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What Would You Do?

Kathleen Lynch
Basic Writing

What do you do when you are laid off from your job,
have children to support and fin out you are having
major surgery? Sit down and cry? Or apply for what
everyone calls welfare, or what the government agency
cal Ai :o Dependent Children (ADC)?

The process of applying for ADC is harder than most
people imagine. Questions asked are, “What is your
household size?” “What is your income?” “What are
the social security numbers of all in the household?”
" ntl eisan appointment made for you to see a
maintenance worker, someone who decides if you are
eligible : receive benefits. A thirty day processing
time is a long and difficult time to wait for a decision
that will seriously affect your family life.

The application process is enough to discourage
anyone from applying, but >rrying about what other
people will assume once you are on ADC is also difficult.
Some of the assumptions can be, “Tax payers support
welfare!” “Once you are on welfare there is no way to
get off.” “1 st people on welfare are low lifes who a
too lazy to get a job.” “Most welfare recipients just
keep having babies to get more money and stay on
welfare.” No wonder people are embarrassed to be on
the welfare system.

I can relate to some of the assumptions; I used to be
one of those tax payers and still consider myself one.

found out a day before Christmas my secure job of two
years had ended when the department I worked in
permanently closed. Not knowing what would happen
to my family was my worst scare. I was numb from
head to toe with shock from the news. I was still in
shock when I was informed by my doctor that I needed
major surgery. I didn’t have the money, so the doctor
informed me of ADC. He said ADC would help me with
the medical bills and also provide income to live on.






The Abandoned Farm House

Anita L. Williams
Basic Writing

Years ago, before living in Des Moines, I lived on a
farm with my family just(« tside Linden, Iowa. Not far
from our residence was an abandoned farm house. To
gett we had to walk down a path by a pond where
we ¢ | hear frogs croaking and where my brothers
and I fished. Winding past the pond, the path bent to
the r 1t and nestled among the trees where the
abandoned house stood.

It must have been a grand house in the past. It was
three floors high and had a big open porch with beautiful
pillars, several 1y windows and lilac bushes growing
along one side. By the time I encountered it, the roof
was gone, the porch sag d under broken pillars, the
bay windows were broken, the paint was peeling, the
wood was warped and lilac bushes full of weeds were
srowing ev ywhere. A wild strawberry patch covered

e entire backyard.

During spring, the lilac bushes along: le the house
were in full bloom. The aroma was so strong that yc
could smell them before you reached the house. When
I was younger, I could «+ nd among the lilacs, the
branches towering over me, and feel like I wasin alilac
castle. I was surrounded by white, lavender and pink
blooms and their sweet odors.

Every spring my mother would pick the wild
strawberries and make strawberry jam. When they
were ripe, they could be eaten right off the vine. They
were so plump and sweet that they  uld explode in
your uthandthejuice »>uldtrickledown your chin.
No store-bought berries could match them. The animals
that lived in the woods would come up to the yard and
eat the berries. You had to be careful to pick one that
wasn’t nibbled on.

While /m¢ rwasgatheringberries, my brothers
ar [ would g« ayin the house. With the back porch
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was alive, giving n< joy and happiness. We called this
ruined dwelling _.ie house of ir inat 1.”

At dusk, 1en the su started to set, the shadows
grew long, the crickets started chirping, and e fire
flies can « . It was time to go home. On the way we
would try to catch fire flies; it was the best way to end
the day.

It has been many years since I visited the farm. I
have now grown and moved with my family to Des
Moines. Last summer I went back to the farm. The
path leading to the abandoned house is ovei own
with weeds. The aroma of the lilacs can no longer be
sme :d;the weeds have killed them off. Reaching the
abandc :d hous I discovered all that is left are the
concrete foundation and rotted pieces of wood lying on
the ground. The strawberries have died. The woods
have reclaimed theirland. All is gone but the memories
of our “house of imagination.”





















was pointing to a slight depression on its surface. “Is
that an alveolus, condyle, fossa, or fissure?” Still
uncertain about my answer, I moved on to the next
bone, which had an odd-looking knob on the bigger
end. It was tagged for identification. “That’s a condyle.
No, it’s a trochanter. No, it must be a tuberosity.”
Unfortunately, the old song, “Head Bone Connected To
The Neck Bone,” wasn’t any help.

When I reached the honiestretch, I began to panic
because I knew that the final eight stations of cat
muscles would be the hardest of the lot. I tried to recall
why I wanted to be a nurse in the first place, but I
couldn’t. Stretched before me, as though they were on
the racks of a medieval torturer, were the cats. In a
frenzy, I moved from station-to-station on command —
observing and writing, observing and writing. I briefly
glanced down at my work sheet. That couldn’t be my
writing. The words were scribbled, and I could barely
read them. Then I noticed that the pencil in my left
hand was quivering uncontrollably. The litany that I
had memorized ran rampant through my head like the
melody of an unwanted song. “Pectoante-brachialis,
pectoralis major, ximphihumeralis, flexor carpi
ulnarie ... supercalifragilisticexpialidocious. But what
went where? Did it belong to the arm, leg, back, or
cheek group? Please God, let this be over soon.”

