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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 of the world that becomes extinet,
every culture that disappears, diminishes a possibility of life.

Octavio Paz

(1967)



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 love for the things of the mind
which is the soul of true culture be generated — by showing the things of the

mind in their reality and power. Where there is fire, people will come to be
warmed by it

Matthew Armold

40
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Joanne Schmide

A Ticket to the Theater

Four spots on his old age hand

Ashocking...! A frightening...! Put them away!

Mauve, The S¢a...Dream..., @ divan, a blind, a fountain.
All this in eyes—just blink, just blank

My life is not in there, in them. Who am [, to you that is?
Have you called? Mo room service you say. Ligjil_-. out!

I have my eves, the inside, the face [ cannot speak or see
1 whisper to you, you are so beautiful, so far

1 cannot see my face points north and south

My nose, the bridge around i, a furry muff

I touch my cheek, [ feel the slope

But behind my chestnut eyes, unhinged, unplugged, lashes
| imagine my face in pockets, doughty pockets

Swirling, bumning out in the chamber, beyond my grasp
Like slippery bills and my hands webbing, yellow...

Jewel-box ballerina you move in an assanlt

Your jump jumps itself higher, over, up

Before me tumning your head, your smile, still life

Red glue on vour lipstick, your hair, slicker-glass-spray
Erase that tucked on smile, those murky sapphire eyes

So dark those eyes, lashless...I jump in through, breaking them
1 am empty and fill with vomit, through my nose

My eyes are sealed, my ears are bleeding donors

They stream nails steadily, such hardware in you

The air eats itszlf and my skin is hot and scaling

I raise my fists in unison, crashing them out

Jagged cymbals against your splintering torso

I push my hands through your face

Shredding those eyes, those peeling lips

Your nose scraping itself to the ground, knocking

I bend far and cup your triangle nose

I 'blush the sawdust off and pociet it

In green velvet swirls of pockel brush

You're inside me now...don't breathe. hush...I won't hear it!

Across the scene a light smothers his sad grimace
He strikes his chest, a blow, his eyes, knocking, to find a clue
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Joanne Schmidy

He falls, his body a marionnetie meliing in folds of levity
He tears his hair back and is one with the floor

His head pounds a melic beat of cries utterly imprisoned
He rolls his eyes back till two mothballs glisten

He jerks a hand to his eyes, pulling them outside

And bounces them against the pavement, thundering

The tennis balls fly from his head, a lid has been taken
His heant s in his ténnis, in his teanis balls storming

The herd rushes, too soon to let, your add-it

On my ledger, pour the score in my life.

Give mg the spots, the sawdust, the cyes (o taste
Rub them in my heart, across my sighs

Let me burn and scream like midnight sirens
Inside, 1 am inside, the Sundial

1 have no division, no multiplications

Just one way additions

Just a handful of tinder, just a crowd

Just a heart murmuring and skipping a beat

The one the dectors say [ don't need

Just a hand, a jellyfish, a hand, sometimes stinging
Let's pile the frames in hundreds

Where those who did not smell or touch the smudge
Under your nail, the tongue of islands, beyend the head
Turning...




Joanne Schmidi

Lighthouse

I saw an "A" without a face

I brush out the candle flame

And huddle the darkness of these walls.
For you, something in the heart lisiens
Awaiting your sieps grazing the green dust
Walking the walls of my arched house,
My eyes sail through my head

So soon on a voyage of black sobs,
Inside, a crack on the wall sizzles
Buzzing and bloating me with breath.

I glow air until my heart bursis.

[ am the lighthouse

Holding tightly to this rock

Hoping to radiate diamonds

in your path.




Joanne Schmidy

Laundromat

In a laundromat, 2 man is cutting his nails.

On a tabte [ it staring down my two machines.
To my right is a frail, lemon-faced woman,

She spreads a book thinly before her nose.

Her ears move in tune with the laundry tuming.
Click, chek, ¢lick...the man's nails scatter about.
Each click is exacted with full-nailed resonances.
An old woman stoutly stuffed in housedress
Enters sporting a head full of tight, white curls.
She sways diagonally toward a familiar machine
With a cantful of faded housedresses squeaking forward.
Owr eyes click in and out of tune with the wash.
I refix my eves on my two machines

Sudsing, desudsing, stopping, then turning
Humming, screeching, swirling...

I open my book to begin a chapter

Hoping the page will end with my wash,




Joanne Schmidt

Catching Turtles

Gliding through the lake waters
Mother at the helm

of our litthe rowbsoat

— oars in just minutes ago.
Mother motions (o us

1o 5it as still as a picture,
Smoothly sailing

through these waters

—fi Sakil—

just Mother's graceful
scooping motion.

Pail in had

turtles perched on rocks

soon diving in the water

5 we approached

from behind.

Moather scooping up the turtles
in her wastepaper basket-pail
s0 that we —

her thres adventure-loving children
could have summer pets

at Hotel Rifion,

Maother's three tender treasures
learned the ant of loving pets
to be enjoyed, 1o be cherished
and always returned

to the lake's waters

by summer's end.
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Hazel J, Tiurner

Violence

Might stalks the day.
Restless children ready themselves to fight.
Screams of temmor echo
through graffitied tenements.

Blood runs freely over young
bodies not yet matured.

Sirens scream.
Mothers lament.

Bagged bodies lay in line.
Politicians pocket dirty money.
Society groans.
Mo-one has an answer!

No-one cares!

8/Orpheus



J. H. Bilas

Paint Box

Tubes of illusion;

Passive, inert agents of imagination
Capped tight against fantasy's escape,
Metallic cocoons of dreams unattained;
Clash and blend in chance confusion
Constantly changing, splendid disarray.
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J. H. Bilas

Crisis

Ehon soze

Sleeps beneath soil denuded by the searing heat,
Sceps between particles of dust

Roiling them to viscous muck

Which, pressured, boils toward the sun
Turns poisonous at the touch of greed
Sullies those that toil for its release
Becomes the coiling serpent in man's Eden
Dooms him to fall forever in the void
Sucked oul by the avaricious pulse

Whose throb and hum may echo
Unattended

Until the millennium.

10/0nphews



T'sin

Pipe Dreams

stubby lonely fingers stroke
timie worn briar dark and smooth
dreams ascending far reach
like love long forgotien
fragments and shreds of life
reality clothed bourbon amber
it has become the pipe

dreams of blug-gray smoke
dissipating into black and blue
fingers vellowed with stoking
filtered fantasies gone awry

in bygone glories only existing
discarded bundles of aged
angered fingers tamp

the stuff of dreams and dreams

Orpheas/11



Michael Flachmann

My Grandmother

I saww death today
In the labyrinthine walls
Of an old folks home.

My grandmaother rests there,
Drooling, stained with urine,
Broken from life —
Yesterday's love locked
Within the sinews of her body.

Once she lived

On the second floor

Of this complex for the aged,
In a clean, well-lighted place,
Richly lined

With pictures of us all.

Later, she descended
to the first,

Keeper of invalids,
The chronically old.

When that level

Could not hold her,

She was taken to the basement
Where the inmates wait 10 die,
Their eyes set, their minds numb,
A tremor in the pulse.

Beneath the ground now,
Weighted with memories,
She dreams her way

T the grave,

Afterwards,

Gilad 1o escape,

I surface to the earth
And my green youth,




Michael Flachmann

But | am marked forever
By that journey underground.

Her touch will not wash away,
Stays with me,
Bonds me.

I saw death today
reflected in her eyes,

And her long arms hold me still.




Hazel J. Turner

June

I look at you
and se6 me.
1 look at me
and see you.
You are black
I am white.
1 see no color,
only the beauty from within,
and the person you are.

You are my best friend!

You are a kindred spirit!

14/0rpheus



Panl Qsarerin Ero

African Girl

The gentle breczes

that color the sights of love

come rushing at me from the hean
the soft spoken heart

the succulence of

an ever warming african girl

I stand astute

unshaken and unyielding

testing the temperaments of limits
the steadfastness of an abways loving
understanding and affectionate

an ever warming african girl

Ignore the facade

stretch oul your arms
indulge in the infinite bliss
the always satisfying

ever present ever feminine
an ever warming african girl

The gentility of innocence

and womanhood

nurluring my aspirations

and letting me get away

with an ever present childlike exuberance
an ever warming african girl

Absorbing in faith and with love
the pains emotion inflicts

being strong and resolute
countering the fragile disposition
nature bestows

you are one and always will be
an ever warming african girl.
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Paul Osaretin Ero

Song In My Heart

The day I found a song in my heart

The sky was gray and bitter

And the clouds were dark and heavy

And the Heavens were weeping and wailing
And the winds were screaming and erying
And the elements were angry and in disarray
And the sun was hiding in protest

And the moon was nowhere (o be found
And the stars refused to shine

And my heart was beavy and sunken

And it was easier to die than breathe

And the melody began to flow

And my spirit refused to wane

And my soul began to rise

And the thythm began 1o well

And the colors of my heart began to shine
And the strength of my being grew in bounds
And the demons of the world were powerless
And my feet began to move

And my body began to gyrate

The music became real

The day | found a song in my heart

16/0vpheus



Paul Osaretin Era

Rejuvenation

Rejuvenation

begets the need for change
aspifing o heights unattained
challenges the spirit of being
io project my visien of life
as blank a state of mind

Replicate the moment of creation
the will a8 given to man
imagination as expended by soul
the body a sojoumer of character
beholds the foundation of strife

The depth of seas we transcend
the peaks of mountains we aspire
and all there in berween

are nothing, but yet as real

the tune we play while here
apparilions ouf lations here in

To each his own o make
reality is us and more

and still it's virtual in trath
we see and yel we don't

the elements are ours to mold

The powers that roam in us
fespects our state of mind
rejuvenation

the one we can't avoid.
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Paul Osaretin Erg

Shadows

Shadows float

over whispering ocean waves
splashing beautiful beach sands
on my lover and [

our bodies in a tango

lips searches mouth

my tongue sips the sweelness

I feel the rush down my spine
hearts merge in ecstasy

threugh time and space

4 constant struggle

pulling you into my pelvis
emotion experience cannol express




Susan Pasquale

Learning to Fly

The future awaits me.
Mow is my time to leamn to fly.
Now is the time to hold my children and
take respaonsibility for my own actions,
I can no longer be afraid of the what ifs and maybes.
Mow is my time to leamn to fly.

I must address long lost loves and
soul mates who slipped through my fingers.
I can no longer look back with regret
only look forward with joyful anticipation.
Now is the time of my life.

Now is the time to put fears and fantasies behind me and
step into my own world of freedom.
Mow is my time to leamn to fiy.

The future awaits me.

I miust step through the threshold of life and take my
own life into my hands.

Mow is my time to learn to fy.

Orpheus/19



Carol Miranda

Broken

I've fallen in love with you,

And there's nothing [ can do,

To ask me to stop loving you,

Is like asking me to stop the wind,
It's the best time in my life,
Despite a broken heart,

I've encountered the best,

And feel nothing for the rest,

My broken heart will mend,

But loving you will never end,

20/0rpheus



Beverly Bownes-Jennings

A Friend

This message is loud and clear
To someone who is far, bul near
Remember the name. It stays the same.

‘When you look back over the years
And your thoughts bring sorrowful tears
‘Within moments things get better

And you're no longer under weather
Remember the name. [t stays the same.

Children grow taller... they age... they siray
Photos fade, but the name remains the same
As the years go by, some will die

No need to worry; No need to ory;

You may begin to think no one cares

That you're alone in this old world

I your darkest hour you will find light
For Ged will give you strength and might.

‘The prison walls will seem real small

Youll have no money, no one accepts your call
Society will move on—

As if, you did not exist at all

But you remember the name. It stays the same.

When you get out, you may sot have a home

No one to meet you at the phone

The store that once stood, is no longer in the hood
You looked around and there it laid

The yellow pages, you thumbed your way
Remember the name. [t stays the same.

You dialed the number, listed below

A familiar voice, says Hello,

As the car pulled up and you got in

The memaories, the thoughts, the love that never ends

You found a friend.




Andrew Graeskowiak

It is No Journey

"East — oul of the mouth of the
river...then west, then south,

and then east again...God knows
how far.”

The Light Thar Failed,
Kipling

Brown bird, blue bird,
Steel tied near;
I know & cable
Strong as fear.

Hill tops hide us
Though tires touch —
Our ways 1o close |
Dion't care much.

Od friends age
Quick as thunder.
{let's keep growling
till one goes under).

22/Orpheus



Carlos Lozano

Oda a Roman Garcia

Romin,

nifio de fhcil sonrisa,

nimbado por luminosa auréola,

de rancia alcurnia castellana,

liemno de corazdn

¥ voluntad de acero,

por entereza escalarecido,

Minucioso escudrifiador de corazones,
catador de casiellanos tipos y tesoros
que en lienzo eternizas,

mago barajador de tintes y matices,
caudillo de vespertinas luces,
tefedor de imposibles suehios
buceador en mar de esirellas

en busqueda de asequibles ilusiones,
mentor de corazones dvidos de belleza,
capalaz de artistica maestranza,

fiel dibujador de torres v figuras,
soberbio arquitecto de castillos y proezas,
fazedor de velusias catedrales

que tiernas oviejas engalanan.

Y también

triturador de citricas cortezas

que la amorosa Jarrilla—

hija del chateo—

convierte el blanco vino

en néctar para adeptos de la Pefia.

Excelso antista,

eres

paladin,

fcono,

cmblema

simbola de Burgos.

En ti reside el alma de Castilla,
y tu pincel

encierra ¢l encanto

de esas tierras catellanas,
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Christopher Asher

The Path Taken

Ateenage boy looked down a different pathway.
Friends walking with him urged him. *Come along,
We'll walk the asphalt main,

The paved, well-traveled lane.”

But this new path sang him a different song.

What was there down this unkept, leaf-strewn byway
That made him want to gamble with his fae?

A power undefined

With strength so unrefined

Was calling him to walk on through its gate.

With youth's substantial nerve he passed the gateway.
And on the instant knew he'd stepped aright.

He'd never count as strife

The problems in his life

That came from seeing this path's different light.

So dusty and unfrequented, this roadway.

So few there were he met along its stone.

No "rest stops” by the side

Where a traveler could bide,

But here and there a hoose would stand alone.

How add it was to see that this strange walkway
Went right beside the public thoroughfare.

But those who chose the sireel

Seemed some way incomplete,

Almost as if they didn’t truly care.

As he explored the trails along this dustway
He found its tricks a sheer delight to know.
When your chance comes, you'll see.

I know. That lad was me,

Six decades and a wondrous path ago.

24/Crpheas
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. Helen Robinson

Untitled

I need my space, to think, to write;
To allow my Father time,

To give me all these wondrous words
In & sequence so sublime.

I can paint a picture like an artist,
5o all the world can see
What a soul looks like on the inside,
That's how God uses me.

With words I can show you colors,

So brilliant or very subdued,

1 can play a scene of life or love,
Emotions, shown without a cover, nude.

Tell a story, real or imagined.

This is what [ da.

Take you to places you may not have gone,
Until I give myself to you.
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Christopher Asher

Dancing in the Twilight
(A rebuttal to Shakespeare's
Sonnet #73)

Why do you self-compare with winter's day?

Its course is set, it cannot deviate

From cycle placed upon it by the way

Of sun and wind, nor even contemplate
Another action. Yet these things are yours.

The fact that you can think of it at all

Gives lie to arguments of closing doors

And causes all those postulates to fall.

