It is the late spring of 1979, a hot, stcky Saturday afternoor.
Hundreds of us sit together, side by side, in rows of wooden
Jolding chairs on the main campus lawn. We wear blue nylon
robes. We listen impatiently to long speeches. When the cere-
mony is over, we throw our caps in the air, and we are officially
graduated from college, the senior class of Brandeis University in
the city of Waltham, Massachusetts. For many of us, the curtain
has just come down on childhood.

Afterward, 1 find Morrie Schwartz, my favorite professor,
and introduce him to my parents. He is a small man who takes
small steps, as if a strong wind could, at any time, whisk him up
into the clouds. In his graduation day robe, he looks like a cross

between a biblical prophet and a Christmas elf. He has sparkling

: i that spills onto his forehead,
bio ears. a trignoular nose, and tufts of graying eyebrows. Al-
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thoueh his teeth are crooked and his fower ones are slanted

back—-as if someone had once puiched ihem in—when he smiles
it’s as if you'd just told him the first Joke on earth.

He tells my parents how I took every class he taught. He
tells them. “You have a special boy here.”” Embar assed, T look
at my feet. Before we leave, T hand my professor a present, a tan
briefease with his initials on the front. I bought this the day before
at a shopping mall. T didn’t want to forget him. Maybe I didn’t
want him to forget nie.

“Miich, you are one of the good ones,” he says, admiring
the briefease. Then he hugs me. I feel his thin arms around ny
back. T am taller than he is, and when he holds me, 1 feel
awlward, older, as if T were the parent and he were the child.

He asks if Twill stay in touch, and withont hesitation I say,
“Of course.”’

When he steps back, T see that he is cryfng.




