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Imagine the sunniest day, a gentle rocking of waves against an old pontoon boat. Enjoying the simple bliss of 
really, truly just living in the moment. I can still remember the summer of 1997. Every year my family would pack into our 
rusty station wagon and drive upstate for my favorite vacation, visiting Grandpa. He had a cottage on Michigan’s seventh 
largest inland lake; here we would spend a week filled with pancakes, sunburns, and campfires under the stars. 
 

Everything seemed so simple then, splashing around in cold water and mint-chip ice cream dripping down my 
chin. Yet, as I grew up I began to notice the little things. Fake smiles, late night arguments, and empty beer cans led me to 
realize the true meaning of ignorance is bliss. Dad didn’t seem to see Grandpa as the superhero he was to me. 
 

On July 4th, 1997, Grandpa let me help throw candy out of his silver-blue, 1966 Ford Mustang during the parade. 
The small town could have melted it was so hot, and only one window could be rolled down in the backseat. Even smushed 
against the left side of the car I felt on top of the world. Onaway’s annual Fourth-of-July parade seemed the equivalent of a 
royal procession all because of the smile on Grandpa’s face, which seemed a rare sight that year. 
 

As the day progressed we dirtied our feet playing baseball, which was Grandpa and my favorite game. Although 
catching pop-flies was his specialty, he always let me slide into first base. After the game, just before the sun melted into the 
lake, Grandpa took me fishing, where I caught more weeds than gills. 
 

I can still feel the itchy, dry grass poking my toes as we laid in Grandpa’s “secret spot". Our baseball diamond 
had transformed into the perfect look out for, as Grandpa called them, “freedom lights". Grandpa was smiling again, and 
this time I could see it reach his eyes. As the remainder of the colors boomed across the sky, dripping beneath the stars, I 
lay beside Grandpa blissfully unaware of the misfortunes to come. 
 

The summer of 1997 was my favorite, consequently it was also Grandpa’s last. Liver cancer claimed his life and 
along with him went the old pontoon boat, and euphoric car rides. His “secret spot” became just an abandoned, dried-out 
field, and the spark fizzled from our freedom lights. But sometimes on a blindingly bright day, if I close my eyes, I can can 
still hear the scraping of plastic candy wrappers against a rough asphalt in a blistering heat, as a small town parades their 
pride for the red, white, and blue. I can feel the damp leather of a clammy baseball glove and the thump of the last out. 
I can even imagine Grandpa’s wide grin and feel the love he had for me deep in my chest. Although I can no longer live out 
the bliss of my youth, the memories of what every child imagines as “the perfect day" rest close to my heart, right beside a 
perfect Grandpa. 


