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      When you arise in the morning think of what a privilege it is to be alive, to think, to enjoy, to love. ~ Marcus Aurelius

    

  


  
    
      For Geoff

      and for all caregivers and their loved ones
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      I’m grateful that the neurologist who diagnosed my husband advised me to keep a daily journal, a practical suggestion I recommend to all caregivers. After my husband passed away, I drew on the journal to write a memoir, Last Dance At the Savoy: Life, Love and Caring For Someone With Progressive Supranuclear Palsy (2015). I also became a national volunteer spokesperson on behalf of CurePSP, a nonprofit foundation focused on neurodegenerative diseases. With knowledge gained from speaking to caregivers and participating in support groups across the country, I’ve drawn on my memoir, journal and fresh perspective to write If Not Now, When? about making the most of the time we have left with loved ones and resuming life in a world without them.
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        Live life fully; don’t waste a precious moment of it.
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      Many years ago, an English woman with captivating charm and a steely glint in her eye told me, “Of course, you’re up to it, my dear. If not now, when?”

      Her spirit was indomitable and her words, spoken in cut-crystal diction, were all I needed to give me the confidence to audition for a role in a new play at one of Britain’s finest repertory theatres. I got the job and the woman I regarded as my mentor attended one of the first previews to cheer me on.

      The time was the early 1970s. I was a young American actress, new to London and starting fresh, scared to death I’d made a terrible mistake leaving behind a promising theatrical and film career in New York. I’d left the freakishly successful afternoon soap Dark Shadows at the height of its popularity to move to London with my soon-to-be first husband. Uprooting myself hadn’t been an entirely frivolous decision, but as eagerly as I embraced this new chapter in my life I also knew I was jeopardizing a budding career doing work I loved. I signed with a wonderful new English agent, but otherwise felt unmoored trying to navigate my way in an unfamiliar culture I found both exhilarating and intimidating.

      Soon after I arrived in London, I was introduced to Jane, a rail-thin woman with elegantly sculpted cheekbones and a fancy double-barreled last name, who I guessed had to be in her early seventies. She was delightfully eccentric, with sparkling blue eyes, a warm smile and a coiffed pouf of lavender-tinted hair. She said she was a teacher.

      “Of what?” I asked.

      “Everything!” she trilled, in her musical voice. “Whatever you want to learn.”

      “Then teach me,” I said impulsively, responding to an unmistakable sense that she was someone of rare talent and intellect that I wanted to get to know better.

      At three o’clock the following Wednesday afternoon, I made my way to Wigmore Hall, a renowned concert venue near Marylebone High Street, where Jane had a small rehearsal studio on an upper floor that came equipped with a ballet barre and a piano. For the sum of five pounds (roughly twelve dollars back then), Jane taught me whatever she felt like teaching me that day. I rarely knew in advance if we were going to work on voice, movement, poetry, scene study, accents or discuss some aspect of British life or history, although her choice of wardrobe for the day was often a clue. Occasionally I would arrive to find her at the barre wearing a leotard, but more often she clothed her lithe figure in one of her many floaty chiffon tea dresses or stylishly tailored brocade suits.

      As long as I lived in London, and she was up to it, I took a weekly class with Jane that occasionally turned into field trips, such as when she invited me to a local teashop to teach me the customs of a proper English tea, or to a concert where she introduced me to beautifully sung German leider. In her studio, it didn’t matter that I spoke no Italian and lacked the voice to be an opera singer; I learned the arias that Jane assigned and sang them as she played the piano. I practiced various Welsh, Scots and English accents, read poetry, did pliés at the barre and worked on improvisational scenes with her.

      Beyond the Shakespearean sonnets, Puccini arias and Noel Coward plays, I learned such a lot about life from Jane. As a youngster she’d studied ballet and danced with the Sadlers Wells Theatre before turning to acting both in films and on stage. She married an army officer, lived in various places abroad and raised a son while for many years nursing her beloved husband, who had suffered severe war injuries. She’d lived a calamitous life and begun afresh many times, her grit apparent in the struggles and periods of severe hardships she’d endured, but as she would say, “One gets on with it. This is life, not a dress rehearsal.”

