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What sets worlds in motion is the interplay of differences, their attractions 
and repulsions. Life is plurality, death is uniformity. By suppressing 
differences and peculiarities, by eliminating different civilizations and 
cultures, progress weakens life and favors death. The idea of a single 
civilization for everyone, implicit in the cult of progress and technique, 
impoverishes and mutilates us. Every view oftheworld that becomes exdncc, 
every cu.lture that disappears, diminishes a possibility of life. 

Octavio Pal 
(1967) 
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The most fruitful action of a university professor upon the young student is 
produced not by brining down the university to his level, but by beckoning 
him up to its level. Only in this way can that Jove for the things of the mind 
which is the soul oftrue culture be generated - by showing the things ofthe 
mind in their reality and power. Where there is fire. people will come to be 
warmed by it 

Matthew Arnold 
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Poems 
Orpheus • 



JoonneSchntidl 

A Ticket to the Theater 

four spocsoo his old age hand 
A shocking. .. ! A frightening. .. ! Put them away! 
Mau..·c. lllG..Su, .. ... a divan. a bliod. a foun1aiD. 
All this in eycs-:just blink, just blank 
My life is no1 in 1here, in them. Who am I, to you chat is? 
Have you callod? No room s,e,vice you say. Lights out! 
I have my eyes, the inside. 1he rm I cannot speak or see 
I whisper to you, you are so beautiful, so far 
I canno1 soc my face points north aDd south 
My nose, the bridge arouDd ii, a furry muff 
I touch my cheek, l feel the slope 
But behind my chstnu1 eye~ unhinged, unpfusgcd, lashes 
I fmagine my face in pocke1$, doughty pockdS 
Swirling. burning out in tbe chambt1, beyond my grasp 
Like slippery bills and my hands webbing, )'eUow .. , 

Sewel•box ballerina you move in an .assault 
Your Jump jumps itself higher, over, up 
Before me turning your head, your smile, still life 
Red glue on your lipstic:k, your hair, slicker-glass•spray 
Erase that tucked oo smile, those murky sapphire e)'CS 
So dark d1os.e eyes, lashless .. .t jump in through, brealcing diem 
I am empty and till with vomit, throvgh my "°" 
My eyes arc sealed, my urs are bleeding donors 
They s.-uc-.am nails steadily, such hardwart in you 
The air eais i1ulfaDd my skin is boc and scaling 
I raise my fists i.n unison, crashing them out 
Jagged cymbals against your splinterit,g torSO 
I push my hands lhrougb your faoe 
Shredding those eyes, those peeling lips 
Your nose scraping il$elf 10 the ground, knocking 
I bend far and cup your triangle nose 
I blush lhe sawd\lSl oft and pod.el ii 
In green velvet swirls ofpocket brush 
You're insjde me now...don't brea1he-... hush .. .I won't bur it! 

Across the scene a light smo«hers his sad grimace 
He scri:kcs his cl!.cst, a blow, his eyes. kllocting, to find a clue 

https://s.-uc-.am


/()(mne Schmidt 

He rans. his body a marionnettc mclcing in folds of levity 
He ccars his hair back aod is one with the floor 
His bead pounds a melie beat ofcries uuerly imprisoned 
He rolls his eyes back lill two mothbiUs glisten 
He jerks a hand to his eyes. pulling them outside 
And bounces lhcm against the pavement, thundering 
The 1cnn.is balls fly from his he.ad, a lid has been taken 
His hclr1 is in his tennis, in his 1ennis balls storming 
The herd rushes, too soon 10 let, )'our add-it 
On my ledger, pour the score in my li(e, 

Give ms: 1he s~ lhe sawdust, the c~ to taste 
Rub them in my bean, across my sighs 
Let me bum aDd sac-am like midnight sirens 
Inside, Jam inside, lbc Sundial 
I have.nodivision, no multiplic.ations 
Just oi,e way additions 
Just a handful oftinder, jus.1 a crowd 
Just a bean murmuring and skipping a bcal 
The 0Dt•lhC doccors say I don't ntcd 
Just a liand, a jellyfish, a haDd, SOmdimes Ringing 
Lei's pile the fr1mcs in hundreds 
Where those who did not smc!J or tooch the smudge 
Undc, y0tir n~il, the ions~ orislands, beyo™5 1h<: head 
Turning... 



J(J(JJlne Schmidt 

Lighthouse 

I saw an •A" without a faoc 
I brush out 1hecaDdle flame-
And huddle the darkness of these walls. 
For you. some1hing i11 the bean listens 
Awaiting your $!cps grazing the green dust 
Walking the walls of my arebod hol.lSC. 
My eyes sail through my htad 
So soon oo a voyage ofblack sobs. 
Inside, a crack on the wall $izzles 
Buzzing and bloating me wilh breath. 
I glow air unli.1 my heart bul'$ts. 
Iam the lighlhou.,c 
Holding tightly to this rod: 
Hoping to radiate diamoDds 
in your path. 



J()Mne Schmidt 

Laundromat 

In a laundromat, a man is culling his n.ails. 
On a tab1e I sit S1ari11;g down my rwo machines. 
To my right is a fraiJ, lemon-faocd woman. 
She spreads a book thln..ly before her nose. 
Her cars move in tune with the laundry turning.. 
Oick, click, click ... tbe man's nails scatter about. 
Each click i$ cxacced with full-nai l~ rtSOt'lancc:s. 
An old woman stoutly stuffed in houscdress 
Enteu sporting a head full or light, white curl.$. 
She sways diagonally toward a famiUar ma.ch.inc 
Wi1h acar1ful or faded housedresses squeaking forward. 
Ou.r eyes click in and out of tune with lhe wash. 
I rtfix my eyes on my two maeh.ir,es 
Sudsing. desud:sing, stopping. then turning 
Humming, screeching, swirling ... 
I open my book to begin a chapcer 
Hoping the page. will c-nd with my Wa$h. 



Joann~ Schmidt 

Catching Turtles 

Glidlng lhrough the Lake waters 
Mother at the helm 
of our HIile rowboal 
- oars in jUSl minutes ago. 
Sb... sh ... sb ... 
Mo1her motions to us 
10 sit as still as a piaure. 
Smoothly sailing 
through these: waters 
-tlO U.il-
just Mother's graceful 
scooping motion. 
Pail in had 
IUitles perched on rocks 
soon diving in the water 
u we approached 
from behind. 
Motherscooping up the turtles 
in her wastepaper baskct-paU 
so that "-e -
her three advent\lre-loving children 
could have summer pe1s 
at Hotel Rifton. 
Mother's 1hr« tender treasures 
-bet prizcs-
lcamed the art of loving peu 
to be enjoyed, 10 be clteri.shcd 
and always returned 
to the lake's waters 
by summer's end. 



HaztlJ. Tun:atr 

Violence 

Night stalks the day. 
Restless children ready 1.btmselves to fig.ht. 

Sereanl$ of 1error edlo 
through graffi1icd lcoernents, 

Blood runs freely o..,er young 
bodies not yet matured. 

Sirens scream. 
Mothers lamenl. 

Bagged bodfos lay io li.nc. 

Politicians pocket dirty money. 

Society groans. 

No.one bas an answer! 

No-ooeca.rcs? 

8/0....... 



J. H. Bi/as 

Paint Box 

Tu.be$ of illus-ion; 
Passive. inert agents ofimagination 
Capped tight against ta.nwy'$ escape, 
Metallic COC:OOIU or dreams unattained; 
Clash and blend in chance confusion 
CooM&ntly changing, splendid disarray. 



J. H . Bi/as 

Crisis 

Ebonooze 
Sleeps bcnca1h soil denuded by 1he scaring heat, 
Seeps between particles of dusl 
Roiling them to viscous muck 
Which. pressured. boils 1oward 1hc sun 
Tums poisonous al the touch of greed 
Sullies 1hose 1ha1 10Hfor its relew 
Becomes the coiling serpenl in man's E.den 
Dooms him 10 tau forever lo the void 
Sucked out by the avaricious pulse 
Whose throb and hum may cebo 
Unancndcd 
Until the millennium. 

10/0rp!lcllS 



rs1n 

Pipe Dreams 

s1ubby loaely fingtrs scroke 
time worn bri.a.r dark and smooch 
dreams ascending far reach 
like love long forgotten 
fragments and shreds o( life 
rtality clothed bourbon amber 
it has become the pipe 
dreams or bluc-g;ray smoke 
djssipating into black and blue 
fingcrl yellowed with scoking 
fiJ1ercd fantasiesgone awry 
in bygon~ glories only existing 
djscarded bundles or aged 
angered fingers tamp 
the stuff of dreams and dreams 

OtpbemllJ 



Michael Flac.hmonn 

My Grandmother 

1 saw dtath today 
In the labyrinthine walls 
·or an old folks home. 

My grandmother resls there, 
Drooling. stained wltb urine, 
Broken from life-
YC$terda)"s love locked 
Within the sinews ofher body. 

Once she lived 
On the scoond floor 
Ofthjs oomplcx for the aged, 
In a ckan, weU-ligbted place, 
Richly linod 
With pictures ofu.s all. 

Later, she descended 
to the first, 
Keeper ofinvalids, 
The chronically old. 

When that level 
Could not hold her, 
She was taken to the basement 
Where the irurutleS W1it to die, 
Their eyes set, their minds numb, 
A tremor in che pulse. 

Beneath tbe ground now, 
Weighted with memories, 
Shedrc&ms her way 
To the grive. 

Afterwards, 
Glad 10 escape, 
I turface to the earth 
And my green youth. 

I.VOrphc:u.s 



Micha~/ Fladunann 

Bui I am marked rorever 
By that journey undc-rground. 

Hct touch will not wash away, 
Stays wilb me, 
Bonds me. 

I saw death today 
refl«cod in her eyes, 
And her IOflg ltm$ hold me $lill. 



Haul J. Turntr 

June 

l look at )'OU 
and sec me. 
I look at mt 
and see you. 

You are black 
l am while. 

l see no color, 
only 1he buu1y from wi1hir., 

aod the person you are. 

You are my best friend! 

You are a kindred spirit! 

 



African Girl 

The gentle breezes 
that color the sights or love 
come rushing at me from Ille bean 
the $Oft spoken heart 
the succuteooe of 
an ever warming african girt 

I stand astute 
unshaken and unyiel-ding 
testing the temperaments of limits 
the steadfascncss or an always loving 
understanding and affectionate 
an ever warming african girl 

lgnorc the facade 
stretch out )'our arms 
indulge in the infinite bliss 
the always satisfying 
ever present ever fcmfoine 
an ever warming a(rican girl 

The gentility of innocence 
and womanhood 
nunuring: my aspiratloM 
and letting me get away 
with an ever present childlike cxubcranoe 
an ever wanning african girl 

Absorbing in faith and with love 
lhe paiN emo1ioo inflias 
being strong and resolute 
countering the fragile disposition 
nature bes1ows 
you are one ar,d always will be 
an ever warming african girl. 



Paul Osaretin Ero 

Song In My Heart 

The day I found a song in my heart 
The sky was gray and bit1cr 
And the doud:S were dazk. and heavy 
And the Heavtn$ were weeping and wailing 
And the winds were screaming and aying 
And the element$ wue angry and in disarray 
And the sun was hiding in PfOCCSl 
And the moon was nowhere to be round 
And the stars refused to shine 
And my heart was heavy and sunken 
And it was easier co die•than breache. 

And the melody began co flow 
And my spirit refused to wane 
And my soul beg.an lo rise 
And the rhythm began to well 
And tbe colors ofmy bean began to shine 
And the strength of my being grew in bounds 
And the demons or the world we,re powerless 
And my feet began to move 
And my body beg.an to gyrate 
The music became real 
The day I found a $Ong in my hurt 



PQulOu~tin Ero 

Rejuvenation 

Rejuvenation 
begets the nocd for change 
aspiring 10 heights unauained 
challenges the spirit ofbeing 
10 proJe,ct my vis.ion of life 
as blank a s.tate ofmind 

Replicate the moment ofcreation 
the wiJI as &iven 10 man 
imaginaHon as expend((! by soul 
the body a tojoumer of eha.raccer 
beholds the. foundation of strife 

Thedepth ofseas we 1ranscend 
the peaks of mountains we aspire 
and all there i.n berween 
are noching, but yet as rul 
the tune we play while beet 
apparitions our sta.lioos here in 

To each hi$ own lO make 
rc-.ality is us and more 
and still it's vinual in truch 
we see. a!Mi yet we don't 
1he elements are oun to mold 

The powers I.hat roam in \MS 
respects 001slate of miDd 
rejuvenation 
the one we can't avoid. 



Paul Osantin Ero 

Shadows 

Shadows float 
O\'er whispering:ocean waves 
splashing buutiful beach s•nds 
on my lo,..er and I 
our bodiC$ in a tango 
Ups $tarches mouth 
my tongue sips Ille sweetneSS 
I feel the rush down my spine 
ht.ans merge i.n ecstasy 
1brou.g:h time aDd space 
a constant suugglc 
putling you in10 my pelvis 
emotion experience canno1 express 

18/0rphws 



Learning to Fly 

The future awaits me. 
Now is my time to letm to Ry. 

Now is the 1ime to hold my ehildrtn and 
lake rcsponsibilily tor my own actions. 

t can no longer be afilid of the wha1 iJs and maybes. 
Now is my time to learn to fly. 

I mu.st address long lost )()VtS ind 
soul mates who slipped through my fingers. 

I can no longer look back with reg,e1 
only look forward with joyful an1icipa1ioa. 

Now is lhc time ofmy li(e. 
Now is the time to put fears and ftnttiics behind me and 

step into my own world of !tcedom. 
Now is my time to learn to Oy. 

The future awaits me-. 
I must step through the threshold oflife and cake my 

own life into my hands. 
Now is my time to learn to Oy. 

OrphCUJ/19 



Carol Miranda 

Broken 

I've fallen ln Jo,.·e with you, 
And 1Mtt:'s noching I ~n do, 
To ask me to szop loving you, 
Is like asking me to Stop the wind, 
h's the best 1im,e in my life, 
Despi1e a broken heart, 
rve encoontcrcd the. besa, 
And foci nothing for lhe rest, 
My broken hurt will mtnd, 
J3ut loving )'OU will never cod, 

20/0rpbc!.1$ 



Bewrly BoWMs.J~nnings 

A Friend 

This mcs.,;age is loud and clear 
To.someone who is far, but near 
Remember tbt name. It scays the same. 

When )'OU look bacJc over the years 
And )'OUT 1hougb1s bring sorrowful le&rs 
Within momen1s things get better 
And you're no k>oger under weather 
Remember the name. II Sta)'$ the same. 

Ctlildren grow 1a1Jer... they age... lhcy $113)' 
Phoaos Cade, but the name remains the same 
A3 the years go by, some will die 
No need 10 worry; No oeed to cry; 

Yo11 may begin to think no one cares 
Thal you're alone in lhis old world 
In your darkes1 hour you wUJ find light 
For God will give you strength aDd might 

The prison walls will seem real small 
You.11 have no money, no one aocepts your call 
Society will move on-
As tr. you did no1 exist " all 
But you remember the name. It Slays 1be same. 

When you get out, you may not havt a home 
No one 10 meet you at the phone 
The store that <>nee stood, is oo longer in the hood 
You looked around and there it laid 
The yellow pa.ges, you thumbed your way 
Remembc,r tbe name. It s1ays the same. 

You dialed the number, Li.sled below 
A familiar \'Oic:e, says Hello. 
As the car pulled up and you got in 
The memories, the tboughlS, the love that never ends 

You round a frtCJ)(I, 



Andl'tW Grusko'Wiak 

It is No Journey 

•.Easi - ou1 ofthe mouth of the 
rivu ... then wes.1, then $0Uth, 
and then cast agtin. .. God knows 
how far.• 

The Light That Fal/vl, 
Kipling 

Brown bird, blue bird, 
Steel tied near; 
Ittiowacable 
Stroog as rear. 

Hill tops hide us 
Though tires touch -
Ow ways 10 clMC I 
Don't care much. 

Old frieOOs age 
Quick as thuDde,r. 
Qet's keep growling 
till ooc goes under). 

22/0rpheu, 



C11rlos Louno 

Oda a Roman Garcia 

Romtn, 
ni.oo de fjcil sonrisa, 
ni.mbado por luminosa a1u6ola., 
de rancia alcumia ca.stcllana, 
ticmo de ooru6n 
y voluntad de acero_, 
por cnte.rez.a cscalarecido. 
Minucioso cscudriftador de ooruones, 
catador de castcllan0$ Lipos: y tcsoros 
queen licnzo ctemiza$, 
mago barajador de 1intes y m.atiocs. 
caudillo de \'CSpertinas 1uces, 
tejcdor de imposiblC$ sucl'los 
buccador en mar de tsttellas 
en busqued.a de ascquibks ilusiooes, 
mentor de coruones tvid0$ de bellm, 
capa1u de artl'sciea maesttan:za, 
fiel dibujador de tQrrC$ y figuras, 
sobubio arquitccto de casliUos y proezas, 
faudor de veruscas catcdtales 
que liemas cwejM engalanan. 

Ytambitn 
trihir3dor de citric:as conczas 
que la amorosa Ja..rrilla-
hija del chatco-
oonviertc: cl blanoo vino 
en n«tar para adeptos de la PcNI. 

Excel.so arti$.li, 
e,e, 
paladfn, 
lcooo, 
cmblcma 
,,mbolo de Burg0$. 
& ti rts-ide el alma de Castilla, 
yrupincel 
codcrra d encan10 
de esas derras c.atella11as. 

Oq,l,ew/23 
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Cltris1ophuAsher 

The Path Taken 

A 1eena.ge boy looked down a different pathway. 
Friends walking with him urged him. "Come along, 
We•11 walk the asphalt main, 
Tht pa-vcd, weU-cravclcd lane.• 
But this new psth sang him a different song. 

What was there down this unkcpc, lcaf-Slrewn byway 
that made him want to gamble with hi.s (a1e? 
A power u~efincd 
Wilh strength so unrefined 
Was calling him 10 walk on through its gate .. 

With youth'$ substantial nerve he passed the gateway. 
And on the insiaot knew he'd stepped aright. 
Hc-'d ne\·er count as strife 
The problems in his Ute 
That came from seeing chis path'$ differtm light. 

Sodus1y and unfrt.qucnted, lh~ roadway. 
So few there were he met along its stone. 
No •rest stops• by the side 
Where a tra\•eler oould bide, 
Bui here and there a house would staod alone. 

How odd it was to see tha1 this strange walkway 
Went right beside the public thoroughfare. 
But those who chose the stree1 
Seemed some way incomplete, 
Almos1 as if they didn't truly care. 

As he explored the 1rails aloag 1his dustway 
He found its tricks a $hecr delight 10 know. 
Wht-n your chance comes, you'll see. 
I know. That lad was me, 
Six decades and a wondrous path a.go. 

https://1eena.ge


C. Hekn Robinson 

Untitled 

I need my spaoe.10 lhink. to write; 
To allow my Father time, 
To give me all these wondrous words 
Ill asequence so sublime. 

Ian paint a piccurc like ao artisc. 
So all 1he world can $CC 

What a soul look$ like on lbe inside, 
That's how God uses me. 

\\'ith words I can show you coJors, 
So briUiant or very subdued, 
I can play a scene of life or love, 
Emotion$, shown witbout a oover, nude. 

Tell a story, real or imagined. 
This is what I do, 
Take you to places you may not have gonc, 
Until I give myselfto you. 

