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Helen of Troy
By Thomas Good (For Alan)

M
idnight in Chicago. Could of been a Thursday. It don't matter, anyway. 
It was cold, damp and windy. Like a convention of relatives or some 
other absurdity. I was living in a phone call. A busy signal. There was a 
picture of Jesus on the wall. Next to the Coke machine. An alleged com 
edy played on the television. Canned laughing, stock situations. A regu
lar soup de jour, reheated. I sat at the bar, drinking a Guinness, smoking a Marlboro. 

Well, a Marlboro light. I guess I wanted a kinder, gentler cancer. You know the tune: 
don't worry, be happy. The future looks bright. We have the technology: a thousand 
points of light. Relax, have some light wine, light cheese, a light supper, if you please. 
We got all our lights on. Nobody home. Reality. Love it or leave it.

No. That's not right. It was a Monday. The Jets and the Bears were having a 
light game of football. Bob sat in the corner, drinking a Miller Lite. The happy Philistine. 
New York fumbled, we scored. Light applause. Bob looked around, yelled something  
incoherent. Cops. Jesus. This guy carried a gun? Anyway, I was playing a game of 
chess with Jimmy, the barman. I was fractured, so was my game. A matter of time. "I 
got winners," Bob yelled. Jimmy groaned. "You could always resign, Jimbo," I offered. 
He shook his head no. "Not tonight. Mac."

"This Christmas, come home to the church of your choice," the television com
manded. Religion. If you don't have one, one will be appointed to you. Hell. Make 
mine a Protestant. Light. I'm trying to cut down on guilt. 1 sipped my Guinness.

"Checkmate," Jimmy said. I belched my reply. Jim grinned and ambled off. A 
new Guinness appeared. The game went into overtime. Jets won the toss. I lit a Marby. 
Light. Bob yelled  som ething incoherent. Jimmy shrugged, scratched his bald spot. 
Archetypers pounding their beat.

She walked into the bar around one. I'd seen her somewhere. Barrett Street? I 
don't know. . .strange. This area was a bit rough and she was something else. Flaxen 
hair, tall, like a model. Only busty. Long shapely legs, graceful shoulders. Pale blue 
eyes, with a parenthetical look. In the corner, Bob's head jerked up and down. The v il
lage idiot sees Venus. She was around twenty-five at the time. In her prime. I felt like 
writing a rap song. I didn't do it. She stood in the doorway. The bar was empty, except 
for me. Bob and Jimmy. Like I said, the bar was empty. Venus stood shivering, we three 
stock characters sat and stared. If I were her I would have split. Instead, she walks over 
to the bar and sits down next to yours truly.

"Checkmate," she said.
The narrator, slightly incoherent, stared for a few seconds. Earthboundling to 

Blue Angel. When feeling returned I looked down at the chess board. I knocked over 
several of the men.

"Yeah," I managed.
"Get you something. Miss?", Jimmy asked. She ordered a coffee. Exit, stage left, 

bartender.
Time for my soliloquy? I thought not. Literally. Adrift in a stream of semi-con- 

sciousness, I felt like a drunken Jack Kerouac (is that redundant?) on the verge of an epic 
jazz poem. Complete with a thumping bass line and too many adverbs. I signaled the 
barkeep. "Neal," I screeched.

"Yeah, Jack?", his reply.
"I need a Guinness and a shot of Bushmills. . ."
Meanwhile, back in the States, she was calm, elegant. A true subterranean. She 

picked up the white knight.
"Do you play?", I asked. She did. A little. We started a game. She won the toss. 

French opening. A classic beauty. I tried not to stare. There's a reason guys go to an 
"old man's bar." Finally, I just stared. Wanting to say something, but, out of witticism s, 
truly w itless, and acutely aware that small talk is the sincerest form of banality, I sat 
mute. Until. . .

"Look. I think I've seen you. Somewhere. Before, I mean."
"You waved at me earlier. I was walking past the bar. I thought I'd stop and say

F e r t i l i z e d  as  a n  e gg ,  t he  a u t h o r  
g e s t a t e d  a n d  l a r v a e d  i n  
N o r t h e r n  O h i o .  T o d a y ,  t h e  
a u t h o r  w o r k s  as  a c o u n s e l o r  to  
v i c t i m s  o f  o r d i n a r y  e x p e r i e n c e  
i n  t h e  p o p u l a r  N e w  Y o r k  C i t y  
m e n t a l  h e a l t h  c a r e  s y s t e m .  
C o n c e r n i n g  h i m s e l f  w i t h  t h e  
e n d l e s s ,  a n d  e t e r n a l  s t r u g g l e  o f  
L o v e  V .  a l i e n a t i o n ,  t h e  a u t h o r  
c o n t i n u e s  to  p r e s c r i b e  a b b r e v i 
a t e d  a n d  ( p a r e n t h e t i c a l )  ep i c s  to 
a n y o n e  w h o  w i l l  l i s t e n ,  w h i l e  
c o n c u r r e n t l y  a g i t a t i n g  f o r  e q ua l  
r i g h t s  f o r  i v or k e r s  on  a n t  f a r m s  
e v e r y w h e r e .
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hello. I hope that's O.K."
"What? Tonight? Yeah, sure, it's O.K." I tried to 

jump start the short term memory with a shot of Bushmills. 
I fumbled in the pocket of my flannel shirt for a fuzzy rec
ollection. I found a Marlboro. Light. She offered one.

"I was walking earlier, right outside the bar. You 
were opening the door, over there," she explained, "and we 
waved to each other. . .you don't remember me?"

"Oh yeah, I remember now." Sort of.
She sm iled, I grinned like an invertebrate. She 

wore an aqua top. Jeans. Running shoes. Her hands were 
long and slender, her breasts, full. . .1 made some imbecilic 
m ove that cost me my queen , p robably  the gam e. 1 
laughed. The village idiot and Aphrodite. Playing chess. 
She took a drag off my cigarette, threatened me with her 
bishop. I moved out of the way. She doubled her rooks. I 
wanted to suggest a light dinner, light wine, light lighting, 
a light comedy. My lights were on. Nobody home. I was 
speechless. Thank God. She posted a rook on my seventh 
rank. I couldn't dislodge it. I resigned. Her coffee came 
soon after.

"Look, tonight's not the first time I saw you. I've 
seen you before. . .1 think on Barrett Street, by the Lake. . ."

"I know," she said, "I walk alot. See alot of peo
ple. But I remember you. You struck me as being kind of 
fragile. . ."

"Uh, yeah , m aybe so, 1 don 't know . . .L isten . 
Where are you from? What's your name?"

"Michigan. I was born in Troy. My name's. . ."
"Helen of Troy!? Really? 1 thought you looked  

more nordic. . ."
She arched an eyebrow. Short dark hairs described 

an arc above her sodalites. I turned beat red. Was Kerouac 
this clumsy?

"Janine," she said, "my name's Janine. Sorry. . ."
"What. . .sorry about what?"
"I'm not Helen of Troy. I'm not even nordic. I'm a 

K iw i. Mom and Dad cam e from W hangaparoa. N ew  
Zealand. And you? What's your name?"

"Uh, McMorrow. . .Pete, but they call me Mac. I'm 
a son of the proverbial windy."

She gave a gentle grin. "And your friends?", she
asked.

"That's Jimmy, behind the bar." J-man looked up 
from his perch in front of the television. Friendly waves 
were exchanged. "And that's Bob over there in the corner. 
Officer Bob." Roused from the dead. Bob got up and stum
bled towards us. Jim attempted an interception. No good.

"Hi, I'm Bobby," Bob sa id . E nough said?  
Unfortunately, no. Bob held out his hand, she hers. He 
kissed her on the knuckle. Jimbo grinned broadly.

"You lucked out buddy," Boob blundered in my 
general direction. He shot me a knowing look, com plete 
with apathetic leer and big wink. "She's awesome. I'd like 
to do her myself, but I'm too drunk," he said, directly into 
my ear. Pearls of conspiratorial sp ittle  graced my ear 
canal. I died three or four times.

"Well, gotta drain the dragon. Excuse me, pretty 
lady," he said as he veered off toward the locker room.

"What a character," Janine laughed.
"He's harmless," I explained, "been through alot. 

Hates his job. He's a cop."
Her eyes g lis ten ed , ex p ressiv e ly . I lin gered  a

moment.
"What about you? Are you harmless," she asked.
"Yeah, pretty much. I'm unemployed. I work for

the State. I draw my pay. Lead a boring life. I like it."
"What about a woman - is there one?"
"Not for aw hile. I'm trying to quit. . .sorry. I'm 

really not an asshole. Things just never seem to pan out for 
me. I'm O.K. alone. Although, sometimes I do wonder. . ."

She sipped her coffee. Strands of steam drifted 
into a veil. A mirage? Maybe. I don't know. The Bushmils 
kicked in. I started talking again.

"When I was I kid I lived with my Aunt. Mom 
died young, Dad split. I got used to being alone. I'm no 
good at conversation, stuff like that."

"You do O.K.," she said. She looked through me. 
"There must have been someone special. . ."

"Like everyone I had a first love. . . I was a real 
jerk though. You know the deal: adolescence. The precur
sor of neurosis."

Janine pulled a pack of Marlboros from her bag. 
Reds. I grinned. She looked at me questioningly. I lit her 
cigarette, borrowed it for a moment. . . the taste of her lip
stick and then, smoke in my eye. I rubbed, she laughed, I 
blushed. Somewhere far away the Chicago Bears scored in 
sudden death overtime. Game over.

"So that's it? One love?", Janine asked.
"Well, not exactly, but for all practical purposes, 

yeah. There was a wife or two in there somewhere. . .but at 
some point I stopped trying and started counting. . .how 
many days I'd used up, how many I got left. How long I'd 
been divorced, how many hairs I've got left. Shit like that. 
I'm a sort of mathematician, I guess. . .the human race is 
not to the swift. I'm the prime example of that. Still, I sur
vive."

She pressed my hand. Her nails were slightly lac
quered with sm all, sharp points. They bit gently at my 
palm. I grew expansive.

"I didn't give up exactly, it's just that I'm waiting. 
For what, I don't know. For the fog to lift, whatever. It 
beats exchanging body fluids for no good reason. And you 
know, I got the feeling I ain't the only one. It's like, for a 
whole bunch of us. Time got fucked up, got stuck or som e
thing. And we're all sitting around watching a clock that's 
got its hands tied."

"Hey, Janine, I'm sorry, man. Enough boo-hoo  
bullshit. Shit, I'm sitting here with Helen of Troy, talking 
my fool head off. I must be some kind of Trojan horse's 
ass." She smiled. It felt good. "Tell me about Janine," I 
said.

She let go of my hand. I winced.
"Why d on 't w e go for a w alk?", she asked . I 

packed up my personal effects: a pack of smokes, zippo  
lighter, spare cash. Jimmy waved my check. "I'll put it on 
your tab," he said. I nodded. Bobby was asleep in the cor
ner. Whatever.

We slipped out into a blustery. Jack Frost bite in 
the ass, I don't give a goddamn, I just met Helen of Troy, 
night. Crisp and clear. No fools littering the street. I start
ed to dig the whole thing. True, I had a vague fear that we 
w ou ld  have to end our ev en in g  w ith  the syn ch ron ous  
throbbing that coiled mortals mistake for passion. True, I 
was out of practice talking to women and slightly looped, 
but hey. . .1 figured there was an outside chance, you never 
know, not likely for a dipstick like me, but maybe. . .she 
might see something in me.

We w alked  tow ard the lake. Her parents had 
divorced when she was only four. Her father practiced  
in fidelity  at that time. The unoriginal sin, a favorite of 
churchgoers. As a kid J never saw her old man. Her moth
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er told her that she could, anytime she wanted, but dear old 
Mom did her best to poison the well with a few well placed 
w ords about Dad's character. Or lack thereof. Sixteen  
years later, Janine's dad got real sick and she went to rec
oncile with him. Diabetes had dulled his sight and taken 
both his legs. He spent a year or so in a wheelchair. From 
the chair he told Janine tales of a childhood she had forgot
ten. How, when she was little, he would carry her in a sort 
of backpack when he went hiking, which he did alot. He 
called it his only freedom. The loss of his legs was som e
what relieved by these verbal wanderings with his long lost 
daughter. By this tim e Janine's m other had m oved to 
Chicago. She refused her ex-husband's requests for con
tact. Mom had grown kind of rigid over the years. Unable 
to forgive Dad's youthful indiscretions. Unable to maintain 
her hold over Janine.

Janine's dad also regretted the past. He told J that, 
had he been able to keep it in his shorts, way back when, 
their family would still be together. Dad lamented the fact 
that, if he and Mom had been more Christian, i.e., he less of 
a satyr, she less of a martyr, things could have been differ
ent. More Christian? Anyway, Janine promised Daddy No-

Legs that the family w ould be together again, before his 
last curtain call. It never happened. Mom was never keen 
on reunions.

Janine moved to Chicago after her father died. She 
and Mom lasted about an hour as a duo. Shortly after that, 
Janine started walking in the evenings. Her only freedom 
she said. She started picking up men. First for company, 
later for cash. She had bills to pay. She said.

That first walk we took, I saw Aphrodite whisper 
to the wind blowing across Lake Michigan. I ain't forgot it 
yet. I asked her about the dangers involved in walking the 
Barrett Street area. She just sm iled. Kissed my cheek. 
These days, we walk together often. She's a regular at 
Jimmy's. We bullshit, play chess. Sometimes she lets me 
win. Sometimes we walk Bobby home. When he needs a 
little back-up. We never pursued a romance. It's not that 
the streetwalker thing was such a major stum bling block 
(although some nights it tears at what's left of my wits). 
The thing is, I mean, screw love, the thing is, why muck up 
what there is. She sees something in me. And me. . .well, I 
see Helen of Troy. Almost every night.

It could be worse, right?
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Why You Will Miss Dan 
Quayle (Seriously)

By Jim O'Grady
] i m  O ' G r a d y  i s  a f r e e l a n c e  h u m a n i s t  

l i v i n g  i n  S a i n t  G e o r g e ,  S t a t e n  I s l a n d .

o w h a t  p o s s i b l e  t h i n g  i s  
l e f t  t o  s a y  a b o u t  J. 
D a n f o r t h  Q u a y l e  — e x 
o f f i c i o  o u t c a s t ,  a g i n g  f o r 
m e r  g o l f  t e a m  c a p t a i n ,  

s p o n t a n e o u s  a p h a s i c ,  s p o o n - f e d  
wa r  h a w k ,  m o r a l  s c o l d  to a f i c t i o n 
al  m o m ,  a n d  c h a r m e d  a p p e n d a g e  to 
v i p e r o u s  M a r i l y n ?  W h y  d o  1 thinl< 
t h a t  in W a s h i n g t o n ' s  c u r r e n t  era of  
s o l e m n  w o n k e r y  w i l l  w e  m i s s  h i s  
m o r o n i c  s m i l e ,  t h e  m a r b l e y  e y e s  
g o n e  v a c a n t  w h e n  c o n f r o n t e d  w i t h  
a q u e s t i o n ,  t h e  c r o s s - w i r e d  m i n d  
t h a t  o n c e  d e c l a r e d ,  " t h e  r e a l  q u e s 
t i o n  f o r  1 9 8 8  i s  w h e t h e r  w e ' r e  
g o i n g  to g o  f o r w a r d  to t o m o r r o w  or 
p a s t  to t h e  — to t he  b a c k ! " ?

B e c a u s e  o n c e  y o u  g e t  b e y o n d  
t h e  l o a t h s o m e  i d e o l o g y ,  D a n  
Q u a y l e ' s  p a t e n t  f r a u d u l e n c e  c a n  
g i v e  c u r i o u s  c o m f o r t .  H e ' s  b e e n  
o u r  f u m i n g  O z  u n c u r t a i n e d ,  c o n 
f i r m i n g  b y  i m p l i c a t i o n  o u r  m o s t  
d e m o c r a t i c  d o u b t :  t h a t  e v e n
t h o u g h  t h e y  s t r i k e  t h e i r  c o n f i d e n t
p o s e s ,  o u r  l e a d e r s  a r e  as  c l u e l e s s
as  t he  r e s t  o f  us .

I d o n ' t  m e a n  to i n s u l t  y o u  by  
i m p l y i n g  t h a t  D a n  Q u a y l e  m i g h t  
r e s e m b l e  y o u  in t h i s  w a y .  But  he  
d o e s .  R e m e m b e r  y o u r  d r e a m  — d i d  
y o u  h a v e  it l a s t  n i g h t ?  — of  s t a n d 
i n g  o n s t a g e  in an a u d i t o r i u m  f u l l  
o f  p a r e n t s ,  t e a c h e r s  a n d  s c h o o l 
m a t e s ,  in w h i c h  y o u  l o o k  d o w n  at  
t h e  l e n g t h y  t e x t  o f  y o u r  l y r i c a l  
v a l e d i c t o r y  s p e e c h  an d  y o u  f i n d  to
y o u r  h o r r o r  t h a t  e v e r y  p a g e  i s
b l a n k .  A n d  y o u  h e a r  t h e  h i s s i n g  
w h i s p e r  o f  t h e  b i s h o p  w h o  s i t s  
b e h i n d  y o u ,  c o m m a n d i n g  y o u  t o  
s p e a k .  A n d  y o u ' r e  n o t  w e a r i n g  
p a n t s .

M a y b e  y o u r  d r e a m  d i f f e r s  in d e t a i l  ( m a y b e  i t ' s  a r abbi  an d  y o u ' r e  t o p l e s s ) ,  b u t  t h e  b r u 
tal  h u m a n  a n x i e t y  t ha t  d r i v e s  it is a l l  b u t  u n i v e r s a l .  A n d  e v e n  if  y o u ' v e  n e v e r  h a d  t h a t  d r e a m ,
or h a v e  s u c c e s s f u l l y  r e p r e s s e d  i t ,  s u r e l y  y o u ' v e  b e e n  c r i t i c a l l y  e m b a r r a s s e d  at  l e a s t  o n c e  in
y o u r  p u z z l i n g  l i f e  ( m a k e  t hat  m a n y  t i m e s ,  w h i c h  y o u ' d  r e a l i z e  if y o u  d i d n ' t  r e p r e s s  s o  m u c h ) .  
T h e  p o i n t  i s ,  s e e i n g  D a n  Q u a y l e  c h o k e  w i t h  s u c h  d e p e n d a b l e  p a n a c h e  i s  l i k e  v i e w i n g  t h i s  
i n b r e d  p h o b i a  a c t e d  o u t .  The  e f f e c t ,  w h i c h  r e g i s t e r s  d e e p e r  t ha n  y o u r  o u t r a g e  or a m u s e m e n t ,
ca n  be b o t h  c h i l l i n g  a n d  m y s t e r i o u s l y  c a t h a r t i c .

As  t he  v i c e - p r e s i d e n t  w h o  d e d u c e d  a p r e s s i n g  n e e d  to s e n d  a s t r o n a u t s  to Ma r s  b e c a u s e  of  
c a n a l s  w h i c h  m e a n t  w a t e r  w h i c h  m e a n t  o x y g e n  w h i c h  m e a n t  " we  can  b r e a t h "  s a i d  a f t e r  r e a d i n g
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t h e  b o o k  N i c h o l a s  a n d  A l e x a n d r a , "i t  s h o w s  
h o w  p e o p l e  t h a t  are  r e a l l y  v e r y  w e i r d  can  g e t  
i n t o  s e n s i t i v e  p o s i t i o n s  a n d  h a v e  a t r e m e n 
d o u s  i m p a c t  on h i s t o r y . "  We i r d  or c o p i o u s l y  
i g n o r a n t ,  Q u a y l e  m i g h t  h a v e  a d d e d ,  h a d  he  a 
g l a n c i n g  i n t r o s p e c t i o n .

B u t  l e t ' s  l i n g e r  a m o m e n t  a t  w e i r d .  
W h o  a m o n g  u s  h a s n ' t  p a u s e d  a f t e r  g l u i n g  
B a r b i e ' s  a r m to her  f o r e h e a d ,  or s c a l d i n g  t he  
s k i n  o f f  a s l u g ,  or  m a k i n g  l o v e  w i t h  y o u r  
t o n g u e  to t he  b a t h r o o m  m i r r o r ,  an d  w o n d e r e d  
w h e t h e r  a c o u r t  p s y c h i a t r i s t ,  a f t e r  w a t c h i n g  
t h e  v i d e o t a p e ,  m i g h t  n o t  r e a s o n a b l y  d e c l a r e  
us  s o m e w h a t  s o c i o p a t h i c ?  A n d  h o w  s t r a n g e  it 
w o u l d  be for o u r  c o - w o r k e r s ,  w h o  k n o w  us  at  
w o r s t  a s  g r u m p y ,  t o  r e c o n c i l e  o u r  b u s i 
n e s s l i k e  i m a g e  w i t h  s o m e  s e n s a t i o n a l  c h a r a c 
t er  f l a w .  ( N o t  t h a t  t h e y  w o u l d n ' t  c l a i m ,  in 
c o n v e r s a t i o n  a m o n g  t h e m s e l v e s ,  t h a t  t h e y ' d  
s u s p e c t e d  as  m u c h  a l l  a l o n g ,  e v e n  as  t h e y  
d e s c r i b e d  us  to CBS N e w s  as " q u i e t  a n d  u n a s 
s u m i n g . " )  We ' r e  s k i t t i s h  a b o u t  t he  o v e r l a p  of  
o u r  s o r d i d  a n d  c o m p e t e n t  s i d e s ,  h e n c e  o u r  
m o r b i d  s a t i s f a c t i o n  w i t h  t h e  g l a r i n g  r e v e l a 
t i o n  of  s o m e o n e  e l s e ' s  v i c e .

T h e s e  g r o t e s q u e  e x p o s u r e s  t e n d  t o be  
s q u e e z e d  by  t he  m e d i a  i n t o  o n e  of  t w o  p o p u 
lar  n a r r a t i v e s :  t h e  b a r i n g  of  t h e  r e s p e c t a b l e
p e r s o n ' s  d a r k  or  l u d i -  
c r o u s  s i d e  ( M i a ' s  v a l e n 
t i n e s ,  F e r g i e ' s  b r e a s t s ) ;  
or t h e  d e r a n g e d  i n t e r i o r  
o f  t h e  p u t a t i v e l y  o r d i 
n a r y  p e r s o n  ( A m y  
F i s h e r ) .  W i t h  D a n
Q u a y l e  w e  g o t  t w o  f o r  
t he  p r i c e  o f  o n e .

F r o m t he  p l a t f o r m  
o f  h i g h  o f f i c e ,  Q u a y l e
s p e w e d  i n c o h e r e n c e  f a r  a n d  w i d e :  " We  ar e
r e a d y  for  a n y  u n fo re see n  eve nt  that  may or may  
not  o c c u r , "  he o n c e  r e a s s u r e d  t he n a t i o n  on the  
M ideast s itu a tio n . An o rd in ary  gu y c o m p le te ly  out 
of h is d e pt h ,  he se rv e d  as a l i v i n g  v ar i a t i on  on a 
K eyston e beer com m ercia l: "W ou ld n 't it be coo l to
we ar  a r e a l l y  n i ce  su i t  and wo r k  in W a s h i n g t o n ,  
D .C .? W ow! And w o u ld n 't  it be great if they  paid  
me to be v i c e - p r e s i d e n t ? Exc e l l e n t ! "  An u n d e r 
q u a l i f i e d  w h i t e  m a l e  g e t s  t h r u s t  i n t o  a h i g h l y  
re sp ec ta b le  job, and a ll o f a su d d en  e lec to r a l p o l i 
t ic s , whi ch  s tr iv e s  so hard to look  l ike a m er ito cra 
cy, seem s d e p r e s s in g ly  l ike real l i fe.  T his w as not 
all bad.  With his t r i umph of lack of su b sta n ce  over  
p a c k a g i n g ,  Qu a y l e  p r o v i d e d  a h e l p f u l  e x a m p l e  of  
the l imi t s  o f im age pol i t i cs .  No m atter how  def t ly  
hi s  h a n d l e r s  c o n c e a l e d  t he i r  p r o d u c t ' s  w a t e r e d -  
d o w n  c o n t e n t s ,  Q u a y l e  w o u l d  e v e n t u a l l y  f lub his  
l i nes  and the n e e d l e  w o u l d  ski p of f  the p a t r i o t i c  
s ou nd t r ac k .  Then the Ev e r e a d y  Bunny ,  our i n d i f 
f erent  d e c o n s t r u c t o r ,  w o u l d  i n t r ude  upon  the se t, 
beat i ng out the an cien t w arn in g  that k eep s on go in g  
and g o i n g  and goi ng:  that  f l a we d  h u ma n  be i ngs ,
i n h e r e n t l y  w e i r d ,  o c c u p y  s e n s i t i v e  p o s i t i o n s  and  
have  a trem en d ou s impact  on hi story.

If not h i ng  e lse , Qu a y l e  was  good  for that.  It 
s e e m e d  e v e r y  t e n t h  t i m e  he  o p e n e d  h i s  m o u t h  he

Quayle / Buchanan 
Is a Vote A g a in s t  

M a m m o n

p rovok ed  a flash  of in s ig h t in to  our so c ia l stru cture  
s u c h  as  n o v e l i s t  T h o m a s  P y n c h o n  g a i n e d  f rom a 
s t re t ch in the mi l i t ary:  "O ne ma ke s  the a ma z i n g
d i s c o v e r y  that grow n  ad u l t s  w a l k i n g  arou n d  wi th  
c o l l e g e  e d u c a t i o n s ,  w e a r i n g  khaki  and b ra ss  and  
c h a r g e d  w i t h  h e a v y - d u t y  r e s p o n s i b i l i t i e s ,  can in 
fact be id io ts ."

