
 

         BEHIND the LINE 
 

 

The following story is part ‘a feel-good story’ and a ‘don’t underestimate your 

spouse’ kind of story which I hope will be an encouragement to you.   

               First, my apologies to move aficionados and particularly Mr. Clint Eastwood for the unintended 

reference in the title to an iconic movie. I think Mr. Eastwood would appreciate the story.   

                My wife and I have been married 40 years come August 25th. She has been the wife of a cop 

since the day we were married, and she has lived with all of the ups and downs that can bring. She has 

been at the firing range on several occasions and has lived with me wearing a gun on my side nearly 

every day of my life during those forty plus years we have been together. She has seen our son grow up 

around guns and go to the Army and to work as a cop. She has been there when all three of our daughters 

got their concealed carry permits and she has put up with my disappearances during hunting season. 

However, through all of that, she has never taken to guns. She can shoot but she doesn’t find it fun. She 

can handle a gun but, again, no pleasure at all and she still wonders why anyone ever needs more than 

one gun!  I own, let’s just say, more than one gun which is usually just passed off with a not-so-subtle 

shrug of her shoulders and a well-known look. That sets the stage for what happened today. 

                                                                                                                                                                         

                There happened to be a firearms and outdoor store going out of business and all of the 

remaining firearms were auctioned off though an on-line bidding process over the span of several days, 

culminating into the final round of bids coming in this afternoon. I had my eye on two firearms in 

particular, a third was just a ‘it would be nice to get, even if I just sold it for a small profit’ kind of gun. 

My wife listened as my sons and I spoke of it and as I reported I had bid on three of the guns. An earlier 

bid on a rifle went beyond my allowance quickly. As we neared the finish line, my wife expressed her 

pleasure when the third gun on my list went beyond my price range. Although she was prepared to see 

me score the remaining two, she would prefer it would be just one. We had pretty much a lock on the 

third gun, it didn’t seem to have any real competition in the bidding; so, she held out hope it would be a 

one gun wonder event today. And then it happened. The number 2 gun, the one I truly hoped to get, the 

one for which I would have easily give up the locked-in gun for reached my bid ceiling. As I had promised  

my wife I stopped bidding and that was that. There was five minutes left.  
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                   My wife disappeared from where we were visiting our newest grandson in the living room of 

their home and I could hear her talking with my son.  

                                                                                                                                                                              

                     At this point in the story, if we were choreographing it for a Hallmark Movie, rays of light 

should stream down from heaven. As the minutes on the bid clock ticked away, my wife, unbeknownst 

to me, had sequestered herself with our son and was having him show her how to place a bid under my 

account, knowing full well, I would have approved her proxy bid. With but a couple of minutes to spare, 

my wife simply added just $5.00 to the bid on gun number 2. Her $5.00 raise actually won the auction 

for the gun I hoped I would win!  A quality firearm at a price well under the suggested retail is reason 

enough to celebrate. But, to win the auction with a small bid, by a wife who could absolutely not care 

less about guns, only because she loves this ol’ beat-up husband of 40 years, that’s worth sharing! 

Thanks love!  


