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QUINTET . betsy la malfa

it =as ore of those dark Chicago evenings as [ weniured
hose on the E1. Since It was after eldnighi, the car I enlered
mas reacrly enpty. After choosing a seat along the periphery, |
recallod the sundane evenis mhich had sade up the day. As |
dig 59, &y thoughts were gently distracted by the pungent scend
of oranges. A small, elderly rabbl sal st the end of the car
quistly peeling nis frult.

The odor of the crenge fllled tre alr end diffused as a
gas might hawve done. A mental chain of gases, fumes, tralns,
and Jems strung through my nind, but was dlsmissed by the jerk
of the halting traln.

The doors rolled cpen, and a blitheful couple swung uwp
from Ltho plll.ﬁ::m.. Theay Iliﬂ'll‘.ﬁd on some seats I'Iulﬂl}' arnd pro=
ceeded to whisper whimsically into one another's ears, or so |
gathered from the twittering and ogling that followed each
kiss. 1 becene esbarrassed both for eyself, belng alone, and
for them, completely oblivious that sryone else was ln the car.

The rebbl mas still sectioning his crange. The door slid
open, and o fellow lurched down the alsle with the momentus of
the traln and took the seat across from me. He caught my eye,
for | percelved In him the ood combination of & nonchalant de-
mewor mith e lntense gare. That geze come from & palr of

deep-sel afure eyes which resched from within as they peretrat-
o e e lus  mils ody oses Desn oand of sedlboe slsluie. 1 sas
busily studying his handsomely chiselled face when he looked up
at me, | sverted oy eyes to the Tloor where bits of refuss
took on artificial leportance.

The alr hung heavy in the car. [ could smell the dregs of
the omgty booze bottle wedged between the seat support and the
wall., Stale clgarette butts and old gue wrappers were littered
sbout. Sticky footprints wove a pattern through the debris. 1
chuckled to myself, Imagining some great god on high looking
downi on earth, seelng these same resnants of bumanklnd.
locked wp agaln, The eyes of ny gulet Frlend were still upon
pa--plercing me, as though he pead my thoughts. He tumhed his
attention to tha emorous couple who were heaving contanted

sighs amid sweltering kisses end then locked back st me. This
Eime 1 felt I could read Kis thoughts. Seelng the guestion
wmmm.xriw.mmmmnum
from nis seat. He noved toward me, and [ felt his sarsth as he
St down. As though by some grest Imstlnct of mature, we tutn-
&d to each other snd esbraced, swepl sway by a primoraial pas-
sion. The pulse of the traln was our susical sccompanlsent.

I felt the tempo slow. Conscioumness ross In sy mingd. The
train was approaching my stop. e unlocked arms and lay in
each other's eyes until the final jolt of the helting train. I
arose and took my leave with a fresh sense of promise. 1 hap-
pily roted the rabbi who now slept, fully ssted, his orange
poels beside his.

FUNNY MAN . charles willey
Furry? I aml

A funny man they conalder me,
and to hear them laugh
brings & joy to me.

Fumy I may be,
hil-l'-n#wti—l-#l,
i sometimes aaloe a0 ass of o,

Funny?  aybe, but then
3 one &ver Lrles to aee
inzide of me,

Furery, how no ohe can guess
Just new lomely
I might be.

I hide it from evaryone &o very well,
but trying to hide It from syself,
that's hell.



THE NEED TO BE
ME . linda bergeson

I feel the reed to be

Mo o 2lse but me.

To let =y splrit scar,

To let Inspirstions roas,

To let that Little light shine
Because [t's only aine!

I feel the rmeeg to feel

Ta expresa myself as only I can do,
And hopa that others understand--
That 1 feel the reed to be

Mo ore else but mel

THE REAL ME
. linda linczeski

There le tomsone lnside ne

Fighting to get out:

Soewonn who doesn't want to be
Dsachy's LItELle Cirl.

Lomeons aho doesn't emnt to be
The Little Woman.

Semeore who dosen't mant to be
The Paffact Mothar.

