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1.

Here I was sitting at my desk, Paul Harvey “Senior Technology Specialist” three months after my wife died, just staring at the black void of my computer screen with thoughts racing through my mind. 

“How did I get here?”  

It had only been three months since I said goodbye to my high school sweetheart. It seemed like just yesterday I was sitting with Patricia in the doctor’s office when the doctor said that awful word. 

Cancer. 

It was like a bad taste in my mouth that just wouldn’t come out. 

Patricia lived six short months after her diagnosis. We found out in March and she was gone by August. I refuse to let six months trump a lifetime with her. I first laid eyes on Patricia Knowls in the third grade. She walked into church with her family one October Sunday and I knew then that I loved her. It took six years for me to muster up the courage to ask her out but I finally made it through the butterflies and asked her to the homecoming game. After that night in the bleachers, it was history. People thought we were crazy getting married at nineteen, but that did not stop us.  At nineteen we moved to Phoenix, Arizona and lived in a one-room apartment with only one other door, the bathroom. I set off to work at a local computer company with little to no experience. Computers became my life. I worked on them all day long in the professional world and then came home to work on them some more. Patricia started teaching kindergarten at the local elementary school. Life couldn’t get any better. 

Over the next thirty years, we raised two boys Adam and Jaxon, and a beautiful girl, Kimberly. Because we had him later in life, Adam was ten years old when we had Jaxon, and Kimberly was seven. Life made sense, even during the tough times.  

We were the “Harvey Crew” to our church family. In church every Sunday. We sat in the same pew for the past thirty years, we were a part of every Christmas program and had done every Bible study the church offered. Our kids were a part of the Children’s ministry, and then the youth group.  But now the glue that held us together, Patricia, was gone. A life that made sense for so many years now just feels like a black void, just like my computer screen. 

Right before her mother’s passing Kimberly, our beautiful daughter who once sang in the church choir, stopped going to church. It all began when she met Logan. Logan is a twenty-seven-year-old bum. Okay, that wasn’t very nice. But what else do you call someone who will not work and mooches off his girlfriend’s success? Everything she ever stood for, God, her family, had been pushed aside for Logan. But who was I to judge? I hadn’t made my way to church since Patricia’s death. 

Jaxon has always chosen a different path. He was the gifted kid in school. He always did well in the art electives than other classes. He is very talented and should be pursuing a career in that direction. Instead, he is living in his room at home and working at the local hardware store, which he hates. 

Adam and Jaxon could not be more different. Adam was the oldest and most responsible. At thirty his life is the life everyone wants: a beautiful wife, Anna, the cutest little four-year-old girl, Annalee and one on the way. Adam is all business and success and sometimes this is his downfall. Well, Adam has always been responsible, smart and the star of the family. He always excelled in school. He was the star athlete, student body president, and had a full ride scholarship to Arizona State University. This is where he met Anna, love at first sight, kind of like me and Patricia. They both graduated from Arizona State and pursued their dreams. Adam is an attorney with a major firm in downtown Phoenix and Anna is a child psychologist at Phoenix Children’s Hospital. In everyone’s eyes, they are the power couple. But even the power couple has their downfalls. Recently he’s been spending a lot of time with the new associate at the office, even so far as to go to dinner with her.  

These are my kids. This is my life. And with my wife it all made sense. Now I don’t know what to make of it. It seems like nothing seems to be going right. None of us can get along for more than a few hours at a time. It seems what use to make our family “a family” has disappeared. Will it ever come back? Will my family ever be whole again? 

2.

Two months after Patricia’s death my company, CBG Technologies, took some major hits. We were audited and the company decided to make major cutbacks. They hired a specialist, to come in and analyze the production of the employees and make the cutbacks based on the results the specialists came up with. 

My body might be present every day but my mind and heart sure weren’t. It was literally taking everything in me to come to work every day, let alone make small talk with the people I worked with. And I think everyone pretty much got the memo to stay away from Paul Harvey, the new widow. 

But one day everything changed. 

I can’t tell you the exact time or date. But the first time my eyes met with Roxanna’s something was different. I hadn’t felt that way in a long long time. And to be honest, I never thought I would feel that way again. I didn’t think I was allowed too. 

Wasn’t I cheating on Patricia? What would she say? 

It all started in the coffee room, my second office. Roxanna walked in and started to

make small talk. I had no idea who she was. Like I said, I was physically there but I wasn’t mentally there. Our conversation started out pretty simple:

Roxanna said, “Oh man, they are out of coffee.”

“Oh here, the filters are right in this cabinet. And the beans are in that cabinet,” I 

replied. 

And that was it. I was smitten. 

Okay, it wasn’t that fast. But that was pretty much it. 

“Good. My coffee level is at like a three and it needs to be at a twelve,” Roxanna commented. 

“Oh, a coffee fan? Glad to know I’m not the only one. I pretty much drink it until I fall asleep at night.” 

Thankfully this was our conversation starter and what would kick off a great friendship. She replied back, “Oh, that’s it? I have an IV drip of coffee!” 

We both laughed and my heart fluttered. What was this feeling? Was I flirting? I couldn’t be flirting. I didn’t even know how to flirt anymore. Patricia and I had been married for 31 years. We had romantic moments. We had beautiful moments. But I wouldn’t say we flirted. We LOVED. 

