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The family went to a ‘Cracker Barrel’ restaurant, which always requires a waiting period of about 20
minutes. | believe this to be part of a marketing scheme, because the only places to wait are on the porch
where they are selling outdoor furniture, or in the gift shop where they are selling everything else. It was during
that wait that Cheryl found and purchased for me a piece of my childhood — a package of Fizzies.

(Don't tell me you don’t remember Fizzies?! | think they came in some variety of flavors, but all | recall
were the root beer ones. They were packaged exactly like Alka Seltzer tablets, perhaps because that is
essentially what they were: two chalky wafers which you dropped into a paper cup of water. These
subsequently dissolved, creating an effervescent root beer-flavored nectar, hitherto unknown & unmatched in
the Post-Modern age...)

Ah, Fizzies! Even the name takes me back to my days in Vacation Bible School! VBS was a different
animal those days — we went from 9 a.m. until 2:30 or 3 p.m. There were no DVD’s that did slick, professional
videos for music — just Mrs. Kinny playing the piano. Crafts included a lot of coloring, paste, construction paper
& yarn. Games were invariably the same from year to year — Duck, Duck, Goose for the little kids, Red Rover
& Living Statues for the older ones. Bible stories were done with felt boards on easels.

And then there was lunch time: one hundred paper sacks, filled with a variety of sandwich meats on
buttered white bread, each wrapped in waxed paper. There was an apple or a banana, the occasional
individually-wrapped Moon Pie for dessert, and best of all, for a beverage — a package of Fizzies!

Few meals in my experience as a seven or eight year old could compare to the sheer wonder of that
brown paper bag of epicurean delights, particularly when accompanied by the subtle gastronomical event of an
8 ounce glass of tepid tap water & the magical transforming addition of two Fizzie tablets. Apart from anything
else I might have experienced in Bible School, the very existence of Fizzies was enough to convince me that
our God was an awesome God, and that he loved me unconditionally. | was easy prey for the VBS teachers of
First Lutheran: | had no problem at all giving my heart to the God who provided the perfect gift of His Son
Jesus, and the nearly perfect gift of a pack of Fizzies.

And here they were again, ala 2008! | was thrilled! They were packaged just as | remembered them! |
put them in a juice glass of water, & they fizzed perfectly — for a while. | had to push them around a little bit
with my finger to keep them going, & even then, there was a little, rather ugly cake of it lying on top when all
the fizzing subsided. | added an ice cube — a luxury that the passing of 45 years made possible. And finally, |
tasted it.

Not good. Really, not good at all. It was flat & weak, & a more than a little gritty. It tasted of root beer,
but more like a glass of root beer & ice you've left it in the car in a sunny parking lot for six hours or so.

The reality was not as | remembered. | do not doubt that it was the same Fizzies | thrilled to as a child
and recalled so fondly so often in my adult life. It's just that | have changed — my tastes, my experiences &
more than a little nostalgia have colored my memories.

And that realization threw me into a little crisis. Were my mom’s cinnamon rolls or home-made pizza as
delicious as | remember them? How about school maidrites? (If  were ever to commit a horrible crime & get
the death sentence: and if | were able to request a last meal, I've imagined it might be a school maidrite,
skinny-skinny home-made French fries, & one of my mom'’s cinnamon rolls, with Fizzies for a drink. [However,
I imagine that Cheryl, even under those circumstances, would require me to order a salad, a green vegetable,
& make me leave the top of the bun off the maidrite...])

How many other childhood memories are not as | remember them? | would guess quite a few — maybe
all of them. | don’t imagine that the creeps in school were as creepy as | remember, or the cool kids as cool. |
don'’t imagine | suffered as much as | thought | did, or that the adventures we had would ever make a decent
after school special.

But that's okay. Memories keep us company as we go through life, even if they didn’t happen just the
way we recall them. It may be that our memories are not stagnant, but are in a constant process of being
edited & polished & buffed to become what we want or need them to be. Perhaps we remember the good old
days precisely because there were actually so few of them.

In my favorite play, “Our Town”, Emily, dead & looking back on her life, relives a childhood birthday,
only to find that the sentiment she had built around it in her memory didn’t mesh with the mundane details of
everyday life.

Arsene Houssaye wrote “We must always have old memories, and young hopes.”

Our primary hope is much clearer and more precise than our memories, because it is in Jesus Christ -
the same yesterday, today & always.
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