The Coffee Can

I threw away a coffee can today; first time in my whole life. That act created an odd, almost freeing sensation, almost as if saving coffee cans all these years has been a big mistake.  Say it ain’t so!
Sure, like most guys I saved coffee cans to put things in. Bolts and nuts and odds and ends and other things I'd saved and didn't really have anywhere logical to store. It seemed like a good idea at the time to salvage perfectly good coffee cans which had a secondary design that was perfect for holding neat stuff. 
The coffee can has made man’s life easier and many women’s lives a little tougher because to be frank, many women don’t understand the usefulness of a coffee can; when most women see an empty coffee can, they see trash instead of the myriad uses it could be used for. 

Think of the uses of that simple can and the lives it probably has saved over the years. Coffee cans were instrumental in our first long distance (20 feet) communication with a string. I can remember peeing in a coffee can at four or five years old on a long road trip when stopping at the nearest bathroom was out of the question. 

“Can’t you just hold it?”
“I can’t.”

“Well, we’re not stopping.”

“Please….”

“Here, tinkle in this coffee can.”

May have seemed the right thing to do for grown ups at the time, but for a little boy, peeing in that can for the entire world to see has no doubt stifled my male brain in terms of functionality and common sense. I didn’t have a sister but if I did, would she have been made to go in the can too? I don’t know, but either boy or girl it’s a messy proposition, especially on a bumpy road. 
One has to understand that I come from a long tradition of can savers. My folks went through the depression and had to make do. My dad and mom (mostly my dad) saved everything, including the little plastic ties for plastic bread bags. Seemed odd but hey, I didn’t go through the depression; maybe there was a logical reason.  
In any case, to say that my dad was simply a pack rat wouldn't nearly do the rats justice. His motto was, 'A guy never knows when this might come in handy.' And he was talking about both the coffee can AND the little thingies he stored in the can.  And the funny thing, the hilarious thing, is that he was mostly right.

But then in those days, most boys liked mechanical things and thingies. My first class report in second grade was how the gas engine works, complete with diagrams. The kids could have cared less, but my teacher was impressed. From a young age I was taught how to use a screwdriver and pliers, vice grips, ball peen hammers, socket wrenches, die bits and a metal lathe. I was welding at ten, learned to drive at eleven, did body work and painted cars at twelve, engine overhauls at fourteen. 
And then I fell in love so all that was put on hold temporarily.
And that would be a great way to describe the thingies stored in the coffee can; it’s functional use was put on hold temporarily until such time as it became indispensable. I would wager that fully half of our world’s greatest inventions came in part from having thingies and widgets stored in coffee cans on inventors’ benches; whether in Tacoma or New York, London or Shanghais. 

Like the time when Einstein’s helper may have said one time, “Doctor Al, if we just had a 3/8” thermal left handed coupler we could make this work!”  To which the great pack rat Al Einstein might, have replied, “You know, I had one of those once back in ’74. Check the coffee cans on the shelf.  But don’t bother looking in that lone can on the floor, far right; that’s the shop pee can, just in case.” 

I rest my cans.