Soneone who wants to be Just He:

Ta e naughty when the urge strikes,
Ta laugh when the joke §s Funmy,

Ta cry when ihe story [s sad,

To b Just Lhe real me,

POETRY . sandra godleske

Futting what | Feesl
Into words
any words
placed  any
smle
=Evel
i want

o punctuat Lon

ExCEpT maybe
an exclasat lon palntl

nd one can Lell me

ko cepltallze my 1's

or avold

ineffective Intensiflers,
really!

fecan d
B

n
b je my participles
and uis sentence frageents
: iFf 1 want to.

poetry

defies “proper™ engllsh
o lets = be

free

o b

ME.



MASTERPIECE OF DREAMERS

. joseph gerend

When fearless French esplorer Nicolet
Crudsed slomly by In 1634

The site of Marinetts along the Bay

Te find a golden route to Westetn shars,
Gid he foresss 3 conpus near the sand

For sons and dmsghters, progeny of those
o slaved to mrest & culture from the land
And tamad 8 milderness From all its ToEa?
Teaming with Llife and hope 1t lles among
The paks, and maples, the mafestic pine,
ha mastergicce of dreamers old mnd W ERITH

A college wedded to @ Forest shrine.

From French explarer to the oge of spice,
Then foreard, brave new wofld, wlibh strength and grace!

(Professor Gerend Is & rotlred senber of Ctha compus Englizh
depar tment . )

LUNAR RISING . rita klein

Morthern lights of shimmerimg sllver,

The moon, & grest golden globe,
Rizimg from the treobtops,

Casting of f the darkmesd Llke & robs.




WHAT IS ART? . jon huer

A work of art mmst be sesthetically pleasing. Any motk of
art mst appeal bo the unlversal orderliness and symmetry pers
celved by the husan senses, ALl sensory perception takes ploce
within the Finlte linits of tlme and space In which our reallty
Is made permanent and Intelligible. Within thess Limits 1ie
the Inevilable sequences of expectstion: one Image in palnt-
ing, one note In mmic, one elssent of plot In literature foal-
lows arcther loglcally. e are Qrritated by certain “art®
wotks becayse espected sequences are crudely and conglstontly
violated by seemingly {lloglical developments in Images, notes,
or plot.

The requiresent that an art be pleasing to cur sensss does
mot mean thot this Is the sole or even dominant factor In aes-
theties, for any work [ntended to please only the senses would
become instantly sonctonous and borlng. Hence, the cruclal
difference beiween art and entertalnment: the foreer pleases
our senwes by making 8 statement, wheress pleasing our ssndes
iz the eclusive function of the latber. In shert, sensory
pleasure 1s a means In art, but an end in entertainment.

A work of mst be licly cosprebenszible. Trat an
art iz intended to appeal to the highest level of Puman percep-
pion and plessurt doos not mean that It set be cosprefensible
only to an elite. On the contrary, one reason for Beethoven's
enduring popularity is that his msuslc, while sesthetically
noble and pube, I8 alsost spontsnecusly understandable. Espe-
elally in pecent Eimes, some artists have stitespied scrobalics
with Images, sounds, and plot arrangenents, often in the nase
of gvant garde. Whlle artistic sdvances often result from ex-
perlnentatlon, ofe sternal obligation of art ls that If must
resaln cospretenslble. [n the flnal snalysis, any artistic
erEdvar st depend for its survival wpon publie acrepiancs.

A work of ari sust be a symballc lﬁ!;!-!lim of 1ife. ALl
warks of art must repressni, after all, espects of life that
are universally ewperierced or "experlenceable." A work must
ombody some of the myrlad guestions, mesnings, or values within
the rtenge of hunen eaperience.  Sorrow, happlness, glory,
suffering, joy, snd mlsdom, for exsmple, are nct  the exclusive

dgomain of extracrdinary indiviomls. Vet, commpn uesn experi-
ence jiself is mob art, for its wvery commonress Is redundant
snd uninspiring. Life mst be ldealized sywbolically. Tha
artistic statement tromscends tho indivicual context and be-
comes @ representation of universal bwmanity. Thus, the sssen-
tlal erdinariness of 1ife may be btransformed--gven in despalr
and dafeat—Iinto en ermobiling and heroic af flomation.

