
You See What You Want to See 
 
     I’ve never figured out how every year when I take down the 
Christmas decorations, a week later one pops out somewhere that I 
failed to notice while packing up.  
    Last year it was the delicate lace runner I had under my display of 
nativities that I’ve collected from around the world. It ended up staying 
there for the entire change of four seasons since I talked myself into 
believing that it would have been too much trouble to go retrieve the 
bins and repack. No one said anything, and therefore, I am vindicated 
from getting the “careless housekeeper award.” 
     This year it is the Styrofoam snowman made by a now deceased 
teaching colleague. It is on the dining room table right in front of me as I 
sit down to each meal. The status quo will do for the next couple 
months, but I will have to take measures to hide it in a closet when the 
temperatures warm up. Knowing me, I will forget all about the snowman 
and it won’t come out next year. The snow and cold will, though, like 
clockwork. 
     I can’t be the only one. In fact, a national newspaper columnist 
tweeted her personal plight, which gave me a clue that I was on to 
something when in an hour she had over 50 “likes.” 
     Let me explain why I am writing about Christmas decorations at the 
end of January, and I haven’t moved on to a rant over spring clothes on 
the racks too soon. I enjoy the whole holiday season, and keep it as such 
until the middle of January. Besides, the lights from the tree brighten the 
early nightfall when days are long and dreary. 
     It’s those little things that get you every time. It reminds me that 
paying attention and being present are so important.  
     Certainly, on the job not a one of you is a slouch. You couldn’t get 
away with it. You are trained observers in your specific occupations.  
     Now my husband chides me, “you have the whole world to manage” 
in retirement. That’s a hefty responsibility if I say so myself.  
     The other day as I pulled out onto the road, my husband remarked 
that a white car that had been in the neighbor’s yard for quite some time 



apparently waiting for repairs – the owner is skilled himself– was no 
longer there.  
     I said something lame like “I hadn’t paid attention. Good. The car is 
workable.” My mind was off in other directions. I can’t imagine how 
many trips down the hill I had made without taking a look that the 
driveway was empty.  
     If you are inconvenienced you are quick to take notice; otherwise, 
you don’t focus on the small things, which is a great mistake. 
     Rushing through a drive-thru I get riled with an aloof attendant. On 
the other hand, I have been in a couple Rochester restaurants where it is 
buffet style and the servers were attentive and patient with first time 
customers. I thought about it later and went to both of their websites and 
wrote positive reviews. The attendant from the drive-thru will get a pass.  
     When a visitor comes and I show them around the area, sometimes I 
find way more than I want to see in the state of our struggling towns. 
Vacant storefronts. Dilapidated front porches. Like everyone else, I 
dislike watching things go downhill, and I am reminded that it takes a 
village of proactive stewards to keep communities alive. 
 
 
      
      
 
      
      
      
      
 