This was different. This was like a school boy crush. She made my heart beat and my palms sweat. I was too old for this right? 

But over the next few weeks, our friendship grew. We would talk a little more each day. And then it just became part of my everyday routine. I actually enjoyed going to work every day. I started to get back in the swing of the things. But we couldn’t avoid the obvious, she was the specialist hired to lay people off in my company. Even though I was a “Senior Technology Specialist” I could still lose my job just as easily as the college intern. 

But then again she wouldn’t be there forever, right? She would leave once her job was done. Could we start something then? 

OH MY GOSH. What am I saying? I love Patricia. I love Patricia. I can’t do this to her. I can’t throw away thirty-one years of marriage over one woman at work. 

––––––––

3.

The next few weeks were hard. I hadn’t talked to Adam or Kimberly for nearly two weeks. Which would have been kind of normal, but since Patricia died it seemed like at least one of them checked up on me at least a few times a day. Now nothing. 

My fatherly instincts kicked in. What were my kids up to? 

I spoke to Jaxon every day, but only because he lived under the same roof. And even that was a “Hey, there’s pizza on the counter,” and then and “Okay thanks,” and he was off to his room again. I was falling out of touch with my kids. How did this happen? 

What in the world was happening to my life?? 

My faith started to slip. I felt like there was absolutely nothing going right in my life. 

Something had to change. I picked up the phone that evening to call Adam at his office. He never left work before seven anyway. It went to his voicemail. 

Weird. 

I tried his cell phone. Voicemail again. I decided to call the house phone. This time, Annalee answered the phone. 

“Hewwo??” in her small four-year-old voice.

“Is this Princess Annalee’s house?” I replied. 

“GRANPA!!!” she literally screamed through the phone as if I couldn’t hear her. 

“Annalee, is daddy there?” 

“Nope.” 

“Is mommy home?” 

“Yep.”

“Can I speak to mommy?”

“MOMMMMMMMMMYYYYY” 

“Hello?” finally Anna comes to the phone.

“Hey Anna, it’s Paul.” 

“Hey Paul, sorry it took so long to come to the phone. I was cooking dinner. How are you? I’ve been meaning to call you!” 

“Oh, I’m fine Anna. I was actually looking for Adam. Is he around?”

“No, he’s working late again. They have a big case and he’s getting ready for trial. He should be home within the hour. I will tell him you called.”

“Okay, thanks, Anna. I’ll let you get back to cooking dinner.”

“Why don’t you come over for dinner sometime this week? We’d love to have you over and I’m sure Annalee misses her Granpa.” 

“Anna that sounds great!”

“Okay, we’ll see you Saturday around 7?” 

“Sounds, great! See you then.” 

Something was off. Adam wasn’t at work. I just called there. And if he was preparing for a big trial he would definitely be at his office. 

I decided to stop worrying about Adam for a minute and call Kimberly. 

She picked up on the first ring.

“Hi, dad.” 

“Well hello, beautiful daughter of mine.”

“Dad, is something wrong?” 

“No, I just thought I would call and check on my daughter, is that a crime?”

“No, I just hadn’t talked to you in a while. How are things? Do you need any help with the house?”.

“Kimmy, I am a grown man. I did help your mother with the house for thirty-one years.”

“Yes, but you helped. Logan and I can come help if you need.”

“Kimmy, I’m fine. I promise. Speaking of Logan how are the both of you?” 

That sounded convincing, right?

“We are fine Dad. Logan actually picked up a job this week.”

What did that mean pick up a job? Did he drop it? I did not have patience for this bum tonight. 

“Oh, that’s great honey! I’m really happy for the two of you!” I lied. “Have you talked to Adam lately?”

“No Dad, is something wrong? You sound funny.”

“Oh no. I am fine. I just haven’t spoken to any of you kids in a while. I was hoping to see you sometime this week.”

“Well, I’m pretty busy, but maybe Logan and I could meet you for dinner one night this week?”

Oh great, the bum was coming too. 

“Sure Kimmy, that sounds great.”

“Friday night? 7 o’clock? We can meet you at that little diner you like to go to.”

“Sounds good hun. I love you.”

“I love you too dad.”

Well, at least I had made plans with at least two of my kids this week. Maybe I can try and talk to them both separately at least some point in the night. Now if only I could get Jaxon to sit down with me. 

Right as I was thinking that Jaxon walked in and headed straight for the stairs.

“Jax!”

“Yeah Dad, what’s up?”

“How was your day?”

“It was fine Dad.”

“Did you do anything fun?”

“GEEZ! What’s with the third degree? Did someone die?”

My expression must have given my shock away. 

“Oh God Dad. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that.”

“It’s okay son. I’m sure you didn’t.” He’s angry I can tell. Jaxon never says off the wall comments like that. His might have a funky way of doing most things in life but Jaxon Harvey had the biggest heart in this family, aside from his mother. “Doing anything for dinner? I was thinking about going out. Want to join?”

He slightly hesitated but then said, “Sure Dad.”

That’s all I wanted. Time with my kids. Maybe I wasn’t losing it after all.  

––––––––

4.

Dinner that night with Jaxon was
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