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One-Eyed Teddy Bear

It has been many
Christmas’ ago as I think about that gray and white Teddy Bear. I
can still see him sitting on the shelf of my grandfather’s grocery
store. The day he came to the store. The day he was not there
anymore. I can remember it all, as if it were yesterday.

“Grandpa, did the new
toys come in?” I asked anxiously as my eyes searched the corners of
the grocery store.

“They just arrived early
this morning. Would the two of you like to help me put them on the
shelf?” questioned my grandfather of my sister, Julie, and me.

“Oh can we? We can do it
all by ourselves,” I gleamed as Julie and I rushed down the
aisle.

I don’t really remember
who took the one-eyed Teddy Bear out of the cart, but all of a
sudden there he was. He was about ten inches tall and covered with
gray fur except for his mouth and stomach, which were as white as
our new Iowa snow. My mind can picture that bright red bow tied so
neatly around his neck, and his blue, yes, and his one blue eye.
One of the bear’s eyes was missing, but somehow it didn’t matter to
me. I kissed him and I straightened his ears that folded back from
his long journey.

Julie and I completed our
job and as we stood back to admire our labor, our eyes shifted
quickly over the array before us. “What do you want me to get you
for Christmas, Julie?” I questioned in the voice of a
six-year-old.

“Oh, I don’t know yet.
Let me look things over for a week, and then I’ll tell you,” came
the always-careful reply of my older sister.

“Well I know what you can
get me.” My body grew rigid as I steadily pointed to the Teddy Bear
that I had so carefully placed among the toys.
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