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Opinions

Ihad a vision of how my oldest daughter 
would wind down her senior year of high 
school. We’d plan a party and then send out 

invitations. In mid-April, 
we’d sit in the audience 
at Turner Hall, watching 
her perform a lead role in 
“Mamma Mia,” all three 
nights. We’d take pictures 
at Grant Park for prom, at-
tend the awards program, 
drama club and music 
banquets. 

I’d assumed the weeks 
toward the end of the 
school year would be com-
pletely packed with work 
and school obligations. 

I was going to soak 
in every moment because in the end, the young 
woman, who I remember so clearly as a curly-
headed, big-blue-eyed toddler, would walk across 
the stage to collect her diploma, bringing to a close 
her successful high school career. We’d be there, 
cheering her on, excited about what comes next. 
To say I was looking forward to that celebration is 
an understatement. 

But then, life changed for all of us. 
We are living in a time of unknowns and uncer-

tainty as we navigate a pandemic the likes of which 
we’ve never before experienced. Our daily routines 
have been thrown completely off balance as our 
family–and many others, I’m sure–grieves what 
could have been–what should have been. 

In many ways, I feel guilty for feeling the way 
I do. There are people who have dedicated their 
lives–actually risk their lives–to keep us safe and 
healthy. There are others who have lost their jobs 
and lost loved ones to this horrible virus. 

My losses pale in comparison. 
So last week, as I sat at work, reading yet another 

update on the impacts of the novel coronavirus and 
projections for what to expect in the coming weeks, 
I decided I needed an attitude change. 

 I thought back on the past three weeks and our 
family life. We’ve spent more time together than 
we have in years. As I reflected, I saw so many gifts 
staring back at me. 

In the past several weeks, our time together as 
a family has been the greatest blessing in my life. I 
may joke about our constant state of togetherness, 
but that doesn’t mean I don’t fully appreciate the 
opportunity we’ve been given to savor this time. 

I’m sorry to say that it had been far too long 
since we had time to make dinner together every 
night and then sit around the table to share that 
meal. There’s no rushing off to the next meeting 
or activity. We’re present in one another’s lives. We 
even clear the table together and do the dishes with 
barely a complaint. We’ve ended the evening with 
some great board game battles, hours spent huddled 
working on a puzzle or cuddled up together in the 
living room watching a movie.

Our family has always loved being outdoors. 
We’ve attempted to walk and bike whenever there’s 
been time. Now, there’s a long family walk every 
night. It’s more time together as we plot out what 
we’d like to do when this is all over. We reminisce 
about how different life was when the girls were little 
and riding their training-wheel bikes on the trail–or 
even before they were pedaling on their own, riding 
in the cart as either Jay or I pulled them (there may 
have been a few memorable sibling fights that we 
can laugh about now). 

On those walks, I’ve loved seeing–from a dis-
tance, obviously–local people out and about taking 
advantage of the time, the fresh air, the exercise 
and the beauty of our town. When we do meet on a 

sidewalk or trail, everyone makes sure to keep an 
appropriate distance. 

As a family, we’ve worked on scrapbooks, orga-
nized and cleared out closets and drawers and even 
completed a couple minor home improvement 
projects. We’ve pulled out photo albums and we’ve 
watched home videos, laughing until we’ve cried 
happy tears. 

I’ve been awed by how our daughters–17, 15 
and 14–have managed to transition to e-learning 
and how they wake up each day, get dressed, eat 
breakfast and then sit at the dining room table for 
“school.” I’m impressed with how the educators in 
our daughters’ lives are guiding and encouraging 
them through this uncertain time. 

In large part because of the good I’ve witnessed 
through my work, I’ve never had a doubt that Jo 
Daviess County is a special place, home to so many 
truly selfless people. Nothing brings out the good in 
people like a tragedy, and as I go to work every day, 
I’m encouraged by all the wonderful things I hear 
about and see people doing to pull together and 
support the community. I sense we’re all feeling a 
lot more united than we may have before. 

So, with plans cancelled and altered, I’m trying 
my best to see and be the good. Instead of mourn-
ing what could have been, our family has found 
solace in the positives in our lives–and there are 
many. We will get through this, and we will emerge 
stronger than ever. 

And one day, years from now, Lilly will share 
with her children and grandchildren tales from 
the end of her upside-down senior year. I hope and 
pray some of those tales include fond memories 
of all the time we spent together as a family, what 
I choose to see as the silver lining in this time-out 
from normal life. 

by Hillary Dickerson, editor
hdickerson@galgazette.com
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A gift now lays
in ruins by the
railroad tracks

Green bits, red bits and blue bits. They are 
all scattered about along the Burlington 
Northern Railroad tracks at the four-mile 

mark of the Galena River Trail.
These bits used to be chairs, adirondack 

chairs. They were a gift to those who use this new 
stretch of trail from Galena Junction to Aiken. 

In late spring, summer and fall some of those 
using the trail would 
sit down on one of the 
chairs and take in the 
beauty of the Mississippi 
River backwaters along 
Harris Slough.

Another set of chairs 
is neatly stacked up 
against a tree a half mile 
south near the path 
leading up to Casper 
Bluff.

This is a place of 
beauty, of exercise. It’s 
a place where families, 
friends and lovers take 

time to enjoy the world around them.
Those chairs, some green, blue and red, at 

this four-mile mark, are no longer neatly stacked 
up against a tree. They are now in pieces strewn 
along the railroad track.

Was this an act of nature, the wind shoving the 
chairs over the embankment. Or was this an act 
of vandalism caused by someone who thinks this 
sort of thing is funny or has some sort of mali-
cious intent?

We will never know whether this was an act 
of nature or vandalism. You can think what you 

want.
It would be a nice gesture for those of us who 

use the trail to chip in a bit of money to replace 
these broken-to-pieces adirondack chairs. If you 
are so inclined, you can mail a donation to The 
Galena Gazette, Attn: Chair donation, P.O. Box 
319, Galena, IL 61036 and I’ll get the donation to 
the proper person. You can also drop your dona-
tion off at The Gazette office. . .and we do have a 
drop-off box outside of the building if that is more 
comfortable for you. Also, please write “chair 
donation” on the envelope or check.

As for the winter’s litter, I see from my bicycle 
rides there’s quite a bit of it about. The winner, as 
usual, is North Council Hill Road. I saw some on 
Longhollow Road on Sunday. River Road seemed 
pretty clean.

Because of the pandemic, the city of Galena 
won’t be organizing road cleanup this year. I do 
know some of you have been out cleaning up the 
roads. Thank you very much.

by P. Carter Newton,
publisher
cnewton@galgazette.com

One act of kindness is met by a polar opposite: destruction. Adirondack chairs so kindly purchased and made 
available to all at the four-mile mark on the Galena River Trail along Harris Slough had been stacked and 
leaned against a tree for winter storage. The chairs are now in pieces and resting on or near the Burlington 
Northern Railroad tracks. P. Carter Newton photos 