Harmf ul  id io ts , to b oot. The secon d  of Dan 
Q u a y l e ' s  s e r v i c e s  w a s  to i n a d v e r t e n t l y  bl ur t  out  
tru th s ab ou t the v i c i o u s  nat ure  of  key Re publ i c an  
p o l i c i e s .  C o m m e n t i n g  on a s p a t e  of  S a l v a d o r a n  
g o v e r n m e n t - b a c k e d  a t r o c i t i e s ,  Q u a y l e  a n n o u n c ed  
that  o f f i c i a l s  in that  c o u n t r y  w o u l d  c o n t i n u e  "to 
w o r k  t o w a r d  t he  e l i m i n a t i o n  of  h u m a n  r i g h t s . "  
A nother tim e he assu red  us that the U .S. "cond ones  
v io le n c e  in El S a lvador."  He tru m p eted  A m erica 's  
G u l f  War  s u c c e s s  as  "a s t i r r i n g  v i c t o r y  f or  t he  
forces of a g g ressio n ."

N o m atter how  opt i mi s t i c  you  are, you  just 
c a n ' t  c o u n t  on A1 G o r e ' s  s a y i n g ,  "t he  e f f e c t  of  
b l o c k a d i n g  H a i t i  on t he  s a f e t y  of  i t s  p e o p l e  is 
n eg le c tfu l."  Y ou 'll h ave to wai t  til l  '96 to be b u f 
f e t e d  a g a i n  by g u s t s  of  s u c h  b r a c i n g  n o n s e n s e .  
(Bum per stick er n ightm are; Q u ayle  /  Buchanan Is a 
Vo t e  A g a i n s t  M a m m o n . )  Ma r i l y n  Q u a y l e ,  w e ' r e  
t o l d ,  h a s  g o n e  b a c k  to p r a c t i c i n g  l a w;  D a n ,  we  
assu m e, wi l l  stay  hom e and tan in the yard , s ign  for 
UPS d e l i v e r i e s ,  and  p l a n  h i s  run for t he  Wh i t e

H o u s e .  In t he  m e a n t i m e ,  
w e 'll  be led  by a man wi th  
a d i s q u i e t i n g  a b i l i t y  to 
s l i n g  p l e a s i n g  b r o m i d e s  
wi t h  R ea g a n esq u e  ap l omb.  
We mi g h t  so o n  be p r e s se d  
to  r e m e m b e r  the le s s o n  of 
D an Q u a y l e ' s  t i me  on the  
n a t i o n a l  s t a g e  — t hat  The  
P r i n c e ,  f or  al l  h i s  h a b e r -  
d a s h e r e d  g r a v i t a s , may  

very we l l  be a m oral, em o tio n a l or actual b u ffoon .
A ll o f w h i c h  is not  to s ay  I 'm u n g r a t e f u l  

that  Q u a y l e ' s  n ow f urther  a wa y  than an i l l - t i me d  
f i br i l l at i on froni b eco m in g  a truly d a n g e ro u s man; 
or that  e ve ry  publ i c  s e rvant  is as v a cu o u s as him.  
But b a s e d  on w h a t  we  k n o w  of  our  s e c r e t  s e l v e s  
(m irrored  so ably by Dan) ,  i t 's good  to be wary  of  
a u t h o r i t i e s  w h o  p r o j e c t  an o v e r b e a r i n g  c o n t r o l ,  
e s p e c i a l l y  p o l i t i c i a ns  and the f unc t i onar i e s  drawn  
l ike sp ace garb age into their orbit.

W h i l e  c o v e r i n g  t he  D u k a k i s  p r e s i d e n t i a l  
c a m p a i g n ,  Joan D i d i o n  t o o k  n o t e  of  a g a g g l e  of  
" p i n k - c h e e k e d  y o u n g  a i d e s "  w i t h  a h a b i t  o f  
" r e f e r r i n g  t o t h e m s e l v e s ,  i n n o c e n t  o f  i r o n y  
an d  t h e r e f o r e  o f  h i s t o r y ,  as ' t h e  b e s t  a n d  t he  
b r i g h t e s t . ' "  O n e  w o r r i e s  t h a t  a s i m i l a r l y  
a m b i t i o u s  c l i q u e  is n o w  r u n n i n g  t he i r  f i n g e r s  
o v e r  m a p s  in t he  S i t u a t i o n  R o o m .  H o p e f u l l y ,  
ou r  c h a s t e n i n g  m e m o r i e s  of  Q u a y l e  w i l l  k e e p  
us f r o m a n y  K e n n e d y - l i k e  s e d u c t i o n .  ( I t ' s  no  
a c c i d e n t  C l i n t o n  t r i e s  h a r d  to c l a i m  h e ' s  
a n o t h e r  JFK,  w h o s e  c h i v a l r o u s  C a m e l o t  r e s t e d  
on i m p e r i a l i s t  p i l l a r s . )

A n d  if ,  in t he  c o u r s e  of  a t e r m or t w o ,  
y o u  11 e e d a u s e f u l  r e m i n d e r  t h a t  o u r  l e a d e r s  
c a r r y  w e a k n e s s e s  l i k e  y o u r  o w n ,  a l l  y o u  n e e d  
do is l o o k  r e c e n t l y  p a s t  to t he  — to t h e  ba c k .
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By Mike Branda

B
efore Shentie's toddle had turned to a walk the disappearances were known to her, as 
such things can be known when no one dares to speak of them. She was drawn, as iron 
to a magnet, to the whispers that stopped as she approached; to the words floating away 
on the breeze; to the tale told only in the dark haunted eyes that turned to look away, the 
furrows of the brow and half-opened mouths that would say nothing.

She had a radiant beauty, with eyes like those of a new fawn, and a body lithe and grace
ful that quickly outgrew the robes her mother made for her. But her bright eyes were too often 
dulled when she beseeched answers, palms extended, full lips parted in expectation. For her head 
would be patted, arms put around her, and lies told within which kernels of truth were sometimes 
found. Though feared, she was endured, and by the time she had reached her thirteenth birthday 
she knew as much about the disappearances as any villager.

At six, she had been given the nickname of "little ghoul." A nearby neighbor, Dan Lansa, 
had died under his plow when his horse, spooked by a rattlesnake, bolted and dragged him to his 
death. Shentie visited his brother, questioned him, then stood waiting, arms folded, eyes hard. She 
knew the tale that she heard from the trembling lips was true, but how she knew this was uncertain 
even to her.

But such oddities were endured among her people and qualities other than her great 
beauty endeared her to them. She was kind, always ready to help with a child and willing to carry 
water for the old, and sit patiently with them, listening to their tales of the old days. In this way she 
met Sakmoisi, whose name meant "chasing one another on green field." Suddenly, the things that 
had troubled her for the first six years of her life became clear. She learned of her soft spot - that 
place on the top of one's head open at birth but closed through life only to open again at death so 
that one could again talk to the creator. Sakmoisi had explained many strange, wonderful things to 
Shentie, her low voice shaky but still strong. The words gifts of infinite value.

Sakmoisi knew that such clarity of thought and perception was given to so few, and that 
Shentie's Kopavi, her door to the magic of the creator, must still be open.

They were a strange pair - the ninety-two-year-old Sakmoisi and the pretty, incessantly in 
motion, young Shentie - but in each other they found something others could not give them. For 
Sakmoisi, it was the affection of a young child, something she thought she would never again expe
rience. For Shentie, it was answers, answers to so very many questions that others would not even 
listen to. Shentie reveled in the learning, in the love of her teacher.

Sakmoisi let her know that the anger, the rage she felt at not knowing, was not a horrible 
thing as the others led her to believe. The fear that she elicited in them made them turn to anger to 
combat the feelings Shentie's inquiries made them face. For so long Shentie had felt like an outcast, 
like some weird wind blowing across the mesa twirling dust into mindless circles. She had hated 
herself for this inability to know what to say, when to say it and how to say it, always seeming to 
want to know what others knew but would not reveal. Her self loathing had reached its zenith 
when she was six, and then it all changed. Sakmoisi took her to her heart, and Shentie knew that 
the problem was not with her, but with her people, and this thing that preyed on them.

Sakmoisi died early in the summer of Shentie's thirteenth year, suddenly eradicating her 
naive notion of immortality. The harsh reality of death filled her mind with incessant thoughts, spi- 
raling like the dreadful spring storms until she thought her head would explode.

She stood bravely through Sakmoisi's funeral ceremony, fighting against the shudders 
erupting from within. As soon as it was over she ran, filled with fear, tearing down the path from 
the mesa to the prairie.

She ran, oblivious to the orange sky turning red then streaking with purples of deepening 
hue. Time passed and the weightlessness left her, replaced by the dull effort of running, of absorb
ing the punishment to push off anew.

Finally, she stopped, bending over to quell her ragged breathing, blinking burning eyes, 
swallowing cotton in her throat. She found a spring, her nose leading her to it unerringly, knowing 
she would find it as soon as the idea formed. She drank deeply, dipping her hand repeatedly into 
the cool bubbling water issuing from an outcropping of rock by the side of a steep hill. Anointing 
herself, she examined her feet, cut and scraped from the run as the desert came alive around her.

The moon poked over the nearby mountains: an orange tinted gray orb dominating the 
sky, orchestrating the howling of the coyotes, the hooting of the owls, and the soft scurries of small 
animals as they emerged from their burrows. Stars began twinkling above as the last light faded
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ever so slowly in the far western sky. First, she could see but one, 
then a handful. Soon, thousands filled the sky as the night 
breezes came up to chill her. The night closed in, filled with a mil
lion inhabitants, all unseen but for the moon and stars.

The fear of death was gone now, replaced by acceptance. 
Each day, Shentie realized, she came closer, inexorably winding 
down, as rain falls down from the clouds, wetting the leaves of 
tall trees, running to the earth, seeping through rocks into streams 
and rivers, flowing ever downstream to the sea to be borne up 
once again into the heavens to rain down again once more. 
Sakmoisi had rained on her, supplying nourishment of mind and 
spirit. Then Sakmoisi flowed away, returning to the earth to nour
ish it and all that lived in the world.

This obsession was her calling, morbid as it was, for the 
fear others felt affected her not. Her bane was the guilt, the alien
ation, all the things Sakmoisi had explained to her. How could 
she go on without her there to mediate her zeal, to keep her from 
letting this inner maelstrom tear her apart.

"Let it go," Sakmoisi had told her. "Love your fate, such 
as it is, and go forward." The words comforted her now as never 
before. This was her fate, to confront this thing that came when 
no one knew. She could not withdraw from it.

Back at the village, she descended the ladder into the 
pueblo. Soft sounds came from within; somewhere, someone was 
sick, was being attended to; someone else was toileting. She could 
hear the sounds of a couple making love. A smile she was 
unaware of creased her face as she pulled her robe up over her 
head and lowered herself into bed.

Though late June, the morning was cold when she 
awoke. Faint traces of a horrible dream weighed her thoughts as 
her gaze wandered about the room. The low sounds of her par
ents deep breathing nearby comforted her with its familiarity. A 
quick look let her see the slow rise of their blanket in rhythm with 
their breathing. And the dear feeling of comfort left her. She was 
checking—to see if they were alive, of all things.

Angry tears came as her stomach roiled. No Sakmoisi to 
mitigate these feelings and ideas; how could she go on?

A hint of activity from above prickled her senses. The 
discordant vibrations resonating through the walls set up a synco
pated rhythm that stirred her insides to a nauseating quickening.

She dressed in a hurry and climbed the ladder quickly, 
barely taking notice of the morning scents of corn cakes and soft 
dough, flowers and grass. Blinding bright blue sky greeted her as 
she emerged from the pueblo. When her vision accommodated 
she saw the crowd of women to one side, stomping like frightened 
mares before a storm. She found Onelai's stout form among them, 
along with members of the Parrot, Butterfly, Badger and Coyote 
Clans. A disappearance. It had to be a disappearance.

For a brief moment she felt the wide eyes of the women 
focusing on her; then she realized they were looking past her and 
she turned to see Somengaba just emerging from the central Kiva 
with a bright white eagle feather in his hand. Shock etched his 
tired old wrinkled face. He seemed to drag his thin body across 
the ground, barely lifting his moccasins.

Somengaba was holding something in his left hand, 
cradling it as though it were a young bird too soon out of its 
mother's nest, mournfully holding it for the others to see.

Onelai could not believe her eyes as she watched Shentie 
prance toward the men in mock disinterest. With a baby three 
months from birth and her new responsibilities, she had had litfle 
time for her old friend of late, which she accepted with regret.

"Come, Shentie. Come stand with us. Let them confer," 
she said soffly, hoping no others would hear.

Shentie felt Onelai's fleshy embrace, was caught leaning, 
and almost fell. In a flash of embarrassed frustration she pulled

away, then caught herself, capitulating with a wane smile while 
avoiding the eyes of the other women.

As they drew close, she leaned over and whispered into 
Onelai's ear. "Is it another. . .disappearance?"

Onelai stiffened. Though admiring Shentie's courage 
she hated this macabre fascination she had with this unholy thing, 
this abomination that had come to curse her people—in the Kiva 
no less, the most holy of places. What would be left this time; 
scraps of skin, bits of bone, part of an ear or eye, or, as sometimes 
happened, nothing at all, not even drops of blood? Would days 
pass before some missing person's relatives would ask of their 
loved one? Would the truth slowly unravel as it had before? The 
Kiva. The Kiva. It was always the last place they had gone, the 
last place they had been seen.. .alive.

"I'm sorry," Shentie said soffly. She knew how such talk 
upset Onelai, how it always had, even when they were litfle girls 
running through the buffalo grass, laughing at the seriousness of 
life, at the elders and their traditions.

"If only somebody would do something," Shentie said.
Onelai heard her. "What?"
"Nothing," she replied quickly, hoping to avoid a 

rebuke. "I was just thinking."
Their eyes met, and they took each other in a warm 

embrace, standing sflll, the sides of their faces pressed together, 
feelings of shared grief and wordless apologies passing between 
them.

That afternoon she went to Otekwapniwa, the old medi
cine man who had become her new mentor. Unlike Sakmoisi, 
who spoke explicitly of things, Otekwapniwa couched his utter
ances in riddles and parables.

"Our people have closed their hearts and minds. It is 
the only defense left, " he had said, leaning forward from his seat
ed position on the cluttered floor of his room. He would say no 
more.

Shentie knew the session was over and left, pondering 
his words. It was true: her people had closed their hearts. They 
had welcomed the Tasavuh, the Head Pounders, when they had 
come begging for food, bedraggled and forlorn. The Tasavuh had 
become strong. They preyed on her people, stealing food, rustling 
cattle, forcing the Hopi to give up land that had been theirs for 
centuries.

The brown man came, killed and enslaved them, forced 
a strange god upon them, compelled them to forsake their her
itage. They did nothing.

All would be made right again, the prophecy said. The 
Pahana, the lost white brother from across the sea, would come.

The white man did come. He was not the Pahana. He 
was a bigoted, imperialisflc fortune seeker who took the land from 
her people at the point of a gun, then self-righteously parceled it 
back to them. Her people just shook their heads, knew that it was 
not the prophecy, that it was yet to come, and they hardened their 
hearts as they swallowed their pride.

The disappearances were yet another affront. One by 
one they had fallen prey to this thing, had done nothing. Shentie 
could not wait, could not sit by and let this thing keep happening. 
Surely the elders knew more than they told, had found some clue, 
were seeking this monster. But surely not. It had been going on 
for years.

She forced herself upon the elders, asking the same 
question of them all; How long? Out among the Bear, Eagle, 
Spider, Fire, Parrot and Coyote Clans she went, probing at a 
wound most wanted left alone. Shrouded in secrecy and mysti
cism was an answer too horrible to fathom, defying understand
ing, yet accepted without logic or reason. This she could not 
accept. Her young mind had not yet the wisdom to comprehend
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this.
The press of bodies and the warmth of the day com

bined as formidable allies against concentration. Obengonko's 
address to the initiates had gone on far too long. Shentie could 
not pay attention, could not focus on the words. They were as a 
chorus of night noise, saying little as her mind wandered in and 
out of dream thoughts on its way to sleep.

Finally, it was over. She rose, stretched, waited patiently 
as her fellow initiates filed up the ladder before her. As she 
reached to grab hold of the ladder she felt something, a presence, 
and whirled around to see the plump body and wide puffy face of 
Onelai.

"The ceremony is but four days away. Can you not put 
aside this quest for. . .this truth you seek. . .and pay attention to 
your life. . .the lives of others. This is important. We must keep 
the ceremonies, and keep them well." Her voice changed from 
the tone of a caring friend to the shrill stiff wail of a martinet. "It 
is our fault, all of us, that these tragedies have come upon us: the 
Tasavuh, the brown man, the white man, this thing. Taiowa 
knows we do not sing his songs any longer, that we no longer

one can understand. Have you considered that? You are still just 
a child, but a child about to accept the responsibilities of adult
hood. Shentie, put this thing away." Her dark pigtails shook on 
either side of her head in exclamation.

Shentie did not see the need for a reply. This constant 
arguing served no purpose. It was clear Onelai was the one who 
would never understand no matter what words she put her 
thoughts into. A violent quivering shook her lips. She fought the 
urge to wipe at the tears welling up in her eyes, setting her hands 
instead on firm hips that just months before had been narrow and 
straight. She was becoming a woman, in more ways than one. A 
thought came to her then.

"Well, answer me." Onelai's shrill voice echoed in the 
empty chamber.

Shentie was lost in rapture. None of the victims had 
been children. Or had they? She had no answer for Onelai, for 
this she was sorry, but she had to go. Without a word, she clam
ored quickly up the ladder into the hot afternoon sun where she 
could go think without distraction.

keep our minds pure and free of hatred."
"Onelai, please!" Was it not enough to hate herself for 

what she was driven by unseen hands to do? Did the person she 
cared most about have to excoriate her also? She pushed against 
the ladder, causing a shower of debris from above which she 
closed her eyes against too late. Tears came, running down her 
face. But it did not matter; she would have cried anyway.

"Why," she screamed. "Why must we always sit and 
wait in placid acceptance of what is? We must not show our bows 
in anger. This I understand. To kill another in anger is wrong. 
But this—this I do not understand."

Onelai had to put Shentie on the right path, for her sake 
as well as the pueblo's. "Why must you understand," she said, 
her eyes coal hard, her arms folded tightly across her swollen 
abdomen. "Perhaps it is a thing you cannot understand, that no

Otekwapniwa sat in his room by a small Jumper fire, 
smoking a long pipe, chanting an indecipherable melody. She 
knelt a few feet from him, hands on thighs, staying quiet. Here, 
with the colored sand painhngs on the floor, the corn and eagle 
feather pahos laid out, skins adorned with symbols hanging on 
the walls and the scent of the Juniper fire, his power was a tangi
ble thing.

"I am done, pretty one. You may ask me now."
A tremor poked at her heart. Wondering if he could 

read minds as it was said, she decided on a test. "Have you ever 
had to kill a man, Otekwapniwa?"

He kept still, the flames dancing in his dark eyes, like 
great cat's eyes in the night. "Do you think your age will protect 
you? It may not. There is no certainty here."

She took a deep breath to quiet herself, wiped sweaty
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palms on her dress. "So, they have all been adults."
His face was still as rock.
"Maybe it cannot kill children. Maybe it has no power 

over the young," she said.
"And perhaps it just prefers to kill adults since children 

offer it no challenge."
Her breath caught in her throat.
"How do you know the others have not tried to kill it?" 

He tapped his pipe out into one gnarled hand, paying such close 
attention, the task took on the air of a sacrament. Finished, he lay 
the empty pipe on a rabbit skin at his side.

"Have you tried? Have you?" She asked.
He smiled, red tongues of flame dancing in the sheen of 

his wrinkled face. "No, I have not. But I know one who has."
"Who?" she asked with excitement. "Who?"
"Tawakptiwa."
It was the old Parrot Clan Member's bones that had been 

found in the Kiva three days ago. She fought the urge to flee the 
room. Futility, unwanted yet relentless, crept into her being. 
"What can I do?" she asked. Her arrogance replaced by a morose 
anger. She balled her hands, bent over and pounded the soft 
ground in anguish.

Otekwapniwa noted every nuance. She had the fire, the 
pride of a warrior, the mind of a Shaman, the guile and flexibility 
of a woman while still possessing the innocence and purity of a 
child. How much had she learned from Sakmoisi's teaching? 
More importantly, how much could she use against this thing that 
came when no one knew.

Four days before the Lakon Ceremony. Age would not 
make her invulnerable, but once inihated in the ceremony, once 
exposed to the secrets and mystery of womanhood, she would be 
at even greater risk. With every gain comes a loss.

He knew the one thing she dared not lose was this sin
glemined determination that drove her. With his help, it might be 
enough.

"You must enter the Kiva alone. There you must stay, 
abstaining from food and salt. Take only water with you." He 
went to his bed, picked up a browned, brittle pahos as he began 
mumbling a prayer. Avoiding her eyes, he handed the wrapped 
corn and eagle feather totem to her. "Keep this at your left side. 
Place a pile of corn meal at your right and a fine white eagle feath
er in front of you. Your back must be against a wall that faces the 
setting sun."

Surely she had misunderstood him. Alone, in the Kiva, 
now, after his warning, with nothing save a pile of corn meal, a 
pahos and an eagle feather. Obviously he meant to frighten her 
away.

"Take nothing else with you," he said, as if reading her 
thoughts. "One more thing: You are a virgin still?"

"Yes.. .1 am," she answered sharply.
"Quiet yourself. The question has reason. You must not 

fear for another. You will be alone in the Kiva, with your great 
spirit and no other, until..."

"How will I know what to do? How long will it take? 
What if I fall asleep?"

"Do not fall asleep or you will die."
A stern warning, yet spoken so plainly she would think 

he had told her not to touch a cactus lest she prick her finger.
Silence, except for the low crackling of the fire, filled the 

room. Shentie stood waiting.
"Yes?" he finally said.
"You forgot to give me the eagle feather."
"I did not," he said, absorbed with feeding the small fire. 

"That you must find for yourself."
She backed away, angry and confused, the sounds of his 

chant filling her mind like an angry wind, staying with her as she

walked away, a simple melody, a scale rising and falling without 
end.

High in the mountains the afternoon sun tore into the 
part at the top of her head, soft flesh under a hot knife. Her back 
ached angrily, tingling with every awkward movement of her soft 
moccasins on the rocks. The unoccupied nest sat a few yards 
away on the narrow ledge.

She inched forward, pliant fingers probing the rocks for 
a hold, cramps stinging her hands. Suddenly, her left hand pulled 
free. Her weight shifted. The sky spun crazily, alternating deep 
blue, then white clouds, then the blinding fury of the sun. She 
arched her back, pushed against the unbearable pressure on her 
left leg and slammed back into the cruel rock face where her 
sweaty palms slid along the crumbly surface. Her left foot could 
find no purchase. All her weight pitched sideways again. She 
tried to turn, to put one foot over the other, and then slammed 
back into the rock.

Pain burned her left cheek, but she was still.
With great effort she forced her eyes open. Below, the 

prairies formed a patchwork of browns, greens and yellows. 
Spread out, she inched to her right, found a grip, a place to put a 
foot, a moment to rest. Her neck ached horribly, but she forced it 
to turn and found the nest. Her heart turned cold. The largest 
eagle she had ever seen stood in it, just folding back his wings 
from landing. For a moment she almost forgot where she was, felt 
the weightlessness again and had to slam back into the rock.

A cool breeze danced along the back of her neck hckling 
her. She did not want it to tickle, such a girlish thing. She did not 
want any of this, any of it at all.

"Stupid Bird!" she screamed, yanking her head around 
to face the creature. The nest was still yards away, perched on a 
narrow, crumbling crest, unreachable. She had almost lost her life 
for nothing, probably just what Otekwapniwa wanted, the old 
buzzard.

The loud flapping, all in a rush, startled her. Never had 
she been this close to so large a beast as it took flight, so close she 
could feel the powerful strokes of its great wings pulling it sky
ward, a sky open to it everywhere. The shadow of it passed over 
her for a scant second and was gone. Then another small wisp of 
a shadow caught her eye. A feather, a bright white feather drifted 
down to settle on the narrow edge just to her right.

The Kiva's earthen scent issued from the dark, narrow 
passageway, set deep within the multi-tiered pueblo. She passed 
through into the cool space, fixed her direction, found her place, 
trying to maintain the air of mundane distraction, as though it 
were something she did everyday. From her bag she withdrew 
the pahos and corn meal, then the eagle feather. Holding it aloft, 
she rant the fingers of her left hand along its length, feeling the 
softness that belied its great strength. After laying it in front of 
her she sat up straight. "There now. I'm ready," she said softly.

Nothing happened. The Kiva remained visible in the 
dim light. Noises of the village drifted in, muted, disconnected 
tones. The altar dipped below, set on another level as in all Kiva. 
Pictographs adorned the walls. A pile of colored sand from an old 
sand painting sat in one corner as if waiting for someone to come 
sweep it up.

Ceremonies had been performed here since time forgot
ten. Holy was this place. But now, she felt as though it were any 
room. . .and that told her that som ething was happening. 
Something was very wrong.

A tingling from the back of her head sent hot tendrils 
over her ears. Her arms grew heavy then numb. Spasms coursed 
through her back. Eyes that were wide open, now felt swollen, 
too heavy to keep open.
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"Do not fall asleep or you will die," echoed in her
mind.

She dared a slow look to her right, then back left. 
Nothing. Her dry tongue passed over lips now cracked. She 
reached inside her basket for one of the water jars, cringing at 
the impossibly loud crinkling of the reeds as she found the 
smooth edge of one of the jars which she lifted to her mouth 
with shaking hands. The cool water cleared her head, lightened 
her spirits.

"Wo, this is how it will be. I have passed the first test." 
But her satisfaction faded as she considered the cleverness of her 
opponent, dreading what was to come, though anxious for it.

Darkness came, and she was afraid of the dark as never 
before, for something evil dwelled here, and the darkness would 
hide it. She held her breath, strained to hear, distracted by the 
pounding of the blood rushing in her ears.

