
July 20—To be announced
July 27—Lanny Monroe
August 3 - Larry Stanford - something with Toyota Please note that we will meet at Roscoe’s today only
August 10—Judy Glenn
August 17—rett Marlar
August 24—Patrick Poindexter
August 31—Joe Caldwell

Different  is  not  always  better,  but  better  is  always  different
 The  lad  called  Bilroy  pack e d  his  ne w  diplo m a  am o n g  his  m e a g e r  bel o n g i n g s  and  left  the  dor m it o ry.   With m any  sad  glanc e s  ov er  his  
sh ould er,  Bilroy  w e nt  out  into  the  w o rld.   He wan d er e d  for  m a ny  days  until  he  ca m e  upon  a  great  cro w d .   The  cro w d  was  in  fact  a  
long,  wid e  line  of  m e n  and  w o m e n  with  anxious  expressi o n s.   Even  as  he  lo o k e d  on,  m o uth  agap e,  the  line  gre w.   There  was  co ntinual  
co m m o t i o n - -pushing  and  sh o vin g .   The  lad  jump e d  in,  elb o w s  out.   After  standing  a  long  while,  he  tried  to  strike  up  a  co n v e rs ati o n  
with  those  around  him .   "Where  do es  the  line  lead?"   he  asked  the  w o m a n  just  ahead  of  him .   "Shhh,"  she  hisse d.   But wh e n  she  
lo o k e d  into  his  inno c e nt  face,  she  added  softly,  "I don't  kno w  wh er e  it go e s."

"I kno w , "  said  the  m a n  in  front  of  her.   "It go e s  to  the  grand  m a nsi o n  on  the  hill.   Look,  you  can  see  it on  the  horizo n.   It is  
the  house  of  the  privile g e d  few.   Som e d ay  I will  dw ell  there."

This  ne w s  please d  Bilroy.   He was  glad  to  hav e  found  the  right  line  so  so o n  after  leavin g  the  dor m it o ry.   He waited.   Alas,  
the  lad  waited  and  waited  but  the  line  did  not  see m  to  m o v e .   "What  do  you  do  here  to  pass  the  tim e?"    Bilroy  aske d  the  m a n.  
"Worry,"  he  said.   "We  w o rry  ab out  wh o  mi g ht  cro w d  into  line  and  ab out  ke epin g  our  suits  press e d  and  our  breath  fresh...just  in  case."

"I'm  not  certain  I can  stand  that."  the  lad  said,  his  bro w  furro w e d .
"Just stand  awh ile...yo u'll  get  used  to  it."  the  m an  replied.   "Besides,  w e  sh ould  get  a  ne w  story  so o n."
"A story?"
"When  they  let  so m e o n e  enter  the  m a nsi o n,  the  w o r d  will  travel  back  to  us.   It will  co m e  on  as  a  wa v e .   You'll  see.   And you  

will  take  heart.   The  stories  are  so  inspiring!   We often  w e e p  at their  telling."
So Bilroy  waite d,  alth ou g h  he  shifted  and  stretch e d  and  reckl e ss n e s s  travele d  wh er e  his  blo o d  sh ould  hav e.   He was  m o st  

disc o ura g e d.   New  peo ple  w er e  getting  behind  hi m  and  thus  the  line  see m e d  to  m o v e ,  but  did  it?  He could  not  be  certain.
At last  he  could  wait  no  long er  and  his  leg s  carried  him  away.   As he  left  the  line  those  wh o  sa w  hi m  do  so  sho o k  their  heads  

and  felt  sorry  for  hi m.   Som e  ev e n  m a d e  jok es  at  his  exp ens e.
As Bilroy  wan d er e d  alo ng ,  m a ny  in  line  gav e  hi m  evil  lo o ks.   Som e  called  hi m  na m e s.   Others  advis e d  him :   "Get  back  in  

line  bef or e  it is  too  late."   He notic e d  that  as  he  m o v e d  for w ard  alo ng  the  line,  the  peo ple  w er e  old er  and  old er.   Finally,  ov er  gray  
heads,  he  sa w  the  rusty  gates   to  the  m ansi o n..   Th os e  near  the  gates  gav e  couns el  to  thos e  behind  the m .   All of  the  gray  heads  no dd e d  
seriously.

Bilroy  let  despair  into  his  hop eful  heart:   "What  a  long  trip!"  he  m o a n e d ,  holding  his  head.   "on e  step  a  year  m a k e s  a  city  
blo c k  a  lifelo n g  journey!"   he  cried  to  the  jaybirds  in  the  trees.

The  jays  voic e d  their  o w n  co m p l aints  and  fle w  off.   With nothin g  else  to  do,  he  follo w e d  their  directi o n,  walkin g  alo ng  the  
fenc e.

He had  be e n  walkin g  awh ile  wh e n  he  saw  the  end  of  the  fenc e  co m e  in  vie w .   It stopp ed   near  the  back  do o r  of  the  m ansi o n.  
There  he  found  the  do o r  op en.   His heart   leaping  into  his  throat,  he  walk e d  inside..

"Welc o m e ! "  a  doze n  voi c e s  said  in  uniso n.   "Co m e  in,  co m e  in,"  they  w er e  all  saying,  offering  hi m  be v er a g e s  and  chairs.  
He sat.   "Welc o m e  ho m e ! "  one  said,  shaking  the  lad's  hand.

"I can  stay?"   asked  Bilroy.
"Of course.   You've  arrived."
"But wh at  abo ut  thos e  in  line?"
"Th ey  will  wait."

The  m o r al?
You  can't  be  different  by  bein g  the  sa m e.

The  sec o n d  m o ral?
Bilroy  was  There!

This  fable  brought  to  you  by  yr  obs't  sv't  Bilroy  Caruth,  who  believe s  in  happy  ending s .
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