Orph<11"2S 
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Christoplta-A.sher 

Dancing in the Twilight 
(A rebuttal to Shakespeare's 

Sonnet#73) 

Why do )'OU self-compare with winter's day? 
Its course is set, it canoot devfate 
From C)'Clc placed upon ii by the way 
Of$Un and wind, nor even contemplate 
Another action. Yet thC$C things arc yours. 
The fad that you can think or ii at all 
Gives lie to argument$ ofclosing doors 
And causes all those postulates to faU. 
If •swce1 birds• sing DOt now in "ruined choirs." 
Do echoes of their soap Slill s1ir 1hc loft? 
• Yellow leaves• fuel their own functal pyres. 
No !uoctioo 1heirs 10 make your bedding soft. 
Yet if these 1bings b(.not what 1hey WQU!d seem, 
What is this day that speaks out from your dream? 

You due 10 ullc ofdeath as if you k.oow? 
You living, breathing. walking, taJking man: 
Whal do you know above, abre3$1, below, 
Aboul, around or other ofthe ban 
Which Deily Himself has hid for after? 
~Death's second self,• as if you knew lls fuse 
By lifting up the amain of the Crafter, 
Ifso come out and say so, Tell )'OUrworsi! 
Tell all the message you would get across. 
Or is this your bcsi? Ifso, bow shocltictg, 
1$ this refiner's gold, not smelter's dross? 
Is this your version of a Christmas stocking? 
"Th.is thou pcrceives1,• suggests orleanings. 
No harvcs1 ts done without the gleanings. 

l6l0rphe1H 



Cliristo,PMr A.SMr 

•Consumed with that wbicb it was nourisbod by?• 
My friend, most silvespennod, you are a liu. 
This slippu'lg ofa prete.xt oa the sly-
That youth is unto age as log to ruo-
ls carctly thought. Tbat doesn't make it uue. 
The heat is fouod within the ooals. The flame, 
All dancing, hypnotising, yellow~blue, 
Is only there to bring the heat its tame. 
Perceive theo: it's 001 death, but age that shines 
From em.bets sining oa a bed ofU:b. 
By choosing the poetic rules of lines, 
You tell the "''Orld orooe more check to cash. 
The dividend paid. life's final reward, 
For its wort dooc-or oaf-won't be ignored. 

Otpb,11,121 
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Schizophrenia 

Inside the wayside insLiMion, destitution reigned. 
The schizoid tra.ccd a rhomboid where Lhe pinnacle was 

,1ained. 
But clinical and cynical. &he introven was fWlctiOf'lal 
To emulate and aauatc the paranormal feigned. 

Around the walls and 1hrough the halls., with frequent smile 
and scowl, 

The extroverted one invencd statutes with a howl. 
To separa1e-eliminate-reality from fictional 
Required of both •£1' and •1• 10 watch 1heir •s• friend 

prowl. 

And prowl she did, from id to id, within her own oonfmes.. 
As superegos one and 1\1.'0 approad\ed each othe:1'$' lines. 
Perchance to med from head to feet, and probe the other's 

act'ual, 
These unbridged fractures. split 10 shards, would try to 

show their signs, 

But id to id was only part, and never oould they hope 
To match up clear from car tour, or even try to cope 
With all assailants, in and oul, both parapsychoklg.ical 
And paraphrased non-factual: weU past her grasp 10 grope:. 

The •E• force pus.bed the •r like ..,ollage pushes lhroug.h a 
wire 

That current which, if unrC$1raincd, can spark thing$ into 
fire. 

Resislance here was logical, the sarm as in electrical, 
But only served 10 push her further from her true des.ire-. 

The •r id wantod comfon: 1M "E• id sought for fame, 
The •s•assured that rw:i1her heard t~ 01her call ii$ name,. 
So on and on. from dawn to dawn, amid 1he fool and faccual. 
The more things seemod so differcn1, the more 1hey suiycd 

the same. 
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CoralCe.iley 

Echo 

An echo reverberates 
Tbrougb the pic:rure 
(n my mind 
Torn.,... unsatisficd 
This sorrow lmOW$ oo bound.$ 
Once....l beard 
The heart wrcoching be.au.ly 
Of tbe caged £agJu' cry 
Wb.isding....softly 
Oo the moist 
Winter air 
Theusong 
Eochanted tM momin.g 
Aod made the universe 
revtrt>era1e.... with 
The cd10 otlhelr loss 
Thtir freedom.... gooe 
Uke the land ot Navajo tathcrs 
Gone....likc the bl0$$0ms 
In September 
Gone.... lilce lhc rainfall 
In the summer 
And lhc•ocean 
lntbcdcscn 
Alon, 
Rcmcmbcring.... a procloo.s dream 
Now, tu.med into dust 
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MorsluJII Nt'1I 

Ritual 

It's the smell you notice fir~ 
Upon entering 
A.od )'OU kllow you're past 
Your mother's medicine cabinet 

Glass admilS you automatically 
A$ the 0o,.,.-ers and balloons 
Bow to yourc:n11aoce 

You approach the shrine 
Where 1he priestes.t shs 
And you begin the ritual 
When aspirin fails. 

Vitamins, die1s., and exucise 
Sulk in shame with the squeak 
Of the failed medicine cabinet. 

You scrawl your number 
And tell who pays ror your number 
O, arw:S by the way--
What'$ 1he matter? 

Sterile women pass 
With more important t.am, 
Th.an 10 look at )'OU. 

Teddy-bear smocked girl 
Takes )'OU away 
Measures and prepares-
Prepares 1he lamb. 

Wail in the di.amber 
On paper, 
Because you're dise8$Cd.. 



Marshall Ntol 

The Shaman enters 
He 1oudies you aod cbariis 
Interrogates and scribbles 
On his official stationary. 

With their dry I0udl. 
1ne stcihosoope and Doctor 
Chill your skin. 

Aruciety builds. 
And in the rooms 
Sweet medicos coo softly over their victims 
Like Aztec priestS in a beauty pa,Jor. 

It's the smell you ootice fltsC 
Up00 entering 
AN:! you know you're P,S! 
Your mother's medicine cabinet. 

GIi:$$ admits you automatically 
As the flowers and balloons 
Bow 10 your entrance. 

You approach the shrioe 
Where the prieMcss sits 
And you being the ritual 
When aspirin (ails. 

Vitami,ns, diets, and exercise 
Sulk in shame with the squeak 
Of tile failed m~ici.ne cabinet. 

You scrawl your numb« 
And tell wbo pays for your nwnbu 
Oh, and by the way-
What's tbc matter? 

Sterile women pass 
With more important t&:sks, 
Than to look a1 you. 

https://m~ici.ne


Teddy•bear smocked girl 
'Jakes you away 
Meas.ures and prepares-
Prepares 1he lamb. 

Wait in the chamber 
On paper, 
Bceause you're di.seucd. 

1bcShaman cntca 
He touches you and chants 
lntcnogatcs and scribbles 
On hi$ official stationary. 

With their dry touch, 
The stclhosoope aDd Doctor 
Chill your skin. 

Anxiety builds. 
And i.n 1hc rooms 
s~el mcdioos coo softly over their victims 
Like Mee priesis in a beauty parlor. 
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Time Management 

Did you kl'low? 
\Vere you aware, 
thiu time ls not there? 

Time- is not a thing. 
TI.me cannot be found. 
Time h8$ no subscanoe. 
Time cannoc be held. 

Time wa.s created. 
Time was devised. 
Time is afigment 
oft.he imagination 
of mankind, 

As 1hc cllimps 
who've learned to sign. 
How old are you? 
Whai is the time? 

It i$ now, 
they wouJd answer. 
What is old?, 
1hcy would uk. 

Imagine Life 
without time. 
Imagine wo,king 
by the sun. 
'The sun is up. 
1am up. 
The sun is down. 
I am down. 
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Kotlty Morin.eou 

Would it be so bad? 
Work loogtr days 
in summer lime. 
Work sllortc.r days 
in winter ti.me. 
Work Iii lhe day is done. 
Follow the sun 

Ah, bul what of the laggard, 
the lazy ones, 
the slochful lting. 
How unfair it would be 
for those who wo,k 
to do the share 
orthos.e: who sJcep. 

So we need time 
to measure work. 
To 1cll 1hc laiy 
how long 10 wort. 
Tobe$Urt 
all share the load. 

Timc again 
lO check lhe clock. 
For I must go 
to sleep on time. 

So Ican get upon time. 
So rcan get 10 work c>n 1ime, 
So I can go home on time. 
So Ican go to skcp on time. 

Did you know? 
Were you aware? 
Thattime 
is l'IOI there?. 
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Kathy Marineau 

What Is It? 

AlOwlruck 
is a1ow truck 
that tows cars: 
unkM i( is 
a tow truck 
chat tows trucks.. 

Itit is a tow cruet 
when it tows a cat, 
Wllat i$ it when 
al.OW truck 
tows a truck? 

Perhaps it is 
a 1ruck tow 1ruck. 

Then il becomes 
a truck tow truek cowing a truck. 

What tows atruck tow 1ruck 1owing a 1n.1ct? 
I saw them, one day, on the road. 
Oidyo,u? 

l$it 
a truck tow tru<:t towing a truck tow lruck towing a truck? 

Much 100 long to say 
before it goes away. 

Is it 
a truck tow truck ln.lck tow truck truck? 

Perhaps it is 
a tow 1n.1ck tnick towing a tow truck lruct to truck. 

Too la!C·. 
It's gone. 
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A Day in the Life 

8nwnzl!I Co/fut 
moist. 1ingly fingers 

mas.sage my skin to 
ConsciOU$1'1CSS (M()nday? Thtsday? 

I think lhis must bf Wednesday) 
Ory! (to~lfrom tM 

Shtroton) •Puppy! Let Go 
Of My Socks!: 
81.ack Boou.... close1 - No! 

front door .... Nol (I know I 
~ft tll,m 11,,t.? "Wake-Up Kids 
nme For School" (bltary-eydpink 
fa.cu eag,rly await tht dawn) 
•mommy - I don't want to gel up!" 
... "Get Up ...and Have a 
Pop Tartr (tht ansv.<er to a 

mOlhtr'spraytrs) •cbooolaie fudge 
or brown sugar?• 

"No! You Can't Wear Sweatpants!" 
"Get Your Homeworkt• 
"Where's Your Jacket?" 
"Bnah YourTeeth!" 
"It's TimeTo Go!" (did I turn 

offt.ht colfufXH?) 
"Gabricl......Don't Forgei Your Hom!" 

Laugl11cr, Cbauer, Criticize 
Interpretation, Analyie., 

T.V,, Movies, films, & Books., 
draw A Parallel 

reel it in aOO wrap it up! 
write a paper (l"°,Y ~II.') 

"Ooctod Ooccor! 
bring 10 me 

the head Heart 
Of Darkntn" (pl.ta#) 

Metaphors and Similes 
the layout on the page 
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Co"Jl Ceiley 

pattcm. rhythm. 8$$0nanoe, 
Contemporary, (Rage!) 

Ginsbetg, Saydec, Fcclingbetti 
the A.dvocado Oharma 

Wailing foe Amcria: 
(II« 'WOiting for a lover) 

mid+lenn (olr.!M!) 1:00 
(haven't s.tudie4 yet!) 

lOtenns identify 
de1ails and significance 

words - are - floating 
in • my • mind (Pangw. 

FuX4 Nu Wa) Mahayana -
all ace saved (A.mitabha A.mizablra) 

by cllan1ing 
Amitabha's name (Gal>rieL.... 

don't ferget your h()rn!) 

Mce1 lhe bus at 3:00 
lecdtl1c km 

(lhey eat a /.otl) 
8Mel>all practice 

(no, t<>da:y!) 
fraccions, tears, 

the cbitdren fight! 
I hit !he gym 

and run 11 mae 
I si11.g tbi$ song 

(it mahs mesmile) 

(s"ng to tM nmt of"The Macnna•) 

We geta qi;an o/'W<Jltr 
411d we put it in a pot 

411d tlten b«,llll thema.c:oronl 

Wtodda Uttlt butter 
and"~ adda little chust 

and lhv, we $tUrr themae,aroni 

MynfJOdluore so fiM! {It«.' hu!) 
•oabricl ..... doa.1' 

forget your horn!• 



Char ??1 

Golden Years 

Tu·o days before Easter, a young lady 
quielly moved her elderly Aunl and Unde 
into our trailer park and quickly abaDdoncd 
them, Their trailer had oo water, electricily 
or heal. It was oofd and dark. 

The old couple ne\·er dlanged clothes. 
His dirty bib-overalls and stained flannel shirt 
covered his old. smelly ooe armed trunk. A sweat-
stained ba$eball cipcovered his head while black 
motorcyde boots prOCcdcd his feet 

S'be wore fatigue-green stretch panl'S and an over-
blouse popular in the 1960s. Her diny, unk.epc hair 
blew in lhe breeze. Black house slippers 
protected her feet. 

They took walks but not l()g(ther. He moved from bin 10 
bin sifting through the crash. He shuffied slowly using 
a cane. She moved briskly and with au11lori1y, yet s.lle 
had no dircctioo. 'Thty rarely spoke. 

One day shedisappeared into the neatby orange grove. 
Conoerned citizens and police oonducced a five hour 
search. Late in the night, police brought her home. 
Her slippers were covered with dust, 
Her head was battered and bruised. 
The policeman asked her what happened. 
She slowly felt bet face, then quk:kly 
said, •he didn't hil me.• 

The nex1 day she disappeared again. This time 
officers found be:r bleeding. She needed l\lo'Cnly•seven 
stitchC$ 10 close her would. Authorities confirmed 
tbat she felt I.he wrath oflheo1d man'$ cane. when 
he tried 10 make her s.tay near him. 
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Char??? 

ElderAbuse lnterventk>n authorities placed her 
in a 24 hour care facility ift another sate.. He live, 
aJOl'lt in anocher trailer park. They are not living the 
Golden Years. 
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Poul Osamin Ero 

They Say I Am Insane 

The say I am insane 
Because I do my lhings my way 
I have DO qualms aboul pissing on the stret1 
Or walk around OOu naked, i( I (eel like it 
l have no bills and don't cire for mocorizcd vehicles 
Iwalk a IOI aod I am as strong u a bull 

They say I am insane 
Because I eat from crash call$ 
And never gee sick 
I envy no one a.nd know noc ;catousy 
I don't s.can wars and don't intend to be in one 
I exercise my freedom with no strings auachtd 

They say I am insane 
Bec.ause I am not like them 
l am noc covered in layers ofclothes 
Nor do I hide myself in makeup 
Idon't have-a public nor a private face 
t bare my soul for 1M workl to see 
t talk to the gods whenever I (cc] like it 

They say I am insane 
Bec.ausc I have no shame 
Iwouldn't ldll for money 
Nor woukl I screw my neighbor's spouse for power 
I am free of spiri1ual shackles 
And would care Jess if the streets were paved in gold 

They say I am imianoe-
Beca:use Ibey have eyes and are visionless 
They have cars bu1 lack underscanding 
They have information and know oot wisdom 
They have life, but roam a,ound in coma 
They have hctr1s and bave noc an a1om of love 

Ye1 they say I am.. I am insane! 



Paw.I 0'4-lltin Ero 

Grandmother's Village 

Under the full moon lit sky 
or my Ortndmotber's Village 
Stands ao lgeJess irokoTree 
With amazing stories to tell 
She towers majestically 
Us.1ening 10 the young and old 
Tht lame and tht bli.Dd 
Come through the ViJla:gc square 
FQr centuries long gooe 
And many more in the cusp or the horizon 

She whispers every so often 
when caressed by the gentle touches 
or the ever romantic bree-zes 
Sometimes grudgingly beoding back and forth 
And happily dances at ocher times 
Mostly she likes to be left alooe 
A luxury she'$ ne,..er had 

The young and the old 
Strar,gcrs and Villagm alike 
Stroke ber bOdy and aiddle her branches 
Evt n When she't sick arw:I tired 
And juS,1 does not want to play 
It does not matter 
She'-s the Graodmotheror all 
The ageless lrol:oTree 
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Dole IJ~rono 

Consequences 

Our <lays ofclimbing rainbows lave past. 
Nature has been met and sbc is no longer 
virgit1al. Her fan will be on 1bc six 
o'clock news along with the r1.ndom 
projections oo the longevity orour 
e.,r:1emal cnvironmeni. The giJt of fire 
hu irrevcrtibly 001djscanccd lhe human 
landscape-. T09l.s ofour tools, subdued 
and cybcmatcd, we a.re victims of 
changing definitions and fluid bouOOiries. 
A$ individuals wt have merged with our 
instihllions aod symbols and we arc now 
but fragments ofreality. We bave finally 
outran our undemanding. Sisyphus Mill 
hu his rock but we have dcslro)'cd his 
mountain wilh nuclear fi$$ion. 



C'1l Keet 

In Memory ofEzra Fourteen Lines Or 
Expow Canto II Endra 

or 
On reading canto two pound 

As a student who hears 
A football game on tv 

By the sea where poetry is pig 
Latin. 

Hang dog ma11, Ezra you Pound, 
There can bees cann~ be.art "Italian.'" 
But cye•talian, wbcy jusl e)"t-talian? 
I didn't even koowa that MonLavani played there (trans.). 
Soft $hoc bul tered the land. 
Bur C03$1S swirl the dift'~snow seeds of proved-rock. 
Onyx, brother of Lear. 

spies on Oark Gable 
under white air•fuu. washed pagan ofZion; 
But she c:riC$ agai11$1 the oak hamlet: 
".Elsinore, and were yoo or were yoo not in the forest (trans) 

and is it better to dream tbe la~ train lo Selma (trans)!" 
And poor Old Ezra blind, blind, 8$ a bll 

'Word, lyre agti.DSt siale Oatc fear, makes au old men see bel 
he. be-at. the. hell. out. of 
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Requiem for a Final Exam 

here I am 
stuck in a lit1le oomtr of the 41b dimension 

lcnowil\g 1hat nothing is so important in 
proportion to the time I spend worrying about ii 

icily, ictlcy society ma~ me a worrier 

a carefree little wonn inside me is wriggling 
toget fr« 

3M be nothing more significant -
nothing more earth-shaking -
than the inhabitant of my Hille comer 



JerorM£vans 

Easter Communion 

Peter, in prison /Hf<Jrc his martyrdom 

I remember he died -
every year I remember 
he died 
every year 

as 1he earlh groaned 
and the sky darkened 
and lhC pr-iC$LS cried 
"Save )'OUrselto man of GocW 
and he died 
I remember 

he said •lhis is my body; 
brokc-.n, cat ii• 
and l alc 
he screamed for ffl(. 

when they naikd him 
he said •Lhi.s is my blood, 
poured fonh, drink it" 
and Idrank so deeply my breath was 

taken away 
he bled ror me 
when I nailed him 

and he said •remember me 
wbcn )'OU eat and drink• 

I rcocivcd hi.s body 
his blood 
when I nailed him 
year after year, 
in tM spring of 1hc )'eat. 
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II 

JvomrEvans 

osono!Ood 
you take my breath, 
my sins far from me! 

Mary said, •He lives• 
and somcihing seined inside me 
something he said 
I saw him die with my own eyes 
and they wept when I saw him, 
fell his haod upon my breul 
as he embraced me-

•rec<t my lambs• 
l love you, am so very fond o(you 
•reed my sh«p" 
and I nailed him, naiJcd him 
•recd my lambs, receive 
the $pirit I breathe upon you• 

he screamed for me 
he bleid for me 
moved upon me 

I remember ht died 
C\!ery year I remember, 
in the spring of the year, 
as lhe earth groaned 
and the sky darkened 
and he died 
I remember 
o Jesus. t re.member! 

