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Chapter 1

Grandmas Job Search Log

Observing my fogged up mirror after a
morning shower, I jumped with shock, dropping my towel the minute I
felt my husband’s hand grip my ripe old butt. He described to me
that he was just trying to grab an apple from the basket. I told
him that was a nice compliment because other than my body, apples
are taut and firm. He then said that it was more like a soft well
ripened fuzzy peach. How nice it is to still feel desirable at this
age. My husband with a silly personality reminding me of my
favorite cartoon characters, is good to me.’ With a giggle I could
not hold in, I continued with my morning routine, leaving the towel
on the floor at this point. Using a dry towel with one hand to
clear away the steam and holding firmly onto my coffee cup with the
other, I centered my attention on counting silver threads piling
over my auburn color that I proudly covered a month ago, while
pondering if it’s all worth it. I’m truly out of work for the first
time at fifty five. Three months have gone by, taking with it a
small nest egg I never thought I would have to depend on, at my
age.

I remember not long ago, in my youth, before
the family life, still getting a full time work schedule and
holding down two jobs. I was able to party all night, while
sleeping at work on my lunch break. Thinking back, it seemed so
easy. I am not calling myself old yet, for the proof of the
generation of eighty to ninety call me part of the young crowd. I
for one hope that’s not what I will be like, telling the middle
aged they are young people too. If I do, please let there still be
the existence of hair dye, allowing myself to feel I have a memory
that gives me a wish of being young at heart. I do recall when gray
hair never mattered. It was all about grandma and grandpa coming
for a visit, letting their hair turn gray and figures pop in all
directions. The grandkids ran for hugs and kisses, while secretly
wiping off their kissed cheeks. Getting our little cheeks pinched,
wishing and hoping it didn't happen again, trying to avoid it at
the end of the visit. I would give anything for that now, without
the fidgety feeling of running to hide so I could go behind closed
doors to wipe it off. Time has passed and grandparents are no
longer one hundred percent there, being replaced by daycares as the
parents go off to work. Now, in our middle aged lives, we are
looking for work, losing the memory of the big garden in the
backyard full of the tallest corn stalks. Sweet potatoes and
carrots hiding under the ground with a tip of green decor and most
of all, Mr. Scarecrow standing watch.

Being a nurse for close to thirty eight
years, I grip on not going down in silence. We are the In-crowd
baby boomers; fluffy, plump and full of hugging and spoiling our
outstanding grandchildren. As our time draws near, we can only hope
to see in-home caregivers driving us where we want to go. We will
be dreaming of having clean homes, with our meals prepared, while
joyfully sharing our stories of the old days. Sounds like a pretty
good dream after all the years of picking up after our children and
husbands. Fantastic payoff to finally be able tell others that work
for us to do the dishes and laundry, give us a bath and cook a nice
hot meal. Becoming involved with the State as an Independent
Healthcare Provider, the last five years, was a breath of fresh
air. Having a single unique patient to care for individually in
their own homes had been less taxing. Spending a majority of thirty
years working in hospitals, nursing homes, then retirement inns
including home health care, age suddenly puts into perspective what
I’m unable to do anymore. Indeed, I am in the middle, so still
young, not old at all, with the realistic situation at hand. This
has made it tougher to find work. What’s the matter with me or is
it that the younger generation is ignoring my knowledge? Now I am
facing the age bracket of watching the young get the job first. I
want to be standing in line ready to work, putting my age behind me
with an unending balance of faith. I looked forward to meeting each
interview with a client that clearly ends up being as timeworn as
me or a few years on me. Heading out for possible employment as I
go from different meeting places for interviews working in the
direction of regaining my health insurance or should I say life
insurance, which both has been on pause for four months due to
reduction in my work hours. I thought financial depression was over
in the eighteen to nineteen hundreds. I personally lean on faith
for all I go through and more so at my age now. Things take place
for a reason, so I must trust in knowing that these are life
lessons to a higher blessing.

Job interviews in the fifty year old and up
age range make us become motivated because we are the people of
expertise. In any case, it’s not taken casually by ourselves as
professionals now. My first job call comes in, so I’m now a human
being of the working senior group, plus someone wants me. Somebody
that wonders more about the number of gray hairs I have than my
years of skills. When getting ready for a job interview I try not
to think of the flash of time, back when I applied for my first
nursing position landing the job freshly out of school.