A work of art st reflect creative craftssecsnip. All
atts are Indellbly sarked by the Individe] charscter of the

artlst; the art and the artist are linked &8 an lreparable
whole. Indeed, a work of art Is Impossible without a partiou-
lar artist ad hls craftsmanship. A work of ert is nol an
sccidental or random happening. Conbrary to popular belief,
fingar painting and basket weaving are not arts because anyore
can parform these activitles. Moreower, even & high level of
craftamanship is rot a sufficient ingredient for art. Crafis-
sarshlp st be conblned with crestive originality to cesult in
& work which no pther person could have produced. Fer this
renson, scientific or technological discoverles, wshich ape
often the results of collective efforts and resources, are not
ordinarily considered “crestive® endeavors.

Arklatfe creatlvity say be encouraged and otirdlobed, Bl
It annol Be "mass-produced.” Hoat creabtlve artists in the
past have been free practitioners outslde any lnstitutioral
Bounds. And IF we teke historical evidence seriously, we 86
that the decline of artistle crestivity has colnciced with its
incressing concentration In unlversities, government bBuresius,
ond commercial agencles, Standardized rules snd routine proce-
dures are inimical, It sppears, to artistle creativity and
of lginality.

Creativity exists only In the reals of “lodess.” and Ioeas
exlat ondy 6 aft ard phllosophy. In &0 age and cultute which
emphasize “thinge™ sore then "loess.™ art and philosophy tend
to gecline while thelr materisl coeterparts gain incressing
Importance. Artistlc enoeavors are ferced to teke on a "thing-
like" frame of reference, B pusician, For esample, may use Lhe
computer for composltlon. A5 a result, the noture of genuing
art becomes aabilguous, for In the nasé of adverced artistiy,
svery clever new cdispley ls defended as artistle. Thus, tech.



nigue, rother than substance, grodually assumos greater slgnif-
icgnce in contomporary art,

Huch of tressured homan art was produced bn periods of fn-
tense competition betwsen confllcting sets of ldews, each as-
serting superiority. In thelr creative solitude, artists re-
sponded to the Inspiretion pnd inevitebility of these contend-
ing ideas; and thelr artlstic endeavors cen be grouped together
in particulor epochs, traditions, or schools. Every work of
art is @ philoesophical as well s on pesthellc espreasion, an
sttempt to Ismoriallre » wviow, & stotemeni, o way of Life, as
the artist sees it.

Toocwy, the art sorld Is Ingtitutlonalized, cosmserclalized,
and techmologically sterile; Indivicuws] artisis are colng thelr
best 1o suteed with ¢lever technigues rather than lofty idoas.
with "ldeas™ giving way to "things.® and idealiss giving say to
practicality, the wvery sssnlng of san's artistic eperience
faces an uncertaln and unsetitling future.

PROMISE OF TOMORROW
. mary ann van acker

Morth winds patier o

lear neld fast atop an old

fak tres clingleg to

yesterday . . . 0% buts slumber
In promise of COMOTIOW.

(van Acker's Iyrlc Is wrltien in the
Japangse verse form known o8 Tonka, )

FOR BACH . david giebler

TAPS . lisa bell

Long, mournful sound:
The procession moves by,
sllver and gold arpegglos.



DESERT REMAINS
. janice erickson
Eging bones ploked clean

Seattered along the dessrt Cloor
Extingulshed dreans.

ACTING . linda linczeski

The speckled killdeer
Limps wikth hroken wing

to foal the hungry hawk.

SEAGULL . dianne smith

i castamay
relies

on a white sea
gull

gllistening mith suh
1ight

sgalnst the blue
skies,

(Snith's poem 1s & copy=write of Willism Carlos Wi1llems®
“The Fed Wheslbacrow.™)

INSATIABLE
MONSTER . pat rondeau

The wyly monator eats, and eats, snd eats,
biting flesh, bone, ond blood.

It consumes the thoughts of

Family, relatlves, and frisnds.

It devours “'ri| ﬂ. A I'I'I:l'lﬂ'lh
nibbhling away at goals, plans, retliesent.
The fungry, whdatlsflsble aonster

Just cals, and eilts, end cals.