At last, the instructor said, “Stop writing. You are
done.” The agony was finally over. There was a loud
sigh and gasp or two from those of us who hadn’t
breathed for an hour. As I staggered out of the room,
I heard somebody say, “I think I'll just kill myself
now.” Still in a daze, I started to walk toward the exit.
Then all of a sudden, a loud desperate inquiry echoed
down the hallway, “Those couldn’t be the same bones
he showed us, could they?” I opened the door and
stepped outside. I inhaled a couple of breaths of fresh
air. Reliefwashed over me until I realized that the real
horror, the waiting for the results, was just beginning.
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Groping, I found the flashlight, got up to look outside,
and heard the sound of a train. The trains do not run
at night.

“But it is a train, and getting closer... Oh no. NO!”
Realization dawned as the mobile home began to
vibrate.

I grabbed a double blanket and a pillow, and with my
only thought being to get safely away from any glass,
knelt at the foot of the bed, pillow over my head, and
began to pray for God’s keeping. The trailer rocked;
the train became a piercing howl.

“Hazel, Hazel. Wake up! What in the world is
happening!?” Mother was shaking me, hard. I looked
up to see the first fear, no, terror, I'd ever seen in her
soft eyes. I wrapped my blanket around her, handed
her my pillow, and shouted above the ruckus, “Mother,
what are you doing? Don’t you know it’s a tornado? Get
down here, away from the windows.”

“But your Daddy is standing at the foot of our bed

-and I can’t get him to move. What is going on? What's
happening to us?”

Softer now, “Mama, please get down here, now, on
the floor. Cover your head, and stay here until I come
back for you! Okay?”

The howl was deafening as I dodged walls and zig-
zagged around furniture, racing for the opposite end of
the rocking and reeling trailer. Protesting metal and
twisting timbers chased me.

There stood Daddy. Could this white-haired waif,
lost, bewildered, with naked terror written clearly on
his chalky face, possibly be my father? Could this be
my strong, afraid of nothing, always ready with a
solution to any problem or disaster, father? His look
nearly put me in the same frozen state. Only the swift
and sure realization that this time, this time, it was he
who needed to be rescued from harm’s way, saved my
forward progress.

“Daddy, are you okay?”
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We waited, holding on to each other for comfort, an
eternity it seemed, for the holocaust to abate. Each of
us silent in our own thoughts. Or prayers.

Asthetempest quieted, I began to quake. Were we on
the edge of the tornado, or would it return from the
other direction? Warning the folks to stay put, I went
to the window. Less than 75 feet away, I watched my
brother and his wife crawl from the pile of twisted
rubble that a little while ago had been their house.
They ran toward the front door of the trailer.

I hurried to open the door for them. It struck, then
gave way. My brother and his wife were moving the big
freezer which had moved several feet and toppled,
blocking the storm/screen; I could do nothing to help.
The solidly built roof and walls of the screened porch
were gone. Not one of usremembered there was another
door! (We would laugh about it later.)

I made coffee, grateful Mom’s stove was gas. Later as
I handed a cup of the forbidden brew to Dad, I noticed
abit of moisture perched on one high, ruddy cheekbone.
I turned away, not wanting him to know I’d seen what
I knew would surely embarrass him.

We listened to the radio, in near silence, as we
waited for dawn. I thought of all the years the folks
had been there for us, their children, and of the
strengths and values they had given us to live by,
mostly by example. Yet they had become, in a moment
of disaster, like children again, dependent on me, or
whomever might have been close. My own mortality
swam in front of my face as I realized that life does
come full circle.
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Where Everybody Knows Your Name

Michael Kallhoff
Composition |

The sign out front, which appears dim compared to
all the neon beer lights, reads “Oly’s Gone.” Below
that, simple wooden letters above the black-tinted
glass door invitingly declare “Good Food — Cold Beer.”
I arrive around 5:00, and the place looks full.

Inside the small, one-room tavern, a thin haze of
smoke hangs over the bar as the smoke-eater struggles
to keep up. The bright flashing ultra-modern CD
jukebox belts out “Three Steps” by Lenard Skynard,
making a comfortable background setting to the hum
of conversation going on all around. It’s Happy Hour,
and most of the tables are full, with parties of people
huddling around, talking, drinking, laughing.

Inone corner, the conversation appears to be getting
serious. Four salesmen from the car dealership across
the street are grumbling loudly with very grim looks
on their faces. They appear to be solving all of the
world’s problems over a few beers.