If "sweet birds" sing not now in "ruined choirs,"
Do echoes of their songs still stir the loft?
"Yellow leaves™ fuel their own funeral pyres.
Mo function theirs 1o make your bedding soft.
Yet if these things be not what they would seem,
‘What is this day that speaks out from vour dream?

You dare to talk of death as if you know?
You living, breathing, walking, talking man:
What do you know above, abreast, below,
About, around or other of the ban

Which Deity Himself has hid for after?
"Death's second self,” as if you knew its first
By lifting up the curtain of the Crafier.

If 30 come out and say so. Tell your worst!
Tell all the message you would get across,
O is this your best? If so, how shocking,

Is this refiner’s gold, not smelter's dross?

Is this your version of a Christmas stocking?
“This thou perceivest,” suggests of leanings,
No harvest is done without the gleanings.




Christopher Asher

"Consumed with that which it was nourished by 7"
My friend, most silverpenned, you are a liar.
This slipping of a pretexi on the sly—

That youth is unto age as log to fire—

Is caref'ly thought. That doesn't make it true.
The heat is found within the coals. The flame,
All dancing, hypnotising, yellow-blee,

15 only there (o bring the heat its fame.

Perceive then: it's not death, but age that shines
From embers sitting on a bed of ash.

By choosing the poctic rules of lines,

You tell the world of one more check 1o cash.
The dividend paid, life's final reward,

For its work done—or not—won't be ignored.
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Christopher Asher

Schizophrenia

Inside the wayside institution, destitution reigned.

The schizoid traced a rhomboid where the pinnacle was
stained.

But clinical and cynical, the introven was functional

To emulate and sctuate the paranormal feigned.

Around the walls and through the halls, with frequent smile
and scowl,

The extroverted one invened stataies with a howl.

To separate—eliminate—reality from fictional

Required of both "E” and "1 1o watch their "5" friend
prowl.

And prowl she did, from id to id, within her own confines,

As superegos one and two approached each others' lines.

Perchance to mest from head to feet, and probe the other's
actual,

These unbridged fractures, split to shards, would try to
show their signs.

Bist id 1o id was only part, and never could they hope
To match up clear from ear to ¢ar, or even iy to cope
With all assailants, in and out, both parapsychological
And paraphrased non-factual: well past her grasp (o grope.

The "E" force pushed the *I* like voltage pushes through a
wire

That current which, if unrestrained, can spark things into
fire.

Resistance here was logical, the same as in electrical,

But only served to push her further from her true desire.

The *1" id wanted comfort: the "E" id sought for fame.

The "S" assured that neither heard the other call its name.

So on and on, from dawn 1o dawn, amid the fool and factual.

The more things seemed 3o different, the more they stayed
the same.

28/Orpheus



Coral Ceiley

Echo

An echo reverberates
Through the picture

In my mind

Torm.... unsatisfied

This sormow knows no bounds
Once... 1 heard

The heart wrenching beauty
OfF the caged Eagles' cry
Whistling....softly

On the moist

Winter air

Thieir song

Enchanted the morning

And made the universe
reverberaie... with

‘The echo of their loss

Their freedom....gone

Like the land of Navajo fathers
Gone.,...like the blossoms

In September

Gone....like the rainfall

I the summer

And the ocean

In the desert

Along

Remembering....a precious dream
Now, urmed into dust
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Marshall Neal

Ritual

It's the smell you notice first
Upon entering

And you know you're past

Your mother's medicine cabinet.

Glass admits you automatically
As the flowers and balloons
Bow o your enfrance

You approach the shrine
Where the priestess sits
And you begin the ritual
When aspirin fails.

Vitamins, diets, and exercise
Sulk in shame with the squeak
Of the failed medicine cabinet.

You scrawl your number

And tell who pays for your number
O, and by the way—

What's the matter?

Sterile women pass
With more important tasks,
Than to leok at you.

Teddy-bear smocked girl
Takes you away

Measures and prepares—
Prepares the lamb.

Wail in the chamber
On paper,
Because you're diseased.

I Chpheus



Marshall Neal

The Shaman enters

He wuches you and chants
Interrogates and scribbles
On his official statiofary.

With their dry touch,

Anxicty builds,

And in the rooms

Sweel medicos coo softly over their victims
Like Aztec priesis in a beauiy parlor,

It's the smell you notice first
Upon entering

And you know you're past

Your mother's medicine cabinet.

Glass admits you automatically
As the flowers and balloons
Bow to your entrance.

“You appreach the shring
Where the priestess sils
And you being the ritual
When aspirin fails,

Vitamins, diets, and exercise
Sulk in shame with the squeak
Of the failed medicine cabinet.

You scrawl your number

And tell who pays for vour number
Oh, and by the way—

What's the matter?

Sterile women pass
With more important tagks,
Than to leok at you,
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Marshall Neal

Teddy-bear smocked girl
Takes you away

Measures and prepares—
Prepares the lamb.

Wait in the chamber
On paper,
Because you're diseased,

‘The Sharnan enters

He touches you and chants
Interrogates and scribbles
On his official stationary.

With their dry touch,
The stethoscope and Doctor
Chill your skin.

Anxiety builds,

And in the rooms

Sweet medicos coo softly over their victims
Like Axtec priests in a beauty parior.

32/Orpheus



Karky Marineau

Time Management

Did you know?
Were you aware,
that time is not there?

Time is not a thing.
Time cannot be found.
Time has no substance.
Time cannot be held.

Time was created.
Time was devised.
Time is a figment

of the imagination
of mankind.

As the chimps

wha've learned 1o sign.
How old are you?
What is the time?

It is mow,

they would answer.
What is old?,

they would ask,

Imsagine life
without time.
Imagine working
by the sun.

The sun is up.

I am up.

The sun is down.
I am down.




Kathy Marineau

‘Would it be s0 bad?
‘Work longer days

in summer time.

Work shorter days

in winter time.

Work til the day is done.
Follow the sun

Ah, but what of the laggard,
the lary ones,

the slodhful king.

How unfair it would be

for those who work

to do the share

of those who sleep.

So we need lime
o measure work.
To tell the lazy
how long to work.
T bee sure

all share the load.

Time again

to check the clock.
For | must go

to slecp on lime,

S0 1 can get up on time.
So 1 can get io work on time.
S0 1 can go home on time.
5o [ can go to slecp on time.

Did you know?
Were you aware?
That time

is nod there?,




Kathy Marineau

What Is It?

A low truck

is & tow truck
that tows cars;
unbess it ix

a tow truck

that tows trucks.

16 it 5 & tow truck
when it tows a car,
What is it when

a low truck
tows a truck?

Perhaps il is
& treck tow truck.

Then it becomes
& treck tow truck lowing a truck.

What tows a truck tow truck towing a truck?
I saw them, one day, on the road.
Did you?

Isit
i truck tow truck towing a truck tow truck towing a truck?

Much 100 long o say
befiore it goes away.

Is it
@ truck tow trock truck tew truck truck?

Perhaps it is
& tow truck truck towing & tow truck trisck to truck.

Towo late.
It's gone.




Coral Ceiley

A Day in the Life

e Caffes!
moist, lingly fingers
massage my skin to
Consciousness (Monday? Thesday?
I think this must be Wednesday)
Dyl (rowel from the
Sheraton) "Puppy! Let Go
Of My Socks!:
Black Boots.... closet — Nol
front door.... No! (¥ know [
left them here!f)  "Wake-Up Kids
Time For School”  (Bleary-eyed pink
Jaces eagerly awair the dawn)
"mommy — [ don't want to get up!”
we "Cet Up ... and Have a
Pop Tart!"  (the answer to a
mother's prayers) "chocolate fudge
or brown sagar?”
"Mo! Yoo Can't Wear Sweatpants?”
"Gret Your Homework!®
"Where's Your Jacket?"
"Brush Your Teeth!"
“It's Time To Go!®  {did I turm
off the coffee pot?)
"Gabriel.....Don't Forgel Your Hom!"

Laughter, Chatter, Criticize
Interpretation, Amalyze,
TV, Movies, films, & Books,
draw A Parallel
reel itin and wrap it up!
write a paper  (wery welll)
"Doctor! Doctor!
bring 1o me
the head Heart
Of Darkness™  (please)
Metaphors  and  Similes
the layout on the page
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pattern, rhythm, assonance,
Comtemporary,  (Ragel)

Ginsberg, Snyder, Ferlinghetti
the Advecade Dharma
Waiting for America
(like  waiting for a lover)
mid-term (oh! rol) 1:00
(haven's studied, yet!)
10terms  identify
demails and  significance
words - are - floating
in - my - mind (Pangu,
Fu Xi, Nu Wa) Mahayana -
all are saved (Amitabha Amitabha)
by  chanting
Amitabha's name (Gabriel....
donr't forget your hornf)

Meet the bus at 3:00

feed the kids
(they eat a lot)
Baseball practice
{rot today!)
fractions, tears,
the children  fight!
I hit the gym
and run a mile
| sing this song
(it meakes me smile)

(sung fo the une of "The Macrena”)

We ger a quart of water
and we put it in a pot
and then we booitll the macaroni

We add a little butter
and we add a litile cheese
and then we stitrr the macaroni

My noodies are 30 fine! (hee! hee!)
*Gabriel.....dont"
forget your hom!"




Char 777

Golden Years

Twao days before Easter, a young lady
quietly moved her elderly Aunt and Uncle
into our trailer park and quickly abandoned
them. Their trailer had no water, electricity
or heat. It was cold and dark.

The old couple never changed clothes.

His dirty bib-overalls and stained Nannel shirt
covered his old, smelly one armed trunk. A sweat-
stained baseball cap covered his head while black
motorcycle boots protected his feet.

She wore fatigue-green stretch pants and an over-
blouse popular in the 1960s. Her dirty, unkept hair
biew in the breeze. Black house slippers
protected her feet,

They took walks but not together. He moved from bin to
bin sifting through the trash. He shuffled slowly using
acane. She moved briskly and with authority, yet she
had no direction. They rarely spoke.

One day she disappeared into the nearby orange grove,
Concerned citizens and police conducted 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 her face, then quickly

said, "he didn't hit me."

The next day she disappeared again. This time
officers found her bleeding. She needed twenty-seven
stitches to close her would, Authorities confirmed
that she felt the wrath of the old man’s cane when

he tried to make her slay near him.




Char 777

Elder Abuse Intervention autheritics placed her

in & 24 hour care facility in another sate. He lives
alone in another trailer park. They are not living the
Golden Years.




Paul Osareiin Ero

They Say I Am Insane

The say | am insane

Becanse [ do my things my way

I have no qualms about pissing on the street

Or walk around butt naked, if 1 feel like it

I have no bills and don't care for motorized vehicles
I'walk a led and [ am as strong as a bull

They say | am insang

Because | eat from trash cans

And never get sick

1 envy no one and know nod jealousy

1 don't start wars and don't intend to be in one
I exercise my freedom with no strings attached

They say | am insane

Because | am not like them

I am mot covered in layers of clothes
Nor do [ hide myself in makeup

I don't have a public nor a private face
I bare my soul for the world to see

I talk 1o the gods whenever [ feel like it

They say | am insane

Because | have no shame

I wouldn't kill for money

Mot would I screw my neighbor's spouse for power
I am free of spiritual shackles

And would care less if the streets were paved in gold

They say | am instance

Because they have eyes and are visionless
They have ears but lack understanding

They have informatien and know not wisdom
They have life, but roam around in coma

They have hearts and have not an atom of love

et they say | am.. | am insane!
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Paul Osaretin Ero

Grandmother's Village

Under the full moon lit sky

Of my Grandmother's Village

Stands an ageless iroko Tree

With amaring stories to fell

She towers majestically

Listening to the young and old

The lame and the blind

Come through the Village square

For centuries long gonc

And many more in the cusp of the horizon

She whispers every so often

when caressed by the gentle touches

Of the ever romantic breezes

Sometimes grudgingly bending back and forth
And happily dances at other times

Mosily she likes to be left alone

A luxury she's never had

The young and the old

Strangers and Villagers alike

Stroke her body and cuddle her branches
Even When she's sick and tired

And jusi does not wani to play

It does not matter

She's the Grandmother of all

The ageless Iroko Tree
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Dale Berana

Consequences

Qur days of climbing rainbows have past.
Mature has been met and she is no longer
virginal. Her fall will be on the six
o'clock news along with the random
projections on the longevity of our
external environment. The gift of fire
has irreversibly ouldistanced the human
landscape. Tools of our tools, subdued
and cybernated, we are victims of
changing definitions and fluid boundaries.
As individuals we have merged with our
institutions and symbols and we are now
but fragments of reality. We have finally
outran our understanding. Sisyphus still
has his rock but we have destroyed his
mountain with nuclear fission.




Cal Keet

In Memory of Ezra 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 man, Ezra you Pound,

There can bees cannot heart "[talian.”

But eye-talian, whey jusi eye-talizn?

I didn't even knowa that Montavani played there (trans.).

Soft shoe buttered the land,

Bear coasts swirl the cliff-snow seeds of proved-rock.

Onyx, brother of Lear,
spies on Clark Gable

under white air-fuzz, washed pagan of Zien;

But she crics against the oak hamlet:

"Elsinore, and were you of were you not in the forest (trans)
and is it better 1o dream the tast train o Selma (trans)!"
And poor old Exea blind, blind, as a bat

Word, lyre against stale flate fear, makes all old men see hel

he. beat. the. hell. oul. of
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J. A Allen

Requiem for a Final Exam

here ] am
stuck in a little comer of the 4th dimension

knowing that nothing s so important in
proportion to the time | spend worrying about it

ickky, ickky society made me a worricr

a carefree little worm inside me is wriggling
to get free

and be nothing more significant —

nothing more earth-shaking —

than the inhabitant of my liiile comer




Jerome Evans

Easter Communion

Peter, in prison before his maryrdom

| remember he died —
every year [ remember
he died

Eviery yoar

as the earth groaned

and the sky darkened

and the pricsis cried

“Save yourself o man of God!®
and he died

I remember

he said "this is my body;

broken, eat it®

and I ate

he screamed for me

when they nailed him

he said "this is my blood,

poured forth, drink it"

and [ drank so deeply my breath was
taken away

he bled for me

when [ nafled him

and he said "remember me
when you eat and drink™

I received his body

his blood

when [ nailed him

year afier year,

ifi the spring of the year,
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o son of God
you take my breath,
my sins far from me!

Mary =aid, "He lives™

and something stirred inside me
something he said

I saw him die with my own eves
and they wept when I saw him,
felt his hand upon my breast

25 he embraced me

"feed my lambs”

1 love you, am so very fond of you
“feed my sheep”

and [ nailed him, nailed him

"feed my lambs, receive

the spirit [ breathe upon you®

he screamed for me
he bled for me
moved upon me

I remember he died
every year | remember,
in the spring of the year,
as the earth groaned
and the sky darkened
and he died

I remember

o Jesus, | remember!

1]

I'm ready (o go with you [
told him

"But you'll three times deny me today”
No. I'm ready to die with you

"No" he kissed my cheek

1 thought [ saw a tear




Jergme Evans

W had eaten lightly but
my belly was full when we went with
him to Gethsemane

he said "watch with me, pray with me"

1 was so sorry, so tired when

he woke us *Peter, James, John. Behold

my accusers” and they were upon us.

"Whom seck ye"

and | swear | saw them fall

he repeated himself and they could not move
"Jezus of Mazareth,” the capiain replied

*1 am he, let these go”

I pulled my sword and hit at the high pricst's
man and my voice filled the garden. Blood filled
my hand

"1 will drink of my father's cup! 1 will have my
portion from his hand!”

he said "let these go™ and then we all ran away
Ran away
I saw the others a [ ran.

