.) 

I ended up getting an extra large container of  cooking salt and 
trying to spread it about. And…of  course… I stood on the ice…and… 

I fell pretty darn close to where Martha had taken her fall. I 
remember thinking that it would be amusing if  I had to go to the hospital. 
Maybe they’d give us a two for one price. Is there such a thing as a CRT for 
couples? 

Anyway… 

Fortunately, I wasn’t hurt…much. I was just very sore, and rather 
grumpy, for a few days afterwards.  

There was a good side to it, though. Made me more appreciative of  
what Martha was going through. 

Though… 

Honestly…  

I could have lived without it. 

I mean, really, do you have to appreciate everything? I didn’t think so.  
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         Martha enjoying a warm living room on a cold day. 
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The room she was staying warm in. 
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And the cold outside. 
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ODE TO PROGRESS 

My next Facebook entry was on February 6, 2022, and it reads:  

Hey, everyone! So here’s our current update on Martha’s 
recovery. (You’ll recall she took a fall a while back and had some 
hairline fractures in her pelvis. Not fun.) 

Anyway, we have big news! She starting to be able to walk! 
It isn’t far yet, and she always uses her trusty Rollator Walker, but 
she’s definitely making progress. I still wheel her about when we go 
outside, and I still provide the transport when the distance is more 
than a few yards inside the house, but she is making great strides. 
Okay, maybe not *great strides.* But short, careful strides are still 
terrific! 

Here’s a couple of  pictures. One shows her actually 
standing up just prior to a trip across the kitchen. (Wow!) The 
other shows her at the Simmer Down Cafe, another of  our eating 
haunts, and to which we were able to go for brunch yesterday. 

So that’s the news! More to come. 

cheers 

mjt 

I will reproduce the pictures below. It’s funny though. I’m struck, 
now, by how relentlessly upbeat I was all through this process. Every post is 
“progress,” or “a new victory,” or “Martha is getting better by leaps and 
bounds.” 

On one level, that was true enough. She was getting better by leaps 
and bounds. But , on another…who was I trying to reassure? I mean, really? 
Our friends? Certainly they were worried about her. I’m sure they were glad 
to hear that she was getting better. 
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Or was Martha my target? That, too, was possible. I was 
trying to be cheery for her. I’m sure she had dark periods during 
her recovery. 

Or, well, was it me…? Was it my own wretched self  that I 
was trying to convince that everything would be fine? Even though 
I had watched her falling…flailing in the air…while I could do 
nothing to help?  

I’m afraid that last is quite possible. Indeed, it is all too 
probable 
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Martha smiling in the kitchen. 
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                                       Martha at the cafe. 
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NOTES ON WHEELCHAIR WRANGLIN’ 

My next post to Facebook was dated February 9. A word of  warning. 
With this entry, I begin to attempt more and more humor in my postings. 
Indeed, the wit grows thick as time goes on. 

In other words, it gets worse. 

Consider yourself  warned. 

Anyway, here’s what I wrote: 

So here’s an update to the update...of  the update...on Martha’s 
recovery. 

She is doing great. Almost no pain, now, or at least it is rare and 
passing. She is also in physical therapy and making great progress. 
I’m amazed at how much she is able to walk. We are still using the 
Rollator, of  course, but she has gotten clear across the house 
several times. 

And we are doing more and more out of  doors. Today, for 
instance, we got out for a wheelchair outing (a “Roll/Stroll”) to 
Berry Springs Park and Nature Preserve, which is a very cool park 
that isn’t too far from us. I gather it was once a pecan grove, long 
ago and far away. Today it has several excellent trails, picnic areas, a 
playground, and a few donkeys who enjoy meeting guests. (For 
more, go here: https://www.wilco.org/Departments/Parks/
County-Parks-Trails/Berry-Springs-Park) 

We had lunch (barbecue beef  sandwiches from a local 
restaurant) and then took a roll/stroll along one of  the paths. I will 
put a couple of  pictures below.  

We elected not to visit the donkeys, however, as it would have 
been too much like some aspects of  politics. (Have I mentioned 
I’m a lifelong Democrat? And that Texas is, at the moment, the 
Reddest of  Red states? Yes, well…) 

Anyway, using the wheelchair is very much an adventure and 
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I’ve still learning the game. It is relatively easy on an open, level 
trail, like the ones at the park. However, when you’re in town or 
going to restaurants, stores, and cafes, things are very different. For 
me, at least, doors and thresholds are the biggest problem. They 
present real difficulties.  

You soon discover that wheelchairs do better going through 
doors or over thresholds if  you go backwards. The general rule is 
that you go forward when you are moving, then you turn around 
and go backwards as you make transitions. 

For me, this usually means that when we go into restaurants or 
cafes, I spin Martha around in her chair and hold the door open 
with my derrière...at least long enough for us to make it in or out 
of  the place. 

It isn’t exactly dignified, and people look at you funny, but I just 
airily announce to anyone listening that I’m making use of  my best 
assets. 

[Insert cricket chirping here.] 

Get it? 

Assets. As in “Ass-et?” It’s a joke. You see. Ha. Ha.  

Hee. 

Oh, never mind... 

* 

More to come! 
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Martha at the park. 
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Berry Springs 
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OTHERWISE IMPASSABLE 

My next post is dated February 12, 2022. I’ll simply reproduce it because 
there isn’t much I can add. Suffice to say that this was very big news for us. 
Martha was definitely on the mend…and we were starting to be able to get 
out and about again. 

Here’s the posting: 

So yet another update of  the update...of  the update...and so on. 

Martha continues to improve. There are ups and downs, but 
chiefly ups. Thus, the good news today is that she has started to 
walk much, much more...again, using the Rollator, but still, walking. 
Today, for instance, we got out for breakfast (again, we headed off  
to the Simmer Down Cafe, one of  our more usual haunts). We 
took both the wheelchair and the Rollator/Walker, but as an 
experiment we left the wheelchair in the car and Martha used the 
Walker to go all the way from the (handicapped) parking place into 
the restaurant--a distance of  some yards! 

We had breakfast, and then afterwards she was able to walk to 
the restroom by herself. Then, she walked all the way back to the 
car and we drove home. 

I’ll put a picture of  her in the restaurant below. 

This was kind of  amazing. Just a couple of  weeks ago, she 
could barely stand up. Now, she is starting to move about much 
more freely. This is also great for us because it means we can go 
very many more places--restaurants, cafes, coffee shops, stores, and 
so on -- that would otherwise be impassable for us. 

You’d be amazed how many places are simply not wheelchair 
accessible, even in this age of  the ADA and mandatory 
handicapped parking places. That even includes the offices of  
Martha’s physical therapy providers. Incredibly, they are on the 
second floor of  a small strip mall near here, where there is only 
one handicapped parking place (next to, of  course, a concrete 
exterior staircase), the parking lot itself  is on a slope, and the only 
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elevator to the second floor always seems to be threatening to fail. 

In a word, argh. 

So, like I say, the Walker, which can get into and around a lot 
more places, is going to make things vastly easier for us. Whole 
worlds are reopening to us. 

The bad news is that it is much more tiring for Martha to walk 
by herself  than it is for me to push her about in the wheelchair. 
When we got back from breakfast today, for instance, she headed 
into the recliner and is now either taking a nap, or doing a heck of  
a good imitation of  doing so. There is just no escaping the fact that 
it still wears her out. 

But, we are making progress. Onward and upward and all that. 

Stay tuned... 

More to come. 

* 

One cool  thing I’ll mention as an aside. I got a whole bunch of  
very nice comments on Facebook from friends on this particular 
posting. I much appreciated them. So, thanks everyone that sent a 
congrats! You made my day!  

Heck, you made my week! 
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Martha in blue. 

35



The Martha Chronicles

MORE OF WHEELCHAIRS 

My next Facebook post was on February 18 and was another attempt at 
humor. This time, I was talking a bit more about the difficulties of  getting, 
much less using, a wheelchair. Here goes: 

Okay, Everybody, 

So this one is going to be yet another in my oh-so-helpful series 
of  hints and tips for those of  you who, like me, suddenly find 
yourself  thrust into the role of  caretaker. [Insert here sound of  
stirring, classical, hero-type music. Maybe Hector Berlioz’s Grande 
Symphonie Funèbre et Triomphale. Or maybe the theme from the 
Toxic Avenger. Whatever...] 

Anyway, today, I thought I’d write about picking up your very 
first wheelchair. Until Martha had a fall, I’d never gotten a w’chair 
before. I knew you got them at medical supply stores and at some 
drugstores but beyond that, I was pretty clueless. Yeah, I know, 
being clueless is SOP for me, but more clueless than usual. Which 
is *really* saying something. 

We had actually gotten a prescription for a chair from the (really 
nice) doctor Martha had had at the ER. If  you get a prescription, 
you see, you may be able to convince your insurance company to 
compensate you for it. So, with that clutched tightly in my hot little 
hand, I headed off  to a local pharmacy a few hours after Martha 
had her fall. There, the staff  looked at me with utter disinterest, 
then vague amusement, and then, finally, the kind of  gentle pity 
which one reserves for those suffering dementia, brain damage, or 
just pure stupidity. No, they did not carry wheelchairs. No, they 
didn’t know who did carry wheelchairs in the area. And, frankly, 
they could give a flying Futhark about my problem. And we’re 
talking Great Elder Futharks, here. Not just your ordinary stuff. So 
there, too. 

I mumbled a few comments which were colorful and, I think, 
ripely evocative. I then nipped off  to the Walgreens near us on 
Williams Ave., where they didn’t have wheelchairs either, but they 
were much nicer about it, and, better still, they helped me locate 
and buy the Rollator Walker that I’ve mentioned before. It’s proved 
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an excellent investment, BTW. But more about that later.  

Anyway, the next morning , I located a real medical supply store 
down off  the highway. I showed up there and found myself  in a 
small shop full of  equipment, everything from exercise machines to 
hot water bottles. A very nice woman named Andrea then appeared 
and I explained my problem. “Of  course,” she said, “now...what 
size wheelchair seat does your wife need?” 

Ack... 

Okay, first, I didn’t know that wheelchair seats came in sizes. I 
had this idea that they sort of  magically expanded to fit any, uh, 
backside. Kind of  like Dr. Who’s phone box but with a Brazilian 
Butt Lift as an option.  

In fact...wheelchair seats come in all sorts of  sizes. I gather 
from a quick search of  the web that standard seat sizes include 16-, 
18-, and 20-inch sizes, though there are both larger and smaller. 
Apparently there are children’s seats that are a mere 8-inches across, 
and seats for larger folks that are 30-inches or more. 

There are a bunch of  other measurements, too, that are also 
important--like leg-length and arm length. But, the seat seems to be 
the big deal. 

It is in the word “big” that things get really, Really, REALLY 
messy. 

Because...and here’s the second part of  my problem...well, you 
do see what Andrea was asking me to do, don’t you? She was, that 
is, er...requesting me...to speculate in public...before a couple of  
other customers who had just come in to buy bedpans... 

...on the actual size of  my wife’s derrière.  

Did you hear that sound? Sort of   like a mighty wind. That was 
my life flashing before my eyes. 

