Chapter X:  Epilog
While I wrote the main part of my story in 2002, this postscript was written in February 2012.

We have now live 12 years in our house in Four Seasons in Lakewood, NJ. Generally speaking, these we quiet years in Haide's and my life. It ist of course due to our advancing age that an incredibly large number of people have died during this time, too many to be enumerated. 

However, I must mention that my dear sister, Lore, died on her birthday, April 7,  2006. This was a very painful event for me. We had been alerted by a friend of Lore's that she was lying in a hospital, gravely ill. She had not been feeling well and had asked a neighbor to stay with her in her house one night. In the morning, she collapsed in the bath room and fell with her heaad agaist the rim of the bath tub. The resulting concussion caused a coma which lasted for two days. When she awoke, she seemed genrally more or less lucid but had changed nevertheless. Haide and I arrived in Buehlertal, Germany shortly after Lore had come out of the coma. The doctor informed us that she suffed from a malignant tumor of the pancreas which alreaady had spread to her liver. He said an operation was useless and indicatd that Lore did not have long to live. We moved into her house and visited her every day. When she asked, "what is wrong with me", I told he honestly that she had a tumor in her abdomen but did not mention the word cancer. Lore just said "aha" and did not inquire any further. To me, this was an indication that she was no longer in full possession of her mental faculties. If she had been fully alert, this news should have worried her and elicited further questions. Later, she repeated the same question, "what is wrong with me", several times but each time was content with then partial answer. Lore remained in the hospital for 4 weeks and, at the end, died peacefully.

I have already told the story of how I retired from Bell Laboratories after 37 years of service and than became a consultant. After 9 years of doing this I was given the job of writing a computer program for a certain scientific purpose. This problem was complicated by the fact that the programm had to be finished in one month. By that time I was already 74 years old  and probably no longer as capable as I had been as a younger man. As a result, I found it hard to make the program work. After repeated failed attempts, I became nervous, began to feel sick and noticed that I was running a temperature. That did it. I called the people that had given me this job and told them to look for a younger man, I could no longer accomplish the assigned task. Thus ended my career as a consultant.  