GRAVE ANXIETY
. steven demcak
Entering Lhe gate,
Malking slowly.
Flashlight shaking,
Corstantly looking bmck,

Wonoering,
His wour moment arcivedr

SUN SPARKLES . linda linczeski
Bright morning sunshine
on thie waves

spatkles 1lke & handful of olanords.






“THE VOICE"” IN THE
WILDERNESS . frances lashcraft

That winter while I was living & plcturesque 1ife at the
end of an Impassable half-mile driveway, my favorite part of
the ¥illage Yolce was the back cower Bulletin Board. The
birthday greetings, the announcements for "Jsws for Jesus®
meelings, and those romentic, hopeful =]-Sem-youe ireg-phons.
Beoth-thr ough-5-w i ndow-07 -8~ LTain-gn ing= | Imph-and-can " t- farget -
shat-your-gyes-aaid-pls-call™ messages mete the perfect con-
trast to my Life In the drafty, 1¥eyear-ald farmhouse [n
Neshkoro.

Ho doubt that would have cisappolnted oy friend, who have-
ing recelved my "bulld a boat and see God™ epistles, sent the
pift subscription In hopes that the Velee would ward off cul-
tural and political strophy and resind s that ot EVETYONE slid
eramored of boat-tul loing.

The group with which I morked was pretty cosmopolitan (&
philosophy major from Chicago, & mathematician From New Jer-
seyls yet the talk at our many gatherings was mostly of bonts,
tools, and getting wood in. Mo one Pad a television set, the
nearest cinemy was 7% miles amay, and the nec-ploneer 1ifs was
& time-conmuming rotine. Sut we were surroundsd by besutiful
boats and exolic woods and inspired by & 7B-year-old Cermany
Gresk master bullder who never cosplaimed that the urhested
sheds weTe cold. Who cared sbout politice?

There werm no Jazz clubs, no health spas, no dance cone
certs, no French restaurants. A night out meant a fand ly-atyle
Tish fry--seconds and sometimes thirds of everything, and bowls
of tartar sauce. hnt;rdsimkimunmd_er_img, wndd
for me, stowers seTe 3 once-a-week treat st a relghbnr 's houss.
Wt could T wrt st Macy's?

Skimming the wWorld's Best-Read Classifleds with column
upon column of "blke messengers wanted® and studio apartments
renting for more than [ made in @ month, | reallzed how muoh
more satisfying It wes being poor in Neshkoro. Those sometimes
outragedus, somefow fad personal mds mace living with no
sonmmity slmost bearsble. Who nested to sdvertise?

Up the read a car could be heard coming, and if it slowed
for the turn onto Chaffes Creek and then stopped at the end of
the drive, I wmould have time to dress, wash a few glasses, and
shoke wp the stove. [ could walk out the back door and Toam
the surrounding 100 ecres on oy skis, following deer trails
through fields and thick plne forests, awed by such stillness,

the day out ocutting wood and not see & soul. |
my wplusbed house for the seskend snd not have Lo
foetring wp. I did not have to lock my door
or deal mith traffic. “Out there,” beyond Meshkoro, were tele-
pones, Rt uonlng water; alir trawel, snd sadison, an hour
mway. With all this, who needed New York?

;
4
:

Hine years later, the Volce arrives at my P.0. box in the
twart of downtown Marinette. Even under Rupert Murdoch's owne
ership, the paper has changed little. [ resd the political
articles with more attention, reassured that the "Left™ (now
onewhat frageented) has susvived sy apathy. There are skill
critigms of bends and bocks 1 have never heard of, forelgn
Fllns 1 will rever see. [ Immorse mysell In the diversity and
then turn to the local paper, hoping that the movie fare has
finally changed. Ah, wilderness?

THE FREEWAY . shirley eklund

A string of diamonds . . .
Cars Lined on @ dark frecwsy

Gaing rowhete.



BEGINNINGS . ann kurek

Plrk streamers
Flogt
Beyond grey/blue horlzone
Creeting

Our zon"s Tirst cries.

