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© Christine Clifford

Several years ago | was diagnosed with cancer. It was the most difficult
time [ have ever faced. I think it was my sense of humor that allowed me to hold
onto my sanity”. Like many people who have gone through chemotherapy, I lost
all of my hair and I was bald as a cue ball. I always had enjoyed wearing hats,
so when my hair deserted me, 1 ordered several special hats with the hair already
attached. It was easy and I never had to worry about how my hair looked.

I have always been a big golf fan. In fact, I have been to twenty-three
straight U.S. Opens. At one point during my cancer treatments, my husband
John and [ decided to get away from the cold Minnesota winter and took a trip
to Scottsdale, Arizona. There was a Senior PGA Tour event called The Tradition
being played, and that seemed like just the ticket to lift my spirits.

The first day of the tournament brought out a huge gallery. It was a beautiful
day, and | was in heaven. | was standing just off the third tee, behind the fairway

ropes, watching my three favorite golfers in the world approach the tee box: Jack
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JUERTBBICHHEE, XERAEFRREN—RNH. T8, E
EHTHNGARE, FULREERGFSENESR. TOFZLHEALTH
A—H, ROKREIEXLT, BEXRBRE—BARNGHK. RELHR+
SEZHEF, ANERERTIUE, BRI T REHLROIMET
XERTIE, ROABEOERNABRRTE.

HE—MERNSREKK, FXLE, RED 28 HEESRRAITE
My, B—KR, BEROBERTHE, RAOXLXABREBFAHEAE
MEPTALR, FATFEBMNOHTRRARRKT. BILERTRUSEK
Aths (PGA) BRKERE, X—EFRESLFIULRNERDZ Ik,

FE-—RARNBGRGBLEE—NERERE, MELEW, EHXE,
BHEEE=ZIKRENE L, STEAREREZR, E—RELRFERN=
MEREKTF . AR - RRFH. ERE - HEFEHNHE - #HNEX
FARRE ERNREE,
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Nicklaus, Raymond Floyd and Tom Weiskopf.

Just as they arrived at the tee, the unimaginable happened. A huge gust
of wind came up from out of nowhere and blew my hat and hair right off my
head and into the middle of the fairway! The thousands of spectators” lining
the fairway fell into an awkward silence, all eyes on me. Even my golf idols were
watching me, as my hair was in their flight path. I was mortified! Embarrassed
as | was, I knew I couldn’t just stand there. Someone had to do something to get
things moving again.

So I took a deep breath, went under the ropes and out into the middle of
the fairway. I grabbed my hat and hair, nestled them back on my head as best |
could. Then I tumed to the golfers and loudly announced, “Gentlemen, the wind
is blowing from left to right.”

They said the laughter could be heard all the way to the nineteenth hole.

(@  spectator ['spek teta] n. SLAx, F WA
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© Wayne Kalyn

I remember the day Dad first lugged the heavy accordion up our front stoop,
taxing his small frame. He gathered my mother and me in the living room and
opened the case as if it were a treasure chest. “Here it is,” he said. “Once you
learn to play, it’ll stay with you for life.”

If my thin smile didn’t match his full-fledged grin, it was because 1 had
prayed for a guitar or a piano. For the next two weeks, the accordion was stored
in the hall closet. Then one evening Dad announced that [ would start lessons the
following week. In disbelief I shot my eyes toward Mom for support. The firm
set of her jaw told me I was out of luck.

Spending $300 for an accordion and $5 per lesson was out of character
for my father. He was practical always—something he learned growing up on a
Pennsylvania farm. Clothes, heat and sometimes even food were scarce.

Dad was a supervisor" in a company that serviced jet engines. Weekends,

he tinkered in the cellar, turning scraps of plywood into a utility cabinet or fixing

(D supervisor ['sjuparvaizad n. W64, F8E ; 4k
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a broken toy with spare parts. Quiet and shy, he was never more comfortable than
when at his workbench.

Only music carried Dad away from his world of tools and projects. On a
Sunday drive, he turned the radio on immediately. At red lights, I’d notice his
foot tapping in time. He seemed to hang on every note.

