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his own weird world, feeding the
lls with a bucket full of

Gratitude

(From one of those e-mail forwards
that | usually don’t read and just
delete!)

it happened every Friday evening,
almost without fail, when the sun
resembled a giant orange and was
starting to dip into the blue ocean.
Old Ed came strolling along the
beach to his favorite pier. Clutched
in his bony hand was a bucket of
shrimp. Ed walks out to the end of
the péer, where it seems he almost
has the world to himself. The glow
of the sun is a golden bronze now.

with his thoughts...and his bucket of
shrimp.
Before long, however, he is no
longer alone. Up in the sky a
thousand white dots come
ing and ing, winging
their way toward that lanky frame
standing there on the end of the

pier.

Before long, dozens of seagulls
have enveloped him, their wings
fluttering and flapping wildly. Ed
stands there tossing shrimp to the
hungry birds. As he does, if you
listen closely, you can hear him say
with a smile, Thank you. Thank

you.'

In a few short minutes the bucket is
empty. But Ed doesnt leave.
He stands there lost in thought, as
though transported to another time
and place. Invariably, one of the
gulls lands on his sea-bleached,
weather-beaten hat - an old military
hat he's been wearing for years,
When he finally tums around and
begins to walk back toward the
beach, a few of the birds hop along
the pier with him until he gets to the
stairs, and then they, too, fly away.
And old Ed quietly makes his way
down to the end of the beach and on
home.

If you were sitting there on the pier
with your fishing line in the water, Ed
might seem like ‘a funny old duck,’'
as my dad used to say. Or, ‘a guy
that's a sandwich shy of a picnic,’ as
my kids might say. To onlookers,
he's just another old codger, lost in

sh'i:\p.
To the onlooker, rituals can look

nonsense.

Old folks often do strange things, at
least in the eyes of Boomers and
Busters.

Most of them would probably write
Old Ed off, down there in Florida.

cap over
All he could hear was the slap of the
waves Nnst the

never forgot the sacrifice of that first
lifesaving seagull. And he never
stopped saying, ‘Thank you.' That's
why almost every Friday night he
would walk to the end of the pier
with a bucket full of shrimp and a
heart full of gratitude.
Reference: (Max Lucado, In The
Eye of the Storm, pp.221, 225-226)
PS: Eddie was also an Ace in WW |
and started Eastern Airlines.
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The interesting story above brought
out the sleuth in me, to determine
how Capt. Rickenbacker was found.
The information is below.

The Kingfisher was the U.S. Navy's
primary ship-based, scout and
observation aircraft during World
War I,

Most 0S2Us operated in the Pacific,
where they rescued many downed
airmen, including World War | ace
Eddie Rickenbacker and the crew of
his B-17  Flying  Fortress.
In March 1942, this airplane was
assigned to the battleship USS
Indi It later n a six-
month overhaul in  California,
retumed to Pearl Harbor, and

rescued. (after 24 days at sea..)
Eddie Rickenbacker lived many
years beyond that ordeal, but he

]l d the Indi in March 1944,
Lt. jg. Rolin M. Batten Jr. was
awarded the Navy Cross for making
the daring rescue in this airplane
under heavy enemy fire on July 4,
1944,

Feel free 1o send any information that you think may be of interest to other collectors.
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