THE BALLOON
MAN . sandra godleske

e Filled me
not with heliue
bt mith love
tied ne
with a string
WEApOed e
around his 1itkle Tingar
there | would stay--
farever
or 50 § thought

i ssayed [n careless stlllress
only for a aoment

mEn't § big enough
of oright enough

why dig me let me Qo

1'm erying
yel he doesn't seen Lo care
that 1'11 never be with him--
again
POP]

EYES OF INNOCENCE
. mary ann van acker

Reflected in the

nlide-eyed wonder of
porcelain dolls . . . letence.

FOR NICOLETTE . linda bergeson

Little girl wmith exploding grim,

My arns are wide open--plesse come ink
Irwade oy world for & little shile,

Marm my heart slth your Infectlos ssile=.

Teach me what It means to be
A small, growlng part of eternity.
Let me squesze you & 1ittle--
to show how [ cara,
Heke the hug last--
for the times you're not therel

SAND TRACKS
. suzanne hoban

AEird's tracke In the wet sand
Make Little peace signs

All ascross the Demch.



LOVE IN THE KITCHEN
. james la malfa

Harpy Seagrave Uweaded his way across the kltchen floor,
feeling &8 stranger im & strange land. Adversarles surrounded
him. In the comner, the suto-toaster glared at hin, sessingly
ready to pounce.  Mext to it, the sgust lasec-oven glowered;
its yellow cyclopean eye winked dully In the half Light.

Did these Intelligent machines talk smong themselves,
eachanging tidbits of gossip? IF so, how far did thedr oetwork
extend--next door? cdomn the block? over the entire clity? Per-
haps, Sesgrave mused, these electrondc serfs would rise up In
rebellion someday, overshelalng their buman masters.

He suppressed @ sedden chill. Uneasy forebodimgs lapped
at his consciousness like Indolent wawes from a fetld lagoon.
He wancered disconsolately about the clinfcally-efficient
kitchen. He noted the gleaming chrome that edged the neon=
colored plastic appliances. Jack Fox, sales rep for the
Megl-Hits Home Improvesment Center, bad promised Seagrave and
his wife thak THE KITCHEN could run itself. It proved to be no
idle boast. I he nade a wrong nove In THE KITCHEM, Seagrave
discoversd, he would be corrected by 8 soft, maternal wolos
emanating fron somewhere In the celling grill.

Just the olher day, Harry had tried to make toast on his
o,

"Oon*t put bread In my slot that wey,™ the toaster admdne
ished.

"Rotate esch slice halfway through the cycle to obtainm an
even bromn. Better yet, keep your hands off and let me do [t1=

Seggrave had acquiesced.

Wes it his Iesgiration, or were the machines' wolces
changing? Sométem, oF lale, they seemed less patient, tinged
with a metallic edge. Ko longer foreoearing sdwisers, they had
Degun Lo demdnd conpl lance,

Harry recelled with disteste an encounter the night be-
fore. The wvari-matic washer had insisted that he was putting
too mych soap In a load of clethes. It engrily punctuated its
warning with a8 mild electric shock., The charge headn't been
painful, but Lt was a foretaste of things to come.

Seagrave nervously opened the plastic wrapper around &
lpaf of bread. He thought he detected a maternal sigh venting
impatience with a8 clumsy child. He broke out in & cold sweak,
furbling with a slice of Mother Wheat's all-natural bresd.

®fh, Christ,™ Harry swore, as the bread slipped from his
fingers. A reuvcous klaxon plerced the silence as a red beascon
began to pulse over the Dial-a-Meal console.

®"plert, alert, alert,™ Intoned THE KITOHEM's strident
voloe,

Seagrave turned and ran for the relative safety of a
closet as any army of slectronic mice poured ocut of an orifice
In the wall. Like a school of ravening piranhas, the tiny
rolpots attacked the ercant carbohydrate, devouring it in Sec-
onds.  As they dashed for the wall, a single bewhiskered rodent
vacuamed the area, removing Ehe last Tew crumbs.

Mot wntil the alazm ceased its wilulations did Seagrave
dare venture forth. He sprinted for the back door, yelling
over his shoulder.