In the end, I simply phoned Martha and we...plus Andrea...had 
a strange but productive conversation and we soon established the 
right size for Martha’s seat. 

What size that was I will not share. 
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This is because I want to survive. 

My mama didn’t raise no foolish children. One ugly one, sure.  

But no foolish ones. 

* 

Anyway, more to come… 
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The Chair 
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THE DAM….AND DAMN EXHAUSTION 

My next post was February 20, 2022. It was brief  but, I think, pretty 
self-explanatory. An aside, we never did manage to find a way around 
Martha’s tendency to overdo, even while she was healing. That’s partly 
because I’m just as bad at taking care of  myself  as she is. I, therefore, have 
a hard time telling her do things that I wouldn’t. Glass houses, and all that. 

Ah well. One of  these days we’ll grow up. But not too soon. 

Oh, and the dam in the picture below? That’s the North San Gabriel 
Dam. I frequently run or walk across it. A lovely place for a little exercise, 
and with great views. 

Anyway, here’s the post: 

Hi, Everyone, 

So, yet another update to the update of  the updates… 

Martha continues to heal, and she is getting better and better 
everyday. Increasingly, she uses the Rollator/Walker for getting 
about...even for *short* trips out of  doors. If  we can get a 
handicapped parking space, and if  it is close to wherever we’re 
going, she just uses the walker and doesn’t bother with the 
wheelchair. 

We still do need the wheelchair, however, for jaunts of  any 
significant length. Yesterday, for instance, we went down to Roots 
(a local restaurant) for lunch, and the closest parking lot was clear 
across Georgetown Square. So, we bit the bullet and used the 
wheelchair. 

Then, this morning, we got out for a pleasant roll/stroll at 
Booty’s Road Park, specifically at the base of  the North San 
Gabriel Dam. It was quite nice and I will attach a picture of  Martha 
below. (Yes. There is a fairly major lake on the other side of  that 
big wall behind her. Sort of  makes you nervous, sometimes. You 
wonder how long you could tread water, you know?) 
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But, the important thing was that we were able to get out, and 
we had a great time. 

One thing we do have to be careful of, however, is tiredness, 
plus, well, the temptation to overdo. Martha doesn’t handle 
enforced inactivity well. So, she tends to...er...kinda want to do 
more than she should just yet. 

Yesterday, for instance, she got up and did a laundry, using her 
walker to support herself, of  course. Then, she wanted to change 
the sheets on the bed. I was able to do much of  that, but, even so, 
she was standing for a good part of  the process. 

And, then, of  course, it hit her later that day. She was pretty well 
exhausted and really didn’t recover until this morning. 

What we learned, of  course, was if  she had done one task or 
the other...either the laundry or the bed...she would have been fine. 
But trying to do both was a chore too far, as it were. 

The question for me, of  course, is how to encourage Martha 
to...uh...keep this particular lesson in mind. If  she doesn’t like 
inactivity she is even less fond of  nagging husbands… 

Say...anybody know where you can rent a tranquilizer dart gun? 
Asking for a friend. 
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Martha at the dang dam. 
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NOW YOU’RE COOKING 

The next posting is dated February 22, and it came with some good 
news…for Martha, and me, and for the Georgetown Fire Department…. 

Hi, Everyone, 

So here’s the big news. Sunday night, Martha was able to cook! 
Naturally, I still spotted her, and did some of  the prep work, but 
she did the important part of  the supper, which was to sauté two 
large pieces of  cod.   

Like I say, this is a major development. Martha loves to cook 
and it has been a serious frustration to her that she hasn’t been able 
to do so for over a month. But, now, finally! she was able to stand 
up long enough to actually get her hands on a fry pan. (You could 
almost hear the hosannahs.) 

We have always had a system where-by she does the cooking 
and I do the clean up and washing. She also prefers to do the 
grocery shopping. Watching her shop for food is, in fact, kind of  
an aesthetic experience all in itself. Here she is checking to make 
certain the blue berries are the freshest possible. *There* she is 
picking out the red grapes. And *there* she is making certain the 
beef  is just the right cut. And...after that...maybe she’s off  for a bit 
of  prosciutto and a little parmesan, assuming it isn’t too awful for 
our diets. 

And when it comes to the cooking itself...whoa! I would say that 
among the things she does with the greatest passion, cooking and 
teaching are at the top.  

Seriously, she is one of  the best non-professional cooks I have 
ever met. I think our son and daughter-in-law actually outclass her, 
but there aren’t many people who do.   

Now me...I am a truly awful cook. I mean, disaster on the hoof. 
I mean, it isn’t true that I can’t boil water, but it is possible that I 
may be the only person on the planet who could reduce the 
neighborhood to a steaming, volcanic crater if  I tried.  
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 Actually, that’s mostly because I’m just not interested in 
cooking. Eating, heck, yeah! But not cooking. And I also get 
distracted.  I’ll be trying to follow a recipe and then all of  a sudden 
I start thinking about God-Knows-What. And then I’m saying, 
“Hey, did you ever think that if  the Emperor Aurelian hadn’t re-
united the empire and instead focused on Italy maybe with 
shortened lines of  communication and control some sort of  
Classical Civilization could have endured to the present day 
and...Say, why is thick black smoke pouring out of  the waffle iron?” 

Which is why she cooks, and I wash dishes.   

But, it hasn’t been easy for Martha to not cook for the last few 
weeks. I wasn’t surprised, therefore, when she said she wanted to 
do so on Sunday night. I *was* concerned. It meant she would 
have to stand up for quite a while. But, I figured if  I stayed close, 
and she used the walker when she needed it, it would work. 

And, three cheers, it did work.  

She won’t be cooking every night. I don’t think she could 
manage that, just yet. But, she is going to be doing it more and 
more often--which will make her a great deal happier. And me a 
great deal happier. 

And, come to think of  it, it’ll make the fire department happier, 
too. 

They kept showing up, you see, and wondering why I was 
incinerating stuff. 

Ah well... 

More to come. 
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Martha ready to roast ‘em! 
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INACCESSIBLE 

My next FB posting was dated February 23, 2022. As I note in 
the post itself, it wasn’t so much an update on Martha’s recovery as 
a chance for me to have a small rant on the fact that American 
society talks a good game on making things accessible…but 
certainly hasn’t actually delivered by a long shot. 

Oddly enough, I remember posting the following to Facebook, 
but I can’t seem to find it on the site any longer. Perhaps I meant to 
post it and forgot.  Or maybe I deleted it by accident. Whatever. I 
still think it is important. 

This is what I wrote: 

Hi, Everyone, 

So this isn’t so much an update on Martha as an excuse for me 
to rant on a couple of  things -- specifically on the issue of  
accessibility for those with disabilities. But I will say that Martha’s 
doing just fine. She went to physical therapy this morning and, 
once again, they put her through her paces. (Next time, believe it or 
not, they’re going to have her on a treadmill. In a word, Whoa!) 

She came back exhausted, of  course. I gave her some toast and 
she took one of  her extra-strength pain meds. She only takes those, 
now, after PT, which is serious progress. Before, she had to take 
them daily. 

Anyway, she is now in her recliner and I’m guessing she’ll be 
napping next time I check on her.  

But, I said I wanted to rant. I’ll confess that having to use the 
wheelchair has really brought home to me what people with 
disabilities have to deal with on a daily basis. Case in point, the 
building where Martha’s PT clinic is located. I said before how hard 
it was to get in and out of  if  you’re using a wheelchair. 

Well, I finally went and took pictures of  the area and I’ll present 
them in the comments below. They will do no good...nobody is 
going to make any changes...but at least I’ll get my complaints off  
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my chest. And, who can say, maybe someday, in some other place, 
someone who sees this will make certain that another building is 
actually ADA-compliant.  

Here we go. 

1. This is the “handicapped parking space.” It is actually around 
the corner from where Martha needs to go when she has her 
physical therapy appointments. You’ll notice that there is a ramp 
but it is partly concealed by the wall. However, that really doesn’t 
matter because next to the “handicapped accessible” parking lot 
is... 

47



The Martha Chronicles

2. ...this stairway. If  you can walk, then it is the route to the 
elevator that takes you to the second floor and the office of  the PT 
people. But, if  you can’t walk, then you can’t get there from here, at 
least not in a wheelchair. So, you have to turn around and go out 
into the larger main parking lot, dodge traffic, and move around 
the edge of  the building. Which is great fun because the main 
parking lot is... 
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3.  ...on a serious slope. You end up trying to roll yourself  up 
this incline, or, in Martha’s case, having me roll her up the incline. 
This picture actually doesn’t do the slope credit, but I couldn’t get a 
photo of  the whole thing. Suffice to say that it is quite steep. 

 

But once you get through the parking lot and around the edge 
of  the building, you end up... 
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4. ... at the elevator. This photo is actually of  the elevator at its 
second floor landing, but the first and second floor locations are 
pretty much the same. The elevator is also quite small, by the way. 
Getting both Martha (in her chair) and me (standing) into the thing 
can be a bit of  a challenge. 

 

But at least you know that when you arrive at your floor, you’ll 
see... 
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..this collection of  comforting signs and notices. 

And it is the sign on the far right that I particularly want us to 
notice. To wit, if  there is a fire, and a person in the wheelchair has 
to make a hurried exit, how exactly are they going to do so without 
the elevator? 

Just something to consider... 

 

51



The Martha Chronicles

THE TUB BENCH…IN ALL ITS GLORY 

The next Facebook posting is dated February 26 and deals with…tah-
dah! The tub bench. Exactly what that is, and why it is important, I’ll leave 
to the posting itself. Suffice to say it was a strange and wondrous experience 
for us all. 

Oh, and there will be three postings in all ‘bout the ‘bench, this and two 
more. So stay tuned for a…hmm…bench press of  the blog. 

Sorry. But someone had to say it, I’m sure. 

Here’s the posting:  

Hey, Everyone, 

So here’s the newest update of  the update of  the update...and 
so on. 

Martha continues to recover. She does have ups and downs. 
Last night, for instance, she had trouble sleeping and then, as she 
puts it, never quite woke up this morning. But, it’s early yet. There 
may be a nap in our future. 

And, something else...!  

May I present our newest furniture purchase. It has “…the 
presence of  a Mies van der Rohe and the playful insouciance of  an 
early Le Corbusier.” 

Okay, the line’s from Frasier (“Give Him The Chair!”) and no, it 
doesn’t have presence or insouciance.* In fact, I’m not too sure 
what “insouciance” is. But I’m guessing its something you spread 
on toast. Or crackers. Or shoe leather. Like Vegemite. Whatever. 

Anyway…the thing in the picture below is a “tub bench.”  It’s 
meant to make bathing easier for people with mobility problems. 
You’ll remember that getting Martha in and out of  the shower has 
been an issue for us. Actually, truth be told, it’s been terrifying for 
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me. If  there is anyplace where she could fall...again...it would be in 
the tub or shower. And I decidedly do NOT want her falling again.  

