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Whot would I be when I grew up, I wondered

o o n o r #sr YnE T,?l^I"i, X3,li 5u, ". ", "
I climbed up into the choir of the big ook desk in Grondpo's bedroom ond loid out

my supplies: drowing poper, o little nine-color point set, two brushes, o tube of white
point, ond o gloss cup fil led with woter, lwos four yeors old ond it wos summer in my little
lllinois hometown, but before I went out to ploy thot offernoon, I wonted to point, Mom
ond Dod hod been reolly excited obout o drowing of o horse I showed them lost night,
Now, I wonted to do something even betier, I took the folded comic-book cover out of
my pocket ond smoothed it out on the desk, lt wos o picture of Donold Duck ploying
cymbols ond o drum, I spent o couple of hours drowing ond pointing my fovorite
cortoon chorocter just the woy it oppeored in the book, When I finished, I ron down the
holl inio the kitchen, where my mom wos busy ironing clothes neor the window, the white
linen curfoins billowing obout her like jibs in the breeze,

She stopped ond stored of my pointing o long time, while I shuffled from foot to
foot. Finolly, she looked of me.

"You did this oll by yourself?" she osked.
l nodded ond showed her the originol,
She smiled, "This is wonderful, Donny! When your fother gets home tonight, l ' l ltolk

to him obout getting you some more ort supplies."
Ecstotic, I went outside, Next to the goroge wos o smoll spoce wiih o big, low

gronite boulder oround which mom hod plonted flowers. lspent mony ofternoons on
thot rock, trocking onts or storing of the clouds. Todoy, I sot on the worm stone, took o
deep breoth, ond looked oround me. The roses seemed to glitter in the sunlighi, Bees
dorted omong the morigolds. I reoched out to try to cotch o possing oronge ond blue
butferfly, just missing,

I naaro.'l ̂ losely of the point-smudged pclms of my honds. The breeze ruffled myI  I \ /VVTVV V

hoir the woy my dod did, I thought of him going off in his big white truck eoch morning to
deliver milk, Whof will I be when I grow up? | wondered,

For o moment, the breeze stopped ond it wos completely quiet. "You will be on
ottist," soid o gentle voice just obove my heod, I looked up but sow no one. I looked
bock down of my honds, The voice continued, "A fine artist. And you will sign your nome
like this," ln the did ot my feet ltroced o copitolZ with o cross through it, o copitol O ond
L with o smoll o ond n followed by o period, I sot storing of it, "An orfist," the voice
repeoted.

The breeze picked up ogoin cnd blew quietly over my foce. lstood. Everything
wos the some os before--the sun, the bees, the blossoms-but it oll looked cleorer
somehow, even more vibront,

Itrotted into the house to find my mother stil l ironing, "Mommy," I soid, tugging on
ihe hem of her dress, "There wos o voice out there."*Wos there onyone neorby?" she osked,

"No," I soid, ond exploined the voice ond whot it told me,
She put down the iron ond bent down io hug me. "Alwoys remember thot voice,

Donny," she whispered, "Thot wos your guordicn ongel."
Soon ofter, my porents bought me on eosel ond more ort supplies. I pointed every

doy, At oge 1 l, I eorned o scholorship to the Art Institute of Chicogo ond loter to the
Americon Acodemy of Art, Todoy, I eorn my living os on ortist ond hove podroyed mony
different subjects. But I most love to point children, to iry to copture the openness of thot
time of life when I believe we ore oll most receptive to God's will, the time when lwos
lucky enough to heor my true colling in on ongel's voice.
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