Along time | ran and stopped and
breathed hard to catch my breath slowly

slowly catch my breath

but I saw the soldiers led him to
Caiaphas’s house and | followed. Through
the bushes 1 followed.

O God what they did to him
they laughed they hit him they said, “prophecy (o us®
“walk this pool of water,” *pull down the temple®
“Galillean Christ, what a fool!”
“A prophet from Galilee, behold a prophet from Galilee!”

A woman by the fire said, "You're one of his, aren't you?"
Whose [ said




Jerome Evans

"Yes, | saw you when we ook him,” a soldier said,
"you had a sword then,”

When? [ replied, you can see [ have no sword
"Why, you're & Galillean too"

Damn! 1don't know what you mean! And Lord [ saw his face
his bloody sorrowful face and I ran. [ ran
I ram.

I saw him hanging there that morning
bleeding, bleeding from his hands his feet

his face, his tired face. his face was not sory.
I remember. We all saw him hanging there.

How can one man bleed so much?

We cried when we looked to him

my eyes were 50 blurred

1 don't remember when he died

but the clouds filled the sky and the people
ran to get out of the storm

I can't remember when he died
I remember he died.

It was some time after [ had walked
on the water with him

after he had fed five thousand

with so few loaves and a pair of fish
that I saw him as the Christ,

the hope of my fathers, the one

who would come

I remember he asked us

"Who do you say [ am?"

The Christ I said the son of the living
God,




Jerome Evans

"You aré a blessed man” he said "Simon, God
has entered into your heart and this is the
solid rock on which I shall build*

Then he told us how He
would die

1 was horrified [ would not see you die 1 sad
*But surely you'd not deny me (o drink

from my father's cup. Find my father's inlerests
and not yours. What do you know of my death?
My resurrection®”

I was silent but grieved

Mary said she'd seen Him

I s100d in the tomb where we laid
Him — empty, just the linens —
John too was speechless

Finally [ said I'm going fishing
and we went to work

fished — threw nets, hauled nets,
empty nets — all night all night
through the night long

We neared the shore with dawn
and could smell frying fish from
a dime-lat fire

The closer we drew the stronger
came the aroma — and a voice
"Cast nets o starboard”

Some crazy man on the beach [ said
"What can be lost by it, " John said
we cast 10 starboard

and dragged the net within

a few fathoms of shore and then
hauled in heavy, the net near breaking
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"Ivs the Lord!" cried John as 1
threw myself into the sea and swam,
swam and swam to Him

He served me a piece of fish
and bade me warm myself

the crew landed and breakifasied
beside me

we all listened

"Peter, do you love me?"
Yes | do Lord
"Feed my sheep”

"D you love me?”
O God yes
"Feed my lambs"

"Do you love Me?"
you know 1 do
"Receive the Spirit [ breathe upon you®




Howard C. Zimmerman

Revelie

I let you dawn gently on me
like moming light on asters;
like crescendos swelling

from silence of stars

1 took you bright and tender into me
like emeralds gleaming in a silver siring;
like music of harps
taut with the passion of care,

I let you love me in the going of your way
like sunshine at the Zenith
of some hot day;
like butterflies on flowers
nodding in the brecze.

I took you — always - flowing —
like waters to the seas;
like clouds which scud the sky.

And you gave me back ——a bounty —
everything and I
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John Pair

North California Coast

Let some other man

Hitch his wagon to & star

Tl press myseif

Into the rusty red bark

Of a giant redwood

And find the slow soaring
Ambition of a tree

My feet are happily carthbound




Clark Long

The Comet: Kapuut!

(formerly entitled The Comet Kohoutek (without the semicolon)

we were told last november
and deep into frozen december
10 view the skies with wonder
for they would soon be split asunder
by a ball of sreaking ice
that would illuminate all our nights
and in its view Love-Making would commence
(a rumor that made the preachers tense)
for to them the comet was to fear
signifying the end was near
TO BRING IN A NEW AGE
AND THE RULE OF THE SAGE

{oh happy day! — i think)

1o others it was a christmas star
bt that it wasn't — by far
for this enigma came forth in january
right after booze, football and resolutions most salutary
it came forth out of the night
and as | said, it was expected 1o be quite a sight
even for those with hangovers — eyes still closed tight
but it fizzled, yeah it fizzled
what a disappointment
like a fly's frustration in eintment
like a cosmic sperm in the night
missing the aim in its sight

moral
bt it's for these sideshoars that we live

for there's nothing quite like humanity;
and that truly is show b'z
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William Shoars

Is Agnosticism Possible

An Analogy of the Swing and the Swingers

If 1 had & swing, and 1 had a swing, and 1 had never swung; and never having swung 1
had never had the sensation of swinging; and never having had the sensation of swinging |
never knew how (0 use my swing. So [ did what any would be swinger would do 1 went
out and talked with (wo experis in swinging; — a rather peculiar thing about swinging —
neither of my experts had ever swung nor had they first hand knowledge that any living
man had ever swung or-as pointed oul-some one rope swingers tried but there arc no
recorded swinging experiences just severe bounces at the end. However | used iwo ropes
with a small board to sit on which separated the ropes by about 2 1/2 feet.

The first expert was very keen on swinging, which [ took as a good sign, and his
information was a rather forced nature, as he believed in swinging to such a degree that it
was nod merely a sensation but a momentous, forceful, living experience which the only
exact criterion [ had to follow to gain the sensation was faith, morals, love, truth, thought,
and the action to swing upward and forward. [ tried this and | went upward and forward
but then | started backward and downward a1 which time he siood behind me and said it
was nod correct to go backward and downward and if 1 continued 1o do 5o 1 would never
£et swung in my swing but rather I would have my swing burned because all that is
backward and downward, is hell.

I tried again, the expert pushed me forward and upward and held me there saying that
faith would sustain us. Perhaps we didn't believe enough because in about three minutes
he got tired and he let the swing down gently to the starfing point, making sure we didn't
go backward pasi the point of beginning. In a way it was ioo bad [ couldn't go backward
any farther because that part of the swing would have been in the shade and it would have
been easier to hold me up in the shade rather than as we tried in the not sunshine with me
straining upward and forward and he holding me about 6 feet off the ground pushing to
the limit of his strength. He sat in the shade and rested and thought about the experience
and explained that if we believed hard encugh we could do it and that it would be our
rewiard after we were dead. Here [ asked him about the one rope swing that went down
and bounced and while it didn't seem to lasi too long it must be one hell of a sensation of
swinging; but as he had noted too, no one seemed to live through it. By this he empiri-
cally translated that the one thing we didn't have to achieve the sensation of swinging was
that neither of us was dead. And besides this he noted while a one rope set swing was
more comiortable it was nod the proper method o use (o swing as the one rope swingers
had all swung and were dead. I thanked him and respected his inverse opinion that if ane
rope swinging makes you dead then all the dead are one rope swingers. [ left him sitting
under the tree sleeping from his exertion and returned to my swing.




William Shoars

There was a man sifling in my swing with both feet firm on the ground and he
clutched the ropes firmly with his hands until they were white to the knuckles. His face
was red from the strain and the sweal poured off his face. His feet were 2 inches into the
sod from pressure and his rear end was 1/2 inch off the seat at all times. — "Here," I said
to myself, "is an expert swinger!™

"Quick," he said, "Push me I think I've got the swing of it!" I pushed him as hard as I
could hoping to at least se¢ someone swing. His hands however must have been slippery
from the scal; because they slipped and he went forward alright; but he left the swing
behind. Fortunately he was uninjured, just bruised and a little dusty, from his experience;
which since he didn't use the swing could not have been swinging. 1 brushed him off as
best [ could and asked him if we were going to try again. "No,” he said, "While being an
expert in swinging; he had never been able 1o find anyone who had ever been able (o
produce a fact that anyone had ever swung"; and he didn't have the time to spend gather-
ing facts in every area of this lange playground. And if I'd excuse him he would return to
his special interest; which he allowed no one to touch. Of why it was thought io be so
pleasarable to run around the outside of a merry-go-round; he confessed he could get the
same satisfaction by running around a tree and trees were cheaper and more abundan! than
mermy-go-rounds.

1 thanked this kind expert who used reason and practicality to such just extremes. But
I realized that someone must take s practical attitede and verify things so the rest of us
could get all the advantages. Even if wrong 1 was certain that upon dying surely this man
would swing even if he didn't have the facts.

Meanwhile another expert named Mr. Yavey stopped and he too professed to be an
expert in swinging, but | was disappointed; as all he wanied 1o do was go backwards and
we met with the same fate as did 1 and my first expert only we lasted a little longer as we
were in the shade,

S0, here are four of us sitting around the swing arguing about swinging, and facts, and
Heaven, and Hell; when along comes another expert and he calmly points out that we
shoild face the obvious; all our attempts have failed and so logically swinging was
impossible and more than that a waste of good rope. Any fool could see that we couldn't
stay up, back, bottom; which as he did pint out wasn't very comfortable because it wiggled
and was hard to keep still,

Ancther man, who had been standing and walching the whole time, came over to us
and asked us what we were doing. Well, we were all a little dubious of him; he was
dressed in flash plaids, had white shoes with little nails in the bottom of them and carried a
sack of wicked looking clubs over his shoulder. Obviously he was not an expert in
swinging, and upon questioning we were distressed to find he &s a golfer—(whatever they
are)—and while he had heard of swinging he had only used it on lirtle balls and never with
arope. However being an economist, and it being his job, he felt that if we put all our
ideas, except the on¢ that it couldn't be done, together, perhaps we could all swing. We, of
course, being of a greater number, fol to mention more expért, advised him to go chase his
little balls, upon which he left.
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1, of course, was saddened that [ would not be able 1o swing today, or any day that I
could be alive to enjoy. S0 being undaunted | at once struck off in new directions and
behold, 1 came across a tecter-totter! !




Joanne White

The Furnace

‘We didnt have a big hearth glowing with fire to warm us when we came out of the
cold. Nor did we have o modern heaster with a thermostat that could keep us warm
through the night. The big, sooty furnace in the basement kept our home warm, The
furnace bumed coal, so my Father and | would go down the steep stafr-case into the
basement to showel coal.

The furmsce was bisck cast-iron, dusted with sool. It was exciting 10 go into the
basement with my Father. [ read travel books and adventure sfories — the basement was a
foreign country to be explered and the furmace fascinated me. As a child, [ watched
through the thick gless window in the door as the flames leapt around the coal, and they
reminded me of my Sunday School Jestons on Hell. | was frightened of the red and
yellow Mames, yei | thought of how beautiful Hell must be, all aglow with warm, soft
colors.

When | was a little older, my Father lzught me how 1o shovel coal into the fumace.
There was & special roam, with & door facing the fornsce door, where the coal was stored.
1 dreaded opening the door to that room. The door was connecied to the cold outdoors by
a coal chute, and when [ opened the door the cold air would nesh in and battle with the
warm alr from ihe fumace. | was between them, always bunying to shovel coal, so that |
could hut the door 1o the cold and be left in the comfort of the warm air that hoversd
arcund the furnace.

The cold, however, could not altogether be aveided. Momnings always came to0 soon.
Alter s lomg winter night the coal would be almaost burned owt and it took & while before
the new coal my Father put in could re-heat the house, | hovered below my blanksts and
stayed in bed for a long time, to avoid walking over the icy floor. Owver the years, [
bearned (o keep my clothes next to the bed. That way, | was able to dress under the warm
blankets and prolong my prolective comfor awhile longer.

Only in the afternoon, when school was out, did | really enjoy being in the cold. My
friends and 1 would snowball the girls ss we came hame from school. [t was fun because
they could mever ran fast enough to return the cold snow, Whils ronning through the cold,
I coubdn’t wait to get home o | could help my Father shovel coal into the furnace. The
glowing Mames still fascinated me and being near the fumace gave me a change 10 warm
my chilled body snd sumb fingers.

*® ® w L] "

1 left the cold Midwest the winter afver | finiahed high school. A war needed soldiers
and 50, | joined the Marines. 1 looked forward 1o a relief from snow and fcy winds and my
Job a5 & box-boy. Boot camp in California was hard, bui | apprecisied the warmer winier
climate, [t gave relief to the long hours of training.
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At last my buddies and [ were ready for battle. We were being sent 10 a couniry 1 had
read sbout when [ was younger. Then, it had been a tropical paradise, a place people from
all over the world travelled to for vacation. | anticipated seeing the sandy beaches,
tropical jungles, and Buddhist Temples [ had only seen pictures of before. [ knew | was
going to war but looked forward o adventure, Growing up in the long cold winters
seemed so dull eompared (o what [ was going (o do.

I passed out, with several others in my troop, when [ first saw enemy bodics decom-
posing in the jungle. Some of the more seasoned soldiers laughed at us, 'With shaking
legs we made our way through the jungle that day and many of the days that followed.
‘The days and weeks were speni searching for pockeis of enemy soldiers who were hidden
through the ferritory. We passed through desolated villages which had been crushed by
tanks. It was hard to imagine that once people ate and slept and laughed there. The rank
odor of death pervaded every step we walked.

In the villages that were still standing, children would hurl stones and foul words at
us. Once, s seven-year-old boy attacked the sergeant with a knife. The sergeant tumed
the knife on the child, and the boy fell in a pool of bleod; his mother was crying hysteri-
cally and cursing the sergeant as we irudged on into Ih:juusls. The sergeant laughed and
said to & private, "Hellava place to be isn't it?"

The moist heat of the jungle was sometimes unbearable. Even after it rained, there
was no relief from the heat because the whole jungle steamed. The only deliverance from
the swellering jungle were rase trips to the ocean. The ocean offered both safety and
refreshment. Laying in the warm sun [ would think of the cold winter back home and the
fumace my Father had to fill with coal. Twould recall those cold mornings as a child
when | was able 1o prolong my comfort and protect mysell from the cold by huddling
beneath my blankets.

When I had been to war about five months | bost my lefi leg. We were on a routine
search of villages, walking on a trail we had been down two days before, when I got a
pungee stick in my thigh. The pain was unbearable — so much so that [ fainted. 1 woke
up several days later, still beavily sedated, and the doctor told me [ had lost my leg from
gangrene, All [ can remember is that [ eried, and went back to sleep.

[ lefi that death-ridden land and war without a leg and my naivete. Occasionally, [ go
back home in the winter, [ cannot go down the steep staircase anymore, but often, when
walking in the cald, fresh air, | pass the coal chute and recall my childhood impressions of
the warm soft flames in the furnace,
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Kathy Marineau

She

We are finally within sight of the grasslands and the forest beyond. We need to find
water today; we had no choice but to cross the desert, The oaly other way out of the
Nestor Canyons was blocked by the very unhappy remnants of the Nestor military. We
had destroyed all of the bridges on our way into the Canyons. As always, She an [ make
an effective team; graduates of the best raining camps, experts in several fighting skills,
familiar with all the weapons of the known worlds and genetically tuned to tolerate a
wide range of climates. We excel in the skills that gain us these high risk, high paying
assignments, the an of concealment. We have been in and out of more "Impenetrable”
strongholds than most Commandérs have even heard of. 'We have successfully com-
pleted our assignment again, isolating the Nestor forces and disabling their weapons
production.

I tell ker: 1 am sure Commander Kline is already launching his attack and planning
his glowing press releass about how he subdued this formidable foe.”

She replies "All that remains now is for us (o collect our pay.”

She excels in understatement. To collect our pay we have 1o get off this planet alive,
that's all. Not much, until you consider that every ecosystem on this planet is inhabited
by at least one nation of warriors, except perhaps the desert.