We’ve gotten a lot of  excellent suggestions about bathing while 
having mobility problems from folks who’ve been reading my 
updates here on FB. One of  them, a friend of  ours who is actually 
an occupational therapist, called up and had me give her a quick 
tour of  the bathroom. It was via FaceTime because she is in 
another state, but, anyway, she looked at the tub we were using and 
told us to get rid of  the shower seat we had and invest instead in a  
“bath bench,” a.k.a., a “transfer bench.” 

This is a very cool thing.  It is, well, a bench...that is, a seat 
which is long enough that it can be halfway into a bathtub and 
halfway out of  it. The bather then seats herself  on the section of  
the bench which is outside the tub. She lifts her legs up over the 
rim and then places them in the tub itself. Then, she slides over on 
the bench so that her body is now in the tub *but* she is still seated 
on the bench. Then she turns on the water and bathes *while* she 
is sitting down. She never stands up, in other words, while she’s in 
the tub.  

When she’s done, she turns off  the water, slides back across the 
bench, lifts her legs again, and then, when she finally does stand up, 
it is in the bathroom, not in the bathtub. In other words, she is on a 
dry (or at least much dryer) surface. 

After that, it is all over but the toweling. 

Of  course, it isn’t a perfect solution. There is always a chance 
of  a slip even on a dry surface. But it is miles beyond trying to 
stand upright in a tub or a shower with all their soap film and wet 
tile. 

Anyway, the bench seemed like a great idea and I ordered one 
from Amazon right then and there. And, on Wednesday, 24 
February, 2022, it arrived out front. 

Which is when things got ... 

Interesting. 

But more on that next time. 
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*Source of  quote on Frazier: http://www.kacl780.net/frasier/
transcripts/season_1/episode_19/give_him_the_chair.html 

 

The Tub Bench 
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ASSEMBLY 

My next FB post is dated February 27, and details…in horrible clarity…
all the joys of  assembling the Tub Bench. 

Here ’tis: 

Hi, Everyone, 

So last time I was writing about getting a tub bench, or transfer 
bench, for Martha. It showed up in a pretty small box on 
Wednesday. Yes, it was “some assembly required.” Which is a 
quaint, old-fashioned term meaning that it had 500 itty-bitty, teeny 
tiny pieces, none of  which was large enough to grasp with anything 
but a pair of  fine point surgical tweezers meant for microscopy 
applications. Or, conversely, they were great gangling things made 
out of  pipe, plastic, and God Knows What Else, and required their 
own fork lift truck to maneuver.  

 I had meant to assemble it that very same night but I ended up 
utterly exhausted because our refrigerator had broken and I spent 
most of  the day dashing about, buying dry ice, and transferring all 
the food out of  the fridge and into ice chests. The repair guy was 
supposed to be there between three and seven p.m.  

Oh, and of  course, you’ve already guessed the rest of  the story. 
He wasn’t. There, that is. We got a text saying that he had been in a 
car accident (I’m hoping he is all right) and so couldn’t come. More 
about this story, and the fact that several of  our appliances seem to 
have selected this precise moment in time to break, in future 
postings.  

Anyway, I was a little tired after all the racing about, so I didn’t 
start trying to assemble the bench until the following day. That was 
when I got my next shock. The directions consisted of  a single 
page of  strangely unreadable text with pictures on the back. 

Then, I found out that the pictures of  things that were supposed 
to be in my package didn’t necessarily match what was actually in 
the box. For instance, there were supposed to be twenty “arc 
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gaskets,” which is what the instructions called the curved washers 
that you were supposed to use to fasten the various bits and pieces 
of  the bench together. But there weren’t 20. There were about five. 
Plus about two dozen regular, un-curved washers which weren’t 
mentioned by the instructions at all. 

Long story short, I ended up going to the hardware store and 
getting a completely new set of  screws, washers, and fasteners. 
Then I spent the rest of  the day assembling the bench beast as well 
as I could. The amazing thing is that I finally did get the job done, 
and it seems to be steady and workable. It has even supported 
Martha’s (and my) weight in a couple of  dry run trials.   

But there is one interesting conclusion that I’ll leave you with. 
To wit, we are all terrified of  China, what with that country’s 
rapidly expanding military and ever growing technological 
superiority. 

But...our tub bench, like everything else these days...was 
manufactured in China. And if  Chinese soldiers have to do any 
assembly of  their own weaponry at all... 

Well, no worries. By the time they finally get their disintegrator 
rays up and running, we will have all migrated to Alpha Centauri. 

More to come. 

Afterwards: a couple of  things. First, the repair guy was stiff  and sore, 
but otherwise okay. He ended up coming several days later.  Second, for all 
sorts of  reasons, I hope there never is a war with China,  but I have to 
confess that one of  those reasons is that my comments above would sure 
look stupid, insensitive, and just generally not nice. 

And nobody wants that, do they? 
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IT WORKED!!! 

My next posting is dated February 28. I’ll let the post speak for 
itself, but let’s just say it was a very happy day for me. 

Here’s the post: 

Hi, Everybody! 

Welcome to the latest update of  the update of  the updates 
on Martha’s recovery from her fall.  

Anyway, today’s the day we test out the bathtub bench I 
talked about last time. So, cross your fingers, everyone. Let’s hope 
everything goes well. 

* 

Okay...IT WORKED!  

It is now later. Martha had her shower and the bench was a 
complete success! She was able to bathe and do so in relative safety! 

I spotted her, of  course. I was in the bathroom with her 
just in case she needed me. But, she didn’t. She was able to scrub 
up without a hitch. Afterwards, she said it was the best she’d felt in 
days.  

So, big changes for the better. 

There are still some things I need to do. I still need to get 
permanent grab bars installed for instance. And, while we’re 
waiting on that, I’m going to get something else our friend the 
occupational therapist suggested, an “Adjustable Bathtub Grab Bar 
& Bathtub Safety Rail.” This is a device that attaches to the side of  
a bathtub with big, vice-like clamps. The result is a bar which isn’t 
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screwed into the wall, but which can provide a safe place to hold 
on, if  need be. 

So, that’s all the news! 

Oh, one thing I will mention. You know how I try to pair 
these little updates with recent photos of  Martha? Well, I suggested 
that, to go along with this particular entry, I take a quick photo of  
her. While she was in the shower. Wearing soap. She responded by 
suggesting that if  I did, and if  I posted the aforesaid photo to FB, I 
could expect to end up as the main point of  interest in an 
upcoming murder mystery. Maybe Midsomer Murders. But with fewer 
English accents and more bludgeoning.   

Okay, I wasn’t serious. And she wasn’t serious.  

But ...still... 

I don’t think I’m going to make any Candid Camera jokes 
in the near future. 

* 

Oh, but before I go, I do want to pass on a resource. I 
recently ran across this website, Homeability.com. It is a 
publication about living at home when you have a disability, or are 
just plain aging. I have no connection with the publication, but 
there are several useful articles on the site, including this one on 
selecting a tub bench: http://homeability.com/bathtub-bench-
guide/ 

* 

One further note, this photo is from a recent trip to the 
grocery store. It has nothing to do with the shower. But it was the 
first time she's been able to walk around a whole store and do 
grocery shopping since her fall. So, big news there, too. 
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Martha Enjoying The Store 
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THE JOY OF GROCERY SHOPPING (NO. REALLY.) 

My next posting was on March 3 and involved…wait for it…grocery 
shopping. And how happy we were to do it. 

Here’s the post: 

Hey, Everyone, 

So this is the newest update of  the updates on the updates on 
Martha’s recovery. 

Today I thought I'd talk about something terribly exciting and 
new – Grocery Shopping! No. Really. I know it doesn’t sound like 
much, but it is a big deal here Chez Tucker. As I said a while back, 
Martha loves to cook, and, before doing the cooking, she loves to 
select the stuff  that she will use to cook. This means grocery stores 
are a very big deal for her. (Even better are farm stands, farmers’ 
markets, and – particularly!-- open air markets, like Boston’s 
Haymarket. But that’s a story for another day.) 

This has meant recent weeks have been hard for her. She hasn’t 
been able to stand up long enough to cook, and she certainly hasn’t 
been able to walk around a grocery store. So, she’s had to use me to 
do so…sort of  shopping by remote control. And while I do my 
best, well, let’s face it. Some of  us have the shopping gene, and 
always know a bargain when we see one, and some of  us… 
(“What? You mean whole heads of  lettuce aren’t supposed to be 
black and rotting like that?”) 

Anyway… 

But you may recall that I also posted a picture of  her 
shopping…standing up!...a day or so ago. That’s been the big news. 
She is now sufficiently healed that she could use her walker/roller 
to walk around a whole grocery store while we got supplies! That 
was very cool! 

It also came with some serious comedy. 

When she first suggested that we go to the store and shop, I 
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was a little concerned. Like I say, my biggest worry right now is to 
keep her from over-doing, which, given Martha’s personality, is all 
too possible. 

So, I countered that instead of  her walking around, while I 
pushed the shopping cart, why didn’t she use one of  those cool 
electric scooter carts that they have in grocery stores nowadays? 
That way she could shop and stay seated at the same time! (Brilliant 
compromise, I told myself. Best of  both worlds, I added. They 
ought to let me run the U.N., I concluded.) 

Well, it turned out she was pleased with the idea. You see, she’s 
into means of  conveyance. Cars, trucks, trains…she’s got an 
interest in them all. It can be seriously weird to have her in the 
passenger seat while you’re driving along, and she’s busily 
identifying all the passing cars, including the antiques. “Oh, look! 
That’s a 1956 Huffenpuffmobile with an extra differential-nose-
twist-gear and rubber grommets with their own handcuffs. A real 
classic.” 

And…she’d always thought it would be nifty to drive one of  the 
little electric scooter carts. So, we had a deal, and off  we went. 

* 

We arrived and she used her walker to get into the store. Since 
we’d never used an electric scooter before, I figured we ought to 
get a bit of  instruction before we tried. I headed off  to the 
customer service desk to see if  I could get the staff  to loan us a 
clerk for a five minute driving lesson. Great idea… 

Only, this is the age of  post-Covid massive understaffing and 
labor shortage and there was only one poor, harried woman doing 
her level best behind the desk, and there was a huge long line of  
folks waiting to talk to her. So… 

I went back to Martha and explained. “Well, it can’t be too 
hard,” she said. I agreed. After all, I see people using them in 
grocery stores all the time. Must be fairly self-evident, don’t you 
think? Gotta be. 

So, while she waited, I found a scooter cart in line with the 
ordinary you-push’em carts. I sat down on its little seat and found 
the on-off  switch. I flipped it on, and then pushed the little lever to 
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make it move forward… 

And… 

It went backwards. FAST. 

I stopped it just before it impacted the wall. I tried again. This 
time it DID go forward… 

Into the line of  carts beside me. There was much jangling of  
metal. And some crunching noises. 

Finally, I managed to make it move forward in a more or less 
straight line and I got it to where Martha was standing. “Great,” 
she said. “Let me see what I can do.” 

I stood up and she took my place on the seat. She pushed the 
little levers and glided gracefully through the open glass door and 
into the front aisle of  the grocery store.  

“Whew,” I thought, impressed by her easy handling of  the cart. 
It would all be simple from here on out. 

