Gramps and I
By William Snead

	It was July back in the year of 1943.  Chicago was having a sweet year because the war was winding down for its long-awaited end.
	My grandfather tapped his corn cob pipe on the side of the green yard bench that we sat upon.  He then dipped his pipe in a can of Tip Top tobacco.  As we sat, he would puff his corn cobber while easing down Monarch Beer between puffs.
	I was seven and became my grandfather’s greatest oncoming student.  Sometimes, he’d have me work with him on his wood pile.  He liked to saw wood, but I didn’t.  We’d work from early morning until early in the afternoon.
	Gramps was a good cook and we’d stop for lunch to have bacon and barley stew.
	After work we’d sit on the green bench and we’d tip a bit of Burgundy together.  Nothing can challenge the South Side of Chicago when feeling a strong wind blowing your hair as it also blows through all of our popple trees.
	Later, we both retired for the night.
	It was several years later when my grandfather was drinking in a local tavern.  On of the South Side neighbors came into the tavern to tell Gramps that someone was chasing my grandmother all around the front yard.
	Like a quick cat that jumps its prey, Gramps was out f the bar and quickly headed home.  What he saw in arriving at the house was a seven-foot man chasing a five-foot woman.  Gramps quickly joined I on the chase.  He was chasing the giant who was chasing my grandmother.  He finally cornered the big man near the dark green bench.
	My grandfather was former middle-weight champion boxer in the U.S. army.  He struck a series of blows that floored the man.  After he laid for an hour on the yard lawn, the giant got up and headed for the railroad.  He laid there for three days, then hopped a freight out of Chicago.
	That evening Gramps and I were back on the green bench enjoying the soft summer breeze on the South Side of Chicago.