"Uhhh!" She snapped her head back, frightened by her 
own noise, then by the intensity of her fear. She should leave, 
must leave now. It would let her go, a child, a mere snip of a 
thing challenging it. This was madness. She was a fool, a stupid 
young fool. How could she have done this, come here, alone, in 
the dark.

"Oh, Shentie," she moaned, giving in to the tears.
A presence, close by, clean—the only thought she could 

recognize—it was clean, and not this unclean beast. A trap? No, 
this was something else, something holy. It was the Kiva, its 
goodness and grace, Sotuknang peering down through the mists, 
smiling on her people, happy to see them keeping the way, 
singing his songs, praying. This place was with her, the other 
side in this duality of nature.

It came to her now, the nature of things. Life inter
twined, each thing dependent on another and yet another, all 
parts in a long chain with no greater importance placed on one 
link than any other since each was important in that it was part 
of the whole.

She was such a link, between the light and the dark. As 
she had the thought, the eagle feather came to life, glowing 
white, illuminating the Kiva in a shimmering brilliance. This 
was her place, had always been, not by her choice but by the 
choice of the great power of the universe. She could not help but 
laugh. She, who thought this quest for truth was her own doing 
now realized she had never had any choice in the matter. The 
years of questioning, the blind obsession with this matter to the 
exclusion of ail others had been her training for just this 
moment.

Wide, white, blacK-tipped wings appeared at the edge 
of the light, yards wide, spreading from a huge shadowy body. 
It floated toward her, shaking its snake's head, coyote legs scrap
ing angrily at the sand, pawing defiantly, beckoning her to the 
fight, feinting and retreating, toying with her. The great feath
ered chest heaving with each rasping breath, prominent ribs 
undulating grotesquely.

A rasping guttural screech came from it: "So, another 
one, and so young. . .and pretty." It howled a coyote howl, long 
and dreadful.

She fought to recall Otekwapniwa's haunting melody, 
but it slipped away, elusive as a stream of water in one's bare 
hand.

"You can't escape me like that, " it said, looming over 
her. "None of those pitiful tricks will help you here. Hah! You 
don't even know who I am. Do you?"

She rattled her head uncontrollably, willing to do any
thing to placate it.

"Guess. Guess, I say. You want to live, don't you?"
Death was close, but to die like this, torn apart, tor

tured, humiliated, defiled by this thing, this was more than she

could bear. She wanted to spit in its face, that horrible leering 
face, but even if she could form the saliva she could never sum
mon the courage. She had the thing she had wanted for so long, 
but nothing could have prepared her for this.

"I am your long lost white brother from across the 
water," it said, its voice a horrible guttural rasp as it bent over, 
turning the side of its face to her, one dark, postulant eye trans
fixed, a leering smile on its snake thin lips.

Enough, she thought. "What do you want," she
sobbed.

It reared back its snake's head, dark scales rippling on 
its throat and laughed a loud, choking croak. Then it bent for
ward, pushing its face so close she could smell its rancid breath, 
feel the sickening warmth on her face.

"What do I want, " it said, pushing its face closer, 
blocking out the eagle feather's light. "You summoned me."

A hundred thoughts coalesced in her mind: Onelai's 
warning's, the surreptitious nature of the elders, Otekwapniwa 
and the eagle feather, the pahos and corn meal. It was an offer
ing. . . to this thing. Her life hung in the balance now, hinged on 
the unknown answer she must give.

"You had no idea, did you?" The huge eyes blinked. 
"I come to offer what you want, what they all wanted: salvation, 
and deliverance from your enemies."

This was the choice. Which one had the others made, 
all made, for they had all died. Yes or no, which one?

Too close, it was distracting her, looming over her, 
waiting for her to make that fatal mistake. A Hopi must not 
show his bow in anger; this all Hopi believed. They were a peo
ple of peace and would die as a race to preserve that.

"Then save my people and deliver us from our ene
mies," she said quickly, bracing herself.

"Are you sure?" It asked in a soft mother's voice.
She almost recanted, but then realized It was trying to 

fool her, to get her to change her mind.
"Yes, I am sure."
"Then it is begun."
It retreated slowly, floating back into the shadows.
"The white man is greedy and shortsighted. He sees 

not that he is part of this world, only a very small part. He seeks 
to conquer what cannot be conquered, to tame the untamable. 
He uses up the land, then moves on, as if the land were infinite. 
The water too he spoils, using it to drain away his refuse, to 
carry his ships and to use in their engines. The air he fills with 
clouds of smoke, burning more wood than he needs to keep 
warm. His machines use other fuels taken from the earth, torn 
from her, leaving her scarred and broken from the taking. Soon, 
he will build more machines to make more things, superfluous 
things, which he will discard before they are used up, just to 
make newer things, which in turn will be discarded before they 
are worn out."

"A push here, a nudge, and I will send them on a path 
of destruction. One day soon they will unleash a horrible power 
which they will first use to destroy, then tame to use for energy. 
They will fight, again and again, for there will be far too many of 
them to share the dwindling resources. The end is not far away, 
a blink of any eye for me, a lifetime for you. The white man and 
the Tasavuh, who will take on the white man's ways and become 
like him, will be extinguished. Together with those of all other 
lands they will be consumed in the conflagration."

And then he was gone.

Shentie is old now. Sixty years have passed since that 
night in the Kiva. Few days remain in her life. She is bent over, 
wrinkled, no longer beautiful, and she smells death coming for 
her. And for the rest of us. . .what comes for us.
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W / ^ u i t i t i g  

f o r  I j y n n e  G r a i n

By Julie Tulip-Walsh

I
 was sitting in my wig-wam, reading last week's Mandy. Mrs. Greenly was in Paris 

with her school girls. She was wearing an emerald green dress, which became her, 
and she had met a tall dark handsome man in a cafe in Montmartre. I wondered 
when I would meet a tall, dark, handsome man. What would I do, and what would 
I say to him? My older sister was at that age: the age of meeting tall dark hand

some men. But she hadn't met not even one yet. It seemed to me that she spent many 
hours trying: painting her face all sorts of colours, brushing her hair 150 strokes a day, 
changing the parting, wearing Musk perfume behind her ears and knees, and under her 
armpits, and making clothes out of pretend silk, nylon actually, too short above the knee, 
and too low in the neckline, as my father would keep pointing out. But not one tall, dark, 
handsome man had knocked on our door. I heard her tell my mother, in despair, that she 
would be glad if a short, fat, light haired man came around. Once the boy on Enid Way, 
Nigel, gave her a dead bird in a shoe box. On it he had written:

To Cheryl,
Love your ardent admirer.
Nifty Nigel.

But he didn't fit the description. Besides, I think my sister thought that there was som e
thing wrong with him. Whenever we went to Hunniball's to buy food for tea, my sister 
wouldn't walk on the same side of the street as Nigel's house. She would cross the road 
and walk on the otherside, with her nose pointed up at the sky. One time he sat idly on 
his gate, probably in the hope of seeing my sister, but she said "Oh God!" with such con
tempt that I thought she had gone religious (because she was prone to dramatic behav
iour), and ran across the road, nearly getting run over by a red mini with furry dice hang
ing from its mirror. I felt sorry for Nigel and said, "My sister doesn't like dead birds. 
Perhaps you should try chocolates." But then regretting what I had said, on the way back 
down the road (he was still sitting on the gate), I said, "Try giving her a pound of gob 
stoppers." My sister would hate him forever if he bought her those.

I was sitting on an old wooden crate, with the comic on my lap, my elbows rest
ing on my knees, and my hands supporting my chin. My dog, Chipstick, was laying in 
the wig-wam with her head poking out through the opening. Her eyes were closed but 
one ear was cocked, on guard for any uninvited tresspassers. We were waiting for my 
friend Lynne Grain. Outside the air was very still, and 1 hoped it would stay that way 
because the slightest breeze would make my wig-wam fall down. I had built it, with the 
help of my next door neighbour Buddah - who was a boy scout - out of a rusty old drain 
pipe and a plastic tarpaulin. Buddah wasn't his real name, it was Malcom, but he was 
from India, so we called him Buddah. He didn't seem to mind. He called me Honky and 
my sister Goofy. My mother had once asked why we couldn't call each other by our 
Christian names. But Buddah wasn't Christian, and nor were we really. So 1 don't know 
why she even bothered to ask.

It was midday and so the sun sat in its highest point in the sky and beat down on 
the tarpaulin unmercifully. I could barely breath and so I joined Chipstick on the ground, 
and stuck my head out the opening also. The crickets in the long grass talked much too 
fast for a hot day such as this one. Their talk dominated all the other summer sounds. I 
liked summer sounds. I missed them in the winter. Once I had recorded them on my sis
ter's tape recorder, but it wasn't the same. I liked the sound of the sun the best: a sizzling  
whisper that was long and lazy.

While rummaging around in my pocket 1 found an old hard boiled sweet stuck to 
the material. 1 ate it because I was much too hungry to worry about the lint and other 
bits stuck to it. Lynne Grain was supposed to be bringing our lunch: salt and vinegar 
crisps and a box of jaffa cakes. She was going to steal them from Hunniball's. It was very 
easy to steal from old Hunniball because he was always too busy tiggling married ladies 
near the bottom when his wife wasn't looking. Lynne Grain told me that once, when she
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came home from school, he was there having a cup of tea with her mother wearing only 
his underwear. I had been shocked and didn't believe her. Then one time I came home 
from school and old Hunniball just walked right through the back door and to the bottom 
of our stairs, shouting, "'Libby, Libby,' where are you?" He hadn't seen me and jumped a 
little when I said, from behind his back, "She's not home." I knew she was but I had 
visions of him sitting, having a cup of tea with my mother, with only his underwear on, 
and I wanted to get rid of him as quickly as possible. My father was pulling into the dri
vew ay when old H unniball was sauntering back up the garden path. The man even  
waved to my father, and said, very sm ugly, "Lovely day, Gordon." My father didn't 
wave back, but his eyes were very dark and I felt a little sick. He walked quickly inside 
and up the stairs. I heard my mother sobbing. We didn't get any tea or dinner that day, 
and I couldn't sleep because my stomach kept me awake. Buddah had said that his father 
sometimes went without food for days as a gift to his God. The one with all the arms. 
"What kind of gift is that?" I had asked. "Surely a pony or a chocolate easter egg, stuffed 
with smarties, or even a piece of my mother's Christmas cake would be nice," I had said. 
But Buddah said that the God was very pleased with the gift of suffering. I was sorry 
then that I didn't believe in a God myself, because then the going without my dinner 
wouldn't have been for nothing.

Lynne Grain was hoping to live with me and Chipstick in the wig-wam. We had 
a sleeping bag, a kettle, two wooden crates, a plastic teaset, really only big enough for a 
doll, and a tin box we had found by the railway. She couldn't stand it at home anymore. 
Her sister bullied her and practiced french kissing with her. Her sister wasn't normal. At 
the beginning of the summer she had made us tie her ankles and hands together, and then 
tie her by the neck to the door handle. She was naked and we were to pretend that she 
was our captive. She told us to go away for a while and then return. But we walked to 
the marshland to feed the wild horses, and forgot to go back. Finally her mother found 
her and when we came home we got such a hiding that I was sore for days.

Lynne Grain's father never went to work at the bakery anymore, histead he sat 
cuddling on the settee with the 350 lb lady from across the street. She was the ugliest 
lady I had ever seen. Lynne couldn't understand it either.

Her mother was going to move in with the man that owned the Norfolk pub. Her 
mother was supposed to be having an affair with him. I found this very hard to believe. 
Only in France or Italy did people have affairs. In England it seemed impossible; the 
weather wasn't right for it, and people went to bed too early. She didn't fit the descrip
tion of women that have affairs either. Lynne Grain's mother wore slippers and curlers in 
public and smoked like a trooper - as my father always said. She wore a faded old house 
coat with egg stains down the front of it. Lynne Grain had never seen the man that 
owned the pub. I wondered, as I waited for my friend, if he was tall, dark and handsome. 
He probably was.

Tonight I'd remember to tell my sister not to worry so much about being beauti
ful. It really didn't matter. Things are never as you expect them to be.

. . .] w r i t e  a b o u t  t h e  d y n a m i c s  o f  f a m i l y  r e l a t i o n s h i p s .  1 a m  p a r t i c u l a r l y  i n t e r e s t e d  in  
t h a t  i l l u s i o n  o f  s u r f a c e  n o r m a l n c y  a n d  t h e  u n d e r l y i n g  d i s q u i e t i n g  n o t i o n  o f  d y s f u n c t i o n .  1 c h o o s e  
to  w r i t e  i n  t h e  v o i c e  o f  a c h i l d  b e c a u s e  i n s i d e  m e  l i v e s  t h i s  f u n n y  p e r s o n ,  m u c h  s m a l l e r  t h a n  
m y s e l f ,  w h o  w a n t s ,  w i t h  a t e n a c i o u s  i n t e n s i t y ,  to  be h e a r d .

M y  s t o r i e s  u s u a l l y  d e a l  w i t h  t he  t r a n s i t i o n  o f  c h i l d h o o d  i n t o  a d u l t h o o d .  T h i s  p a s s a g e  is 
p a r t i c u l a r l y  h a r d  b e c a u s e  i t  d o e s n ' t  h a p p e n  g r a d u a l l y  ( l i k e  y o u r  h a i r  g r o w i n g  l o n g e r )  b u t  a w f u l  

m o m e n t  o f  c l a r i t y  - w h i c h  I i m a g i n e  s o m e  p e o p l e  o n l y  e x p e r i e n c e  a g a i n ,  i f  t h e y  a r e  l u c k y ,  w h e n  
t h e y  d i e ,  a n d  i f  t h e y  ar e  v e r y  u n l u c k y  t h e y  e x p e r i e n c e  i t  e v e r y d a y ,  a n d  it  g e t s  to  be v e r y  p a i n f u l .  
I t  is a m o m e n t  w h e n  y o u  r ea l i z e  t h a t  t h e  i s o l a t i o n  y o u  f e l t  a s  a c h i l d ,  a n d  a l w a y s  t h o u g h t  b e i n g  an  
a d u l t  w o u l d  m a k e  a l l  t h e  d i f f e r e n c e ,  r e m a i n e d .  A n d  y o u  f i n d  y o u r s e l f  i n  a w o r l d  w h e r e  p e op l e  
c o n t i n u e  to  p a s s  o n e  a n o t h e r ,  n e v e r  r ea l l y  t o u c h i n g ,  n e v e r  r ea l l y  t a l k i n g ,  a n d  n e v e r  r e a l l y  u n d e r 
s t a n d i n g .

T h e  s t r e n g t h  f r o m  w h i c h  I d r a w  u p o n  t o  w r i t e  is d u e  t o  t h e  p e o p l e  w h o  i n s p i r e  me :  
D y l a n  T h o m a s ,  G e r a l d  D u r r e l ,  J . D .  S a l i n g e r ,  F r a n c i n e  P r o s e ,  M o r t y  S c h i f f ,  m y  f a m i l y  ( i n  a n  o d d  
a n d  r o u n d - a b o u t  w a y ) ,  a n d  m y  l o n g  s i n c e  p a s s e d  c h i l d h o o d  f r i e n d .  C h i l l y ,  m y  d og .

J u l i e  T u l i p - W a l s h
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Fire In El Lay
By Tom Taaffe

A 11 civ iliza tion  is built on the brutalization  
of its  su bject p e o p le s . Ameri ca  bui l t  its 
em pire on the gen ocid e of its in d igen ou s  
inhabitants, enslavem ent of m illions, m ost
ly African (but including N ative American 

and som e early Irish slaves), and the m erciless exp loita
tion of most of the im m igrants that ventured across its 
borders.

IN THE BEGINNING

Even in co l oni a l  A m erica, it 
was recognized that more p eo
ple were being exploited  than 
w e r e  e n j o y i n g  the f rui t s  of 
their h arvests b oun ty . Early 
in  the s e t t l e m e n t  of  the  
Carolinas, it was noted by the 
G overnor of that co lony, that 
there were many more African 
slaves than w hite settlers and 
that  there  w e r e  e v e n  more  
N ative Americans than slaves.
With th is pol i t i cal  real i ty in 
mi nd ,  he a d v i s e d  hi s  c o n 
s t i t ue nt s  to take wh a t  m e a 
sures necessary to ensure that 
there were no alliances forged  
b e t w e e n  A f r i c a n s  and  
A m ericans, lest their num eri
cally superior foes take advan
t age  of  thi s  p o t e n t i a l  and  
overthrow their oppressors.

Co n s e q u e n t i a l l y ,  the 
Governor set up a bounty sys
tem  that  r e w a r d e d  Na t i v e  
Ame r i c a n s  for the return of 
runaway slaves. This was rein
forced wi th scary tales of the 
fierce and u n forgiv ing  nature 
of the N a t i v e  A me r i c a n s  
towards Africans (told to their 
s l a v e s ) .  Thei r  p oor  w h i t e  
indentured servants were iso 
lated from solidarity  with the 
sla v e  p o p u la tio n s  by rein forcin g  the i l lus ion of their 
im pending "freedom" and the "unhuman" nature of the 
African slaves.

In this w ay, a small minority managed to m ain
tain their dom inance over an overw helm ing majority of 
oppressed  p eop le, w ith the consequences of this effort 
still being felt and exploited  to this day.

The Engl i s h  w ere mas t ers  of  this p ro ce ss  of 
"divide and rule". By using this technique, they m an
aged to gain control of an enorm ous percentage of the

wor l d ' s  reso u rces and p e o p le s . T his ski l l  was  then  
learned and developed  by their "daughter" empire. The 
United States.

This pattern of d ivide and conquer, and its sub
sequent exp loitation  of both people and resources con
t i nues  to this day,  s o me t i me s  m asked  in the b en ign  
rhetoric of the New Deal, som etim es crudely played out, 
as with the Reagan ad m in istration 's v ilifica tion  of the 
poor.

THE INDUSTRIAL  
REVOLUTION

A s the 19th cent ury  
tum bled  in to  the 20th, the 
rising struggle between the 
rich and poor began to take 
on t he o r e t i c a l  t erms  and  
both pol i t i cal  and vi o l ent  
struggle became the tone of 
the em erging century. The 
f irst  r e sp o n se  of the e c o 
nomic elite was to beat it to 
death. This tactic, unfortu
nately led to greater resent
ment and to the realization  
by the ruling class that peo
ple with nothing to lose had 
everything to gain by strug
gle, whi l e  the w ealthy had 
everything to lose. This, in 
turn,  l ed to a p o l i c y  of  
a p p e a s e m e n t ,  and out  of  
thi s  a p p r o a c h ,  the N e w  
Deal was born.

A CHICKEN IN EVERY POT

The crux of this theory 
was that if you give enough  
of the w orking class som e
thing to lose, then they will  
be much more reluctant to 
destroy that which the rul

ing elite have, particularly when their econom ic survival 
is tied to their em ployers success. Thus the policy of "a 
chicken in every pot" at once co-opted the socialist argu
ment (and the focus of their struggle) and at the same 
time prevented their success.

This p olicy  roved to be enorm ously  successfu l 
for the generation fo llow in g the Great Depression. Their 
memori es  of  what  depri vat i on and poverty  had been  
like,  was first hand enough to make them quite happy 
with gains they had gotten, and, given the sacrifices that
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they made, left them feeling they could take credit for 
the "gains" of the New Deal.

Their children, however, growing up in the late 
fi fties and sixties, accepted these gains as a matter of 
birthright (much as do the wealthy) and began to ask for 
more. Fueled by a greatly dem ocratized educational sys
tem, and supported by a w ealthy and stable econom y, 
these students began to question the nature of existence 
and work and wer e  d e m a n d i n g  greater and greater  
reform of the democratic structures and processes of the 
world that they lived in.

This was an unexpected side effect of the policy  
of appeasem ent that the ruling elite had not considered  
and a new phase in the war
for the control of the world began to take shape.

PULLING THE CHAIR OUT FROM UNDER US

Driven in part, by these circum stances and in 
part, by the larger game of global monetary system s. The 
Nixon Adm inistration began to dism antle the pillars that 
had ensured the stability of America's econom y. By tak
ing America off of the last remainants of the gold stan
dard,  he unl e as he d  a f l ow of forces  that  u l t i mat e l y  
destroyed the unity of the reem erging dem ocratic m ove
ments within the United States.

To put it sim ply, in the m id-sixties, $2000 was 
sufficient to provide a person a minimal level of survival 
in the society. After N ixon had gotten finished devalu
ating the dollar, however, one needed $5000 to $8000 for 
the sam e level  of ex isten ce. This esca la tion  of l i ving  
standards has continued to this day. Zero dollars is still 
zero dollars, but now  the m argin of survival  is much 
higher. People w ho cou ld  have d evoted  their tim e to 
soc i al  and pol i t i ca l  ref orm had to n o w go to work.  
S om etim es they had to work tw o jobs to s tay afloat.  
They had less free time and had to work much harder to 
maintain them selves above water.

With the rise of e lite  p lanning groups l ike the 
Tri lateral  C om m ission , and c onservat i ve  think tanks 
such as the Heritage Foundation, (not to m antion such  
post-WWII organizations as the International M onetary 
Fund [IMF], the Bilderberg M eetings, the O rganization  
for Economic Developm ent[FC ED], the O rganization of 
Eur ope an  Ec o n o mi c  C o o p e r a t i o n  [OEEC]  and the 
Council on Foreign R elations [CFR]) plans were begin 
ning to be laid to prevent such social "anomalies" like 
the com m unist m ovem ents of the thirties and later the 
cultural revolution of the sixties from happening again.

TURNING OFF THE WATERFALL

After the Tri lateral  C om m ission  ( f ounded by 
Da v i d  Rockef e l l er ,  He n r y  Ki s s i n g e r  and Cart er ' s  
N ation a l Securi ty A d v isor, Z b ign iew  Brzezinski )  had 
s u c c e s s f u l l y  e n g i n e e r e d  the ri se of  the Carter  
Presidency, these elites began to map out how to under
m ine the power of Am erica's labor unions (starting with 
plans laid out under the Carter Adm inistration to break 
the Air Traffic C ontrollers Union [PATCO]) and other
w i s e  l i mi t i n g  the g r o w i n g  i n s t i t u t i o n a l  p o we r  of 
America's left.

The n ew  s t r a t e g y  was  to s o m e h o w  get  the  
A m erican p eop le  to accept "less". This w as done by

us ing the enorm ous debt  of the world industrial i zing  
nations (fueled by a rampant military build up) as a pre
text for a national policy  of "belt-tightening" that was 
supposed to be shared by all, but was, in fact, a reality 
for the working classes and a grand sw indle for the rich.

These conservative elem ents in America m anipu
lated the Iranian Crisi s  to the advant age  of the reac
tionary elem ents of our society. First, by manufacturing  
the crisis by allow ing the Shah into the country despite  
the explicit warnings of the Iranian governm ent. Doing 
this allow ed the consortium  of banks led by Rockefeller 
to attach the assets of the Shah (which he had just stolen  
from the Iranian nation) to pay for the 24 billion in debts 
that he had run up. Then the sam e n ew spaper chains 
that  had c a t a p u l t e d  Carter f rom o b s c u r i t y  to the  
Presidency, turned with equal co-ordination on him and 
whi pped up a con servative backlash full of racist and 
anti-Islam ic rhetoric. This consevative elite,  backed up 
by disenfranchized CIA operatives cashiered during the 
Carter years, betrayed a sitting President by negotiating  
with the Iranians to keep the hostages in Iran until after 
the e l ect ion (did an y o ne  say traitor? Bush? Reagan?  
Casey?). In doing so, they secured a truly conservative 
presidency in the Reagan Adm inistration. These conser
vat ive elem ents in the Trilateral Com m ission and their 
brethren in the Her i t age  Foundat i on then se i zed  the 
opportunity to enact a radical program to at once, dereg
ulate vi r tual ly all industri es ,  en cou rage the f l ight  of 
Am erica's industrial base to third world labor markets, 
the looting of the national treasury and the conduction  
of a covert program to "defund" the left.

The conservative m ovem ent identified  the left as 
"hiding" in three areas, the social services system , the 
education system  and the arts. In a political exam ple of 
"feed a cold, starve a fever" the Reagan adm inistration  
system atica lly  gutted  the social serv ice system . They 
v i l i f i e d  the poor in Ame r i ca ,  b l a mi n g  t hem for the  
nation's ills and by the careful use of code w ords, cal
lously  fanned the flam es of racism. "Welfare" became a 
code word for supporting blacks and hispanics and rein
forced  ster eo ty p e s  of "lazy" n egroes sp o n g in g  off of 
"hardworking" whi te p eop le. They also  exp lo ited  the 
cities as a way of further prom oting a racist society. By 
v ilify ing  such cities as New York and Los A ngeles, they 
pl ayed on "whi te" Ameri ca' s  tradi t ional  fears of the 
immigrant and m ulti-cultural population found in these 
cities. Since cities tend to be more "liberal" than subur
bia or more rural areas, defunding the cities served to 
reinforce the conservative agenda.

So the slow  and piecem eal reforms of the sixties 
and seventies hit a brick wall  in the eighties. As the for
tunes of all working class people began to slide from bad 
to w orse, the Reagan adm in istration  w rapped its p ro
gram  in the f lag of "patriotism " and used  the subt le  
racism of its rhetoric to keep the poor and working class 
divided  along racial lines. Any of the fragile gains made 
betw een cultures in America were cruelly slashed by a 
cynical p o licy  of exp lo ita tion , d isinform ation  and ou t
right corruption. As the eighties evolved , the econom ic 
p olicies of the Reagan Adm inistration began to have pro
found effects on the quality of life in America. By open
ing the borders to unbridled free trade, and by crudely  
underm ining the regulatory system s that support dom es
tic industry. The Reagan Adm inistration reduced the job 
base in A m erica, thus forcing p eop le  to com pete with  
each other for the ever decreasing supply of jobs. This
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further underm ined the power of the labor unions and 
adde d s tress  and i ncreas i ng  hos t i l i t y  toward social  
reforms such as affirm ative action. Hidden in all of this, 
was an unprecedented squandering of the nations assets 
in a m assive liquidation sale that made a few billionaires 
and the rest of us unem ployed.