And then…and then…the scooter, with Martha fighting the 
controls like Captain Nemo lashed to the wheel during the final 
climatic battle with Storms and Krakens, went speeding off  to the 
left…then to the right…then directly up the middle…and finally 
came to a screeching stop about a sixteenth of  an inch from the 
roses display in the florist section… 

Later, Martha, who has an eye for such things, calculated that if  
she hadn’t been able to stop, we would have been paying off  at 
least $200 to $300 worth of  crushed roses, not to mention damages 
to store fixtures and flower vases. 

It was at this point that we abandoned the electric scooter and 
Martha said she would just walk, thank you very G**D*mn 
much… 

* 

The rest of  the trip, though, went great. She was able to walk 
(using, of  course, her roller walker) without difficulty. I pushed the 
cart, which she filled eagerly, and soon we headed off  toward the 
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cash registers.  

So, all in all, it was great. We had a really good time. Strange to 
think that just getting vegetables, bread, and meat could be so 
enjoyable. But, it very definitely was. 

Still… 

Well… 

I’m guessing neither one of  us is going to be buying a Tesla 
anytime soon. 

More to come. 
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A DAY WITHOUT WHEELCHAIRS 

So my next posting was dated March 6, 2022. It mostly deals with the 
fact that Martha was able to start walking even longish distances without 
the wheelchair at all. This was, needless to say, a very happy thing for me. 

Here’s the posting: 

Hello, Everyone, 

So another update to the updates of  the updates... 

Saturday was a very good day for us, recovery-wise. As I’ve 
said a couple of  times before, Martha is improving by leaps and 
bounds. Yesterday, for instance, we went out to a local park -- Berry 
Springs Park and Preserve (https://www.wilco.org/Departments/
Parks/County-Parks-Trails/Berry-Springs-Park), which I’ve actually 
mentioned once already. It is the former pecan grove which now 
hosts hiking and biking trails, and a couple of  reasonably good 
tempered donkeys who hang around their stables and smile for 
tourists.  

But, what was cool about Saturday was that we didn’t take the 
wheelchair. We’d been using the wheelchair for our nature outings 
of  late, and we will continue to use it when we are moving any 
distance. However, today Martha wanted to rely entirely on her 
Rollator/Walker. So, that’s what we used. And she did great! 

I don’t know how far she walked by herself. It could have 
been around half  a mile (that is just over 800 meters for the 
Europeans in the crowd), or maybe even longer. Whatever, she 
kept a good clip and, I think, enjoyed herself  hugely. 

I’ll put a couple of  photos of  her at the Park in this posting. 

But that’s not all. We came home and she rested. In fact, 
truth be told, we both sat down on the sofa, figuring we’d be up 
and at ‘em in a few minutes...and then...and then...we woke up an 
hour later. Ah, well, everyone needs a nap, now and then.  
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Anyway, we had lunch and then headed to do some shopping 
at Target. To my amazement, even though she’d already been 
around the park, she was able to do a decent stroll at the store. 

So, definitely progress! I’m hoping she won’t need the 
wheelchair at all in a few weeks. Maybe May...? We’ll see. That could 
be overly optimistic, but she is doing so well that I dare to hope. 

Which is a very good thing, because I’m really tired of  that 
damn wheelchair. 

In fact, my next little update will be a slight digression on the 
wonders of  wheelchairs...for those of  you who have not yet had to 
deal with one. And, I hope, never do. 

More to come. 
 

Martha at Berry Springs #1 
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And Martha at Berry Springs #2 
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YET MORE ON WHY I HATE WHEELCHAIRS 

The next posting was on March 7, 2022. It was, as I say, yet another rant 
about wheelchairs. I’ll just let the piece do, as it were, all the talking: 

Okay, this isn’t exactly an update on Martha, but I am going to 
share a few words on wheelchairs. They won’t be the words I really 
want to use, however. The words I really want to use are very 
colorful. And pithy. And have just four letters. But then Facebook 
censors you when you say stuff  like that. So, you know... 

Anyway...where was I?...oh, yes, wheelchairs. 

The first thing you discover about wheelchairs is that they are 
heavy. I mean, *heavy.* You wouldn’t think they would be, but they 
are. I suppose that just makes sense. After all, they have to support 
the weight of  a full grown human being. So, lot of  steel and high 
performance aluminum is involved. With a little effort, and small 
exercise of  imagination, you could pretend you were schlepping 
about your basic gun carriage. Think, oh, say, the German WWI 
10.5 cm Feldhaubitze 98/09. But with less armor and more sweat. 

Anyway, they fold up--you pull up the seat and everything sorta 
collapses--and that gives you the illusion that you have something 
smaller and easier to deal with. ( You don’t.) Then you face the task 
of  getting it into the back of  your car or SUV or whatever. 
Therefore, you grasp it about the middle, wrestle it into a full 
nelson, and then...with a grunt and a wheeze...you lift it up. 

Which is when you first realize that the Chair...and you...are 
NEVER going to be close, personal friends. 

For me, the serious issue is not throwing my back out as I get it 
into and out of  the car. It is hard to grab the chair in any way 
which makes it possible for you to lift it with your legs. It slips out 
of  your grasp or unfolds as you bend down to pick it up, and so 
you find yourself  trying to use your back muscles to haul it 
skyward, even though you know damn well you shouldn’t do that. 

A couple of  times, while in mid-wrestle, with the brute halfway 
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in and halfway out of  the car, I’ve felt the old back muscles tensing 
up for a slam dance version of  the lumbar locomotion (“with me”) 
and I’ve had a horrible mental image of  me...flat on my back and 
flailing like a sand crab after a Tsunami...while Martha tries to get 
to her phone without breaking another bone so she can call the 
paramedics. 

So far, this hasn’t happened. And, indeed, I’ve have had a free 
and frank conversation with both my back and the chair to make it 
very clear to them that it *won’t* happen. I’ve explained that all is 
to remain, for me, completely copacetic lumbar-wise...or I will 
become very, very grumpy. 

I mean, VERY grumpy. 

And *nobody* wants that. 

More to come. 

  

68



Michael Jay Tucker

MORE ON THE ABLUTION FRONT 

The next entry is dated March 9 and is more good news, this time about 
bathing. Once again, I’ll just let the posting speak for itself: 

Yet another update on the update of  the updates on Martha’s 
recovery... 

Well, all good news at the moment. I have already mentioned 
how she is doing a lot better walking with her Rollator/Walker. In 
fact, she has even managed a few steps without the walker--not far, 
but a few. (Truth be told, it scares the heck out of  me every time 
she does that, but I do my best not to be overprotective. 
Admittedly, my best isn’t too good, but at least I’ve stopped 
jumping at her with a safety net each time she tries. Small victories, 
and all that...) 

Also good news on the bathing front. You’ll recall that was a 
serious issue for us. Each time she went into the shower, I was 
utterly terrified. I mean, given that you’ve got soap, wet tile, 
shampoo, and water everywhere, the chances of  her falling (again!) 
are just way too high. 

But, as I mentioned a while back, we have made serious 
progress. We purchased a bath or transfer bench. This is a clever 
device that is, well, a bench that is halfway in and halfway out of  
the tub. The bather sits on this while she is outside the tub. She lifts 
her legs over the edge of  the tub and scoots over on the bench, so 
that she is now in the tub but still seated on the bench. Then, she 
turns on the water (using the shower fixture) and bathes, while still 
seated. When she is finished, she simply turns off  the water, slides 
over on the bench, and stands up on the dry herself  on the 
bathroom floor. Brilliant in all regards. 

There was, however, one problem. To bathe herself  completely, 
Martha does prefer to stand up at certain times -- not all the time, 
but once in a while. There are just certain parts of  the body that 
can’t be got at while you’re sitting...on ...them. (I’ll leave additional 
details of  that to your fecund imagination.) 
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However, help is at hand. Again, thanks to the suggestion of  
our friend the occupational therapist, we located a grab bar that 
actually works--maybe not as well as a fixed grab bar that is 
screwed into the wall (something I’m working on getting) but well 
enough to give us something like real safety. 

Specifically, our most recent purchase is a “Medical Adjustable 
Bathtub Grab Bar And Bathtub Safety Rail.” I’ll put a couple of  
pictures of  it in the comments below, but basically it is a safety bar 
that comes on top of  a big vice-like thing that clamps onto the side 
of  the tub. When you tighten it up, the beast is nearly rock-solid. 

Thus, when Martha needs to stand up, she can just reach out 
and grab the bar. It provides a good, sturdy support while she gets 
at those places that just can’t be got at otherwise. Then she sits 
back down. 

Of  course, it isn’t perfect. There is a moment of  risk while she 
is standing. But I am spotting her the whole time. Plus, she is a lot 
more stable than she was. So...I guess...it is about as good and as 
safe as we’re going to get in the near term. 

Oh, and just in case you’re in the market for a similar grab bar, 
we got ours on Amazon. Specifically, it is from Drive Medical 
(drivemedical.com). Special note to Drive, Kudos on having an 
instruction manual which, though brief, is actually comprehensive 
and well-written--unlike, say, the people who sold us the bath 
bench that I spent a whole dang day assembling (insert here 
mumbled profanities of  your choice). 

So that’s where we are at the moment... 

Oh, and the picture of  Martha in this posting has nothing to do 
with her bathing. It is from when she was able to stand and do 
supper the other night. That’s because, as I mentioned before, if  I 
tried to post a picture of  her in the shower, you would not be 
reading this cheery little missive. My obit maybe, but not this 
missive... 

* 

Also a shout out and big thanks to Carolyn Brown for 
suggesting a bathtub safety mat which...amazingly enough...actually 
seems to provide some real stability under foot. It feels and looks a 
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bit like a big flat Loofah, and is remarkably effective. (Here’s a link 
to one like ours on Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/Asvin.../
dp/B08CN6LL2S/ref=sr_1_1...) 

 

Martha Doing Something She Loves 
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The “Medical Adjustable Bathtub Grab Bar And Bathtub Safety Rail.” 
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AGAIN, WHEELCHAIRS… 

The next posting is dated March 10, and is an even more vituperative 
meditation on wheelchairs… 

Here goes: 

Okay, once more, this isn’t so much an update as a rant. Or at 
least a kvetch. Or maybe a cross between a low-level rant and a 
high-volume kvetch. Sort of  a Kvant. Or a Reetch. Which sounds 
awful but has a certain earthy appeal, don’t you think? 

Anyway, today I’m going to talk a wee bit more about 
wheelchairs...and how easy it is to hate ‘em. 

It doesn’t take long to discover that wheelchairs aren’t easy to 
maneuver. Again, it is something I should have expected, but 
somehow, it was a surprise. I guess it was because I’d seen all those 
wheelchair athletes in the Boston Marathon (I was a New 
Englander for over thirty years, remember) ...and they’d been 
whizzing about like killer bees on D-Meth...and I thought, well, it 
must be fairly easy. 

I’d forgotten that that the aforesaid athletes were, after all, 
*athletes*... with forearms as big around as oak trees on a good 
day...but we won’t go into that. 