On the other side of the room, a Casey’s corporate
executive is shooting pool with a scruffy-looking truck
driver. Judging by the looks of determination on their
faces, this must be the final game of the World
Championship Pool Tournament. It all rides on this
shot. The executive needs to make his 14 ball or the
trucker will have an easy leave on the 8. He chalks his
cue . . .lines up his shot ... He shoots ... and misses
the ball completely. The World Championship Pool
Tournament is over, and the executive smiles at himself
and goes back to playing air-guitar with his cue.

In the middle of the room, at the bar, sit Karla and
John. She’s a college student, and he’s a State Trooper.
Next to them are Jimmy and Maxi, a retired couple in
their early 70’s. They’'ve been buying each other shots
all afternoon and laughing the day away like old school
friends.

21




As the night winds on, the crowd thins. By 9:30,
there are only seven people left in the place. Three of
them sit at the bar, baring their souls for the whole
world to see. The other two couples sit off by themselves,
preferring the solace of quiet conversation. Qutside,
the world creeps by, unfriendly, impersonal. But in
here, over drinks, smokes and burgers, the world is a
better place, full of hope and good cheer.

By midnight, the “crowd” has grown by five. The late-
nighters are beginning to show. A young gentleman
with abowl haircut and a good-to-see-you grin saunters
in. “DAN-Q” everyone yells,

“Beer me!” he smiles in reply. As usual.

The rest of the night is filled with tall stories, sloppy
pool, dirty jokes and a faint feeling of family. The
people that come here seem to need that, and to add to
it. Here you can feel at home; you’re always welcome.
Rich or poor, young or old, black or white. It doesn’t
matter. It's the hodge-podge of people that makes this
place so rich. They are as much a fixture here as the
tappers. No one judges you on what your faults are,
how much money you have in the bank, or what your
last name is. If you come to Oly’s Gone, buy a beer and
say “Hi,” you're initiated into the club, and suddenly,
you’re part of the family. That’s a nice feeling.
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Blended Families

Tamy Sanford
Composition 1

Blended! Who on the face of the earth came up with
the term “blended family”? Why there are his kids, my
kids, halfbrothers, half sisters, step brothers and step
sisters, ex-husbands, ex-wives, step fathers and step
mothers. “Blended,” it is more like a mixed-up mess.

Oh sure, I too had Cinderella dreams and happily-
ever-after fantasies. There he was, my knight in shining
armor, every woman’s dream — a warm, compassionate
and gentle man. There was only one catch: he had
three children, and me, well, I had two.

I knew it wouldn’t be easy, but the superwoman
inside of me said, “You can make a difference, rescue
these poor souls. After all, the ex-wife lives out of state
and hasn’t really been involved in their lives for quite
some time. The children, poor things, why they deserve
a mother and a father. Just maybe we too could live
happily ever after as one big “blended” family. Oh
sure, we would have to deal with the grief our children
would experience by the absence of a natural parent,
but our love would conquer all.”

It wasn’t long after we were married that the
superwoman strength and the beautiful dreams began
to fade. It soon became apparent that the ex-wife was
jealous over the affection that her children would
display toward me. The children were quite young. The
youngest was only two years old, and she could not
understand who her real mommy was. The boys, too,
were confused as they began to feel that they had
betrayed their mother if they loved me. While trying to
soothe the heartaches of my step children, my own
boys felt left out. I seemed to be giving more attention
to the other children. We can’t forget the grandparents
who did not seem to understand the complexity of our
new schedules. Each of us, my husband and I both,
thought the other unfair when it came to the discipline
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ofthe other’s children. Asmuch as we tried, there were
always disappointments.

Who would have thought that the result would be
constant chaos? I remember a time when my son wore
one of the shirts that was purchased by the ex-wife for
“her” son. She was livid, and we would never hear the
end of that. And then there was the time that she cut
Amy’s hair. This time it was my turn to go off the deep
end.

If it wasn’t one thing, it was another; constantly we
were in motion that seemed to accelerate. When you
add motion to a “mixture,” the very different
ingredients are broken. I would venture to say that the
motion may be the key factor. Much like a recipe, it’s
the motion of mixing that allows each of us the learn or
“blend” as one. First we need all the ingredients:

1 each — a man and woman who love each
other deeply

1 handful — children, both his and hers
(ours — optional)

1 ex-husband — distant will do

1 ex-wife — jealous and dramatic

4 sets of grandparents — from the old school

1 handful each — traditions of previous
marriages

Mix together over low heat, do not allow to boil.
While mixing add generous amounts of sweetener (love
and forgiveness). Some ingredients may be harder to
mix than others, but don’t give up until thoroughly
“blended.”
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Meeting The Boy Next Door

Kimberly Martin
Composition I

He was a spirited young man who possessed all the
charm yet mischievousness that a boy could hold. His
face was boyishly handsome, with just a sprinkling of
freckles on his nose that caused him to look like I
imagined Tom Sawyer might have looked. But it was
his smile that won the hearts of all the young ladies on
my block. And I, like all the other girls, thought he was
wonderful!

