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As my 44th wedding an-niversary is fast approaching,I look back and think hownaïve I was when I got mar-ried. For example, traditiondictates that the groom-to-beask the bride-to-be’s fatherfor her hand in marriageprior to any formal proposal.I didn’t know this protocoland never did ask my father-in-law for permission tomarry his daughter. He nevermentioned the fact that Inever requested his endorse-ment, but I am sure I hurt hisfeelings, which was uninten-tional… I just didn’t knowbetter.I was in the Army when Ipurchased Cathy’s engage-ment ring at the Post Ex-change, known as the PX,located at Ft. Ord, Calif. Ididn’t have much money andI saw a ring that was withinmy limited budget and Iended up paying $100 for a

diamond ring.Jewelry, especially rings,are one of many subjects Iknow little about. I nevergave it a thought that ringscome in different sizes. I pur-chased the ring in the displaycase and assumed it would fitCathy… and I lucked out be-cause it did fit.It is difficult to explain toyou how small the diamondon this ring was. I mean, thisdiamond was so small, that

years later our house wasburglarized and the thievesstole TV sets and other elec-tronic goods as well as jew-elry. When I arrived home tosurvey the burglary scene, Inoticed that Cathy’s jewelrybox was open and the crookshad taken much of her jew-elry, but left the engagementring. I was very angry thatour home had been brokeninto, but I was humiliatedthat even burglars recognized

So there I was
By Pete Buckley
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It’s summer again, thoughyou wouldn’t have known itfrom the weather last week.But it’s come. Kids are out ofschool as of last Thursday, thepool opened its garage styledoors, T-Sno is serving up sug-ary dreams one cup at a time,and the sound of motorcyclesare filling the air.There’s something very tel-evision-like for me when sum-mer comes in Tuscola. You see,growing up in the inner city ofChicago, I have different mem-ories of what a classic summerlooks like.It seemed every summer ofmy childhood had a theme.One year, all the neighborhoodkids were obsessed with kick-ball. We didn’t have a real dia-mond to play on but there wasan empty lot behind the apart-ment building that I lived inand everyone would convergeon it after lunch for a game.Thinking back, I’d never letmy kids play in that lot. Therewere broken beer bottles, ran-dom trash, and sometimeseven a junk car parked there.Us city kids didn’t care, ordidn’t know better.Then there was the summerof soccer. My yard, which wasreally just another empty lotwith a couple of trees, was per-

fect for soccer. Between thebrick wall of our building andthe chain link fence, I learnedhow to angle a shot to ricocheta pass to a teammate. Thatyear was when the local boysrealized I was a very decentsoccer player and actuallystarted asking me to come play.I'll never forget the summerI got rollerblades. My bestfriend was a natural in themand I loved watching her spinin place or try to beat her besttime down the block. I’m cer-tain she used my blades morethan I did.One year, before my momand dad split, a bunch of theadults on our block decided tohave a water balloon fight. Istill remember helping fill atleast a hundred balloons. Ourbuilding staged anything thatcould hold water on the front

steps and packed them withballoons. The building acrossthe street did the same.They threw balloons at eachother for a good hour. My fa-vorite memory of that night isa vivid picture of my dad takingone of the buckets of waterafter we ran out of balloons,running across the street anddumping the water on one ofour neighbors.That’s one bit of a Chicagosummer that you’d only get ifyou lived it, and I’m certain itwould never fly anywhere else.When it got so hot it was un-bearable we didn’t have a citypool to retreat to. Instead,someone would crack openone of the fire hydrants on thestreet corner. They would put acouple car tires round the baseand use a wooden plank toredirect the water. The result

was a makeshift splash pad onthe street. In Spanish we calledit “La pompa,” the pump. Onekid would come running downthe street yelling “La pompa isopen!”Now thinking of it, I’m noteven sure I owned a swimsuitas a child. We would run downto the corner in shorts and T-shirt. Taking turns runninginto the water or cooling off inthe huge puddles in the streetgutters.Eventually, someone wouldcall the city to report it becausehaving the hydrate runningcauses the entire block to lose

water pressure. A fire truckwould come around and turn itoff and we’d all scatter.There were several yearswhen I’m sure someone hadacquired the specialized toolfor opening the hydrate be-cause it wasn’t long before thewater was running again andwe’d hear “La pompa is open!”once again.In no way do I regret raisingmy own kids in a small town.The safety and communitycan’t be beat. My girls will lookback on their summers withjust as much fondness andtheir memories with be of

water balloon fights with theneighborhood kids, that timeour neighbor tried to save thefish that got stuck in theditches between our houses,when they finally all learned toride their bikes, and even theyear the whole world shutdown and we learned to keepour distance.I once saw a saying aboutonly having 18 summers withyour kids and making the mostof them. It’s a great reminderand an awful realization but soimportant because these mem-ories are what they’ll hang onto forever.
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Summer memories of a city girl

