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The moments of happiness we enjoy take us by surprise. It is not that we seize them, 
but they seize us.” ~Ashley Montagu 

Stories are everywhere. Since the beginning of time when stories were shared around the 
fire, stories have helped us communicate our wants, needs and details of the time in 
which we live. 

Most of us can claim enough fodder for story to fill several memoirs, if we are inclined to 
put them in writing. 

But, do you ever get tired of the story you have chosen to write about or the story that has 
chosen to be written? 

I do. 

It’s always with me, nagging at me to keep writing. It even shows up in my dreams. 

Sometimes, I want and need to step out of it and live the story right in front of me. The 
present moment. It’s the moments that matter. It fits in with my word for 2016, balance; 
perhaps an illusion. But balance can be a matter of perspective. While I don’t expect 
perfect balance, I can at least attempt to increase my odds of achieving it. 

So today, I’m going to step away from my story and share a mundane story from my life 
that brought me much joy and laughter. If you have seen the Seinfeld sitcom, you know 
that it’s “the show about nothing”…a series of vignettes about the trivialities of daily 
life.  My siblings, especially my two brothers, Tom and Gary are trivia experts—movies, 
sports, sitcoms– and my sister, Paula, takes the prize for Seinfeld, one of their favorites. 

Since I live out of town, we often text updates, especially since Mom moved into 
Assisted Living last summer. The steady stream of one-liners, ”Is that the commando 
2000 from Seinfeld? “You’re like George Constanza… able to extract a lot of 
information out of a tiny bit of lettuce..” keeps me well-informed and usually in stitches. 

Comic relief. 

Mindless humor is good for the soul. 

Since Mom moved into her new “home”, the stories have flowed. Here’s one: 
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“There’s been an accident and your mother’s side of the building has lost power,” the 
nurse said in a phone call to my brother, Gary a few weeks ago. 

Since it was 13–degrees outside, Gary drove over to pick Mom up and take her to his 
home for the night. 

When he arrived, the residents had gathered in the dining room and were each wrapped in 
several blankets, some with only portions of their faces showing. 

“I’m not leaving,” Mom said when she saw Gary, “this is my home now.” 

“But, Mom, there’s no heat and it’s freezing outside and in here, I might add.” 

“Never mind. I’ll be fine.” 

“OK”, Gary said, as he left. “ If you change your 
mind, call me.” 

“I’m having too much fun,” she giggled. As he 
was leaving, he turned to look back at her and 
shook his head. She was all bundled up and 
talking with “the girls”, smiling back at him. 

When Gary returned home (10 minutes later), 
Mom called him on a staff’s cell phone to tell him 
that a temporary generator would give them some 
light and heat. 

When I called her the next morning, she was filled 
with stories, 

“We had a blast, “ she chirped, “singing the old 
songs of our time and playing Trivial Pursuit until 
3:00 a.m.,” adding “I didn’t want it to end.” 

With that, she launched into a litany of vignettes that had us laughing until the tears 
flowed: 

Mom,	standing	her	ground.	



“You had to see the group slowly moving to the family room,” she said. “We were all 
bundled in several blankets and looked like a herd of cows in the field.” 

By that time , we were laughing out loud. 

It’s all about the stories.  

It makes me realize how fortunate we are that Mom still has her sense of humor—can 
laugh at herself– and feels safe and comfortable in her new home; so much so that she 
refused to leave even under such dire circumstances. She has her own friends and is able 
to exercise her rights of self-determination. She is an empowered woman who is enjoying 
her life and doing it her way. 

Would you want to argue with this feisty lady? 

This story will stay with me as a reminder to live, love, laugh and never take myself too 
seriously. 
 