I'm ready to go wilh you I 
to1dhim 

"&t you'll three 1jmesdeny me today" 
No. I'm ready t0 die with you 
•No• he kissed my check 
J1ho11:gb1 I saw a tear 



Jerome Evans 

Wt had eaten lightly bul 
my belly was fuU when we wtnl with 
him to Gethsemane 

he said •watch wilh me, pray wilh me" 
I was so sorry, so tired when 
he woke us •Peter, James, John. Behold 
my accusers• and Ibey were upon us. 

"Whom scc.k ye" 
and I swear I saw 1hem fall 
he rcpca1ed himself and they could not move 
•Jesus of Nazareth,• the capcain replied 

"I .am he, let these go• 

I pulled my sword and hit at lhe high priest's 
man aod my voice filled tM garden. Blood filled 
my hand 
"I will drink or my !alher's cup! I will have my 
portion from his hal\lW 

he said "let 1hcse go" and lhen we all Nl.n away 
Ran away 
I saw the 01hers a I ran. 

Along time I ran and stopped and 
brealhed hard to catch my breath slowly 
$lowly ca1ch my breath 
but I saw the soldiers led him to 
Ciiaphu's house aod I followed. Through 
1he bushes I followed. 

0 God wha1 they did 10 him 
they laughed they hit him they said, •prophecy to us• 
•walk this pool o!water,• •puu down the temple" 
•Galillcan Christ, what a roou-
•A prophet from Galilee, behold a prophet from Galilee!" 

A woman by the fire said, "You're one or his, aren'1 )'Ou?• 
Whose I said 
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Jtrome £vans 

"Yes, I saw yoo when we 100k him,• a soldier said, 
")'OU had a sword 1hen. • 
When? 1 replied, you can ste I have no sword 
"Why. you're-a 0-alillean 100• 

Damn! I don"I ktlow wh-at you mean! And Lord I saw his face. 
his bloody sonowful f:ace and I ran. I ran 

Jran. 

I saw him hanging 1here that morning 
bleeding. bleeding from his hands his (eel 
his focc. his tired (acc. his !M::e was no1 sorry. 
I remember. We all saw him hanging there. 

How can one man bleed so mueb? 

We cried when we looked to him 
my eyes were so blurred 
I don't remember when he died 
but the douds filled the sky and the people 
ran to get out of the stonn 

I C3n, remember when he died 
I remember he died. 

Ill 

It was some time after I had walked 
on lhe wa1cr with him 
after he had fed five thousand 
with so few loavts and a pair of fish 
that I saw him as the Christ, 
the bopc o( my fathers, the. one-
who would come 

I remember he asked us 
~mo do you say 1 am?• 
The Chrisl Jsaid the son of the living 
God. 
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Jerom~ Evans 

• You arc a blessed man" he 53id •simon, God 
has cnlercd into your hc-.art and lhis is the 
solid rod on which l shall build" 

Then he told us how He. 
would die 

I was horrified 1 would not sec you die I said 
•8ut su1ely you'd noi deny me co drink 
from my father's cup. Find my Cathe-r's interests 
aOO not yours. What do you know or m)' death? 
My resurrection?" 

I was silent bu1 grieved 

Mary said she'd s«n Him 
I stood in the tomb where we laid 
Him - empty, just the. linens -
John too was s:pecdlless 

Fin..-llly I S;aid rm going fishing 
and we wenl to work 
fished - threw nets, hauled nets, 
empt)' nets- all night all night 
through the n.igbt long 

We neared 1he shore wi1h dawn 
and could smell fry ing fish from 
a djm.Jit foe 

The closer we drew the Strc)ingcr 
carM the. aroma - and a voi.« 
"Clst nets to starboard" 

Some crazy man on the beach I said 
"What can be lost by it, • John said 
we cast 10 starboard 
and dragged 1he net within 
a few fathoms or shore and then 
hauled in hc.avy, the net near breaking 
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"ll's the Lord!• cried John as I 
th.rew myself into the stJI and swam, 
~m and 1wam to Him 

He served me a pi«:e of fish 
and bade me warm myself 
the crew landed and break!asccd 
beside me 

we all listt.ncd 

"Peter, do you love me?• 
Yes ldouxd 
"f.ecd my shetp• 

"Do you love me?" 
OGodyts 
"Feed my lambs" 

"Do you love Me?• 
you know tdo 
"Receive the Spiri1 I breathe upon you• 
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Howard C. Zimmerman 

Revelie 

I let you dawn gct1dy Ol'l me 
like morning light on asters; 
like crescendos swelling 

from silenoe ofstars 

I took you bright and tender into me 
like emerald$ gleaming in a silver string; 
like music of harps 

taut witb the pass.ion ofcare. 

I let you love me in the going ofyour way 
like sunshine at the Zenith 

of some hot day; 
l ike bu11erf1ics on flowers 

nodding in the breeze. 

1 took you - always• flowin.g-
likc waters to the seas; 
like. clouds which $CUd the sky. 

And you gave me back -a bounty -
everylbi.ng and I. 
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John Pafr 

North California Coast 

Let some other man 
Hitch Ms wagon to• star 
i'll press myself 
lnto the rusty red bark 
Of a giant redwood 
And find the slow soarlng 
Ambition of a tree 
My feet arc happily earthbound 



Clark Long 

The Comet: Kapuut! 
(formerly entitled The Comet Kohoulck (wi1hou1 the semicolon) 

we were 101d lasi novcmber 
and deep into frozen doccmber 
10 view the skies wi1h wonder 

for they would soon be· split asunder 
by a ball of$1reaking ice 

thal would iUumioa1e all our nights 
and in its view love-Making would oommencc 

(a rumor that made the preachers tense) 
for to them the comet was 10 fur 

signify.ing the end was near 
TO BRIN() IN A NEW AGE 

AND THE RULE Of THE SAC£ 

(oh happy day! - i think) 

to others it wu a chrts1mas star 
but 1ha1 ii wasn't - by far 

for 1his enigma came fonh in january 
rigtn after booze. football and rcsolulions mOM salutary 

it came forth out of the night 
and as I said, it was expccte.d 10 be quite a sight 

even for those with hangovers - eyes still closed tight 
but it flWod, yeah ii fizzled 

what a disappointment 
like a Oyls frustralion in oin1mcnt 
like a cosmic sperm in th-e night 

missing the aim in itS t igh1 

moral 

but it's for these sideshows that wt live 
for there's nothing qui le like humacity; 

and that truly is show b'z 
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William Shoan 

Is Agnosticism Possible 
An Analogy of the Swing and the Swingers 

If 1 had a swing. and r had a swing. and I had never swung; aod never having swung J 
had never had the sens.alion ofswinging; and never having had the sensation ofswinging I 
never knew how co use my swing. So 1 did wha1 any would be 1,winger would do I wen.I 
out and 1atked with tw0 ex-pens in swinging; - a rather pcculiu thing about swinging -
neither or my experts had ever swung oor had they firM hand knowledge 1hat at1y living 
man had ever swung or~as pointed out-some one rope swingtrs 1rir.d but there are no 
recorded swinging experiences just severe bounces at tl\e end. Howe,.•er I u3e<I two ropes 
with a small board to sit on which separated the ropes by abou1 2 1/2 foet. 

The first experl was very keen on swinging. which r took 8$ a good sign, and his 
information was a rather forced nature, as be betie.-cd in swinging to such a degrre that it 
was noc merely a sensation bu1 a mornen1ous, forceful, living experience which 1be only 
exact e1iterion I had to follow to gain the sensation was faitJi, morals, fove, truth, thought, 
and lhe action to swing upward and forward. J tried tbis and I went upward and forward 
but then I started backward and downward a1 which 1ime he Stood behiDd me and said it 
was not correct lo go backward and downward and if r ron1inucd to do so J would never 
get swung in my swing but rather J would have my swing tMlrnod boeause all lhat is 
backward and downward, is hell. 

I tried ig.ain, Lbc expc.rt pushed me forward and upward and held rne there saying that 
faith would SU$tai.n us. Perhaps we- didn'i believe enough bec:ause in about three minutes 
be got ti.red and he fc.t the swing down genlly to the starting poinl, making sure we didn't 
go backward paSt the point of beginning. rn a way it wa$ IOO bad I couldn't go bac:kward 
any farther because that part or the swing v.-ould have been in the shade and it would have 
bce,n easier to hold me up in the shade t3.lbcr than as v.-e; 1ricd in the not sunshine with me 
striining upward and forward and he holding me about 6 fed off the ground pushing lo 
lhe Hmil of bis s1reng1h. He sat in 1he shade and rested and thought about the experience 
and explained that if we believed hard enough wt could do it and that it wQuld be OUl 
reward after we were dead. Herc I asked him aboul the one rope swing thal Y.<enl down 
and bounced and while it didn't seem 10 !Mi too long it mus:1be one hell ora scnsa1ion or 
swinging: but as he had noted too, no one seemed to live through i t By 1his he empiri· 
cally 1raosla1ed Iha! the one thing we didn'i have to achieve the sensation of.swinging was 
that neither ofu.s was dead. And besides 1his he nottd while a one rope set swing was 
more comfortable it was n01 the proper method to use to swing as the ooe rope swingers 
had au swung and were ~d. I thanked him and respected his inverse opinion lhal if one 
rope 1,wing.ing makC$ you dead then all the dead arc one rope swingers. l lcft him sitting 
under the tree sleeping from his exertion and reiumcd to my swing. 



1bere was a man sllling in my swing v.i1h both feet finn on tbe ground and he 
clutched lhe ropes firmly with his hands until they were white to the knuddes. His taoe 
was red from the strain and lbe swca.1 poured off hi.s face-. His feet were 2 inches into the 
sod from pres.<.ure and his ttar end was t/2 inch off the seat at all limes. - "Here.," I said 
to myult, "is an expen swinger!" 

"Quick," he said, "Push me I think I've got 1he swing of i1!" I pushed him as hard as l 
could hoping to at Jcas1 see someone swing. His hands however musi have been slippery 
from the seat; bt.cause 1hcy slipped and he went forward atrighl; but he. left 1he swing 
behind. Fonuna1ely be wu uninjured, jus1 bruised and a Uule dusty, from his experience; 
which sinoe he didn't use swing could 001 have been swinging. I br\1$bed him off as 
best I could and asked him if we were going to try again. "No,• he said, "While being an 
expert in swingjng; he had never been able 10 find anyooe who had ever been able to 
produce a fact 1ha1 anyone had ever swung"; and he didn'1 have the time to spend gather-
ing tads in every area ot lbis large playground. And it rd excuse bjm he would reium to 
hi$ special interest; which he allowed oo one to touch. orwhy it WM thought to be so 
pleasurable to run arouod tbc outside ofa merry•go•round; he eontessed he could get the 
same satisfac:iion by running arouOO a tre,e and trees were cheaper and more abundant than 
merry-go-rounds. 

l thanked this kind expert who used reason and praccieality to sucb jusc extremes. But 
l realized 1ha1 someone must lake a practical attitude aOO verify thing1 so 1he rc$t of us 
could get aU lhe advantages. £ven if wrong I was certain that upon dying surely this man 
would swing even if be didn'1 havt the bets. 

Meanwhile another expert named Mr. Yavey Slopped and be 100 professed 10 be an 
expert in swinging. but I was disappointed; as an he wanted to do was go backwruds and 
we met with the same fate as did I and my fin.I expert only we lasted a little longer as we 
were in the shade. 

So, here arc tour ot us sitting around the swing arguing about swinging, and faces, and 
Heaven. and Hell; when along, comes another expert and he calmly poin1s ou1 that we 
should faoe the ob..,ious; all our attempts have failed and so logically swinging was 
impossible and more than tha.l a was1e or good rope. Any tool could soc that we couldn't 
~ay up, back, bottom; which as be did pint out wasn'1 very comfortable because it wiggled 
and was hard 10 keep still. 

Another man, wbo had been staOOing and watching the whole time, came over to us 
and asked us what we w«e doing. Well, we were all a little dubious of him; he was 
dressed in flash plaids, had white shoes with linle nails in the bouom otlbc.m and carried a 
sack ofwicked looking dubs over his shou.ldcr. Obviously he was not an expert in 
swinging, and upon q1JCS1foning we were diSlressed to find he as a golfcr-(whatever they 
are}-and while he had hea,d ofswinging be had ooly used it on little balls and never with 
a rope. Hov.-cvcr being an economist, and ii being his job, be felt tbal ifwe put all our 
ideas, except lhe one lb.at ii couk1n'I be done, together, perhaps we could all swing. We, of 
course, being ofa pacer number, 00110 men1ion more expert, advised him to go chase his 
li1tJe balls, upon whkh be Jett 
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t, or course, was µddened that I would not be able to swing 1oday, or any day that t 
could be alll,•c to enj,oy, So being undaunted lat once stnick: offin new direclions and 
behold, l came across a teeter-ton«!!! 

Oq,hw$/61 



The Furnace 

We didn't ba\'e I big he:1rth g)Owill& wilh fire to warm us wbto we came out olthe 
cold. Nor did~hive• mOCkm bcM.q wicb a tbetm05Cat lhai could keep us w&rm 
lbrougb the a.igbl. Tbc btg. $00C)' fl&rucc ia tbe: ~rntnt kqll our bomc warm, 1lte 
i\imacc burocd C'OIJ. so my Fatherai:td 1 ',ti'Odld JO dov-11 lhc tittp M:ah-c'llle into tbe 
buemcn1 tO iblwcl coal. 

ibe fumacc was black cast-itoo, dmtod with SOOl. 11 was ucking togo ia.tO the 
ba.~mt:IU with my fathct. I r~ lravel boob and 1dve.ntutt liliOries- lhc ti.#rntftl WU a 
f0ttigll OMLflU)' to be e.xpl«ed llld the fum,c¢ flS(:ULlted me. As a(:hild. I wt1c.hcd 
through the thict glass wiodow in lhc door &1 lbe. names leap WOMd tbe: coa.l. mcl lhty 
reminded me of.my Sotl<lay School le$$OQI oo Hdl. Iwas ffijtlltntd of tbe rod atld 
)'cllow names. yu I ~atu ofhow btMifl:11 Hell must bt, 11l 1gk,wwith w~soft 
colon. 

Whca I was a littk older, my Fathtrtavgtll me bow 10 thcwtl COi.i l.nto I.he tumacc.. 
't'bere wu a spcdal room, with a door &dtigthe i\imaee door, where lhc coal was Jloud. 
Jdreaded cpto~ die door to that room. Thedoor wascococaod to lbc cold outdoors by 
a coal c:huie., and wbco [ Opt.Md the door die. cold airwou.ld Nib in Mid bank whh the 
warm all Oocn the f\lmace. JwasbtM'ttft them, always h.unying to shovc:1 coal, to lhlt I 
could hul lht door '° the cold 111d be It.ft ill tbccomfon oftbcwarm alt that howtod 
1/0llQd the l\trucc. 

Tbecold. bowcvc'r, could MM allOJdbt.r bo avoided. MOfflin&$ alway,~ IOO IOQII. 

After a Jqwiflttr n.lgbl Ille 0011 W01111d be almost bumed001 Uld ii look • while before 
tbe r,ew (Oil my Fatbcr put in could rc•bcll Ille bouso. I hoveredbelow my blanke:IS and 
stayed in bed for I loo& time, 10 avoid Wllkingover t.hc ky floof. Over t.hc yean. 1 
lea.med IO keep myclothes nex1 to the bed. Tblt way, 1wu Jbk todrm Wider the warm 
blaok~ aDd Pfolon& my pn:,4ectM comfort awhik longer. 

Only in. (he 1Rcmoot1. w'hco school was out, did l ruUy eaj,oy bcia, .iD the cold. My 
frimds md I would JtlOWbaJI the pts • we came bomc from sdlool. 11 wu tuo because 
they could 11evct nia !1st enou.ch ao retUnl * co&d snow. While nitltlii:is throv~ the cold. 
I couldn't: wait 10 ace~10 I oouJd bdp my Fatber .s.hovt-1 coaJ i:n10 die l\,maoe, The 
glowing names Sli"ll rast:1na1ed me ud belft& r,ea, Ille f\lrnaoc gave me a change ro warm 
my dlilled bodyand oumb finger$. 

I Jd''l lbc COid MldW\"$1 lhc wi.n1ct •fter I fWsbcd blah ICbool. A war Deedod sokSieta 
1od"' I joln<d Ille Marina. I looked f.,..1td co aitlief from,_ and icy wiods aod my 
Job u • box-t,oy. Boot camp UI Ca.lifomi.l 'flt1S bard, bot I apptedatN the Wlffl'ltt winter 
dimace. 11 pYe rel.Cf to lbc long bou:n or tniaing. 



J0411ne While 

At last my buddies and I were. ready for battle. \¼: were being sent to a country ( had 
read about when I was youngc,. Then, ii had been a uopical paradise, a place people from 
all over the world travelled to for vacation. I anticipated $Cdng the sandy beaches., 
uopical jungles. and Buddhis1 Temples I had only seen picru.res or before. I knew I was 
going to war but looked forward to adventure. Growing up ln the long cold winters 
seemed so dull compared 10 what l was going todo. 

I passed oul, with several Olbers in my troop, when I fitSt saw enemy bodies dccom• 
posing in the jungle. Some or lhe more $CasGncd soldkr-s laughed 11 us. With shaking 
legs we made ou1 way tb.Joug.h the jungle that day and many or the days that rollowtd. 
The days and weeks were spent seircbing for pockets or enemy soldiers who wue bidden 
thtougb the terTitory. We passed through desolated villages which had betn crushed by 
1anks. It wu hud lo ima,gioc that oacc people ate and slepe and laughed there.. tb.e rank 
odor or de.ath pervaded every step we walked. 

In the villages that were Still Sla.odi.ng. children would hurl SlODCS alld !oul words a.I 
us. Once, a seven-year-old boy attacked 1hc .sergeant with a knife. The sergeant tumed 
the knife oo the child. and the boy fell in a pOOI of blood; his motbu was crying hysteri• 
caUy and cursing the sergeant as we trudged on in10 the jungle. The. sergeant laughed aDd 
said 10 a private, •Helluva pl.a<:e to be iStl'I i1?• 

The moist heal ofthe jungle was somc1imes unbeatable. Even after it rained. lhete 
was no relietfrom the hea.1 because 1he whole jungle steamed. The only deliverance from 
the swelleringjungle were rate-trips to 1be ocean. The ocean offered both safety and 
refreshment. Laying in the warm sun I would think ofthe cold winier back borne and the 
tu.mace my Father had to fill wi1h coal. I would ,ecall those cold mornings as a child 
whtn I was able 10 prolong my oomfo,1 and protect myseJf from the oold by huddling 
bcne.alh my blankels.. 

When 1 had been to wa.r about five motuhs I lost my left leg. We were on a routine 
search ofvillages. walkingon a trail we had been down two days ticrorc. when I got a 
pungce slick in my 1hig.h. The pain was unbearable- so much so that I fainted. I woke 
up several days later, $I.ill heavily seda1ed, aod the doctor 10Jd me I had 10$1 my leg from 
gangrene, AJI I an remember is that I cried, and went back to sleep. 