Anyway, wheelchairs are heavy, and they are built for safety, not 
speed. I can’t imagine how difficult they must be for people who 
are actually in them, and are pushing them about with their own 
muscle-power. They are way bad enough for those of  us who are, 
you know, just standing behind ‘em and shoving. 

This means that even when you’re pushing a w’chair over even 
ground, on a good surface that isn’t cracked or buckled (and an 
amazing number of  sidewalks are cracked, buckled, etc. in my neck 
of  the woods), you find you get a pretty darn good workout pretty 
quickly. When I take Martha out on one of  our Stroll/Rolls at the 
park, the old shirt, pants, and unmentionables get nice and sweat-
soaked well-before the first mile. 
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I suppose I should be glad of  it. After all, it’s a free upper body 
workout with serious aerobic action and I didn’t even have to join a 
health club to do it. 

So, I guess...I should be grateful. 

Still, strangely enough, I’m not. 

* 

Okay, but where things get really interesting is if  you don’t have 
a nice smooth sidewalk to roll over. This is particularly true for 
streets. 

My neighborhood, like a lot of  neighborhoods in Texas, has no 
sidewalks. They just weren’t part of  the plan when this area went 
(in a great hurry) from rangeland to housing developments in the 
last twenty years or so. This means that if  you go for a walk or a 
jog, you do so in the street. 

Which is another way of  saying...Argh. It is bad enough when 
you’re fully mobile. You’re always wondering how and where you’re 
going to dodge if  some cowboy in a big-@ssed pickup comes 
barreling along at 70 mph in a 35 mph residential area because, of  
course, speed limits and staying to one side of  the road are 
violations “uh mah Rights as an Murican.” 

But, it is whole different game when you’re dealing with a 
wheelchair. 

For instance, you quickly discover a few interesting but little 
known facts about roadbuilding. Like for instance, roads are 
beveled. That is, they are a little bit higher in the center than they 
are at the edges. I presume that’s because road builders want rain 
water to run off  the asphalt and into the gutters. 

Cool...except for when you are out there with your wife in a 
wheelchair, and you suddenly discover there is a detectable gradient 
to the road...and you also find yourself  fighting tooth and nail to 
keep your beloved spouse from heading off  at high speed to go 
play with Pennywise in the Sump Busters. 

* 
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The good news is that once you’ve figured out the bevel-
business, and you’re out there toddling along, most of  the time the 
drivers see you and give you space. They’re usually pretty polite 
about it, and thoughtful about their driving. Of  course, that 
assumes they see you, which isn’t always the case. 

But, as I say, most of  the time, people are fine about our 
presence in the street, so long as we keep as close to the curb as 
possible. In fact, we’ve even had a couple of  pleasant encounters 
while we’re out. People tend to smile and wave. Partly that’s 
because it is Texas, and that’s what folks do here. Partly, too, it is 
the “Isn’t that cute?” factor. You can almost hear the drivers saying 
to one another, “Oh, Fred...[or John, or Maria, or whoever]...look 
at that senior couple out for an airing. I hope we’ll be just like that 
when we’re their age.” 

Then you can almost hear Fred, or Maria, groaning and 
thinking, “Oh...jeez. Not this again.” 

And, while we’re reading minds, you can hear Martha and me 
thinking, “Hey, we’re not THAT old, okay?” 

But, so long as they don’t run over us, I guess I got no business 
b1tching. 

* 

Anyway, that’s a few notes about using a wheelchair on even, 
well-maintained, flat surfaces. 

Except...you know...you rarely get those. 

Someday soon, I’ll talk about what happens when you don’t. 

More to come. 
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                                      The Chair 
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THEY GROW UP SO FAST 

My next FB post was on March 13. Once again, I had big news 
to report. Specifically, Martha was able to get out by herself. There 
was also a certain Garfield involved.  

No. Seriously. This was a very big deal. Here’s the details: 

Once again, a big warm fuzzy update on Martha’s 
recovery! 

More good news to report! Martha is getting more and 
more mobile with every passing day. This week, she even 
walked to the car from the front door -- without the 
Walker! That’s the longest she’s gone unsupported since 
she fell. 

AND...more importantly... 

On Monday, she got out to a gathering with friends *by 
herself.* She was at a meeting with two people with whom 
she wants to restart a bookclub that she used to attend 
pre-Covid. She and a couple of  the other members are 
working on getting the club back into operation and they 
decided to hold a first gathering in Georgetown at a local 
coffee shop. 

So, I drove her to the meeting and walked her into the 
cafe. Then, I went back to the house where I had to meet a 
repairman who was working on our refrigerator. Martha 
had her meeting--they discussed a book about President 
Garfield, of  all people--and then she caught a lift back 
home with another of  the attendees. 

In a word, whoa! It may not sound like much, but it 
was the first time she has gotten out by herself, without me 
tagging along, since the fall. And, also important, she is 
taking steps (literally and figuratively) to start rebuilding 
the social life she was beginning to construct just after we 
moved  here to Georgetown...but which all got shut down 
thanks to the dang pandemic. 

77



The Martha Chronicles

So, a lot of  progress in every way. 

I pointed all this out to her shortly before I took her to 
her meeting. Then...then...I sighed deeply, assumed a 
paternal and somewhat saintly (if  infuriating) expression, 
and said, “They grow up so fast.” 

Fortunately, I was across the room at the time, so she 
couldn’t whack me with her walker. 

Okay, she wouldn’t have done that anyway. 

But she might think about it. 

And honestly, I can’t blame her.   

* 

PS, the photo of  Martha below is actually from lunch 
today (Saturday, March 13). But I post it here because she 
looks so mobile and mischievous. 

 

Mischief! 
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THE BED AT LAST 

My next posting was on March 16, and was important for two reasons. 
First, it was the entry when I started using “the Martha Chronicles” as the 
name for this series. The name wasn’t mine, of  course. Rather, we got it 
from our friend Linda Yiannakis. She proposed it as a title and I thought it 
was perfect.  

Second, as of  that date, Martha and I were finally able to, once more, 
sleep in a bed together.  

Wow. 

Here’s the story: 

Hey, Everyone, 

Well, this is another update to the updates of  what a friend of  
ours has dubbed “The Martha Chronicles.” (Thanks Linda!) 

Things are developing nicely. In particular, Martha is now able 
to sleep in a *bed.* 

I know that doesn’t sound particularly remarkable, but, believe 
me, it is. You see, ever since she took the fall in January, she has 
been unable to lay down flat and be comfortable. At first, it hurt 
when she tried to do so. Then, as weeks passed and the pain began 
to ebb away, she still had discomfort. It felt, she told me, as though 
“things inside” weren’t quite properly aligned. And, then, too, she 
had trouble getting out of  bed once she was in. 

Ergo, she has spent the last three months sleeping in the 
recliner in our bedroom. I must confess, the chair has been a real 
life-saver for us. It allows us to be in the same room while she is 
sleeping, and, indeed, allows her to sleep period. 

But, honestly, it hasn’t been fun. There are loving couples out 
there in the world that *don’t* like to be in contact with each other 
when they sleep. They are perfectly happy being in a large bed that 
allows them each to have their own space. Or, they’re happy in twin 
beds. As a family member put it to me once, “I am in bed to 
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*sleep.* That’s what I’m there for.” 

However, we are not that sort. For whatever reason, we like to 
be close to each other in the night. It’s not better than other 
people’s preferred sleeping arrangements. It isn’t worse. But it is 
ours.  

Now, some more background. Our mattress and boxspring 
were surprisingly old. I didn’t realize how old it was until I 
discovered that there was some sort of  supporting metal structure 
inside the mattress itself  (who knew?) and that bits of  the metal 
had actually pierced the fabric exterior on my side of  the bed. Was 
a bit painful to have to go to the bathroom at four in the morning 
and then roll a little too far in the wrong direction... 

Also annoyed Martha. All those squawks of  pain in the middle 
of  the night. Not exactly soporific, you know? 

There is also another issue which I’ll mention briefly. I snore. I 
hate the fact that I snore. But I do. Not all the time. Not every 
night. But, if  I’m on my back, or the local pollen’s elevated (and in 
Texas, it always is. We were getting pollen alerts from our weather 
apps in February. There is something terrifying in that), or I’ve had 
a wee bit too much to drink...I’ll be snoring away. Like ye olde 
chain saw through sheet metal. With an amplifier. Not good. 

And please don’t talk to me about CPAP machines, nasal strips, 
shaped pillows, singing exercises, losing weight, and seeing a priest 
about an exorcism.  I’ve tried ‘em all. Well, with the exception of  
the exorcism. But you can never tell when Max Von Sydow might 
do a cameo in future. 

* 

As I say, I’m only going to talk about the snoring stuff  briefly, 
partly because it is embarrassing and partly because it is only 
tangentially related to my story (I will, maybe, go into it a bit more 
on my blog, but that’s for another day) however I do have to 
mention it because it plays a role. Specifically, we have found that if  
I am laying down on a flat surface, I’m far more likely to snore than 
if  I’m propped up.  

This is known as foreshadowing. 
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More to come. 

* 

P.S. The picture of  Martha below has nothing to do anything 
else in this post. I just thought it was a nice shot of  her. On 
Sunday, we were able to get out for a stroll 'round downtown 
Round Rock, Texas and it was extremely pleasant. Also, kudos to 
the city of  Round Rock for having a wonderfully accessible 
downtown. 
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Rockin’ Round Rock 
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SHEETS TO THE WIND…OR SOMETHING 

The next posting was on March 18, and involves (gasp!) the 
purchase of  a real live bed that (double gasp!) actually moves. 

Hey. We don’t get out much. We’ll take whatever excitement we 
can get. 

Okay, so here’s the next installment of  the updates to 
the updates of  Martha’s recovery. You’ll recall that last 
time, I was talking about how we weren’t able to sleep in 
bed together because Martha’s injury made it difficult for 
her to lay flat. (There’s also the issue of  my snoring, but 
that comes later.) 

Anyway, by late last week, Martha was healing 
rapidly...and I got real tired of  sleeping away from her...so, 
one evening, yours truly got on line and did some research 
into modern mattresses. Turns out there are all sorts of  
cool new innovations. Including beds that automatically 
fold up and down...sort of  like a recliner. 

Ah ha, says I, I says... 

And the next day, we went out for lunch. And it just so 
happened...isn’t that amazing? Who would have thought it? 
What a coincidence! ...that right next door to the cafe was 
a mattress and bed shop. Specifically, the Mattress Firm on 
University Ave., just across the street from the Wolf  Ranch 
shopping center. Gosh. Such a surprise. Almost like 
somebody…or maybe a couple of  somebodies, acting 
independently… had planned it that way but not actually 
mentioned it. But surely not... 

Anyway, we trotted in and had a look around. Then, we 
had a nice chat with Randy, who works there, and is very 
informative. We got particularly interested in a brand new 
extra firm mattress with an adjustable, powered base. It 
came with a cool remote control that you can use to 
elevate the head, or the feet, or both at the same time (a 
position called “zero gravity,” which I don’t understand. 

83



The Martha Chronicles

But, then, I don’t understand so many things. Why should 
this be any different?) 

