
DRESSING UP

For the past seven ycats, my husbmd (age 75) and I (63) have been living in silencc and
seclusioo, pursuing ow own interesrs, usually dressed in pull-on cotton pants and loose
oretshirs. Emie photogr.phs binds, r€ads Shalespearg and traias for race-walling in the
Seniot Otymfics. I gractice meditation, study Wiliain Bldq alrd create needleart'

BLrt on Saturday nigfrrs we dress up and party.

Io our s€parate rootns, we rumnege througlr tlt rt*neinders of our past bwine$, social and
tecteational vardrobes lookfuqg for odd, intecsting and unique combinations of apparel attd
accessories vidr s'hich to delight, arrursq or at least surPrise each o&€r. I brush out big my
longwhite hair and cksp an omament in it Once in awhilc Emie sbows up in e ruit and tiq
which he never wears odrerwise, and somehon', wirhout aoy Prior disclrssion, I choose black
and peads. On tr[ occasions-Wmter Sobtice, oui wedding annivetsary, bitthdays-by
agreement ve go formal Emie in his tuxedo and I in an evening gown or ftrll-leagtl hostess
sLirg widr conagc and boutonniele We play Dave BrubecL's soulful solo, 'Just You,Just
Me." And as we salute each othet with out ghcial martinis, we tecite tiese lines by Il Yu:

The clouds above us ioin and separate,
The breeze in the courtyard leaves and retums.
Jife is like $at, so vhy not reLx?
Who can stop us from celebratiagl

And here we arq celebcating out
anniversary, all dressed up iust for eadr
otietl