Cleft tha1 dea1h-t iddcn land and war wi1bout a leg and my naivete~ Occasionally, I go 
back home in the winter. I cannot go down the steep staircase anymore, but often, when 
walking i.n 1hc cold. fresh ai1, I pass the coal chure and recall my childhood imprC$$iOns of 
the warm soft flames in 1he tuma«. 

https://Sla.odi.ng
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She 

We a:re fLDally within sight or the gras.slands and the forest beyond. We need 10 find 
water today; we bad no choice txlt toaoss the desert, TI>e only other way out of the 
Nestor CanyoM was bk>cked by the very unhappy remnants of the Nestor military. We 
had destroyed all or the bridges on oor way into the Canyons. M always, Sbc an J make 
an effectl\'c team; graduates of the-be:$.t raining camps, experts in #Vtrtl fighting skills. 
familiar with all tbc weapons or the known worlds and genetically 1uned to tolerate a 
wide range or climalCS. We e,xoel in the skills that gain us 1hcsc high risk, high paying 
1ssi,gnmeots.1he an of CODOCalment. We ha\'e been in and out or more •unpe.ncuabJc• 
Slrongholds than most Commanders have cveo heard of. We have s.uccc$Sfully com• 
pleted our assignment again. isolating lhc Nestor forc:tS and di.sabling 1hei.r weapons 
production. 

I tell bet: •1 am sure Commander Kline i.s already launching his attack and planning 
bis glowing press release about how be subdued this formidable foe.• 

She replies •AIJ that remains now is for us to collect our pay.• 
She excels in understatemeol. To collect our pay we have to get off thi.s planet alive, 

I.ha!"$ all. Not mud!. until you coasider that every CCOS)'$tCm oo this ~aoet is inhabited 
by al least one nation or warriors, except perhaps the desert. 

are now dose enough 10 the grasslands 10 se,e.an oasis, probably lcftoV(r water 
rrom the IMt ttonn; i1 may be so srign:tnt 1ha1 SkCCI$ a..rc living in it. Jin1end to wallow 
lft i1 anyway, but nc,t until aftet wc drink so much 1ha1 we slosh every time we move, of 
course. I pal the water filter pack on my belt and smile, We stop al the laSI outcropping 
of rodes to survey the scene.. 

•snge rats! There they are; do you sec Wm?• 
•1 make oul at least IS, looks like they have staked oul the watering hole for game.• 
•Noc according to wha1 I heard on the• troop lr&n$p0rtcr. More likely its one or their 

coming of age tescs. or a trainingexercise. l heard stories of how lhe Drogers kill for 
,port, some sort of competition betw«n them to sec wtio can make 1helr prey sutter the 
rnosc.• 

•&range how web a vicious race can have a repumioo as jovial fighters. The 
Colonial Military information describes them as laughing io every eoooun1cr, win or 
lose.• 

•should we wait for darknC$$r 
•rm sure we won't last even that long without water, besides, !here's no advantage 

since we've lose ow camo and night-sigh.is.• 
We secure our meager packs, loose our blades and $I.art walking direct:ly toward the 

water. There is nocover in foot tall sparse red gras.s, we are in run view or the Drogers. 
We get wi1hin hVO meters or the water, close eoougb to smell it, wben they auaek. We 
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righ1 well, .she is more vicious than I rtcall seeing before. But, we are heavily outnum-
bered and even we can'1 beat those odds. 

I wake up, unable to move. I am lied to a 1ree branch hanging out CNer the water. 
Every inch or my skin (eels m,e. a dc:$Cilcd ftSh, I all out for hez; she doc:$n't answtr. I 
tum my bead, looking tor her; she doesn't answer. I tum my bead~ looking (or her, 
ignoring 1ht•$Claping on my back as I t:ty to twi$t arouod. 

Suddenly a calm voioe says: •She is not bc--re.• 
JU$t as $udde1\ly, the owner of1he voice cu1s me loose and J fall into the water. The 

next time I wake up I'm on a pallet; sdll near eoough to smell I.he water. A figu.re glides 
toward me, wearing some type ofeamo 1h111 I have never seen. It i$ COflS.-taotly shifting 
oolors, always in shades that blend wilh the background, like an overg;rown chameleon. 
The •wanckrer•! I hadn't heard that he WI$ in this sector or the galaxy. Rumors say that 
his sucecsses e.,:cecd even ou.rs. 

•Where i.-s she? J must find her!• 
•orogers don't keep prisoners. She is dead or soon will be.• 
'"SIie is different, She can survive. I must find her.• 
•Noc just now. Firs1 we must eat. drink aDd lake a nap. I know whtre Ibey camp; wt 

will go after the third moon rises.• 
After we e111 aod drink eoough water to tum us in10 mobile swamps. he gives me lhe 

same camo he is we.aring, [ have never seen 01 felt anything like it. It stands out rrom my 
skin by barely a millimeter. h bas no discerru'ble weight. yet the night chill does n01 
pcne1rate ii. I want lo ask where he got it, what it is called, but I fall askep instead. 

We cravel during lhe late njgll1 hours. weaving through the forest tiU we come 10 a 
small canyon juSI before dawn. The day is spent watching and listening with our uoi-
tra.Ml.atot$. One thing is very eviden1: they arc quite a jovial Joe. and cclebra1e even their 
small vic1ories gloefully. At nightfall we make our mo~. Killing one at a lime, we work 
our way into the-c:amp from both sides of1he shallow canyon. There is no,lgn of her. No 
sign that she was ever here. I get to their leader and with one h.ad at bis throat, that is, tile 
equivalent of a throat, and the othec hand pressing my blade againsl his e)'e I demand to 
know where SHE is. what happened 10 her. 

Hejust laughs like a jackal and replies: • vou will never tnow, I wio1• 
I $.ileooe the howling jackal, but get no satisfaction in the kill. 
'The Wanderer gives me a ride Nd. to civiJiza.1ion in bis skiff. I spend the trip in 

silence-, I don't even ask about the c.amo. All I can do is think ofher, ofhow I need her, or 
bow I will avenge her. He drops me off at the Venusian mort (001 really on VtnU$) and 
makes sure that I make contact with the Colonial Government agent to oollect my pay and 
hers. 'spend 1he next 1brce lunar cycles i.n Orcamscapc Therapy. Finally, my psyche 
heals enough to faoe the world again. Even so, I don't really want 10 face the \lo'Orld. The-
Colonial agent offer.s me a retirement bonus, instead, I bead off lo the Delta quadrant. I 
bear there arc some good battles raging there; I think I will fight for the Highlanders; I 
always was partial to them. 

Four fuU,fledgcd wars, countkss skirmishes and dou:ns ofstealth missions later I am 
taking a break on the only inhabitable plaoe1 i.n lht Persiu:s syscem. This war Ls over, the 
throe sides have come lo an ag,ecment after just one major b:ude. Wars aren't what they 

Orplleou/6S 
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used to be. No matter bow many evil grotesque fighting machines Joonquer and kilJ, I 
still have no sati$faction, no peace-. The buming hole in.side of me remains, forever. 

An anonymous message i.s waiting for me at the resa station. I read it over aDd oves 
while eating. 

•Mcel me on the ascension peak ofTannapala al moon rise tomorrow. I have news of 
HEI\." 

My emocions qge, tbe burning in my gut roars to a fuJJ name as I mull over a 
strategy. There is no more exposed place on this planet. Tbere 1$ no way to plan a detense 
or scout the possibilities in case this is a trap. There is no battJecover on the peak an no 
quick route down. I arrive early and wait, my eyes adjusting to the changing Ligh1; moon 
rise on Tannapala is as brigh1 as a foggy day in Che valJey. Iam determined that the 
mes.u:nger wiU noc ~I away without answering all of my quC$liOns. 

Someone•is oomiftg. walking erea aDd steadily but not threateningly, definitely 
human. Ht, or she, is well trained, approaching with the moon behind him, or ber, so ( 
can only see the armored shape. F'maUy 1bc mtSSCnger sto~ a meccr in front of me and 
removes the hood. It's HER! 

•1 am not SHE. I am your daughter.• 



Carlos Lozano 

Vision Fugitiva 
(Desconozco su origen. Es sueno mfo o piraterfa?) 

4Quiin eres? 4Eres de came y ht.te$0? No $Ctli.s una visi6n fugi1iva, 4verdad? No 
habris vcnido a ilu.sionar a los pobres mortala para luego cs!um.arte, desapa,ecer sin dtjar 
tu imagen fija part siempre en su re1ina, 4verdad? 4P0t qut te r1'es con 1a.n1a !adlidad, sJ 
no quiercs que panicipemos en 1u jUbilo? 4Qut secreto escondtn tusojos? ,Out mundos 
nos brindas., si no los hemos de collOCCr? 4En qut lenguaje trazas h JS socrctos en cl aire? 
No quedan escri1as Ill$ palabras el 1icmpo suficiente para dtscifra,las y. euando les das 
voz, su $OOOridad es ta1 quc nucs1ro.s ofdo.s no son lo necesariamcntc sutiles para 
pcrcibirlas y entrii\arla.s en nucsl!as ooneiencias. iPor qut no pcrmites quc ooneuerden 
nuestra onda y la ruya? 4Tcrnes que 1u tonalidad nos revien1e los ofdods y que 1odos 
quedemos s<>rdos para siempre? i Es que tu imagen de igual manera podria sc-1 nociva a 
nuestra retina y dejamos en la ardier11c obscuridad? l,O es que oo somos digoos de la 
bclleia de tu ,.,oz, de la luz de tus ojos. del encanto de lu sonrisa? 4Es po, eso que vu y 
vienes p0f ins.1antt$, dcjindonos pcrp1ejos y hcchiudos? 

iQui ropajes son esos quc llevas de L.an sutil finura quc pa.rccen de niebla, de 
diafanidad maravillosa? Al igual que 1u faz, tu ruerpo nos cs. desconocido porquc, a pcsar 
de lo fino de la niebla quc te cncubre, no logramos pentaar su SUlilcu. Etes pues un 
misle:rio impenetrable, una adivinanz:a i.OOescriftablc, un abismo insondabfe., un cielo sin 
confint$, una bellcza quc pvnia delcilando. En una palabra, eres un scr sin con10m0$, una 
ilusi6n cuyo rcs,plandor nos encandila. 

No 1e alcju, te• niego. Deja q!J(: ,.,ca todo 1u esplcndor; que goce de 1u bcllcza; quc 
participe en tus m1gic05 ires y ve:nires. Ouie:ro rdr )' canta rontigo; beber en la 
profundidad de 1us ojos; cnuaren 1us arcanos mundos.; e.xplorar parajes misicri0$0$; 
pcocirtt las diafanidades que tc cnvo,Jucran, para bafiarme en La lumioosidad quc 
irradias-basra perdcrnos en 1u totalidad de misterioso erw:an10. 
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Field Trip 

..................................................................... .... 
MEMORANDUM 

DATE: Fet>Nary 10, 2A90 

TO: All Un.iflCd 'tertiary Schools 

FROM: Carl Kupu, Dean orAtd>eology 
Urtivcrsity of the Pacific Rim 

RE: Annual field trip to the Los Angeles site, Pacific Plate sector 

ll is my pleasure 10 oace aglin illvite you to send your best studenl\ to the 24th 
Annual UOPR Los Angele.\ Field Study. This trip wil~ as always, be timed with the 
lowest seasonal ttdes to allow for viewing ofsites 1hat are nOI open to the public. The 
dates are: March 19 lhroogb April 19, 2490. 

The students wiU be led and instructed by padua1e level Ooocnts i.o 1he following 
speci.ahies: Art History. Bioethics, Cul1ural Anlhropology. Field Archeology, Geology, 
Historical Medicine, Politics, Sociology, and Trtnsponalion Engineering. Eligibility 
requirements aredetailed oa the application fonn; contact the appropria.le specialty leader 
10 obuin Lbc prucqu.i.tite requirements. As coordinator, I urge you t0JCttefl your stl.Klents' 
emotional and maturity Jcvels. Remember that these students will be expected to be 
rC$J>Onsiblc for their own behavior. This is M cxcellen1 teaming opportunity offered to a 
small percentage ofapplicants. Be sure your student bas the sclt-diseipline to ma.kc the 
most ofthis opportUnity. I would DOI want 10 bave 10 send any SNdent home early with a 
security escort. 

-Oinncr cimc. Besure you washed.• "Yea Mom, I'm coming." A typical conversation on 
a typkal day on a typical rural farm. But hLs was no cypical day tor Karen and Don, lhc 
Medlin twins. They waited until after prayer to announce their DCWS. barely. Karen 
blurted out: •we're going!• Don followed: •w e got aoce.pted!• Mom calmly said: '"You 
still have to cat your potllOC$.• , but she was grinning. She bad seen the summaries whjJe 
they were out (ceding the horses; she knew mail had 00mc from UOPR. Io disjointed, 
excited fragments lhcy announce that both of them ba,..e been accepted tor the Los 
ArlgclC$ FieldTop. The UOPR Portland transport will pick them up on 3118/2490 at lSlS 
hours. They arc allowed only one bag and tbci.r handbeld 00mpu.ters. Tbc-y will have to 
keep DOies and WTite a paper when tbcy get back. 

https://appropria.le


Kathy Mtuintau. 

Fi~ld Trip Orienuuion, Los Angeles Sile Dorm. Au.dif()riu.m 2, 3/18/2490 /8()() Muri. 

Karen, Don and a host of other students, about 100 total, filed into the auditorium. 
The Docents introduced themsel"'cs aod gave an overview of lhe sdledule for each 
specially. They would all meet together for some portions of the month long study to 
oompare noccs and be exposed to 1he other specialties. 'The first l«rure was background 
information and a historical review. Most ofit they aJre.ldy knew, but there were some 
surprising updates.. 

Los Angeles has been uninhabited for about three hundred ycan. The major ,hifling 
ofthe Pacific P1atc bc-gan two hurK!red ycan. before that. It is oow cslimatcd that the 
Pacinc Plate seccion of 1he rormer City or Los:Angelu will be a1 37·45• 1a1itude, the site 
of the former City ofSan Francisco, in the year 387S, give or take a hundred )'Urs. 1be 
Continental Plate soc:cion or the old ei1y is in the Los Angeles Histor-ieal Tbcme Park. Los 
Mgcles was the largest cily in the Uniltd Slate~ which was the mos.t technologically 
advanced nation ofits era. In spite ofthe technology, society stm lagged far behind. All 
WOl'kers endured bours ofautomobile or bus travel 10 and from their place ofwork, even 
those whose jobs oould have b«n dooe at home or at local workstations. 

The lnforma1ioo Syttems department reoently compJc1ed transla1ioo ofseveral large 
early model data storage units. They were able to confum preYiously eirai.rnsiaotial 
evi<knoe tha11he scandatd work schedule wu fi"·e conseanive days ofS.-9 hours each. 
When you add the travel time to and from work this calculates 10 the average worker 
being away ftom home for 12-16 hours per day for five days each week. F'urthermore, 
they appear to have been limited to only ooe Z.wcek vac.ation per )'Car (e"•eryonc groaned 
a.I this idea). This information provides support for several new theories as 10 the reason 
ror 1he art work on the 0lllside or the buildings and aloog 1he walls of the vehicle rou1cs 
labeled •Freeway• or •Higllway.• 1be La1est and most widely believed theory is that they 
engaged in 1hjs art tonn as their only way to expccss their <:rea1ivi1y within the b<>u~s of 
their stining induS1riaJ society. We ha"·e p,oorin the rcccn1 transla1ioas that products aod 
wOfk output were of much more importance than human satisfaction. There even were 
large groups of people wbo tried 10 preven1 the creaiion ofthis an work, ltld il wu 
punishable by fines or i.ocarceration. Other groups of peopleexpended a great deal of 
lime eradica1ing orCOYering the art. Strangely contradktory, thc-1e is ~w infonnarion th&t 
there u some go,.·ernment sanctiooed art work that covered entire sides or a building or 
wall. So far we have not been able to identify any rcmn.tnls of this •approved• art work. 

Each of you will receive an ob$crvalioo a.ssigt1n,en1 in )'Our <kpartmental 0rien111lon. 
Bu1, all of you will share the following usignmen1. Wherever you go, whatever yout 
assignment. you are to rcoord a detailed dC$C1ip1ion of aJI exterior an work. Wewant 
multiple repons on every site since you will be including your own interpretation of I.he 
art in your repon. Specifically, was ii spon1aneous, was ii dooe surreptitiously, o, was ii 
govemmen1 sanccioned? Since we doo'I know wha1 characcerit.cs the governmen1 art or i( 
we have nay, we arc boping that a hundred new sets of eyes wm help us find some 
common factor that we may fl.ave missed. Class dismissed. 

https://characcerit.cs
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Kareo is assigned to theTransportation Department's excavation of the • Harbor 
Freeway• sou them scecion. This site is having its seawtll moved out abouc 10 ree1; 
therefore, tbe Harbor Site acw will beworking viigio cerritory this year. Don goes to tbe 
A.rt hisiory department. They will be reviewing and cataloging all ofthe known art $ites 
in &he cscablisbcd dig uus. 

Karell and Don spend the next four weeks in HAZMAT $Uits for four hours Heh day, 
then two hours (01 reports and updaiingjoumals. They barely have ti.me to say Hi. let 
alo~ compare noces. Th(.fifth week is spent writing report:$. Karen aDd Don finally have 
time to share lhcir experiences. 

Don starts by describing some ofthe an he saw on •Maio Str«.1• particularly between 
•rirst• aod '1t11ers111e s .• •Mose of the art wu f-adcd, almost indjscunible. 1bec.xecption 
was some lovely painted tile work thal up close looked like a random pl.aocment. But 
when you $lood back several meters, you could se,e. tbe pie1\lrc ofsome women and men ill 
bright oolorcd costumes. They appeared to be doing a dance ofsome sort. II was oolorful 
and gay. vuy uplifting, This was in oontrast to some ocher tile work juSI a short di$1ance 
away that was in muted IODCS aod bad no disocmible pattern. lljust looked like swirls and 
wave$, more like the renderings ofthe Persius Nebula Cluster's gas trail. The t\\'O siles 
were so different tba1 I labeled I.he swirls as being go,..emmcnt sanctioned and the dancers 
as spon1anoot1SI)' created.• 

Karen rtSponded: '"'That clotsn't fit with 1he information about the SUpPfC$Sioa of 
spontaoeou.s ar1 work. lnere was a lot or spontaneous art WOflc in the new section of1he 
•Harbor Freeway.• Most of ii was in places lhat would noc be in full public view, look at 
this structural model of the new sitts.. The horizon1al section tha1 lays directly on top or 
the au1omoblles is ooverc4 wilh paint. 1bere wc,e about rou, diffe.rent oolors overlapping 
each other, u ifit were done in la)·ers over many ye.at$. If I project the horizontal Section 
upwards it fits across che span conncccing rwo smaller roads. rr tbc artWOrk was done with 
the roadway in lhat position, it wouk1 explain the overlapping and the uMtructurcd design, 
since the artist would ha~ to hang ovct the side, by a rope or something. about 10 meters 
above the- lower roadway without hov« packs.• 

"Is this an ICCllrate copy or the artwork?• Don l$kcd. 
• yes. ofthis one sedion. There was artwork on nearly every \.'Cr1ieal surface.• 
Don oontinucd: •11 looks like names alld symbols. not at all like the cotiortd tiles that 

I saw. Perhaps ii is some sort ofmessage, something that only the working classes 
understood.• 

Karen interrupted: •1, it similar to the symbols used in the 2150 revolt?• 
•Noi really. Maybe you c.an do a languagt. oomparisoo. Be sure to include the 

variability rouliDe. 10 allow for 1he wri1ing style and the awkward position ofthe artisa.• 

April I$, 2490, 08(/(): 

A Docent opens the dosing conference$ •uyou were selcccc<l 10 give an oral 
presentation, please come to the stage area. 