Again, I’m leaving out a lot of  this story--like, how we 
realized that we no longer knew how to shop for 
mattresses. I mean, give me a break, the last time I did this 
you just went to the Mall, popped into Wards, and said, so, 
sell me a mattress and a box spring. Now...Wards is gone, 
Malls are on life support, and mattress/box spring 
combinations are the stuff  of  ancient history. 

Then, too, there was pricing. We discovered that there 
are very complicated systems that can rise and lower the 
right and left side of  the bed separately. That is, one 
person can be elevated while the other isn’t. (Though, I 
keep wondering what happens when one partner or the 
other rolls over in the dark and ...yikes!...falls between the 
elevated and un-elevated sides.) Also there are “AI 
equipped beds” which automatically detect when one 
partner or the other starts to snore, and elevates 
accordingly. That sounded pretty cool...until we learned the 
price. We had a choice: a super-intelligent, snore-busting, 
faster-than-a-speedy-bullet  bed...or a trip to Paris.  

We decided against the AI. 

Anyway, Randy went off  to prepare us a document 
with our various options and Martha and I were getting 
ready to go to a few more stores and find other prices...and 
then...I said, “Let’s do something *not* Scottish.” In other 
words, let’s not dash all over creation getting additional 
prices (which are mostly the same), hear lots more sales 
pitches (which we’ve heard already), then decide on the 
first bed that we saw, dash back to the first store...and 
discover that in the week or month or whatever it takes us 
to do all this...the bed we wanted has been sold out for 
ages and ages and ...well, ages. 

That’s our normal procedure. And it is one of  the 
reasons that my blood pressure continues to alarm and 
fascinate my cardiologist. 

Instead...I said...in a moment of  some sort of  mad 
frenzy... “Let’s just get it.” 

84



Michael Jay Tucker

And Martha, also moved by some similar temporary 
insanity (and she really is Scottish by heritage), said, “Yeah, 
let’s do it.” 

So we did it. 

We actually made a decision based on good available 
data without overthinking and without over-researching 
and without...well...acting the way we almost always do. 

Amazing. 

But don’t get used it. Probably not going to happen 
again soon.  

Anyway, we got the bed, and arranged for it to be 
delivered on Tuesday. Then we went home, and waited. 

Now, you must be asking yourself: Will the new bed 
work? Will it make their lives better? Will Martha be able 
to sleep in it and finally get out of  the recliner? Will it have 
any effect on Michael’s maddening snoring. 

And the answers to all those questions will be 
revealed... 

Right now. 

Yes. It will. 

Hey, why should I make you wait for the good stuff? 

More to come. 

* 

P.S. the picture below is an actual selfie of  me getting 
up first thing after a night spent on the old mattress. 
Unfortunately, I was unable to get snaps of  any of  the 
bats, buzzards, and night skulks which usually accompany 
me at that hour. 
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Me on a good day. 
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MORE ON THE WONDER BED 

The next entry is all about the Super Bed, which arrived and, we 
thought, would be a terrible disappointment. Except, it wasn’t. 

Nice to have something go right every once in a while. Keeps us 
off  balance.  

This was posted on March 20. 

Okay, update to the updates...this one including beds. 

Regarding our snazzy new Smart Bed: it arrived on 
Tuesday, 8 March, 2022. Two very nice young gentlemen 
brought it in from a truck and set it up for us. Then they 
hauled the old bed away to wherever it is that old 
mattresses and dust mites go to die. 

The  young gentlemen also showed us how to use the 
remote control for the bed. You read that right. A remote 
control. Like we really need another g@d^mn clicker to 
put down and lose and try to figure out where the heck it 
is and mumble, mumble, mumble... 

It turned out to be fairly simple. You have two buttons 
to control the head of  the bed...the top one raises it, the 
lower one lowers it. Then you have two more to control 
the foot of  the bed...same operation. And you have one in 
the middle that returns the bed to prone. Oh, and then, 
below those, one for “zero gravity,” which, you’ll recall, 
lifts the head and foot at the same time. According to the 
Google search I just did, this has all sorts of  wonderful 
benefits and is blessed by NASA and sleep experts and I 
have no intention of  trying to figure out if  any of  it is real 
or not because I’m never going to use the zero gravity 
position anyway and, heck, do I look like Jeff  Bezos to 
you? Of  course not. So there too. 

Where was I? Oh, yes. So, got the bed installed, and we 
put sheets and blankets on it, and then waited. Long hours 
passed. 
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Finally, it was eleven something. “Right,” we said, and 
hurried off  to try the new bed. I gave Martha the remote, 
figuring that she was the one who would be in pain if  the 
angle wasn’t just right...and who’d be listening to me snore 
for similar reasons. She fiddled with it for a while and got 
things to her liking. Then, we got in, pulled the covers up, 
and hoped for the best. 

Minutes ticked away... 

“Can you sleep?” Martha asked, in the dark. 

“No,” I admitted. “You?” 

“No. I feel fine, but I just can’t go to sleep...” 

“Me, too. Just too keyed up.” 

“Damn. Do you suppose we ought to get up and have 
a cup of  tea or something?” 

“Probably. Then we’ll try again in a hour or so.” 

“Great. Let’s do it.” 

“Right,” 

“Right. Just let me roll over for a sec.” 

“Fine.” 

Then... we both rolled over. It was just for a 
minute...just a second...just a nano-second...and then we 
were going to get up and have tea in the living room.... 

And then... 

And then the next thing we knew, it was seven o’clock 
the following morning. Somehow, we’d gone to sleep and 
never even noticed we’d done it. 

Anyway, the good news was that Martha was able to 
sleep all night *in the bed* without discomfort. She’d had 
neither pain nor the mysterious feeling of  “things not 

88



Michael Jay Tucker

being aligned” that she’d mentioned before. And it’s been 
the same, now, for the last three nights (I write this on 
Friday morning). I think Martha’s kissed the recliner 
goodby, and we are delighted. 

Oh, and the snoring? Progress there, too. I still do 
snore some, but it seems to be better, and the steeper the 
uplift of  the bedhead, the less snoring I do. (I suppose that 
means that, eventually, we’ll have the bed at a 90 degree 
angle from the floor, but I’m not going to think about it if  
you don’t. It is only Right. And I’d hate to be Obtuse. But 
I’m too old to be Acute. HA. Ha. ha...whimper.) 

Anyway... 

So that was the adventure of  the new bed. It is amazing 
how it is the little things that make all the difference. For 
Martha to be able to actually sleep in a regular bed, and for 
us to be together in one at night, is...well...wonderful. 

Ergo, progress. 

Next time. Maybe I’ll kvetch some more about 
wheelchairs. Or about walkers. Or about people who park 
in handicapped spaces when they aren’t handicapped and 
police don’t ticket ‘em. Or... 

Well, let’s just say that with me, there’s so many kvetchs 
to pick from. 

Why, I’m a positive cornucopia of  complainin’ 

More to come. 

* 

PS -  the picture today is one of  my little efforts. It is 
entitled “Unmade Bed #1.” I’m hoping that I gave it a 
little bit of  Van Gogh feel given all the interest in the 
interactive shows of  his work recently.  

And, yes, there’s Unmade Bed #2, #3... 

I’m nothing if  not consistent. 
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Unmade Bed #1 

90



Michael Jay Tucker

A LITTLE REVENGE 

My next Facebook posting went up on March 22. And it 
involved … 

A little revenge. 

Insert diabolic laughter here.  

Okay, not so much an update on Martha as a quick rant 
today. This time it’s about handicapped parking spaces. 

You know we have a genuine handicapped permit that 
allows us to park in handicapped spaces. Most of  the time, 
people are quite nice about that fact. Most of  the time, 
people without disabilities respect handicapped parking. 
Most of  the time... 

But every once in a while.... 

For some people, it seems that handicapped spaces are 
somehow an insult and a challenge.  It is as though the 
mere existence of  such spaces is offensive to them. Maybe 
it is libertarianism or Social Darwinism or something. They 
seem to believe that if  you’re not there first, and if  you’re 
not fast enough, or fit enough to get a space...well, that’s 
just your problem, isn’t it? No overreaching, nanny state is 
going to tell them what to do. And where they can park. 
No siree.  

Or, maybe there isn’t any ideology involved. Maybe 
they’re just dumb and crude and self-centered. Whatever.  

We had a case of  this yesterday. Martha and I had 
gotten out for a Saturday drive to a local bookstore -- 
specifically, Half  Price Books in Cedar Park. It’s in a 
shopping mall near a cinema, and so there is a lot of  
parking. There is never a shortage of  empty spaces. 

Yesterday, we got lucky. There were two handicapped 
spaces open fairly near the bookstore. So, we picked the 
one on the left and parked. I got Martha’s walker out of  

91



The Martha Chronicles

the back and we went and bought books.  

Now...background. First, both handicapped parking 
spaces were clearly marked *as* handicapped. There were 
big signs on the curb, and the spaces themselves were 
marked with big paintings of  wheelchairs. So, really, it 
wasn’t like you could misunderstand the situation.  

Second, both these handicapped spaces were “van 
accessible.” That means, among other things, that they 
have extra space around them so that people in chairs or 
whatever can get in and out of  their vehicles more easily. 
In this particular case, there was a broad area between the 
two parking lots. This area, too, was clearly marked. There 
was a “no parking” notice at the front of  the space, and 
there were big stripes painted on the ground between the 
two handicapped parking spaces. 

Got all that? ‘Cause you put it together and it means 
that it would be almost impossible for any driver to think 
that this median, buffer zone was, itself, a legal parking lot. 

Which, obviously, meant that... 

When we came out of  the the store, we found that a 
large red pickup truck...shining and bright...was parked in 
the buffer zone between the two handicapped spaces. And 
when I say it was big, I mean *big.” It now crowded both 
the vehicles that were parked (legally) in the handicapped 
spots. This made it very, very difficult for Martha to get 
into our car. In fact, the truck was so close to us that it 
would have been difficult for her to get into our car even 
if  she were fully abled.  

And we were lucky. If  either of  us had needed the 
w’chair, or to use a van with a ramp rather than regular 
doors, there would have been no way for us to get in or 
out. 

Need I mention that there was no handicapped placard 
dangling from the rear view mirror of  the truck? Or 
wheelchair emblem on its license plate? Of  course I don’t. 
You guessed it long ago. 
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Oh, and need I mention also that there were open 
parking spaces, easily accessible, just a few feet away? So 
that the driver could have simply picked one of  those and 
not inconvenienced anyone? No. I don’t suppose I do. You 
had that figured out already as well. 

We did manage entry to our own vehicle, eventually, 
but it involved moving the car so that Martha could get 
into it. And, we were kind of  furious. Martha wrote a note 
to the driver (who never showed up, though I was tempted 
to wait for him/her/them) and left it on their windshield.  

Also...also...I got out and took pictures of  the truck and 
its license plate.  

I write this, now, the day after this encounter. That is, it 
is Sunday, Mar 13, 2022. 

You wanna guess who just sent a picture of  the truck 
and its license plate to the Cedar Park police using their 
“Report it!” webpage? Go on. Guess. I dare ya. I double 
dog dare ya. 

