DEB
25 April 2022 – An event took place at 1673 Shale Trail Loop in The Villages that I never would have dreamed of……
This is not a story about a love interest, but about a woman whom I loved.  Deb Decann was a clerk at the Office of Personnel Management (OPM) when I transferred in 2006. I immediately bonded with her because of her “No bull-schitt” approach to her job. She kept the ship afloat.  
I went to OPM in June of 2006.  At OPM. there was more opportunity for advancement than with my dead-end job with the Air Force.  With my over forty years of experience in law enforcement and security, I was a natural at the start of a new division, the Security and Safety Team (SST) at Iron Mountain, a secure underground facility 50 miles north of Pittsburgh.
In 1977, there were 37 government employees at Iron Mountain. When I arrived, there were over 2000 employees working on clearances for the military, contractor, and government employees.
Deb and I bonded almost instantly.  We both had the mission in mind.  I joked at calling her “Mom.” It didn’t take long for her to start calling me “Dad.” Deb was a short, blond-haired lady. But she was big in stature.  She knew her job and stood her ground.  Her west coast roots took her back to California in 2009.  In the highly political environment at OPM, I missed her honesty.  She didn’t stay west very long and was back at Iron Mountain 2 years later.  
Deb took a position in the Freedom of Information /Privacy Act office (FOI/PA).  It was nice having her back.  Part of my job was to tour the facility on a daily basis, keeping an eye on things.  I always wore walking shoes because of the mileage that I put on every day. My Under-Armour socks were always color coordinated with my shirt of the day. When I reached the FOI/PA office, Deb would stop everyone.  I would then lift my right foot to her desk, expose my socks, and hear the catcalls from the girls in the office.  Just a little fun in a hard-working environment.
Deb was the only woman who my wife Peg would let me date.  On a handful of occasions Deb and I went to hockey or baseball games.  I remember running into good friends at a Penguin game when I was with her.  It was one of those awkward moments.
On December 19, 2019 I received a call from Heather, Deb’s daughter.  I knew that Deb had cancer, but I didn’t know how far it had grown.  Since Deb couldn’t talk at that point, Heather asked me to call Deb’s phone and leave a message on her voice-mail.  She wanted to hear my voice one last time.  Talk about emotion.  I was both honored that Deb thought of me at this point and destroyed that I was about to lose another friend.  It was the hardest message I ever had to send.
The next day I received the call from Heather that no one wants to get.  Deb had passed.  The irony was that my best friend, Joe, died on December 20th, twenty-seven years earlier.  I think it’s safe to say that 20 December is not my favorite day of the year.
Deb was cremated and Heather was to take a west coast trip to distribute the ashes in Deb’s old haunts in Alaska and California.  The Covid “thing” hit and the trip was put off.  I contacted Heather in the fall of 2021 to ask her how everything went.  She advised me that she had to put the trip off.  She then asked me if I had any ideas of where to spread the ashes.  
“I have a beautiful palm tree in front of my house. I’d be honored to spread some of the ashes around it.”
“I think my mom would be honored if you did that.”
I was in Pittsburgh in January (for a hockey game…...what else?).  I drove to Mars. PA and met Heather.  She gave me the tidy little box with Deb’s ashes.  We chatted a bit before Deb and I had one last date.
On 25 April 2022, Deb’s sixty-ninth birthday, there was a small ceremony attended by Peg, my daughter Morgan, and me.  The ashes were spread and the tree was given a name……..Deb.



