What follows is the beginning of a series of journal entries by Judge Hardcastle after the death of his wife, Nancy.  While written with sincere emotion and no small amount of empathy, this may not be a series for every "Hardcastle and McCormick" fan.  If you like good writing and a showcase for depth of emotion on the part of the characters, please give this a try.


HARDCASTLE’S JOURNAL

May 12, 1973

My Dearest Nancy

        Six months, six months today.  It's been six months since you died and I've been alone.  You said that I could do it, but I don't know how.  I don't have

anyone to talk to now.  I come home to an empty house and stare at your picture for hours.  I go to bed and stare at the ceiling because I can't sleep

without you beside me.

        We talked about this, what I would do without you.  And you were right, I am working more.  I go in early and stay late.  I go over case files again and

again.  I pull up old files and go over them until I can't see straight. 

Frank says that I am going to work myself into an early grave.  Might not be a

bad thing.  It's not like I have a helluva lot left here with you and Tommy

gone. Time was I had everything, nothing could stop me, now I couldn't care

less.  Maybe I'll get lucky and get hit by a car or something, at least I'd

have you to catch me.

        I did get pulled over last week for falling asleep while I was driving home at three in the morning.  Poor kid that pulled me over hadn't even been on

patrol for a week.  I had to bully the kid into giving me the damn ticket. 

Frank got a kick outta that one.  Said Claudia laughed herself silly.

        I think Sarah misses you nearly as much as I do.  The house has never been

cleaner, she bakes cookies twice a week and keeps every neighbor up and down

the beach fat and happy.  This morning she left me the longest list I've ever

seen about what I need to do for the damn roses.  As if I haven't kept up with

those roses for how many years now?  I swear one of these days I'm gonna bring

home one of those cocky brats that run through my courtroom and teach him a

thing or two about responsibility and let him take care of the roses. Might be

good for him at that.  I can see it now, Hardcastle's Halfway House for Cons. 

Boy, Sarah would set any of them straight in half a heartbeat and me too,

wouldn't she? 

        Sarah has just been a rock around here since you went away. Her and Frank are just about the only reasons I haven't joined you.  I'm pretty sure that Sarah

is the one who flushed every sleeping pill in the house and Frank didn't let

me out of his sight for a week.  Not that I remember that first week, or even

want to.  I brought you home, like you wanted.  The docs yelled of course, but

they knew that you were gonna die, so they let me bring you home.  Frank and

Claudia helped Sarah set up a bed in the den just like you wanted.  You were

so tired of hospital beds.  You said the couch was comfortable and so was I. 

We fell asleep on the couch together, but you never woke up.  At least you

don't hurt anymore.  No more pain, no more pills, or shots, just sleep.

Hardcastle looked at the journal in his hands and gently closed it.  What more

was there to say?  Feeling tired and old, he rolled over and placed the

hardbound book into the lower drawer of his nightstand and placed the ink pen

with it before turning out the light.  He resigned himself to another night of

counting ceiling tiles.

April 12, 1974

My dearest Nancy


It has been 17 months since you left me, and I can’t feel anything.  I go to

the office, I do my job, I visit with people, but I don’t feel anything

inside anymore.  I think Sarah knows. She knows everything.  Frank can tell I

think, but everyone else tells me how good I am looking, how great my game is,

what a good job I did on that last case, but no one asks me how do I feel. 

How do I feel?  Empty, that’s how I feel.  The house feels cold and silent. 

I go through the motions, making myself live just like I promised you, but

some days, I just can’t do it.  Too many people want too many answers, need

me to be in too many places, read too many case files, and I’m just one

tired old man.  


I know what you’re thinking, shut up and quit griping and do it anyway.  We

both knew what was going to happen.  That one day the chemo would stop working

and it would be time to let go.  It still caught me by surprise.  You promised

to live forever, remember?  That night we got caught by your dad down by the

tide pool?  Boy was he furious!   You were so beautiful, I just couldn’t

resist asking you to marry me and making you promise to live forever.  You did

too.  At least you will in my heart and my memories.


I put some new flowers on your grave last week, pink roses from the garden.  I am trying out a new mulch brand this year, hope it keeps the bugs out better. 

At least working out in the garden gives me something to do.  Why is it that

people expect widows and widowers to have fancy flower gardens?  I have talked

to a few people at the garden shop and found several little old ladies there

from a widows support group who said it was their job to help new widows plant

flower gardens.  Now how in the hell is that supposed to make any sense at

all?  Maybe if you were here, you could explain it to me.


Sarah is calling me for supper so I had better close this.  She gets worried

if I don’t at least try to eat everyday. Most days I’m okay now, but days

like today, I just don’t care.  I love you my darling and I miss you.

