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sions usually are. However, it was ennervating as well. It’s good to 
see how people grow, even when you sometimes disagree.

Suddenly it was time for them to leave on Sunday. Time for all of 
us to reacquaint ourselves with the work week, and time for those 
here in Fayetteville to brace ourselves for facing the sequester. 

Oh, yes, we’re a part of that. For those of you unfamiliar with the 
concept and its consequences, here it is. 

The Federal government, in a ‘bold’ move intended to force ev-
eryone to settle down and vote on a budget, set up some automated 
cuts that would go into effect unless the budget was settled. No 
one supposedly believed it would happen. The deadline came, and 
the sequester went into effect, albeit not with immediate results. 

What it means is that, in addition to projects being halted or de-
layed and supplies not being bought, approximately 800,000 Fed-
eral workers are being required to give up 88 hours of pay apiece   
(and that figure varies; some have given up more, some less). This 
is generally accomplished by staying home one day a week for 11 
weeks. They are not allowed to work from home, which messes up 
their work flow and schedules. Now, that might seem like a nice 
day off, in the summer even. But, remember, it is a day without 
pay. It amounts to a 20% pay cut for 3 months and boils down to a 
5% pay cut for the entire year. 

These employees are essentially donating that money to the coun-
try. For some people, this is do-able, but only for a few. For most 
people it will be hard. For some, it will tank their lives. And it will 
have a ripple effect on the communities. 800,00 employees and 
their families -- even those who can ‘afford’ this -- will have less 
disposable income for 3 months. Most cannot file for unemploy-
ment. They will not be able to recover their money as has occurred 
in the past. The businesses they patronize will all be affected. So 
will their communities. And then there is that underlying fear of 
‘what next’?

Sorry to get so serious there. But it is what life is like right now, 
isn’t it? Sometimes hilarious, sometimes pious, sometimes quite 
serious. While I was writing this, I was called away to run some-
one to the ER. It all goes so fast, doesn’t it? 

How does one find their way through it all? I refer you back to 
page one, to Fr. John’s question. Or reminder, if you will. Give it 
a second read. For therein lies the answer.

Blessings, Robin the PA 

 

Through
 the
 Window

  Family

We had family in recently, as I’m sure many of you did. It’s in-
teresting reuniting adult children under one roof. Old habits resur-
face, and new habits have a difficult time making their debut. 

We did our usual thing -- sat and talked, played a few games, sat 
and talked, and ate. Oh, we ate. The occasion was one of those 
combination holidays. The 4th of July, our twin daughters’ college 
graduation party, our oldest daughter’s birthday. We cooked out 
but ate in.

Because, you see, our air conditioning is out. It has been for a 
while, and seeking a proper remedy is taking a little time. So we 
use some creative fan set-ups, cool off with water, and basically 
try to ignore the problem. (I hear a lot of you saying ‘yeah, right!’) 
But we did all right. 

#1 son had to work some of the time, and the rest of the time he 
played computer guru for those PCs that had problems. I’m start-
ing to think the heat has something to do with that, too.

The birthday girl had lots of news to bring us from Nashville where 
she and her husband still live. And bless her husband. After the 
first day where we pushed food on them and rushed them down-
town for the concert and fireworks, and the second where the focus 
was on the college graduates (and food), came her birthday. We sat 
and talked for a long time, then I turned to get some writing done. 
Her husband approached me and very diffidently asked, “Is there 
something I can do to help with the festivities tonight?”

My brain was going ‘?’ But what I said was, “Well, reminding me 
is a really good start.”  

Not that I hadn’t thought about it, but in the wake of the cooking 
I’d already done -- including a dalek figure cake; we’re all Dr. 
Who fans  -- and the intense discussions -- everything from God’s 
will through most of the day’s political discussion  to how work 
was going -- I had completely forgotten about anything resemblin 
a birthday. 

I abandoned my writing in favor of pulling together a cake. This 
entailed sending my husband out on his third Cliff Huxtable imita-
tion of the weekend. Remember Cliff being sent out on Thanksgiv-
ing day in search of last-minute items? It’s become what I call an 
unfortunate tradition at our house. On his second run of the week-
end, in true Cliff fashion he’d gotten completely drenched in the 
store parking lot. This trip involved our son-in-law as well. They 
made their trip, marred only by a missing store card, and brought 
back my ingredients and the wine our daughter liked. We had fun, 
and everything turned out fine.

Our usual discussions of politics and faith and future plans took 
some milder turns; for once we were mostly in agreement. I find 
extreme world conditions do tend to bring people together -- on 
one side of the fence or the other. It was exhausting; these discus-
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