      Despite the vast difference in our ages, we were confidants. She let me know with a coquettish wink that there was romance in her life, a doctor somewhat younger than herself, who shared her love of music and ballet. In turn, I confided in Jane, expressing my most personal thoughts, knowing I could trust her to respond with candor and understanding. She had always pushed the boundaries herself, embracing formidable new ventures, and urged me to stretch myself. She encouraged me to write. She challenged me to learn new skills and take on projects that seemed beyond me, always exhorting, “If not now, when?”

      Beginning in 1978, I was offered roles in various productions that took me to Hollywood, which meant seeing less of Jane. However, our relationship only deepened through prolific correspondence. Your lovely letter arrived in the afternoon post, she’d write, and I’ve taken pen in hand to respond immediately . . . such a lot to address, dear girl!

      We wrote each other so frequently that our letters formed an ongoing conversation. I’d receive six-to-eight page letters written in her elegant script, in blue ink on fine notepaper, that I’d read over and over until her next letter arrived. Jane’s insights and encouragement provided me with the support I needed in those early days in Hollywood when I was once again starting afresh. She bucked me up when I was discouraged and cheered me on when things were going well. In particular, I remember the opening sentences of her lengthy response to a question I’d posed in a previous letter: My dear girl, we still have such a lot to work on together . . .

      Eventually, the pilot I’d filmed for a primetime CBS television series was picked up and my stays in Los Angeles grew lengthier. By then Jane had become frail. During my visits to London, our time together was usually spent over afternoon tea sharing confidences of a more intimate nature. We were both in periods of transition, with Jane’s end-of-life passage contrasting with my own burgeoning career path, our trajectories seemingly worlds apart. But we shared a strong bond of complicity, unspoken but understood, that we were each facing the unknown as an adventure, something new to be experienced. She was unafraid; could I show less courage?

      Jane was immaculately groomed, wearing a plum velvet suit, when we met for the last time in a fusty old world tearoom off Oxford Street that had become our favorite place to indulge in scones served warm with jam and clotted cream. I knew she was very ill, but she didn’t let it dampen her spirits or curtail her remarkable appetite. She was happy I’d been signed to a television series and knew I’d be gone for some time. She was also aware that I was contemplating more personal transitions in my life and offered counsel and encouragement.

      “We come into this world alone and leave it alone; we must make peace with who we are and what we leave behind,” she told me that afternoon. Her voice was soft, but her tone unflinching. “We must aim high and become the best of ourselves.”

      I was in Los Angeles when I received a letter from her son letting me know Jane had passed away. I was heartbroken, our decade-long friendship not nearly enough time for me to fully know the woman who’d guided me through more than a few upheavals and rough patches. Over the years I thought of all the things I wished I’d asked her, yet I had notebooks crammed with her life’s lessons, including: Live life fully; don’t waste a precious moment of it. Jane lived her own life with that dictum and impressed upon me to do the same, to make the hard decisions and move on with grace.

      In the decades since our last tea together, Jane’s words have come to mind many times, providing encouragement—and courage!—to handle the unexpected and take on what seemed beyond my ability to achieve. I still think of her often, her photograph hanging on my wall as a reminder to embrace life fully.

      Indeed, If not now, when?
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      During our last tea together, when I confided to Jane the shifts I foresaw in my personal life, I could not have imagined they would eventually involve a man I’d met briefly many years earlier. Had Jane known Geoff, she would have found him a kindred spirit and would have loved his deep, resonant voice and roguish smile—she may even, upon first seeing him, have believed he was an actor. So I thought when, introduced to him at a press party in New York in 1968, I was struck by his magnetic presence.  Tall and slim, with dark, curly hair, he looked like Clark Kent with his black-framed eyeglasses—and a dead ringer for Superman without them. He arrived at the party in the company of writer Tom Wolfe, whose book The Electric Kool-Aid Acid Test I’d just read. I chatted with the two of them for a few minutes, then spent most of the evening talking with Geoff, discovering we shared many interests, including writing, traveling, traditional jazz, 1930s-era films and Art Deco.