Still, I wasn’t prepared when, rummaging' in a closet, | found a case
that looked to me like a tiny guitar’s. Opening it, | saw the polished glow of a
beautiful violin. “It’s your father’s,” Mom said. “His parents bought it for him.
I guess he got too busy on the farm to ever learn to play it.” [ tried to imagine
Dad’s rough hands on this delicate instrument—and couldn’t.

| was ordered to practice half an hour every day, and every day | tried to get
out of it. My future seemed to be outside playing ball, not in the house mastering
songs | would soon forget. But my parents hounded me to practice.

Gradually, to my surprise, [ was able to string notes together and coordinate
my hands to play simple songs. Often, after supper, my father would request a
tune or two. As he sat in his easy chair, | would fumble through *“Lady of Spain™
and “Beer Barrel Polka™.

“Very nice, better than last week,” he’d say. Then I would follow into
a melody of his favorites, “Red River Valley” and “Home on the Range”,
and he would drift off to sleep, the newspaper folded on his lap. I took it as a
compliment that he could relax under the spell of my playing.

One July evening I was giving an almost flawless rendition of “Come Back

to Sorrento”, and my parents called me to an open window. An elderly neighbor,

(U rummage ['ramids] v, 9% ; 341 5 94 #5046



ETMHEARTNIER Y. MRAEmE, REtath Tt TIEaERE
I REIEFIE T .

RESREULENFELBPHRZ TEMMRNOHER. £—1MER, &
MBESNHROEHR, fi— EEFITIF TSV BELLTR, BRI
MMER TRIBITER T, RIANEESRN.

A, HREREFEPRRE —MERER)NEHNE TN, ERERN
. FTH—%F, 2—EEXMERA/NMES, “XEMRFEMN,” EHEx,
RER SRS MR, BBMFRTTRS, RUEENEZ." HilEE
RFEBARNOFAXBEN TR LAFNDIR—RELEER.

BEERBABREET YN, BEREXBEARIT. ANRREIZR2HE
FOMTER, MAREREEEHEXLIRRRUSTICHIEH, EX
AU BRG]

THEENR, WHAFELELNTHNEFEHE—LE, BREHER
RO T, FRMAMBIFET. BRE, XKEEBILRN E—REHT.
hEHTEE SR, REMbRT (YT &80 ) M CRRFERIBER )

LW R, WERFEST " RERSSASFBERNME T (O
AE) ML EZR), AEAERNREPRBAE, REANBERE L.
BIEXEE—ED . et BARNTE RS,

009

FEHRT N

4]

1 121dey)



2

ony )
WESHC HEEIRS

Wiyl orguny o

010

rarely seen outside her house, was leaning against our car humming dreamily to
the tune. When I finished, she smiled broadly and called out, “I remember that
song as a child in Italy. Beautiful, just beautiful.”

Throughout the summer, Mr. Zelli’s lessons grew more difficult. It took
me a week and a half to master them now. All the while I could hear my buddies
outside playing heated games of stickball. I'd also hear an occasional taunt”’;
“Hey, where’s your monkey and cup?”

Such humiliation paled, though, beside the impending fall recital. 1 would
have to play a solo on a local movie theater’s stage. I wanted to skip the whole
thing. Emotions boiled over in the car one Sunday afternoon. “I don’t want to
play a solo.” I said. “You have to,” replied my father.

“Why?” 1 shouted. “Because you didn’t get to play your violin when you
were a kid? Why should | have to play this stupid instrument when you never
had to play yours?” Dad pulled the car over and pointed at me. “Because you can
bring people joy. You can touch their hearts. That’s a gift I won’t let you throw
away.” He added softly, “Someday you’ll have the chance I never had: you’ll
play beautiful music for your family. And you'll understand why you’ve worked
so hard.”

I was speechless. 1 had rarely heard Dad speak with such feeling about
anything, much less the accordion. From then on, I practiced without my parents’
making me.

The evening of the concert Mom wore glittery earrings and more makeup

than I could remember. Dad got out of work early, put on a suit and tie, and

(D) tauntlond n. ¥F, £% ; LA FATE. L4