We are now close enough io the grasslands to see an oasis, probably lefiover water
from the last storm; it may be so stagnant that Skeets are living in it [ intend to wallow
in it anyway, but not uniil after we drink so much that we slosh every time we move, of
course. 1 pat the water filter pack on my belt and smile. We stop at the last outcropping
of rocks to survey the scene.

"Bilge rats! There they are; do you ses them?"

*1 make oot at least 15, looks like they have staked out the watering hole for game.”

"Mt according to what I heard on the troop transporter. Maore likely its one of their
coming of age tests, or a triining exercisé. 1 heard stories of how the Drogers kill for
sport, some sort of competition between them (o see who can make their prey suffer the
miost.”

*Strange how such a vicious race can have a reputation as jovial fighters. The
Colonial Military information describes them as laughing in every encounter, win or
ml

"Should we wait for darkness?”

*T'm sure we won't last even that long without water, besides, there's no advantage
since we've lost our camo and night-sights.”

We secure our meager packs, loose our blades and stant walking directly toward the
water. There is no cover in foot tall sparse red grass, we are in full view of the Drogers.
We get within two meters of the water, close enough to smell it, when they attack. We
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fight well, she is more vicious than [ recall seeing before. But, we are heavily outnum-
bered and even we can't beat those odds.

I wake up, unable to move. [ am tied to a tree branch hanging out over the water.
Every inch of my skin feels like a descaled fish, I call out for her; she doesn't answer. |
turm my head, looking for her; she doesn't answer. | tumn my head, looking for her,
ignoring the scraping on my back as [ try to twist around.

Suddenly a calm voice says: "She is not here.”

Just as suddenly, the owner of the voice cuts me loose and [ fall into the water. The
next time I wake up I'm on a paliet; still near enough to smell the water. A figure glides
toward me, wearing some (ype of camo that [ have never seen. It is constantly shifting
colors, always in shades that blend with the background, like an overgrown chameleon.
The "Wanderer™! I hadn't heard that be was in this sector of the galaxy. Rumors say that
his successes exceed even ours.

*"Where is she? [ must find her!”

"Drogers don't keep prisoners, She is dead or soon will be.”

"She is different, She can survive. I must find her."

“Mot just now. First we must eat, drink and take a nap. | know where they camp; we
will go after the third moon rises.”

Adter we eal and drink enough water 1o turn us into mobile swamps, he gives me the
same camao he is wearing. I have never seen or felt anything like it. It stands out from my
skin by barely & millimeter. It has no discemnible welght, vet the aight chill does not
penetrate it. [ want to ask where he got it, what it is called, but I fall asteep instead.

We iravel during the late night hours, weaving through the forest till we come to a
small canyon just before dawn. The day is spent watching and listening with our uni-
translators. One thing is very evident; they are guite a jovial lot, and celebrate even their
small victories gleefully. At nightfall we make our move. Killing one at a time, we work
our way into the camp from both sides of the shallow canyon. There is no sign of her. No
sign that she was ever here. [ get to their leader and with one had at his throat, that is, the
equivalent of a threat, and the other hand pressing my blade against his eye I demand to
know where SHE is, what happened 1o her.

He just laughs like a jackal and replies: "You will never know, | win!®

I silence the howling jackal, but get no satisfaction in the kill.

The Wanderer gives me a ride back to civilization in his skiff. [ spend the trip in
silence, | don't even ask about the camo. All [ can do is think of her, of how 1 need her, of
how 1 will avenge her. He drops me off at the Venusian resont (not really on Venus) and
makes sure that [ make contact with the Colonial Government agent to collect my pay and
hers. " zpend the next three lunar cycles in Dreamscape Therapy. Finally, my peyche
heals enough to face the world again, Even so, 1 don't really want to face the world, The
Colonial agent offers me a retirement bonus, instead, | bead off 1o the Delta quadrant. 1
hear there are some good battles raging there; I think I will fight for the Highlanders; [
always was partial to them.

Four full-Nledged wars, countless skirmishes and dozens of stealth missions [ater [ am
taking a break on the only inhabitable planet in the Persius system. This war is over, the
three sides have come to an agreement afiier just one major batile. Wars aren't what they
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used to be. Mo matier how many evil grotesque fighting machines | conguer and kill, 1
still have no satisfaction, no peace. The burning hole inside of me remains, forever.

An anonymous message is waiting for me at the rest station. [ read it over and over
while eating.

"Meet me on the ascension peak of Tannapala at moon rise tomarrow. [ have news of
HER.”

My emotions rage, the buming in my gul roars to a full flame as 1 mull over a
strategy. There is no more exposed place on this planet. There is no way to plan a defense
ar scout the possibilities in case this is a trap. There is no battle cover on the peak an no
quick roote down. 1 arrive early and wait, my eyes adjusting to the changing light; moon
rise on Tannapala is as bright as a foggy day in the valley. Tam determined that the
messenger will not get away without answering all of my questions.

Someone is coming, walking erect and steadily but not threateningly, definitely
human. He, or she, is well trained, approaching with the moon behind him, or her, so 1
can only se¢ the armored shape, Finally the messenger stops & meter in front of me and
removes the hood. It's HER!

"l am not SHE. 1am your daughter.”
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Vision Fugitiva
(Desconozco su origen. Es suefio mio o pirateria?)

LQuién eres? ;Eres de camne v hueso? No serds una visidn fugitiva, jverdad? No
habris venido a ilusionar a los pobres mortales para luego esfumane, desaparecer sin dejar
tu imagen fija para siempre en su reting, (verdad? ;Por qué te ries con tanta facilidad, si
no guieres que panicipemos en tu jabile? pOué secreto esconden tus ojos? jOQué mundos
nos brindaz, si no los hemos de conocer? (En qué lenguaje trazas tus secretos en el aire?
Mo quedan escritas tus palabras ¢l Hempo suficiente para descifrarlas v, cuando les das
voz, su sonoridad es tal que nuestres ofdos no son lo necesariamente sutiles para.
percibirlas y entrafiarlas en nuestras conciencias. ;Por qué no permites que concuerden
nuesira onda y la tuya? ;Temes que i tonalidad nes reviente los ofdods y que 1odos
quedemos sordos para siempre? (Es que tu imagen de igual manera podria ser nociva a
nuestra retina y dejarnos en la ardiente obscuridad? ;O es que no somos dignos de la
belleza de tu voz, de la luz de tus ojos, del encanto de tu sonrisa? ;Es por eso que vas y
vienes por instanies, dejindonos perplejos y hechizados?

£ Oué ropajes son esos que llevas de tan sutil finura que parecen de miebla, de
diafanidad maravillosa? Al igual que tu faz, u cuerpo nos €5 desconocido porque, a pesar
de lo fino de la niebla que te encubre, no logramos penetar su sutileza. Eres pues un
misterio impenetrable, una adivinanza indescrifrable, un abismo insondable, un cielo sin
confines, una belleza que punza deleitando. En una palabra, eres un ser sin contornos, una
ilusién cuyo resplandor nos encandila.

Note alejes, te ruege. Deja que vea todo tu esplendor; que goce de w belleza; que
participe en tus migicos ires y venires. Chuiera reir y canta contigoe; beber en la
prefundidad de 1us ojos; entrar en tus arcanos mundos; explorar parajes misteriosos;
penetrar las diafanidades que te envolucran, para bafarme en la luminosidad goe
irradias—hasta perdernos en ta totalidad de misterioso encanto.
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Field Trip

AR AR R R R AR E RN AR AR RN R A R

MEMORANDUM

DATE:  February 10, 2490
TO: All Unified Tertiary Schools

FROM: Carl Kaapu, Dean of Archeology
University of the Pacific Rim

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

It is my pleasure (0 once again invite you to send your best students to the 24th
Annual UOPR Los Angeles Field Study. This trip will, as always, be timed with the
lowest seasonal tides to allow for viewing of sites that are not apen to the public. The
dates are: March 19 through April 19, 2490,

The students will be led and instructed by graduate level Docents in the following
specialties: Art History, Bioethics, Cultural Anthropology, Field Archeology, Geology,
Historical Medicine, Politics, Sociology, and Transportation Engineering. Eligibility
requirements are detailed on the application form; contact the appropriate specialty leader
15 oblain the prefequisite reguirements. As coordinator, | urge you (o scresn your students'
emotional and maturity levels. Remember that these students will be expected to be
responsible for their own behavior. This is an excelleni leaming opportunity offered to a
small percentage of applicants. Be sure your student has the self-discipline to make the
most of this opportunity. | would not want to have to send any student home early with a
security escort.

“Dinner time. Be sure you washed.” "Yea Mom, I'm coming.” A typical conversation on
a typical day on a typical rural farm. But his was no typical day for Karen and Don, the
Medlin twins. They waited until afier prayer to announce their news, barely, Karen
blurted out: "We're going!™ Don followed: "We got accepted!” Mom calmly said: “You
still have to eat your potatoes.”, but she was grinning. She had scen the summaries while
they were out feeding the horses; she knew mail had come from UOPR. In disjointed,
excited fragments they announce that both of them have been accepted for the Los
Angeles Field Trip. The UOPR Portland transport will pick them up on 3/18/2490 at 1515
hours. They are allowed only ont bag and their handheld computers. They will have to
keep notes and write a paper when they get back.
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Field Trip Orientarion, Los Angeles Site Dorm, Auditorium 2, 3/18/2490 1800 hours.

Karen, Don and a host of other students, about 100 total, filed into the auditorivm.
The Docents introduced themselves and gave an overview of the schedule for each
specialty. They would all meet together for some portions of the month long study to
compare notes and be exposed to the other specialties, The fiest lecture was background
information and a historical review. Most of it they already knew, but there were some
surprising updaies.

Los Angeles has been uninhabited for about three hundred years. The major shifting
of the Pacific Plate began two hundred years before that, It is now estimated that the
Pacific Plate section of the former City of Los Angeles will be at 37°45" latitude, the site
of the former City of San Francisco, in the year 3875, give or take a hundred years. The
Continental Plate section of the old city is in the Los Angeles Historical Theme Park. Los
Angeles was the largest city in the United States, which was the most technologically
advanced nation of its éra. In spite of the lechnology, society still lageed far behind. All
workers endured hours of sutomobile or bus travel to and from their place of work, even
those whose jobs could have been done at home or at local workstations.

The Information Systems department recently completed translation of several large
carly model data storage units. They were able to confirm previously circumstantial
evidence that the standard work schedule was five consecutive days of B-9 hours each,
When you add the travel time to and from work this calculates to the average worker
being away from home for 12-16 hours per day for five days each week. Furthermore,
they appear to have been limited to only one 2-week vacation per year (sveryone groaned
at this idea). This information provides support for several new theories as (o the reason
for the ant work on the outside of the buildings and along the walls of the vehicle routes
labeled "Freeway" or "Highway." The latest and most widely believed theory is that they
engaged in this art form as their only way to express their creativity within the bounds of
their stifling industrial society. We have proof in the recent translations that products and
work output were of much more importance than human satisfaction. There even were
large groups of people who tried 1o prevent the creation of this art work, and it was
punishable by fines or incarceration. Other groups of pecple expended a great deal of
time eradicating of covering the ant. Strangely contradictory, there s new information that
there as some povernment sanctioned an work that covered entite sides of a bullding of
wall. So far we have not been able to identify any remnants of this "approved” art work.

Each of you will receive an ebservation assignment in your deparimental orientation.
Bat, all of youo will share the following assignment. Wherever you go, whatever your
assignment, you are to record a detailed description of all exterior ant work. We want
multiple reports on every site since you will be including your own interpretation of the
ant in your report. Specifically, was it spontaneous, was it done surreptitiously, or was it
government sanciioned? Since we don't know whai characterizes the government art or if
we have nay, we are hoping that a hundred new sets of eyes will help us find some
common factor that we may have missed. Class dismissed,
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Karen is assigned to the Transportation Department's excavation of the "Harbor
Freeway™ southern section. This site is having its seawall moved out about 10 feet;
therefore, the Harbor Site crew will be working virgin territory this year. Don goes to the
Art history depantment. They will be reviewing and cataloging all of the known art sites
in the established dig areas.

Karen and Don spend the next four weeks in HAZMAT suits for four hours each day,
then two hours for reports and updating journals. They barely have time to say Hi, let
alone compare notes. The fifth week is spent writing reports. Karen and Don finally have
time to share their experiences.

Don starts by describing some of the art he saw on "Main Strect” particularly between
“First” and “Interstate 5.° "Most of the art was faded, almost indiscernible. The exception
was some lovely painted tile work that up close looked like a random placement. But
when you stood back several meters, you could see the picture of some women and men in
bright colored costumes. They appeared to be doing a dance of some sort. It was colorful
and gay, very uplifting. This was in contrast to some other tile work jusi a short disiance
away that was in muted tones and had no discernible pattern. It just looked like swirls and
waves, more like the renderings of the Persius Mebula Cluster's gas trail. The two sites
were 5o differemt that [ labeled the swirls as being government sanctioned and the dancers
a5 spontaneously created.”

Karen responded: “That doesn't fit with the information about the suppression of
spontancous art work, There was a lot of spontancous art work in the new section of the
“Harbor Freeway.” Most of it was in places that would not be in fall public view, look a1
this structural model of the new sites, The horizontal section that lays directly on top of
the automaobiles is coversd with painl. There were about four different colors overlapping
each other, as if it were done in layers over many years. If | project the horizontal section
upwards it fits across the span connecting two smaller roads. If the arbwork was done with
the roadway in that position, it would explain the overlapping and the unstructured design,
since the artist would have to hang over the side, by a rope or something, about 10 meters
above the lower roadway without hover packs.™

“Is this an accurate copy of the artwork?” Don asked,

"¥es, of this one section. There was artwork on nearly every vertical surface.”

Don continued: “It looks like names and symbols, not at all like the colored tiles that
I saw. Perhaps it is some son of message, something that oaly the working classes
understood.”

Karen interrupted: "Is it similar to the symbols used in the 2150 revoli?"

“Mot really. Maybe you can do a language comparison. Be sure to include the
variability routine, 1o allow for the writing style and the awkward position of the antisi."

April 15, 2490, 0800:
A Docent opens the closing conferences "If you were selected to give an oral

presentation, please come to the stage area.
Karen starts: "] have selected this section of the "Harbor Freeway™ dig to illustrate
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some spontaneous and I believe surreptitiously done artwork. Don has helped me with the
soctology research. 1 have been unable to decipher the writings. A few letters are
recognizable, such as this red "B" and this blue "C." Most of it eludes me, but then my
specialty is structural not social.

Den continues the presentation: "I compared these new styles to what 1 observed in
the older digs, particularly the colored tile art. There does not seem to be any similarity.
For this and other reasons, which are listed in our written report, [ theorize that all of the
art work around the roadways was spontaneous, but due to the lecations, ned all of it could
have been done in secret. Of the two styles of tile art, the one with the dancers does not fit
with the oppressive lifestyle, but the one that is just swirls of color with no meaning could
well be a sample of government sanctioned art. Karen had asked me if the wrilings on the
readways would have some connection with the revolt of 21500 At first [ said no, but the
more | study the designs, the more [ believe that it does seem to be some type of protest.”

Karen concludes: “We invite all of you to try to decipher the writings; perhaps
someone has seen other similar work.”