Dressed and organized for this, I recognized
what to expect as I was ready to go for it. A few months earlier, I
found myself working with a client close to two and a half months.
This was before my asthma kicked in so bad I had to excuse myself
from that position with a doctor’s note due to my health problems
and the environment of the work situation at the time, the client
was a hoarder with four cats. She lived in an apartment with cat
urine including filled litter boxes that were never cleaned.

In addition to the health concerns I was
having, I stayed, thinking it was just a cold I had, when in fact
my asthma was not agreeing with me being the right person for the
job. With uncontrolled coughing and shortness of breath, causing
dizziness, I thought I was over doing it with sex at my age.

Three to four weeks later, I got my
breathing back under control, but at the same time I was still
looking for work. The days turned into weeks, then months. As time
flew by, I saw myself still out of work. I was writing more than
ever, enjoying myself so much more than I could remember.

My daughter lived with me and my husband. We
were supporting her due to a disability she has had since birth.
She was my only client. With a few hours from the State I was able
to cover our rent. Outside of that, all the rest was taken care of
by my husband. This was telling me that it’s time to have someone
take care of me. I have followed the will of faith, after all the
years of holding it all together with my children as a single
parent before I married again, now I was being taken care of by my
family, while I continued writing and publishing my books.

My next job interview was coming up with a
call I personally received and I was determined to get my thoughts
together. I was going to grab this job, no problem, I may be older,
but I got this. I was confident as I headed to meet my client and
for sure new job. Coming up to the front steps I knocked on the
door and a very nice young lady opened the door asking who I was. I
specified being there for an interview and she replied that she did
not remember anybody coming for that. I was asked to come in to
meet with the lady who forgot about it, leading me to tell her
about myself as I proceeded toward the client. We talked a little
while, maybe a half hour or so, before she asked me to follow her
downstairs to where the clients were, not one client, but three
residents/clients living in her basement apartment. In just a short
time it all went downhill. The lady showing me around, younger than
me of course, startled me by unexpectedly stumbled over one of her
client’s wheelchair leg rests and down she went, head first on the
cement floor. My maternal instincts took over and I proceeded to
take all measures to do the right thing in making sure she was
alright. She looked up then she tried to stand. At that moment I
noticed her forehead was bleeding and knew the interview was never
going to get anywhere. I can still see the ambulance coming to the
front door as I found my way back outside telling them I just came
for an interview. Let me give myself a few minutes of pause before
I go into another job conversation experience. Of course I have to
get the mood back again. In another way I meant to say I need to
get the middle aged faith fight back, plus must go onward. If there
is a bus ride to age fifty and plus I do not remember formally
accepting it. Yet, if in fact I did, then I just don't have any
recollection of that moment in my life. Supposing there is a lot of
rules and regulations to go with complete snags to get out of that
one. Things were somehow stress-free when we were younger with the
option of needing a job or just to save for a first car or because
you were dating. One more day meant another dollar spent on an
interview at one o’clock. How unusual to see a caregiver, who seems
to come across as a family member, waiting for my arrival. The
family was apparently looking for more care hours. The next lady I
saw was the daughter not the client who was not there, but supposed
to be giving the interview. She set herself aside right away,
letting the caregiver in training start asking me questions.
Seemingly the client did not know how to give an interview, which
is fine in some cases if the client was there. Turning out to be a
rather odd afternoon as the questions kept coming from the
caregiver that apparently only just met the family and was hired a
month ago. It was an awkward meeting but I got through it as they
were hoping that the daughter could understand the interview
process from a far-fetched just hired caregiver who has not been
known long and it still in training. I just got there so hire me or
at least let me interview myself. This was not for me as I
professionally got up and spoke of another obligation I could have
had. It made me feel like I was at a children’s daycare learning
center with no teachers. On my continued interviews I was simply
becoming affected by unpleasant encounters and totally supposing
the worst by now. Deciding to take a deep breath and carry on with
confidence.

Let’s see how this goes as I drive downtown to another possible paycheck.
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