Katen starts: •1 have selected this s«cion ofthe •Harbor Freeway• dig 10 illustrate 
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some spontaneous and I believe suneptitiously done artwork. Don bas helped me with tbe 
sociology research. I have been unal>te 10 decipher the writings. A few lellcJS are 
recognizable, $uch u th.is red "B• aDd 1his b!ue ..C.• Mose of it eludes me. but 1ben my 
specially is structural noc social 

Ooo con1inues lhe presentation: •1 compared lhC$C new Styles to wha1 I obse-:ved in 
the older digs, particularly the colored tile art. There does not soem to be any similarity. 
N)r this and odw:r reasons., which are listed in our wriu~ report. I theorize that all of the 
art werk around the roadwiys was spontaneous, but due to tbe locations. not all of it could 
bave been done in SCC1CI. Of the rwo styles of tile art, the one with the daocers does no1 fit 
with the oppress.ive HfeMyle, bu1 the one 1ha1 is Jt.l$1 swirls of color with no meaning could 
well be a sample o(go\•emment sanctioned art. Karen had asked me if the wrldngs on lhe 
roadwaf$ would have some connt.etion whh the revolt of 21S0. At fim I U:id no, but 1he 
more I s1udy the des.igns, the more I believe that it does seem to be some type ofprotest.• 

Karen conclude$-: •we i.nvite all ofyou 10 try 10 decipher the wrilings; perhaps 
someone has seen ocber similar work.• 

April 19, 2490, 08()0: 
The Oooct11 opens tbe panel disc:ussion. The dcxenLS h.ave reviewed all otyour 

reports and we would like to compliment you on )'our insight and thoroughncss. There are 
enough ideas and lheorie., here to keep U$ b\lSy undl ne:x1 spring, The panel will diSCU$$ 
the oral presentations and offc.r 011r opinions of your theories. Karen aOO Don presented 
some new ideu which were oomparcd to the lnfo,rmuion trom the data translations. 
Congralulations. your report has been selected for the in1crdcpat1men1al join I thesis. The 
oomple1e repor1 will be published ne:xl spring; howe\·er, wt do have a few options rc~y 
now. We believe the artwork in 1he •Harbor Freeway• di.g:arta bcloogs in a, newly 
c:Useo\·ered category. 11,e name for this work was in the old infonnation storage unit5; it is 
•Graffiti." In researching the antique dialcas library WC· round the root "''Ork. "G111.ffi10• 
whicti means •A crude inscription or drawing on a wall or other public surface. Three 
theories have been selected for further res.carch: 

1. Communication relati~ to work navel and generally guiding tbe 1raveler .aloog 
the safest route. 

2. The ruulls or interdass oontad, commcmoraling imponant oelebrations or 
spiritu.al events. 

3. Spiritual symbols used to invoke $Upematural powers tor protection, productiv-
ity or procreation. 

We !hank all ofour spring field trip studcn!s for their valuable obscrvati0M, The 24th 
Annual UOPR Los Angeles Field Study is omcially dismissed. 

OrphcUS/71 
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Bad Company 

I was lining up the six ball in tu comer pocket when she caught my eye. Perversely, 
I notice lha1 she wu bolh old enough co be an adult and young:enough to be my daughter. 
But it wasn't that, or even her shuming good looks, that got my atten1ion. Ralher ii was 
the way she playc4 with that earring. She was ordering me out of rc.1.itcmt"nl and I was 
required to Obey. 

I missed the oomer pocket. 
Wud followed my eye and lau.gbod. ~ean, say I blame you.., • came his Yorkshire 

acc::en1. I nC\·ergoc over how he cou1d proDOUncc t:YCfY letter ofevtry world. •1t you 
an't miss for something like lhat, why bother living?• He then ran lbc cable. 

That gave me time to get the adrenaline under control. Urgent danger about which 
nothing could be done at 1his insian1, 1hat s.ignal was drilled into us in training. Strange, I 
thought during the twc-nty years 1 was actii.•e with the oompany I nevc.rsaw anybody use 
iL But let me go Wctive and I'm told 10 $it tight and wait todo as I'm told. Here in the 
bar, shooting pool, that meant l should keep on drinking beer and shooting pool. So I 
bought aoothcr r(IUDd while Ward racked the balls. t $.hot pool. But my mind wasn't on ii. 

OfficliJly the company doesn't exist. Neil.her does it worry about little thing.,; like the 
lives or its agenl$. A1 least, not the way that most people do. It has other oon«ms.. J\1$1 
ask the three ageois who died io Nevenni..odwherc. USA. dismantling a terrorist bomb. 
They succeeded, so i.t didn't make the news. But they didn't survive the radiation poison• 
ing from the was-tc utanium•235 it was supposed to scatter to the wind. So when she 
showed up, it was aU I could do to sec lhe pool table. I wa.s 100 busy visualitin.g synlheeic 
vin.1SC$ in our local water supply. 

She got a drink and me,a.ndercd over to the pool table. 
11 never 100k any anra.aive young woman any lime 10 get Ward's anention. After 

aboul fifteen minutes I took her hint and quit the game. She'd already told me everything I 
needed 10 kllow. 

Before I left the bar I called the special number we all had to memorize, let it ring six 
limes before I hung up. To anybody wa1chiog it would appear that fd gotten no answer. 
But the instrumcnis on the ochtr end would show the calling number, 1hen some clever 
person would decide ii had been me and would can my home with.in minutes. 

•You got a caU from Shell lsland, • my wife grce1ed me when I got home. •First 
we've beard from the in ... ever, l lhi.nk." She was smiling. This meant money. My courier 
servioc. has four aocoun1s which I service personally. Two ofthem arc legit, while SheU 
Island and the fourth ooe are names for the company. Fortunartly the only thing $lit cared 
abou1 business wu lhe income. 

This time I Ice the phont• ring ul\111 it answered. There was no opcraco,. Mr. Poge 
always answered that lfoe personally. 



ChristophtrA.sMr 

"Wendell. Juve you beard from Roland?'" This use ol my real name lollowed by my 
eompuy name required a specitte response. 

• Last word I (that was the specific) "workfog tor channel 23 news.• That told 
h.im why rd called. The girl at the bar had mentioM:d her age, whidl t01d me to use th.al 
number 10 tell him that she'd made oontact. 

"Excelle111." he replied. •1 have work in your area and need a guide. Can do?" 
"Meet my price: I said with a laugb. •soo a day plus expenses, three day minimum.• 

There was no code in this. and I cUdn"I need 10 koow what kind or wo,k. l'd do and he'd 
pay. l was just telling him the local rate for mercenaries going inlo a oombat ZODe. 

"Fair enough,• be accepted. •can you meei the first bus in 1he morni.ng tDd provide 
Iran.sport?• 

"rll be there." 
All o(this had been for my wife's benefit. When she real.iud that we were looking at 

a $1.SOO windfall. she sta11ed c:alcvlating how 10 spend it, which was what I inteQded. 
• Well,• I said, •kicks like 111 be busy for a day or three. Want 10 take tbe children 

over 10 your brochcts and let 'em enjoy the pool?" 
• You bcl Idol" I bet she did. That would get her into the city with irs shopping 

malls. More impol1ant, it would gtt all of them off the mountain, and the fu11her the 
better. St,500 shoppi.ng spree? I called that "dlcap." 

Tht DC.XI morning she left with 1he children, laking my uxiety with her. Because I'd 
h.ive to be going who knew where when I pid.ed up the girl, I called ward and asked him 
10 come. to 1hc office to give my four-wheel-drive a going qver. This wou.ld also give the 
girl a chance to get away from him, just in ease she needed one. He sounded self• 
satisfied, and was waitin.g when t got 10 the off",ec. I gave him 1he key and hewent right 
to wort. 

•OoocJ morning, sir: my sccrelary smiled. "You have a rnusage. He iosi.stcd I take it 
vtrt>atim. • That made it a briefing. Worded 10 !ell her nothing impottanl and 10 keep her 
from getting curious, it would tell me something very dif!creru. 

h was on my desk. under the morning paper. I grabbed a cup of coffee and sat down 
10 read. Spreading the newspaper. l ga..,e it a quick look: and almost dropped my co!fec. 
My new 00$.1 was the lead story, foo.Dd face.down in 1he canal. 

Years ortx-perlcncc kept me from rcaetitlg. Or iJ I did no OM· menlioned i1. Also 
habit a.me to my rescue. I oormally spread the paper, then lay any messages on top o( it. 
When t realized I wasn't looking a1 1.he piClwe any longer, it was bec.ause the message was 
in tbeway. 

To: Mr. S1ockhurs1 
From: Mr. Poge 

I ha..,e a package. i~ Oa.nviUe tbal has to go out loday. You may have to 
explain yourself because I might not be able 10 get in to!IC:hcd with the 
right people. The address i.s 2A36S Saint James Terrace. and is to be 
delivered to the SnowBowcr Lodge near your place. IJ the COBSl.gnee is 
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1here, deliver even if you ha\'C to wake him up. Ifnot, return tbe 
pack:age unopened. I sent a couriu l\\'O days ago but ha..,cn't hear from 
her since. Probably in a local bar pickup up truckers, didn'I e\'CO call 
back to quit. T've beffl 1rying to get in touch with this guy for fi\'e days, 
bul oevu know ju.st what he's doing or when. 'The.re's a bon\1$ ifyou can 
get me his work schedule. 

Typical Poge me..ulge. Disguise dynamicc as Christmas candy, Map it up in tinsel. 
aDd set ii off in some schluck's face. He'd beta doing it to me for years. 

•oanville" is the oompany'scode--name for the old USSR. so picked because there 
arc so many Oaovilles in the USA that it's tncom.picu0\1$; my targcc was a Russian, 
probably formtr KG8. 

I mis)il have 10 explain myself; be pre-pared for the Russian to be hos.1ile. 
Tut pickup address was on •Saini James Terrace;- this Russian was posing as an 

:Engli$hman. 
"Might nOt be able to gcc in to~ with the right pcoplc;• 1he RU$$ian had DO known 

lies to the current regime. 
Return unopened if I can't deliver; call immediately if he's skipped. 
1may have to wake my oons.ignce up; a sleeper, or in this oontext, a dup cover 

agenL 
•Never MOW what he's doing. or when;• the Russian may be free-laDcing. 
"8oou.s (for) bis V.'Ork schedule." If possible, find 001 what jobs he's done. 
There were three imponant lhings about the agent he'd sent: a woman, she was 

supposed to pick up bet asslg.n.mcn1 in a bu, and $he'd failed 10 make a scheduled call-in. 
Mr. Poge also included a timetable when he was rcfening to her. •Probably in 1he !«al 
bar picking up trucker, didn't even call back 10 quit," LS not a compJetc sen1enoe. Th~ 
who know, know lo add a stretch faccor to lhenext time reference. That next lime 
referenoe 8$ "five days.• How much ofa $trctch factor i, elsewhert in the briefing. in 1his 
case 1he numberof lhe piekup address: 2436S. 

24 and 36S are oommon numbers in oouncing time~ 247 (24/7) i.s days to weeks. 24/ 
365 is days 10 years. This was vi~. They'd bceo looking for Ibis. Russian for five years. 
That was one year less than I had been living here. retired. In this line ofwork there is no 
coincidence. That Russian had been sent after me. 

Bui between the time he g01 his orders and the lime he anivod, the USSR coUapsed. 
s,uct wid1out support, he put his ordus on hold and seuled in. He made a place for 
himself at the Snowflower Lodge and boosted his il'00me by plying hi$1radt. A prof es• 
siooal killer can always find work. Sometimes it even oomcs to him. After five years he'd 
become nuisance enough that he bad 10 be removed. That had boen the girl's job, a job 
that was now mine. 

The job was ddil\Cd in the key phrase •has to go.• I was free todo whatever Imust, 
including kilJ him on sis)il. 

Now, djd I know an Englishman who came to this. area five years before? Somebody 
who worked a1 the Soowflowcr Lodge and wbo like to pkt up girls in bars? 
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Put anotl\t'.r way. who took tUI dollars off me al pool the evening before? What 
mechanic kt.pl my four•whecl drive running? Oid I reaUy know the man who, at this 
momcnl and al my expense, was doing Hea\·t.n knew what 10 that boltpile I was planning 
on driving? 

No wonder she used the urgent dange, signaJ. I was i.n boondong deep. 
Six )'e&.rS, and l'd grown fat and lazy. Five of 1hcsc ytars he'd been ~ting me. He 

was neithe.t fat nor lazy. His frec•agcnt field work kept him current. He was a turbo· 
charged V-8, and [ was a rust-bucket in the salVlge yard, If I look him on. it would be a 
fruk or 1~ universe if I woo. Not good odds. 

Bllt oa the Olher hand I'd spent SO years scouting me. I knew me better than Wt.rd 
did, and I wasn't aboul to overrate ffl)'$tl(. Didn't that give. me some kind of advanllge? 
So. what we,c my soouting reports oo him? 

He cnjO)'od fasl cars and (aster women. He was an expert at Trivial Pursuit, and he 
loved linle twists that upset other people's logic. At bridge he would sooacr claw his way 
10 four hearis than brteie his way to six diamonds. Poin1s earned in the Jower $Oil$ were 
10 him siM. Then there was lhat cocklai.1 party g.amc he invenled. A lioe &om a soag is 
coupled 10 the name of the singer in order 10 suggcsc another song.. •What is and isn'i 
mine,• by Oawn, comes out SunriK SuoseL Adding ii up, I tried to gc:l iMide his head. 

Where would I be, and what would Jdo? I looked out the window at the four-wheel• 
dri,.•e. Ward was sti"IJ under its hood. He had me under surveillance. 

Well there was no way I was going 10 touch Lhat truck. II could roi. Unfonunately, 
unless I was willing to bonow a car and make people ask qucstiOltS, tha1 crapped me in 
tc>wo, 

No taxies. No buses served here cxcepe the twice-daily Oreybound, and ours isn't the 
kind of 1own from which )'OU walk. A rnoun1ain valley with ODC road going through it and 
forests around, there's no place to run 10 and no place 10 hide. Not from Ward. He &OI his 
job at 1he Snowflower ~ use ht was a rnoun1ain climber. He had me In a box. 

Ye1 I could sniff airholes. 
A mc-mory pushed forward from my training days, a S!a1emen1 from an old-timer. 

"The cal's bes! cha.DCC against 1he dog is 10 1a.kc the offensive. B·u1 it mus1 strike before 
the dogbites.• What were my fangs and claws? 

or course. The f'our•by. I( Ward was going 10 use ii againS! me, why nOI use ii 
against him? And if he w3$n'1. why nol use ii anyway? 

Ward knew that I was wilh Che company, and he was there when lhe girl made cootael 
wilh me. But ifhe'd interrogated her, he migh1 bclie..,e lb.at I'd not yet been briefed. He 
tmed htr carefully. He as not the man to do anylhlng h.asly in front of witneucs.. How 10 
persuade him 10 keep thinking like thal? 1Twas 1ime to talk. 

•ward, want some more of my money?• 
• Always. Whal's on )'OUr poor excuse for a mind?• 
•1 have to go over 10 Madison,• J tied. •ean you run it up to the lodge and back and 

make wre its not acting up? You know bow cranky it can get. 
• Wbjch i won't do if you'll let me pull 1ha1 computer carburetor and pu1 io a proper 
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1hrottle body ioje.ction.• He was good. If ( hadn"I had exoelltt\l infomu1ion to the 
contrary I'd have believed that he had nodti.ng but a heart orpure gold. Bui the sequence. 
was there,. The girl warned me, she picked him up, shewent into the canal. One plus ooc 
plu.s one. 

•You'll be wanting it done right away, orcourse." besperulated. 
•By 1tn 1hirty. r have work piled up to Lase me that long. but then rn want to get 

going (a.st. I want 10 be past the canyon bc(ore noon.• Thai WU easy to believe, After-
noon lighting on that canyon road is a known cause of many accidents. Also that can)'On 
makes a marvclou.s ambush sigbt. and I waotod him to think on that. Why should he do 
something in a huny tllat could a1iraa auention. when he could take care of ir ntatly and 
watch it get blamed on my arelC$SDCSS? 

•vteu, • he said, • if rm 10 do it proper, ru need dollars. SO. Cash. Up front • 
"Pirate!• Ipar1od with the money and went btck Inside. lt was 16 miles 10 the lodge. 

That should take him about 12 minutes. I waited for fi.,·e minutes after he was gone, and 
picked up the phone. 

"Staie Police? I wanl to report a siolcn vehicle." 
'There was no point in wailing 10 hear back from the police. 'Ward would lhink they 

were pulling him over for speeding until it was too late for him to fight. They'd do the 
job. 1ca.Ucd the specla.l number. 

•aieck 1he county jaiJ. Grand theft au10. Hurry ifyou don't wane him 10 make bail. 
If you can't take it from here, res.ign.• 

Within an hour Wad was anested. He was never arraigned. 
I saw Ward (hi$ real name was Yakov Strelnikov) a few more times, when I was 

e11Jlcd in to help wi1h bis interrog:Mioo. How- to pul it? he was learning 10 ooopcrate? 
Eventually he provided information Lhal closed the cases on nine oontraa killin,gs:. But 
that first night, he had a question for me. 

•Why the cops? You never let anyone else do your work be(ore.• 
•After I saw what you did to a freshly trained young womin? rm retired. What kind 

offool would I have to be noc to t-ake a warning like that?-
"Thcre-'s more,• he shook his head. There, was. 
"Think. You w«e my pa.rlner, and I bid seven dubs. You upped it 10 SC'\'en hearts. 

atbd we wen.I down two.• He nodded; ( conHnued. 
•11umcd something that nigl!L You like it bead 10 bead. Maybe if you'd fc.t me have 

my seven dubs, you would've learned something about me. 
"I'll take thewind and not worry about how I gel ii.• 
I left an hour la1er. He b3dn'1 sabotaged the four-by•four. Paying careful anen1ion to 

the traffic laws, I went back 10 my retirement as agent•in•plaec for the company. 
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The Seedling 

Moa.day 

1bt posiman's beal•up blue and white jeep swing around the comer righl on sdted· 
ulc.. He reached my tilting gray mailbox wi1h 1he fadod numbc-rs just as I finished 1he end 
of lase night's joint and was headed toward !he radio 10 1um up lhe volume. I pushed open 
the flimsy screen door and it was snatched by a gust and clattered aga.i~ lbe stuoco wall. 
S.epping qujckly, I wrapped my shawl around me tighier and jumped Nick inside 10 avoid 
I.be blustering March wind tha1 carried tbe tingle orsea salt aDd tk tang of fl$hermen. 

Pknty ofroom 
At lbe Hotel California 
What a nice. surprise . . 

With the mu$ic playing k,udJy I sifted through the day"$ junk mail. A$ I hummed. a 
letter slipped through my fingers to Ute Roor. I goc very tcw personal liuers - so I 
quickly scooped down to pick ii up. I felt the th.ct, crinkly white paper and looked at the 
om.ate saawl, and a click went off in my head. It was ti.m~ otcourse, tor The Letter. 