April 19, 2490, 0800:

The Docent opens the panel discussion. The docents have reviewed all of your
reports and we would like to compliment you on your insight and thoroughness. There are
enough ideas and theories here to keep us busy until next spring. The panel will discuss
the oral presentaticns and offer our opinicns of your theories. Karen and Don presented
some new ideas which were compared to the information from the data translations.
Congratulations, your report has been selected for the interdepartmental joint thesis. The
complete report will be published next spring; however, we do have a few options ready
now. We believe the arbwork in the "Harbor Freeway” dig area belongs in a newly
discovered category. The name for this work was in the old information sterage unils; it is
“Graffiti.” In researching the antique dialects library we found the root work, "Graffito®
which micans "A crude inscription or drawing on a wall or other public surface. Three
theories have been selected for further research:

1. Communication relating to work travel and generally guiding the traveler along
the safest roite.

2, The results of interclass contact, commemaorating important celebrations or
spiritual events.

3 Spiritual symbols used to invoke supernatural powers for protection, productiv-
ity or procreation,

We thank all of our spring field Irip students for their valuable observations, The 24ih
Annual UOPR Los Angeles Field Siudy is officially dismissed.
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Bad Company

1 was lining up the six ball in the comer pocket when she caught my eye. Perversely,
1 notice that she was both old enough to be an sdult and young enough to be my daughter.
But it wasn't that, or even her stunning good looks, that got my attention. Rather it was
the way she played with that earring. She was crdering me out of retirement and | was
requined to obey.

I missed the comer pocket.

Ward followed my eye and laughed, "Can't say [ blame you, ® came his Yorkshire
acceni. | never got over how he could pronounce every leiter of every world. "If you
can't miss for something like that, why bother living?™ He then ran the table.

That gave me time to get the adrenaline under control. Urgent danger about which
nothing could be done at this instant, that signal was drilled into us in training. Strange, |
thought during the twenty years 1 was active with the company [ never saw anybody use
it. But let me go inactive and I'm told to sit tight and wail to do as I'm told. Here in the
bar, shooting pool, that meant 1 should keep on drinking beer and shooting pool. 5ol
bought another round while Ward racked the balls, [shot pool. But my mind wasa't on it

Officially the company doesn't exist. Neither does it worry about little things like the
lives of its agents. At least, not the way that mesi people do. It has other concerns. Jusi
ask the three agents who died in Nevermindwhere, USA, dismantling a terrorist bomb.
They succeeded, so it didn't make the news, But they didn't survive the radiation poison-
ing from the waste uranium-235 it was supposed to scatter to the wind. So when she
showed up, it was all | could do to see the pool table. | was 100 busy visualizing synthetic
viruses in our local water supply.

She got a drink and meandered over to the pool table.

It mever took any atiractive young woman any time (o pet Ward's antention. After
about fifteen minutes | took her hint and quit the game. She'd already told me everything 1
neaded o know,

Before 1 left the bar [ called the special number we all had to memorize, let it ring six
times before | hung up. To anybody watching it would appear that I'd gotten no answer.
But the instruments on the other end would show the calling number, then some clever
person would decide it had been me and would call my home within minutes.

"You got a call from Shell Island,” my wife greeted me when [ got home. "First
we've heard from the in...ever, I think.” She was smiling. This meant money. My courier
service has four accounis which | service personally. Two of them are legit, while Shell
Island and the fourth one are names for the company. Fortunately the only thing she cared
aboul business was the income.

This time 1 let the phone ring until it answered. There was no operator. Mr. Poge
always answered that line personally.
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"Wendell. Have you heard from Roland?® This use of my real name followed by my
company name required a specific responss.

"Last word [ hear,” {that was the specific) "working for channel 23 news." That told
him why I'd called. The girl at the bar had mentioned her age, which told me to use that
number 1o tell him that she'd made contact.

"Excellent,” he replied. "I have work in vour area and need a guide. Can do?

"Mect my price,” I said with a laugh. "500 a day plus expenses, three day minimum.”
There was no code in this, and [ didn't need to know what kind of work. I'd do and he'd
pay. Iwas just telling him the local rate for mercenaries going inte a combat zone.

"Fair enough,” he accepied. "Can you meet the first bus in the moring and provide

CT]

"I'll be there.”

All of this had been for my wife's benefit. When she realized that we were looking at
2 $1,500 windfall, she staned calculating how to spend it, which was what [ intended.

"Well," I said, "looks like Il be busy for a day or three. Want to take the children
over (o your brother's and let 'em enjoy the pool?”

"You bet [ do!® 1bet she did. That would get her into the city with its shopping
malls, Maore important, it would get all of them off the mountain, and the further the
better. §1,500 shopping spree? 1 called that "cheap.”

The next moming she left with the children, taking my anxiety with her. Becanse I'd
have to be going who knew where when [ picked up the girl, T called Ward and asked him
i come to the office (o give my four-wheel-drive a going over. This would also give the
girl a chance to get away from him, just in case she needed one. He sounded self-
satisfied, and was waiting when | got to the office. 1 gave him the key and he went right
10 work.

"(rood moming, sir,” my secretary smiled. "You have a message. He insisted I take it
verbatim.” That made it a briefing, Worded to tell her nothing important and to keep her
from getting curicus, it would tell me something very different.

It was on my desk, under the moming paper. [ grabbed a cup of coffee and sat down
1o read. Spreading the newspaper, [ gave it a quick look: and almost dropped my coffee.
My new boss was the lead story, found face-down in the canal.

Years of experience kept me from reacting. Or if I did no one mentioned it. Also
habit came to my rescue. | normally spread the paper, then lay any messages on top of it.
When I realized | wasn'l locking al the picture any longer, it was because the message was
in the way.

To: Mr. Stockhurst
From: Mr. Poge

I have a package in Danville that has to go out today. You may have to
explain yourself because I might not be able to get in touched with the
right people. The address is 24365 Saint James Terrace, and is to be

delivered 1o the Snowflower Lodge near your place. If the consignes is
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there, deliver even if you have to wake him up. If not, return the
package unopensed. [ senl a courier two days ago but haven't hear from
her since. Probably in a local bar pickup up truckers, didn't even call
back to quit. I've been trying to get in touch with this gay for five days,
bul never know just what he's doing or when, There's a bonus if you can
get me his work schedule.

Typlcal Poge message. Disguise dynamite as Christmas candy, wrap it up in tinsel,
and wet it off in some schluck's face. He'd been doing it to me for years.

"Danville” is the company's code-name for the old USSR, so picked because there
are 3o many Danvilles in the USA that it's inconspicuous; my target was a Russian,
probably former KGB.

I might have to explain myself; be prepared for the Russian o be hostile.

The pickup address was on "Saint James Terrace;" this Russian was posing as an
Englishman.

“Might not be able to get in towch with the right people;” the Russian had no known
ties 10 the current regime.

Return unopened if T can’t deliver; call immediately if he's skipped.

I may have to wake my consignee up; a sleeper, or in this context, @ deep cover
agent.

"Mever know what he's doing, or when;" the Russian may be free-lancing.

"Bonus (for) his work schedule.” If possible, find out what jobs he's done,

There were three important things about the agent he'd sent: a woman, she was
suppesed o pick up ber assignment in a bar, and she'd falled io make a scheduled call-in.
Mr. Poge also included a timetable when he was referring to her. "Probably in the bocal
bar picking up trecker, didn't even call back to quit,” is not a complete senience. Thase
who know, know o add a stretch factor to the next time reference. That next time
reference as "five days.” How much of a sireich factor is elsewhere in the briefing, in this
case the number of the pickup address: 24365,

24 and 365 are common numbers in counting time. 247 (24/7) is days to weeks, 24/
365 is days to years. This was vital. They'd been looking for this Russian for five years.
That was one year less than | had been living here, retired, In this line of work there is no
coincidence. That Russian had been sent after me.

But between the time he got his orders and the time he amived, the USSR collapsed.
Siuck without support, he put his orders on hold and setiled in. He made a place for
himself at the Snowflower Lodge and boosted his income by plying his trade. A profes-
sional killer can abways find work. Sometimes it even comes to him. After five years he'd
become nuisance enough that he had to be removed. That had been the girl's job, a job
that was now mine.

The job was defined in the key phrase "has to go.” [ was free to do whatever [ must,
including kill him on sight.

MNow, did I know an Englishman who came to this area five years before? Somebody
who wotked at the Snowflower Lodge and who like to pick up girls in bass?
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Put another way, who took ten dollars off me at pool the evening before? What
mechanic kept my four-wheel drive running? Did [ really know the man whe, at this
momeni and al my expense, was doing Heaven knew what o that bolipile I was planning
on driving?

Mo wonder she used the urgent danger signal. [was in boondong deep.

Six years, and I'd grown fat and lazy, Five of these years he'd been scouting me. He
was neither fat nor lazy. His free-agent field work kept him current. He was a turbo-
charged V-8, and [ was a rust-bucket in the salvage yvard. If [ took him on, it would be a
freak of the universe if I won. Not good odds.

Bt on the ather hand I'd spent 50 vears scouting me. [ knew me better than Ward
did, and | wasn't about to overrate myself. Didn't that give me some kind of advantage?
S0, what were my scouting reports on him?

He enjoyed fast cars and faster women. He was an expert at Trivial Pursuit, and he
loved little twists that upset other people’s logic. At bridge he would sooner claw his way
fo four hearts than breeze his way to six diamonds. Points earned in the lower suils were
1o him sins. Then there was that cocktail party game he invented. A line from a song is
coupled to the aame of the singer in onder 1o sugpest another song. "What is and isa't
mine,” by Dawn, comes out Sunrise, Sunset. Adding it up, I tried to get inside his head.

Where would | be, and what would [ do? [ looked out the window at the four-wheel-
drive, Ward was still under its hood. He had me under surveillance.

Well there was no way [ was going to touch that truck. It could rot. Unformunately,
unless [ was willing to borrow a car and make people ask questions, that trapped me in
lown.
Mo taxies. Mo buses served here except the twice-daily Greyhound, and ours isn't the
kind of town from which you walk. A mountain valley with one road going through it and
forests around, there's mo place to run to and no place fo hide. Mot from Ward. He got his
job at the Snowflower because he was a mountain climber. He had me in a box.

Yet | could sniff airholes.

A memory pushed forward from my training days, a statement from an old-timer.
*The car's best chance against the dog is 1o take the offensive. But it must sirike before
the dog bites." What were my fangs and claws?

Of course. The four-by, If Ward was going to use it against me, why not use it
againgt him? And if be wasa't, why nod use it anyway?

Ward knew that [ was with the company, and he was there when the girl made contact
with me. But if he'd interrogated her, he might believe that I'd not yet been briefed. He
killed her carefully. He as not the man to do anything hasty in front of witnesses. How to
persuade him (o keep thinking like that? IT was time 0 talk.

“Ward, wanl some more of my money 7™

"Abways. What's on your poor excuse for a mind?”

"I have to go over io Madison,” I lied. "Can you run it up to the lodge and back and
make sure its not acting up? You know hew cranky it can get.

“Which i won't do if you'll let me pull that computer carburetor and put in a proper
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throttle body injection.” He was good. If [ hadn’t had excellent information to the
contrary ['d have believed that he had nothing but & heart of pure gold. But the sequence
was there. The girl warned me, she picked him up, she went into the canal. One plus one
plus one.

“You'll be wanting it done right away, of course.” he speculated.

"By ten thirty. 1 have work piled up to last me that long, but then I'll want to get
going fast. [ want to be past the canyon before noon.” That was easy 1o believe. After-
noon lighting on that canyon road is a known cause of many accidents. Also that canyon
makes a marvelous ambush sight, and | wanted him to think on that. Why should he do
something in a harry that could attract atiention, when he could take care of it neatly and
walch it get blamed on my carélessness?

"Well,” he said, "if I'm to do it proper, 1] need dollars. 30. Cash. Up front.”

"Pirate!" I paried with the money and weni back inside. i was 16 miles io the lodge.
That should take him about 12 minutes. [ waited for five minutes after he was gone, and
picked up the phone.

“State Police? 1 want to report a stolen vehicle.”

‘There was no point in waiting 1o hear back from the police. 'Ward would think they
wiere pulling him over for speeding until it was too late for him to fight. They'd do the
jobe. I called the special number.

"Check the county jail. Grand theft auto. Hurry if you don't want him fo make bail.
If you can't take it from here, resign.”

Within an hour Wad was arrested. He was never arraigned.

I saw Ward (his real name was Yakov Strelnikov) a few more times, when | was
called in to help with his interrogation. How to put it? he was learning to cooperate?
Eventually he provided information that closed the cases on nine contract killings. But
that first night, he had a question for me.

"Why the cops? You never let anyone else do your work before.”

"After | saw what you did to a freshly trained young woman? I'm retired. What kind
of fool wauld I have to be not to take a waming like that?™

"There's more,” he shook his head. There was.

*Think. You were my pariner, and [ bid seven clubs. You upped if to seven hearts,
and we went down two." He nodded; 1 continued.

"I learned something that night. You like it head 10 head. Maybe if you'd let me have
my seven clubs, vou would've learned something about me.

"I'll take the wind and not worry about how I get it,”

Ileft an hour later. He hadn't sabotaged the four-by-four. Paying careful sttention to
the traffic laws, [ went back to my retirement as agent-in-place for the company.
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The Seedling

Monday

The postman's beat-up blue and while jeep swing around the carner right on sched-
ule. He reached my tilting gray mailbox with the faded numbers just &s I finished the end
of last night's joint and was headed toward ihe radio to tum op the volume. 1 pushed open
the flimsy screen door and it was snatched by a gust and clattered against the stucco wall.
Siepping quickly, | wrapped my shawl around me tighter and jumped back inside 1o avoid
the blustering March wind that carried the tingle of sea salt and the tang of fishermen.

Plenty of room
At the Hotel California
What a nice surprise . . .

With the music playing loudly I sifted through the days junk mail. As ] hummed, a
letter slipped through my fingers to the floor. [ got very few personal litters — so 1
quickly stopped down to pick it up. [ felt the thick, crinkly white paper and looked at the
omate scrawl, and a click went off in my head. It was time, of course, for The Letter.

I walked to the window and brushed away a cobweb 1o get a better view of the
moming sea — furbulent and energetic, dotied with white caps from the strong wind., [
looked down at the handwriting of my name and address: "Sandy McKinley, 41 Beach
5t., Los Playas, Calif.,” and iried to decipher the aititude of the writer. The letier was
always from Other; Dad never wrote. Men of his generation and sensibility seldom wrote
anything but business letters. I'd only heard his voice in the last seven yeas.

Inside the envelope | found the usual check — for many years pow, our only commu-
nication. This time was different though; a real letter was enclosed and the check was for
a larger amount, (oo, Al first when they started sending these checks 1 had felt guilty
about taking the money, but I'd long since realized it kept me alive.

Opening the onion skin stationery | found these lines:

Dear Sandy:

How are you? Your father and [ are fine. He sends his love. He is busy with the
new plant, they're pulting it up by Des Moines. It's going to be a pretty one. They will
make gears there. 1 am busy on the hospital addition fund drive. We've got to raise §1
millioa. It takes a lot of my Hme.

The extra money is for your birthday. Spend it on something nice.

Laove, Mother
P.5. Floffy misses youo!
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I laughed and thought of Fluffy, my white, long-haired self-centered cat. Mo, Fluffy
didn't miss me.

"She sure writes poetic letters,” | said alowd, smiling. "Ad least she writes.” 1
wondered if they missed me. It had been hell living at home during high school and only
mildly better during scheol breaks when [ was going to college

My birthday — God! | had forgotten all about it. [ had gotten to the point where |
couldn't remember my exact age without subtraction. [ mean, who cares? [ glanced at the
calendar. My birihday was Saturday, [ was going io be 29. Jesus.

