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The sweet smell of still-warm, fresh bread filled the Rambler Station Wagon as we closed the tailgate and left Elm Tree Bakery for Milwaukee on a warm summer day in 1964. 
Two hours later we turned off Highway 41, went right down one street, and left at the next, until Dad turned into a grocery store parking lot.
Dad opened the tailgate and pulled out the bread. 
“Stay inside,” he said, “I’ll be just a minute.” 
Dad disappeared into the small mom-and-pop grocery store. I rolled down the window. From my rear seat vantage point, I gazed out at this new world and saw negroes everywhere. My seven-year-old self had never seen a real negro before, except on TV. On our 1950s set, the tiny negro faces on the small screen were as black as my dad’s hair. But the people I saw now weren’t black, they were brown. I stared in wonder.
A few minutes later Dad returned, walking next to a large negro man in dress pants and a crisp white shirt. The man came right up to my window. His left hand held a pint-sized orange drink in a waxed cardboard carton. A white paper straw protruded from the open top. A chocolate donut with chocolate icing on a small white napkin balanced on the fingers of his right hand.
Leaning in to offer the treat, he smiled widely and said “This is for you.”
I shrank onto the floor, afraid, my eyes fixed on his. My world narrowed to the man and me. His teeth were perfect and white, his nose narrow, and patches of white peppered his short curly hair. He had a clicker pen in his pocket, and the cuffs of his long sleeves were folded back. His palms were pale and his fingers slender, and I saw a wedding band. He saw the fear in my eyes, and, in his soft and kind eyes I saw a weary sadness. 
“I don’t know what’s wrong with him,” said Dad, his voice a thousand miles away.
I finally stirred to movement and took the gifts he offered. 
“What do you say,” said Dad.
“Thank you,” I replied.