*I'm leaving, (oris. Hest you for breakfast at Hclonald's
s+ + « AS Tor you, KITCHEW, may you mot 1n hell,  May your
circuits short--and your diodes get cancer.”

Laghdng hysterically, he dove for the garage, woeulted 1n-
to his car, and rasmed the seatbelt home, Guoning the engloe,
be carcened down tha street. Over the sound of the racing
mztor, Seagrave could Just make out the great mokherly volce of
THE KITCHEM.

“Maughty, maughty, Harry,™ 1t admomisbed. “You must cons=
tral that temper o you'll have an eccident . . . See you Lo-
night, dear. Hawve a pleasant day."



CHRISTMAS POTPOURRI
. louise kovach

Cathedral bells,

Swgct tastes, woodsy smells,

Calors of cranberry and evergresn.
Midget Lights twinkling,

Store Santas winking,

Little children's faces glesm in dresns.
Hustle bustle, hustle bustle,

Fray, what [5 the reasonT

"Tla the Christmas Soason.

Flavors savarod,

mepdrits" Favored,

Store registers ring merry.

Candy canes, cookle wreaths, mistletos and holly,
Farties, parties everywhere, making people jolly,
Except for loncly souls, whose watchful eyes are bleary.
Hustle bustle, hustle bustle,

I zee 4 maltitude of reasons

FoF tréasuting the ssason.

Hearthsides glow,

Harmed by love of femily, friend, and forgiven foe,
The wineld lies sllent and glimpaes peace,
Teeasured gifts come from the heart,

Cherished thoughts of love impacted,

All Becouse of long-lost mesories.

HWustle bustle, hustle —

Mew I recall the solitery reason

Far the beauty of this ssason.

'TIS THE SEASON . joan bearson

CHRISTMAS MORNING
Funl! Posh! Shovel Grab! : mar? ann van a:ker

| iPEn 1 -
L got Jt! ah The presents all opened,
the child pleys intently
I e 1 o b ]
All this for a Cabbage Patch Doll! R ty box.



GIVE TO ME A SMILE
. lori davidson

Your saile oebraces me

and penetrates what [ thought
was impervious.
Cleaming and glowing,

it resches down to my soul,
mitms its way Into my balng,
and tickles ey heart,

Jo=t enough to create

@ rare moment®s sensation

of pure happiness.

FRIENDS FOREVER . charlene malone

On the strest below
where the 1ights are cdim, end the wind is oold,
& young man Is walking

1 stand near the window, watching
with worried eyes, a young man in pain
11ke & sad movie 1 saw long apgo

He's crying o hapd, he looks
80 alone, =0 afralid,
a3 though his world had collapsed around him

Bul now he stops
as il to hear a volce « « . calling him
He stares @ long while, and | hear nothing

He starts to walk egain, with a halting step
He's holding oul hils hand . . .
1 thirk he'll be all right.

I remember mysell
on that sase dirty pavement, years sgo:
how I cried, Felt that paln

and fell;, glving up
and how, for long moments,
1 asked God

to please tae my life,
Like be ook oy Dest frlend's
In a cruel way, a wicked way.

I remenber then Fhearing, softly butl surely,
the volce of my Friend, and how, tenderly
she Look my hand, Lifted me up

She walked with me
glving me courage end strength
taking the tears From my eyes.

I thark wou, sy frlemd,
and that young man's friend, too
I never oewm . o -

. = « how much [t meant
when cassally wo sald
We'd be friends forever.



LEAVES FALLING
. barbara bommershach

When leaves Pall from bhe trees
And the mind Blows softly throwgh your mals
Ard night seems ts sing peaceful SONgS,
songs of ssdress
ongs of joy
When the wing whlat les up his bune
Ahd the leaves all start onnc lng
i EBlt snd look up, watchding
miEing
mondering.
I mak mrself, "“what will happen nextT
then sit back Inm my old rocking chalr
Watening
Eniting
Monder ing.

Unly they know, and they won't Lell.

CHANGES . linda linczeski
The plaln brown cocoon
hangs llke a dry leaf,

maiting for transformat lon.