I sat down on the sofa and though of the previous binhday: at 13, clean and fresh-
faced, smiling and blowing out candles. | was a fuller figure in a tighter sweater at 16,
glancing nervously around the table a5 [ opened presents. By 19 1 was a Califomia
woman who had discovered sandy beaches, marijuana, Vietnam, and bralessness. A1 211
ate magic mushrooms on my birthday, at the commune off campus and made my own
celebration firework on the inside of my eyelids.

Mow, af 29, it seemed so far away and yet, as | looked around, much of it was still
with me. My closet held the same gauze blouses, activist t-shirts, and madras skirts from
those trippy college days, even though | had swom off hallucinogens long ago. My hair
wis still in the same bushy style, though now the dark brown was highlighted by the sun
from too many hours at the beach. My friends were still the same, a litle older, mellower
perhaps, but otherwise the same.

I stretched my arms and yawned at the moming outside. | looked around my small
cottage, Bakin gin evervthing.

"G, it’s cramped in bere. And must and damp.” I threw open a couple of windows
and the wind blew everything around in the room. [ had to close them again. | circled the
room, looking at my habitat with a newly critical eye.

“Maybe ii's iime to move. ['ve lived here for almost six years — and certainly no
improvements can be made to this rabbit hole.” 1 paused, cocked my head, and with my
hands on my hips, kicked the worn carpet with my toe, and went for a walk on the beach.

Tuesday

Blinded by the moming sun, | pedaled my old bicycle that was stripped of ils charac-
ter by the elements and age up the hill behind my coltage. The cottage was sandwiched
between many other small gayly-painted houses with a minimum of lawn space and a
maximum of ocean view. The cottages had originally been planned as summer vacation
houses, their front yards planted in easy-care low-flowering plants and bushes. Today
they bloomed in blug and purple.

At the top of the hill I turned left toward the bank where I planned to cash the check.
Rounding the second corner 1 heard someone called my name.

"Sandy? Sand-eee! Here—over here!”

I braked my bike abruptly and planted one fool on the curb. Across the street [ saw a
slim girl in jeans and tailored jacket running toward me, her shoulder-length brown hair
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shining and bouncing. 1 merely looked at her a2 [ did not recognize her, She was out of
breath when she ran up (o me.

"Jezzie? | muttered very low, staring at her.

"Of course it's me. How have you been? You look great — just the same as always,”
Jessie grinned and her predty, dark feature lit up her face.

"God, Jessie, its been — what — at least six years since ['ve seen you. ['d never have
recognized you!" Iwas still sitting dumbfounded on my bike, my patched skirt dragging
on the curb.

*I haven’t been around here for a long time. Not since [ graduated—*

"Wt a minute!™ 1 grabbed her arm, then quickly withdrew. "We bath got kicked out
after the riot and the busts—"

"I know, but they let me back in the year afier. | only had one semesier to go — same
as you, right? So [ graduated and ['ve been working in a library up in Oregon. You'd love
it up there. Have you ever been to Bend?"

“Mo,” | said, I'd never even been (o Oregon.

“Well, anyway, I'm back to come to an alumni honors week. Image them pickup me?
If they only knew how we almost burnt down the Ad. Building! I remember you —
standing up to that state policeman, right before all hell broke loose!™ Jessie (alked
excitedly, remembering those days. [ examined my toes.

*Yeah,” [ smiled, remembering too. “Those were great times, huh? Then we all got
shoved into a paddy wagon — didn't you get knocked on the head by a cop?®

"Oh, yeah,” jessie said, "I'll never forget that. But I don't hold it against the police-
men — they were just doing what they had 1o, [ guess.”

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

"Ii was so long ago, Sandy. How can you siill be angry about something that hap-
pened seven years ago?”

"Well," I paused, a little embarrassed by my outburst, "it seemed to be important then.

*Then."

"Yeah, | guess s0.” | tried 1o change the subject. "Say, why don't you come over and
see everybody tonight? We'll have a party like the old days! Chuck's still here, and Al,
MaryAnn, Cindy, everybody!™

"I don't know, Sandy. IU's greal seeing you — but you're different from them. 1dont
think I'd have anything in common with those guys any mose.

I was taken aback. How could she think [ was different from my friends? They
thought was — well — unthinkable! I just stared at Jessie.

"Actually,” she said, "I'm a litle surprised you're still hanging arcund with them.
Why don't you come up and see me in Oregon?™ She scribbled down her address and
Eave it to me.

*Oh, 1 doubt if | could ever afford it," I said, glancing at the strange address.

"Well, sometime, maybe. I hope you do. I've gotta go. Great to see you! She ran off
as she had come, leaving me siiting on my old bike.
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1 pushed off from the curb, almest lesing my old sandal. [ glanced back in Jessie's
direction but she had gone.

Wednesday

"Moming!" | called 1o Chuck and Louise as [ entered the shop, rying to sound
cheerful. Usually coming into the dark, Eastern wiorld of the head shop cheered me up,
but today 1 felt like | was buried in wet cement and could only wiggle my toes.

Chuck waved from his leather-tooling bench where he was working on a belt. Louise
came oul from the back room with some chamomile tea.

"Here, you look like you need this to soothe you today. Something heavy™ Louise
could see right through me. Sometimes I loved her for it.

We sat down among the plants by the front window on straw mats. [ stared at my
dirty Indian print skirt and cradled the cup of steaming tea.

", Louise, you know sometimes you feel like, like . . . like immobile inside? Like
you're solid inside when you want to be liquid?® I tried to melt my intides with the tea.

"Yeah, I guess,” she replied, puzzled, but trying 1o read me. "Like when you don't
koo exactly what's hassling vou but you kiow something is?*

"Sort of." [ tried to cheer up. Talking to Louise usually did that but now only the fea
felt right.

Louise wen! back to work as a few customers came in. [ sat for a few minutes longer.
Not coming up with any mood-elevating thoughts, | set down my cup and started dusting
candles on the side of the store.

Music was playing on the turmtable. I dusted an orange-scented candle as Linda
Ronstadt sang.

Southern California, that's as blue as a girl could be,
Blue as the deep bluc sea. ..

I need your golden-gated ciies ke a hole in my head,
Like & hole in my head, P'm free ...

I brushed off a whole row of candles with one swipe of my dusi rag.

Let the springlime begin . . .
I have wasted too much time
Tust 1o sing you this sand song . . .

The smell of the shop's incense began piercing my nose, | mrmed my back 1o the
candles. Louise stood, her long blonde hair streaming to her waist, dusting water pipes
behind the counter. Jerking my head | saw Chuck bending over a t-shirt where he had just
printed "Dy it in the Dir."

1 began to gasp for air, as if all the dust in my rag suddenly had caoght in my throat.
My ears were ringing, [ felt hot, buning. I stumbled, still gasping, twward the door,
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mumbling something to Louise. 1 bursi open the door and ran ouiside into the sunshine
stopping only for a moment before running into the park across the street.

"I've never been claustrophobic before,” I gasped, heaving breaths on the park bench.
"Whal's come over me lately?”

I looked down at my familiar clothes and got a whiff of body edor. 1 tilted my head
back 1o get some fresh air. [ relaxed and calmed down, and tried to examine my past.

For the past six years or 5o [ had lived in the cottage, worked in Chuck and Lovise's
head shop, gone to the beach, gone to parties, and had about four different lovers, none of
which [ had at present.

"And never looked at my state of mind."

I though of all the devices I'd used 1o cloud my thoughts: the tranquil beach that put
me into a natural trance, the marijuana 1 used to help me sleep, the parties with more dope
and more music (o soothe, the mystical head shop with its rows of unreality.

I felt disgusted but uncertain. My friends enjoyed and seemned (o thrive on their
lifestyle. I had seemingly thrived too — for a good many years.

Thursday

I stopped in front of Chris” and Beth's house, looking at the pink and purple sunset
before going in to the gathering. A lone sailboat glided on the day's last breezes. 1 thought
of being on il, going to South America, | though of Jessie's Oregon, and the many places
I'd never been.

I thought of Ilinods, of Mother. And of Dad and the last time 1 had seen him: in the
jail, where he stood looking so frightened, after bailing me out. 'We had marched by
chanting, our fisis defiantly high. God, why hadn't | stopped? | lowered my head and
reloctantly walked up the flagstones 1o the houss,

Actually, [ had been looking forward to this party. I loved getting together with my
friends — we did it oficn.

Chris was a chef al a local chowder house — his specially was the creamy clam
chowder the tourists adored. Beth made custom clothes and sold them at a local store.
They had lived together since we all lived at the commune. They were old friends, as
were Sheryl, Bob, Cindy, Louse, Chuck, MaryAnn, Freddie, Al, and Fritzie. A big bowl of
chowder was waiting for all of us as we arrived and sat on the floor, slurping and sipping.

Fritzie sat down next to me and told me about her new puppy, 2 brown mutt. The dog
loved the beach, she said, burying bones in the sand, snapping at the waves, jumping at
gulls.

"You know, the beach — the ocean — are so spiritual. They're alive, yet they give
you life. They're so eternal,” Fritzie mused, her dark curly hair unruly around her neck. "1
really couldn't live anywhere but by the ocean, and especially on Califomia beaches,
They're so charismatic, so dynamic. You know what [ mean?

I nodded as I looked at Fritzie sideways, knowing she was sinceére. 1 knew what she
meant, I'd had those same feelings both during my longing teenage years in lilinois and
when I fimally moved to California for college. [ spent days just walking up and down the
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beach, drinking in the sunlight, feeling the smooth grittiness under my feet and between
iy toes. It was spiritual even now, though much of the magic kad worn off. [ pictured
myself in the old days: long tan legs in cutoffs with a bikini top, jumping wildly to spike
the volleyball, and later pensively staring at the pounding surf.

Al zat down and began sipping his chowder. He was tanned even in March from
working outside painting boats. His wavy, light brown hair was pulled into a ponytail and
his warm blue eyes reminded me of the ocean — and what we shared last summer.

“How ya doin'?" Al asked me, glancing up from the spoon at his lips.

"Okay." 1 admired his clean blue workshirt and the muscles undemeath, 1 still felt
something for him, but strangely never though of him when he was out of sight.

*Bonnie and 1 are having some folks over Saturday, Will you come?”

“Sure,” While the thought of him and Bonnie still wasn't comforable in my head, |
knew none of us had ties to one another. 1 quashed the emotion and scraped my chowder
baorrl.

*Samrday’s my birthday,” [ said suddenly and wished immediately | hadn't.

"Mo kidding?™ All looked at me brighily, making my lonely heart pound. “Well, we'll
have a real celebration then! I've got some great coke I've been saving for the right
occasion . . "

1 grimaced, but I'd known he'd make a big deal out of my birthday. Maybe [ wanted it
... No, [ didn't, I though, and kicked myself menially. Now I'd be expecied.

I leaned back and surveyed the group. 1 had good feelings about all of themn; [ felt
comfortable here on the g surrounded by my friends, rmy family. On most days [ would
let that feeling of fellowship flow through me, swestening my spirit, but today it had a
sour fringe o it. I sighed, 1felt bored and useless here, too, like I had ane it a thousand
times before. My friends looked too familiar, too comfortable, like my old womn nag.

My mind felt so clear, $o alert, | imagined pins poking into me, and I noticed no one
had sent a joint around yet. 1 drank some wine and listened to and looked at my friends
like they were strangers. | heard all the conversations in the room at once. I'd seen them
all before and heard their words a thousand times. 1 gulped down the rest of my wine.

Friday

Birds hopped on the grass in front of me as [ sat on the park bench in the sunshine.
The warmth helped me think; it felt like years of cobwebs were belng swepl away. A
block away I could see the small store front of Chuck and Louise's shop; it looked tidy and
secure. Louise came oul with a broom and swept the front step. She didn't see me — 1
was too far away.

I got up and walked past Chris's chowder house where tourists and locals mingled
ower their mutual pleasures. Their faces looked happy as they hunched over steaming
bowls of soup.

Down the hill I passed Fritzie in the gallery and admired the pottery and copper
sculptures for a moment. Fritzie didn't see me; she was busy with & customer and I moved
away.
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Al the marina Al was indistinguishable from a group of about ten painters working on
the bottom of a tugboat, A new coat of blue was going over the old dull gray of the
“Mlssy B."

A cloud passed over the sun as [ reached the beach. For a moment the sand looked
cold and white like snow, the sea looked like churning fce, gray and forbidding, and the
dunes seemed to go on forever with no shadows to mark them. I shivered. The sun came
out again and touched everything with its gold fingers; | was strangely reassured,

T walked near the surf for a while then sat down to be hyprotized by the rumble of the
waves. [ pulled my skirt up and buried my legs in the warm sand. | patted the sand
smaooth until my legs disappeared. The ocean kept flowing. Sandpipers darted among the
waves, searching poking. My toes wiggled involuntarily and cracked the smooth surface,
liberating my legs. | picked up a handful of sand and sprinkled a path all the way bome.

Saturday

The birthday dawned early and [ was up to see it. Istood at my window entranced by
the new sun: [is glory, its splendos, its brilliant, quiet colors. [ts energy charged me like a
direct circuit.

I tisrmed and faced my small, drab coltage. A ratty sofa and chalr furnished the square
living room, while a tiny round table and chair grace the hallway — the kitchen. None of
it was mine; it had come with the house.

In the bedroom a rickely single bed stood against one wall and a multitude of pictures
hung everywhere. One by one I took them dewn 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
charcoal of the grassy dunes for one of mine — I'd forgotien which one. Freddie gave me
his pastel of the breakers for a Christmas present — [ think he gave everybody one that
year. A small oil by Bob, a real antisi, was my masterpiece. He had painted a fisherman
on his boat and captured the hard-working, free spirit of the man. [ stacked them all
carefully, reverently, in a pile.

I took out the one suitcase | owned — an old leather and straw-faced one that had
long since lost its handle. [ put the anwaorks of my friends inside and covered them with a
pair of jeans and a sweater. A jacket was also put in, and an ancient pair of boots.

Changing into my denim skirt and Mexican embroidered blouse, [ slipped on my old
Indian sandals, shut the case, and carried it into the living room. [ felt like a farmer who
muzt abandon his field because the soil is worn oul. He loves the land, it has fed and
nuriured him, but he no longer wanis or needs iL.

I also felt a power within me, growing — like the farmer's seedlings. It filled me with
anticipation and hope, like the fecling of rencwal in the spring's rains. [ felt a glow from
the inside somehow. 1 knew the best was yet to come

On an old drawing pad I scrawled a message in charcoal to Lovise, saying "I have to
go.” lasked her to split my things with the group and give away the rest to the Salvation
Army. [wrote down the address of my parents for her.

With my suitcase under my arm, [ looked around my tiny abode one last time. [
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sighed. [was happy to be rid of it, but remembered the good times, too.

1 opened the flimsy screen door and it slammed belligerently one last time. The
March wind whipped my skint around my knees as [ stepped out the gate.

Catching my breath, I jumped, then ran down the street. It was my birthday and | was
going home.




Joe DeYoung

The Glass Eye

"L gotit, I got it!" we all yelled. It was just a game we used o play, whenever
grandpa fell asleep and his glass eye popped oul. Every time he fell asleep in his chair, his
head would drop until his chin hit his chest, then it would happen. He glass eye would
pop out and kit the floar, It was a big challenge to see who could get it first as it rolled
across the room. It usually went under a chair or table which made it harder to get.

On rainy days, we would just sit around acting like we were doing something else, 50
grandpa wouldn't know we were waiting for him to fall asleep. As soon as his head would
start for his chest, we all turned around and got ready to jump for the eye.

We had a lot of fun playing this game, until grandpa died. It just wasn't the same on
rainy days without grandpa's glass eye. We tried playing games like hid-and-seck or tag,
but there just wasn't the challenge that we had chasing that eye. Things were getling
pretty dull around the house without grandpa, but then ane day, things changed.

