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Knowing the right things to say as

It was bedtime. I was
tucking in my 6-year-
old daughter Juliet. The
second born of four, she
is my only girl.

It was an exciting
night. The weather fore-
cast mentioned the pos-
sibility of snow
overnight, and the kids
were giddy at the
prospect. I tried ex-
plaining it wouldn't

stick, there would be no -

snowmen, but they
would have none of that.
They were preparing
for a winter wonderland
come morning.

"Maybe the pond will
freeze, and we can walk
onit!" Juliet mused.

"Oh, no, it won't get
that cold. But even if it
did, we don't ever walk
on a frozen pond, not
without Mommy," I told
her.

"W}IY not " ;

"It's dangerous."

I'Why?ll

"You

could fall
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through the ice."

"And into the water?"

"Yes, into the water."

"Do you know any-
body who that hap-
pened to?"

I paused for a while.

"Yes.Ido."

"Was it a grown-up?
Or a kid?"

"It was a kid. A boy."

"What happened to
m "

I considered my
words carefully.

"He and his friend
were playing near a
frozen pond, and he
went out onto the ice. He
fell through," I said
slowly, wondering if I
was telling her too
much. :

"Did they save him?"

"No, baby. They could-
n'te

She turned away,
burying her face into
her pillow. I heard her
muffle a cry. She stayed
that way for a while, and
then she finally looked
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at me, her cheeks
damp.
"That is a very sad

story," she said.

"Yes," I said, blinking
away tears of my own.
"It was very, very sad."

"What was his name?"

I told her about the
boy who' had been a
classmate of mine at
Clearwood Jr. High for
many years. His name
was Michael Shawn
Morgan, referred to by
many as "Mike," butI re-
member him as Shawn.
He lived in my neigh-

‘borhood.

"What did he look
like?" she wanted to

know. "How old was he?
How old were you?"
"He had dark hair," I

. closed my eyes, pulling

up a picture from the re-
cesses of my memory. "l
remember he was tall.
He had pale skin. I was
12, so he must have
been 12 or 13."

"Was Shawn nice?"
she asked.

"Yes," I smiled at her.
"He was a nice boy." .

"Why did he walk on
the ice? Why did that
have to happen to
Shawn?"

"I don't know, baby. He
and his friend were just
playing. They didn't
know that was going to
happen."

A tear slipped down
her cheek.

"It was a terrible
thing, but you know that
Shawn is in heaven now,
and heaven is a beauti-
ful, wonderful place,
where everyone is
happy," I said.

She nodded, but her
eyes continued to ques-
tion me.

"And even when that
terrible . thing hap-
pened, God was with
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