I moved next door to Brad during the summer before
my sixth grade year. I would gaze out of my bedroom
window, just praying for the courage to say hello to
him. My younger sister had already made best friends
with his sister, so I kept her busy playing “private
eye.” She’d rush back to me with all the answers to my
many questions. And was I full of them!

I hadn’t wanted to move again. I was extremely shy,
and it was getting harder for me to make new friends
each time we moved. I resented my parents because,
once again, I had to leave my school and cherished
friends. It didn’t help matters that puberty was
knocking at my door, and try as I might, it was closer
than I’d like. Being the first one in my class to get a bra
made me feel shy and embarrassed. I also happened to
be taller than all of the boys in my class, which in
retrospect, isn’t really that abnormal. But isn’t
hindsight always clearer? Was it any wonder that I
was shy and introverted?

So once again, I was faced with the task of making
new friends. Of course it’s kind of difficult to meet
people if you never leave the house! I would watch out
the window, but I rarely ventured out.

The neighborhood was all new, with only three basic
styles of homes to choose from. There were tiny little
trees planted in all the perfectly groomed lawns. It
was interesting to see how the different families
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“created” their own homes that uniquely fit their
individual personalities. It was definitely the age of
“keeping up with the Jones’.”

As fate would have it, Brad’s parents invited our
family to a barbeque, to welcome us to the neighbor-
hood.

“Kim,” my mother said with a distinct note of losing
patience, “We're already late! We need to get going.
The White’s are expecting us!”

My sister burst into my room, as usual without
knocking, and bounced herself on my bed giggling. All
around me lay my clothes, thrown here and there.
Some of them were inside out and others still on
hangers, and I was nowhere close to deciding what I'd
wear.

“Come on,” she said impatiently, “Mom’s really
getting mad!”

“Shutup,” I snapped, “I don’t even know why we have
to go! I don’t want to meet any new neighbors. My old
friends are perfectly fine with me!”

“You’re just nervous about meeting Brad,” she
laughed, and I hated her because, as usual, she could
see right through my every personal thought. “Kim
and Brad, sitting in a tree. K-I-S-S-I-N-G !” she sang
as she bounded out of my room and up the stairs to
where my parents were waiting.

My mom hollered down, “We’re going on over. You
come when you’re ready!”

“And make it before midnight, Cinderella!” my
stepdad added angrily. And then I heard a deafening
silence as the front door slammed shut. ,

“Now I've done it,” I thought angrily to myself. “It’s
going to be a million times harder going next door by
myself.” Suddenly I longed for my sister, wishing for
anyone to go over with. Maybe if I didn’t go my mom
would send my sister after me. Then I wouldn’t have to
make an entrance by myself.

I sat on my bed looking around. Hurriedly I chose a
brightly colored sundress. I rushed up the steps to the
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bathroom to check my hair. After all, I must be ready
when my sister comes for me, and, knowing my mom,
I didn’t have much time!

As I wastying aribbon in my long, dark hair, I heard
a knock at the door. Softly at first, then a little more
forcefully. Why would my sister knock at the door? In
any case, I was ready, and I was not going over by
myself. I threw open the front door, expecting to see
my sister’s ornery face. “I'm ready!” I shouted. All of a
sudden I realized it was not my sister standing before
me.

“Hi!” He said, with a shy little half-smile. “Your mom
sent me over to see if you were ready to come over to
the house yet. They're all getting ready to sit down and
eat. Oh, and we haven’t met, but my name is Brad.”

His name was Brad. What abeautiful name, I thought.
And it’s perfect for him. He was even more dreamy
than I had previously thought. But there again it was
hard to see those big, blue eyes from out a window. It
seemed like hours that I stood there unable to move.
He grabbed my hand, and off we went.

It was a normal backyard barbeque, nothing out of
the ordinary, but I can’t remember ever having a
better time. Brad introduced me to his mother, a petite
little woman, who I already outmeasured by a few
inches. His stepdad towered above her, at well above
six feet tall. It made me feel alittle less intimidated as
I stifled a giggle. They looked more like a parent and
child than a married couple. They were very friendly,
and my parents seemed to be having a great time!

We heard the adults laughing, and I suddenly felt
more at home than I had felt in a very long time. The
younger kids were busy dashing here and there in a
frantic game of hide-and-seek.

“Let’s go talk somewhere away from all these kids,”
Brad said, as I felt my heart fluttering again. I
nervously followed him between our houses.

We sat on the ground under the same bedroom window
that had led me to this moment. We talked about
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anything and everything. The stars were bright above
us, and the air was crisp. Every once in awhileI’d catch
a glimpse of a watchful parent peeking around the
corner. And finally after hours of talking, I heard my
mom call my name as the evening was drawing to a
close. Brad hopped to his feet and pulled me up.

“I’ll see you later, Kim. I'm really glad I finally got to
meet you,” he replied as he quickly planted a soft kiss
on my cheek.