I walked to the window and bnlsbcd away a cobweb 10 get a beuer view of1he 
moming sea -1urbuknt aDd energetic, dolled with white caps from the , trong wind. I 
looked down at the handwriting otmy name and address; *Sandy McKinley, 41 Beach 
SI., Los Playas. Cilif., • and lried todecipller tbe anitude or the writer. The letter wu 
always from Otbcr; Dad never wrOle. Men ofhis generation and scnsibilily seldom wroce 
anything but busincM lc-Uc:r$. I'd only h(ard bis voice in lht las1 1.evtn yea.~ 

lDSide che envelope: I foynd 11'1e us.ual dlcck - for many years r,ow, our only com.mu• 
nication. This time was d.itfe:ent 1bough; a real letier was enclosed and the check was for 
a lt.rger amoun1. too. At first when chey surtod send.ing tbese checks I had felt guihy 
about taki.ng the money, but I'd long since realized it kcp1 me alive. 

Opening the onion $kin si.ationcry l found these lines: 

Dear Sandy: 

How a.re you? Your father and I are ftne. He sends bis love. He is busy with tbe 
new plan1, diey're pulling i1 up by Des Molnes. ll'S golng to be a pretty one~ They will 
make gears there. I am busy on the hospilal addition fund drive. We've g()C to raise $1 
million. It lakes a lot or my Ii.me. 

The cxlta money is for your birthday. SptJtd it on something nioc. 

Love, Mocher 
P.S. Ftuffy misses you! 



I laughed and thought ofFluffy, my whit~ long-haired s.elf-ttntered cal. No, Fluffy 
didn't miss me. 

•sbe su.re write$ poetic letters,• 1 said aloud, smiling. •At least $lie writes.• I 
wondered ir lhcy mi$$Cd me. II bad been hell living at home during hlgh school and only 
mildly better during school break$ when l was going to college 

My birthday - Ood! I had forgoucn all abou1 it. I had goucn to the poin1 where I 
couldn't remember my exact age wilhout subtraction. I mean, who cara? I glanced at the 
calendir. My birthday was Sa1urday, I was going 10 be 29. Jesus. 

1 sat down on lhesora ind though or I.be previous birthday: at 13, clean and fresh• 
faced, smiling and blowing out cudlts.. l was a fuller figure in a tighter sweater a1 16, 
glancing nervously around the 1able as I opened presents. 8y 191 was a California 
woman who had dis«wered sandy beadles, mirijuin3;, Vietnam, at1d bralcssness. Al 211 
ate magic mushrooms on my birthday, at lhe commune off campus and made my own 
celebration ruework on the in.side or my eyelids. 

Now, ar 29, it seemed 50 far away and )'tl, as I looked around, much orit was sail! 
wilb me. My dosct held the same gauze blouses, activist t•shirtS, and madras skirts from 
thl)St uippy college days. even though I had 5wom off hallucinogens long ago. My hair 
was stiU in the same bl.lShy style, tbough now the dark brown wa.s hig.h.lighted by the i;un 
from 100 many hours a1 lhe beach. My friends were. s1m the same, a liu1e older, mellower 
perhaps, but otherwise the same. 

I s1rctdied my arms and yawned a1 thie morning oulSide~ I k>okod around my smalJ 
co1L1Je, lakin gin everything. 

"God, il's cramped in ht-re. And mus.1 and damp." r 1hrew open :t «iuplt o( windows 
and lhe wind blew everything around in the room. I had to dose them ag.airt. I circled thc-
room, looking al my habitat with a newly aitical e,·e. 

•Maybe it's lime 10 move. l'\•e lived here for almosc six ycarS - and oc.rtainly no 
improvementsan be made to this rabbit hole.• I pa.used, <:0ekcd my head, and with my 
bands on my hips, kicked the wom carpet wilh my toe•, and wtnt for a walk oo the beach. 

Tuesday 

Blinded by the mom.ing 5un, 1 pedaled my old bicycle 1ba1 wu stripped or ilS charac-
ter by the clements and age up the hill behind my cottage~ The couage wu sandwiched 
between many ocher small gayly-painlcd houses with a minimum of lawn space and a 
maximum orocean view. The con,.ges hid originally been planned a.s summ<:r vac.ation 
houses, their front yards planted in easy-care low-flowering plants and bushes. Today 
they bloomed in blue and purple. 

Al the cop of the hill I turned left toward the bank where I planned to cash the check. 
Rounding lbe SC('OOd comer I beard someone called my Mme. 

•sandy? Sand•eee! Herc,,,,,,-over here!• 
Jbraked my bike abrup1ly and planted one f001 on the c:urb. Across 1~ stree.t I saw a 

slim girl in jeans alld tailored jactet running toward me. her sboulder-1,engtb brown hair 



shining and b<>unci.ng. I merely looted a1 her u I did not rocognb:e her. She was ou1 o( 
breath when she ran up10 me. 

•Jessie?• I mullered very low, staring at her. 
•orcourse it's me. How have you been? You look great - just 1he same as always." 

Jessie grinned and her prel1y, dark feature lit up her (acc. 
•God, Jessie, its been -what - at lea~ six years sioce l\•e seen you. rd never have 

recogniud you!" I wu still sining dumbfounded on my bike, my patdled skirt dragging 
on the curb. 

"I haven't been around bcre for a long time. Noc siDCC I graduated-• 
•Wa.i1 a minute!• I grabbed her ann. thtn quickly withdrew. -We both got kidced out 

a~cr l!w riol and the bus!.$-" 
•1 know, bu1 they let me back In !he )'tar after. I only had one serncsier to go - same 

as you, right? So I graduated and l've been working in a library up in Oregon. You'd love 
it up there. Have you ever been lo Bend?" 

•No." I nid. I'd never even been to Oregon. 
•Well, anyway, I'm back to come to an alumni honors weick. Image chem pickup me-? 

If chey only knew how we almo.st bumt down the Ad. Building! I remember you -
standing up to 1hat scate policeman, right before all hell broke loose!" Jeule talked 
exei1edly, remembering those days. I examined my toes. 

"Yeah,• I smiled, remembcri.ng too. 91'bost were great times, huh? Then we all go1 
shoved into a paddy wagon - didn'1 you gtl knockod on the head by a cop?• 

•Oh, )'tab," jessie said, · 1•u never forget 1h11. Bul I d()Jl't hold it igains1 the poUcc,. 
men - they were just doing w~1 they had to, I guess.• 

"Yoo're kidding!" My eyes widened. *You got smashed over the head by a pig and 
you can say that? After they way tbey treated us?• 

~h was so lont; at;o. Sandy. How can you itill be angry about something tha1 hap, 
pencd seven years ago r 

"Well: ( paused,, a linJe ernb:unsscd by my ou1bursc, "it seemed 10 be important thc-n. 
"Tbtn.• 
•Yeah, I guess so.• I tried to change the subjed. •say, why don't you come over and 

soc everybody tonight? We'll have a par1y Ulcc the old days! Chuck's still here, and Al, 
Mary Ann, Cindy, everybody!" 

•1 don, know, Sandy. It's great seeing you - bu! you'rcdifferenc from them. I don'I 
1hillk I'd ha\·e any1hing in common with those guys any more. 

I was iakcn aback. How could she think I was different from my friends? They 
thought was- well - unlhinkable! I just scared at Jessie. 

•Actually,• she said, •rm a little surpri.scd you're sliJI hangi.ng around with tbcm. 
Why don'1 you come up and sec me in Oregon?• She scn'bbl(d down bcr address and 
ga\'C it to me. 

"Oh, I doubl if I could ever afford ii,• I said, glancing at the strange address. 
•wen, sometime, maybe. I hc>pc you do. I've goua go. Great 10 soc you! She rtn off 

ass.he bad come, leaving me sining on my old bike. 
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I pushed offfrom the curb, almost losing my old saodaL Iglanced bac.k. in Jessie's 
direction but SM had gone. 

Wednuday 

"Morning!" I calltd U)Chuck tnd Louise as I entered the shop.1rying to sound 
chcc:rful. Usually coming into the dark. Eas.tcm world oflhc head shop cheered me up, 
but today I (cit like I was buried in we1 cement and could only wiggle my toes. 

Chuck waved from his lcathcr-loolingbench where he was working on a belt. Louise 
cam<: ou1 from 1he back room with some chamomile tea. 

•m:rc, you look like you need this to soothe you today. Something heavy?" Loui.se 
could soe right through me. Somecimes I loved her (or ii. 

We sat down among the plants by the front window on straw mats.. 1stared at my 
dirty Indian print skin and era.died the cup of steaming tea. 

"Oh, Louise. you know sometimes you feel like, like . .. like immobile inside? Like 
you're solid inside when )'OU wan1 to be liquid?" I &ricd to melt my in.sides wilh the tea. 

"Yeah, I guc:~ • she replied, puzzled, but trying 10 read me. •ut e when youdon'I 
know exactly what's hassling you bu1 you know something tsr 

•5ort of.• 1 tried to cheer up. Talking to Louise usually did that but ®W only the tea 
felt rig.:ht. 

Louise wea1 back to work as a few c:usiomers ea.me in. I sat tor a few minutes longer. 
NOi coming upwilh any mood-elevating 1houghts, 1 set down my cup and $Urted dU$1ing 
candles on the side ofthe store. 

Music was playing on the turntable. (dusted an orange•sctnted candle as Linda 
Ronstadt sang. 

Southern California, that's as blue as a gitl could be. 
Blue as the deep blue sea ... 
I need your golden-gated cl1ies like a hole in my head, 
Like a hole in my bead, I'm free .. . 

Ibrushed off a whole row or candles with 0l\e swipe of my dust rag. 

Lei the springtime begin •. . 
I have- wasted 100 muc:h time 
Just to sing you this sand song .. 

The smell or 1he shop's inoen:se began pierclDg my nose. I l\lmod my bac:k 10 the 
candJes. Louise stood, her kmg blonde hair streaming 10 her waist, duSling watu pipes 
behind the c:ounter. Jerking my head I saw Qu,ck bending over a t•shirt where he bad ju..si 
prin1ed •0o it in the Din.• 

Ibegan to gasp for air, 8$ if all the du.st in my rag suddenly had caught in my throat. 
My ears were ringing, I felt hot, burning. Istumbled, S1ill gasping. toward tht door, 



mumbling something to Lou.ise. I bunt open the door and ran ou1slde• into the suNhinc 
stopping only for a moment be(ore running inlo the pazk across the street. 

"I've never bun cl.au.strophobic before: I gasped, heaving breaihs on the park bench. 
•Whatts come over me JatcJy?" 

I looked dOWfl ai my farailia.r domes aoo got a whiff ofbody odor. I tilted my head 
back 10 gee some fresh air. 1 relaxed and calmed down. and tried 10 examine my pasc. 

For the pasi six years or so I had lived in the cottage, worked in Chuck and Louise'$ 
head &hop. gene 10 the beach, gone to partlcs, and had about four different lovers, 110ne of 
which I had at prcstnl. 

•And never looked at my stale or mind.• 
I though or an the dtvlces rd used 10 cloud my thoughts: the rranquil beach that put 

me in10 a ru1wal trance, the marijuana I used 10 btlp me sleep. the parties with more dope 
and more music 10 soothe., the my~ical head shop wilb ii.s rows orunreality, 

I felt di.sg,mod but uncer11ill. My friends enjoyed and seemed 10 thrive on theiI 
lifestyle. I had seeming.I)' thrived 100-for a good many years. 

Thursday 

I stopped in front ofains• and Beth's h0U$e, looking at the pink and purple sunset 
before going in to lhc gathering. A lone uilboat glided on the day's last breezes. I thought 
ofbeing on it. going to South America. I though of JC$$ie's Oregon, and the many places 
rd never been. 

I thought or Illinois, ofMother. And orDad and the last time I bad seen him: in I.be 
jail, where he siood looking so frightened, after bailing me out. We had marc:hcd by 
chanting. our fists defiantly high. God, why hadn't I stopped? I lowered my head and 
reluctantly walked up the 0a.gstones to the house. 

Actually, I had been looking forward to 1his piny. I loved gtt1it1g cosctber with my 
frk.nds - we did ii often. 

Chris was a chef at a local chowder house - his specially wu the creamy clam 
chOwdes lhe tourislS adored, Beth made custom clothes and sold them at a local store. 
lbty had lived together since we all lived at the commune. They were old friends, as 
were Sheryl, Bob, Cindy, Louse, Chuck, Mary Ann, Freddie, Al, and Frilrie. A big bowl of 
chowder was waiting for all of U$ as we anived and sat on the 0oor, sJwping and slppitlg. 

Fritzie Pl down next lo me and told me about her new puppy, a brown mutt. tbe dog 
loved the bead!, she said, burying bones in the sand, snapping at the waves, jumping at 
gulls. 

"You know, the beach - the ocean - are so spiritual. Thcfre alive, yet they give 
you life. They're so e1emal, • Fritz:ie mused, her dark curly b:air unruly aroUM her neck. •1 
really couldn't live anywhere but by the ocean. and especially on California beaches, 
They're so charismatic. so dynam)C. You know what I mean? 

I nodded as I looked at F'riwt skieway~ knowing she was sincere. I knew what she 
meant, I'd bad those same feeling$ boch durlog my longing teenage years in Illinois and 
when 1 finally moved 10 California for college. I spent day$ just walking up and clown the 



Li,,, McC. Wtbb 

beach, drinking in the sunlighl, feeling the smoolh grittiness under my feet and berwct-n 
my toes. 11 was 5Piritual even now, though much ofthe magic had worn off. J pictured 
myself in the old days.: long tan legs in cutoffs wilh a bikini top, jumping wildly 10 spike 
the votlcybalJ, and later pensively staring at the pounding surf. 

Al sat down and began sipping his chO\'.'der. He was tanned even in March from 
WOflcing outside painting boats. His wavy, light brown hair was pulled into a ponytail and 
his warm blue eyes reminded me of tbe ocean - &nd what we shared lw summer. 

•How ya doin'?• AJ asked me, glanClng up from lhe spoon at his lips. 
•Okay.• I admired his clean blue workshirt and the m\lScles u.Ddemcath. [ S1ill fell 

$0fflCthin.g for h_im, but s.tran3cly ncvtr though of him when he W8$ out of $ight. 
•Boonie and I are having some rot.ks over Saturday. Will )·ou come?~ 
•Sure.• While the 1hought of him and Bonnie still wasn't comfor1able in my head, I 

knew none of us had ties to one another. J quashed the ernotioo and scraped my cbowdcr 
bowl. 

•Saturday's my birthday: l said suddenly and wished immediately I hadn,. 
"No kidding?• AIi looked at me brightly, ma.king my loMly heart pound. •wen, we'll 

have a real c:dcbra1ion lhen! I've got some grea1 coke I've been saving for lhe right 
occasion . ..• 

I grimaced, bu1 I'd known he'd make a big deal out of my birthd.ay. Maybe I wan1ed it 
.. . No, I didn'1, I 1hough, and kicked myself menially. Now I'd be expected. 

I leaned back aDd surveyed the group. I had good feelings, a.bout all of them; I fell 
comfortable here on the rug tu.rrounded by my friends, my family. On most days I would 
let that reeling offellowship now 1hrough ffi() sweetening my spirit, but today it Md• 
sour fringe 10 i1. I t ighcd. I fell bored and useless hett, 100, like I had one it ;e lhOU$and 
1imes before. My friends looked 100 familiar, 100 oom(Ortllble, like my old worn rug.. 

My mind felt so clear, so al-ert, I imagiocd pins poking into me, and I noticed no one 
had sent a joint around yel. J d.tank some wine and Hs.tenod 10 and looked al my (ri(nds 
like they were slral\gt,rs. I heard all the conversatiom in the room 11 once. I'd seen 1hem 
all before and heard their words a thousand times.. I gulped down the rest ofmy wir,e. 

Friday 

Birds hopped on the grus in front ofme as I sat on lhe park bcn<:h in the sunshine. 
The warmth belpcd me think; it felt Hke years ofcobwebs wue bcirtgswepc •way. A 
block away I could soc the small store front of Quck and loui$C•'S shop; it looked tidy and 
secure. Louise came out with a broom aDd ,wept the front step. She didn't see me - t 
was too rar away. 

I got up and walked pa.st Ori.s's chowder house where tourists and locals mingled 
over their mutual pleasures. Their faces looked happy 8$ they hunched over S1ea.mlng 
bowls ofsoup. 

Down the hill I pa$Sed Fritzie in the gallery and admired the pcttery and copper 
sculptures for a moment. Fritrie didn't see me; she was busy with a cuscomer and I moved 
aw,y. 
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At 1he mariBa Al was indislinguishable from a group ofabou11en painters working on 
1he botlom o( a tugboat. A new ooat ofblue was going aver the okl dull gray of the 
"MluyB." 

A cloud pa5$Cd over the s:un as I reached the bead!. For a moment the sand looked 
cold and white like snow, the sea looked like churning Joe. gray and forbidding:. and the 
dunes seemed to go on forever with no shadows to matk them. [ s.hiVe.red. The sun came 
out agaio and touched everything with its gold fingers; I was strangely reauured. 

I walked near the surf for a while then s:a1 down to be hypnotiz.cd by the rumble ofthe 
waves. I pulled my skirt up and buried my legs in the warm sand. I patted the sand 
smooth until my legs disappeared. The ooean kept flowing. Sandpipers da11cd among 1he 
waves. searching poking. My toes wiggled involuntarily and cracked the smooch surface. 
libcrati.ng my legs. I picked up a handful of sand and sprinkled a pa1h all the way home. 

Saturday 

The birthdaydawned early and I was up 10 see it. Iaood at my window entranced by 
the new sun: hs glory, i1s splendor, its t,,iJllan1. quiet COlot$.. Its energy charged me like- a 
direct circuit. 

I 1umcd and faocd my small, drab 0()1.ta_B,e, A rauy sofa and chair furnished the $Quare 
living room, while a tiny round table and diair g,acc 1he hallway - the kitchen. None of 
it was mine; it had come with the house. 

In the bedroom a rickety single bed stood against one wall and a multitude orpictures 
hungeverywhere. One by one I took them down and remembered which of my friends 
had drawn or painted them, and when. 

Sheryl had given me her pencil drawing of a gull in flight. MaryAnn exchanged a 
charooal of the grassy dunes for one of mine - I'd forgotten which one. Freddie gave me 
his pastel o( the breakerS for a ai,istma.s: present - I think he gave everybody one that 
year. A small oil by Bob, a rtal an.ist, was my m:.s1trpioce. He had paiau:d a fishermat1 
on his best and captured the, hard-working, frte spiril orthe man. I staclced them all 
carefully, reverently, in a pile. 

I took out the 0DC su.i1casc I owned- an old leather and straw-faced one that had 
long since 1~1 its handle. I pu.1 the anv.·ork.s or my frict1ds inside and covered them with a 
pair of jeans and a sweater. A jacltet was also put in, and an ancient pair orboots. 

Changing into my denim skirt and Mexican embroidered blouse, I slipped on my old 
lndiu sandals. shut the case, and carried it in10 the living room. I foll Hice a farmer who 
muu abandOn his field because 1he soil is worn out. He loves the land, it has fed and 
nurtured him, but he no kmger wantS or need$ iL 

I also fell a power within me, growing - like 1M farmer's seedlings. l1 filled me with 
anticipation and hope, like the feeling of renewal in the spring's riins. I felt a glow from 
the inside somehow. J knew the best was yet to come 

On an ok1 drawing pad I scrawled a message in charcoal 10 Louise, saying •1 have 10 
go: I asked her tosplit my lh.ings with lhe group and give away the rest to 1he Salvati0l'l 
Army, I wrote down the address or my parcnlS for her, 

With my suitcase U:Dder my arm, [ looked around my tiny abode one Luc time.. I 
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sighed. I wu happy co be rid ot it. but remembered the good times, too. 
I opened the flimsy screen door and it $lammed belligerently one last lime. 1'be 

March wind whipped my skirt around my knees as 1 stepped out the gate. 
Catching my breath, I jumped, then ran down the street. It was my birthday and I was 

,oing home. 
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The Glass Eye 

•1 gOI it, I got it!• wt all yelled. (t wa~ ju$l a game we used to play, whenever 
g,andpa fell asleep and his glass eye popped oul. Every time be fell uleep in his chair, his 
head would drop until his chin hit his chest, then ii would happen. He glass eye would 
pop ou1 aDd bit 1he noor. It was a big challenge to 5tC who couJd get it fir111$ it rolled 
across the room. II usu.ally went under a chair or tabk: whic-h made it harder to get. 

