Feathers tc \l1 " Feathers “
When I moved from Lansing to the Sault in December of 1990, I somehow lost a box.  This was the box of knickknacks and artifacts that had decorated my bookshelves, a collection which grew over the years: there was a small line of shells from .22 shorts to 50 caliber anti-aircraft; there was a Venetian Mask that she had given me; a fine white mug with an old engraving of Augsburg on it; an earthenware bowl bought at Irsee filled with foreign coins; and there were a number of small tins, one of which was a tall green oval cigar tin.  At the bottom of this tin were feathers.  They were rather ordinary feathers – not the wing feathers, stiff and proud, which one might stick in a hat, nor colorful tail feathers (they were rather grey).  They were body feathers, and each contained as much of a fluff of down as it did plumage.  The feathers were a gift to me, when she journeyed to Salzburg with her school.  When I came to visit her afterward, she eagerly showed me the snapshots she had taken, chattered with the tales of all her friends and she had seen and done.  

 "And I have a gift for you!" 

My mind jumped.  Less than expected, yet my thoughts jumped at what sort of souvenirs might come from the city of street cafés and the mighty, overlooking castle.  Out of her firm young hand floated the gray feathers.   

"Oh," I commented.  "Feathers."  

 "There were doves," she explained, still caught up in her trip.  "They lived in the caste wall.  When I saw them I thought of you.  I had to reach `way out to get them - it was high up - and I got them for you."   

I just looked at them.  I had never received a gift like the one she gave me.   

"Don't you like them?"   

"I guess I just wasn't expecting feathers."   

She just kept quiet, her mood spoiled, unable to understand how I couldn't see their beauty.  I wonder if she would be surprised to learn how long I kept them.  I don't understand how I lost them, that box under the four first-edition Edgar Rice Burroughs and the shot glass that said "Lindau".  I save the box to load last, so it wouldn't be on the bottom, then strapped the whole truck bed down.  Although I don't remember toting it out –  there were many, and one looks much like another – I can't bear to think that someone had stolen it from me.  No, I must admit though I tried to tie it to all my other things, her feathers just escaped me.  Maybe whoever found the box would open up that cigar tin, and finding the gift as strange as I did, set them free.  

