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My son, Alex, is a typical twelve year old boy teetering between boyhood and
adolescence. Well maybe not too typical, with blond hair, blue eyes, measuring five foot ten
inches and weighing in at 175 pounds, most likely due to his love for McDonald's quarter

pounders and their over use of growth honmnes,}u{d not to mention the supersize series of AR
gorniiz=

drinks and fries. He lives with his Mﬂthe}(and two younger hmthq%_m
suburban two bedroom apartment. The small bedroom he shares with younger brother_.Zack is
covered with posters .{r)f L:E%Maﬁo brothers, Ninja Turtles, and various other superheroes that
have come and gmf'je]r;;the local movie house. Alex sleeps on the top of a set of wooden bunked
beds that covers most of one wall in the small room. There are shelves of books, high tech toys
and gadgets from one end of the room to the other. Setting high atop a shelf across from Alex's !r\ 1
bed and bird's eye view was Chip's home, a four compartment home (cage) in a suburban qu ‘l_ i,fk ’
bedroom, with bars made of red space age plastic, secure enough to keep even the slyest of 5"1
felines from penetrating the serenity of agy habitat. Complete with a circular treadmill, clear
tubes connecting each compartment, \!%h an egress in each direction, it was more than a pet could
ever imagine or wish for, m:lj;i ﬂnor lined mth onlﬁlhe current newspaper and covered with a
thick cushion of cedar shavings to give it that bm:kv-tu-nature aroma.

After interviewing several varieties of pets in the local pet store, Alex stumbled upon a

cage filled with rodents of various sizes and colors; but one small wiry white rodent caught Alex's
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eye; it seemed to %;.)r:ak to Alex yellirltgj 'Hey! Hey you, Alex! Please please take me home."
Well, that did iQUE.x rescued the rodent from that pet store and very possibly saved it from a
dinner date with somebody's slithering fifteen foot Python or slimy Boa Constrictor. On the way
home Alex made his vows that he would keep his new friend free from harm, keep his cage
clean, and never let him go without food or water. Suddenly Alex blurted out, “Chipp@hat's
what I call him. I call him Chip for short." His brothers all agrged

Alex grew more fond of Chip as the days passed b{\,ﬁﬂcr school he would greet his little
rodent friend with a cheerful, " HZ\' s little Chippy today? Did you have a good day? " Chip's
response was always the sarr,( 'he'd stand up on his, back tw()q'fﬁct place his two front paws on
the bars of the cage, mﬁ‘wlth whiskers nervously tw:tchmg )Gh:li: would curiously sniff the air.
Alex would reach in and carefully place his friend in the palm of his hand. Gently he would
stroke Chip's furry white head with his index finger. Finally, Alex would rub Chip's soft furry
body against his cheek and then safely return Chip to his home.

Then it was time for Alex to serenade little Chipper with thirty minutes of saxophone
practice. After a few honks and squeaks i_wz’t?me for the performance to begin. "Chip you're
going to really like this one!" says Alex, as he places the mouthpiece into his mouth and begins to
blow out a few measures of "Oh Suzzanna." "Alex! Please close your door while you are

WD Lape
pral:tlcmg;b ‘;’elf;s his Mother. "You never complain do you Chip?" says Me%{ as he returns from
closing the bedroom door. After twenty minutes of "Oh Suzannia", .Greenslm;:ves , and "She'll

be Com'n Round the Mountain", Alex retires his saxophone to its case and asks, "Well Chip what

did you think of that?" i

J’ng‘" % %u ﬂﬁo*‘



Chip would endure many late nights with Alex as he would type away on his computer
keyboard frantically trying to finish a class project due early the next day. Occasionally, Alex
would look up from his computer ﬂcr%en and see Chip running around on the treadmill or dashing
from compartment to compaﬂma{fj‘ﬂhip you'd better get to b@ whispers Alex. Chip pauses
for a moment and in a scolding rn.anner, glances in Alex's direc:tinn as if to answer, "Who can
sleep with all that racket."  Alex finishes his paper and turns off the power to his computer.
"Goodnight Chip. See you in the Morning," says Alex as he climbs into bed.

It was early one Saturday morning, when Alex noticed Chip's odd behavior. "MOM!"
Alex screamed, "Something 's wrong with Chip. Hurry c¢ome here." His mom arrived in time to
see Chipper thrashing out of control in his cacgéhc knew there was something seriously wrong
with Alex's little friend; they tearfully watched as Chip started foaming at the mouth. There was
nothing they could dn. Alex hopefully kept watch on Chip for the next three hours as Chip went
in and out of violent convulsions. "Come f@‘{:hjp " Alex wept. "Please don't die."

Painfully Alex watched as Chlppﬁh—ea into lus last convulsion and took his last breath of air.
"Poor Chip," Alex sobbed. "Poor, poor Chip," echoed Alex's little brother, Austin. " I feel so
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sad for Chip. Do you Mom?" Asked Austin. " Yes," She tearfully replied. "I am very sad."

If they had only known mouth to mouse resuscitation. '’/ Pﬁj

After Chip laid in his food dish for a few hours, Alex donned a pair of his mnt@félbow
high, yellow, latex gloves, reached into the cage and picked up Chipper by the tail. Alex thought
to himself that Chip needed a dignified farewell. He would bury Chip in a field full of daisies and

wildflowers located on a hill behind his Aunt's home. Since the burial site was several miles away,

Chip would have to lie in state in the kitchen freezer until transportation arrangements were