Dad was out in the garage working on his car with a grinder trying to get rid of some
rust spots o he could repaint it ‘We were in the house playing tag at the time, when we
heard a loud scream. Mom got out there first and she wouldn't et us see what had
happened. All she said was that dad had hurt himself and she was going to take him to the
hospital. ‘Well, she did and we didn't see dad for a few weeks, He finally came home
though, and he had a brand new, shiny, glass eve!

Adter that, things got back to normal around the house, almost that is. Dad didn't fall
asleep like grandpa, but for the first few months we used to follow him around the house,
waiting for him to bump into something. [t was more fun that waiting for grandpa to fall
asleep, cause you never knew when dad would bump into something and his cye would
pop oul. It was more of a challenge 100, You never knew which way it was going 1o go.

After a while we got tired of chasing his ye, and found other games to lay, like
chasing cats with our bikes or throwing rocks at birds. This kept us busy until be got into
high school. We found new things to do then, but none of them ever compared (o our
childish game with the eye.

When we grew up and got out of college, we all went our separate ways, My brothers
and sisters got married and had kids of their own. Ya know, sometimes [ wish [ had gotten
married and had kids too. Especially when [ have to crawl around every time this damn
glass eye falls out,




Gwen Smith Bergman

Covered By His Wings

The driver jumped in beside me and slammed the door shut. He shifted into first
gear and the ambulance moved forward, slowly ai first, and then rapidly picked up speed.
He flipped a switch and the low drone of the siren echoed inside the cab, gradually
increasing its volume o a deafening scream. 1 could see the flashing red light reflecting
on the hood in front of us, its pulsating rhythm almost keeping time with the urgent voice
of the white clad amendant in the rear of the ambulance as he counted, *One, two, three,
four, five, one, two, thres, four, five, one, two..” Endlessly he counted the strokes of his
hand as he pressed the chest wall of his patient in sharp rhythmic thrusts, simulating her
heartbeats. On the count of five [ could hear the sudden burst of oxygen through the mask
held 1o her face by the other attendant.

1 glanced back to see if there was any sign of life, but could see only the attendants
kneeling over her.

The static of the CB radio crackled above the roar of the engine. The driver picked up
the speaker. "We're bringing in a fifteen year old female. The name is Nannette

"D you have her vitals?™ the vaice on the radio asked.

"Megative. Code blue,” he replied. Then he turned to me. What did you say ks wrong
with your daughter?”

*She has lopus.”

*She has what?"

"Lupus. Systemic lupus erythematosus.”

He repeated the information into the speaker, and then added, "Estimated arrival time,
ten minules,”

"It's a twenty minute drive to town,” | reminded him.

"Yes, | know, but we'll go fast,” he explained.

I sat nervously as [ watched the needle of the speedometer creep toward the 100 mark
and then hover there as we streaked past scattered stores and houses along the desent
highway. Cars pulled hurriedly to the side of the road and stopped to let us pass, a blur of
red and white light glowing in the early evening darkness.

My chest felt tight, like there was 2 big chunk of lead inside where my heart had been,
and every muscle trembled with apprehension. I could not speak, and now and then a
violeni sob escaped my throat.

"She'll be all right,” the driver assured me, touching me lightly on the arm. But deep
down inside 1 knew he was wrong. For I had seen her stop breathing: had seen her eyes
grow lifeless and her body limp. Still, there must be hope; he conld be right. Andsol
prayed, half alowud, "Oh, God, please help her! Don't let her die! Please God.”

Minutes seemed 1o streich into hours; time was suspended in slow motion, as we
hurtled down the highway at top speed, screaming our way through the traffic
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Finally we slowed and turned into the emergency entrance at the hospital. The
ambulance came to a halt beside the building and [ jumped from the cab ahead of the rest.
1 ran through the doorway and down the hall to the nearest telephone where | found a
woman standing there chattering casually into the mouthpiece.

“May I please use the phone? This is an emergency!® [ asked as politely as [ could,

She turned and glared ai me. "Of course you may, after P'm finished,” she snapped,
and then continued talking.

“Please! Let me use the phone! My daughier's dying. I have to call my husband," 1
pleaded.

She wmed towand me again, and her arrogance faded into astonishment, “Well...why,
all right...ves...of course. "Goodbye, Il call you later.” and she hung up and stepped
aside.

My hands were irembling ioo badly to find the number in the iclephone book and dial
it, but by now the hospital receptionist had come to where [ stood, and [ asked her to help
me find the number. She diated it for me, and then stood close beside me as | waited for
an answer. My husband, Ted, was away on & business trip to Washington, D.C., and I did
not know exactly how to reach him. But miraculously, enly minutes before Man had
suddenly stopped breathing, Don, Ted's friend and co-worker, had called me to say that he
had just spoken to Ted on the phone, He had told me the number of Ted's motel in
Washington "in case you need to reach him," he had said, How could he have known that
in less than an hour we would be caught on the very doorstep of death, irationally
desperate to tell Ted what was happening and to come home — NOW. And so it was
Don’s number (hat we had dialed, realizing that in my haste [ had left the scrap of paper
bearing the number of Ted's motel on the desk at home.

“Hella?™

“Hello, Don? This is Gwen. Listen, will you please call Ted and tell him to get home
right now! We just brought Nannetie in to the hospital, [don't know if she's alive or not."

“Well...ah, sure...okay!™ he stammered with surprise.

“Thanks, Don. | have to go! Bye!" I quickly hung up the receiver and hurried back
to the emergency room where I found the doctor and ambulance attendants standing idly
beside the sill form on the examining table, | heard the quiet voice of one of the atten-
dants as he spoke.

“Well, her pupils were already dilated when we gol there,” he said, and [ knew
immediately that we had lost the race. Our daughter Nannette, was dead.

Almost a year has passed since that terrible night, and yet every details stands out in
my mind as though it were yesterday. 'Will [ ever forget the paralyzed feeling of unbelief
that gripped me as [ saw her take her last breath? Or the desperate moments when her
older sister, Roxanne, and 1 tried giving her mouth to mouth resuscitation and cardia
massage until [ could see we needed professional help, and left Roxi to continue while [
phoned the nearest fire department and ambulance? Or how the firemen had lost their
way trying to locate our house in the unmapped desert? But, more than all that, will I ever
forget how God seemed to soften each shattering blow with His tender assurance ™. . . low,
I am with you always® (Matthew 28:20). Throughout the months of Nannette's illness, on
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the night of her death, and during the months since then 1 have sensed a gentle peace that
comes from knowing beyond a doubt that God is still in control "He will cover you with
his feathers, and under His wings you will find refuge . . " (Psalm 91:4).

Probably the most devastating experience a mother could ever endure is the loss of a
child. Nannetle was a part of my very flesh, and for fifteen years 1 had nurtured ber, held
her, counseled her in becoming the gracious, loving voung woman thal she was growing
inte. Could this really be happening to me? Surcly not! We are merely an average
family, living in an average house with very ordinary life style. And death and disease are
50 foreign — surely they've got the wrong house! Surely this could not kappen to ME?
Oh, death came awfully close last year, when the teenage son of a friend died of leukemia,
but could the same thing be happening to me? Yes, I'm afraid it could . . . and it did.

When did this all begin anyway? Ir's hard to put my finger on the exact beginning,
for this disease is a sly enemy that sneaks up on its prey from behind, unnoliced. Only
five months before her death Man had realized that her ankles were swollen every evening;
a rather minor problem, or so we thought. We decided that it was probably the result of so
much strenuous marching in the band at school; surely it would go away in due time, a8
she prew more accustomed to marching. And so we ignored it. Nan was a healthy, happy
girl; a sophomore in high school, with long copper colored hair that hung to her waist, a
few rusty freckles marching across her nose, warm bloe eyes, and a thin silver-colored
retain wire across her front teeth, punctuating her gentle, easy smile. Man was a good
student and she enjoyed the closeness of several special fricnds at church and at school
alike. Unlike many teenagers of fifteen, boys had not yet fully come into the pictare, and
Mannette’s idea of a perfect day was one spent atl home sewing or puttering in the kitchen,
baking hememade bread or rying out a new recipe she had clipped from a magazine. So
why worry about swollen ankles?

Mevertheless, when we noticed that the swelling was not going away, and in fact she
wias also waking up in the momings with puffy evelids, we finally grew concemed enough
to take her to see a doclor. After a thorough examination and extensive blogd and urine
tests, the doctor put her in (he hospital for a week's observation. He told us that she was
suffering from severe kidney damage caused by systemic lupus erythematosus — a rather
mysterious name fof &n even mofe mysienious disease.

We were baffled by all the foreign words we were hearing; what did it all mean? One
of the first things we did was to borrow all the medical books and journals we could get
our hands on, to try to gain a better understanding of what it was we were up against.

(Our local doctor was somewhat reluctant to loan us the books we requested, but when we
took her to a specialist 3 week later at 5 large university medical center, he and his staff
were extremely helpful in spending time discussing the disease with us, in loaning their
medical textbooks to us, and in seeing that pertinent pages were copied for us to take
home.)

We were surprised to learn that lupus (SLE or LE) is not really a new disease, even
though few people have ever heard of it. It has been known since 1828 when it was first
described as a skin disorder (diseoid lupus); in its mildest form it affects primarily the skin
of the face, causing a crusty rash. In more recent years, however, physicians have
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discovered that it can also affect other systems of the body (systemic lupus), with its most
serious form damaging vital internal organs. For some reason it seems to affect young
females more ofien than any other group.

It is believed that lupus is a condition in which the body develops immunities or an
allergic reaction to its own cells. In Nannetie's case, her natural antibodies that would
nermatly fight foreign cells, bacteria, and viruses, were destroying her own kidney tissue,
or, as [ explained to her, they had forgotten who the enemy was, and were fighting her
own good body cells.

The cause of lupus is unknown, although it seems to be somehow related to excessive
sun exposure of to certain drugs. It also seems to be more commen in some families with
a predisposition to collagen (connective tissue) disease, such as arthritis. Since many of
the symploms of lupus resemble other diseases it is often misdiagnose; mild cases may go
entirely unnoticed.

In looking over the long list of possible symptoms of lupus, we could readily identify
many that Nannette had had for years, but they seemed to common, whe could have
guessed that they were warning signals? She had never really regained her strength and
normal weight after a bout with mononucleosis in sixth grade. She tended to have canker
sores in her mouth much of the time, and hangnails, as well as a low grade, unexplained
fever on occasion. All of this seemed rather unimportant at the time — certainly nothing
to be alarmed about. 1 had read that many leenagers go through periods of rapid growth
when their energy level is low; 1 had decided that would explain Mannente's lack of energy.
Even theugh she dearly loved to cook, it seemed strange to me that she ate so little herself,
hardly enough to keep 2 bird alive. How long had she had lupus? That's impossible to
say. In retrospect, P'm convinced that it was lurking in the shadows for many years before
it finally reared its ugly head 1o launch an all-out battle.

From the beginning the doctors were guarded in their prognosis, although they did
seem oplimistic that with intensive therapy her condition should be brought into remission
with about six months. With the aggressive use of steroid drugs, lupus is no longer the life
threatening disease that it once was. One author estimate that 95% of lupus patients were
still alive after thres years, so we felt oplimistic too. 'We explained 1o Nannette that some
patients die of lupus, but that we didn't expect her to die from it.

Yet, deep down inside, from the beginning, I had gnawing doubts about the sutcome.
For some reason [ could not must much enthusiasm, and when people asked me how she
was doing, my answer was often pessimistic. How our hearts ached at the thought of our
daughter caught in the clutches of this unseen enemy that was eating away at the very
fibers of her life.

Then came the age old question: Why US? Why Nannette? As Roxi pointed out one
day, we were not a family that took God lightly; we took time out every day to thank Him,
to praise Himn for his blessings. Had we not acknowledged His presence in our lives
adequately? What had we done to deserve this? From the beginning I could sense that
this was not a punishment that God was meting out on us, but rather an opportunity to
shower His blessings on us, an don others through us. There were lessons to be learned
through this experience, and we determined t learn them one day at a time. Through those

Orpheus/®9


https://en1husia.sm

Gwen Smith Bergman

bleak months that lay ahead, two phrases seemed to form in my mind and then stay there:
"Think about WHAT IS, not WHAT [F," and "Don’t spoil TODAY by worrying about
TOMORROW." As a result, we were sble to concenirale on cach day as an end in itself;
to énjoy Manneite for as long a5 we had left, and to revel in the blessings of each single
day. One day aswe were waiting in the outer office of the kidney specialist, we noticed a
young couple sitiing across the room, holding on their lap a young boy suffering from a
grotesquely enlarged head. No doubt he had been born that way, er at least it had prob-
ably been present most of his life. We went away with hearts full of compassion for that
young couple, and praise to God for allowing us at least fifteen normal years with
Mannette.

Man's treatment included large does of prednisone and a low sodium diet to minimize
fluid retention. She was also instructed to limit her calories, since prednisone would tend
to increase both her appetite and the buildup of body fat. From the beginning Nannetie
took an active interest in her treatment, and assumed full responsibility for remembering
to take the medication regularly, This in itself was a relief to the rest of us, since we knew
we could trust her to follow through with the treatment without supervision at school and
at other times when we were nod there (o remind her. Her fascination with cooking proved
to be an asset also, and she began devoling her spare time to the creation of interesting low
sodium foods. We also made it a practice to eliminate salt from all foods served 1o the
entire family so that nothing was served that she could rot eat along with the rest of us.
We were surprised to find how tasty many foods an be without salt, especially frozen
vegetables served with a squeeze of lemon.

From the beginning of her illness we were templed (o overprotect Nannette; the
doctors and medical books alike wamed os that in her condition even a mild cold or
infection could be very serious. We thought about keeping ber home from school and
church, away from the germs that lurked around every comer among her friends and
classmates. After considerable thought, kowever, we decided that it would be unrealistic
and demoralizing to her to do that. If she were io remain the well-adjusted, happy
individual that she was, then she would have to be allowed 10 live as normally as pessible
within that real world. So it was a conscious chodce that we made, to aliow her o con-
tinue to attend school, church, ball games, slumber parties, youth retreats, and the full
gamul of teenage activities. And as a resultl, Nannette's life was really not unlike that of
her friends, except thal she took a handful of little white pills every few hours, and there
were centain foods she had to steer clear of. Basically her life was full and vibrant and she
remained a cheerful, normal tesnager plagued by the usual concerns of getting her
homework dene on time, deciding whal to wear, and trying to convince her mother that it
wouldn't make her 100 tired to stay up and watch the ending of "Gone With the Wind® on
television. Her cheerful determination was an inspiration to all of us, and we grew 1o
appreciate each other more and more as time wWore Of.

Mow and then, however, a problem would arise that would stop us short. One that
seemed to repeat itself often was the growing embarrassment Nannetie began to feel about
her physical appearance. The medication was unaveidably causing fluid retention and her
face took on & full, rounded look; her weight increased considerably, and she became more
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and more limited to the number of clothes she could fit into. Fellow students and even
some of her closes friends would make jokes and culting remarks about her weight gain,
Often she would arrive home in tears. On one such occasion, she reported that a boy
called out to her has she passed, "Hey, whatcha doin’, storin’ up for winter?”

How my heart ached for her, and there was nothing 1o do but hold her close and cry
with her. Deep down inside, | hated that boy, whoever he was, but then my hatred melted,
and I said, "0h, Nan, try to forgive him; he doesn't know how sick you are.”

