Marlene – An Unforgettable Friend

  When I met you all those years ago at The Foxboro Company, we just sort of clicked. You already knew your way around the small department, but you happily volunteered to introduce me to other employees and answer all my questions about this new work environment.  Blessed with fair skin, blue eyes and streaked, blond locks, you chose a wardrobe that included just the right touch of “casual” in a formal office environment.  We shared each other’s lunches and became close friends.  
  Ours was a small office next to the drafting department, where engineers and drafting techs created large drawings of industrial measurement instruments, valves and related technical components for the products sold to customers.  Our job required neat handwriting to label each letter-sized, technical drawing with information such as customer name, account, purchase order and job order number.  Some large jobs required hundreds of drawings that were shipped to the customer with each delivery of industrial valves and controllers. I am sure that this tedious, repetitive work was eliminated with the introduction of computers and modern technology.
 Typical of offices in the mid-1960’s, our small group of women reported to a male boss, Henry Yeretsky.  How can I remember his name after all these years?  I do recall Maria’s British accent, but names of the others remain a mystery.  You and I spent lunch breaks together and forged a personal friendship outside the office. I was married to Rene, and you were dating Larry, so we carefully planned Saturday night adventures during break time.  Every holiday and birthday provided a reason to bring food to the office, and we soon discovered that our November birthdays were only 16 days apart.  I am the older one!
  When you asked me to be a bridesmaid at your wedding to Larry, I was so honored.  However, I soon found out I was pregnant, which disqualified me from that role in your church.  Your kindness, however, was most appreciated when you asked me to manage the guest book.  All of us celebrated your love and joy on that lovely summer day.in 1967. 
  As the Vietnam War swept over our world, Larry was called up to serve and received orders to Fort Dix, New Jersey for basic training.  You came to live with us in Pawtucket, RI while he was away, and I recall a road trip to visit him one Sunday.  All went well on that 12-hour day until we left Fort Dix and suddenly found ourselves (you, me and Rene) with a flat tire on the high-speed shoulder of the New Jersey Turnpike.  Rene went to work with the traffic roaring past him and changed the right, rear tire in record time.  A highway patrol car pulled up behind us and moved all the traffic out of the high-speed lane just as we finished up.  Rene and I talked about that trip for many years.  Do you remember it?
 .  You brought your daughter Lisa to visit us at our home in Orlando, and I have photos (somewhere in my office storage cabinet) of you with her beside the pool.  When I spoke to Lisa on the phone earlier this month, she recalled that she lost a tooth while visiting us, and the tooth fairy found her, even though she was not at home in Massachusetts. It reminded me of your many thoughtful gestures over the years.
  In 2013 Rene and I planned a week-long visit in New England to attend my 50th high school reunion at King Philip High School in Wrentham.  And I knew I wanted to see you, too. On a glorious September day, we met for lunch at Dave’s Diner in Middleborough (your choice) and enjoyed balmy weather on their patio for more than an hour of laughter and conversation.  We did not know it would be our last visit together.
  You brought love and smiles and friendship to my life.  While separated by geography, we sustained our connection through letters, telephone calls and occasional visits over 50 years.  Memories of working together at the Foxboro Company, partying together as young couples and welcoming children into our families flood my thoughts today.  Rest in peace, dear friend.  I will love you always.
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