This process also left the nation four trillion dol
lars in debt. R eagan/Bush quadrupled a debt burden in 
twelve years that took the nation 204 years to create. 
Many i n vo l ve d  in this scandal  under s t ood  that the 
pol i t ical  p e ndul um woul d  one day swi ng  back to the 
left. So they dism antled every law and regulation that 
they could. Reagan and his band of pirates stole every 
dollar they could  and made every acquisition  p ossib le  
(often selling federal lands to cronies at far below cost, 
never mind what the market w ould bear). They installed  
all the reactionary "moles" they could in the judicial sy s
tem or elsew h ere in the bureaucracy, the better to aid 
them in entrenching their position or stalling the march 
of social reform when the pendulum  finally returned the 
other way.

THE END OF THE " L I B E R A L "  M E D I A

The co llapse and near im peachm ent of Richard 
Nixon, and the uproar of the opposition to the Vietman 
War, did not go unnoticed by these elites. The very real 
cultural revolution of the sixties was driven, in no small 
part, by a younger generation's greater understanding of 
the power of the m edia. This, in turn led the forces of 
international  capi tal i sm to real ize that the media had 
be c ome  a w e a p o n  in the s t r ugg l e  for control  of  the 
world's resources and means of production. The process 
of consolidation and control then extended to the world 
of com m unications. M ilitary-industrial-com plex corpo
rations such as Capital C ities (ABC) and General Electric

(NBC) bought  up the t e l evi s ion net works  along with  
other conservative corporations. N ew spapers and maga
zines  were purchased  by by major publ i shi ng h ouses  
that were of ten wi l l i ng  to lo se  m oney for years in a 
given market in order to gain control of that market.

This a l l owe d a co n so lid a tio n  of m edia pow er  
that perm itted a few to better control the disem ination  
of information.  The reality of a "liberal" m edia soon  
became a myth, if in fact it had any depth to begin with.  
This power, once consolidated , allow ed access to infor
mation to be tightly controlled in America, often distort
ing internat ional  events  by cal lous ly su p p ressin g  the 
facts and ignoring stories that begged for attention. In 
this way  the medi a  becam e wi l l i ng bedf e l l ows  of the 
in ternational e lite 's  attempt  to control the opin ions of 
Ameri cans .  Such stories l ike the Reagan admi ni s t ra
tion's secret deal with the Iranians before the 1980 elec
tion (to keep the hostages in captiv ity , thus disgracing  
Carter), were com m on know ledge in Europe, as it had 
been repor t ed by the Pri me Mi ni s t er  of  the Iranian  
R evolutionary governm ent, Bani Sadr. Yet it took ten 
years to come out in America, despite testim ony to that 
effect, in the C ongressional hearings on Iran-Contra. In 
this manner. Freedom of the Press was subverted and it 
continues to be (see your sm iling newscaster).

THE M E L T I N G  POT IS BOI LI NG

The result of these policies was one of increas
ing friction and stress. While the Euromerican commu
nity remained d ivided  (and the liberal elem ents coming  
under increasing and isolating pressure to conform or to 
be n e u t r a l i z e d ) ,  the A f r i c a n - A m e r i c a n  c o m m u n i t y  
becam e increasingly radicalized .A s the m odest reforms 
of the recent past were underm ined or reversed, support 
in the ghettoes for moderate reformers and the non-vio-
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lent tactics of Martin Luther King began to give way to 
the radical politics of the Nation of Islam m ovem ent and 
its credo, "by any means necessary".

M uslim s and their fellow  activ ists advised  that 
the African man could "not trust the w hite man" (much 
as the com m unists of yesterday warned workers not to 
trust the b ou rgeo isie). They em phasized  se lf reliance 
and strengthening the bonds of African brotherhood.

This increasing sense of unity , com bined w ith  
the m ilitary bui ld up in the gh etto  (as a resu lt of the 
drug trade) made for a volatile situation, one that only  
needed a match to ignite the rage that lay like dry timber 
in America's inner cities.

Police brutality in LA is not a secret, even sub
urban w hite people can see it in action on the highw ays 
and in the parking lots of their cities. For blacks, it is a 
fact of  life.  The n eo -fa sc ist tactics of its C hief Daryl 
Gates have been on the cutting edge in law enforcem ent 
pract i ces  that erod e c i vi l  r ights  and e f f i c i ent l y  and  
crudely dominate its underclass for the past 15 years.

A  FIRE IN EL L A Y

B ecause p eo p le  in the inner ci t i es  regard the 
police with suspicion at best, and with outright loathing  
and hostility  at worst, their relations in these neighbor
hoods often only inflam e relations. Since their activities 
usually do not reach the light of day, they can operate 
with relative im punity. So when Rodney King's beating 
w as v id eotap ed  and broadcast on national te lev is io n , 
many thought that at last there was proof of police bru
tality. While most knew that justice was often illusion- 
ary, m ost Americans, no matter what color, thought that 
conviction was a forgone conclusion. The powers that be 
w ouldn't be that stupid as to let this crime go w ithout at 
lea st a token convi c t i on.  Apparent l y ,  Gates  and his  
cronies in the Prosecutors office thought they could real
ly get away with this or perhaps they just don't care.

The elites of LA, facilitated by Chief Gates and 
the m edia, maintained their control on the slum s of LA 
by encouraging the d iv ision s between the Bloods and the 
Crips, betw een African and H ispanic com m unities and 
by u sin g  the Korean p op u la tion s to red irect host i l i ty  
away from the European-American com m unities and the 
elites.

By encouraging this hostility , they could ensure 
that no significant d ialogue w ould em erge between the 
Euro-A m erican and the other c ommuni t i e s  in this or 
frankly, any other city.  Perhaps they didn' t  anticipate  
the violent strength of the com m unities response to the 
King verdict. Perhaps they thought that LA's m inorities 
w o u l d  onl y  burn or l oot  their o wn  n e i g h b o r h o o d s .  
Maybe that's why they left the ghettoes unpoliced after 
the verdict. Certainly Gates' absolute contem pt for their 
feelings was reflected in his attendance at a dinner party 
on the first night of the riots.

Many of us had been expecting an explosion like 
this for some time. It is unfortunate that in so many of 
these c itie s , that h o stile  an tagon ism s exi st  wi th such  
ferocity between the races. That is of course what the 
elites  w ant. As long as we squabble am ong ou rselves  
and blame each other for what has been done to us, it 
w ill continue to be done to us.

R o a d  W i t h  N o  N a m e

Look
A  dead deer 
A t the side 
O f the road 
Still
We race along 
A  rustic ravine 
D irt
From tires 
Follow
Like a je t stream
The car
Floats
A  few  feet
Above it all
Like a shining silvery
U.F.O.
Silently
Strangerly
H overing
O ver this landscape 
A  lonely farm er 
In his fields  
Stops 
To look
Shakes his head 
As w e
Dangerously  
Disappear 
Unknown  
Into a
Cloudless crayon 
Pale blue sky  
Feeling falsely  
Immortal

Thomas Kearney
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[ODia
By Virginia Rathburn

T^  h e  a n c i e n t  G r e e k  p h i l o s o p h e r  P l a t o  
b e l i e v e d  our w o r l d  of  " b e c o mi n g "  was  
m o d e l e d  on a pe r f e c t  i n t a n g i b l e  wo r l d  
of  b e i ng ,  and t i me  wa s  a " m o v i n g  p i c 
t u r e  o f  e t e r n i t y . "  T h o u g h  P l a t o ' s  

"ot her  wor l d"  v i e w  is too e t h e r e a l  and i m p r a c t i 
cal  to many ,  and hi s  d i g r e s s i o n  i nto  ma t h e ma t i c a l  
i n t e r p r e t a t i o n s  of  the wo r l d  ve r g e  on the absurd,  
I t hi nk it is r e a s o n a bl e  to c o n c l u d e  that  we  do not  
l i ve  in a perf ec t  w o r l d ,  wh e t h e r  or not  s uch  a p e r 
fect  wo r l d  cou l d ,  d i d,  or d o e s  ex i s t  e l s e w h e r e  in 
mat e r i a l  or i mma t e r i a l  form.  Yet ,  t i me  and t i me  
aga i n  the pr os pe c t  of  Ut o p i a  here  on eart h is s e r i 
o u s l y  e n t e r t a i n e d  by p o l i t i c a l  l e a de r s  or i n v e t e r 
ate o p t i mi s t s .

T h e  a n c i e n t  G r e e k s  b e l i e v e d  t h e y  h a d  
f o u n d  p e r f e c t i on  in ma t h e ma t i c s ,  re as on  and c l a s 
s i cal  art.  The Par t he non  wa s  an a m b i t i o u s  u n d e r 
t a k i n g  a n d  a s u p r e m e  m o n u m e n t  o f  h u m a n  
a c h i e v e m e n t ,  bui l t  wi t h  the f i ne s t  ma r b l e  by the  
b e s t  a r c h i t e c t  a n d  s c u l p t o r  in G r e e c e .  
U n f o r t u n a t e l y ,  t he  Gr e e k  p o l i t i c a l  s i t u a t i o n  di d  
not  mirror the mat er i a l  p e r f e c t i o n  t hey  had e r e c t 
ed on the Ac r o p o l i s ,  and a c o m b i n a t i o n  of  i n t e r 
nal  s t r u g g l e s  and the av e r t i ng  of  m o n e y  from the  
m i l i t a r y  i n t o  the c o n s t r u c t i o n  of  t he  P a r t h e n o n  
r e s u l t e d  in t h e  e v e n t u a l  c o l l a p s e  o f  a n c i e n t  
Gree ce .

A n c i e n t  R o m e  b u i l t  i t s  p e r f e c t  s o c i e t y  
u p o n  t he  mi g h t  of  t he s w o r d .  S u p p o r t i n g  t he i r  
m a s s i v e  army e v e n t u a l l y  u n d e r m i n e d  t he i r  e c o 
n o mi c  base  and l ed to Rome  b e i n g  o v e r t h r o w n  by 
b a r b a r i a n  t r i be s  w a i t i n g  for t he  o p p o r t u n i t y  to 
s t r i ke .  Hi s t or y  s h o w s  us that  wh e n  a c i v i l i z a t i o n  
b e c o m e s  too arrogant  and c o m p l a c e n t  it is v u l n e r 
able  to at tack from w i t h i n  or wi t ho u t .

We in Ame r i c a  have  great  fai th in s c i e n c e  
and t e c h n o l o g y .  T h o u g h  s c i e n c e  has  ma d e  n u m e r 
o u s  n o b l e  a c h i e v e m e n t s ,  n e v e r t h e l e s s ,  it t oo  is 
not  w i t h o u t  its i mp e r f e c t i o n s .  Co n s i d e r  the f i n d 
i ngs  of  s c i ent i s t ,  Werner  H e i s e n b e r g  in 1926,  that  
r e s u l t e d  in the P r i n c i p l e  of  I n d e t e r m i n a c y ,  and  
q u a n t u m  m e c h a n i c s ,  an a t t e m p t  to i n t e g r a t e  the  
i r r a t i o n a l  c o m p o n e n t s  of  t h e  u n i v e r s e .  As  
S t e p h e n  H a w k i n g ,  a t h e o r e t i c a l  p h y s i c i s t  s ays  in 
"A Br i e f  H i s t o r y  of  Ti me , "  " Q u a n t u m  m e c h a n i c s  
t h e r e f o r e  i n t r o d u c e s  an u n a v o i d a b l e  e l e m e n t  of  
u n p r e d i c t a b i l i t y  or r a n d o m n e s s  i n t o  s c i e n c e . "  
Eve n  t he sacred l o g i c  of  m a t h e m a t i c s  w a s  c a l l ed  
i n t o  q u e s t i o n  by " G o d e l ' s  Pr oo f , "  p u b l i s h e d  in 
1931 ,  w h i c h  s t a t e s  t hat  " p r o p o s i t i o n s  on w h i c h  
t h e  m a t h e m a t i c a l  s y s t e m  is in p a r t  b a s e d  are  
u n p r o v a b l e  b e c a u s e  it is p o s s i b l e ,  in any  l og i c a l  
s y s t e m  u s i n g  s y mb o l s ,  to c on s t r u c t  an a x i om that  
is n e i t h e r  p r o v a b l e  nor  d i s p r o v a b l e  w i t h i n  t he  
s a me  s ys t e m. "
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Be f or e  t h e s e  e x p l o s i v e  r e v e l a t i o n s  of  the  
l i m i t a t i o n s  of  s c i e n c e  an d  m a t h e m a t i c s ,  c e r t a i n  
p o s i t i v i s t s  a n d  s c i e n t i s t s  h a d  b e c o m e  s o  s e l f  
a s s u r e d  as to s u g g e s t  that  we  n o w  p o s s e s s e d  the  
p o w e r  to p r e d i c t  al l  f u t u r e  e v e n t s ,  b o t h  a s t r o 
n o m i c a l  a n d  o t h e r w i s e .  S c i e n c e ,  e v e r  in c o n 
t e n t i o n  w i t h  p h i l o s o p h y  and  r e l i g i o n ,  w a s  t he  
u n d i s p u t e d  l e a d e r  for "r at i ona l "  man be f o r e  the  
U n c e r t a i n t y  Pr i nc i p l e .

N o w  we  are f i r ml y  in the gri p of  the s a v 
ior of  the 20th c e nt u r y .  T e c h n o l o g y ,  w h o s e  p o t e n 
tial  is bot h  s p e c t a c u l a r  and e x t r e me l y  d a n g e r o u s .  
My c o m p u t e r  is a great  b o o n  to me,  h o w e v e r ,  I am 
a l s o  a w a r e  that  c o m p u t e r s  a l l o w  the g o v e r n m e n t  
a n d  o t h e r  a s s o r t e d  b u s y b o d i e s  to a c c e s s  e v e r y  
ki nd of pr i v a t e  i n f o r ma t i o n  about  me t hey de s i r e  
to f i n d  o u t .  S u c h  an i n v a s i o n  c o u l d  n o t  h a v e  
t aken p l ac e  so e a s i l y  b e f or e  the t e c h n o l o g i c a l  r e v 
o l u t i o n .  There  is no d o u b t  that  our hi - t ech s o c i 
e t y  has  l ed to a mo r e  i m p e r s o n a l ,  a s s e m b l y - l i n e  
t r e a t me n t  of  p e o p l e .  It has  a l so  l ed to a s o c i e t y  
p l a g u e d  by u n p l e a s a n t  s i d e  e f f ec t s  l ike e x c e s s i v e  
n o i s e ,  p o l l u t i o n ,  and nuc l e ar  da ng e r s .

Whe n  c o n t e m p l a t i n g  the p o we r  of  t e c h n o l 
o g y  I am r e m i n d e d  o f  M a r y  S h e l l e y ' s  n o v e l ,  
F r a n k e n s t e i n .  Af t e r  Vi c t o r  F r a n k e n s t e i n  c r e a t e s  
the mo ns t e r ,  he is at o n c e  t err i f i ed of  thi s  p o w e r 
ful  and a w e s o m e  c r e a t u r e ,  and of  the r e a l i z a t i o n  
t hat  he has  u n l e a s h e d  a n e w  and  u n p r e d i c t a b l e  
p o w e r  upon the eart h.  In hi s  terror,  he a b a n d o n s  
hi s  c r eat i on  and tr i es  to r e c on s t r u c t  hi s  l i fe as it 
w a s  b e f o r e .  H i s  l i f e  i s  p e r m a n e n t l y  c h a n g e d ,  
h o w e v e r ,  and he c a n n o t  retreat  into hi s  pas t  c o m 
f o r t a b l e  e x i s t e n c e .  The  c r e a t u r e  t hen g o e s  on a 
r a m p a g e  and d e s t r o y s  Vi c t o r ' s  f a mi l y .  We can' t  
he l p  but  mo u r n  the f act  that  Vi c t or  m i s u s e d  hi s  
p o w e r  a n d  a c t e d  i r r e s p o n s i b l y .  If o n l y  he  had  
h a r n e s s e d  for g o o d  al l  the p o t e nt i a l  and v i g o r  hi s  
c r eat ure  p o s s e s s e d .

Gr e a t  m o n u m e n t s  to h u m a n  a c h i e v e m e n t  
are not  i m m u n e  to d i s a s t e r ,  as w e  w i t n e s s e d  in 
t h e  e x p l o s i o n  of  o u r  " P a r t h e n o n , "  t h e  W o r l d  
Tr ade  Cent er .  Our s mart  t e c h n o l o g y  has  g i v e n  us  
a n e w v u l n e r a b i l i t y  to t he very  e v i l s  i n h e r e n t  in a 
h i g h - t e c h  i m p e r s o n a l  s o c i e t y .  T e c h n o l o g y  has not  
a l l o w e d  us  to be m a s t e r s  o f  o u r  d e s t i n y  or to 
e s c a p e  the p r e s e n c e  of  t he evi l  and the i rrat i onal .

I am not  t r a s h i n g  t e c h n o l o g y .  I b e l i e v e  it 
has been  a s o u r c e  of  p r o g r e s s ,  c o n v e n i e n c e ,  and a 
l i f e  saver .  Very  p r e m a t u r e  babi e s  o w e  thei r l i ve s  
to mo d e r n  t e c h n o l o g y ,  as we l l  as many  g r a v e l y  ill 
p e o p l e  w h o  h a v e  been  s ave d  by the a d v a n c e m e n t s  
m a d e  in m e d i c a l  t e c h n o l o g y .  But  h a v e  w e  not  
of t en s e en  an e t h i ca l  or moral  d a ng e r  or d i l e m m a  
l u r k i n g  in the s h a d o w  of  e v e r y  n e w a d v a n c e ?  The  
q u e s t i o n  is,  has the d o w n s i d e  of  t e c h n o l o g y  been

Ictus Review Volume 1, Issue II



p o n d e r e d  e n o u g h ,  a n d  h a v e  w e  f o r g o t t e n  t he  
v a l u e  o f  t h e  i n t a n g i b l e ,  s p i r i t u a l  a n d  h u m a n  
d i m e n s i o n  of  our l i ves?

S c i e n c e  a n d  t e c h n o l o g y  h a v e  d i f f i c u l t y  
a n s w e r i n g  the q u e s t i o n s  t h e y  ra i s e .  E x i s t e n t i a l  
p h i l o s o p h y ,  as a r e s p o n s e  to o v e r - r e l i a n c e  u po n  
s c i e n c e ,  r e mi nd s  us that  we  are f i ni t e  and subj ect  
to our h u ma n  l i mi t a t i o n s .  Thi s  is not  p e s s i m i s m  
a n d  r e s i g n a t i o n .  T h i s  is t he  r e a l i z a t i o n  of  our  
h u m a n i t y .  T h o u g h  w e  are w i t h o u t  u l t i m a t e  and  
u n b r i d l e d  p o w e r ,  w e  h a v e  t h e  p o w e r  a n d  t he  
o b l i g a t i o n  to acc ept  r e s p o n s i b i l i t y  for our p l ane t  
and our  l i ve s .  A c c e p t i n g  our h u m a n i t y  g i v e s  us a 
cert a i n  m o d e s t y  and e n a b l e s  us to acc ept  the l i m i 
t a t i on s  of  each ot her  and of  s o c i e t y .  Thi s  s h o u l d  
h e l p  s u b d u e  g r a n d i o s e  d r e a m s  o f  u t o p i a  a n d  
e n a b l e  us to a c h i e v e  w h a t  g o o d  is p o s s i b l e  wi t h i n  
h u m a n  b o u n d a r i e s .  To v i e w  o u r s e l v e s  as l i mi t e d  
but  r e s p o n s i b l e  k e e p s  our e g o  in c hec k  o ve r  our  
a c c o m p l i s h m e n t s  a n d  r a i s e s  our  c o n s c i o u s n e s s  
a b o u t  t he b ur de n  on us to c on t r o l  the g r o w t h  of  
t e c h n o l o g y  and use it for go o d .

F o rg iv e ,  O Lord, my l i t t le  
jokes  on Thee  

A n d  I'll fo r g iv e  Thy great  
b ig  one  on me.

R o b e r t  F r o s t
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N O N - S E Q U I T O R :  rules of Surrealist rhyme 
(for Jimmy Once-Higgins)

1. Take syntax, spoonfed - wherein the pit 
of Souls lies.. .trembling...
Helen of Troy gave the bus operator 
a token: Her soft subversion 
(elegant as a parenthesis)

2. Break bread with renewed syntactical 
EMPHASIS.. .sometimes cerulean blue 
(neon was a gas) startle twice
before the day needs to know 
prostrate all glands before Beauty

3. Be effusive in all, rattle thoughts best
Imcomplete. . .in the context of a 

Dream. . .
she follows the breath of his new idiom
while the Pelican alone
writes automatically (trust your memory)

4. Tolerate badly all jingle-isms 
(note the neologism while) vowing 
never to return home, a Philistine 
please to do so and could I?
(the intrusive American)
have a mint of Truth?
does she know herself?
is Time to be found in some liquid
Encasement

5. Clearly this is Not
6. the E nd .. .Pursue the poetic

Non-Sequitor 
Socrates supposed a better world

Thomas Good
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Form 69PV
By Mathew J. Rosenwasser

Please use a ballpoitn pen ONLY and make sure that you press hard enough so the writing is clear on all THREE copies.
Copy 1 - Female Copy 2 - Male Copy 3 - Neutral party

If more than two participants will be involved, use Form 69PV-0. If participants are of the same sex, use Form 69BV for women. Form 
69BV-0 for more than two women. Form 69PA for men, For 69PA-0 for more than two men. If one or more of the participants are NOT of 
the human species, this form and all previously mentioned forms are NOT legally valid.

NOTE: - It is illegal in all states of the union (except Nevada) for either party to accept money in exchange for any of the actions named 
below. In Nevada, in cases where money is exchanged, please use Form 69PV-R, Form 69BV-R, or Form 69PA-R, where copy 3 is the 
receipt for the client's records.

- This form must be completed in totality and signed prior to any action by the signatories. It is suggested that this is filled out in 
the presence of a notary public and notarized after it is completed.

Female Portion

I , _______________________ (PRINT name), have solemly declared that on this, th e  day o f________ in 19 a t  ; AM PM (circle
one), that I am consenting to participate in the acts named below w ith________________________ (male's name, printed by female). I am
chosing to do this of my own volition and free will. I am not being forced into consent or into signing this formy the male signatory or other 
third party. I am declaring that this is being signed prior to any activity taking place. The following activities will be permitted during the 
aforementioned act:
Female please note: please SIGN your name in full next to the acts that are permissible during the 24 hour period stated above. For any 
act which is deemed NOT permissible during the 24 hour period named above, place three large 'X's in the blank next to it.
1. _______________________  Foreplay
2. _______________________  Oral intercourse - fellatio
3. _______________________  Oral intercourse - cunnilingus
4. _______________________  Vaginal intercourse
5. _______________________  Anal intercourse
6. _______________________  Breast intercourse
7. _______________________  Sadism
8. _______________________  Masochism
(If either 7 or 8 is signed, be sure to fill out and attach Fonv 69PV-SM before proceeding)
9. _______________________  Afterplay

Signatories please note: If there is any possibility of misunderstanding of the terms used above, please be sure to consult a dictionary 
before proceeding with the rest of this form.

I am currently (circle one)
married to - common law marhed to - cohabitating with - exclusively dating - casually dating - or not dating the aforementioned male.
Note: Casual sexual relations (eg: one night stands, sex between friends) fit into the 'not dating' category.

We are going to use one or more of the following forms of birth control: (circle however many apply)
Male condom - cervical cap - lUD - sponge - diaphram - Norplant - tubal ligation - vascectomy - Natural Family Planning - 
rythym - withdrawal none-sperm may swim where they may - none-attempting to conceive.

Please sign:
__________________________ I am currently free from AIDS, the HIV virus, chlymidia, gnorrea, herpes, crabs or any other form of vene
real disease. I am aware that if it is proved that I was informed previously of the health conditions named above, still continue to fill out 
this form and go ahead with the aforementioned acts, fines and/or imprisonment can result.

__________________________ I currently have (circle however many apply) AIDS, the HIV virus, chlymidia, gnorrea, herpes, crabs other
(attach separate list if necessary)__________________. I am chosing freely to participate in the acts named above and have informed the
male of my previous venereal medical conditions.

I certify that I have medical clearance to perform the above acts and will not hold the male party legally or financially responsible for any 
health difficulties (eg: heart attack, stroke, shock, dehydration, joint/organ/muscle injury) encountered in the course of executing the afor- 
mentioned actions.

I certify that I am currently not under the influence of alcohol, drugs or other substances which would cause the impairment of my judge
ment regarding the aforementioned matters.

All of the above is true to the best of my knowledge.
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Male Portion

I ,______________________ (PRINT name), have declared that on this, th e__ _ day o f______________ in 19 a t  : AM PM (circle
one), am agreeing to participate in the acts named above b y__________________________(female's name, printed by male). I am chos-
ing to do this of my own volition and free will. I am not being coerced in any way, shape or form, nor am I being forced into consent or into 
signing this form by the female signatory or other third party. I am declaring that this is being signed prior to any activity taking place. I 
undersand that ONLY the following activities will be permitted by the female:
(Male only print acts signed with female's NAME from atiove)

I certify that I understand the limits of our forthcoming actions set by the female party.

Both parties note:
- If there is any possibility of misunderstanding of the terms used above, please be sure to consult a dictionary before proceeding 

with the rest of this form.
- If at this point there is any disagreement over which acts are to be performed, STOP filling out this form now and settle. If nec

essary, consult a neutral third party negotiator.