Looking back to that magical evening so many years
ago, I realize that that was the beginning of the end of
my shyness. Brad had made me feel confident and
helped me to feel secure. As the school year started, 1
not only had lots of new friends, but even more
importantly, I also had the boy-next-door! He was the
same boy that all the girls were after, and he was my
very first boyfriend!
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Truth and Dare?

Amy Higginbottom
Composition I

Parachuting is both a death trap and a euphoric
thrill. To the observer, it’s often a dangerous stunt, but
to the sportsman, it’s a totally different experience.
Bravery is the ticket to the highly energetic sport, and
not many people choose to rely on courage for a fall
that could turn into an ultimate death dive. Over and
over again, my brother, Norm, trades in the security of
the ground for a three-minute thrill in the sky. People
call him crazy — but it hasn’t stopped him yet!

Dollar Days is a festival for skydivers and observers
alike. Many travel from all over the world to Fort
Dodge, Iowa, to experience and observe the thrills that
nearly one-thousand jumpers provide there. Norm and
his buddies from the National Skydivers Association
are sure to be present.

The afternoon is windy and sunny, “A perfect day to
risk a life,” as my grinning brother puts it while rolling
up his main chute for the next jump. He continues to
talk and smile while adjusting and attaching his
equipment. “Today will be my highest jump ever, 15,500
feet . . . where the air is really thin!” He puts on his
deep blue and sparkling white jumpsuit and zips it up.
On goes his parachute, and the man on the loudspeaker
shouts out for the next dive time, hurrying the anxious
group to get to their plane. He fastens his altimeter,
paralert, and finally, the helmet. He reaches down in
his backpack to get two brand-new white gloves. “It
gets cold up there, you know!” And with a grin and a
kiss for his wife, his group heads off to the plane
scheduled to leave in the next minute. He and six
friends crawl in and disappear for the upcoming journey
in the sky.

People point and eagerly watch while the plane
leaves and slowly grows smaller and smaller. We can
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at times hear the motor buzzing around until
momentarily it disappears into the sky.

“I just don’t understand why a person would risk his
own life to do this,” I overhear a woman say
disapprovingly.

Her husband responds, “I guess facing fear and
danger is just part of the fun!”

The cloudless sky makes it easier to see the tiny bit
moving above us. We watch for the seven little dots to
fall away from the bigger black dot. It is hard to
imagine the excitement and loud commotion that is
inside that little speck in the sky. Quietly, we wait ...

And then, it happens! Seven tiny people fall away
from the security above them, falling like flakes of
snow, just drifting down . .. down. .. down.

The peace and quiet on the ground is quite the
contrary to what is really happening in the sky. Norm
fights the gravity and wind for control, watching out
for his comrades as they space themselves and plan
out their positions. The noise from the wind makes
thought the only thing audible. “I just love the
adrenaline surge. It gives a great sense of freedom. It’s
like flying. You can control it when you concentrate.
It’s pretty neat,” I often hear him say.

The figures become easier to see, and identifying the
people from the colors of the suits assures us as to
where Norm is. “It’s quite a high fall at over one-
hundred miles per hour,” he says. They then prepare
for the ultimate test — their life support of the
parachute.

One opens. It drifts in a long stream before inflating
on the gentle breeze. Another follows . . . and another;
and finally, the familiar royal blue and hot pink balloon
expands over my dear brother’s body. Now they can
have fun.

Twisting and spinning around, all seven look like
children playing in the sky. The spectators laugh; the
kids stare with open mouths and wide eyes. They turn
upside down, moving like wild hands on clocks. Norm
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is having the time of his life; we can hear him howling
and shouting in laughter and excitement. “The
parachute is for you guys,” he declares. He gives us
quite a show.

The parachuters circle the area as they plan to land
close-by. One guy veers to the left, another to the right.
Norm straightens up and prepares to run the ground
for a smooth landing in the center.

Other spectators resume their talking, and our family
approaches the familiar face as he expertly glides to
the earth. What a relief! His parachute gently falls
behind him, and he tosses off his cap. His pink face and
messy hair make him look like a happy kid. He just
made his highest jump ever.

“Parachuting is my dream come true. The excitement
has kept me coming back to it for more than fourteen
years, and I’d be willing to go anywhere to take part in
it. The sport gives me the chance to feel the adrenaline
high over and over again. Falling is the true peak of
the experience, the challenge that not many are willing
to confront. Just know the safety precautions, and
always double-check everything. It’s like driving. There
is a safe way to do a dangerous thing. If you push the
perimeter, you risk death. If you are safe, enjoy
yourself!”

