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IN YOUR EAR

by Hawkeye Q. Hoerr

Once again I've beeh confronted
with still another symptom of my ad-
vancing age. | now sport a hearing
aid, the Sebring model 760. The jour-
ney started simply enough. There we
were, having a breakfast in the living
room by the raging fire: me, the first
wife, and the third set of dogs. The
wonderful aroma of fresh coffee, cin-
namon toast, and oak burning in the
fireplace made the morning something
special. KWMU was on and Cokie
Roberts was explaining why George W.
is so popular; “It's his parents,” she
said, clearing up that mystery. She

went on to talk about Al Gore, but |
couldn’t tell whether she was saying
“goody two-shoes,” “too wooden to
lose.” or maybe it was “couldn’t do
bocze." Possibly “Shouldn't smooze™?
| leaned over to turn up the radio,
a familiar ritual, while the smoke grew
more poignant and a bit thicker. I be-
gan to cough. Suddenly the wife
shouted, scaring the dogs and knock-
ing her coffee on the oriental rug.
(That's what's good about oriental rugs:
you can't see the stains.) “Did you
open the flue?” she yelled.
heard her.

James Flynn Earns Silver Beaver Award

Dauvtd Schmldt, resident of 61 XX McPherson and Committeeman for Boy
Scout Troop 98, submitted the following nemination of Jim Flynn, 60XX
McPherson, for the Silver Beaver Award. Jim was presented with this honor
at the Xtreme 2000 Scouting event in Forest Park on June 2, 2000.

Rarely does a person's vocation-career(FORESTER) meld with that person’s
avocation (SCOUTING) as perfectly as exemplified in JAMES FLYNN, (B.S. in
Forestry, UMC). Jim Flynn is the personification of Scouting’s Ideal of cheerful
service and leadership since his Eagle Scout and Junior Assistant Scoutmaster
years through his Adult Scouter service: Assistant Scoutmaster; Senior Adult
Advisor Philmont Trek; Chairman of Troop Committee for a dozen years; Chair-
man of Board of Trustees of independent trust that supports local scouting at
Troop 98; Merit Badge Counselor and Eagle Advisor; Committeeman.

James Flynn Is an “hands-on” scouter who has camped overnight 415 Days
and Nights on scouting events, including 27 years (7 years full week; 20 years
part week) at St. Louis Council Long-term Camps as well as 27 years attandarice
and overnight at every Fall and Spring Camporee and Pre-Camporee in West/
Keystone District. Jim Flynn has passed on Scouting's values to his son, Dan
Flynn, who Is currently Senior Patrol Leader of Tr 98 — which values he first
learned from his Merit Badge Counselor dad, Jack Flynn. After Scouting and
promoting scouting with Jim Flynn for the past quarter century we are honored
to nominate our fellow Eagle Scout, Committeeman and life-long scout, JAMES

FLYNN for the Silver Beaver Award.

James Flynn

James Flynn's love for
Scouting and its ideals

i1s evident in his service
to the program.

An Eagle Scout, he
served as an assistant
Scoutmaster, troop
committee chairman,
and merit badge
counselor. He also
serves as chairman of
the board of trustees
of an independent

trust that supports

Troop 98, chartered to

St. Roch Catholic Church.

Mr. Flynn is a hands-on
Scouter who camped 415 days and nights dur-
ing Scouting events. This includes 27 years of
attending Greater St. Louis Area Council long-
term summer camps, as well as attending over-
nights at every fall and spring district encamp-

ment.

He received his district’s Award of Merit.

“No," | replied, ever so gently, “I
don’t think | have the flu, it's just that
the smoke is getting pretty dense in
here.”

“DID YOU OPEN THE FLUE?"
she repeated (at least so she’s told me).
I do know that she was raising her voice
because Coco and Boomer began to
bark. They're great decibel dogs;
whenever her volume gets above a cer-
tain level, they bark and | know that 1
need to begin to pay attention.

“YOU IDIOT,” she now screamed,
but still with affection, “did you open
the flue in the chimney?"

“Huh? Flu and cinnamon? That
doesn’'t make any sense,” I replied
rather indigently, coughing louder
which, of course, made it harder to
hear. The dogs began to howl.

The first wife then, as she does of-
ten, seized the moment, rolled her
eyes, got up, and opened the closed
flue herself. The room began to clear
a bit and | could begin to make out her
face. “Which one of us has a hearing
problem?" she asked triumphanthy.

Reality hit home. | knew it wasn't
the dogs. After spending years of re-
sponding to every sentence with
“What?” just out of habit, | decided that
[ needed to bite the bullet and do some-
thing about my Rock & Roll hearing-
induced loss. After all, | wear eye
glasses and have a toupee (which you
probably didn't know because it is de-
signed to make me look as if I'm los-
ing my hair so that it doesn't seem
obwvious), so why not a hearing aid? I'm
not proud; look at my ties!