MALE PLEASE NOTE
Signatures signed on this form render all signatures signed on previous forms by the female party void and invalid, even if they have been 
signed within the 24 hour period named above. Acts signed for as permissible on previous forms are NOT binding during the 24 hour peri
od named above or any time thereafter, no matter how many times they were signed for previously. Acts not allowed on this form which 
are forced by the male onto the female on the basis of current expectations and/or past allowable activities are illegal. In addition, it is ille
gal to force, coerce or otherwise pressure the female into signing any of the above lines in which she freely choses not to. Such males 
who do any of the aformentioned are liable to prosecution to the fullest extent of law and/or extralegal retribution by one or more of the 
females friends and/or family.

I am currenly (circle one)
married to, common law married to, mutually cohabitating with, mutually exclusively dating, casually dating, or not dating the aforemen
tioned female.
Note: Casual sexual relations (eg: one night stands, s e x  between friends) fit into the 'not dating' category.

MALE PLEASE NOTE
Certificate of marriage, common law marriage, mutual cohabitation, mutually exclusive dating, casual dating, friendship, spending money 
on the female party, teasing, flirting and/or any other form of human contact does NOT preclude you from completing this form; nor does 
the aforementioned give you sanction to violate limits set by female party above.

We are going to use one or more of the following forms of birth controls: (circle as many that apply)
Male condom cervical cap lUD sponge diaphram Norplant tubal ligation vascectomy Natural Family Planning rythym withdrawal none- 
sperm may fall where they may none-attempting to conceive.

Please sign one:
________________________ I am currently free from AIDS, the HIV virus, chlymidia, gnorrea, herpes, crabs or any other form of venereal
disease. I am aware that if it is proved that I was informed previously of the health conditions named above, still continue to fill out this 
form and go ahead with the aforementioned acts, fines and/or imprisonment can result.

________________________ I currently have (circle as many that apply) AIDS, the HIV virus, chlymidia, gnorrea, herpes, crabs other
(attach separate list if necessary)_______________________ . I am chosing freely to participate in the acts named above and have
informed the female of my previous venereal medical conditions.

I certify that I have medical clearance to perform the above acts and will not hold the female party legally or financially responsible for any 
health difficulties (heart attack, stroke, shock, dehydration, joint/organ/muscle injury) encountered performing the above.

I certify that I am currently not under the influence of alcohol, drugs or other substances which would cause the impairment of my judge
ment regarding the aforementioned matters.

All of the above is true to the best of my knowledge.
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C$ARCH
for Christian Matunfor Christian Maturity

_id-Summer
Collegiate Retreat

16-18 July '93
(7:00 P.M. Friday to 3:00 P.M. Sunday)

Blair Lodge, CYO Youth Ministry Center 
Putnam Valley, NY 

$50, transportation not included

Contact:
Matthew J. Rosenwasser, President, Newman Club, CSI' s 

Roman Catholic Community, 390-7544 (Leave message)

You promised yourself that at least once during these precious years you 
would make a retreat. Now's the time. Don't delay.
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I returned to Jogya alone. I went back to my little hotel room, my favorite restaurants. 
I decided to go to a wyang kulit, a Japanese shadow puppet show, but a real one, not 
an abbreviated, daytime show for tourists. I'd learned in Bali at the monkey-fire 
dances how disappointing such staged events are. Sure the men had jumped around, 

kicked coals, shook and screeched, but they didn't do it with much conviction with the 
flash bulbs popping around them.

Harry Agung found out there was a real wayang kulit going on at the seaside in 
celebration of the wedding between the Sultan and the sea goddess. He told me where to 
catch the bus and cautioned. "Don't wear green near the water. She gets jealous and 
might drown you."

It was a long and exceptionally uncomfortable ride. The bus was crowded with 
thirty seated passengers, at least as many more standing in the aisle, and three or four 
clinging to windows on the outside. The roof of the bus was a few inches shorter than 
me. I stood for two hours in an awkward slump, my head tipped sideways and pressed 
against the ceiling. Two small old women pushed intimately against me and discussed  
the hair on my arms. The engine overheated twice, forcing everyone out along the road
side while the driver's assistants fetched water from the nearby irrigation channels and 
poured it over the engine. Back on the bus the old women nagged and shoved the young 
men about so I could squeeze back into the center. It was fun, for all the discomfort and 
lack of view.

The bus arrived after dusk. Parangtritis is a small, one street town, renowned in 
tourist season for the availability of psychedelic mushrooms. In February, all the hotels 
and shops were boarded up. For the first time in Indonesia 1 was not greeted by anyone 
selling me taxi rides, hotel rooms, food, or souvenirs.

One small restaurant was lit. 1 went inside and asked a handsome Indonesian 
woman where I could get a room for the night. She pointed me down the street. I walked 
back the way I had come. Children playing in the street ignored me. A man in a conical 
bamboo hat tugged along a pair of white oxen. One ox turned and bawled to a calf gal
loping anxiously after her.

I couldn't find anything else open and returned to the restaurant. The woman 
called me from the building next door, a losmen (cheap hotel) attached to the restaurant. 
She showed me into a room sm elling of cat piss and lizards. There was no electricity. 
Her son brought gas lamps which he lit and placed around the room and outside the 
door. She unfolded heavy straw mattresses onto two wooden beds and added a sheet and 
pillow to each. She gave me a tiny padlock and key for the door, and showed me how to 
close and latch the wooden shutters at the window should I leave the room.

They went out. I sat down, intensely relieved by the polite quiet with which I 
had been greeted. I seemed to be the only foreigner in town. For the first time in weeks, 
maybe months there was no one around telling me 1 was doing anything wrong, no one 
showing off their superior knowledge of Indonesia or the Indonesians.

I put on my money belt, hid my possessions under the bed and went next door to 
get something to eat. Traditional wayang kulits usually start late and go on all night.

A couple sat inside. The woman was thin and tanned, with waist length brown 
hair, dressed in tight white jeans and a loose backless t-shirt. She had a New Zealand 
accent. She seemed completely unaware of the inappropriateness of her near nudity. I 
envy such women, next to whom I always feel a little drab in my attempts to offend no 
one.

She was talking to an extraordinarily colorful Indonesian man. He too had waist 
length hair, cut into a short mane around his face. He wore an orange and green tie-dyed 
cotton jersey vest, which bagged from his shoulders, exposing his nipples. A dark purple 
sarong was tucked up between his legs into short ballooning pants open at the sides to his 
hips. Brightly embroidered slippers protected his feet. Heavy rings were on every finger.
I was most struck by his unexpectedly round face. Most Indonesians are painfully skinny 
by American standards. He was comfortably, almost decadently, plump.

I sat at a table on the porch beneath a fizzing storm lantern, ordered fried rice 
and eggs, and wrote letters w hile half listening to their conversation. The man drew  
clothing designs for the woman, who was interested in importing samples to Australia. 
They haggled prices.

The proprietress of the restaurant and hotel brought me a guest book to sign. A 
tourist couple passed on the street. A yellow cecak lizard ran down a pole onto my table 
and sat gulping insects attracted to the light.

A tall young foreigner materialized out of the darkness onto the porch and joined 
the other couple. His arms looked squeezed dry, the arms of a habitual drug user or 
someone who had been sick a long time. His short, messy hair stuck out from a green 
headband. He was barefoot, in a tight, knee-length, ragged blue sarong, and a sleeveless 
red t-shirt with grey and white ribs painted on it. One arm was com pletely tattooed.
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Amulets and talismans dangled from his ears, neck, wrists, 
and ankles.

He sat down next to the Indonesian man without 
looking at him, then spoke to the woman in an aggrieved 
whine about some look a man had given him that after
noon. The woman made light of it. He yelled back at her 
angrily, "You don't know! You don't understand. I, I have 
a magical mind!"

The Indonesian got up and walked to the edge of 
the porch. He stood staring into the dark, ingnoring the 
argument behind him.

The woman said, "Well, Sean, I have an entirely 
scientific mind."

"I know." He fum bled, "It's just. . .1 need. . .1 
must. . ." The Indonesian went back to his seat. Sean still 
did not look at him. The woman tried to get Sean to leave 
with them, but he refused reconciliation. He sat frowning 
as they left, then went into the back of the losmen.

I confined to eat and write. I felt embarrassed by 
the man's outburst. Disregard for the Indonesian had satu
rated his speech and posture, as if the Indonesian had been 
invisible, although that was who he was angry with.

Half an hour later, the Indonesian man returned 
alone and sat down across from me. I stopped writing. 
The gas light sputtered and lowered, then flared up again 
brightly, casting shadows like the flames of fireworks on 
his face.

I waited for the usual twenty questions. "Where 
are you from? Are you alone? Are you married? How  
long are you here? How old are you?"

But with no preliminary, he asked, "Why do for
eigners put them selves here," he raised one hand to eye 
level, "and us here?" the other hand at chest level.

H is hands in the l ight seem ed cast in silver. I 
could feel him staring at me, but couldn't see his eyes past 
the glare.

"I don't know," I said, thinking back to everything 
I had seen since arriving on Java. "Perhaps they are afraid 
of losing them selves in a strange country. If they didn't 
put them selves above you they w ould be forced to look 
around, maybe be affected. That's frightening.

"You?"
"Yes. I'm frightened. So many things are different 

here. I don't know what or who to believe."
"But you don't put you rse lf up here. You are

open."
I wondreed if he were flattering me, but answered 

truthfully. "Well, I came here to be changed. If anything, I 
feel lower than you. You are all my teachers. I can't talk, 
eat. I don't know how to dress properly or be polite. I'm a 
child here. How can I act as though I know everything?"

"Then why are foreigners so im polite? Why do 
they talk as if we do not exist?"

What could I answer? He was too polite to allow  
anger in his voice. He was simply puzzled. He didn't com
prehend why Sean, w ho he had thought a friend , now  
refused to speak to or look at him.

I ordered tea for us. He told me h is name was 
Andra, then asked, "Do you mind talking with me about 
these things?"

"No. I think about the same things a lot."
"You are honest with me."
I asked him to sit next to me so 1 could see his face. 

He shifted around, then ordered fried rice. "I'm starving" 
he said.

I w as surpri sed again.  I had n ever heard an

Indonesian state his own hunger. When hungry, they usu
ally ask me if I've eaten yet, and will not eat unless I join 
them.

Friends of his entered the restaurant and sat in a 
dark corner of the porch, playing guitar, drinking tea, and 
laughing. They all wore bright clothes and a lot of jewelry. 
They were all obviously stoned. After quick greetings and 
curious glances, they ignored us. They were what Ellen 
used to call disparagingly "Land Crocodiles", the young  
Indonesian men who survive by scamming tourists.

Andra's liking of food made him seem less danger
ous, different from his friends. I trusted the softness of his 
face, hands, and stomach.

The aggrieved Sean reappeared, staggering on the 
steps. He ignored me, came up to Andra, and said, "How 
many beds in your room?"

"One."
I saw the lie in his body. He remained polite, but 

pulled into himself.
Sean said v iciously , "I have no where to sleep." 

He stood over Andra, dingy, gaunt, spoiled, w aiting for 
him to solve the problem.

"Do you have money?" Andra asked him mildly.
"Yeah." He sounded affronted, as though he had 

not expected to pay for himself. "Oh, never mind. Don't 
worry about me." He flapped his hands angrily and turned 
back to the darkness, his back rigid and steps fumbling.

Andra ate in silence. The proprietress and her son 
began folding up chairs and clearing condiments from the 
tables.

"Why are you here alone?" he asked me.
"I'm going to the wayang kulit. It's supposed to 

happen tonight somewhere."
"Ah. Yeah..I come with you, okay?"
I h esita ted , unsure of the place or him.  "Oh. 

Okay. It starts pretty late..." I didn't want to be rude. He 
had been pleasant, unthreatening. I decided to overlook 
the redness of his eyes, the lack of constraint in his speech.

I wanted to ask him how it felt to dress colorfully 
and act freely in a country where blending in and discre
tion are prized over individual i ty.  I am used to being  
stared at or approached simply because I'm white and tall 
and alien. I'm used to being part of a minority. But how 
strange it would be to make a life out of befriending aliens 
while being rejected by almost everyone else.

It was nearly ten p.m. when we left for the shadow  
puppet ceremony. There was no electricity in town, on the 
streets , or in the h ou ses. Soon there w ere no h ouses. 
Andra walked close to me, but not touching. The propri
etress sent her son after us with a flashlight, but he didn't 
turn it on.

I had a sudden moment of paranoia. What if they 
jumped me? What if I were a complete fool? But I quelled 
it. My worry came not from the men walking beside me in 
the dark, but from Ellen's w arnings and the d isdain  of 
other Indonesians towards men dressed like Andra.

After about half a mile, I began to hear the far off 
clack of wood on wood, then the staccato falsetto of a man's 
voice speaking an ancient dialect: the puppet master. We 
turned left onto a dirt road curving back to the beach. 
Ahead the whole village stood around a flourescent lit hut. 
A generator ran in the shadows. Shadows of gods and god
d esses danced on a screen at the end of the bamboo and 
leaf walls. The Sultan and his family, dressed exquisitely, 
sat inside on folding metal chairs. Villagers stood outside 
peering between the leaves at the far off shadows. I was
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conscious of the looks they cast at me and Andra, but went 
close to the entrance to watch the puppets over their heads. 
The boy joined them. Andra stood off to one side, bored. 
He stood on one foot, then another, then moved behind me.
I suggested he return to town without me.

"Nevermind. I wait. It is Indonesian." I went on 
w atching the shadow  pup pets. They faded on and off 
screen, dancing and fighting, singing at each other, all the 
accom panined by the high, inconstant beat of w ood on 
wood.

Andra got som ething in his eye. I took him to a 
light but found nothing. Then it began to rain. First just a 
few drops, then it poured down violently. Andra pulled  
me into a food stall and ordered tea. We sat together com- 
panionably. Thin old men lounged on benches in the cor
ner, watching us. We gazed out at the rain, which all but 
hid the lights of the wayang just a few yards away. Andra 
reached past me for the ash tray. I saw long, dark scars 
running across his inner arm. They ran in parallel strips 
across the width. One was raised the length of his arm, like 
the gash on a loaf of bread.

"A knife fight?" I asked, pointing.
He gave me a small smile. With his right hand he 

mimed cutting him self with a razor, sprinkling granules 
into the gash, then holding the skin closed to keep them in.

I looked away, inadequate to the revelation.
He told me.
He came from a well-to-do family in West Java, the 

youngest of four children. By the time he was twelve, all 
his siblings had left home. He became aware that his father 
and mother were unhappy together. "One night, I knew in 
a dream, I could help them."

He showed me how he'd broken his bedroom w in
dow and climbed out . I couldn't imagine him, dark, frail, 
twelve years old flinging himself out naked into the night. 
Had it really occured, or was it part of the dream?

He left home, he said, to unite his parents in grief 
over losing him. He told me this unself-consciously, as 
though it were perfectly logical.

He traveled a long distance alone, first to his sis
ter's house, them to his brother's. They didn't want him 
and t hought  he shoul d go back.  He ended  up wi th a 
cousin.

I couldn't follow  the next part of the story. His 
English became less fluent as he moved back and forth in 
t ime with an alm ost em barrassing in tensity , as though  
reliving the past for my benefit. He didn't have the care
less,  re laxed qual i ty wi th whi ch  In d on esian s usual l y  
describe hardship. Like his com m ent, "I'm starving!" it 
showed an uncommon strength of feeling for himself.

I wanted to touch him and say, "You must forgive 
them," but knew it would be impolite to thus imply criti
cism.

He told me about being a junkie for four years. I
missed what led up to it. He was a teenager. To reassure
me, he said, "Now I dislike drugs. I don't take them." I 
trusted him.

"Look at my eyes," he said.
"What?" I didn't know what he expected.
"They are always red now. Friends ask, 'What you 

been smoking, Andra?' but I smoke nothing."
Then he told me, again without transition, about

waki ng up in a hospital, bl ind.  With his eyes open he
could see nothing but dark yellow. He had overdosed, or 
had som e bad heroin, and for three months went crazy, 
som etim es close to death.

He heard his sister praying in one corner. He felt 
her lay her hand on his chest to be sure of his breath. He 
did not die. She wept to have him back. But he continued 
through withdrawal.

He described itching unbearably, screaming with 
fear of being blind, his body uncontrollable with pain.

One day he came to consciousness in an insane 
asylum , just as they were w heeling him to electro-shock  
therapy. He struggled and broke away, screaming, "I'm 
not crazy!" The doctor who had ordered the treatments 
had not read his records, had no idea of the history of his 
abused body.

Andra grabbed a bottle, broke it, and held the doc
tor and attendants away, screaming, conscious. They final
ly called his brother, who told them he wasn't a crazy, just 
a drug addict who'd finally finished withdrawal.

Again I was startled by the violence of his story, 
which seem ed im possible in his body. The scars I could  
understand. They were part of the ritual of need. But look
ing at his soft face, listening to his gentle voice, I could not 
envision him thin, shaking, anguished, terrified. I couldn't 
imagine that much passion in him.

We were interrupted by his friends and a young  
Swedish couple, all high on mushrooms. The girl was so 
high that when I asked her name, she giggled and ran back 
into the rain. The rain had, if anything, increased. The 
tow nspeop le, not allow ed into the Sultan's shelter, held  
banana leaves over their heads as umbrellas or crowded  
into the door ways of the little warungs. We waited for the 
rain to stop.

His friends took turns reading my palm and mak
ing prophecies in Indonesian. I was restless. I joined the 
people in the doorway and stood staring out at the opening  
to the wayang, which seemed very distant through the rain. 
The clack ing sin gson g  of the puppet m aster continued  
unceasingly.

Andra came and stood silently beside me. I was 
cold, but he was shivering. I took my sarong form my neck 
and draped it around him. He shifted it up around both 
our shoulders. Again, we stood close, but not touching.

Well after midnight, the rain slackened. We decid
ed to brave the wet and run back to the hotel. The mud 
was ankle deep. We removed our shoes and ran barefoot, 
squelching the mud, laughing, leaving the watchful vi l 
lagers and his boring friends behind.

Once on the street, we redraped the sarong into a 
damp um brella and carried it overhead. We continued  
barefoot. It was so completely black that I could not even 
see silhouettes of trees against the sky or the edge of the 
road. I felt disconcerted, dizzy, and wildly silly.

A car blinded and then passed us. It stopped and 
backed up.  As it pul l ed closer,  Andra said,  "Wait." 
Discarding the sarong, he turned to face the car. It quickly 
sped away.

"They thought I was a woman because of my long 
hair and big body. They were com ing back for another 
look." He ran ahead of me, laughing, then minced with a 
sw aying walk in his sarong skirt. I had to admit it was 
hard to tell from behind, and laughed too.

It seemed a much longer walk back, but finally I 
saw the haze of lanterns in town.

He told me why Sean had been upset. Sean had 
stayed for several weeks in Andra's rooms in Jogya. Andra 
had known the woman from New Zealand as a business  
connection . Sean had becom e obsessed about her. She 
rejected him, but he followed them everywhere. Sean had
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decided Andra, his friend, was actually preventing him  
from getting the woman and had begun to say nasty things 
to him. Andra, knowing he was to be leaving soon, had 
remained polite.

He told me all this without questions or prompt
ing.

Then he asked if I'd had any exp eriences wi th 
drugs or drug addicts. I told him I'd done hallucinogens 
when younger, and that I'd had a boyfriend who had been 
a cocaine addict and had stolen from me.

He touched me on the shoulder, halting me. He 
looked at me seriously. "Yes. Addicts are bad. They will 
always steal from you. Even if they say they love you. You 
must be careful."

I w ondered for a moment if he was warning me 
against himself.

We finally  got to the losm en. We stood on the 
porch. I felt awkward. "Goodnight," I said.

"Wait. I have something to ask you."
I s igh ed  and step ped  back, th in k ing , "Here it 

comes. He couldn't leave it alone."
"You are my friend, right?"
"Yes."
"Even though I just met you I know that, or I 

would not ask you this."
I waited.
"Please let me stay in your room tonight."
I shook my head, annoyed.
"There are already four in my room and only two 

beds. It is very crowded, and you also have two beds. . ." 
He smiled, unabashed.

I thought, "If I can't trust, what else is there?"
I pulled m yself up tall and said, "Alright. But I 

don't want anything else. You understand? If you touch 
me. I'll kill you." I was amazed as I said this, by my own 
ferocity, and my complete conviction in what I said, not 
only that I would try, but that I was physically capable of 
killing him.

I could not explain to him that it was not my body 
I was protecting, not my sexual honor, but the honor of my 
trust, my intuition. I couldn't bear to lose it, to have him 
betray our sudden and unlikely friendship. I could hear 
Ellen in my head saying, "Look out for those creeps, those 
Land Crocodiles. They live off the tourists. Don't dare 
bring one home." I defied her propriety. I defied every 
foreigner who had told me I didn't know what to do, that I 
di dn' t  have  any idea what  was  go i ng  on in the 
"Indonesian" mind.

He thanked me and disappeared in back of the los
men, to take a bath by lamplight.

I was not wholly oblivious to self-preservation. I 
went into my room and tried to move the beds apart. I was 
dismayed to find that even an inch between them blocked 
the edge of the door and made it im possible to open. I 
pushed them back together. I put all my things well under 
the bed and hid money and passport under the mattress.

He returned, carrying his wet clothes and a gas 
lamp. He wore only a pair of red bikini underpants. I 
nearly laughed from surprise, but stopped, embarrassed. 
He was divested of ornament, even the rings were gone.

Despite the tight, round belly protruding over the 
red underwear, he was beautiful. The lamplight cast low, 
red shadows across his soft brown skin. His face in the 
dark was surrounded by long black hair.

I wanted to stare at him, but didn't want it mistak
en for an invitation. Flustered, I grabbed my towel and the
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other lamp and went out to bathe in the smelly outhouses.
I returned in a long t-shirt and underpants, and 

hung up my c lo th es on p egs in the room. Andra w as 
already in bed, against the wall. I quietly closed the door 
and blew out the lamps.

The sky had cleared. The full moon was rising and 
lay a space of light between us. With a quick rustle, Andra 
rolled towards me. He lay directly alongside me, but only 
the hairs on my leg and arm tickled with his closeness. He 
whispered, "Tell me a story."

I told him about my ch ildhood, my friends, and 
then a long joke which he laughed politely  at but didn't 
really get. Then he told me a story about some animals. I 
thought it was a Javanese fable and listened with all the 
rapt attention of the amateur anthropologist, until I real
ized he was telling me a dirty joke.

He took my hand.
Silence. I was very sleepy, but too aware of him, 

too guarded to relax. At the same time, I felt a deep lan
guor, a sensual pleasure just in lying beside his warmth, 
intentionally trusting him. I thought, "If he tries to make 
love to me, how will I respond?"

Then I t hought ,  "I sh o u ld  tell  him to tel l  his  
friends we didn't." I imagined my embarrassment in the 
morning. I was about to speak to him about it, then real
ized I couldn't. It would be the same as saying, "I don't 
really trust you." I knew that as a matter of face, he would  
probably brag about me to his friends. If he promised to 
tell them the truth, that we hadn't made love, then I would  
be forcing him either to lie to me or lose face with his 
friends. I sighed and let it go. I knew if I was to trust, it 
must be completely.

At that m om ent he rolled  up on his elbow  and 
pressed against me. I lay relaxed, not a llow ing him to 
sense my wariness.

He said, in a soft, sad voice. "I don't want you to 
think I'm a bad man. I don't want you to think I'm a bad 
man." His voice was the voice of a child, desperately need
ing to be cared for.

I replied lightly, pretending not to hear the depth 
of his appeal, "I don't. Now get to sleep."

He leaned over and gently  kissed my forehead. 
"Thank you."

He rolled back across the light dividing the narrow 
beds. Soon I heard his breathing change and deepen.

I lay wide awake. Cecaks were calling in the roof 
of the losmen. I heard bats winging out in the moonlight. 
The cecaks ran across the roof. The m oonlight softened. 
The room grew darker, the ceiling seem ed much higher, 
diffuse and pale.

I had. . .
How can I explain it?
I had an extraordinary feeling of exultation. Of 

perfection. It was perfect. Perfect. I felt, there is no other 
word for it, redeemed. Nearly in tears, I lay wide awake, 
aware of his breathing, the moon, my own hot skin on the 
hard bed. I was without flaw.

At dawn,  he quietly got up and left, perhaps to 
keep me from shame. I pretended I was asleep. After he 
was gone, I finally fell deeply asleep.

I woke two hours later, com pletely refreshed. I 
still felt the wonderful, sensuous ecstacy of the night. 1 had 
no embarrassment facing his friends. It didn't matter what 
he'd told them, although I'm convinced he said nothing. It 
doesn't matter. I know the truth. He freed me.

From  Ihe book C ut R ea c lio n s. ja ida  is cu rren tly  w ork in g  fo r  T h e U tn e  R e a d e r .
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M
a n y  a r t s  a d v o c a t e s  a r e  b r e a t h i n g  
e a s i e r  n o w  t h a t  a n e w  a d m i n i s t r a 
t i o n  h a s  t a k e n  o f f i c e  in  
W a s h i n g t o n .  F e d e r a l  f u n d i n g  for  
t h e  a r t s  s u f f e r e d  m i g h t i l y  in t h e  
R e a g a n / B u s h  y e a r s ,  w i t h  t h e  b u r g e o n i n g  i n f l u 

e n c e  o f  the  C h r i s t i a n  f u n d a m e n t a l i s t  R i g h t  d o m i 
n a t i n g  t h e  d e b a t e  o v e r  " b l a s p h e m o u s " ,  " o f f e n 
s i v e "  or " u n p a t r i o t i c "  art  p r o d u c e d  w i t h  th e  a id  
o f  t a x p a y e r  d o l l a r s .