      Geoff wasn’t an actor, although he’d hankered to study theatre arts in college, but he had grown up in “Tinsel Town” surrounded by movie stars for neighbors. While doing graduate work in journalism at UCLA, winning awards for his writing, he’d designed the prototype for Los Angeles magazine, and launched the first issue in June 1960. His template for a city-centric lifestyle magazine became hugely successful, spawning imitators across the country—including New York magazine, for which Tom Wolfe had just written a piece.

      With the party in full swing around us, Geoff and I sat, knees touching, engrossed in our wide-ranging conversation. As captivated as I was by his Hollywood stories (he’d been an altar boy at Elizabeth Taylor’s first wedding to Nicky Hilton), he was intrigued by my life as an actress on the Gothic soap Dark Shadows. He won me over with his ironic humor, speculating about what television’s standards and practices would allow a vampire to get up to on daytime television. Long after midnight, he reluctantly said goodbye—he had an early flight back to Los Angeles—then suggested we head to a pub on the corner for an Irish coffee. He didn’t want the evening to end, and nor did I.  But despite our mutual attraction, we were both involved in committed relationships and working on opposite coasts. Romance was off the table.

      In 1971, I married Ben Martin, a photojournalist with Time magazine, and moved to England to live and work.  In 1973, Geoff married Barbara, a lively mother of two school-age children and, coincidentally, a West Coast-based stringer with Time. Soon after their wedding, Barbara was diagnosed with Multiple Sclerosis, a debilitating disease affecting the brain and spinal cord. Geoff ran Los Angeles Magazine while nursing her; the early-onset disease never went into remission, and she passed away in 1985.

      While Ben traveled the world on assignment, I began splitting my time living and working between London and Los Angeles. Home in London was a Carolinian cottage built in 1791, the first house built in the Sheep’s Meadow of Marylebone, a stone’s throw from Marble Arch and Hyde Park. In Los Angeles, I’d moved into a pretty little house in the Hollywood Hills, called Le Provençal, with its own storied history. Purportedly built by studio head Jack Warner for his trysts with starlets, it was said to be haunted by the mother of a thirties film star. The house must have sagged with relief when I moved in bringing no fresh notoriety, but I did convert a small pavilion in the garden into a writing room with a new-fangled home computer that used floppy disks. The room also became headquarters for Pomegranate Press, a publishing company specializing in nonfiction entertainment subjects that I launched with Ben.

      Unfortunately, that period also marked the collapse of my marriage, the transition I foresaw in my final few chats with Jane. Ben and I had been growing apart, but with our high regard for each other intact, managed our separation so amicably we remained friends and continued to share our London Cottage. Jane’s sage observation over tea that showing kindness and civility was the surest way to avoid an adversarial relationship saw me through this terribly painful passage.

      A short time later, a Los Angeles Magazine editor chose a coffee table book I’d written on film art for their “Best Christmas Gift” feature and proposed interviewing me over lunch. When I arrived at the office, none other than Geoff Miller, the Managing Editor of the magazine, dropped by.

      In that serendipitous remeeting, more than two decades after we’d first met in New York, Geoff took my hand to congratulate me—and I was once again captivated by his warmth and charm. He loved my book on classic films and reminded me we’d talked late into the night about favorite screwball comedies. I remembered our knees touching. We continued to hold hands as we chatted and walked to the elevator, not letting go until the doors began closing. Throughout my lunch with the editor, my thoughts were on Geoff, knowing I didn’t want another twenty years to pass without seeing him. Late that afternoon he called to invite me for lunch the following day and that was the beginning of our life together. On May 27, 1991, we married in Napa Valley, California.