In some respects, newspa-pers and printing are consid-ered to be manufacturing. Itmakes sense; we're taking oneproduct and turning it into an-other product and thus in-creasing the value.Theoretically. Hopefully.Most of what I do is on thenewspapering side, whichdoesn't feel that much likemanufacturing. That's proba-bly because most of the physi-cal transformation takes placesomewhere else.All the pieces of the puzzleare fun. I do some of the writ-ing and photography and mostof the layout, which literally isa puzzle each week. But whenI get the chance, I love to watchthe pressmen work.Huge rolls of paper are at-tached to several differentprinting units. Combined, themachinery is called a webpress probably because thecontinuous rolls of paper arevaguely comparable to a spi-der's web.The layout that I design istransferred to metal plates thatare wrapped around large

cylinders. Each ink color has aseparate plate. The ink issmeared onto a table in front ofthe plates that then spin rap-idly, picking up ink. All of thecolors on the page are madefrom just four ink colors: cyan,magenta, yellow and black.A combination of water andink combines in a way that Ican't fully explain to transferthe ink to the paper that isthreaded through the pressunits. The pressmen hustlefrom unit to unit turning knobsto make adjustments as thepaper whizzes by.At the end, all of the pagescome together and are ma-chine folded and trimmed. Theresulting newspapers are de-posited onto a conveyor beltthat stacks them up.On a smaller scale, we docommercial printing, which Ioccasionally get to help with.Unlike the offset printing of theweb press, our commercialprinting, or job printing, isdone on digital laser printers,but the four-color process isthe same using cyan, magenta,yellow and black toner.

We have a variety of equip-ment to produce many differ-ent products. We have a large,industrial paper cutter, a folderand a saddle stitcher that pro-duces staples from a reel ofwire. Smaller, more manualequipment will do spiral bind-ing, perforating, padding, etc.Our largest printer could becoupled with accessories thatwould fold, trim and staple au-tomatically. But those acces-sories would cost $40,000 orso and would require a largerspace. So, we use older equip-ment that requires each func-tion to be completedseparately.There's a lot of satisfactionwhen completing a printingjob like a booklet. Maybe it'sbecause of the manual laborthat our equipment requires,but there's a proud "I madethis" moment at the end of it.I found out tonight thatthere's a limit to my manufac-turing joy.I was working on a prettybig job. It wasn't a complicatedjob. Just a flyer, 11 by 17inches, printed in color on both

sides and folded. But therewere more than 5,000 of themordered.My role was pretty simple.Take the printed pages fromthe printer over to the folder.Load them into the machinethat folds them and countsthem.You could train a monkey todo the job. I know because Iwas the monkey doing it.I underestimated the timethat it would take to printthem. Our machine is normallypretty fast. But it has to printone side, turn it over and printthe other side. Watching themachine print was like watch-ing a pair of snails in a sack

race through a field of mo-lasses.The printer is in one roomand the folder is in, gasp, an-other room. So most of my jobwas walking from one room toanother. For six solid hours.I was also watching thecounter and boxing up the fin-ished product for multiple end-users. That was the mostcomplicated part of the job.After 4,000 copies, I startedhating the printer.It wasn't the printer's fault.It was the concrete floor. Mylegs started complaining to myspine, which then complainedto my brain. And my brain tookit out on the printer.

It was actually a bit of reliefwhen the paper tray wasempty 11 times and the tonercartridges had to be replacedtwice. Those interruptionsprovided some variety to themonotony of walking from theprinter to the folder and backagain.Probably the biggest down-side is that it's illegal to smokea cigar in a commercial build-ing, and nobody wants theirprinting to smell like cigarsmoke and anguish. So I justpowered through.But I got done and therewas that familiar satisfactionthat I'm not just a newspaper-man. I'm a manufacturer.I still had a column to writebefore I could call it a night, butat least I can do that fromhome with a cigar in my hand.Thus, I've decided: I like news-papering better.
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Making stuff is satisfying until it’s not
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that the engagement ringwasn’t valuable.Two days before the wed-ding I flew back to Illinoisfrom California. The night Iarrived in Illinois, I was theguest-of-honor at my bache-lor party held at my bestfriend’s apartment. We mayhave over-indulged withadult beverages and gotten alittle loud because the policearrived and suggested wequiet down or leave theapartment complex. It wasdecided to leave the apart-ment and drive to anotherfriend’s residence.I was in no condition todrive, so I was riding in thefront passenger seat whenthe driver crashed into abridge railing. I woke up thenext day, the day before I wasto be married, laying in astrange bed in the hospital.My chest was hurting sobadly that I thought I was

having a heart attack.I hit the hand-held call but-ton for the nurse, explainingto her that I thought I washaving a heart attack, but sheassured me that I was nothaving a heart attack, but in-stead had severely bruisedribs. When I informed thenurse that I had to be re-leased immediately from thehospital because I was get-ting married the next day, shesaid, and I quote, “My, you arein a pickle.”I had to demonstrate Icould get out of bed and walkbefore I was released. Whilemasking extreme pain, I grit-ted my teeth and managed towalk the number of steps re-quired in order to convincethe doctor to release me.My punishment for attend-ing a bachelor party only twodays prior to my weddingcame about immediately.Cathy picked me up from the

hospital in her dad’s pick-uptruck (with no shock ab-sorbers) and I felt excruciat-ing pain every time Cathydrove over every pothole andbump-in-the-road betweenChicago and Bloomington…ouch. I’m not sure, but I be-lieve she may have been aim-ing for those potholes.As you know by now, de-spite the problems I causedmyself, the wedding went offwithout a hitch. Cathy wasstunningly beautiful that day(and every day afterwards)and I keep a photo of herwearing her wedding dressas the screen-saver on my cellphone.I try not to look at photosof myself on my wedding day,as I am reminded of my bach-elor’s party each time I gazeupon our wedding photoswhich show me smiling…with a nice red scratch acrossthe middle of my forehead.

Anniversary remembrances