In th e  f i r s t  ye a r  o f  the  R e a g a n  p r e s i d e n c y  
c o n s e r v a t i v e s  a n d  f u n d a m e n t a l i s t s  t a r g e t e d  t h e  
N a t i o n a l  E n d o w m e n t  for  the  A r t s  ( N E A )  for  w h a t  
t h e y  s a w  as  th e  p r o f e s s i o n a l  art  w o r l d ' s  e n d o r s e 
m e n t  o f  a n t i s o c i a l  e x p r e s s i o n .  In r e s p o n s e  to  
t h e i r  c o n c e r n s ,  R e a g a n  f o r m e d  t h e  P r e s i d e n t i a l  
T ask  F o r ce  on  the  A r t s  a n d  H u m a n i t i e s  to r e v i e w  
th e  p o l i c i e s  a n d  p r o c e d u r e s  o f  th e  N E A  a n d  th e  
N a t i o n a l  E n d o w m e n t  for  th e  H u m a n i t i e s  ( N E H ) .  
W h e n  th e  c o n s e r v a t i v e  t h i n k  t a n k .  T h e  H e r i t a g e  
F o u n d a t i o n ,  a d v o c a t e d  a c o m p l e t e  o v e r h a u l  o f  
N E A  o p e r a t i o n s ,  R e a g a n  p r o p o s e d  a 50% c u t  in  
N E A  a n d  N E H  f u n d i n g  an d  the  e l i m i n a t i o n  o f  the  
I n s t i t u t e  o f  M u s e u m  S e r v i c e s ,  a s o u r c e  o f  s u p p o r t  
for  m a n y  c u l t u r a l  c e n t e r s .  In th e  e n d ,  10% w a s  
s l a s h e d  f r o m  th e  N E A ' s  b u d g e t ,  th e  l a r g e s t  d r o p  
in f u n d i n g  s i n c e  i t s  c r e a t i o n  in 1963 .

R e a g a n ' s  h o s t i l i t y  to  f e d e r a l  ar t s  f u n d i n g  
o p e n e d  t h e  d o o r  to  o t h e r  a t t a c k s  on  t h e  N E A ,  
s o m e  o f  t h e m  f r o m  w i t h i n  t h e  a g e n c y .  In 1 9 8 3  
N E A ' s  c h a i r p e r s o n ,  Frank  H o d s o l l  v e t o e d  a gr a n t  
for  a s e r i e s  o f  p u b l i c  f o r u m s  th a t  f e a t u r e d  s e v e r a l  
p o l i t i c a l l y - o r i e n t e d  a r t i s t s .  T h e  g r a n t  h ad  b e e n  
a p p r o v e d  b y  an  i n d e p e n d e n t  N E A  p a n e l ,  b u t  
H o d s o l l ' s  v e t o  e f f e c t i v e l y  t e r m i n a t e d  i t .  T h a t  
y ea r  the  N E A ' s  f u n d i n g ,  a f t e r  l a n g u i s h i n g  at a l i t 
t l e  u n d e r  $ 1 4 4  m i l l i o n  fo r  t w o  y e a r s ,  j u m p e d  a 
s i g n i f i c a n t  12 1 / 2 %  to $16 2  m i l l i o n .

In 1 9 8 5  R e a g a n  c r e a t e d  t h e  A t t o r n e y  
G e n e r a l ' s  C o m m i s s i o n  on  P o r n o g r a p h y  ( t h e  M e e s e  
C o m m i s s i o n )  w h i c h  s e n t  t h r e a t e n i n g  l e t t e r s  to  
r e t a i l e r s  a c c u s e d  o f  d i s t r i b u t i n g  p o r n o g r a p h i c  
m a t e r i a l s  ( P l a y b o y  a n d  P e n t h o u s e  m a g a z i n e ,  f or  
e x a m p l e .  T he  C o m m i s s i o n  w a s  l a t e r  c e n s u r e d  by  a 
f e d e r a l  c o u r t ) .  S e n a t o r  J e s s e  H e l m s ,  o b j e c t i n g  to  
the  " l i b e r a l  b i a s  in n e w s  r e p o r t i n g  an d  e d i t o r i a l  
p o l i c i e s " ,  u r g e d  c o n s e r v a t i v e s  t o  p o o l  t h e i r  
r e s o u r c e s  a n d  b u y  e n o u g h  s t o c k  in the  CBS t e l e v i 
s i o n  n e t w o r k  to " r e g a in  c o n t r o l  o f  the  a i r w a v e s . "  
R e p r e s e n t a t i v e  S t e v e  B a r t l e t t  (R -T ex )  p r o p o s e d  an  
a m e n d m e n t  to an a p p r o p r i a t i o n s  b i l l  th a t  w o u l d  
p r o h i b i t  t h e  N E A  f r o m  f u n d i n g  a r t i s t s  w h o s e  
w o r k  m i g h t  o f f e n d  th e  " a v e r a g e  p e r s o n . "  T h e r e  
w a s  d i s c u s s i o n  o f  the  N E A ' s  f u n d i n g  of  g a y  p o e t 
ry,  w h i c h  s o m e  c o n s i d e r e d  o b s c e n e .

In t h e  S e n a t e  th e  d e b a t e  c e n t e r e d  on  th e  
l y r i c s  o f  m u s i c  r e c o r d i n g s .  T i p p e r  G o r e ,  w i f e  o f  
n o w - V i c e  P r e s i d e n t  A l b e r t  G o r e ,  a n d  her  o r g a n i 
z a t i o n ,  th e  P a r e n t s  M u s i c  R e s o u r c e  C e n t e r ,  u r g e d  
t h e  S e n a t e  to  h o l d  h e a r i n g s  o n  t h e  i s s u e .  T h e  
P MR C  a l s o  p r e s s u r e d  r e c o r d  c o m p a n i e s  t o  l a b e l  
th e i r  p r o d u c t s  w i t h  w a r n i n g  s t i c k e r s  a b o u t  s e x u 
a l l y  e x p l i c i t  or v i o l e n t  l y r i c s .

T h a t  y e a r  R o n a ld  R e a g a n  p u s h e d  for a cu t  
o f  $20  m i l l i o n  in the  N E A ' s  f u n d i n g .  I n s t e a d ,  the  
H o u s e  o f  R e p r e s e n t a t i v e s  i n c r e a s e d  th e  f u n d i n g

b y  $3 m i l l i o n  for  1 9 8 6 .  T w o  a m e n d m e n t s  w e r e  
a t t a c h e d  to  th e  a p p r o p r i a t i o n ,  h o w e v e r ,  s t i p u l a t 
ing  that  the  N E A  o n l y  f u n d  p r o j e c t s  w i t h  " s i g n i f i 
c a n t  l i t e r a r y ,  s c h o l a r l y ,  c u l t u r a l ,  or a r t i s t i c  
m e r i t , "  a n d  i n s t r u c t i n g  a r t i s t s  to  f i l e  f i n a n c i a l  
r e p o r t s  w i t h i n  90  d a y s  o f  t h e  r e c e i p t  o f  t h e i r  
g r a n t s .

T h e  a t t a c k s  on  ar t s  f u n d i n g ,  on  i n d i v i d u a l  
a r t i s t s  a n d  on  w o r k s  o f  art  c o n t i n u e d  t h r o u g h o u t  
th e  R e a g a n  a n d  B u s h  p r e s i d e n c i e s ,  w i t h  f u n d i n g  
o f t e n  d e n i e d  a r t i s t s  w h o s e  w o r k  c h a l l e n g e d  
a c c e p t e d  s e x u a l  n o r m s ,  a d d r e s s e d  g o v e r n m e n t  
m i l i t a r y ,  i m m i g r a t i o n ,  or e n v i r o n m e n t a l  p o l i c i e s ,  
or c h a m p i o n e d  f r e e d o m  o f  s p e e c h .  N E A  p a n e l -  
a p p r o v e d  g r a n t s  w e r e  c a n c e l e d ,  p u b l i c  s c u l p t u r e s  
d i s m a n t l e d ,  an d  f o r e i g n  f i l m s  s l a p p e d  w i t h  l a b e l s  
i d e n t i f y i n g  t h e m  a s  " p o l i t i c a l  p r o p a g a n d a . "  
F o r e i g n - b o r n  or e x p a t r i a t e  a r t i s t s  w e r e  d e p o r t e d  
or d e n i e d  e n t r y  i n t o  the  U n i t e d  S t a t e s  b e c a u s e  of  
th e  c o n t e n t  o f  t h e i r  w o r k ,  m u s i c i a n s  a n d  v i s u a l  
a r t i s t s  w e r e  a r r e s t e d  on  o b s c e n i t y  c h a r g e s ,  p a i n t 
i n g s  w e r e  t a k e n  o f f  g a l l e r y  w a l l s ,  a n d  e x h i b i t s  
w e r e  s h u t  d o w n ,  the  p u b l i c  d e n i e d  the  o p p o r t u n i 
ty  to  v i e w  t h e  a r t i s t s '  w o r k .  F u n d i n g  w a s  
p a r c e l e d  o u t  to  ar t s  a g e n c i e s ,  g a l l e r i e s  and  a r t i s t s

In this climate of state- 
enforced morality, even 

children’s cartoons 
were suspect.

a n d  t h e n  w i t h d r a w n  w h e n  e v e n  th e  h i n t  o f  c o n 
t r o v e r s y  a t t a c h e d  i t s e l f  to the  a r t i s t s '  w o rk .

In t h i s  c l i m a t e  o f  s t a t e - e n f o r c e d  m o r a l i t y ,  
e v e n  c h i l d r e n ' s  c a r t o o n s  w e r e  s u s p e c t .  T h e  
R e v e r e n d  D o n a l d  W i l d m o n ' s  A m e r i c a n  F a m i l y  
A s s o c i a t i o n  o r g a n i z e d  a l e t t e r - w r i t i n g  c a m p a i g n  
a g a i n s t  C B S - T V  for  i t s  b r o a d c a s t  o f  a t h r e e - s e c -  
o n d  s c e n e  in a M i g h t y  M o u s e  c a r t o o n  that  d e p i c t 
ed  M i g h t y  M o u s e  s n i f f i n g  a f l o w e r .  W i l d  m on  
c l a i m e d  the  m o u s e  w a s  a c t u a l l y  s n i f f i n g  c o c a i n e .  
B o w i n g  to the  p r e s s u r e ,  CBS cu t  the  s c e n e .

C o n g r e s s  r e p e a t e d l y  i n t r o d u c e d  l e g i s l a 
t i o n  t h a t  w o u l d  d e f i n e  t h e  N E A ' s  m i s s i o n  m o r e  
r i g i d l y  a n d  c u r b  p a r t i c u l a r  k i n d s  o f  e x p r e s s i o n .  
In 198 9  a l o n e .  D e m o c r a t i c  a n d  R e p u b l i c a n  m e m 
b e r s  o f  C o n g r e s s  o f f e r e d  up  t en  r e s o l u t i o n s ,  l e t 
t er s  o f  c o n d e m n a t i o n  an d  a m e n d m e n t s  that  w o u l d  
d e f u n d ,  r e s t r i c t ,  p e n a l i z e  or i n t i m i d a t e  t h o s e  w h o  
s p o n s o r e d  u n p o p u l a r  art .  A n d  a f t e r  the  S u p r e m e  
C o u r t  r u l e d ,  in T e x a s  v.  l o h n s o n , that  f l a g - b u r n 
i n g  w a s  a p r o t e c t e d  f o r m  o f  s p e e c h .  P r e s i d e n t  
B u s h  l o b b i e d  for  a c o n s t i t u t i o n a l  a m e n d m e n t  to  
p r o h i b i t  t h e  i n t e n t i o n a l  p h y s i c a l  d e s t r u c t i o n  o f  
the  A m e r i c a n  f l a g .

A t  i s s u e  in e a c h  o f  t h e s e  c a s e s  w a s  t h e  
g o v e r n m e n t ' s  r e s p o n s i b i l i t y  t o w a r d  c o m p e t i n g  
i n t e r e s t s .  T h o s e  w h o  w o u l d  l i m i t  f e der a l  f u n d i n g  
o f  t h e  a r t s  c l a i m e d  t h a t  t h e  g o v e r n m e n t  h a d  a
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d u t y  to  s p e n d  t a x p a y e r s '  m o n e y  w i s e l y .  A r t s  
a d v o c a t e s  c l a i m e d  t h a t  t h e  g o v e r n m e n t  s h o u l d  
u p h o l d  a n d  p r o t e c t  c i t i z e n s '  r i g h t s  to f r ee  s p e e c h ,  
e v e n  in i n s t a n c e s  w^here t h a t  s p e e c h  o f f e n d e d  a 
m a j o r i t y  o f  the  p e o p l e .  A n d  t h e y  p o i n t e d  to g o v 
e r n m e n t  s p o n s o r s h i p  o f  o t h e r  f o r m s  o f  e x p r e s 
s i o n .

In h i s  i n t r o d u c t i o n  to C u l t u r e  W a r s , e d i t o r  
R ic h a r d  B o l t o n  w r i t e s :

" T h e  g o v e r n m e n t ' s  r o l e  in  f r e e  s p e e c h  is  o f t e n  
p o r t r a y e d  a s  m e r e l y  p a s s i v e  — th e  g o v e r n m e n t  
s i m p l y  a l l o w s  f r e e  s p e e c h  to o c c u r .  But  i f  o u r  
d e m o c r a c y  i s  to  f u n c t i o n  f u l l y ,  th e  g o v e r n m e n t  
m u s t  a l s o  g u a r a n t e e  f r e e  s p e e c h ,  p r o v i d i n g  
o p p o r t u n i t i e s  for  p u b l i c  c o m m u n i c a t i o n  jus t  as  it 
p r o v i d e s  o p p o r t u n i t i e s  f or  e d u c a t i o n .  In t r u t h ,  
o u r  g o v e r n m e n t  o f t e n  i n t e r v e n e s  to  g u a r a n t e e  
f r e e  s p e e c h ,  s u p p o r t i n g  v i e w p o i n t s  t h a t  m i g h t  
o t h e r w i s e  g o  u n h e a r d ,  a n d  s p e n d i n g  tax  d o l l a r s  
in the  p r o c e s s . "

B o l t o n  p o i n t s  to the  r e s t r i c t i o n  o f  m o n o p o 
l i e s ,  th e  o p e n i n g  o f  r a d i o  a n d  t e l e v i s i o n  t i m e  to

Bill Clinton’s acco
modating nature 

worries some art's 
adovcates, as does 
Tipper Gore's Past.

c o m p e t i n g  o p i n i o n s ,  the  p u b l i c  f u n d i n g  of  p o l i t i 
cal  c a n d i d a t e s ,  an d  the  t a x - e x e m p t  s t a t u s  o f  n o n 
p r o f i t  o r g a n i z a t i o n s  a n d  c h u r c h e s  as e v i d e n c e  o f  
a c c e p t e d  f o r m s  o f  g o v e r n m e n t  i n t e r v e n t i o n  on  
b e h a l f  o f  f r e e  s p e e c h .

W h y ,  t h e n ,  h a s  ar t s  f u n d i n g  b e e n  s i n g l e d  
o u t  fo r  r e g u l a t i o n ?  If a m a j o r i t y  o f  A m e r i c a n s  
w e r e  o f f e n d e d  by  th e  t e n e t s  o f  a p a r t i c u l a r  r e l i 
g i o n ,  f or  e x a m p l e ,  w o u l d  the  g o v e r n m e n t  th e n  be  
f r e e  to  d e n y  t h a t  p a r t i c u l a r  c h u r c h  t a x - e x e m p t  
s t a t u s  w h i l e  s t i l l  g r a n t i n g  it to  o t h e r s ?  Or d o e s  
f r e e d o m  o f  r e l i g i o n  t r a n s c e n d  th e  t e m p o r a l  w i l l  
o f  the  m a j o r i t y ?

B o l t o n  o f f e r s  e v i d e n c e  in s u p p o r t  o f  t h e  
l a t t e r  c o n c l u s i o n .  E v e n  i f  o n e  "c o u l d  d e t e r m i n e  
the  w i l l  o f  th e  m a j o r i t y ,"  he  w r i t e s ,  " the  m a j o r i t y  
c a n n o t  b e  c o u n t e d  o n  to  d e f e n d  c o n t r o v e r s i a l  
s p e e c h .  T h a t  i s  w h y  w e  h a v e  t h e  F i r s t  
A m e n d m e n t  — to p r o t e c t  th e  v i e w s  o f  the  m i n o r i 
ty.  Ou r  c o n s t i t u t i o n  g i v e s  d i s s e n t  a c e n t r a l  r o l e  
in o ur  d e m o c r a t i c  s y s t e m ,  a c k n o w l e d g i n g  th a t  it  
is  a c t u a l l y  in the  b e s t  i n t e r e s t s  o f  the  c o m m u n i t y  
i f  the  m a j o r i t y  d o e s  no t  ru l e  a b s o l u t e l y . "

C L I N T O N  A N D  GORE  
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T i p p e r  G o r e ' s  i n v o l v e m e n t  w i t h  t h e  
P a r e n t s '  M u s i c  R e s o u r c e  C e n t e r  is  p e r h a p s  t h e  
m o s t  w o r r i s o m e  s i g n  o f  w h a t  m a y  l i e  a h e a d  in the  
d e b a t e  a b o u t  t h e  a r t s  a n d  a r t s  f u n d i n g .  E v e n  
t h o u g h  a F e d e r a l  j u d g e  l a s t  J u n e  o v e r r u l e d  a l aw  
r e q u i r i n g  t h e  N E A  to  " t a k e  i n t o  c o n s i d e r a t i o n  
g e n e r a l  s t a n d a r d s  o f  d e c e n c y "  w h e n  a p p r o v i n g  
g r a n t s ,  f e d e r a l ,  s t a t e  a n d  l o c a l  a r t s  f u n d i n g  
r e m a i n s  v u l n e r a b l e  to  a t t a c k s  b y  p o w e r f u l  
g r o u p s .

In th e  p r e s i d e n t i a l  r a c e  l a s t  y e a r  P a t r i c k  
B u c h a n a n  r e f e r r e d  to an A m e r i c a n  " c u l t u r a l  war ,"  
an d  Dan Q u a i l  r e p e a t e d l y  a t t a c k e d  w h a t  he  c a l l e d  
th e  " c u l t u r a l  e l i t e " :  a v a g u e  a l l u s i o n  to a r t i s t s
a n d  e d u c a t o r s  w h o ,  in Q u a y l e ' s  w o r d s ,  s c o r n e d  
" o u r  c o u n t r y ' s  b a s i c  m o r a l  v a l u e s . "  A l t h o u g h  
B u c h a n a n ' s  b e l l i g e r e n t  r h e t o r i c  b o m b e d  e v e n  
a m o n g  B u sh  s u p p o r t e r s ,  a n d  B u s h  an d  Q u a i l  w e r e  
s o u n d l y  d e f e a t e d  l a s t  f a l l ,  m a n y  A m e r i c a n s  
r e s p o n d e d  to th e i r  m e s s a g e  o f  a c u l t u r a l  a s s a u l t  
on t r a d i t i o n a l  v a l u e s .  T h e s e  p e o p l e  s e e  e v i d e n c e  
o f  m o r a l  e r o s i o n  r e f l e c t e d  in th e  ar t s  and  fa i l  to  
d i s t i n g u i s h  t h e  m e s s e n g e r  f r o m  t h e  m e s s a g e .  
T h is  c o n s e r v a t i v e ,  l a r g e l y  C h r i s t i a n  c o n s t i t u e n c y  
b e l i e v e s  s u p p o r t  f o r ' t h e  a r t s  s h o u l d  be c a r e f u l l y  
m o n i t o r e d  a n d  r e s t r i c t e d .

B i l l  C l i n t o n ' s  a c c o m m o d a t i n g  n a t u r e  w o r 
r i e s  s o m e  a r t s  a d v o c a t e s ,  a s  d o e s  T i p p e r  G o r e ' s  
p a s t .  But  a l o o k  at the  f o r m e r  g o v e r n o r ' s  r ec o rd  
in A r k a n s a s  s h o u l d  r e s t o r e  a m o d i c u m  o f  h o p e .  
D u r i n g  th e  l e a n  y e a r s  o f  the  r e c e s s i o n ,  w h e n  m o s t  
s t a t e  a r t s  c o u n c i l s  s a w  t h e i r  b u d g e t s  t u m b l e  
( N Y S C A ' s  f u n d i n g  w a s  s l a s h e d  a w h o p p i n g  58%)  
the  A r k a n s a s  A r t s  C o u n c i l ' s  b u d g e t  a c t u a l l y  w e n t  
up .  C l i n t o n  a l s o  p r o m o t e d  d r a m a t i c  e d u c a t i o n a l  
r e f o r m s  th a t  b r o u g h t  ar t s  a n d  m u s i c  p r o g r a m s  to 
a l l  s t u d e n t s  in t h e  s t a t e .  S i n c e  1 9 8 3 ,  m o n e y  to  
ar t s  and  m u s i c  t e a c h e r s  in A r k a n s a s  ha s  i n c r e a s e d  
35%. A n d  C l i n t o n  ha s  v o w e d  to " d e f e n d  f r e e d o m  
o f  s p e e c h  a n d  a r t i s t i c  e x p r e s s i o n  by  o p p o s i n g  
c e n s o r s h i p  or  ' c o n t e n t  r e s t r i c t i o n s '  o n  g r a n t s  
m a d e  by t h e  N a t i o n a l  E n d o w m e n t  for  th e  A r t s . "  
L e t ' s  h o p e  th a t  he  is  a b l e  to k e e p  th i s  p l e d g e .

I couldn't help  it.
I can  r e s i s t  a n y 
t h in g  e x c e p t  for  
temptation.

O s c a r  W i l d e
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Jprad Out Against Jk Skj/

B y  M i c h a e l  Toro

L
ouis Mariner stepped out into the cool of the evening.  The sky cast a tranquil  
glaze upon the urban atmosphere; a host of fragmented images,  ideas and sensa
tions, pulsating to the rhythm of a dream. He wandered through a spray of city 
l ights,  a cascading of pass ing headlights,  diverging into the cluttered scenes and 
darkened crevices.  Scattered strangers, a mottled flood of talking faces, revealed them
selves and were quickly absorbed into the night.  Mariner headed for the obscure limits of 

the town.

The Kubla Khan Tavern. They entered, and Bob Hussl eman announced: "The 
drinks are on me." Mariner took him at his word; a half hour later he was on the edge  of 
profound delirium at the bar.

"1 feel alienated," Mariner continued,  contemplating his third Jack Daniels.  "The 
world and I: a void of c louded desperat ion drifting away."

"We're all strangers trying to find our way home," Bob replied. He was  a recov
ering yuppie: a remnant of the Reagan Era. His financial starship blasted off from Wail  
Street in 1982, and was  forced to make an emergency landing in the publ ishing company  
last year—at one third of his former salary. He was a cheerful cynic,  amused with exis 
tence.

"She's a goddess  on her throne. She doesn't even know me," Mariner heard h im
self saying.

"You're a god in your study.  You never al low yourself  to be known."
Another round of drinks arrived. Time floated like a bubble.
"All you ever think about is money," Mariner told Bob. "You're still a chronic 

yuppie  - a victim of modern intrigues."
"Why is success so loathsome to you," Bob retorted. "I've fallen but I don't l ive 

in the past. It's just a matter of defying the law of gravity: what  goes  up must  come  
d o w n —but at least I'm wi l l ing to risk it. You remind me of Joyce's Stephen Dedalus;  
searching for whatever.  . .

Time and space  began  to f l ow  by in compres sed  mot ion .  Mariner saw  Bob 
Hussleman talking, but didn't  really hear him. Mariner fell away from the bar and into 
the evening.  . .

Outside the nocturnal mainstream, cavernous sounds reverberated intermittent
ly. Deserted streets arose on the crest of Mariner's sojourn, and he fol lowed them. He  
found his way  down  a row of shuttered stores, abandoned dwel l ings;  a l anguid moon  
projected a l iquescent sheen upon the desperate stillness.  Shadows vaci l lated amid his 
footsteps; he paused and listened in the darkness.

A sudden approach of high heels  pierced the si lence and took form on the pa ve 
ment across the street from Mariner. A pair of stockinged legs swam and gl istened in the 
moonlight; her raven hair caressed the upper curves of her swaying  torso. She passed an 
empty restaurant, a faded hotel,  and disappeared into a graffiti-plastered facade.

Mariner envis ioned a scene: a soft candle-lit tableau. They'd pour champagne  
and talk of Shakespeare.  They'd pour some more and talk of Joyce and Beckett. Her eyes  
would sparkle, blue pearls in the candlel ight; a veil of brown hair wou ld  nestle her smile,  
her face. The candles blown out, they'd cut to the next scene; satin sheets wou ld f low  
beneath velvet  pi l lows; their bodies  wou ld  float into oblivion.

Inside the Fountainhead Publishing Company; the fifth caffeine regeneration of 
the day. A trio of sparkling women  fluttered around a table in the employees'  lounge.  
They were thirtysomething or another, bright and dynamic.

Marsha Rose (the leader of the pack) glanced at her raven hair, hazel  eyes,  in a 
mirror and went  on:

"He thinks he's a regular Michelangelo.  . .that nerd!"
"He' s not  so  bad.  A l i tt le  s t range ,  perhaps ,"  Deb b ie  Granger ,  a l a u g h i n g
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brunette,  replied.
"A little! Why,  he's a certified geek,  lost on cloud thirteen and a half. I don't 

understand what  anyone could see in him," Marsha al leged,  glancing at Penny.
"If he'd only loosen up a little, come down to earth, he'd be fine. He's not bad 

looking."
"Bob makes him look like a used oyster shell.  . .Hello.  . .Earth cal l ing Penny.  

Come in please," Marsha laughed,  enjoying herself.
Penny looked up and smiled.  Her brown hair hanging free and easy,  falling over 

her face: happy but. . . .
"Can't we change the subject? It's so beautiful today," she replied.

