12-15-17 Can Santa Help Me with My Stuff?

Oh, how my children love to make fun of me! | guess that’s only natural;
we did the same thing, right? They make fun of my lists, my concerns, my hobbies
and my stuff! It is true that | have a lot of stuff; what people think of it depends on
their backgrounds and lifestyle, | suppose. People enjoyed visiting my former
home because it promised an interesting tour of art and bohemian collections. My
grandchildren were my biggest fans, with my daughters saying, “Mom, you know
it’s like visiting a museum for them, don’t you?” So, they make fun, but they
enjoyed it, too!

Now, I live in a much smaller space, and | am still sorting through the
overlap of there to here. It takes a long time to organize that when you carry
memories of six children and the possibilities of arts and sculptures. It is
happening, though.

My children don’t understand my car, though. It is a traveling health agent
office and has been for many years, now. I sometimes wonder, “Is it really my
car?” For me to go someplace such as the recycling center, my health agent stuff
must be removed from the car. It needs to be hauled in to the house when I travel
and then hauled back into my car when I return. I’m used to it, but 1’d love to turn
in my traveling office for an actual, personal use vehicle and leave most of my gear
in the office.

| began to make room in the office recently and put some thought into what
| needed with me always and what could be centralized. The clipboards for
housing, kitchens and perc tests could be stored and brought out to the car as
needed. The same goes for the accompanying bags. The container with rain
jacket, waterproof pants, gloves, shirt and socks: that must stay. Ditto for my
rubber boots and “Public Health” overcoat. I also need some carbon copy notices
for site visits. Finally, my small shoulder bag for the “unusual home inspection”
will stay. It has spaces for a small notebook and pen, flashlight, gloves, mask,
disposable booties and even a disposable lightweight suit.

| was glad | had that stuff, too, when | received a weekend call from
dispatch. If I get a call regarding a house, it usually means that | need to make
decisions about the health and safety of the occupants’ environment. That means |



need to be aware of my own health and safety when | make that visit. At home, |
changed into washable, durable pants, jacket and shoes. When | arrived at the site
and asked a few questions, | was relieved that | could turn to the red bag and pull
out gloves and especially those disposable shoe covers! | could have donned my
trusty rubber boots but why go home and wash off my boots when | can dispose of
a thin covering instead? | have enough in my car without adding germs to it!

Under the car seats you can always find a few trash bags and small plastic
bags. The trash bags have come in handy for packing up a dead fox or raccoon,
shot by the police as a suspected rabies case and the plastic bags for disposing of
my used gloves, mask and wipes.

So, | walked toward the house feeling somewhat prepared. | even brought
with me one of those plastic bags for the shoe covers and gloves and carefully
placed it over the picket of the fence. Nothing prepared me for what | witnessed
inside but that’s a story for another time! Suffice it to say that I guess it’s a good
thing | am not squeamish.

For right now, I’m just trying to clean up my car a bit, but no sooner do |
resolve to do so and there is the need for this and that! And my little plastic bag?
Well, it blew away! So, now I’ve cluttered the environment with another piece of
trash and, because | recently cleaned my car and did not put the ten little bags back
under the seat but only one, I wasn’t prepared! In my line of work, not being
prepared to handle the gross, smelly and dirty means preparing to have to handle
the gross, smelly and dirty! Well, I washed my hands with sanitizing wipes (a few
times) but my car floor had to carry the disposable shoe covers and gloves; all
turned inside out. It is days like that when | envy the agents/inspectors with sturdy
town vehicles. If I had one, I wouldn’t care what make, model or color! But
would anyone share it with me? Hmm... I’d promise to keep it clean.

Go ahead my children, and make fun of me, for my stuff and now for
believing in Santa, but I’'m adding a town vehicle to my wish list! It will probably
never happen, but a girl can dream, can’t she?

Cathleen Drinan is the health agent for the Town of Halifax, MA. If you
know Santa’s address, (or any of his elves) please have them contact her at 781
293 6768 or cdrinan@town.halifax.ma.us