“I love it,” says Norm. “I can face death, look it
straight in the eye, challenge it, and beat it.” Every
time he says this with a big, daredevil smile on his
face ... and usually while preparing for the next jump.
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Opening Moming

Penni M. Kuhl
Composition 1

In the grey misty light I could just make out the
barren trees, the snow laden shrubs, the sagging fences,
and the stubby cornstalks standing lonely in the field.
A deadly quiet enveloped the area. All I could hear was
my own shallow breathing and the crunch of dirt-
colored leaves under my feet. My senses were straining:
eyes moving over the landscape looking for any
movement, ears seeking any sound to break this eerie
silence. I shivered slightly in the pre-dawn chill,
wishing the sun would make its appearance. Crouched
against an old, leafless maple tree, I wondered if I
would see a deer, if it would come close enough, and
most importantly, if it did come near, would I be able
to pull the trigger? Could I watch something as
wondrous as a deer die by my hand? I had considered
these possibilities ensconced in the comfort of my
civilized home, but the pending reality made me wonder
whether I belonged out here with the big boys. My
brother-in-law, Larry, was somewhere to the east and
my husband to the west, but I felt small and alone in
this shadowy world.

As I pondered these questions, the first sliver of sun
sprang over the horizon, bringing the field and trees
into clear focus. The light bounced off patches of snow,
bringing them alive in an explosion of sparkles. Almost
immediately, a bird behind me started singing,
beginning the wake-up routine of the forest. Soon
there was noise all around me: birds chirping and
twittering, squirrels chattering in the trees, small
unseen creatures rustling the underbrush. This
symphony of nature came to me, consuming me.

Slowly, unwillingly, my self-awareness returned. My
feet were numb from squatting. My face was crispy
cold, and my double-barrel shotgun had grown heavy,
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gripped tightly in my hands. I had a great urge for a
cigarette.

As slowly and quietly as possible, I stood up. Visions
of moccasin-clad Indians, stalking their prey, flashed
through my mind. I was playing a game with nature,
hoping to win. Could I, one-on-one, emerge triumphant?

I leaned against the maple, feeling the rough bark
catching at the blaze-orange vest covering my
camouflage overalls. I stretched and tightened my
muscles, bringing my body to the same level of
awareness as the forest around me. Suddenly, a loud
crunch came from behind me. Like a well-trained
hunting dog, I spun toward the sound, my senses in
needle-sharp focus. I waited, holding my breath for
another noise to direct me. Finally, slowly, I relaxed.
There was nothing there. A squirrel had dropped
something perhaps.

Boom! A shot exploded into the forest shattering the
peace, startling everything into motion. Even my tree
seemed tocringe. Suddenly it seemed criminal toinvade
nature this way. I peered into the shadows where the
shot had originated and, as the echo faded,
unexpectedly, they were there.

Two of them, a buck and a doe were racing through
the woods, heading for the field in front of me, unaware
of my presence. The buck had a massive rack, his bony
white antlers standing out in the browns and greys of
the woods. They crashed through the brush, darting
around trees, gracefully leaping shrubs, their labored
snorts filling the timber.

The sight of them shot adrenaline through my body.
My heart pounded in my ears as I brought my gun up.
I flicked the safety off, aiming ahead of the deer. My
hands were shaking violently, my breath came in short
quivering gulps. My husband’s words flashed through
my mind, “Take a deep breath and let it out, then aim
and fire.” I followed his advice, steadying myself
slightly. I shot and missed, and shot again, barely
conscious of the gun kicking into my shoulder. Then it

33




was over. They were gone, vanishing into the trees
across the field.

Ilowered my shotgun, cracking it open and removing
the empty shells as I stared at the field. The event
began replaying itself in my mind, over and over like
aneedle caught in an old record. Had I winged the doe
with my second shot? Had she stumbled before she
disappeared? Had I even been close?

My husband came trotting up from my left, “Was that
you who shot? Did Larry fire the first shot? Did you hit
one? Where did they go?”

Istared intomy husband’s face, trying to drag myself
out of the slow-motion world I had fallen into. Had
only a few tiny seconds passed? I had a crystal clarity
of the scene, but I felt wrapped in a cocoon of fog.
Finally, I shook myself slightly, let out a nervous
giggle, and fumbled for a cigarette. I relayed my story
to my husband and Larry who had joined us. The two
of them went across the field to check the deer’s path
for blood signs.

I sank to the ground against my tree, my heartbeat
and breathing slowly returning to normal. I pulled
hard on the cigarette, feeling my inner quaking fade
away. Well, I knew now that I could pull the trigger.
Blind excitement would carry me through that. I still
didn’t know, though, how I would feel if I actually drew
blood. Someday I would find out, but not this opening
morning, not this first time.






|

ahead concentrating on this willow branch extending
from the strong grip of his upturned hands. Suddenly
he stopped. I gazed disbelieving at the willow stick! It
was no longer pointing ahead; instead, it was bent
directly down towards Dad’s feet. Dad proclaimed,
“There it is!” With wide eyes I asked, “There’s what?”
“Water,” said Dad. I stood in disbelief while staring
towards the bone dry clods of dirt as Dad walked away.

