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sake," but I'm glad 1 kept quiet; it's me 
who' s sad and teary-eyed now. 

As 'if responding to that thought, my 
cell phone rings. It's Art. He asks how I'm 
doing and 1 admit I'm feeling down. Art 
seizes the opening to explain his own feel­
ings. 

"Remember me telling you how my 
home caught fire when I was a kid? I was 
terrified, waking up in that smoke and fear­
ing the fire, but when I heard the wail of the 
fire trucks' sirens, still far off but getting 
closer, 1 felt relief. 

"Over the years, I'm certain that the 
Mack's siren has reassured lots of people 
that help was on the way. 

"ArId since I've known you, I've 
seen how she stirred pride and purpose in 
the small group of boys and men in your 
ftrefighting Explorer Scout Post. And let's 
not forget the thousands at the 4H fair. 
She's touched the lives of many, many peo­
ple. 

"But most importantly for me, she 
was where our friendship started. 1 guess 
the biggest part of my sadness is that while 
she was here at my shop, she was a link to 
you that 1 could enjoy at any time - one 
that's been here ever since you moved 150 
miles away to Cape May. But now, with 
your Mack gone too, I feel much more dis­
tant." 

Fire Truck Man 

As Art speaks, on the seat next to me 
the sun glints on my Mack's license plates, 
reminding me that when I tum them in, a 
chapter in my life will end. I'd believed that 
my love for my Mack was born of a love 
for firefighting - one of the bravest and 
proudest expressions of human compassion. 
But hearing Art, 1 recognize how my love 
was shared and sustained by friends who 
bonded around our joint enthusiasm for my 
Mack. Each of us: me, Art, Jeff and his 
family, and lately Mark, celebrated that af­
fection with lavish gifts of time, hard work, 
and attention. Like a love affair, our com­
mitment was irrational and obsessive. But 
the joys and disappointments spiced and 
cemented the ielationship among liS. 

"Come on Art, nothing's going to 
change our friendship. Yes, it's the end of a 
chapter, but not the whole book. Maybe 
we'll all just hang out together. We'll find 
lots of reasons to get together; maybe we 
can do some stuff for the museum." 

"Yeah, 1 guess - but it won't be the 
same. Without your 60 Mack it's like som­
body died, or moved away, or something. 
You know? It just won't be the same, man. 
Not like it was." 

"1 know.. .I know." My voice cracks 
a little. "But, it's up to us to write the next 
chapter, Art." 

It's not "fire truck man" who's 
speaking. <ii> 
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