


				A Scar For Life
	One summer, when our kids were grade-schoolers, they went on a picnic to a
playground in town with their friends and our neighbor.
      I had just finished feeding the men lunch, and was taking a breather in the living
Room when Sandy came in the kitchen door, saying, “Grab your purse, Linda and come
with me. There’s something you need to see.
      When we got out to her car, I looked to see our son, lying on the back seat of the car,
semi-conscious. Sandy explained, “I kept telling Chris not to walk in back of the swings.
He walked back there just in time to get struck in the cheek by one of the swingers.”
      At the Emergency Room where we took him, I got a full look at the damage. The 
open wound revealed his back teeth. It took three layers of stitches to close that wound.
      He is now fifty years old. The scar is still there, but miraculously now longer fills a
large part of his cheek.
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