The art of divining for water continues to be as much
a mystery for me today as it was that hot day while
watching Dad’s hands shake against the pull of that
invisible force. Since that time I've come to accept this
phenomenon as one of those things that just doesn’t
have an answer, and, maybe, I really don’t want to
hear it if there is one.

The ability to divine for water is one of those
unexplained talents not everyone possesses. There are
two distinct opinions on the topic. The first is laden
with skepticism and total disbelief. It's easy to
understand this point of view. If it’s something I can’t
do, and I can’t see what’s causing the divining rod to
move, then it must not be real. The second opinion
stems mostly from diligent workers whorely on divining
as a tool when locating underground aquifers. It may
be difficult to explain, but why bother as long as it
works. Without the success related to first divining
before drilling, most well boring companies would
either be out of business or punching a lot of hit-and-
miss holes in the ground.

My wife and I had been married only a few years
when my grandfather visited us a short time. Grandpa
was 94 years old and full of fascinating stories of long
ago. In the middle of conversation one day the topic of
“water witching” came up.

The term “water witching” more clearly describes
the divining process, “water” being the substance in
search of, and “witching” describing the mysterious
method in finding it.
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Grandpa was wise in the old ways and, finding myself
slightly skeptical, I asked Grandpa if water witching
wasreally forreal. Little 111 that Gr¢ 1pa also
possessed this ancient talent. With a look of tenacity
and saving very little, he took two copper wires and
procee d to fashion them into identical “L” shaped
rods. Grandpa then fit one in each hand using the same
mannerisms I had observed in Dad vears earlier and
started walking across the yard with throdsleading
the way. Like magnets on cue, both rods turned across
each other as Grandpa passed r what later was
discovered to be an old water main long forgotten.

Now, I've listened to many different explanations
and theories supporting the mechanics of water
witching. Some describe the invisible force as a
magretic pull between the underground water and
frest ut tree branch as if the tree branch was calling
outfi slast ~ ingdrink. Another viewpoint described
in detail the molecular structures both compounds
exhibit producing an action of atomic bonds.

The most common anation is ba: 1 around the
individual person doing the divining. Apparently
everyone posse: s an aura of invisible emanation in
varying degrees. For example, an individual who is
possessed with a strong aura and holding an electrode-
type object is capable of absorbing or dispersing this
energy while passing over an area of highly ionized
water. This wou | also help explain why many (_ uas
fail to possess this talent for finding water.

Finally, again I have to wonder. Is water witching
fact or fiction? If it’s really a well-developed hoax
played out expertly by so many, I marvel and admire
their zeal promoting the beautyo! inder. However, if
water witching is truly a phenomenal talent possessed
by few, our mainstream society will certainly dampen
its integrity into extinction.

i
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The Lakeside seats about 250 people. A discreet sign
suggests that students use the tables around the walls
for studying. Some days the tables on the far sidef n
the cashier are set up for special groups, like business
luncheons or persons who are attending seminars. To
the left is a fire exit and tray drop. Straight ahead, the
outside wall is all glass windows. The lighting is muted
with fabric drapes in soft colors to compliment the
carpet.

I watched as more older people drifted in through
the fire exit door. They seemed to be paying or buying
something from a tiny bustling woman, who looked
about 70, before going out to the line. It was several
days before I learned what they were doing and that
they came every day.

By noon nearly half the dining room was filled with
these cheerful, gregarious, and yet decently quiet
people. Some stayed pretty much in one spot. Others
drifted about, spreading cheer like early Santas.

As they finished th¢ meals, which looked more
nutritious than the general fare, they took their trays
to the op and returned to their tables. Why weren’t
they leaving to make space for ¢ ers? What was this,
bingo night?

Not exactly. This day was Card Day. Some played
Crit .ge, others played differer card games. Some
justvisitedqu { -with an occasional burst of genuine
soft laughter.

I see most of the same elders come every day. One is
a tall man with a cane which doesn’t appear to slow
him at all. Another is alady who wears chiffon scarves
wrapped around a wig and pinned with a brooch. I
wonc if she lost her hair naturally, or perhaps some
illness. One lady wears nearly theatrical makeup to
try and hide the furrows of a hard life. Her wardrobe,
thoughingoodt: e,hanesalittletooloose. Herevery
mo' nent is measured ... though she is in pain.

One day I dared to ask i :three women at the next
table, “Do you know wt these elders are?” A friendly
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great fun. 1e whole group is fun, and they are never
any problem.

Anotl! day as I arrived, a man is being carried
out to a waiting ambulance. He had apparently had a
heart attack. Yet in the dining room, no one seemed to
notice. The elders were as cheerful as always. That
incident made me won¢ if he, and others who were
here would be all alone at their homes, possibly not
eating at all, and with no one to call an ambulance in
an emergency, if not for programs like this.

