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(A very grateful thank you to everyone who has written a comment on the blog over the past few
months. Due in part to my being a noob at this, and to the reliability of the filters on Word Press, I
have only just discovered some of the things readers have said recently.  As always, you all are
valued more than anything and constantly keep me honest {and not writing in a vacuume} )

During my bright college days in the mid-nineties, I had this vision of channeling the spirit of Forrest
Gump. The tag line from the famous film was “You’ll never see the world the same way once
you’ve seen it through the eyes of Forrest Gump.“  The tag was right. I suppose every person
has a movie that informs and manages to elucidate their character in certain ways and Gump was
mine. The fifteen year old argument will persist that Pulp Fiction should have gotten all the laurels
that Forrest Gump received as it result of its universal success. It is also true that Gump spawned
many unnecessary cultural touchstones (never mind the chain restaurants and the fact that Dubya
lists it as his favorite movie). I just wanted to live the Gumpian life. I saw the picture in theaters more
times than all the Star Wars movies combined. Forrest Gump was my depression buster, the movie
that made me want to get out of college and go live life. It is only now as I live my ponderous
existence that I realize just being alive often forces us down the Gumpian path. This is not a post, in
fact, about the fictional novel/film character, but about my Grandfather, myself and the road of life we
not-so-aimlessly run along.

My Grandfather, George Stanley Robinson, passed away last night. He was 87 years old. By all
rights, this is not a day for posting some cheeky little blog note. I found out an hour and a half ago
and have tried to see the world through his eyes for some of that time. Grandpa embodied all the
1990′s cliches-both that of Gump and  Tom Brokaw’s Greatest Generation ones. Just by virtue of
being born in 1922 he managed to live through nearly every great upheaval of the 20th Century. He
was a post-Armistice baby and suffered polio (which showed in his mangled thumb, a childhood
fixation of mine). Grandpa, forced by the Great Depression and the greater need of his family quit
school during the eighth grade. He lived his childhood during the rise of Michigan’s auto industry. A
native of the Flint area, he secured a “good” job on the line at General Motors. When war broke out
in Europe, He was forced off the assembly line and drafted into the Army. During training with the
82nd Airborne, due to insolence, Grandpa’s managed to get his rank stripped and bumped out of
the first wave to land at Normandy. Most of those he trained with didn’t live through the experience.
He eventually did land in France and wound up in Belgium at the Battle of the Bulge. He described
the horror of war to me as “waiting in the snow for a week at Christmas, hoping to not be killed by
Hitler’s troops.” Grandpa came home, met and married my grandmother within a year. They raised
three daughters together, one (my mom) severely handicapped. They managed to see three
teenage girls through high school years during the late 1960′s. He worked as a metal finisher,
machinist and truck driver, retiring in the 1980′s. By the end of the 90′s he was facing that one last
upheaval for so many Americans of his century: seeing my Grandmother through Alzheimer’s
Disease. He spent the last few years making himself sick, not letting on how ill she really was. He
went with her to the nursing home over Thanksgiving. Partly to take care of his congestive heart
failure, but more (I suspect) to make she Grandma’s needs were care of.

Life is not necessarily what happens while you’re making other plans, but what happens to you while
you’re living. So it was for Grandpa, so it is for me. Life will never be the same now that I’ve seen it
through his eyes (and my own).
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