The air had turned chilly.  Mariner moved on. Passing a solemn churchyard he 
reflected on the inevitable tomorrow of all things great and small .  A tangled field of 
tombstones was  etched against the interminable night.  "How suddenly it all dissolved  
into the past," he thought.

He found himself ,  quite unexpectedly,  in his old neighborhood: the place of his 
birth, the womb of his past. Dawn was  approaching,  grey and overcast.  Nearly every
thing had changed,  unfolding in the bleakness,  but still felt the same to Mariner. The 
parish church, the school  that he attended,  the bui lding where he had l ived,  most of it 
was still there - still there but distant and detached from him. The wind blew,  stale and 
chilly from over the bay. The sun was breaking through the cloud cover.  People were  
beginning to leave for work and school ,  in rapid and routine determination.  Mariner 
vanished into himself  and sounds  of the sea.

Louis and Penny stepped out into the cool of the evening.  They walked along 
the shore; a piece of the sun floated on the distant waves.  Murmurs of the sea, a flash of 
sea gulls  in the sky, were carried on the wind.

"A few more weeks,  Louis,  and we graduate," Penny said. "What do you intend 
to do? Why don't you want  to go to college?"

"Oh, I don't know.  I guess  I'll decide when the time comes."
"But you probably have something,  some ambition,  in mind."
"Today was  so beautiful.  Penny.  Do you think that you'l l  always  remember it?"
"Yes, but. . .I'm not sure I know exactly what you mean,  Louis."
"This evening's  sunset.  . .this walk along the shore. . .everything we  did and felt 

today. . . everything we were.  '
"I guess  so. But things do change.  Louis.  We grow older and tend to forget."
"Not if we  don't want  to forget; it's all a state of mind.  Penny,  our existence: the 

past, present and future."
The sun dissolved on the horizon; the sea gulls  had disappeared.  A faint breeze 

sang on the black and whit e  breakers pushing  along the coastl ine,  as the moon shim
mered on the waters.

"It's gett ing late, Louis; it's time we went  home," Penny stated.
"Yes. . .wherever that is."
"What?"
"Nothing.  You'll  never know how much this day meant to me. . .how beautiful  

you looked today."
They walked off into the tranquil glaze of night.
Louis Mariner remembered,  as he returned home— for the moment's  safe harbor

age on the coast of yesterday.

I d o  n o t  l o v e  y o u .
Dr.  Fel l ,

B u t  w h y  I c a n n o t  tel l :  
B u t  t h i s  I k n o w  

f u l l  w e l l ,
I d o  n o t  l o v e  y o u .

Dr.  Fel l .

T h o ma s  B r o w n  
1719
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THROWING BABY OUT WITH THE BATH:
a reply to Tom Taaffe's "The Future of Capitalism."

By Thom as Good

T h o m a s  G o o d  g r a d u a t e d  f o r m  t h e  C o l l e g e  o f  S t a t e n  
I s l a n d  in 1 9 8 5  w i t h  a BA in S o c i o l o g y / A n t h r o p o l o g y . 
G o o d  h a s  b e e n  a c t i v e  in r a d i c a l  p o l i t i c s  f o r  2 0  y e a r s .  
H e  h a s  b e e n  a r g u i n g  w i t h  h i s  f r i e n d ,  T o m  T a a f f e ,  f o r  
t h e  l a s t  10 y e a r s .

In "The F u t u r e  o f  C a p i t a l i s m , "  T o m  T a a f f e  
a d v a n c e s  t h e  p r o p o s i t i o n  t h a t  " t h e  o l d  
argumOOOOOOOOOents o f  th e  R i g h t  an d  L e f t " ,  are ,  
in  t h e  p o s t  C o l d  W a r  e r a ,  i r r e l e v a n t .  T h i s  
b e c a u s e  t h e r e  i s  n o  d i f f e r e n c e  o f  s u b s t a n c e  
b e t w e e n  s o c i a l i s m  a n d  c a p i t a l i s m .  B o th ,  a c c o r d 
i n g  to  T a a f f e ,  are  s i m p l y  f a c e t s  o f  t h a t  b a r o q u e  
j e w e l  a n d  i n e v i t a b l e  m o d e  o f  p r o d u c t i o n :  w o r l d
c a p i t a l i s m .  In h i s  a r t i c l e ,  T a a f f e  e q u a t e  th e  " r e v 
o l u t i o n a r y  e l i t e "  o f  t h e  f o r m e r  U S S R  w i t h  t h e  
c a p i t a l i s t  " a r i s t o c r a c i e s "  in the  b o u r g e o i s  w o r l d .  
F u r t h e r m o r e ,  T a a f f e  a n n o u n c e s  the  d e m i s e  o f  the  
" R e d  M e n a c e "  a n d  t h e  n e e d  to  d e m y s t i f y  t h e  
" r e l i g i o n s "  o f  s o c i a l i s m  a n d  c a p i t a l i s m .  R e a l i t y ,  
T a a f f e  a r g u e s ,  is s p l i t  b e t w e e n  v a r i o u s  s h a d e s  of  
c a p i t a l i s t  g r e y .  H i s  s p e c t r u m  ru n s  f ro m " l i b e r t a r 
i an";  to " i n t e r n a t i o n a l " ;  " d o m e s t i c " ;  " m i x e d  m a r 
k e t " ;  a n d  f i n a l l y ,  " s t a t e "  c a p i t a l i s m .  A l l  o f  
T a a f f e ' s  e n t i t i e s  are  d e v o i d  o f  m o r a l  a n d  e t h i c a l  
i m p e r a t i v e s ,  i . e . ,  s i m p l y  e c o n o m i c  i n f r a s t r u c 
t u r e s .

W H A T ' S  W R O N G  W I T H  T H I S  P I C T U R E ?  
W e l l ,  to b e g i n ,  1 s u s p e c t  th a t  T a a f f e ' s  r e p o r t s  of  
the  d e a t h  o f  the  'Red  M e n a c e '  are  p r e m a t u r e .  He  
a p p e a r s  to be  u n a w a r e  o f  th e  P e o p l e ' s  R e p u b l i c  of  
C h i n a ,  C u b a ,  th e  S o c i a l i s t  R e p u b l i c  o f  V i e t n a m ,  
e t c .  P e r h a p s  m o r e  i m p o r t a n t l y ,  T a a f f e  a p p e a r s  
e q u a l l y  o b l i v i o u s  to the  w i d e  arra y  o f  r e v o l u t i o n 
a r y  m o v e m e n t s  w h i c h  e x i s t  in t h e  c a p i t a l i s t  
w o r l d .  H e r e  in A m e r i c a ,  the  Le ft  is  e m b o d i e d  in 
t h e  " C o m m i t t e e s  o f  C o r r e s p o n d e n c e , "  c o m p o s e d  
o f  e x - C . P . U . S . A .  m e m b e r s  w h o  b r o k e  a w a y  f r om  
G u s  H a l l  to f o u n d  a n o n - s e c t a r i a n ,  g r a s s  r o o t s  
m o v e m e n t ,  a n d .  D e m o c r a t i c  S o c i a l i s t s  o f  A m e r i c a  
- w h o s e  m e m b e r s h i p  d o u b l e d  l a s t  y e a r  a n d  
i n c l u d e s  s u c h  m a i n s t r e a m  f i g u r e s  as  t e l e v i s i o n ' s  
Ed A s n e r .  In a d d i t i o n ,  a v a s t  n u m b e r  o f  s m a l l e r ,  
m o r e  d o c t r i n a i r e .  L e f t i s t  g r o u p s  a b o u n d  h e r e  in 
t h e  S t a t e s .  In t h e s e  i n d i g e n o u s  Le f t  m o v e m e n t s  
the  a r g u m e n t s  are  i n f o r m e d ,  l i v e l y ,  f o c u s e d ,  a nd ,  
u n l i k e  T a a f f e ' s ,  c l i c h e  f re e .  The  'Red  M e n a c e ' ,  a 
t erm u s e d  f a c e t i o u s l y  by T a a f f e ,  is a l i v e  an d  w e l l .  
In f a c t ,  s o c i a l i s m ,  b o r n  in t h e  U S A  w i t h  t h e  
I n t e r n a t i o n a l  W o r k e r s  o f  t h e  W o r l d  ( 1 W W or  
"w o b b  1 i e s ") and  the  S o c i a l i s t  P a r t y ,  is a l s o  p r o s 
p e r i n g  in t h e  T h i r d  W o r l d .  T h e  S h i n i n g  P a t h  
( S e n d e r o ),  a M a o i s t  g u e r r i l l a  f o r c e  f i g h t i n g  for  
( a n d  c u r r e n t l y  w i n n i n g )  c o n t r o l  of  P e r u ,  e x i s t s  in

the  s a m e  h e m i s p h e r e  w i t h  the  S a l v a d o r a n  F M LN ,  
w h i c h  r e c e n t l y  s i g n e d  a p e a c e  t r e a t y  th a t  r e c o g 
n i z e s  th e i r  ha rd  w o n  r i g h t  to p a r t i c i p a t e  in e l e c 
to ra l  p o l i t i c s .  A l i t t l e  fu r t h e r  s o u t h ,  the  FSLN (or  
S a n d i n i s t a s ) ,  are  the  l o y a l  o p p o s i t i o n  to the  g o v 
e r n m e n t  of  N i c a r a g u a .  A p l e t h o r a  o f  i n d i g e n o u s  
n a t i o n a l  l i b e r a t i o n  m o v e m e n t s  ( t h e  N e w  P e o p l e ' s  
A r m y  in the  P h i l i p p i n e s ,  the  p e a s a n t  r e v o l u t i o n 
a r i e s  in G u a t e m a l a ,  e t c . ,  e t c . )  are  c u r r e n t l y  f i g h t 
i n g  u n d e r  the  red b a n n e r .

A l l  o f  t h e s e  g r o u p s ,  f r o m  th e  e l e c t o r a l l y  
f o c u s e d  D SA  (o f  w h i c h  the  a u t h o r  is a m e m b e r )  to 
t h e  S h i n i n g  P a t h  ( w h o s e  g u e r r i l l a  t a c t i c s  a r e  
o p p o s e d  by  m a n y  o f  the  l i b e r a l - l e f t )  s h a r e  a c o m 
m o n  g o a l .  T h e y  are  p o l i t i c a l  m o v e m e n t s  w h o s e  
p u r p o s e  is  to e s t a b l i s h  an  e c o n o m i c  i n f r a s t r u c 
t u r e ,  a n d  c o n s o n a n t  p o l i t i c a l  s u p e r s t r u c t u r e ,  
f o u n d e d  o n  p e a c e ,  p r o g r e s s ,  j u s t i c e  a n d  r a c i a l  
a n d  r e l i g i o u s  h a r m o n y .  T h e  i n d i v i d u a l s  w h o  
c o m p r i s e  t h e s e  g r o u p s  are  n o t  m o t i v a t e d  s o l e l y  
by e c o n o m i c s ;  th e i r  a g e n d a s  i n c l u d e  e v e r y  a s p e c t  
o f  l i b e r a t i o n  w i t h i n  t h e  c r u s h i n g  s h a d e  o f  g r e y  
th a t  is  w o r l d  c a p i t a l i s m .  L e f t i s t s  e v e r y w h e r e  w i l l  
t e l l  y o u  t h a t  e c o n o m i c  a n d  p o l i t i c a l  a s p i r a t i o n s  
c a n ' t  be  s e p a r a t e d .  T h i s  v i e w  is  a l s o  s h a r e d  by  
m a n y  on  t h e  R i g h t .  C a n  th e  u n e m p l o y e d  A f r o -  
A m e r i c a n  in Los  A n g e l e s  f i n d  s a t i s f a c t i o n  ( s p i r i 
tu a l  or o t h e r w i s e )  in ( a l l e g e d l y  u n b r i d l e d )  p o l i t i 
ca l  e x p r e s s i o n  if h i s  c u p b o a r d  is  bare?

It is a l s o  m y o p i c  to s t a t e  tha t  t h e r e  are  a 
n u m b e r  o f  c a p i t a l i s t  f o r m s  e x i s t i n g  i n d e p e n d e n t l y  
in t h e  w o r l d .  I a g r e e  w i t h  T a a f f e  t h a t  " L a i s s e  
Fa ire"  (or  l i b e r t a r i a n )  c a p i t a l i s m  e x i s t s  o n l y  as an 
i d e a l .  U n f o r t u n a t e l y ,  T a a f f e  f a i l s  to s e e  th a t  h is  
a r b i t r a r y  d i v i s i o n  o f  C a p i t a l  i n t o  v a r i o u s  g a r d e n  
v a r i e t i e s  ( s e p a r a t i n g ,  for e x a m p l e ,  ' d o m e s t i c '  and  
' i n t e r n a t i o n a l '  c a p i t a l i s t  e c o n o m i e s )  is  a l s o  n a i v e .  
T h e  r e a l i t y  is that  w h a t e v e r  t r a p p i n g s  i n d i g e n o u s  
c a p i t a l i s t  e c o n o m i e s  d o n ,  t h e y  a n s w e r  to  t h e  
I n t e r n a t i o n a l  M o n e t a r y  F u nd  and  o t h e r  g u a r d i a n s  
o f  the  fa i th  o f  M u l t i n a t i o n a l  C o r p o r a t e  C a p i t a l i s m  
( T a a f f e ' s  ' i n t e r n a t i o n a l '  c a p i t a l i s m ) .  T he  i n t e r n a 
t i o n a l  e c o n o m y  i s  l a r g e l y  c o n t r o l l e d ,  n o t  by  
n a t i o n - s t a t e s ,  b u t  by t he  i n t e r l o c k i n g  d i r e c t o r a t e s  
o f  m aj or  c o r p o r a t i o n ,  i . e . ,  the  w e a l t h i e s t  f a m i l i e s  
i n v a r i o u s  n a t i o n s .  N a t i o n a l  b o u n d a r i e s  ar e  as  
n i e a n  i n g 1 e s s  as  G o v e r n m e n t a l  s o u n d b i t e s  o n  t he  
e v e n i n g  n e w s .  S o c i a l i s m  p r o v i d e s  a v i a b l e  a l t e r 
n a t i v e  to  t h i s  N e w  W o r l d  O r d e r .  T h e  " o ld  a n d  
t i r e d "  L e f t i s t  a r g u m e n t ,  as v a l i d  t o d a y  as y e s t e r 
d a y ,  is that  we  s h o u l d n ' t  t h r ow the b a b y  out  wi t h  
t h e  b a t h w a t e r  w' h e n w e  ex  a m i n e t h e  r e c e n t l y  
' d e c e a s e d '  a l t e r n a t i v e  o f  s o c i a l i s m .

S o c i a l i s m  is no t  the  e x c h a n g e  o f  a ' r e v o l u 
t i o n a r y  e l i t e '  f or  an ' a r i s t o c r a c y ' .  In t h e  c a s e  
T a a f f e  c i t e s  ( S o v i e t  R u s s i a ) ,  t h e  p r o g r e s s i v e
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L e n i n i s t  p o l i c i e s  th a t  w e r e  e n a c t e d  a f t e r  the  r e v o l u t i o n  ( l a n d  r e f o r m ,  p r o 
g r e s s i v e  l e g i s l a t i o n  d i v o r c e ,  i n t e r n a t i o n a l i s t  p o l i c i e s ,  e t c . )  w e r e  s c r a p p e d  
a f t er  the  r e v o l u t i o n a r y  l e a d e r s  w e r e  r e n d e r e d  t o o t h l e s s  by the  ( o f t e n  b r i l 
l i a n t )  M a c h i a v e l l i a n  m a c h i n a t i o n s  o f  o n e  J o s e p h  S t a l i n .  It w a s  S ta l in  w h o  
e n g i n e e r e d  th e  r e s u r r e c t i o n  o f  n a t i o n a l i s t  f e e l i n g s  an d  t r a d i t i o n a l  p a t r i a r 
ch a l  s t r u c t u r e  o f  R u s s i a n  f a m i l y  an d  p o l i t i c a l  l i f e ,  as  a w a y  o f  c o n s o l i d a t 
i n g  h i s  p o w e r b a s e ,  a l l  u n d e r  the  b a n n e r  of  " S o c i a l i s m  in O n e  C o u n t r y . "

R h e t o r i c a l l y  I r e p e a t ,  d o  w e  d i s c a r d  l a n d  r e f o r m ,  n a t i o n a l i z a t i o n  o f  
i n d u s t r y ,  f r ee  q u a l i t y  e d u c a t i o n ,  p r o g r e s s i v e  r e p r o d u c t i v e  l e g i s l a t i o n ,  i . e . ,  
th e  ba b y  o f  s o c i a l i s m ,  w i t h  the  b a t h w a t e r ,  w e l l  s o i l e d  by  S t a l i n ,  o f  S o v i e t  
b u r e a u c r a c y ?

W as  S o v i e t  s o c i a l i s m  " s t a t e  c a p i t a l i s m " ,  w h e r e i n  a r e v o l u t i o n a r y  
e l i t e  r e p l a c e d  a c a p i t a l i s t  a r i s t o c r a c y ?  A b s o l u t e l y  n o t ,  a l t h o u g h  the  S o v i e t  
s t a t e ' s  p l a n n e d  e c o n o m y  c a m e  to r e s e m b l e  T a a f f e  ' m i x e d  m a r k e t  c a p i t a l 
i s m '  (a c h i m e r i c a l  e n t i t y  in t he  c a p i t a l i s t  w o r l d )  a f t e r  P e r e s t r o i k a  w a s  
i n t r o d u c e d .  N e e d  w e ,  as  A m e r i c a n s ,  f ear  a p l a n n e d  e c o n o m y ?  N o t  n e c e s 
s a r i l y .  The  r e p r e s s i v e  g o v e r n m e n t s  o f  the  USSR and  C h in a  are  no t  r e p r e s 
s i v e  b e c a u s e  t h e y  h a d / h a v e  p l a n n e d  e c o n o m i e s .  R a t h e r ,  t h e y ' r e  r e p r e s s i v e  
d u e  to th e  h i s t o r i c a l  c o n d i t i o n s  tha t  p r e d a t e d  the  r e v o l u t i o n  ( t h e  l e g a c y  of  
a n t i - d e m o c r a t i c  t e n d e n c i e s  e m b o d i e d  in t he  Cz a r  a n d  the  E m p e r o r ) .  The  
f ac t  tha t  t w o  e x p e r i m e n t s  in s o c i a l i s t  d e m o c r a c y  h a v e  l a r g e l y  f a i l e d ,  d u e  
t o  t h e  a b s e n c e  o f  d e m o c r a t i c  t r a d i t i o n s  a n d  an i n d u s t r i a l  e c o n o m y  on  
w h i c h  to  b u i l d  ( m a n y  on  t h e  R i g h t  a n d  L e f t  a g r e e  t h a t  t h e  a b s e n c e  o f  
d e v e l o p e d  c a p i t a l i s m  in t h e s e  t w o  n a t i o n s  l e d  to the  a n e m i c  n a t u r e  o f  th e i r  
s o c i a l i s t  e c o n o m i e s )  d o e s  n o t  m e a n  t h a t  a s o c i a l i s t  e x p e r i m e n t  w i t h  an  
A m e r i c a n  fa ce  w o u l d  n e c e s s a r i l y  f a i l .  T h i s  is  e s p e c i a l l y  t rue  g i v e n  the  fact  
th a t  i n t e r n a t i o n a l  c o r p o r a t i o n s .  T h i s  A m e r i c a n  t r u m p  card  e l i m i n a t e s  the  
t h r e a t  o f  e c o n o m i c  b l o c k a d e ,  th e  w e a p o n  C a p i t a l  w i e l d e d  s o  e f f e c t i v e l y  
a g a i n s t  the  f l e d g l i n g  s o c i a l i s t  e c o n o m i e s .

S h o u l d  t h e  w o r l d  be  s o c i a l i s t ?  I d e a l l y .  S h o u l d  t h e  d e v e l o p e d  
n a t i o n s  l e a d  the  w a y ?  D e f i n i t e l y .  A s  r e g a r d s  A m e r i c a n  p o l i t i c a l  t h i n k i n g ,  
are  Le f t  and  R i g h t  v i e w s  o b s o l e t e ?  H a r d l y  - t h e y  c o n t i n u e  to e v o l v e .  Are  
p o l i t i c a l  m o v e m e n t s  d i v o r c e d  f r o m  e t h i c a l  a nd  m o r a l  c o n s i d e r a t i o n s ?  N o .  
T h e y  a re p r e d i c a t e d  on  s u c h  c o n s i d e r a t i o n s .  A s  r e g a r d s  A m e r i c a n  c a p i t a l 
i s m  - s h o u l d  w e  t h r o w  t h e  b a b y  o u t  w i t h  t h e  b a t h  h e r e ,  i f  w e  o p t  f o r  
s o c i a l i s m ?  N o .  O u r  d e m o c r a t i c  t r a d i t i o n s ,  r e l a t i v e  e c o n o m i c  h e a l t h  an d  
o p e n n e s s  to i n n o v a t i o n  s h o u l d  be  c o n t i n u e d  a n d  e x p a n d e d .  E x p l o i t a t i o n  
a n d  i n j u s t i c e  s h o u l d  g o  o u t  w i t h  t h e  t r a s h ,  to be  r e c y c l e d  a s  p e a c e  a n d  
p r o g r e s s  - w i t h  a d a s h  o f  A m e r i c a n  f r e e  m a r k e t r y  a nd  s o c i a l i s t  h u m a n i t y .

Do  I a g r e e  w i t h  Mr.  T a a f f e  on  a n y t h i n g ?  F i n a l l y ,  y e s .  I a g r e e  th a t  
w e  s h o u l d  " fac e  the  f a c t s ,  f o l k s " ,  r a th e r  th an  i n v e n t i n g  th em .
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A U T U M N  M O O N

I want to D ance with You 
On a star-driven Autum n night 

Slow and Tim eless 
Till the Snow's w inter blossom  

Brushes your cheeks 
And the Fireplace W ind 

Beckons us H om e

W arm, Warm  
Like a heart based kitchen  

W here Love is a dish 
Best served sim ple 

I want to D ance with You 
Under a reminiscent Autum n M oon  

M any, m any years fro m  now

Thom as Taaffe 2/93



LongMer BieFuneml
By: Virginia Rathbun

Sarah winced at the sun. It was  a fiery white  burst of light, filHng every corner of 
her spacious home.  The bright sunshine was an unwelcome guest  in Sarah's home,  a glar
ing insult to her melancholy spirit. Today was Sarah's birthday, but it mattered little to 
her. In fact, it was a source of pain, not so much because she was forty-two today — that 
should be the worst  of it. No,  rather, five years ago,  and three days after her birthday,  
her youngest  son was killed in an auto accident.  All five years of hini. From that day on, 
her birthday arriving near the anniversary of such a misfortune was nothing so much as a 
painful reminder of her tragic loss.  The events  of that miserable day played over and 
over in her mind like a pathetic movie.  The menacing crash of the two cars coll iding,  the 
smell  of leaking gas, Matthew crying, sirens in the distance,  the interminable ride to the 
hospital,  the stone-faced hospital  receptionist asking quest ions about insurance,  and then 
the doctor's face. That face said everything Sarah had yet had only barely made a stab at 
acknowledging with the farthest corner of her mind. The kind of devastating news for 
which no emotional  preparation really exists. "We did all we could," he said with d o w n 
cast eyes.  Sarah went  though all the motions of grief, the shock, the anger, the tortured 
"why me" protest.  She cried, she pounded her fists on the wall  so hard, her sprained  
hands were bandaged for a week.  Her husband.  Brad, was  spinning around in his own  
whirl of pain, semi-comatose,  whi le  muttering words of support  to his bereaved wife and 
confused children. In the confines of his workshop,  he let out a torrent of tears, short,  
abrupt gasping sobs, the way men who aren't supposed to cry or haven't cried in years,  
do. Then it was  over. Brad never mentioned his youngest  son again, not ever. If anyone  
innocently made reference to Matthew, a dark cloud came over Brad's face and he d isap
peared out of the room. Thus,  Sarah's grief was  very private.  Unable to penetrate the 
wall Brad had erected over their child's death,  each parent suffered alone. Sarah visited  
the grave faithfully; Brad refused to go at all.

Sarah was back at work one month later, and picking up the pieces of her cracked 
world.  A certain numbness  had set in, perhaps a natural defense  mechanism,  a tough  
veneer.  She had to be tough.  As she wou ld  say,  is there any other way  to be? Life 
doesn't  al low time-outs for repair jobs to your psyche after a hard knock. Besides,  she 
had two other children to mother.  A lthough Andrea and Alex were almost  teenagers,  
they still needed  mother ing,  perhaps  even more than the active and precoc ious  little 
Matthew had needed.  Sarah packed up all of Matthew's little boy clothes and toys in a 
specially crafted trunk, placed a letter of love on top, shut the lid, reflecting on the incon
gruous picture of two dancing clowns gracing the top, and stored it in the far corner of 
the basement.  With every vest ige of dear Matthew's possess ions  tucked away,  Sarah got  
back to the sticky business of life.