It turns out that our friendly
Walgreen's has a hearing aid depart-
ment and, get this, you can see some-
one without an appointment. Such a
deal! So there | was a few weeks ago,
strolling in to meet the audiologist, Dr.
Quackenbusch. a dead-ringer for An-
thony Quinn. Given my high level of
people skills and my acute ability to

Boy Scouts’
Xmreme 2000

by Graham Tucker
Troop 98 Boy Scout

At least twenty thousand scouts
poured into Forest Park for a three-
day rendezvous known as the Xtreme
2000 Scouting Event. This three-day
affair was to celebrate the ninetieth an-
niversary of scouting. Scouts set up
their camps and enjoyed their sur-
roundings on the beautiful evening of
June the second. The next day, scouts
could enjoy many fun activities, such
as climbing a forty-foot climbing wall
or viewing many exhibits like the ad-
vanced aerospace of Boeing. That
night, scouts walked over to Art Hill
and enjoyed a local scout band who
performed many well-known songs.
But that wasn't all, scouts were greeted
with a surprise visit from the famous
Blues player Tony Twist. Not only that,
scouts watched in-line skaters, skate-
boarders, and BMX bike riders do
amazing tricks on a ten-foot half-pipe
with the famous BMX bike rider Kevin
Johnson, who holds the record for big-
gest air. For the grand finale, scouts
gaped in awe at the spectacular fire-
works display that loomed over Post-
Dispatch Lake. When the scouts woke
the very next day, they went to their
own religious services, such as the
Catholics were entreated to two and a
half hour mass with Archbishop Justin
Rigali at the Muny. After religious ser-
vices were over, scouts packed up and
went home thinking about the great
experiences they had.

bond with anyone, knowing that |
wanted him to do the best job possible,
I began the conversation with “Is that
your real name?”

“Of course it is,” Dr. Quackenbush
replied a bit huffily, 1 thought. The
pleasantries over, the doc and I quickly
got down to business. He had me put
these itsy-bitsy earphones in my ears
and then | nodded when 1 could hear
sounds. Iloved the competitive aspect
of the exercise, After all, I've always
rallied for tests.

1 tried to tell how 1 was doing,
whether | was passing or not, but Dr.
Q was stoic. He'd simply nod, make a
checkmark on his table, adjust the
knob, and look at me again. Truth-
fully, it didn't take me long to figure
out that this is an easy game to win.
Regardless of whether or not | could
hear a sound, [ simply nodded ves
when the doc turned the knob and
locked questioningly at me. “Gotcha,”
[ thought. (It reminded me a bit of tak-
ing the eye test for my driver’s licence
at AAA. | simply memorized the let-
ters on the eye chart using both eyes,
then recounted them from memory
when | had to close either eve )

After a few minutes the good doc-
tor looked up. “Yes,” he said, “you
have a mild hearing loss.”

“Wild dental floss?” | asked, “What
in the world does that have to do with
hearing?”

Dr. @ was startled and then he
smiled, “Ah, you Americans, always
playing tricks.” With that he wrote
something on a plece of paper and
pointed to the EAR CENTER, located
in the drug aisle between the GARDEN
CENTER and SLEEP CENTER.

Ever the obedient one, | went there
and handed the paper to the audio-
technician. 1 knew that is what she
was because it said so on her name
tag. She smiled and asked me to take
aseat. "Make a sheet?” | asked. She
leaned forward and exchanged a look
with Dr. Q. | could see him mouth
“crazy Americans” and laugh. She
smiled at him, nodded at me, and
pointed to a chair.

It wasn't but a few minutes until she
handed me a small box with Sebring
760 written in red letters, over a photo
of a trim guy and binki-ed gal playing
in the waves. Inside there was a ma-
dras teensy-tiny hearing aid. 1 put it
in, twisted the even teensier and tinier
volume knob up to 5, as high as it
would go, and wonders upon wonders,
sounds became alive! | could hear.

All of a sudden | could hear the
background nolse in the store: kids
asking their moms for toys, moms re-
fusing and threatening, babies crying,
customers being rude to cashiers, pack-
ages being dropped, elevator muzak
plaving in the background, and elec-
tric Santas ho-ho-hoing. Wow, this is
easy, | thought, thank goodness for the
Sebring 760. | turned the knob down
to 1 and left the store. All of a sudden
I was at peace again. | can't wait to
talk politics with the first wife.

DELMAR
CLEANERS

Your neighborhood cleaner
with complete cleaning &
laundry service.

6142 Delmar Bhvd.

Call 727-6600
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