
I’ve been writing this column
now for more than 12 years.  It

is not because I am the best
writer in the world, or because I
necessarily always have some-
thing interesting to say.  Rather, I
write this because I am the boss,
and there are certain expecta-
tions that come with the title.
Besides, no one else wants to do
it.

I will, from time to time,
receive letters or emails or
phone calls about something I
have written here, and I do
appreciate the feedback  — both
good and bad  — as it confirms
and reminds me that at least
someone is reading what goes in
this space. 

The single column that gen-
erated the biggest response was
not about our services or a spe-
cific aging issue, or for that mat-
ter about anything we do here at
the Council.  It was about my
dog.  Back in the 1990s I wrote a
column about Nixon, our too
big, too goofy and sometimes
way too energetic Dalmatian.  I
wrote, jokingly, that as a puppy
he was so energetic that his vet-
erinarian had prescribed a tran-
quilizer, but that we later found
that things worked out much
better if, instead of giving the
pills to Nixon, we took them
instead.  I was just kidding!

One of the other things that I
wrote that I most loved about
Nixon was watching him every
morning when I let him out into
our back yard.  No matter if it
was a beautiful sunny morning,
pouring down rain or the cold-
est, snowiest day of the year, he
always would approach his
morning prance around our
fence line in the same way  —
with his head high and long tail
almost straight up.  It always
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made me feel that he knew
something that I didn’t and that
I should strive to be more aware
and appreciative of my sur-
roundings.  It reminded me that
I should stop and enjoy the
small stuff that I take for grant-
ed.  Even on my worst day,
watching his reaction to the new
day never failed to make me feel
better.

In the years since I wrote
that column, Nixon’s daily
morning routine continued.
Over the years he had gained a
few pounds, but he never lost
his energy or enthusiasm for
life.  Then about a year and a
half ago we began to notice that
he was slowing down a bit.  He
had noticeably gained weight
and developed a slight limp.  His
veterinarian told us that he was
getting older and that this was
not unusual.  Much to Nixon’s
dismay, we put him on a diet
and, much to our dismay, he
gained more weight.  His grad-
ual decline continued over the
next nine months or so, to the
point where his limp worsened
and he struggled getting around
the house.  When I let him out-
side in the morning he no
longer pranced along the fence
line and his head and tail were
no longer held high.  It was clear
that he was feeling pretty miser-
able.  I was feeling worse.

You probably are guessing

The Council Communicator newspaper is a
publication of Delaware County’s Council for

Older Adults, 818 Bowtown Rd., Delaware, OH
43015.  The Council Communicator is 

published six times a year during the first 
week of January, March, May, July, 

September and November.

Jeff Robinson, Editor
Cynthia Croce Smith, Design

CM Printing, Production

The Council for Older Adults is a 
non-profit organization serving the older 
population throughout Delaware County.  

The Council was created to plan, coordinate
and develop services designed to enable 

older persons living in the county 
to remain independent in their own 

homes and community.

Board of Directors
PRESIDENT:  Joe Girard, Powell

VICE PRESIDENT:  Pete Shears, Powell
SECRETARY:  Rachael Mumaw, Sunbury

TREASURER:  Linda Kiser, Delaware

Liz Barker, Ashley
David Brehm, Sunbury

Danielle Burns, Westerville
Jerry Driesen, M.D., Powell
Deborah Martin, Delaware

Mitzi Michel, Delaware
Janice Monk, Delaware

Jim Price, Troy Township
Pete Snook, Delaware
Clay Snyder, Delaware
Pam Taylor, Delaware
Susan Wolf, Delaware

The Council Communicator is made possible
through the generosity of advertisers, dona-
tions from individuals, and the contributions
of volunteers.  The appearance of advertising
in this publication does not represent an
endorsement of products, services, or political
candidates and issues by the Council for Older
Adults.

The Council Communicator cannot guarantee
the return of articles or photographs submitted
for publication.

60,000 copies of each edition are printed and
distributed throughout Delaware County.  
In the city of Delaware, the Council
Communicator is distributed in The Delaware
Gazette the first Monday of each month of
publication.  In the balance of Delaware
County, the Council Communicator is distrib-
uted to each household via The Bag. In addi-
tion, the Council Communicator is available at
social service agencies, healthcare providers,
public offices, libraries, and other locations
throughout Delaware County.  If you do not
receive The Delaware Gazette or The Bag,
please contact the Council for Older Adults at
(740) 363-6677 or (800) 994-2255.

To advertise in the Council Communicator,
contact Donna Meyer, (740) 363-6677, ext. 119,
or (800) 994-2255.

We reserve the right to refuse advertising from
any business or organization whose mission
may conflict with the Council’s.

Lessons Learned from Nixon
what happened next.  I was cer-
tainly trying to prepare myself
for the worst as we took Nixon
to the vet for another visit.  We
would be pleasantly surprised.
Nixon had gained even more
weight.  So much in fact that it
could not be chalked up to sim-
ply the inevitable result of get-
ting old.  Blood tests ensued,
and as it turned out, Nixon had
(has) a thyroid problem, which
is treatable.  He now takes a cou-
ple pills a day for this and a cou-
ple more for arthritis, and sud-
denly he is back to his old self.
He has lost 13 pounds in the last
two months, and any day now
Jan and I are going to dig out the
old tranquilizers.

I think that there is some-
thing to be learned here.  Please
don’t assume that feeling bad is
a natural part of growing older.
See your doctor regularly, and if
he or she tells you that whatever
ails you is due to old age, find
another doctor and find out the
real cause of your problem. 

Wouldn’t it have been a
shame if we had not discovered
what was wrong with Nixon?  He
would have been robbed of all
those extra mornings prancing
along our fence line, and I
would have been robbed of the
good feeling of watching him.
None of us is going to live forev-
er, but we may as well feel as
good as we can for as long as we
can.  Don’t rob yourself or your
loved ones of this.

Now, if only we can get
Medicare Part D to cover Nixon’s
drugs.  On second thought,
maybe we should be happy that
we don’t have to try and figure
that stuff out for him. 