Will anything come of  it? Well, don’t know. Maybe yes. 
Maybe no. But at least I did *something.* At least I didn’t 
let it go. Now, I know that I made some effort, however 
small or perhaps ineffectual, to protest the actions of  a 
boor. 

  
There is something to be said for that. There is some 

satisfaction in it. 

I’ll have to remember to do it more often. 

More to come. 

PS - the photo here has nothing to do with the 
unpleasant incident reported here. Instead, it is from a few 
days later, when we got out and had some rather terrific 
BBQ in Round Rock.  

Oh, and kudos to both Round Rock and Cedar Park for 
working to keep their cities accessible. 
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Thank Goodness For Barbecue! 
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AUSTIN, PIZZA, THE KIDS 

The next update was on March 24. I will just let the posting 
speak for itself. Suffice to say that things went very well, indeed! 

Okay, update on the update of  the updates.... 

It’s a very big day, today.  

I’m writing this in the morning of  23 March. In a 
couple of  hours, we’re headed down to Austin. Martha has 
a doctor’s appointment at a specialist’s there at about 4pm. 
But, before then, we’ll go to a bookstore and have lunch in 
the city. Then, after her appointment, we’ll be meeting the 
kids for dinner and to just hang out for a while. 

As I say, this is big. This is the furtherest we have gone 
afield since Martha’s fall. It is also the first time that we will 
be in a genuinely urban area since the accident. It will be 
an important test of  her mobility and stability. I think 
she’ll mostly be using her Rollator/Walker, but we will 
have the wheelchair as well, just in case we have to go long 
distances.  

Anyway, wish us luck. And I’ll post a report after we 
get back.  

* 

Okay, everything went great! 

I’m writing this on March 24, the following day. We had 
a great time and Martha was able to do everything we 
wanted to do. We left the house and headed down to 
Austin around 11 a.m. Then, we had lunch at 24 Diner in 
the city itself. The Diner is a terrific, informal, funky place 
that we have become fond of  since we came to Texas.  

Then, using the walker alone (no wheelchair!), we 
headed across the street to the BookPeople bookstore. 
Martha was able to move around the store comfortably. It 
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was fantastic to see her get about with almost no 
discomfort. The Walker sometimes proved a little 
awkward, but mostly she had no problems whatsoever. 

After that, we were off  to her doctor’s appointment, 
which went fine BTW. It was just a follow up to some 
other odds and ends, so nothing serious or worrying. 
Though...of  course...since we were due to be at the kids’ 
house at 5pm, naturally everything ran late. Ah well.  

Anyway, we finally got to the kids’ at about 5:30 pm. 
We had pizza with them and played with the grandkids. 
And, particularly important, Martha was able to move 
about their house just using her cane. We left the Rollator/
Walker in the car. So...major progress! 

It was funny. Our granddaughter, Hazel, was expecting 
Martha to show up in the wheelchair. When we arrived and 
Martha *walked* to the front door, she was absolutely 
amazed. And, I think, delighted. Which I was too, come to 
think of  it. 

Anyway, we had a grand time, and got home around 
8:30 pm.  

Martha is now recovering from yesterday. She did fine, 
but, of  course, it was a bit exhausting for her, so she is 
mostly just chilling today.  

So, anyway, that’s my story and I’m sticking to it. As I 
say, progress is underway.  

Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to get any photos of  her 
yesterday. I tried, but there was too much glare in the 
restaurant, and then, at the kids’ house, I was busy playing 
with Hazel and so never got to get my camera in motion. 
But, I’ll post some recent photo of  Martha below. She 
always looks good. So, the exact date and time won’t 
matter. 

More to come. 

96



Michael Jay Tucker

 

Just Martha Looking Smashing…as usual. 
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HOME STRETCH! 

The next posting is dated March 25 and it is important because it is 
going to be one of  the last of  them. As I wrote this, I knew that we were 
coming to the end of  Martha’s recovery. I suppose I was a little premature 
with this entry. I sound here as if  it will be the last of  the Martha 
Chronicles. In fact, there were still a few more tales of  recovery to come.  

But, with this piece, we were definitely heading in the right direction. If  
Martha wasn’t quite yet 100%, she was definitely 98% or 99%. 

Here’s the posting: 

Hey, everybody. So, once again, here’s an update on Martha’s 
recovery. But this one is going to be special. It may not exactly be 
the last one, but it will be *among* the last. We are definitely in the 
home stretch! 

You have probably already seen Martha’s own posting about 
“graduating” from Physical Therapy. Yes, folks, she is officially 
discharged from PT. The therapists there said that she didn’t much 
have else to learn from them. She is, however, under strict orders to 
continue her balance and other exercises at home, and I’m under 
even stricter orders (from the staff, and from Martha) to make sure 
she does ‘em.  

In addition, she is now pretty much finished with the 
wheelchair. She just doesn’t need it any longer. I’ll probably take it 
back to the rental place early next week. She is still using her 
Rollator/Walker, particularly when she is tired or when she has to 
get up in the night and is still sort of  groggy. But, increasingly, she 
is perfectly comfortable using just her cane. In fact, today we drove 
to Target and went grocery shopping. We left the walker in the car 
and she used the cane the whole time. She even pushed the 
shopping cart!  

And there’s more... 

You know that Martha loves to cook, and that having to rely on 
me to do it for her really bothered her. But, as much as she likes to 
cook there is something she likes to do even more -- to wit, driving! 
She loves to be behind the wheel of  a car and go buzzing off  
across the highways and byways. 
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Which means...the fact that she had to let me drive her about 
for the last two months has not set well with her. In fact, she’s been 
low-level furious about it. 

Well, on Wednesday, with me sitting beside her in the car... 

She drove around the block!  

It was her first time driving since the accident. I wouldn’t say 
that she was giddy afterwards, but... I wouldn’t exactly go out of  
my way to deny it, either. 

Needless to say, she is not going to be on the freeway anytime 
real soon. But, we will be working up to it. We will start with the 
neighborhood, then move to the bigger roads, then to around 
town, and then, finally, to longer distances and higher speeds. I’m 
betting that by no later than May, she will be back to driving 
whenever she wants, and wherever she wants. 

Which will be very cool, indeed. 

* 

So, I guess you could say we are sort of  coming to an end to 
this particular chapter of  “The Martha Chronicles.” We still have 
some ways to go, and we still have some milestones to pass, but, 
mostly...we are getting toward the end of  the tale of  her recovery.  

Oh, don’t worry. I will keep everyone in the loop. I’ll post each 
time there is a major development, and I will continue to use 
Facebook as a kind of  diary. I’ll post more about what we’re doing, 
and I will share pictures of  Martha whenever I can get her to 
smile... 

And I have some plans for the material I’ve been posting here. 
At the very least, I’ll gather it up, expand it a bit, add some material 
I didn’t include, and post it as a series to my blog. Several of  you 
have also suggested that I turn it into a short book. [You’re reading 
it now, of  course.] I may actually do that. Turning the Martha 
Chronicles into a tome with many illustrations and photos would 
be kind of  cool. 

So stay tuned! There will be more chronicles coming...though 
maybe they’ll be more Michael *and* Martha Chronicles. 
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Finally, thanks so much for all your kind comments and 
support. You genuinely made the last two months a lot more 
bearable. 

cheers 
mjt 

Special note: I’m adding this on May 9, 2022. As I suspected, Martha 
was driving freely by the first of  this month. In fact, she drove part of  the 
way to Fort Worth. I’ll include that tale of  exploration in an upcoming 
Martha and Michael Chronicle posting.  
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Once more, doing something she loves. 
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SPEEDING TOWARDS THE FINISH 

After March 25, everything moved fast…and Martha got better and 
better with, it seemed, every passing hour. 

I’m going to skip a couple of  Facebook postings that followed the one 
above. That’s because they have more to do with Martha and my adventures 
after her recovery. We have decided we are going to work hard to find new 
things to do with our lives and our time now that Covid (thank goodness) 
seems finally to be easing up, and she is (mostly) healed from her fall. (More 
about that later.) 

Thus, on March 28, March 31, April 4, and April 7 I wrote about our 
recent trip to a Farmer’s Market in Cedar Park and some other of  our little 
adventures. They were fun, but they didn’t have to do with Martha’s 
recovery. (Stay tuned, though, for upcoming posts to Facebook and my blog 
about our travels about. And, of  course, there will be books as well.) 

So, I’m going to go straight to April 2, which is when I posted the 
following:  

Hey, Everybody! So here’s an update to the Martha 
Chronicles! But I’m interrupting my story of  our going to 
the Farmer’s Market for some very big news!  

Day before yesterday, we took the wheelchair back to 
the rental place! Martha no longer needs it! I gotta confess, 
I have never been so happy to ditch a wheeled vehicle in 
my life. If  I never have to see one again...or push one... or 
lift one into a car...that would be just  ducky.  

In a word, whew. 

So, I won’t be mentioning the w’chair on Facebook or 
on my blog...but, in future, I will have some final words to 
share about wheelchairs. To wit, I still have some ranting 
to do about how difficult they are to use, and, more 
importantly, how inaccessible most places are to those who 
have to use them. And by “most places” I mean 
particularly public spaces, which we pay for with our taxes 
and fees, and which therefore should be passable to 
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everyone. 

 Or, if  they’re not public, they are private spaces which 
are offered for public use as part of  a kind of  “implied 
contract.” That is, they are things like shops, shopping 
malls, office buildings, and other commercial facilities. 
Such areas are more profitable when they are accessible to 
as many potential customers as possible. As such, the 
public may expect them to be accessible even to those with 
disabilities if  only because it is in the best interests of  the 
vendors to make them so. 

But far, far too often, this is not the case. Far too often, 
public and private spaces are as inaccessible as the moon 
for those with even minor disabilities. That is neither fair, 
nor just, nor even...and this for the libertarians in the 
crowd...good business. 

Well... 

Anyway, more about that later. 

In the meanwhile, here’s a picture of  Martha walking 
with *only* her cane in the park the other day. No w’chair. 
No walker. Just feet. 

What you don’t see is me doing my goalpost happy 
dance in the background. But, rest assured, it happened. 

More to come. 

An aside, I never got around to writing that essay about 
accessibility. But, maybe I will later. Quite simply, trying to deal 
with wheelchairs and accessibility issues have turned me just a little 
bit into an advocate. 

And, I fear, with good reason. 
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Laughing In The Sunshine. 
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At A Farmers Market In Springtime 
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A DRIVING FORCE 

The next posting I’ll reproduce came on April 9. It, too, was important. 
But, once more, I’ll just let it talk for itself… 

As I, finally, was able to let Martha drive by herself. 

Here’s the post: 

Hey, Everyone, 

So, yet another update of  the updates on Martha’s recovery. It is 
kind of  a throw back in that it will focus just on her. (More about 
the two of  us together coming soon!) 

But... I’ve got some seriously good news! She is driving again! I 
don’t mean just around the block! I mean she took herself  all the 
way up to a meeting of  her bookclub today. 

And when I say she took herself  up there, I mean she did so by 
herself ! The last few times she’s driven, I’ve been in the car to lend 
moral support, should any be needed. But, this time, she informed 
me that I could stay home...thank you very much...and off  she 
went.  

