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has slipped and you search the room for a means to reattach 
it.  You find it in the form of Lenore St. Cyr and Sully Clark, 
who are moving gracefully amongst the crowd, talking 
with acquaintances, admiring the flowers, and telling Leroy 
Jarbeau that he looks so natural.  They interact with one an-
other in such consonance that some might assume they have 
long been married.  This is not the case.  They are simply 
friends who are leading each other back to the path of fruit-
ful living.  Sully is drinking less and Lenore is taking courses 
that will allow her to finish her teaching degree – small 
maneuvers that grow a yard of hope and a foot of happi-
ness.  Their joy is enough for you to shake the apprehension 
caused by Johnny Jesus Boots.

A commotion that you cannot ignore erupts near the 
coffin.  One of the crisp men in dark suits is directing some 
heated words toward a group of children.  You can’t make 
out the words, but you can tell they are heated from the 
creases in the crisp man’s face.  You and much of the rest 
of the crowd push forward to ascertain the reason for his 
annoyance.  After bobbing and tiptoeing to get a better view 
through the heads that separate you from the action, you 
recognize the children.  It’s Chris Dickle and her merry band 
of buddies.  They appear to have a large, black garbage bag 
filled practically to bursting.  Chris is waving a smashed pop 
can in one hand, trying to convince the crisp man that she 
has every right to leave her group’s collection of cans for the 
Tin Man.  The room goes silent, everyone suddenly struck 
mute by the unfolding drama.

“You’ll do no such thing,” says the crisp man.  “Now 
turn around and take that filthy bag out of here before I 
throw you all out.  It’s disgraceful.”

Chris replies with, “It’s not disgraceful and we’re not 
leaving.  It’s the Tin Man’s funeral, not yours, and the Tin 
Man would appreciate the gesture.”

“It may be the Tin Man’s funeral, but I work here and 
what I say goes.  Where are your parents?”

“Our parents have nothing to do with this.”
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“They will when I get through with you.”
“Excuse me?”  Stella roars from the back of the chapel.  

With her hands on her hips, she cuts through the crowd, 
elbows promising to jab whoever gets in her way.  “Are you 
threatening these children?”

“No, ma’am, I just . . . .”
“You just nothing.  I’m paying for this funeral and these 

kids have my permission to leave their bag of cans for Leroy.  
Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”  The crisp man sulks off.
“Go ahead now, children, find a good place to put your 

bag,” says Stella.  “Make sure everyone can see it.”
Chris asks, “Can I put some on the coffin, please?  If it’s 

not too many?”
“Sure, darling.  Knock yourself out.  Leroy would’ve got-

ten a kick out of it.”
Few eyes remain dry in the chapel as Chris reverently 

places four crushed pop cans in a line on top of the Tin 
Man’s coffin.  Even Tom Twist, that tough old fish squeezer, 
grabs a tissue from the box sitting next to him on the front 
pew.

Are you surprised to see him at the funeral?  You 
shouldn’t be.  If the Tin Man could speak, have a few final 
words with you, he’d say, “Tom’s a good man.  He did the 
right thing.”


