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I had to put CHAENEY down last Friday morning. It seems he, like ADDIE, had
a tumor on his spleen that had ruptured. I just could not put him through the
exploratory surgery. I had to free him from the pain and slow death. So I sat on
the floor with him, talking to him, thanking him and telling him how much I loved
him, and he peacefully left this dimension.
CHAENEY came up through the system always in ADDIE’s shadow. He was her
second as the school program evolved. Everyone has heard about his famous
“falling blackboard” story. He was her second as the prison program was born

and developed. He was always second, until that fateful day when ADDIE
passed. I remember getting home afterward and there he was waiting for me
right inside the door – like he knew it was his turn. Without missing a step he
was there. He helped me pick up the pieces of my life and seamlessly press
on. I never once feared the “new” if he was there. The new hotel, the new
person, the new situation. He never missed a nightmare interruption, he was
right on the mark. It took me several months to notice that while I missed ADDIE,
oh so very much,
CHAENEY was my new rock.
He finally was the “star” he
deserved to be. Together we
logged another 150,000 miles
of travel, countless hotel stays,
hundreds of meetings,
hundreds of nightmare
interruptions, and hundreds-probably thousands--of those
most dreaded personal
interactions. All made possible
by CHAENEY.
Finally, last Fall I had to start
slowing him down. The “old” excitement at getting into the car to go somewhere,
the bounce in the step after a training session or a meeting, was
waning. CAMPBELL came onto the scene, and CHAENEY finally didn’t have to
get into the car as often. He was happy to stay at home and lay in his room. Still
always meeting me at the door upon my arrival home and searching for his
favorite “take-home” box of leftovers.
Time, oh I wish I could speed up time right now, for that is my only hope. Time
will ease the pain, the hollowness, and the fear I feel right now.
Please honor CHAENEY by saying a prayer that his spirit will help us all to save
another person’s life, and CHAENEY’s memory will help us produce more
CHAENEYs to be the “rock” for many more people to come.
Goodbye my dearest friend.
CHAENEY 5/31/2004 – 6/19/2015

