Tom isn’t here anymore.
He won’t be going to any more Naval association reunions, nor will I hear him reminisce with former shipmates, telling the same tales that were told at the reunion the year before, but delivered with a little more nostalgia with each retelling. I now of course wish I had committed more of them to memory, or to paper. And no more ‘tots’, lately his as well as my own.
Lynn next door will never again have to convert his long-sleeved Navy work shirts into short sleeved for the summer, or patch the shirt pockets, worn through because that’s where he carried his hearing aid, pipe, tobacco and lighter. Or convert his Navy ‘dungs’ into shorts when the legs became too stained and worn.
He won’t be fighting with Doug across the street about who gets to run his snow blower, winning the argument with a gruff “My toy”! Or come in on a snowy morning after clearing four or five driveways for neighbours.
Margaret on the other side of us will never again have to supply him with one of his favourite meals: roast turkey and all the fixings at Thanksgiving or Christmas, because Tom made the mistake of marrying a Swede who would neither cook nor eat turkey.
Never again will I hear him exclaim “What the fuck” when confronted with something unexpected, such as a new piece of furniture, or things rearranged, or fish and vegetables for supper, when he was hoping for meat and potatoes.
Never again will he cook his signature dishes for me: ‘red lead and cap tallies’ (trans: bacon and stewed tomatoes), or his delicious lambs’ kidneys on toast.
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I won’t have to roar at him like a drill sergeant to stand at attention so I can pin his medals on straight when we are off to some Naval function. 
I won’t again hear the Naval toast “To our wives and sweethearts, may they never meet”, and wonder which category I am meant to be in.
I won’t be driving him on his semi-annual run to drop off donation cheques to his favourite charities: the FoodBank, the Humane Society, the Salvation Army.
I won’t be going on any more trips with him, to far-flung naval bases in South Africa, or Hong Kong, and hear him complain that those places are no longer the way they were when he was there last, 50 or 60 years ago. 
I won’t have to pander to Tom’s very English sense of propriety by explaining to visitor’s using our upstairs bathroom for the first time, that the ‘tits and arse’ gallery in it is mine, not his.
Nor will he accomplish his ambition of shagging his way through the alphabet; he died missing a ‘T’ and an ‘X’.
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I won’t find him in the spring tenderly trying to feed cat food or garden worms cut up small on a toothpick to baby birds brought in by Hilda across the street, or tenderly, carefully one by one by George the cat. Or teaching a cardinal that he brought up from a fledgling how to fly.
He will no longer be popping in Christmas Day morning, after feeding and watering the animals at the Humane Society, to tell me that some of the Humane Society staff will be along shortly and expect hot glögg, coffee, and food.
I will not be entertaining Hettie the Halifax whore-house madam at any more CNAG parties in our rec room.
I won’t be getting any more Christmas gifts that he has made himself, like the miniature outhouse, less than ¾ of an inch high, for the Swedish Christmas scene he insisted on putting up every year.
I won’t need to report to him how Lois, wife number 1 is doing in her co-op unit or the long term care facility. They are now both gone.
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I won’t find him sitting in the full sun in the back yard, hatless, shirtless, sunscreenless, soaking up the heat and admiring his tomatoes and roses.
He won’t be showing any more children, or or young women for that matter, how he can make the sails of the ship tattoo on his left forearm flutter in the wind.
He won’t be telling any more health care professionals that he has AIDS: hearing aids, seeing aids, chewing aids, walking aids, and little blue pills for pissing aids.
He won’t be touring any more visitors through his “I love me” wall in the rec room -- he never did give me the tour.
No more gifts of a case of port, or Glayva, or Amarulla for his birthday or Christmas.
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Of all of Tom’s numerous close friends and close former shipmates (not counting former girlfriends), only two have outlived him: Gordie Barrett, a school mate from elementary school in Verdun Que, and David Nairn, a shipmate from HMCS Nootka, which Tom always said was the happiest ship he ever served on.
Toward the end, Tom really, really wanted to go. He got his wish – we should be happy for him. Among Tom’s last coherent words, addressed to his middle son Christopher, but applicable to all of us, were “No tears, no tears”. 
So here’s a toast to a man who lived a very full life, enjoyed most of it, and taught me how happy a marriage can be.

