ONE FOOT IN THE PAST 

I have one foot in the past, and one in the future, with little left over for the present. Being a child of the depression, I grew up constantly being worried about TOMORROW. As a consequence, somehow, I lost touch with TODAY.

Luckily, the balance in my life occurs through my wife. She acknowledges that there IS a tomorrow, with possible bad consequences, but doesn’t dwell on it. The flower child of the ’60s left a permanent mark on her psyche.

While I worry about such things as the economy, the Republican do nothing party, sales of my product, and the future of the nation, SHE concentrates on the real stuff of NOW! 

Where did I go wrong? Somehow, I got stuck in worrying about what MIGHT happen, rather than being concerned about what IS occurring in the moment.  Granted, some of this is necessary for self preservation, but I carried it to the extreme.

Somehow, I managed to walk through the puddles of life without getting my feet wet.  I lost some intimacy with my children because I was concentrating on providing for their FUTURE, and not paying enough attention to their needs of the NOW. 

Only now at 73 am I slowing down and recognizing that tomorrow is getting closer and that I need to pay more attention to the present. 

I’m living in the NOW with my five year old Grandson Rowan.
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