On rainy days. we would jusi sit around aaing like we were doing something else, so 
grandpa wouldn'I blow we were waiting for him to fall asleep. As .sooa as his head wou.ld 
start for his chest, we all tu med around and g:01 ready to jump for Lbe eye. 

We had a loc of tun playing this game, until grandpa died. h just wasn't the same on 
rainy days without grandpa's glffi eye.. We uicd playing games like hid-and-seek or tag. 
bul there just wasn'I the challenge that we had chasing Wt eye. 1binp were getting 
preny dull around 1he house without grandpa, but d1en one day, things changed. 

Dad was out in the garage working on his car with a grinder trying lo get rid of some 
l'\ISt sp<>IS so he could repain1 it. We were in 1he house playing tag at the lime. when we 
heard a loud scream. Mom gOI out there firs1 and she wouldn't lei us see what had 
happenod. All she said was that dad had hurt himself and she was going 10 take hjm 10 the 
hos.pi1al. WclJ, $be did and we didn't see dad for a few wub. He finally came home 
though, and he had a brand new, shiny, glass eye! 

After 1hat, thlngs got back lo normal around 1hc house. almosc lhai is. Dad didn't fall 
asleep like grandpa, but for the fil'$t few months we usod to follow him around the house. 
waiting for him to bump into something. II was more fun th.at waiting for grandpa to fall 
asleep. cause you never knew when dad would bump into some.bing and his eye would 
pop out It wu more or a challenge too. You ne\•Cr knew w'bich way it wa.s golng to 30. 

After a while we got tired ofchasing his eye. and found other games to lay, like 
chasing caLS with our bikes or throwing rocks at birds. This kep1 us busy until be got into 
high school. We found ntw things 10 do then, but oone or them e\•cr compared to our 
childish game with the eye. 

When we grew up and got out orcollege, we all wen1 our Stpame ways. My brothers 
and sisters got married and had kids oftheir own. Ya know, somc1imcs I wish ( had gotten 
married and had kk!s too. Especially when I hive to crawl arouDd every lime this damn 
glass eye rails out. 
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Covered By His Wings 

The driver jumped in beside me and slammed the door shu1. He Shifted into fllSI 
gear and lhe ambulance moved forward, slowly at first, and lhen rapidly pickro up speed. 
He nipped a swileh and the low drone of1he siren oehoed inside lhe eab, gradually 
i.nawitlg its vol\une 10 a deafening sc:rcim. I oould sec 1he Oashing red light rdlecting 
on the hood in front of us. ilS puJsating rhylhm almost keeping time with lhe wgent voioc 
of the white clad aneDdan1 in 1hc rear or the ambulance as be ooun1ed, •one, rwo, lhrcc, 
row, five, OM) two, 1hrce, four, five, one, two ... • Endlessly he counted lhe strokes ofhis 
baDd as be pressed tbe chest wall ofhis pal.icnl in slwp rhythmic 1hrusas. simulaiing her 
heartbeats. On tbe oounl offive I oould bear the sudden burst ofoxygen lhtougb the mask 
he.Id to her raceby 1he-other auendaru. 

t glanced back 10 sec it there was any .sign oflife, but oould see only the aucndan1s 
kneeling over her. 

The saatic or t.bc CB radio crack.led above the roar or the engine. The driver pid.:cd up 
lhe speaker. •we're brlng.ing in a fifteen ye.ar old female. The name. i.s Nannette 
Bergman.• 

•oo you have her vitalsr the voice on the radio asked. 
'"Ncga1jve. Code blue,• be replied. Then be turned to me. What djd you say is wrong 

with your daughtet?• 
-SM ba.s luP'J,S.
-She has wha1?" 
•Lupus. Systc-mic lupus ery1hcmatosus.." 
He repeated the information into the speaker, and then added. -&1ima1td arrival time, 

ltn minutes.• 
•ws a twenty minute drive 10 town." I reminded him. 
•Yes, I know, but wt11 go fast,• heexplained. 
I sat neJVously as I watched the needle or the spct.dometer creep 1oward the 100 mark 

and then ho-.,er lhcre a.1 we struked paSI ~ttetcd saores and houses along the desert 
highway. cars pu11cd hunkdly 10 the side of the road and stopped to let us pus, a blur of 
red and while light glowing in the early evenil'lg dartntss. 

My chest felt lig.hl. like there was a big chunk of lead ill$ide where my heart had bcea. 
and every muscle uembled with apprehension. I could not speak, and now and then a 
violent sob C$Caped my throa1. 

"She'll be all right," lbedrivcr assured me, toucbll'lg me lightly oa the ann. &.1 deep 
down inside I knew be was wrong. fof I had st.en her stop breathing; had seen her eyes 
grow lifelcs:s and her body limp. Still, lherc m~ be hope; be could be right And so t 
prayed, half aloud, •oh, God, please help her! Oon't lei her djc! Please God." 

Minutes seemed 10 stretch in10 hours: time. was$USpendcd in slow motion, as we 
hurtled down tbe highway al top ,peed. 5Cfcaming our way through die traffic 



Finally we sJowed and turocd into the emergency c-ntranoe at the hospital. 1bc 
ambulance came to a halt beside the bu.ilding and I jumped from the cab ahead of the rest. 
( ran through Lhe doorway and down tM hall to the nearest telephone where I found a 
woman $landing there chattuing casually into the mouthpiece. 

"'May I please use I.ht phone? This is a.n emergency!• I asked as polilcly a.s I could. 
She tumed and glared at me. "Of course you may, after rm she snapped, 

and then continued talking. 
--Please! Let me use lhc phone! My daugh1er's dying. I have to call my husbaod." I 

pleaded. 
She turned toward me again, and her anoganoe faded into ascooishment. "Wcll... why, 

all righ1... yes ... ofCOUl'$C. "'Goodbye, 111 call you later.• and she hung up and stepped 
aside. 

My hands were trembling too badly to find 1he number in the telephone book and dial 
ii. but by now the bospilal roocptionist had come 10 where I Mood, and I asked her to belp 
me find 1he number. She dialed it for me, and then stood close beside me as I waited for 
an answtr. My husband, Ted. wu away on a busincu 1rip to Wuhin.gton, O.C., and I did 
not know exactly how to reach him. But miraculously, only minutes before Nan had 
suddenly stopped breathing, Don, Ted's friend and co-worker, had called me to say that he 
hadjuSI $poken 10Ted on the phone. He bad told me the number ofTed's mocel in 
Washington "in case you need to reach him," be had said. How oouJd he have known that 
iA less than ao hour we would be caught on the very doors.1epof death, imtionally 
desperate 10 tell Ted what was happening and to come home - NOW. And so it was 
Don'$ number thal wt had dialed, realizing that in my haste I had left the-$Crap of paper 
bcarin,g the number ofTed's motel on the desk at home. 

·Hcnor 
"'Hello, Don? This is Gwen. Listen, will you please call Ted and tell him lo gel home 

right nowt We just br~ght Ninncuc in to the hospital. r don't know ifshe's alive Or not.• 
"'\lkll...a.h, sure ... okay1• he stammered with surprise. 
--J'hanks. Don. r have to go! Bye! • I quickly hung up the receiver and hunied back 

10 the emergency room where l found the doctor and ambulance attendants standing idly 
beside the still form on the examining 1ab1c. I heard the quiet voice ofone of the aucn .. 
dants as he spoke. 

•Well, her pupils were already di.lated when we got there,• he wd, and I knew 
immediately tbat we had lost the race. Our daughter Nannette, was dead. 

Almosc a year bu passed sin« tha1 terrible nigh1. and yet every details stands out io 
my mind as though it were yesterday. Will r ever forget the paralyzed feeling of unbelief 
lb.at gripped me as I saw her take her last breath? Or the de$pcratc-moments when her 
older si$ter, Roxanne, and I tried giving !'iu mouth to mouth resuscitation and cardia 
massage until I could sec we nccdcd professional help, and left Rox-i to continue while I 
phoned the nearest fire department and al'OOulanoc-? Or how tbe firemen had JOSI tbeir 
way trying to locate our hOU$e in the unmapped descn? But, more than a.II that, will I ever 
forgd how God $CC-med to soften each shattering blow with His tender assurance • . . . low, 
I am with you always• (Matthew 28:20). Throughout the monlhs of Nanocttc's illness, on 
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the night of her death, aod during the months since then 1 have sensed a gentle peace lhat 
oomcs from tnowing beyond a doubt that God is still in ClODtrol •tte will cover you with 
his feathers, aod under His wings you will find r~ge .. . • (Psalm 91:4). 

Probably the mOSI devastating experience a mother could ei.·cr endure is the loss ofa 
child. Nanncne was a part of my very flesh, and f0t fifteen )'Cars I had nurtured her, held 
her, counseled her in becoming lhc gracious, Joving young woman that she was growing 
into, Could this really be happening 10 me? Sure-ly not! We are merely an a ..-crage 
family, living in an average house with very ordinary life s tyle. Aod dea1h aod di.u:ase are 
so fouign - surely they've goc: t~ wrong house-! Surely 1his could not bappen 10 ME? 
Oh, death came awfully close las.I year, when the teenage son ofa friend died of leukemia, 
but could the same thing be happening 10 me? Yes, rm afraid it could ... and it did. 

When did lllis an bcgi.11 anyway? 11'$ hard to put my finger on the exact beginning. 
for this disease is a sly enemy that sneaks up on its prey from behind, unnoticed. Only 
five monlh.s before her death Nan had realized that her ankles were swollen every evening; 
a ralbtr minor problem, or so we thought. We decided lhal it was probably the-result ofso 
mud!. strenuous marching in the band at school; surely it would go away in due time, as 
she grew more accustomed to mardling. And so we ign0tcd it. Nan was a healthy, happy 
girl; a sophomore in high school, with Jong ooppcr colored hair that hung to ber waist, a 
re.w NSCY fre<:klcs marthing ICfOSS her nose. wirm blue eyes, and a thin silver-colored 
rclain wire acros.s her front teeth, pullciu.atiog ber genlle, euy smile. Nan was a good 
student and she enjoyed the c-Josencss of several special friends at church and at school 
alike. Unlike many teenagers of fifteen, boys had not yet fully come into the picture, and 
Na.nnene's idea ot. a pctfect day was one spent at home sewing or puttering in 1he• kitdlea. 
baking homemade bread or trying out 11 new recipe she had clipped r,orn a mug.azinc. So 
why worry aboo1 swollen ankles? 

Never1helC$.S. when we noticed that the swelling was not going away, and in face she 
was also waking up in the mornings with puffy e)•elids, we fina!Jy grew concerned eoough 
10 take her 10 see a doccor. After a thorough examination and extensive blood and urine 
tests, the doc:cor put her io lhe hospital for a week's obscmtion. He tOld us tha1 she was 
suffering from severe kidney damage caused by systemic lupus crythcmatosu.s - a ralhcr 
mys.1erious name for an evea more myscerious disease. 

We were baffled by all the foreign words we were hearing; what did ii all mean? One 
of the first things wedid was 10 borrow all the medic.al books and journals we oouJd get 
our haod$On. tot:ry to gain a better undersianding o(wbat it wu we were up againsa. 
(O\lr local doc:cOf was somcwbat reluctant to loan us the books we TCqUC$1ed, but when we 
look her to a spe.ciali.1t a w«k later at a large-university medical centtr, 1,e. and hi$ staff 
were extremely helpful in speoding lime discussing the disease wi1h us, in loaning their 
medical textbooks to us, and in socing that pertinent ~cs were copied (or us 10 take 
home.) 

We were surprised to learn that lupus (SL6or LE) is nO( really a aew disease. even 
thougb few peOple ba,,·e ever beard o( it. It bu been known sioce 1828 when it was fltS-1 
described as a skin disorder (djsooid lupus); in its milde.,t form it aftects primarily the skin 
of the faoe, causing a crusty rash. Jn m0re recent years. however, pbys.ician.s have 
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discovertd 1hat ii can a.1$0 affea other sys1ems of the body (sy:s:tcmic lupus), wilh its mos1 
serious Conn damaging vital internal organs. For some reason j1 seems to affoci young 
fcmalC$ more often than any other group. 

11 is belie\•ed thai lupus is a. condjtion in which the body develops immuni1ies or an 
alle,gic rtaaion 10 itS own cells. In Nanneue's case, her natural antibodies that would 
normally fight foreign cell5, Nctcria, and viruses, were destroying her own kidney !issue, 
or, as I explained 10 her, they had forgouen who the enemy~ and were fighting her 
own good body cell~ 

Tbe cause of lupus is unknown, allhough ii seems to be somehow related to e.xcessive 
sun exposure or to certain drugs. 11 also seems 10 be more common in some families with 
a predisposition 10 collagen (connective tis.sue) disease, such as arthritis. Since many of 
1hc sympcoms of lupus resemble other disease., it is often misdiagnose; mild cases may go 
entirely unno1iced. 

In looking ove, 1he long list of possible symptoms of lupus, we could readily identify 
many that Nannette had had for years. but they s«mcd to common, who could ha\'C 
guessed that 1hey were-warning signals? She had never re.ally regained her sirength aOO 
normal weight after a bout with mononucleosis in sixth grade. She tended to have canker 
sores in her mouih much of the ti.me. and hangnails, as well a.s a low grade, unexplained 
fever on occasion. All of this soemcd ra1her unimportant at the time-certainly nothing 
to be alarmed about. I had read that many 1«-nagers go through periods of rapid growth 
w~ lheir ene(gy level is low; I had decided tha1 would explain Na.nneue's lack of energy. 
Even though she dc;&rly l~d to oook. it seemed strange to me that she ate so little herself, 
h.ardly enough 10 keep a bird alive. How long had she had lupl,lS? 'l'bai's impossible 10 
say. In retros.peel, rm convinced that it was lurking in the s.hadows- for many years before 
it finally rwed i1s ugly head 10 launch an all-out Nule. 

From the beginning the doctors were guarded in their prognosis, although they did 
seem optimistic that with intensive therapy her condition should be broughl into remission 
wi1h about s:ix months. With the aggressive use. of steroid dru.gs. lupl.lS is no longer the life 
threatening disc.ase that it onoe was. One author estimate. that 9$% oflupu$ pa1ic.nts were 
still alh·e after three yearn, so wc (eh optimi.stic too. We explained to Nannette that some 
patients die of lupus, bu! 1ha1 we didn't expco1 her to die from i1. 

Ye1, deep down in.side, from tbc beginning, I had gnawing doubls about the outcome. 
For some reason I could not must much en1husia.sm, and when people asked me how she 
was doing, my aMwcr was often pessimiSlic. How our beans a.chcd a1 the lhoug,h1 ofour 
daughter caught in I.be clutches ofthis unseen e-ncmy that was eating away at !he very 
fibers or her life. 

Then c.ame the age old question: Why US? Why Nannette? As Roxi pointed oul one 
day, we were not a family that look God lighdy; we took time ou.t every day to thank Him, 
to praise Him for his bless.in&i. Had we not acknowledged His presence: in our lives 
adequately? What had wc done to deserve this? From the beginning 1 could sense that 
this wu not a ptmishmcnl lhat God was meting out on us. but rather an opportunity 10 
shower ffjs blessings on us, an don otbc.rs through us. There were lessons to be learned 
through this experience, and we determined t learn them one day at a time, Through those 
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bleak months that lay ahead, two phra.st$ sec-med to form in my mind and I.hen stay there: 
"Think about WHAT JS, not WHAT lF,• and •Don't spoil lOOAY by ,1.-•onying about 
lOMORROW.• A$ a res.ult, we were able to concentrate on each day as an end in iiself; 
to enjoy Nannette tor a:s long as we had left, and to revel in tbe blcssing.s ofeach single 
day. One day as we wc,re waiting in the outer offioeof tbc kidney specialise. we n0ticed a 
young couple sining aerffl 1hc room. holding on lhcir lap a young boy suffering from a 
g,otcsquely enlarged bead. No doubt he bad been born that way, or at least i1 bad prob· 
ably been present ffl0$I ofhis life. We wen1 away with beans full ofcompassion for that 
young couple,, and praise to God for allowing us at least fifteen normal years with 
Nannette. 

Nan's uc.-a1men1 included large docs of prcdni$onc and a low sodium diet to minimize 
fluid mention. She was also instructed to limit her calories. s.ince prcdnisone would 1end 
10 lncrusc: both her appetite-and the-buildup ofbody fat. From the beginning Nannette 
took an active interest in her uca1men1. and assumed full responsibility for remembering 
to take the medication regular1y. This in itself was a reliefto the rest of us. since we knew 
we could trust her to follow through with the treatment without supervision at school and 
at ocher 1imes when we were noi there 10 remll'ld her. Her fascination with cooking proved 
to be an &Met 11$0. and she began devocing her spare time 10 the creation of intucsting low 
sodium foods. We al50 made it a practice toeliminate salt from all foods sen•cd 10 the 
erui.rc family so that nothing was served that s.he could not eat along with the rest ofus. 
We were surprised to find how tasty many foods an be without salt, espedally froten 
\'Cgetables sen·cd with a squetze or lemon. 

f rom the beginning of her illness we were 1cmpced to overprotca Nanneue; the 
doctors and medical books alike warned us thal in her condition even a mild cold or 
infection could be wry serious. We thought about keeping her home from school and 
church, away &om the germs that lwked around every comer among her friends and 
classmate$. After considerable thought, however, we docided that it would be unrealislic 
and demoralizing to her 10 do lhat. Ifshe were. to remain the ...,~U-adjusted, happy 
individual that she was, then she would have to be allowed to live as normally as possible 
with.in that real world. So it was a conscious choice that we made, to al)ow her 10 oon• 
ti.nue•I0 attend school, church, ball games, slumber parties, youth retrcacs_ and the full 
gamut of 1ecn-s:e a-ccivitiu. And as a rcsuh, Naru,cue's life was really not unlike lbac of 
her friends, except that she cook a handful of link white pills every few hours, and &here 
were cenain foods she had to steer dear of. Basically her life was full and vibfant and she 
remaiocd a cheerful, normal teenager plagued by the usual concerns ofgetting her 
homework done on time. deciding what to wear, and crying to convince hes molher thal it 
wouldn'c make her lOO tired co stay up and watch the ending of •Gone Wi1h the Wind• on 
television.. Her chcerfuJ determination was an inspiration co all or us. and we grew 10 
appreciite each ocher more and more as time wore on. 

Now and then, baweves, a problem wou.ld arise Chai would scop U$ short. One that 
sumcd to repeat i1sc.l! often was the growing emb3rrassmen.t Nannette began to feel about 
her physical appearance. The medication wu unavoidably causing 0uid rc1ention and her 
face took on a full, rounded look.; her wctght i.nc:rused coosi.detably, and she became more 
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and more limited 101he number ofdod1es she could fit in10. Fellow s1udents and even 
some orher closes friends would make jokes and cutting remarks about her weight gain. 
Often she would arrive home. in teat$. On one such occasion, she reported 1hat a boy 
called oul to her has she passed, •ttey, whatcha doin', Morin' up ror winter?" 