      I’ve condensed two decades, several lives and some of life’s messiest, most unpredictable passages into a few pages, but that’s the nature of memory. I recall more that was wonderful than not, including that my first husband, Ben, became our close friend and the three of us shared the use of our beloved London Cottage—a home away from home and a launch pad for travel throughout Europe that none of us could bear to give up.
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        * * *

      

      It’s fitting that, even in the beginning, my relationship with Geoff spanned two coasts. An editor once waggishly remarked that Geoff “created a city magazine that tells you how to get out of town!”—a reference to the innovative Weekend Guide, annual Restaurant Guide and all the “50 Best” lists, most involving travel features, that he created and which were emulated by city magazines everywhere.

      Our shared passion for travel quickly became an intoxicating ingredient in our courtship, one that never flagged throughout our lives together. Geoff’s ventures abroad had been far more limited than mine and he was envious that I’d toured Europe on my own as a teenager and had the opportunity to live and work in Paris and London. He wanted to make up for lost time, especially the magazine’s frenetic start-up years when he was tethered to a demanding workload.

      Constant throughout our marriage was the anticipation of travel: calendars marked, tickets in hand, always preparing to go somewhere. At first, there was the romance of introducing each other to places we’d discovered on our own and wanted to share, then the adventure of discovering new destinations we could explore together.  We returned to favorite spots again and again, and there was romance in that, too: booking the same room in a hotel or hiking familiar paths that held significance for us.

      During our early years together, I guest-starred in episodes of numerous television series, often filming in distant locations. When I filmed in Hawaii, London and various stateside locales, Geoff joined me for long weekends. In turn, I would meet him in New York or San Francisco for a few days at the tail end of his business trips. On one occasion, I got a magazine assignment to write about the reopening of the Dorchester Hotel in London. Geoff was already booked on the press junket on behalf of Los Angeles Magazine, so we traveled together, enjoying a round trip flight on the Concorde and a glittery five-day getaway.

      A travel magazine assigned me to write a piece about the Hurtigruten, the daily Norwegian ship serving the Western Coast from the southern city of Bergen to Kirkenes, a northern village on the Russian border. Since the trip in 1994 coincided with Geoff’s retirement from the magazine and my mother’s eightieth birthday, both joined me on the ten-day excursion. The assignment provided the perfect opportunity to immerse Geoff in my heritage (my father and both sets of grandparents were Norwegian immigrants) and the splendors of a country where I’d lived as a child and had often visited. Every few hours, we’d pull into another port along the route and, as mail and freight was loaded and new passengers boarded, we would disembark for a stroll around town. While my mother and I indulged in Rømmegrøt and smørrebrød (cream pudding and open-faced sandwiches), Geoff would tease us about “your people” coming up with so many resourceful ways to serve Jell-O and herring, though fortunately not in combination.

      On that memorable trip, we stayed with my mother’s cousins in the Valdres region and visited my father’s village in Romsdal, where our family lived when I was a toddler. By the light of the Midnight Sun, we joined some twenty cousins for an evening of revelry on the island in the fjord below my father’s former farm.

      But as much as he enjoyed foreign travel, nothing appealed to Geoff more than plotting the route for a magical road trip close to home. He’d grown up in California and was ardent about the beauty of its mountains, beaches, forests, deserts, vineyards and glorious rugged coastline. Our annual Thanksgiving trip was a leisurely drive up Highway One along the coast through Carmel and Big Sur to Mendocino. Geoff took pleasure in consulting his annotated files of brochures, guidebooks and maps in search of a remote gem of natural beauty or an obscure historical site to explore. He was always on the lookout for a new restaurant, a local music festival or an art event to feature in Los Angeles magazine.
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        * * *

      

      In 2007, sixteen years into our marriage, life was sweet. Geoff had been retired from the magazine for thirteen years, but was doing consulting work for a New York based publishing company. I was busy acting and writing.

