Today is the day the old coot would’ve been 90. He didn’t make it and I won’t go into that in too much detail here except to say that he was just about the toughest old coot on earth. 

You can click on those thumbnail photos there to make ‘em bigger. 

The 1st one on the left there is the old coot walking along his beach with his stick. He used a walking stick all the time but I’m not so sure he needed it so much for walking as to fend off wayward aminals. A habit he got from tromping around in the woods as a young man.

Next, he’s sitting in his favorite rocking chair watching freighters go up and down the upper river and having a little snort. Lawn furniture is beautiful for the inside of a cabin. 

And there he is by the fire in “Grandma’s other house, the real house, where he lives some of the days,” as a certain toddler I once knew called it. Er, I still know the toddler, just that she isn’t a toddler any more. But she had it all figured out. She knew where grandma kept the button collection and she called the door to the garage “Jack’s Door” ‘cause her grandaddy was always going out to the garage. That’s not the old coot’s dog there, it’s my brother’s dog but he was an old man too by then. They make a good pair, don’t they.

And then there was the dog food incident. The sun was over the yardarm and all of the hens were cackling so much that nobody remembered that the Old Coot needed a little snack. But wait! There was a little bowl with what looked an awful lost like a snack in it so he ate it. A dog treat! He also has a “summer” hair cut there which the Commander was totally disgusted with.

And finally, a siting. There’s The Old Coot walking with The Engineer at the end of the beach. I think that they are up to no good and I expect I’ll hear ice cubes clinking around a little later here at the Landfill.