How my bean ached ro, her, and 1here was n01hing 10 do but hold her close and cry 
with her. Deep down inside, I hated 1hat boy, whoever he was. but then my hatred melted, 
and I said, •oh, Nan, try to rorgive. him; he· doesni: know how sick )'-OU are.• 

Nothing could be done to lessen the swelling other face, but I decided the time had 
come 10 do some1hln,g abou1 the l'CSl or this problem. One aftcmoon I 1ook her shopping 
to buy a rew new clothes lhat would fit her properly tor the time until her condition would 
be under con1rol and SM would resume her normal slender shape. The shopping trip i.n 
itself provr.d to be a gr tat bOO$t to her morale. and the clothes helped her to Of'ICC more 
feel acocp1able and all~ive. She wrote a kiter to her cousins thal afternoon that wanns 
my heart every time I read it: 

Dear Karen, Harold, Beck, Jon, and Sharon, 
Wow! What a way 10 start a leuer! 
You must e.xcuse my wri1ing as my haDd is shaking tonight. I wan110 thank you for 

your prayers. I am ofte-n dcpre$$Cd and it's a comfort to know so many are praying for 
me ... 

I had a really DC~ day today ... At noon, mom pidc.ed me up. She took off work and we 
went shopping. I bought 1wo pairs or pants and 1wo new tops. Then we went home .. .l 
baked a pumpkin and an apple pie. That's my kind ofday! 

Love, 
Nan 

A$ her leuer <f.cscribcs., she al.so began having djfficu.hy with muscle ooordioatioo; 
writing was often very tedious and the resul1s were almost illeg.ible. One day the te.le• 
phone rang; it was Nannette telling me she h.ad miS-\Cd the school bus home. 

•1 was having so much trouble wri1ing, but the 1cacher made me stay anyway 'Iii I had 
finis.bed writing my essay, and by then the bl.I$ bad gone.• I could tel1 she was crying, and 
my muscle$ tensed at 1he unfairness ot it an. 

As weeks wore on, Nan also began complaining thit she was riMing it more and 
more difficult 10 conct.nlrate in class. • Jl's like lhey"te talking in a whole new language; 
the words are ones I know I've heard before) bul I don'I understand them. They don't 
mean anything 10 me." she explained. We recalled reading in the-texcboob that it LS often 
difficult to differentiate in lupus palients betv.•ocn drug·induced mental disordess (that is, 
resulting form the medication) and actual central nervo\1$ $)'Siem involvement or Ille 
dise.ase il.Setr. In either case, we were bcgi.nning to see perSONlity changes in our daugb• 
tcr that we had never seen before: moodiness. dc.pression and discouragement (not all 1hat 
uncommon i.n any illness), but also a diminishing capacity for under$1anding abs.iract 
ideas, such as those prcsentod in geometry class, and inability to remember details.. such as 
those she had no trouble memorizing previously in biology class. 
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Something had to be done 10 inform the teachers ofher condition. Unlil now, all they 
knew wa.s that• had mi$$td two weeks ofschool during the time she was in the hospi• 
la!. The rest, rm sure, had been passed around as hcaruy in the faculty room. The fact 
1hat she rarely missed a day ofschool and seemingly was maintaining a norm.al routine 
was actually working against her in tbc situations where she was physica:lly lDd mentally 
unable to keep up. With thi$ in mind, we composed the following Jette-, and mailed a copy 
10 each ofher teachers: 

Dear teacher: 
A few months ago we teamed that Nannene has a discue called Systemic Lupus 

Ery1hernatosus.. more commonly called SLE or j\1$1 Lupus. At this poin.l it has damaged 
her k.idocys and is ca\lSutg swelling ofher faoe and ankles. as well as a number of other 
problems. Th.is illness i.s noncomrnul\icable and l$ OM- she will probably always have. Its 
cause is unknown. HopcfuJly, it will be under control in several months. 

Since some-of ils symptoms may interfere with her 5Chool work, we felt ii mighl be 
helpful to mention tbcm to you so that you will be aware of lhe problems sbc is having 

Occuionally the medication she muSt iakc causes her hands toshake and she is 
unable to concentrate. Her h.andwriting Mn becomes quite tedious and sometimes, 
illegible. As a result she feels somewhat (1'\1$1Jatcd tn trying to keep up in cJass. 

Nannette also has occasional severe joint pains (knees. ankles. and shouldclS) and 
abdominal paiBS,soshe is somewhat limited iD physica:I accivities. Also. since Lupus 
seems to be aggravatod by excessive expo:s:ure to the suo, the doc:Cor has recommended 
that she avoid it whenever po5Sible. 

We hope this will not change your expectations ofher io the classroom, since we feel 
she will be able to manage quite well most of the time. However, when these ,ymptoms 
do inter!crc, we hope you will understand, and give her an ex.Ira world o(encouragement. 

Thank you for your help 
Sineerely, 
Mr. & Mrs. Tod Bergman 

At the semes.ter break we decided that Nat1ncue was under 100 much prCS$ure at 
school, and we finally talked her into dropping biology. She was reluctant to do lhis, 
afraid that i1 would set her back so far that she would be unable to graduate with her 
friends when thai time came. Bui it was a grc.11 relief to her 10 be free of the complex and 
time-consuming homework thal had plagued her evenings. Next on the firing line was 
geometry; it, 100, posed a great prot>lem to all ofus -10 her because she found it increas• 
ingly difrJCUlt tocomprehend, and to us. because we were forc:cd more and more to help 
her night alter night to solve essentially the same problems. There seemed to be no carry• 
over o( learning Crom one day 10 the next, and our patience began to we.1r thin. It was 
difficult 10 know for sure juSt wha1 tbe problem was; wbclhcr she was growing mere and 
more dependent and laty, taking advantage of her illMM, or if truly there was a learning 
handicap as a result ofeither the medication or the disease itself. We talked seriously of 
having her drop out altogether and of getting a borne tutor i.nstcad. (Had we known then 
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or the ultimate outcome we would have simply ignored school a.l1oged1tr, but we fell her 
condilion was temporary; surely a remission was jusc around 1ht comer.) 

An unexpected complication arose when we suddenly realized I.ha.I, as a rcsuU or 
Nan'$ illness. we were devoting mos1 or our !Jmc. and attention to he,r at the expense orour 
older daughter, Roxanne. Roxi wM a senior in high school, aod was quite capable or 
managing h« own affairs. Often she was left a.lone wbcn we had to ta.kc Nan tosee the 
sptcia.U$t in the 1own 130 mjJes away. Roxi alway$ managed on her own very well, and 
did an outs.tandingjob or seeing th.at the household di.ores were laken care ofand the 
horses fed in addition 10 htr own very busy sditdule. So it came. as a 1otal surprise 10 us 
when we realized lh.al she was dcve)oping a deep resentment 1oward her sister. Our 
growing awarenessor this was enough to begin to effect a cure. and we tried after 1ha1 10 
give her special individuaJ a11cn1ion wheoevcr we could. 

Nannette did DOC respond sufficiently to the initial steroid treatment in combination 
with the low sodium diet, so later on another drug (mrhioprine) W3$ administered along 
with it. She was a.ISO retaining a grut amount offluid so a diurelic: was prescribed. Much 
to OUrdismay, she Jose so much 0uid in tbe next (cw weeks that she changed from a 
plump. rounded young lady to virtually &kin and bones. Ifshe bad seemed lhin before, she. 
was even thinner now; t ha.d never seen anyone with hop bones that showed a.JI the way 
around. She seemed to be shrinking up to noching before our very eyes, and we had 
serious doubts ab<Mu her treatment. 1nc diuretic cause other complications that seemed 
almOSI insurmountable-: her mouth was so dry that she began carrying a 1iny boHle or 
water or iced tea in her purse to sip oa e\'ery few minutes; she had 10 leave classes early in 
order to have time for a stop in 1hc bathroom; many precious minutes of her sleepless 
nights were spent in the bathroom. 1be long ride home on the .sdtool bus became an 
impossibility and l began picking her up after school and letting her spend the lasl !\our or 
my work day with me in my offic::c, doing homework oc reading where she oould be dose 
10 a bathroom 

Four months after the dilgJ!o.sis Nannette developed a slight cough. X-rays did not 
reveal an)'1hing se,rious., bur the cough persisted for several weeks. Nan seemed 10 feel 
increasingly weaker, aod at her next vi.sit the doctor admiued her 10 1he hospita;l for a 
oompletc reevaluation. He• WU concerned about the cough and discovered she was 
sufl'ering from a mild case ofpoeumonia. Sbe was given antibio1ics and, after only a fivt 
day stay, was released from the hospital. The doccor seems relieved that her condition was 
noc as serious u he had su.spocc a1 fif'$t. 

As we were driving her the 130 miles home from the hospital Nan rcsced in the back 
seal oftht car. We were-startled when we pa$$Cd through a well known inlersection of 
two highwayt known as "four Corners•: Nan sai up, leaning on one elbow and said. •w1 
lime we were at Three Comers.. Daddy tried co hide us bcrwcen four postS." (Ted was not 
wilh \1$, since he had left in the middle oflhe week for a business trip 10 Wasbingto.n, D.C. 

"Do you mean Four Corn,cn?• ( asked, puzz.li.ng over what she had said. 
• Yeah, l guess. Bue Daddy cried 10 hide U$ between four poses.• 
•what do you mean, Nan?• I could make no sense out ofwhat she had said. 
She repeated ii again. 
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•Nan, you're not making sense," Roxi complained. "Whal are you crying to say?• 
"Oh. never mi.Dd. I don't know what I'm 1rying to "Y· Just forget it," she replied. and 

lay back down on the scat. remaining silent for the remainder ofthe trip. 
I pondered her words at greal length, wondering what she was thinking. assuming that 

she was still hair asleep and a bit iocoherent. 
Bui after we got home, s~ poured herself a s.m.all glass ofpop and was eating prune. 

Suddenly s.he seemed to choke and gag. and spil the prune into the link, 
•Wh.tt's wrong, Nan. did you choke on the prune.?" I asked. 
•-wen, you told me to c-.at more protein, so I made it into that," she Qid defensively 

point to the glass of pop. 
•out did you choke on the prune?• Jasked again, 
"'\Vtll, you told me 10 ea1 more proiein," she persisted angrily. 
Many of her slatements that e·•ening made linle sense, and at one pOint Roxi quietly 

called me aside, out of earsho1 of hersls:ter. "Mom, what'$ going on? Something i:s wrong 
with Nan; she's llQt making any sense."' 

"'l'm not ,ure. I lb.ink it's just tha.1 she's a bil disorien1cd rrom being in bod for a 
week.• 

•1 don'I think sol l dtink there's something seriously wrong with her."' 
•Maybe you're right. l don't know. Let's keep track of how often ii happens; maybe 

l'll call the docior in the morning ifshe's still irradot1al by then." 
We then wrote down all thal we could recall that she bad said - most ofit made no 

sense - and continued to keep notes for the resc of1he evening. I fell baffled by the 
sudden chinge we were seeing, bul felt 1ha1 ii surely \I/OU.Id pa$$ as lime wo,e on. I sensed 
that she was dcft.nitely not herself, though, and deckkd she shouJd l'IOt be left unattcDded 
during the night. Since Ted wa.s gone anyway, I invited her 10share my q~n site bed 
with me for the night; her response was childlike and enthusiastic-. 

A$ we were lylng there in the darknw, she suddenly said. •Mruna. I love yout• My 
heart di.urned ioside my brc.ast. and I put my a.rm around her. 

"I JOY(. you too. Nan. I'll priy for you, • I added, choking back the teat$.. 
•ru pray for you too." she promised. 
Why pray for me? 1 wondered but said nothing. 
Mom<:nlS ofsikncc pas.sec!, and then suddenly a.gain she said, •Mama, I love you. No 

matter bow many cra2y things I say, 1 retlly do lo\·e you, I think I'm going crazy!• and 
she began 10 sob quic1ly into her pillow. After a lime she felJ asleep. I feh rcHve<I to rest 
too; lhi$ bad been a vuy long day, die.eking her out or the hospi1al and then the long dJive 
home. 

Ol.lr rest was short lived, however. Nannetle awoke a short lime later and got up to 
use the Nthr00m. When she was finished, though, she failed 10 come back to bed. I 
called to her, and told her to oome on back. She complied, aaing as if the though had noc 
occurred to her. As she passed by the dresser she $potted a colorfully wrapped girl tha1 
Roxi had brought home for her cadie, from a friend al church. Nan's eyes lit up like a 
little child'$. 

"Oh, is this ror me?• 
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"Yes. Mary sent it home with Roxi for )'OU. Would you like to open it?• I knew it 
was past midnight by now, but we were both awake anyway, so why not? 

"Oh, neat! • ,he exclaimed excitedly, and picked up the gift. 
I closed my eyes momenwily, and mu.st have dozed off. Suddenly Nan's stem voice 

startled me awake. 
"Well, I'm waiting!" $be scolded in a harsh, h&teful tone that I had never hear her use 

before. Was this really Nannette speaking to me like that? She stood in the doorway 
holding lhe pockage. 

"What are )'OU waiting for, Nan?" 1 asked, shoclccd by 1hc threa1cning IOM ofher 
voice. 

"Oh, au right,• she said dtterfully, using the ligh1hear1ed. little-gjrl voice that had 
also emerged during the evening. 

AJI nig}lt she was up and down, using the bathroom. getting a drink, and scardling for 
something. "What arc you looking for, Nan?• I asked as I saw her fervently looking under 
tbc blankeu, under the bed, on the dtesscr, everywhere, searching, 

•rm looking for 1hose white balls I made~ 1 m.adt one for you and OM- for me,; I tried 
to ma.keonc for Roxi but CjU$t couldn't," she explained. 

"Do you know wh.at kind ofwhite balls they are?• t asked. 
"No, I can't rtmcmbcr." 
"Aie they balls of yam?" 
"No, Jdon't think so.• 
"A1e1hcy to cat? How do you U$t. tbem?• 
"I don't know,• 
•well. I'll help you look for them in the moming. Lt.l's go to sleep now.• 
Moments lalcr Nan was up again, 1his time walking out the door when I woke up and 

saw her. -Wberc arc )'OU go[ng, Nan?• I asked. 
•rm going 10 gee drtSS(d. H's time 10 gc1 up; she explained. (11 was prob3.bl)' 3 i .m . 

by now.) 
"No, Nan, it's scill nigh1. It's still dark ouiside. Let's oome on back to bed., and sleep a 

little longer. We1I get up after a while, • t suggcstod. 
Nan wis reluc1;an1 10 oome back 10 bed, but finally did so. &r1Jmbling as she came. 

--rhcy told us we oould do any1hing v.~ wanled to here,• she complai~d. I realized SU 
was refctring to the rules at th.c. hospital; $he was obviously oonfu.scd C\'Cn as to her 
whereabouts. 

By morning she was tOlally exhausted and slept soundly for ,SCVeraJ hours; I was wide 
awake, though, and deeply disturbed by the puuling night we had spent I decided to call 
the doc:cor; maybe he would be able to explain what was happening 10 her, or if something 
,hould be done-, <:ou.Id make a rcoommcnclation. 

When I finally rucbcd him, he was a surprised as 1 was, and could only suggesc that 
she was suffering from centra1 nervous system damage. • Just try 10 be as patient as you 
can. and talk it through with her. Try to understand her as bes1 you can.• 

Later, when Nan wa., awake, I tried to talk to her to see ifshe was nay more rational 
after a few hours• rest. Her responses during that day varied. Sometimes she seemed quite 

O<pb=/95 

https://prob3.bl


rational, while at others 1he was not. She seemed fragmented into basically three sepua1e 
personJlitics: a li11Je gill of about five or six burSling wilh joy and enthusiasm; N-anneue 
herself. at fifteen. rational, responsive aod coherent; and a stem. angry child I bad nevu 
met bef<>re. 

Deep inside my heart was aching al whal I saw aDd !turd that day. The ravages of 
lupus had eaten tway first at her kidneys_, then at hu very flesh and bones. and now 11 the 
mind that had been $0 alert. $0 full of love and tt:idcmess and life. My precious child was 
a mere shell, a walking skeleton, and now there was not even a healthy miDd left. 

As the day wort on. I became more and more• OpptC$$Cd by the magni~ ofthe 
situation. For months we had been praying that God would bless the cfl'OJU of the dOCIOd 
and give us wisdom in knowing bow bes;t to treat her iUDC-S$. We had trusted Him implic-
itly to help us with the problems as they arose, on.c day at a time. And we continued to 
walk i.n the knowledge that nothing happcBS 10 His cbildrtn with His permission. So we 
knew beyond a $hadow ofa doubt that God W8$ s.lill in control This was happening fo, 
His purpose. 

And so it was within this knowledge late, Chai cvel'l.lllg, while Roxi helped NaMette 
with her bath, 1hat an overwhelming re.aJization cam over me: it was bad enough that she 
had 10 suffer from the pbyskal pain aod deformity. but now i1 seemed that her personality 
and mental capacity were also irreparably damaged. She would never be the same agaio, 
and t knew ii. 

With tearful eyes, I lumcd my face toward heaven aBd prayed, •ob, God. If nan has to 
live 1he rest of her life like this, lheo please, jUSI take bet home.• Little did I know how 
soon He would. 

t finished clearing the table, and lhen wen1 back to the. bathroom where f'toxi wu 
helping bet dress for bed. Nan's skin bad become uncomfortably dry and Daley during the 
months of her illnC$$, so I said, "Here. lei me l01ion your back." 

•1 would be euier to wait Iii I'm lying down," Nan suggested. 
-Oh, it will only take a minute.: I said, and smoothed 1he lotion Q\'er the dry $kin lhal 

stretched aaoss her bony frame~ 
Suddenly she began to breathe heavily. 
•oh,, let me lie down! Please. I'm so sick. let me lie down." 
We hurried lo put her pajama top on her and helped her walk down the ball to her 

room, There we laid her gently on the bed. By now she was breathing in short gasps. 
•oh. we've goc to gel her t0 a doctOr, ftiscl" I stid. The oearcst one wa., fiftoeo miles 

away; I knew we'd never make it i.n cime. 
•Don"t touch me! Don't couch me!• sht warned. panting heavily. 
•Why Nan, do you hun?• I asked. 
Shedid oot answer at firs.t_, as if thinking about my question; then sbe said •vu• in a 

rather ten1ati1,•e tone of voice. 
Suddenly her heavy breathing sl<>ppcd. I saw her eyes tum upward and then come 

forward in a lifelcss swe. 
No amount ofoxygen or mouth to mouth resuscitation could have. revived her. but we 

tried frantic.ally anyway using the lechnique we had read about aDd seen on television. 
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Only ten minutes after I had breathed a prayer of relir,quishment, God had taken me 
at my word, and ha.d 1aken my bclo..,ed daugt11er home. In the months since then wt ha..,e 
gone through many hours ofgrief and loneliness at the sighl of the empty room where her 
Raggedy Ann and Aooy dolls still smile up at us from her pillow; the empty place at the 
dinner table where she had sat to serve us her latest gourmet delight: and at the piano, 
where she had often sat 10 pound oul a (avori1c hymn that she had memorized. Now, 
instead, Mr portrait smiles down from the piano., her smile s1ill marked by a dimpled 
check and a wire retainer. for fifteen years she graoed our home, adding touch of wanntb 
and Jove 10 every room. Now that glow Slill remains a pa.rt otus, within each breath we 
take and each memory of Nanneue,. 
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