      We frequently stayed in the London Cottage, using it as a hub for spontaneous jaunts to Paris, Dublin, Prague, St Petersburg—wherever we could get a last-minute budget flight on Easy Jet or Ryanair. For our sixteenth wedding anniversary in May, we’d planned a side trip to Italy—a mix of business and pleasure, since I’d been invited to attend STICCON as a celebrity guest at the annual meeting of “trekkies.” I’d portrayed Nuria in the fan favorite “Who Watches the Watchers” episode of Star Trek: The Next Generation.

      Entranced by the view of the Adriatic from the balcony of our seaside hotel room, we opted to go for a stroll on the Bellaria beach instead of taking a nap after our journey from London. The picturesque seashore, bedecked with colorful cabanas and neat rows of old-fashioned canvas chairs, had the charm of a vintage prewar postcard. Barefoot and clad in tee shirts and bathing suits, we giddily headed for the shimmering shoreline. With the sun hot on our shoulders, we waded into the chill surf toward a weathered pier, pale in the distance. I was the first to reach it, and turned back to warn Geoff to duck under the low beam. He did, but not quickly enough; he struck his head, falling backward into the water.

      With blood gushing from his head wound, we were raced to the town’s infirmary where Geoff was given a tetanus shot and his wound stitched up. I smiled encouragingly, but I was shaken by the sight of him lying on a gurney, his face bloodstained. The mishap could be blamed on travel fatigue, the sun’s glare, a stumble or misjudgment, but I felt a deep sense of disquiet at the realization that incidents like this had become more frequent.

      A year earlier, in the jostling rush hour crowd on the London Underground, Geoff had lost his balance and fallen backward down the escalator, injuring his head and shoulder. Paramedics transported us to a local hospital, where he was stitched up and bandaged. While we blamed the accident on rambunctious school children, I felt responsible for not holding his arm to keep him steady—why hadn’t I paid closer attention to prevent the accident from occurring?  I realized I’d begun unconsciously taking on that role wherever we went. My natural reaction was to hold a door open, look out for cracks in the pavement and avoid slippery grass, all without being aware of how protective I had become.

      Unfortunately there were lapses when I wasn’t in a position to hold his arm. On one occasion, Geoff impulsively climbed to the top deck of a London bus, missed a step and tumbled down the steep stairs. The other passengers were horrified to see him insist on climbing back up the stairs, but Geoff grinned and claimed he wasn’t injured. Little pleased him more than sitting in the coveted front seats on the top deck. He laughed off my concern, claiming he’d been clumsy and would be more careful.

      I took stock of Geoff’s frequent accidents, vowing to be more careful as we negotiated cobbled streets, steep stairs and various other hazards on our trip. Booked into a fancy Venice hotel suite to celebrate our wedding anniversary, I glanced at the slippery sides of the deep marble bathtub, with no grip bars on the walls, and saw disaster looming. We showered instead. On our flight back to London, wearing an Italian school cap to cover the stitches in his head, Geoff was already looking forward to our next trip.

      Geoff laughed off any attempts on my part to dissuade him from taking trips, pointing out that these accidents could happen at home just as easily—and they did. I’d already removed throw rugs and whatever obstacles in our house might cause him to slip or stumble, but falls still occurred. The solution wasn’t to stay home, but for me to be even more vigilant. Undeterred by mishaps along the way, Geoff just wanted to keep traveling.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            three

          

        

      

    

    
      It wasn’t Geoff’s accident that curtailed our stay in Europe that Spring, but rather an urgent call from Minneapolis. I flew directly there from London to care for my mother, who had been diagnosed with an advanced stage of lymphoma and, at age ninety-two, opted for palliative care. While I stayed in Minneapolis, Geoff remained in Los Angeles.