MNothing could be done 1o lessen the swelling of her face, but I decided the time had
come (o do something about the rest of this problem. One afterncon [ ook her shopping
10 buy a few new clothes that would fit her properly for the time until her condition would
be under control and she would resume her normal slender shape. The shopping trip in
itself proved to be a great boose to her morale, and the clothes helped her 1o once more
feel acceptable and attractive. She wrote 2 letter to her cousins that afternoon that warms
my heart every time | read it:

Deear Karen, Harold, Beck, Jon, and Sharon,

Wow! What a way to start a letter!

You must excuse my writing as my hand is shaking tonight. 1 want to thank you for
your prayers. | am often depressed and it's a comfort 1o know so many are praying for
...

I had a really net day today...At noon, mom picked me wp. She took off work and we
went shopping. | bought two pairs of pants and two new tops. Then we went home...1
baked a pumpkin and an apple pie. That's my kind of day!

Lave,
Man

As her letter deseribes, ghe aleo began having difficulty with muscle coordination;
wriling was often very tedious and the results were almost illegible. One day the tele-
phone rang; it was Nannete telling me she had missed the school bus home,

I was having 30 much trouble writing, but the teacher made me stay anyway 'til [ had
finished writing my essay, and by then the bus had gone.” 1 could tell she was crying, and
my muscles tensed atl the unfaimess of it all.

As weeks wore on, Nan also began complaining that she was finding it more and
mare difficult to concentrate in class. "Its like they're talking in a whole new language;
the words are ones I know I've heard before, but 1 don't understand them. They don’t
mean anything to me," she explained. We recalled reading in the textbooks that it is often
difficult to differentiate in lupus patients between drug-induced mental disorders (that is,
resulting form the medication) and actual central nervous system invelvement of the
disease itself. In either case, we were beginning to see personality changes in our daugh-
ter that we had never seen before: moodiness, depression and discouragement (not all that
uncommen in any iliness), but also a diminishing capacity for understanding abstract
ideas, such as those presented 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 to inform the teachers of her condition. Until now, all they
knew was that she had missed two weeks of school during the time she was in the hospi-
tal. The rest, I'm sure, had been passed around as hearsay in the faculty room. The fact
that she rarely missed a day of school and seemingly was maintaining a normal routine
was actually working against her in the situations where she was physically and mentally
unable to keep up. With this in mind, we composed the following letter and mailed a copy
i each of her teachers:

Diear teacher:

A few months ago we learned that Nannette has a disease called Systemic Lupus
Erythematosus, more commonly called SLE or just Lupus. At this point it has damaged
her kidneys and is causing swelling of her face and ankles, & well as a number of other
problems. This illness is noncommunicable and is one she will probably always have, Iis
cause is unknown. Hopefully, it will bé under control in several months.

Since some of its symptoms may interfere with her school work, we felt it might be
helpful to mention them 1o you so that you will be aware of the problems she is having

Oceasionally the medication she must take causes her hands to shake and she is
unable to concentrate. Her handwriting hen becomes quite tedious and sometimes
illegible. As a result she feels somewhat frustrated in trying to keep up in class.

MNannette also has occasional severe joint pains (knees, ankles, and shoulders) and
abdominal paing, 8o she i somewhat limited ia physical activities. Also, since Lupus
seems to be aggravated by excessive exposure to the sun, the doctor has recommended
that she avoid it whenever possible.

We hope this will not change your expectations of her in the classroom, since we feel
she will be able to manage quite well most of the time. However, when these symptoms
do interfere, we hope you will understand, and give her an extra world of encouragement.

Thank you for your help
Sincerely,
Mr. & Mrs. Ted Bergman

At the semester break we decided that Nannetie was under too much pressure at
school, and we finally talked her into dropping biology. She was reluctant to do this,
afraid that it would set her back so far that she would be unable to graduate with her
friends when that time came. But it was a great relief to ber to be fre¢ of the complex and
time-consuming homework that had plagued her evenings. Next on the firing line was
geometry; it, too, posed a great problem 1o all of us — 1o her because she found it increas-
ingly difficult to comprehend, and 1o us, because we were forced more and more 1o help
her night after night to solve essentially the same problems. There seemed to be no carry-
over of leamning from one day 1o the next, and cur patience began to wear thin. It was
difficult to know for sure just what the problem was; whether she was growing more and
maore dependent and lazy, taking advantage of ber illness, ar if truly there was a leaming
handicap as a result of either the medication or the disease itself. We talked seriously of
having her drop out altogether and of getting a home tutor instead. (Had we known then
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of the ultimate cutcome we would have simply ignored school altogether, but we felt her
condition was temporary; surely a remission was just around the cormer.)

An unexpected complication arose when we suddenly realized that, as a result of
MNan's illness, we were devoting most of our time and attention to her at the expense of our
older daughter, Roxanne. Roxi was a senior in high school, and was quite capable of
managing her own affairs. Oflen she was left alone when we had to take Nan to see the
specialist in the town 130 miles away., Roxi always managed on ber own very well, and
did an outstanding job of seeing that the household chores were taken care of and the
horses fed in addition 1o her own very busy schedule. So it came as a (otal surprise (o us
when we realized that she was developing a deep resentment toward her sister. Our
growing awareness of this was enough (o begin to effect a cure, and we tried after that 1o
give her special individual attention whenever we could.

Mannette did not respond sufficiently to the initial steroid treatment in combination
with the low sodium dict, so later on another drug (azathiopring) was administered along
with it. She was also retaining a great amount of fluid 50 a diuretic was prescribed. Much
to our dismay, she lost so much fluid in the next few weeks that she changed from a
plump, rounded young lady to virtually skin and bones. If she had seemed thin before, she.
was even thinner now; I had never seen anyone with hop bones that showed all the way
around. She seemed to be shrinking up to nothing before our very eyes, and we had
serious doubts about her treatment. The divrelic cause other complications that seemed
almost insurmountable: her mouth was so dry that she began carrying a tiny bottle of
waiter or iced tea in her purse to sip on every few minutes; she had 1o leave classes early in
order to have time for a stop in the bathroom; many precious minutes of her sleepless
nights were spent in the bathroom. The long ride home on the school bus became an
impossibility and [ began picking her up after school and letting her spend the lzst hour of
my work day with me in my office, doing homework or reading where she could be close
o a bathroom

Four months after the diagnosis Nannette developed a slight cough. X-rays did not
reveal anything serious, but the cough persisted for several weeks. Nan seemed to feel
increasingly weaker, and at her next visit the doctor admitted her to the hospital for a
complete reevaluation. He was concerned about the cough and discovered she was
suffering from a mild case of pneumonia. She was given antibiotics and, after only a five
day stay, was released from the hospital. The doctor seems relieved that her condition was
not as serious as he had suspect at first,

As we were driving her the 130 miles home from the hospital Nan rested in the back
seal of the car. We were stariled when we passed through a well known infersection of
two highways known as "four Corners”; Nan sat up, leaning on one elbow and said, "Last
timme we were al Three Corners, Daddy tried to hide us between four posts.” (Ted was not
with us, since he had left in the middle of the week for a business trip 1o Washington, D.C.

"D you mean Four Comners?™ | asked, puzzling over what she had said.

"Yeah, I guess. But Daddy tried o hide us between four posts.”

"What do you mean, Nan?" 1 could make no sense out of what she had said,

She repeated it again,
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"Man, you're not making senss,” Roxi complained. "What are you trying to say?"

*"Oh, never mind. I don’t know what I'm trying to say. Tust forget it," she replied, and
lay back down on the seat, remaining silent for the remainder of the trip.

1 pondered her words at great length, wondering what she was thinking, assuming that
she was still half asleep and a bit incoherent.

But after we got home, she poured herself a small glass of pop and was eating prune.
Suddenly she seemed to choke and gag, and spit the prune into the sink,

“What's wrong, Nan, did you choke on the prune?” I asked.

“Well, you told me to eat more protein, so [ made it into that,” she said defensively
point to the ghass of pop.

“But did you choke on the prune?” [ asked again.

“Well, you told me to eat morne protein,” she persisted angrily.

Many of her statements that evening made little sense, and at one point Roxi quictly
called me aside, out of earshot of her sister. "Mom, what's going on? Something is wrong
with Nan; she's not making any sense.”

*I'm mot sure. [ think it's just that she's a bit disoriented from being in bed for a
week."

"1 don't think so! [ think there's something seriously wrong with her.”

“Maybe you're right. [ don't know. Let's keep track of bow often it happens; maybe
T'll call the doctor in the morning if she's sl irrational by then."

We then wrote down all that we could recall that she had said — most of it made no
sense — and continued to keep notes for the rest of the evening. [ feli baffled by the
sudden change we were seeing, but felt that it surely would pass as time wore on. [ sensed
that she was definitely not herself, though, and decided she should not be lefi unattended
during the night. Since Ted was gone anyway, 1 invited her to share my queen size bed
with me for the night; her response was childlike and enthusiastic.

Az we were lying there in the darkness, she suddenly said, "*Mama, I love you!™ My
heart chumed inside my breast, and [ put my arm around her.

"1 lowe you too, Nan. T'll pray for you, " [ added, choking back the tears.

Tl pray for you too,” she promised.

Why pray for me? [ wondered but said nothing.

Moments of silence passed, and then suddenly again she said, "Mama, I love you. No
matter how many crazy things | say, I really do love you, 1think I'm going crazy!® and
she began (0 sob quietly into her pillow. Afier a time she fell asleep. 1 fell relived to rest
too; this had been a very long day, checking her out of the hospital and then the long drive
hame.

Crur rest was short lived, however. Nannette awoke a short time later and got up to
use the bathroom. When she was finished, though, she failed to come back to bed. I
called to her, and told ker to come on back. She complied, scting as if the though had not
occurred 1o her. As she passed by the dresser she spotted a colorfully wrapped gift that
Raoxi had browght home for her earlier from a friend at church. Nan's eyes Lit up like a
little: child's,

"Oh, is this for me?"
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"Yes, Mary sent it home with Roxi for you. Would you like to open it?" 1 knew it
was past midnight by now, but we were both awake anyway, 5o why not?

"Oh, neat!” she exclaimed exciiedly, and picked up the gifi.

I closed my eyes momentarily, and must have dozed off. Suddenly Nan's stern voice
startled me awake.

"Well, I'm waiting!" she scolded in a harsh, hateful tone that T hkad never hear her use
before. Was this really Nannette speaking to me like that? She stood in the doorway
holding the package.

"What are you waiting for, Nan?" I asked, shocked by the threatening tone of her
voice,

“Oh, all right," she said cheerfully, using the lighthearted, little-girl voice that had
also emerged during the evening.

All pight she was up and down, using the bathroom, getting a deink, and searching for
something. “What are you looking for, Man?" I asked as [ saw her fervently looking under
the blankets, under the bed, on the dresser, everywhere, searching,

“I'm looking for those white balls | made. I made one for you and one for me; [ tried
to make one for Roxi but 1 just couldn't,” she explained.

"Do you know what kind of white balls they are?™ I asked.

"M, I can't remember.”

"Are they balls of yarn?"

"Mo, I don't think so0.”

“Age they to eat? How do you use them?®

"1 den’t know.”

"Well, I'll help you look for them in the momning. Let's go to sleep now.”

Moments later Nan was up again, this time walking out the door when 1 woke up and
saw her. “Where are you going, Nan?* [ asked,

"I'm going to get dressed. Ii's time 1o get up,” she explained. (Il was probably 3 a.m.
by now.)

“No, Nan, it's still night. It's still dark outside. Let's come on back to bed, and sleep a
little longer. We'll get up afier a while, " [ suggested.

Man was reluctant to come back to bed, but finally did so, grumbling as she came.
"They told us we could do anything we wanted to here,” she complained. 1 realized she
was referring to the rules at the hospital; she was obviously confused even as to her
whereabouts.

By moming she was totally exhausted and stept soundly for several hours; [ was wide
awake, though, and deeply disturbed by the puzzling night we had spent. [ decided 1o call
the dector; maybe he would be able to explain what was happening to her, or if something
should be done, could makes & recommendation.

When I finally reached him, he was a surprised as | was, and could only suggest thai
she was suffering from ceniral nervous system damage. "Just try to be as patient as you
can, and talk it through with her. Try to understand her as best you can.”

Later, when Nan was awake, [ tried to talk to ber to see if she was nay more rational
after a few hours' rest. Her responses during that day varied. Sometimes she scemed quite
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ratiomal, while at others she was not. She seemed fragmented into basically three separate
personalities: a lintle girl of about five er six bursiing with joy and enthusiasm; Nanneite
herself, at fifteen, rational, responsive and coherent; and a stern, angry child 1 had never
met before.

Deep inside my heart was aching at what | saw and heard that day. The ravages of
lupus had caten away first at her kidneys, then at her very flesh and bones, and now at the
mind that had been o alert, so full of love and tenderness and life. My precious child was
a mere shell, a walking skeleton, and now there was not even a healthy mind left.

As the day wore on, | became more and more oppressed by the magniiude of the
situation. For months we had been praying that God would bless the efforts of the doctors
and give us wisdom in knowing how best to treat her illness. We had trusted Him implic-
itly to help us with the problems as they arose, one day at a time. And we continued to
wialk in the knowledge that nothing happens 1o His children with His permdssion. So we
knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that God was still in contrel This was happening for
His &
And so it was within this knowledge later ihai evening, while Roxi helped Nanneite
with her bath, that an overwhelming realization cam over me: it was bad enough that she
had o suffer from the physical pain and deformity, but now it seemed that her personality
and mental capacity were also irreparably damaged. She would never be the same again,
and I knew it,

With tearful eyes, [ turned my face toward heaven and prayed, "Oh, God, If nan has to
live the rest of her life like this, then please, just take her home.” Little did 1 know how
soon He would.

1 finished clearing the table, and then went back to the bathroom where Roxi was
helping her dress for bed. Nan's skin had become uncomfortably dry and flaky during the
maonths of her illness, so I said, "Here, let me lotion your back.”

*I would be easier to wait til I'm lying down,” Nan suggested.

"Oh, it will only take a minute,” I said, and smoothed the lotion over the dry skin that
stretched across her bony frame.

Suddenly she began to breathe heavily.

"0, let me lie down! Please, I'm so sick, let me lie down."

We hurried to put her pajama top on her and helped ber walk down the hall to her
room. There we laid her gently on the bed. By now she was breathing in short gasps.

"0h, we've got to get her to a doctor, fast!” [ said. The nearest one was fifteen miles
away; [ knew we'd never make it in time.

"Don't touch me! Don't touch me!™ she wamed, panting heavily.

"Why Nan, do you huri?" | asked.

She did not answer at first, as if thinking about my question; then she said "Yes" ina
rather tentative tone of voice.

Suddenly her heavy breathing stopped. 1 saw her eyes turn upward and then come
forward in a lifeless stare,

Mo amount of oxygen or mouth to mouth resuscitation could have revived her, but we
tried frantically anyway using the technigue we had read about and seen on television.
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Gwen Smith Bergman

Only ten minaies after | had breathed a prayer of relinguishment, God had taken me
at my word, and had taken my beloved daughter home. In the months since then we have
gone through many hours of grief and loneliness at the sight of the empiy room where her
Raggedy Ann and Andy dolls still smile up at us from her pillow; the emply place at the
dinner table where she had sat (o serve us her latest gourmet delight; and at the piano,
where she had often sat to poand out a favorite hymn that she had memaorized. Now,
instead, her portrait smiles down from the piano,, her smile still marked by a dimpled
cheek and a wire retainér. For fifteen years she graced our home, adding louch of warmth
and love to every room. Now that glow still remains a part of us, within each breath we
take and each memory of Nannette.
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