ONLY THE BEST . luann dura

Dawn poeped ower By mlndoms{l] and attempied to wrap lts
marwth around me a3 | dressed. Lost @n thought, | fusbled with
the buttons of my shirt. Slipping the striped tis around my
rec, | soved towards the mirrer Eo sabe o closer Inspection,
My gyes noved from sy sult B0 gare upon Ehe blank fece that
lookopd Dack ot me. | sesrched for a sign of emobtlon, but there
was norm. Only espliness.

The Mags possed ouickly. A stranger highliphted my
father®s l1ife, notes ho read fros the index card thet lay in
his hand., ‘“Slpier Lowson was & good man,™ he started. |1
doubted that ho knew my fother®s first mame. * . . . employed
for thirty years at . . .® Ho shouldn't have talked sbout what
my Fathor was, 1 thought. He should have told them who he was.
Ha should hawve told thes how Ded used to cheer up Mom when she
wias pregnant with Jogh by pressing hils ear agalnst her belly
and pretending the baby wos giving him stock tips. e shaould
hava told them aboyt the time Ded helped me bulld a treshouss
s0 that [ could have o special place of my own. He should have
told bhem about Ethe night that the house caught Fire and ODad
cried bocouss he was 50 relleved wo were all safe. He showld
Fave told them this.

The church grew stuffy. The spealer®s wolce drowned In
the sniffling, snd my adnd drifted. when had I seen Dmd last?
W used o spond so much tlee together — Flshing at Bond
Falls, desrbwnilng afl the cabin, or just sliting sround on a
Sunday afbermoon watching football. what had happered to wa?
what had hoappened ©o all those aftermoons? Had I really become
s0 wourd up In Hﬂlf-ﬂ-rfﬂnﬁthtl'dtmdnlﬂ
What was the last thing I'd sald to his? [ couldn't remesber.
How Jong had 1t boen glnco wo'd Calloed?

The heavy, wooden box wos whoeled outside and pleced In a
car among rodes, carmatlons snd daffodils. 1 followed, my hand
touching Maother's Lrombling back. Feces stered et us 05 w
moved dowh Ehe alsle. Empty faces.

Relatives I%d never met took my hand or hugged me. ™You
take care of your mother now, Son. She's going to need you,™

they sald. [ flashed a painful smile snd nodded as thelr words
floated by.

My nose began to burn. [ blinked sy eyes, trylng vainly
to remowe the mist thet was foming there. SCh, God, mob
here,” | told mysalf, ®not In front of all these people.®

My body begen to tingle as the strengers cess to me one
after another. A Dwrzing sound roared in ey cars, 50 loud Lthat
1 was sure someone would hear It end rotice that [ ees nesr
falnting. The people kept coming.

I closes sy eyes and felt them roll back Into thelr
sockets. As the hum engulfed me, my body became entlrely numb.
In the darkness, 1 could see my father kneeling beslde a nound
of freshly turned girt, his aem propped up by & shovel. I was
standing beside him, & weeping child, Then came his deep,
soathing volce:

Checkers Isn't really dead, Joey. FRemesber that
day we went to the beach snd collectsd seashells?
ﬁ:-uufu-a-hﬂluttll anlmal Inside, but some
wmoTe empty. The little animal hed gone away. wWell,
that is whal fappered to Checkers. The part that we
put in the ground sas only Checkers® shell. The live
part fas gone (o Hesven.

But wity dld he fave to go, Deddy?

He had served his purpose, Son. That puppy mao=
you very hapoy. And God mas 50 plessed with him that
He manted heckers to Livwe in Weawen with HIs. You
bow, Joey, God only Gtakes Uhe best . . . only the

A hand touched &y elbow, Dringlng me back to consclous-
ness.  The wearty, swollen eyes of my mother peered into mlne,
drawing from me every bit of strength 1 had left. 1 stood
struggling under her gade, whprotected.  Then, withoul my
krowledge, & tear escaped, breaking the wall. And I fell Into
my mother's arms weeplng.

In the smpty darkness of sy mind, ny Tather®s voloe echoed
== "Only the best, Joey."