      My mother needed me, and I wanted the precious time with her, but I was uneasy about Geoff living on his own, particularly as the head wound he’d suffered in Italy was still healing. His too-frequent stumbles and falls were of increasing concern. His gait seemed plodding and he “plopped” when he sat down. He tired easily. His speech was slow, his voice sometimes faint. Too often things slipped from his hands and broke. He no longer seemed to care about his personal appearance, and was often edgy and irritable. He would attribute any lapses to “just growing older” and jokingly say, “consider the alternative.” I’d laugh, but doubted these changes in behavior were due solely to aging.

      Meanwhile, my mother’s ninety-third birthday was coming up and she delegated the arrangements for her party to me. Although the kitchen in her senior living apartment was her domain, she was too weak to prepare the chicken salad and walnut-banana bread herself, and hovered at my elbow supervising. She also wanted to make kransekake, an elaborate Norwegian wedding cake, for which she was renowned. Unable to do it herself, she watched as I grated two pounds of blanched almonds, a handful at a time, whisked egg whites and sifted confectioner’s sugar, all to her exacting specifications. As a youngster, I’d helped her with the labor-intensive process of hand-rolling fifteen circles of almond dough into special baking tins, but we both knew this would be my last opportunity to make a kransekake under my mother’s tutelage. The kransekake, decorated with icing and miniature Norwegian flags, was perfection, the afternoon spent with my mother making it is a memory I will always treasure.

      My mom passed away only six weeks after her diagnosis. Geoff joined me for the funeral, but when we returned home to Los Angeles, it was apparent to me that he had experienced considerable difficulty living on his own during my absence. His desk was piled high with unopened mail. Friends who had taken him to dinner reported that he’d seemed unsteady, a bit disoriented. I knew he’d fallen because I could see his bruises. Back on home turf, gestures that had simply seemed idiosyncratic, such as the odd way he tried to adjust his eyeglasses when he wasn’t wearing any, now struck me as worrying. He would awkwardly attempt to open a wine bottle with one hand instead of two and struggled to do anything that required coordinating his hands. I’d fallen into the habit of resting my thumb against the base of his wine glass so that he wouldn’t tip it over when he reached for it. He would tap surfaces before setting something down, a sign, I only later came to learn, of his inability to judge depth and distance.

      Geoff thrived on being around other people and we had an active social life, frequently entertaining at home. An affable host, he made everyone feel welcome, drawing each guest into dinner table conversation that was lively and fun. Geoff’s great gift was tossing off zingers that caught everyone by surprise, but I noticed he now seemed lethargic, his energy spent soon after guests arrived. He’d lapse into silence at the dinner table, sitting with his elbow propped on the table, his hand supporting his head, not looking up from his plate. He ate with one hand, awkwardly shoveling food to his mouth. His eyelids would droop and he’d give the appearance of being bored or falling asleep. When I nudged him, he’d look at me in astonishment, unaware that he’d been eating with his eyes closed.

      Baffled by his conduct, but trying to cover for his behavior in front of guests, I would make excuses for his drowsiness, citing sleeplessness the night before, when in fact he slept long hours and took afternoon naps. Aside from the sluggishness, I couldn’t understand his uncharacteristic disregard for table manners. He would clutch a wine glass, seemingly unwilling or unable to set it back on the table. He’d saw at food with a fork instead of using a knife and took bites that were too large and choke—then cough without covering his mouth. My continual reminders infuriated him and he’d accuse me of berating him with a laundry list of faults. I was confounded that he could be so oblivious to what I considered rude behavior.  After an evening out among friends, we’d argue or ride in silence on the way home, both of us perplexed by changes that were souring our relationship.

      “You never used to complain,” he’d tell me. “Now everything I do is wrong.”

      “But if you don’t set your wine glass down, it looks like you want it refilled.”

      “Maybe I do.”

      “Not when it’s already filled and you’re spilling it!”

      On our way out for the day, I’d notice his pants were sagging because he wasn’t wearing a belt. “Why didn’t you just ask me to put your belt through the loops?”

      “I didn’t want to bother you.”

      “Bother me! Better that than your pants falling down.”

