“Ud Conversation at the Gates”
One day in the not too distant future, J will find
J bnaock.
A pleasant veice calls cut, “Uho’s there?”’
“Shewwaed Schwartz, J answex.
“One moment,” says the Vaice. “J have lats of Schwantzes ocn my list.
Did you say ‘Sheuvood?””
“Yes, Sherwoad Schwartz. J was bon Novembier 14,
1916. My parents were Rese and Fexvman Schuvantz.”
“Yes, yes, I have it right fene. Your parents loved you very much.”
“J loved them veny much as well. J lived with them until
J gat maried.”
“Ta Mildred, according ta my recerds,” says the Voice.
“Yes. J never telieved in bove at finst sight until J met Mildred.
J always theught “love at fivst sight” was just paetic babibile.”
“That’s what they all say until it happens to them.”
“J loved Mildned with all my feart for cver sixty-nine years.
I’m sure she loved me as much as J loved her.”
“She did,” says the Vaice. “Und you had four children,
Donald, Lloyd, Raess and Fope.”
“Four wonderful children,” J couldn’t help adding.
“AU of them quite different, but all of them talented,
and hard-working. I’m pleased J was able to watch
each of them weach cextain goals.”
“You seund very proud of them,” says the Voice.”
“Mildred and J were always veny proud.
We tock good care of them when they were young, and they
tack goad care of us when we got eld.”
“J see they each have twe childien; Donald, twe ginls,
Lloyd twe boys, Ress twe. ginls, and Fope twa girls.”
“UU of them talented and industriows, Uifte theix parents,” J say.
“QU well-educated in different professions:




Medicine, Law, and Entertainment.”

“J see you alsa have four great grandchildren.

Jwe great granddaughters, and twe great grandsons.”

J say, “Yau feep very good necords.”

“J have to,” says the Vaice. “Peaple feep

caming and going all the time. You've been pretty

busy yournself. (fter college you started umiting

and you never stopped.

“That’s because wniting isn’t a profession; it's a

disease. Und it’s accampanied by a disease that’s even wonse,
“J know all atiout that,” says the Veice. “You're not

the fivst waiter to fnack on my gate. But at least

you were successful. Many umnitens are not.”

“That’s tue. J've been well-newarded with plenty of money for me,
for my family, and for my many chavities.”

“Ud good life T would say,” says the Vaice,

“With plenty of awards and honors.”

“Und plenty of hard knacks from critics,” I neply.

“That comes with the tevitony,” says the Vaice. “But you’ve had
bots of compensation. Nt just maney; thousands of Lan Cetters
youw've received fram pecple all over the world,

with words that brought them a smile or a

laugh, sametimes when they needed it the mast.”

Then the Vaice continues apologetically, “J

didr’t mean to keep you waiting cutside the gate. Go atiead: (sh.
st what they all want to fnow when they frock at my gate:
Am J going to FHeaven ox not?”

“That's what J was geing to ask when J got hene,” J say.

then J suddenly nealized something when we talfed.

Heaven is where J’ve bieen since the day J was born.”

A fond farewelt,
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