Whoa. 

This is definitely headline stuff. I’ve written about how much 
Martha has missed being able to drive, and now she can do it pretty 
much anytime she wants.  Of  course, she only went a short 
distance, and she didn’t go on the highway or anything, but longer 
hauls and higher speeds are coming. 

So, very cool.  

* 

Update to the update of  the update: we did have a little wrinkle. 
Martha has been feeling 100 times better and, now that she isn’t 
hurting any more, she’s eager to get up and at ‘em. 
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The kicker is that she is still healing a bit, and tires easily. So, 
yesterday (March 6) we went out for lunch, then she drove (by 
herself !) on a shopping expedition. I stayed home because we were 
having a tradesman come by and somebody needed to be at the 
house. 

So, off  she went. It was AARP-day at the drugstore. Which, 
given that Martha identifies as a Scot, and has a Scot’s instinct for 
getting a bargain, and because AARP (the organization formerly 
known as the American Association of  Retired Persons)-day gets 
you all sorts of  price cuts, she was there shopping for quite a while. 
She came back with everything from cough drops to Boom Chicka 
Pop popcorn (“with sea salt”).  

Then, as if  that weren’t enough, she did laundry, and cooked a 
meal, and...by evening...she was utterly exhausted. I mean, 
*wasted.* She went to bed and didn’t stir until nearly eight the next 
morning.  

Well, the good news is that we’ve learned ye olde valuable 
lesson (I hate those). To wit, she still isn’t *all* the way back yet. It 
is going to take her a little while longer before she will be as active 
as she was before. The bad news is that isn’t something that’s easy 
for her to deal with. She wants to be in the swing of  things...right 
NOW. 

Still, as I say, we’ve learned a lesson. And Martha and I have 
agreed...it was her idea, in fact...that I am in charge of  reminding 
her that, now and then, she needs to plant herself  in the front 
room with a good book and an iced coffee. I’m also in charge of  
making her the iced coffee.  

It’s good to have a mission in life. 

Though, I am a little worried about the Reminding Her part of  
the assignment. As in, being a pest.  

Martha is a gentle, lovely, loving woman...but nagging her? 

Let’s just say it could result in a few whacks and some assorted 
missing teeth.  

But, heck, that’s what dental plans are for, right? 
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More to come. 

* 

Oh, and about the picture below, here is Martha standing in 
front of  her car just before she went whizzing off  to her book 
club. One funny thing. You notice how her car is red in this 
picture? Well, it looked almost orange the next morning. That’s 
how much pollen we’re getting. 

Ah, Texas...with all its flora and fauna. 
 

Got her wheels back 
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MERMAID….AND WE ARE DONE 

And so, finally, we come to an end of  the Martha Chronicles. 

On April 11, 2022, I posted the following. In it, I officially ended the 
Chronicles. Martha was recovered. She was pretty much where she had 
been and where she wanted to be. It was, finally, over. 

And I knew it was done because… 

She is a mermaid. 

Here’s the post: 

Hey, Everyone, 

So, today, I’m officially calling An End to the Martha’s Recovery 
Chronicles. I know I’ve already sort of  done that, but today’s the 
day I do it for REAL. And for good. 

Here’s why. I mentioned that she loves to cook, and couldn’t 
because of  her injury, and then was delighted when she was well 
enough to do so again. (Cheer.) Then I wrote about how much she 
loves to drive, and how depressed she was when she couldn’t, but 
now she can again. (Also cheer! And, yes, I am keeping an eye on 
her to make certain she doesn’t overdo.) 

Well, there is one more thing that she loved to do, but which 
she couldn’t...and that’s swim.  

Martha is a mermaid. She loves to swim, and float, and play in 
the water. She is the only person I’ve ever met who really does 
approach the beauty of  the otter or the seal when she’s in a pool or 
the ocean. She has those creatures’ sleekness and their grace. 

So, when she fell, and couldn’t swim, she was kind of  crushed. 

The big news is that yesterday we went to the enclosed pool at 
the Rec Center...and she did it! 

I was scared to death, of  course. I have been afraid of  what it 
would be like for her to walk from the dressing room to the pool, 
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across the tile and cement, and maybe WET tile and cement at that. 
But, we worked it out. She agreed that I would come with her and 
walk her across to the pool and make sure she got in all right. 
Then, I would wait (there’s an observation area, normally used by 
parents during their kids’ swim lessons) until she was done and 
make certain she’d get out again without difficulty. 

And...it went smooth as silk. I really wasn’t necessary at all. The 
“wet” cement wasn’t all that wet, there weren’t any slick surfaces, 
and there was a broad, easily maneuvered stairway leading into the 
water. We went arm in arm to the stair, and then she easily slipped 
into the water. 

I returned to the observation area. I read a book I’d brought. 
Then, I watched Martha swimming. She would vanish and then 
reappear in the waters and the shadows. I checked my phone. She 
did water aerobics with her belt and her float weights. I went back 
to my book. And then... 

Half  an hour later, she was emerging dripping from the pool. 
She looked happier than I’d seen her in days. 

I hurried out to help her out of  the water, but, again, she really 
didn’t need me. She was able to get in and out of  the pool without 
the slightest difficulty. Actually, the only time we had a small 
problem was when she wasn’t in the pool at all. When she came out 
into the observation area where I’d been waiting, the floor was a bit 
wet, and so slippery. But she was careful, and she held on to me, 
and everything was fine. 

We went back to the car...her car, in fact...and I popped into the 
passenger’s seat. Then, she drove home, confidently, and expertly. 

* 

So, that’s it, folks. Everything she could do before the fall, she 
can do again. All her former joys and pleasures are returned. We 
still have a little ways to go. We have to be careful that she doesn’t 
overtire herself. We still have to be careful with driving at high 
speed, or walking longer distances. She still needs, now and then, to 
use the Rollator/Walker, particularly when she’s tired or sleepy.  

But, mostly, we’re done. 
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Which means, I hereby declare the Martha’s Recovery 
Chronicles concluded. Three cheers and a huzzah!  

But, stay tuned everyone, the Martha *plus* Michael Chronicles 
will continue! Which means...yes!...there are going to be lots more 
photographs of  Martha in cafes and coffee shops looking faintly 
amused and faintly embarrassed (while her husband fumbles 
inexpertly with his camera settings). 

cheers 

~mjt 

* 

PS, special thanks to everyone who suggested I turn the Martha 
Chronicles into a book. I guess I will do that very thing. Or, maybe, 
I’ll put it all into my blog, and then make it into a book.  

Anyway, I will let you know what I do when I do it :-) 

* 

PPS: Thank you so much to all of  you for your help and 
support in these last few, hectic months. I really appreciate you all. 

* 

PPPS - again, the photo below has nothing to do with the story, 
but it is the closest thing I’ve got to a photo of  Martha in her 
natural element, the water. This is from a trip we made to South 
Padre Island some years ago. You can see what I mean when I say 
she is a mermaid. 

~m 

111



The Martha Chronicles

 

The Mermaid 
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THAT’T’T’S NOT ALL FOLKS 

And that, folks, is that. Or, rather, that’s the last of  the Martha 
(Recovery) Chronicles. As I write this, on May 10, 2022, we’re back and 
ready to roll. In fact, right now, Martha is at her Water Aerobics class. It is 
like the last few months didn’t happen. 

Well, that’s not quite true. There are a few scars, more psychic than 
physical, that remain. We are now a bit more clear on our limitations. We 
are more understanding of  certain realities. We know that, alas, this is not 
the last time we will face rather difficult problems. We are getting older, 
after all, and there is nothing can stop that…well, short of  death, and that 
isn’t a solution we care to consider. 

But, the point is, we have now faced this particular difficult period in 
our life. And, what’s more, having had the experience, we are better 
prepared for future such events. The ramps, the walker, the other purchases 
we made to make our lives easier will remain in storage, ready to be brought 
out if  we need them again. And we have experience that will be useful later 
on. We know, now, a little more of  what to expect from mobility issues, 
about using a wheelchair, and about a hundred other things that we had 
never considered before. 

And, maybe this is the most important, we have learned a little 
something about the need for political awareness. We have seen the need 
for disability activism. 

Unfortunately.  

* 

Anyway, that’s the story of  Martha and Michael in the first quarter of  
2022. We emerge, I think, not sadder, but definitely wiser. 

However, don’t go away. Stay tuned. For the here’s the thing, we exited 
this little period of  our lives with a bit of  tedium vita hanging over our 
heads. Simply put, we were bored. There were good reasons for that. We 
had just moved to Texas when Covid hit, and we found we basically 
couldn’t get out of  the house. Then, just as that was beginning to lift, 
Martha had her fall, and it was like we were back in lockdown. 

So, now that we’ve healed and vaccinated (we got the second booster in 
April), we have decided we are going to do something  
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about that. We are going to get out into the world and get 
reacquainted with reality. We are going to travel, meet people, see 
things. We are going to get to know Texas, as we hadn’t before, and 
we going to make multiple return visits to our old homesteads, in 
New England and New Mexico. 

Which means, I’m doing a new series of  postings. This one will 
be “the Martha plus Michael Chronicles,” and will be the story of  
our little adventures as we set out to stomp our ennui like it was a 
bug. 

More to come. 

~mjt 
Georgetown, Texas 
May 10, 2022 
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BUY ME A CUPPA? 

Thank you so much for downloading this copy of  my little 
book, The Martha Chronicles. As you know, it is free. 

However, I once had someone tell me that if  you give away 
your work, then you are sort of  implying that it is worth nothing. I 
am not sure I believe that, but…well…maybe… 

So, if  you’re in the mood to express your appreciation for my 
efforts, you can go to my “Buy Me A Coffee” page and, well, like it 
says, buy me a coffee or something. You don’t have to. Feel free not 
to. But, if  the spirit moves you, here’s the link: 

https://www.buymeacoffee.com/michaeljayT 

And whether you do or not, thanks so much for reading my 
material. 

Until next time… 

Onward and Upward. 

  ~mjt 
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NOTES ON COPYRIGHT AND CREATIVE 
COMMONS 

Hi, Everyone, 

This is just a note about my reserved rights to this document. If  
you’re reading this PDF version of  “The Martha Chronicles,” you 
know that I’m giving it away for free. (You can leave me a little 
gratuity—see the page above — but that’s entirely up to you.) 

However, I need to mention that I am offering this work under 
a Creative Commons  “Attribution-NonCommercial-NoDerivs” 
License. What this means is that you may download the book, and 
you may share it with friends. 

But, my name must remain attached to it (no claiming that it is 
your work, in other words), you can’t modify it, and you can’t sell it. 
The book has to stay as it is and I have to be given credit as the 
author and the illustrator. 

Otherwise, though, feel free to spread it around! 
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AND LAST…MY WEBPAGE 

Thanks hugely, everybody, for glancing at the Martha Chronicles! I’m 
quite grateful. 

And, now, why not drop by my webpage. It’s here: 

https://www.michaeljaytucker.com/ 

It’s got lots more of  my writing, books, videos, etc. 

And I’d love to say hello. So come on over! 

Cheers 

~mjt
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