      I tried not to complain, and instead attempted to work around his moodiness and bouts of listlessness. I cut back on our social life and declined invitations that I judged too dotted with pitfalls or stressful. When I saw him struggling to open a jar or close a drawer, I’d jump in to help, which would often annoy him. But if I failed to notice he needed assistance with buttons and zippers, his temper would flare. The simplest tasks, such as opening mail or buttering toast, seemed beyond his capability. I tried to be as unobtrusive as I could in smoothing the way for him, but somehow it was always my fault if something spilled or was broken. Tempers ignited at any show of exasperation from either of us and we’d say hurtful things neither of us meant.

      It was hard to remember the carefree, easygoing relationship we’d once had, when we saw eye-to-eye and could playfully chide each other without it leading to a squabble.  Our daily life had become a battle ground over mundane issues, resulting in spiteful accusations, frustration and anger that no amount of cautious treading could reduce. Meanwhile, the adjustments I made to avoid conflict had the effect of eliminating a lot of the activities and simple pleasures we’d once enjoyed together. I was walking on eggshells and matters only seemed to grow worse. I didn’t know what to do.

      The most dramatic indication of Geoff’s growing impairment took place while I was in Minneapolis caring for my mother, but I didn’t learn about it until months later—Geoff had kept it from me, because, he said, he didn’t want to “bother” me. Those words had become a common refrain and invariably portended a problem or mishap. This one came to light when an agent from our insurance company arrived at our house to discuss a claim over a vehicular incident that had been designated a felony hit-and-run.

      Geoff had been charged with hitting a young jogger and leaving the scene. According to Geoff, the jogger dodged traffic and ran into his car just after the traffic light changed and he released the brake. Bracing her hands against the hood of the car, she’d leaped back just as the car rolled forward. However, from the perspective of a school bus driver farther back from the light, it appeared that Geoff had struck the woman with his car and taken off. The bus driver was unaware that once Geoff was able to safely turn around, he went back to speak with the woman. She had resumed her jog and told him she was fine. But the bus driver had recorded Geoff’s license plate number and called the police. Complicating the situation, the jogger later told her boyfriend what had happened, and he insisted she visit an emergency room.

      I believed Geoff’s version of the event, but I also believed the jogger, who gave a deposition stating that he seemed “befuddled” and “not in control” when they spoke. Her statement and that of the bus driver were damning. However, in view of Geoff’s unblemished driving record, evidence that he hadn’t fled the scene, and the jogger’s lack of injuries, the charge was reduced to a misdemeanor, but would still require a court date.

      I knew appearances counted, so on the day of the hearing I made sure Geoff looked his best in a suit and tie. While most defendants were dressed in “casual Friday” attire, largely shorts and tee shirts, I hoped Geoff would look business-like and responsible. However, I was astonished at how slumped and shrunken he appeared in the suit he’d last worn for my mother’s funeral only months earlier. When he approached the bench with the attorney, he shuffled and appeared vague about his whereabouts—essentially befuddled. The judge spent little time questioning Geoff before suspending his driver’s license, levying a fine and assigning him to community service.

      I left Geoff waiting in line for his community service assignment while I went off to pay the fine and take care of other court matters. When I returned, Geoff, pale and anxious, was seated on a bench. He told me he’d lost his footing on the slick marble floor. One of the men who’d helped him to his feet told me in broken English that I needed to tell the clerk assigning road maintenance work that my husband wasn’t up to it.

      Geoff was instead assigned to an HIV/AIDS food distribution center, where he would work an eight-hour shift in a warehouse sorting food donations. The following Monday morning, we set out on the hour-long drive to the facility, Geoff making light of the fact that he hadn’t been given a luminescent orange vest and assigned to clearing highway trash. But I knew he was concerned about being able to handle a full day’s work lifting crates and stocking shelves. When we arrived, I volunteered to work with him in the warehouse, but my offer was declined. I left my card with the supervisor, telling him to please call me if anything happened to my husband.
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