The five years since the accident had been kinder to Sarah. She got a promotion  
on her job as a Commercial  Artist,  moved  to a bigger home,  and saw her two children 
develop into popular,  attractive adolescents.  There a lways  remained,  though,  that little 
hole in her gut, heart, or some such emotion packed organ from which pain and anguish  
would spring forth at some unforeseen moment .  Certain scenes might trigger it, like a 
walk through the little boy's section of a department store, a baseball game on T.V., (right 
before the accident,  Matthew had discovered the love of his life, baseball),  and, of course,  
her own birthday. The trick was to keep busy,  Sarah had discovered,  and God knows that 
wasn't  hard for a working mother of two to do. But Sarah was  getting tired and she need
ed to stop her hectic world long enough to reflect on her life and come to grips with unre
solved conflicts,  and festering pain. Sarah looked in the mirror and saw a woman with  
very fine laugh lines,  a crease above the eyebrow gett ing a little deeper,  (the "why me" 
crease as she scornfully referred to it), and a new torrent of grey hairs sprouting,  but still 
a handsome woman with a soft mouth and sparkling blue-grey eyes.  Thank God I don't  
look the way  I feel, Sarah observed.  Sarah had always been perplexed by the irony of her 
well  turned-out appearance during the great crises of her life. Everyone always agreed 
she looked lovely and rested no matter what kind of sleepless ,  hell ish night it had been
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for her. One of the ways  life mocks you,  Sarah mused.
She appl ied her make-up,  put on her sweats  and 

did her warm-up routine, resolving to make this day differ
ent from all the other sel f-pi tying,  lousy birthdays of the 
last few years. She decided a ride to the Mall and a shop
ping spree might  be just the thing she needed,  and why  
not? She should party on her own  birthday. As she drove  
the scenic route to the Mall she noticed some exceptionally  
exquis i te  b lo s soms  growing  by the s ide of the road. At  
once, she pulled over. She heard an enraged driver howl  
behind her, "jerk, put on your signal!" as she came to a stop 
on the side of the road. She dodged  the bees and avoided  
the bulbs with ants circling the base, and picked herself the 
finest bouquet.  It didn't  take much thought for Sarah to 
decide to take the splendid bouquet to Matthew's grave, for 
it was  along the way to the Mall anyway.  St. Andrew's  was  
a wide,  expansive cemetery,  containing mostly older stones  
with older  p eop le  than Mat thew buried under them,  as 
Sarah observed  one day wh i l e  reading  the dates  on the 
stones. "Not fair," she had bitched aloud to no one, "jvist 
not fair". Most of these people had probably lived to see 
their grandchildren.  Sarah came to Matthew's stone,  the 
one that read, BELOVED SON, with lilies gilded on either 
side of the lettering. She filled the grave flask with water 
and arranged the f l o we r s  sy m m e tr i c a l l y .  Perfect ,  she  
thought. Perfect f lowers in an imperfect world,  she reflect
ed. Birds were chirping,  in the distance men were digging  
out another grave,  and all around her the sounds  of life 
abounded.  Particularly loud was the sound of life emanat
ing from the playground a few yards from the graveyard.  
The s creaming and l aughter  of l i tt le chi ldren had been  
a lmos t  unbearable  to Sarah dur in g  those  first v i s i t s  to 
Matthew' s  grave,  but no w  they were  other background  
noise, just life noises.  Perhaps it was  thought that the p lay
ground next to the grave w ou ld  be a needed contrast,  a 
welconie  relief,  life meets  death,  young  borders old,  that 
sort of thing. Or maybe it was  just a coincidence.  Sarah 
spoke a few tender words to Matthew and turned around to 
l eave.  She g lanced at the p layground and smi led at the 
playing chi ldren,  all bubbl ing over with energy and life 
force, as Sarah called it. Children have so much life force 
she wou ld  say. We all want to live, but the younger you  
are, the more reason you  have to l ive,  the less mi stakes  
you've made,  and the higher you can climb. Sarah watched  
the sunl ight dancing off the moving  children, the shadows  
and the glittering patterns that formed as the light peeked  
out between wind-b lown trees. The artist in Sarah was kin
dled,  and she reached for the sketch pad in her car. Almost  
involuntari ly Sarah started toward the playground.  Today  
is the day I create a masterpiece,  she proudly asserted to 
herself. She took a seat facing as varied a group of children 
to ever come together. The children played together in per
fect harmony,  which would have struck Sarah as odd had 
she recently spent much time in a playground.  Her hand 
started to move.  With big graceful strokes she sketched the 
outl ines of trees bordering the children.  As a professional  
artist she was adept at capturing the essence of the charac
ters she drew.  For this i l lustration she wanted only  the 
most essential  l ines,  all other shadings  could be abstract,  
almost ethereal.  She wanted her work to evoke the inno
cence and fleet ing nature of chi ldhood.  So deep was her 
concentration Sarah had not noticed the young boy that had 
wandered over to her to look at her drawing.

"Are you an artist?" he queried.  Sarah started.
"Yes, yes  1 am, and if you go play over there with 

your other friends,  you'l l  be part of this drawing,  immor

talized forever."
"Immortalized," he responded.  Sarah couldn't tell 

if he was asking her what the word meant,  or was just con
firming it.

"Immortalized means you  wil l  l ive on forever as 
an illustration on my canvas," Sarah offered an explanation 
in any case.

"Oh, I know what  it means ," the boy answered  
quite confidently.

"You're very smart," Sarah stated,  knowing  that 
compl iment ing children always built up their fragile egos.

"I'm a lw ays  l earn ing more and more," the boy  
answered thoughtfully.

"Will you give  me the picture when you're done  
drawing it?" the boy asked.

"Well.  . .1 suppose," s tammered Sarah, "but why  
do you want it?"

"Don't you think I should have possession of a pic
ture I am what  you call, immortal ized on?" he answered.

Sarah was  a lmost  dumbs truck by the boy's  acu 
men.

"That was a very impressive reply. Yes, you may  
have it. How old are you anyway?" Sarah asked.

The sandy  haired boy  w ent  back to his fr iends.  
Sarah couldn't  help but feel flattered at the boy's request  
for the picture.  So what  if he was  a child? She a lways  
beamed  whenever  anyone,  no matter their age or status,  
prai s ed  her work .  She w ent  back to her draw ing  w i th  
renewed enthusiasm,  her hands mov ing quickly and confi 
dently,  fi l l ing the page with all the splendid wonder of the 
children's  f igures in motion.  She felt elated,  almost  sus 
pended  in time. It was  a strange and wonderful  feel ing.  
She had been  numb for so l ong ,  g o in g  about  m u n d a n e  
duties,  smil ing at the appropriate times,  a sense of urgency  
a lways  percolat ing around her, that a moment  l ike this,  
with all its spontaneity and natural beauty was so rare she  
rel ished it completely.  As an artist, she supposed all she  
really wanted to do was to observe and replicate in her art 
work all that was beautiful and perfect.

"Wow,  that's great," stated the boy  as he gazed  
over Sarah's shoulder  at the picture.  "Is everything you  
make so good?"

Sarah was  taken again by the boy's  bold flattery.  
She thought about Matthew.

"I've made some things that were very good,  but I 
lost something  much more precious  than a picture once." 
Sarah surprised herself, hinting to a child her most private 
heartache.

"What was it," the boy asked seriously.
"A child of mine died," Sarah answered.  There,  

she said it. Sarah could only guess  that she opened up to 
the boy because  of his unc omm on  maturity and pensive  
nature.

"Nothing ever really dies,  all of life just changes.  
You'll  see.  Anyway ,  don't  be sad. Can I draw a picture  
now? I'll draw you a picture of my house."

With that he took the pad from her and ran over to 
another bench. Sarah marveled at the boy's extraordinary 
perception.  He sat across the park, his eyebrows knitted 
together,  furious ly  drawing.  Sarah observed his profi le,  
and for an instant  she remembered  a photograph  in her  
a lbum of Matthew^ in a lm os t  the exac t  same pose .  She  
stared more intently at the boy. Matthew would be about  
his age,  she guessed.  Yet, this boy possessed insight way  
beyond  his apparent  age.  He  had f inished drawing and  
was  mak ing  his wa y  back to her.  Sarah felt tired.  She
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looked up at the sky and realized it was  almost dusk.  Dusk,  another exceptional play of 
shadows and light for an artist to work with.  What everyone else found annoying about  
dusk, Sarah appreciated.  Some of her dreamiest mood drawings  were done in the quasi
l ight of dusk.

The boy returned with the picture he had drawn.  "This is for you.  This is my  
house," he declared.

With that Sarah set her eyes upon one of the most wondrous il lustrations she had 
ever seen. The colors, l ines and details were artistically remarkable for a child, and yet 
there was something more.  Something not quite open to description.  Sarah could best 
characterize what she was  looking at, as a little piece of Heaven.  The hues,  the figures,  
were all awesome.

"This is your house?" Sarah felt si lly even asking such a question.  Obviously,  
the boy conjured the extraordinary images out of his imagination.  "This is my house," he 
affirmed.

For a moment Sarah could swear he smiled at her and observed her with a l ong
ing, almost affectionate stare.

"That picture is for you to keep. I will  keep your picture, and you keep mine.  
Whenever you're sad about Matthew, look at the picture."

Sarah stood up, at once stunned and trying to make sense of the thoughts spring
ing up in her head. The boy was heading out of the playground at a fast pace. Sarah 
looked at the picture, and noticed the initials ML on the bottom.

"Oh God,  Matthew!" Sarah jumped up and starting running,  sketch pad in tow.
"Come back," she yel led,  "please come back." The tears wel led in her eyes,  blur

ring her vision.  She saw him in the distance and then he faded away.  Sarah was sure he 
faded away just like a ghost ,  for the park led into a baseball  field, completely open with  
yards of green grass. One moment he was there waiving  to her, and the next he was liter
ally gone.

Sarah stood in the middle  of the baseball  diamond,  hold ing  her pad, a trail of 
sketch pencils littered the path she had taken to the field. She turned around on her heel 
and scanned the entire park. "Hey, lady, you want  to please get out of the way.  We're 
trying to play a game here," shouted an impatient voice.

Sarah walked s l owly  back to her car, almost  afraid to bel ieve what she had just 
al lowed herself to believe.  Impossible,  she reiterated to herself all the way  home.  Still, 
h o w  d id  he k n ow  M a t t h e w ' s  nam e  w h e n  I n e v e r  m e n t i o n e d  it, Sarah w o n d e r e d .  
Thoughts  thrashed about in her mind stirring deep quest ions.  Nevertheless ,  once she  
calmed down,  she felt a strange and serene peace envelope her. For weeks  she returned 
to the playground in the hopes  of f inding "ML", but whoever he was,  he never revealed 
himsel f  again.  Sarah had the magnif icent picture framed and displayed.  Often Sarah 
caught Brad gazing fondly at the picture, al though he never quite accepted Sarah's ver
sion of its origin.  As the years went  by, Sarah accepted the incident as a strange and 
wonderful  phenomena that had given her some badly needed solace at the time. She no 
longer tried to figure it out completely.  She knew that some puzzles  in life can't be co m
pleted at all, some take time, and others are completed when  we're long gone.  Whenever  
the old despair and melancholy surfaced again,  Sarah gazed at the picture and remem
bered ML's words,  "Whenever you're sad about Matthew,  look at the picture."

L e w i s  L i n e s

It's not her thing. She never commented on poetry before.
To her it's all figures...numbers.

I was expecting something like,"Nice sentence structure"

We write for ourselves.
Accountants don't sit up late at night, 
playing with their calculators, 
to feel good.

Diane Rodreigez

Page 44 Ictus Review Volume I, Issue II



I V I O D E L  U N

RLD TOUR 92 ■ 93
Kick-off the 1 992-93  Mode! UN World Tour with the new UNA-USA/Model UN Network- 
sanctioned Peace Rocks Tour T-Shirt. Produced especially for UNA-USA and the Model UN 
Network, these finely crafted, high quality aqua blue shirts come in extra large only. The front 
has the Tour logo fo r 92-93 , and the back has the list of cities throughout the world/U.S. 
which host Model UNs. This product is ideal for promoting your Model UN, showing your 
pride in all o f the hard work you have done to make your individual Model UN a reality and 
for raising money fo r your conference.

PRICES: 1 - n  = US$ 10.00 PER SHIRT ♦  12 or more = US$ 8.00 PER SHIRT

PLEASE SEND SHIRTS AT $ EACH FOR A TOTAL OF: $

NEW YORK STATE RESIDENTS ADD SALES TAX (8.25%)

POSTAGE & HANDLING (1-11 = US$3.50 12 or more = US$5.50) $

TOTAL ENCLOSED $

N AM E

AD DR ESS

BU SIN ESS PH O N E

CITY STATE ZIP CO D E H O M E  PH O N E

NOTES: Send check or money order for total amount in U.S. funds only. Do not send cash.
Make your check or money order payable to DELTA FOXTROT ENTERPRISES. 
Please allow four weeks for delivery. Rush orders (two weeks maximum) add $20.00. 
Mall this form along with your check to:

DELTA FOXTROT EHTERPRISES 
c/o UNA-USA 

485 FIFTH AVENUE • SUITE 250 • NEW YORK, NY 10017-6104
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O N  T H E  L IN E
By Tom Mol inaro

I t w as  month two  of  the str ike  and more  than half  the town  was  out  of work.  
Blackmoor, a small industrial town nestled in the American heartland was beginning  
to cringe from the painful grip of Melvi l le steel. Maybe you didn't quite "Owe Your 
Soul to the Company Store," as in the old Virginia mining song,  but you owed damn  
near everything else. I was  on my way  to picket duty when 1 ran into old Hank Johnson,  

former teamster and friend of my dad.
"How are you.  Jack?" Hank asked, "Where ya off to?"
"I'm heading down to the mill. I got the four P.M. shift on the picket line."
"Hear about Miller laying off Johnny Harris? It's a damn shame with his wife.  

Ruby, about to have a baby any day now," said Hank. "If it's a girl, she wants to name it 
Hope.  That's just a bit to optimistic for my taste," he said.

Hank was a wise,  cantankerous old timer. Although short and a little plump, he 
still had a spring in his step. Johnny Harris had been one of the fortunate strikers who  
found temporary work.

"That was  Mil ler's  on ly  choice.  Hank,  " I said,  "He couldn ' t  afford to keep  
Johnny on, and might have to close the shop if business doesn't  pick up." Miller's Auto  
Repair wou ld  be just one of the many casualties if the strike continued much longer. "I'll 
see you later. Hank. I don't want to keep them waiting."

"Maybe I'll come by later and try to cheer you guys up."
Hank loved to stop by and chat with us wh i l e  we  were on picket  duty.  We  

looked forward to his visits.  He always  helped pass the time with a story or two.
I took the shortcut through Granville Road. It was a pleasant walk to a cheerless  

task. The air was crisp on this October afternoon. The rays of the waning sun buffered 
the approaching Autumn chill and splashed amber light on the tree tops ablaze in yel low,  
red and orange. Playful voices of happy children returning from school resounded in a 
cheerful symphony.  Though the gloom of the strike had been constant,  at least for the 
moment,  the sights and sounds  of my home had cheered me.

Blackmoor,  populat ion 43,000, where Elm trees l ined quiet streets and freshly  
painted,  sparkling houses,  sported perfectly manicured lawns and hoisted Old Glory on 
the Fourth of July. It was  an American town.  Unfortunately,  it wou ld  soon become  
another statistic in a tragic decade.  In the post Reagan apocalypse,  economic upheaval,  
unemployment  and desperation were devouring Blackmoors nationwide.

I got to the line a few minutes to four, ready for the next three-hour shift. My  
momentary lapse into euphoria was soon interrupted by the stark contrast of the sight  
ahead. There stood the Melvi l le  Steel factory, si lent,  ominous.  People pacing the line 
with angry,  sul len faces,  seemed  dwarfed by this huge structure built of drab, brown,  
weather-beaten bricks. Its s t eel -grey gates  sha do wi ng  the foreground locked out the 
strikers as well  as their hopes  and dreams. Tempers had begun to flare and occasionally  
some one would curse the building,  source of their anguish.  Inside, a skeleton crew of 
management personnel and a few replacement workers,  (A.K.A. scabs) kept a few of the 
company's  operations afloat. Even with this arrangement,  production had fallen seventy  
percent since the work stoppage began.

"Same thing every two years," said Ed Garber. He was gett ing a little tired of  
being out on the street whenever  a contract expired. Melvi l le Steel was  feel ing the pinch.  
Their stock was "undervalued" so they were likely candidates for a take over. In order to 
raise the necessary cash to stave off the raiders, they needed,  demanded wage  concessions  
and benefit reductions.

"God-damned chairmen of the board, Adams,  ain't makin no concess ions  this 
year, you can bet yer ass on that," exclaimed Ed. The narrow pole of the picket sign  
seemed dwarfed by his huge,  work-worn hands,  though he held it as careful ly as if it 
were the finished steel I was  more accustomed to seeing him carry. He worked in he cast
ing unit  a lon gs ide  nine  other team members.  Melv i l l e  had ini t iated som e  Japanese  
inspired procedures,  dividing the men into teams or "enterprise units." With only fifteen 
months from retirement, Ed could rightfully say: "Shit, what lousy timing."

"He and his cronies are pull in down close to a mil' a piece," Ed continued.  He  
wasn't  exaggerating.  In fact, each one of the board members had stock option bonuses  
that exceeded the combined yearly salaries of the Ed's entire unit. If Melvi l le was taken 
over they wou ld float to safety in "golden parachutes" whi le  the rank and file would  
crash without  a net.

Joe Gardner was there also. Young, healthy,  muscular,  he didn't  have a trace of  
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the mills' years of punishment  which was more apparent on 
his older co-workers.

"If this lousy  strike doesn' t  end soon I won' t  be 
able to register for the spring semester.  I already dropped  
out for the fall and lost half  my tuition," he commented.  
Joe still l ived at home with his father, Bill, a w idower,  who  
had more than a pas s ing  interest  in the ou tc om e  of the  
strike. Having  retired from the mill eight years ago,  his 
pension rights and health care package were riding on the 
l ine with the fate of the active employees .  Life was  kind 
of quiet since Milly passed on last spring.  Bill and Joe had 
learned to care for each other but they didn't  a lways  see  
eye-to-eye,  especial ly on labor issues.

"I just wi sh the union  w ou ld  make their s w e e t 
heart deal soon so we can end this game and get back to 
work," Joe said,  echoing the cynicism deve lop ing  among  
some  of the workers.

"What kind of  th ing  is that to say," cried Dan  
Oliva,  shop steward,  labor activist and one of Joe's fel low  
s tudent s  at the Univers i ty .  "Didn't your old man teach 
you anything."

"Yeah, I learned not to be a sucker for the "party 
l ine" l ike he was ,  still  is." Joe had a s l igh t ly  di f ferent  
slant than Dan. The former,  majoring in business  admini s
tration, the later, in labor relations.  Each had their own  
a g e n d a s  w i th  one  th in g  in c o m m o n — ne i t he r  o f  them  
planned on spend ing  the rest of their adult  l i ves  in the 
mill .  Joe had an itch for investment  banking.  Dan saw his 
future as a labor mediator.

"Your Father was  never any sucker for the party 
l ine. He worked hard and stood by the Union.  He never  
kissed up to any boss and never sold out a fe l low worker.  
That's more than I can say about most  people," said Dan.

"Don ' t  ge t  so  r ig h t e o u s .  I d on ' t  n e e d  y o u  to 
defend the good name of my father. You just don't  get  the 
picture," Joe said.

"I get the picture all right," Said Dan "the compa
ny is trying to bust the union.  Plain and simple."

"Maybe we' l l  all be better off  in the long  run if 
that's the case. What good wil l  all this union brotherhood  
crap do if we  go bel ly-up and fall prey to the raiders. You 
know as well  as I do,  even if you won't  admit  it, that the 
market will ,  in the end,  determine what wages  are to be,  
not  the Union." Joe preached  the Gospe l  accor d ing  to 
Mil ton  Freedman ,  the p op u la r  f ree -marke t  e c o n o m i s t ,  
w hose  doctrine he had been taught with almost  evangel i 
cal fervor by his teacher and mentor.  Professor Edwards.  
Joe really bel ieved in the efficiency,  even benevolence ,  of 
A d a m  Smi th ' s  in v i s ib l e  hand ,  e ven  th o ug h  it had  just  
s lapped him and ten thousand other workers right in the 
face. I was  so involved in their debate that I didn't  even  
notice Hank Johnson s tanding along side me.

"I d o n ' t  m e a n  to in t er r u p t  y o u  f e l l a s  bu t  I 
cou ldn ' t  help hearin your argument ,  w i th  all the yel l in  
and all." As an amateur labor historian.  Hank couldn' t  
resist discuss ions  on the subject. "You don't  really think 
you would  be better off without  the Union,  Joe, do you?," 
he continued.  "Do you think the health benefi ts  you have  
no w ,  you  know the ones  they're trying to cut ,  the paid  
vacation,  sick leave and pension came from the goodnes s  
of the company ' s  heart? They came from the sweat  and  
blood of union workers that fought long,  hard, somet imes  
v io l en t  strikes.  S tee lworkers ,  truckers,  miners ,  all have  
paid the price in blood,  sometimes  even with their l ives,  
l ike the Ludlow massacre.  Ever learn about that in your  
college?"

"Can't say that I have  Hank,  but  wha t  the hell  
does  that have to do with us." Joe was becoming a little 
impatient  with Hank's homily.

"The Lud low massacre," ch imed  in Dan,  "was a 
sorry, unfortunately,  often forgotten part of our country's  
sordid labor history."

"Looks l ike y ou 'v e  been readin the right books  
young fella," said Hank. "Go on. You tell the story." Dan 
continued.

"The miner's  in Lud low,  Colorado,  camped  out  
with their families in front of the mine and closed it down.  
This  didn ' t  sit w o o  we l l  w i th  the owners .  They  sent  a 
bunch of armed goons  to bust  up the campsi te .  Having  
received no provocat ion,  the goons fired on the strikers.  
When the smoke cleared,  fifteen miners,  f ive wom en  and 
three children were kil led."

"That was certainly a tragedy, Dan, but for every  
horror story of corporate abuses you can tell, I can tell one 
f rom the o ther  s ide .  Like  the  U .A .W.  s t r ike  in Fl int ,  
Michigan,  where  your l ovely  comrades  threw bricks and 
bott les at the people w ho  crossed the line."

"You mean scabs, don't  you," Dan interrupted.
"You can call them whatever you want,  but it still 

d o e s n ' t  g iv e  those  fanat i ca l  bas tards  the  r igh t to risk  
kil l ing someone.  And,  what  about the Teamsters,  Hank,  
w h y  don' t  you tell  Dan h o w  Jimmy Hoffa  f inanced the 
M af ia ' s  Las V eg as  a d v e n t u r e s  w i th  Te am st er  p e n s i o n  
funds."

"I never supported Hoffa," said Hank.  "I suppose  
there's good and bad on both sides of the tracks. By the 
way.  Jack," Hank turned to me, trying to change the sub
ject and keep peace,  "1 heard that Ruby Harris went  into 
labor about an hour ago."

"I'm glad to hear that," I said.  "At least  it wil l  
g ive her and Johnny something better to think about than 
this damn strike." There was  some  kind of  co mmot ion  
d ow n the street. We all ran to see what  was  happening.  
Some  of the men had recognized the car, surrounded it, 
blocked it. Inside,  was  one of the replacement workers or 
scabs,  depending  on what  s ide of the line you were on, a 
frightened,  confused,  young man about nineteen or twen
ty.  They  w ere  p o u n d i n g  on his  w i n d o w s ,  k i cking  his  
doors  and shouting: "Drop dead scab," "Get a real job," 
etc. While Dan, Joe and I were doing our best to pull  the 
crowd  away from the doors.  Hank was  in the rear, doing  
his  best  to keep them from c l imbing  on the trunk. The 
yo u n g  driver began to panic.  The screams o f  the angry  
mob changed his mood from apprehens ion to terror. He  
backed up the car in haste,  shifted into drive and skidded  
a w a y  for his  l i fe,  to tal ly  u na w ar e  he had just  knocked  
Hank to ground,  unconscious.

Panic ensued .  Peo p le  s tarted to cro w d  around  
Hank whi le  some chased in vain after the f lee ing young  
man. I started pushing  people  away,  trying to g ive  Hank 
breathing room w h i l e  Dan ca l l ed 911.  The paramedic s  
f ou n d  no pu l se  w h en  they arrived.  At f i ve- th i rty  P.M.  
Hank was  pronounced D.O.A.  at Blackmoor General ,  about  
the same  t ime Ruby ga ve  birth.  Yes,  it w as  a girl  and  
Hope  was  born, or, did it die that day in Blackmoor,  with  
Hank,  one of the last peacemakers we  had.

Dan Ol iva was  absolu te ly  certain Me lvi l le  Steel  
was  to blame for Hank's  death.  After all, if it weren't  for 
the strike none of the other events  wou ld have happened.  
Joe Gardner was  equal ly convinced it was  the union's  fault 
for promot ing so much hatred.  Me, I'll be thinking about  
it, whi le  spending my  time, on the line.
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B r o k e n  B o t t l e

Br o k e n  b o t t l e  
L o s t  in t he  w e e d s  
A n  u n f i n i s h e d  s u i c i d e  
Lies

a b a n d o n e d

A  g r a v e
u n m a r k e d  

Is t h e  p r i c e  o f  s e d u c t i o n  
A n d  t h e r e  are  no s t a t u e s  
W h e r e  I g o

M y  p a s t  
Li e s  a r o u n d  me  
L i k e  p o t t e r y  s h a r d s  
B r o k e n ,

b r o k e n ,
a l l  m y  f r i e n d s

T h a t  w h i c h  d e s t r o y s  me  
I w i l l  m a k e  m y  w e a p o n  
T h e  d r u m m e r  is c a l l i n g  
I m u s t  g o

T h o m a s  T a a f f e  2 / 9 3

While  w o r k in g  on this  i s sue  of the m ag a z in e ,  I ha d  the p l e a s u r e  
of m ee t ing  and  g e t t in g  to know  James  Ort iz .  There  were  m any  
e ve n ings  tha t  James  w o u l d  vi s i t  w i th  me w hi le  I c o n t i n u e d  l ay 
ing ou t  the m agaz ine .  I am ve ry  so r ry  he has  p a s s e d  a w a y  and 
wil l  miss  h im  grea t ly .

The s taff  of the Ictus  Rev iew d e d ic a te s  th is  issue to the m em o ry  
of Mr. James Ort iz .  He w as  g rea t  i n s p i r a t i o n  and s u p p o r t  of this  
m agaz ine .

Thea Jon 
Ed i to r  in Chie f
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