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By Alan [, Busch

r. Busch?” voice in-
quired.

“Please G-d. No!” 1

a stranger’s

quietly pled,
my body trembling.

“Not again,” [ girded myself for I knew, with a par-
ent’s intuition, that something bad had befallen one of
my children.

"Yes,” 1 acknowledged reluctantly. “This is Mr
Busch.”

“Mr. Busch, my name is Ann,” she began calmiy. “1
have just left your daughter Kimberly”

"Kimberiy!” I panicked. “Is she d]rlght? Is she hurt?
Tell me where she is!”

“Mr. Busch,” Ann continued as calmly as she
- had begun. “We're about an hour south oif Chicago
at mile marker 80. Kimberly was involved in an ac-
cident, but she isn’t hurt, not a scratch,” she assured
me.

“T've already left the scene,” Ann further explained,
“but when I saw it happen, I pulled over to offer what-
ever assistance I could. That’'s when I met Kimmy. 1
promised her I'd call you as soon as the police and res-
cue arrived.”

“Listenn Ann,” 1 interrupted her as politely as 1
could. “Thank you from the bottom of my hearl.
You can't imagine how much T appreciate what you
did”

I hung up but realized that, in my haste, I had ne-
glected to ask Ann for her last name and phone num-
ber.

“Jan,” I calied Kimmyv's mother
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I gathered my things and ran out.

1 }ad driven the route often on my way to visit
famiiy in St. Louis. This portion of the trip, however,
took only about ninety minutes, but it afferded me
enough time to revisit the memory of the day Kimmy
was born. And, as T had done on the occasion of my
first-born son’s birth, I dressed in surgical garb and,
with the assistance of the nurses, scrubbed along side
of the obstetrical team. My job, as proud dad, was
to count fingers and toes. I am thankful to The One
Above for having given ten of each to all three of my
children. For Klmmy, however, there was an addition-
al gift.

“Ma," | called my mother. "It’'s a girl. Yes Ma, ten
of eaah, but with Led, hair and,” I continued excitedly,
“the most magnificently shaped and graceful fingers
vou could ever imagine” I've marveled at them ever
since that day.

I exited at mile marker 80 and turned into a grav-
el lot about a half-mile off the interstate. She stood
in front of the service station that had towed her
car. Appearing exhausted and emotionally fragile,
i couldn’t help but see the little girl whose red hair |
used to put up in a ponytail like that of Pebbles on The
Flintstones.

“Daddy, I ... I'm so sor ...” Kimmy trembled as 1
held her, her head on my shoulder, sobbing.

“Shh, shayneh madele”

“Dad, can we go home?”

“Yes Sweety,” 1 assured her, “in a few minutes. I'll
meet you by your car. Don't forget your bags.”

1 walked over to the garage’s office.

“T've never seen anything like it,” Bill, the paunchy
garage owner, admitted.

“And I've seen quite a few of these in my time,” he
added, scratching his head.

We settled up.

Kimmy and I stared incredulously at what had
been her candy apple red, white-topped convertible
Toyota Solara. The collision crumpled the frontend
within several inches of the dashboard, as though it
were the bellows of an accordion. ""he d rivm’q stde
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Dr. Ibrahim Yosef, on call that morning in the

R of Cook County Hospital, called me at 10 o'clock

in the morning. Chicago Fire paramedics had trans-

ported my first-born son Ben in only minutes be-
fore.

“Mr. Busch? Are you the father of Benjamin
Busch?”

“Yes, sir,” my voice quivered.

“I'm sorry but Ben has suffered massive internal in-
juries from a traffic accident,” he explained. It was then
he “suggested” I come down immediately. I sped away
to the hospital in a state of focused desperation. T knew
how this day would end.

Two hours later, father and T witnessed our
twenty-two year old son and grandson die on the emer-
gency room operating fable.

Dad, wake up,” Kimmy urged, shaking my shoul-
der. “It’s time to go home”

The near loss of my second child led me to re-
visit the death of my first. It would not surprise me
if Kimmy, who had been a loving sister to Ben, had
gone there too. We got out of the car. [ kissed her on
the forehead. “Okay, sweety. I'm ready to go home
now.”

I thank The Almighty for “His miracles that are
with us every day” and for ending this day differently
than He had the other when, several years before, |
began the day with three children but ended up with
two,

We dido't talk much. Kimmy was skittish, gasping
every time I braked or switched lanes.

“You okay?”

“Yes Dad. Just beat”” An hour and a half later, ]
dropped Kimmy off at her mom’s house. My heart
sank. I wanted to spend more time with her, but I had
to keep the promise [ had made to her mother.

“We'll get together later,” | reassured myself. As |
pulled out of the driveway, I saw the chanukiah Kimmy’s
mom had placed in the front window. The shamash and
the first candle shone brightly. Chanukah, The Festival
of Lights, is the season of miracles some old, others
new and for showering chocolate coins upon the heads
of children.

"My G-d,” 1 chaetised myself. “Tonight’s the first
night of Chanukah? 1 felt bad at first, but quickly re-
alived The One Aiﬂﬂ\/v had en(m}ﬂo K 1mmv and me
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“This Shabbat is extra special” |
Kiddush cup. “1 am so thankful to have vou by my
side.”

My right hand trembled slightly. I let a moment
pass. The candles shone more brightly at that instang,
illuminating the serpentine path of a single drop of
wine running down my hand.

Reflecting on how that day might otherwise have
ended, I chanted the blessing over the wine and
thanked The One Above for her life.

It was a wonderfully simple moment when I re-
joiced in my Chanukah miracle whose fingers I heid
tightly in the palm of my hand, the best gift any dad
could ever hope to receive.

iifted the