After lunch, most of them were in the crafts corner.
Of the ones not participating in the crafts class, one
was a tall man who always nods a pleasant hello but
never ¢ ms to smile. He is retired from the insurance
business, originally from Missouri, and he lives alone.
His reason for coming here? “Hungry.”

Another man retired from an insurance business in
Sheldon eight years ago. He doesn’t remember who
first told him of this group. A sweet tempered,
sweatshirt clad lady retired from cosmetology when
she lost strength in her arms. Now a widow, she comes
for the company. Another man is friendly and
volunteers he has 7 chil enand 16 grandchildren and
is promptly reminded by his card partner that he is
attached. “That’s my wife over there teaching crafts
today. She loves it.” He looks her way with a shine in
his eyes and a gentle smile.

A teacher, retired after 30 years, volunteers, “Why
cook for one? I hate to cook just for myself. Do you know
what Sweet Adelines are? A group here in Ankeny is
starting up. All our age. Older, you know. I've always
been in church choir, but of course now I'll have the
bass part.”

What is the main reason members of the Over 60
Club come here? Although lunch is free, the unfailing,
most popular response is, “For the company.”

J,

e
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Thus, I was stunned with what my son was telling me
and the manner in which it was said. He had repeatedly
sought our advice before making final decisions
regarding other major events, but firm conclusions
had already been made on both these issues, and no
further input was asked for or given. Knowing how
much thought Trevor had given to career possibilities,
there was almost relief entwined with the sadness I
felt. Relief that an irrevocable commitment had been
ma : concerning a vocation, and sadness that I had
failed to lead him to the faith that has sustained me for
many years.

It is because of this faith that I came to accept the

.cisions Trevor made. They aren’t the ones I would
have preferred for him, but they are his and, right or
wrong, they will be steps in his growth to adulthood.

Trevor has matured into a young man of which any
parent would be proud. We watched as he developed a
responsible attitude and a sense of logic at an early
age. Having held several jobs in and around the
community since his freshman year in high school, we
heard employers and their customers remark on his
personable and helpful nature. After over~nming a
weight problem, he has maintained his footb: player’s
phvsique through sensible dieting and are; ar body
bu ngregimen. Because of his record of responsible
management of previous financial matters, the local
bar r approved his application for a long term loan
with no parental co-signers, an unusual vote of
confidence for a teen. Remembering these milestones
reinforced my sense of pride 1 my firstborn and helped
me admit that he is indeed more adult than child. Not
a perfect adult, be. 1se he wasn’t a perfect child. But
the various problems and painful lessons of childhood
a1 forgotten on the eve of his departure and it is the
adult 2 will miss.

During the settling of the Midwestby .oneersin the
early to mid 1800s, the women of the family made
quilts out of necessity. Gradually the tradition of the






Time, Planning, and the Future

Mike Gales
Composition I1

Time is a scarce commodity. It is the one thing that
everyone possesses equally. The highest members of
society have the same amount as the underprivileged.
Another unique feature of time is its continuous, never-
changing speed. A minute is always the same as the
next. The 1ird aspectof nelfindimportant,andthe
one I want to discuss, is called the future. That period
of time ahead of us will be there like death and taxes;
there is no way to avoid it. Ted Graziano is a man
concerned with his future. Thomas Cottle and Stephen
Klineberg introd e us to Ted in the case study, “Ted
and Ellie Graziano.”

Ted is a man who is stuck in the middle. He is middle
class, ami lle manager, and approaching middle age.
But these terms are too general to fully describe him.
His thinking and actions are tremely complex and
interrelated. He is a blue collar man whose thinking
extends beyond how to spend his next paycheck. Ted
thinks about the entirety of this life. He explains life
this way:

A life that asks us to make sure that pasts
and presents fit together in some logical
way has a price. You know, yourself, as time
goes on it gets harder and harder to just live
each day and get the most out of it. Can’t be
done. You don’t live each day like that when
you're a man. What you live is your work at
the moment, your plans, what you call your
prospects, and your1 rets, what you should
have done. (135)

Ted sees time as infinite, an unlimited duration
when he can influence events that concern his family.
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and  has no mor - left to invest. Any catastrophe
like losing his job or an expensive illness would ruin
Ted’s plans.

Yes, Ted’s ¢ e for his family’s well being would be
the envy of many family men, but I think Ted also has

-eper, more hostile feelings toward his family. I
think he feelsre tn it and bitterness towards his
family because } lone has to take care of them. He
says:

I am totally alone, making it possible for
four human beings to lead their lives with a
little dignity. Four ungrateful human be-
ings...Isee the way people areliving. I see
the way people are dying, and we're not
getting any of it. Either one. (152)

Ted’s family, his wife Ellie and his children, are not
ungrateful. They do as much to help Ted as he will let
them. Ted just thinks that way when he is really mad
at a world that will not let him get ahead of the game.
Unfortunately for Ted, :is asunhappy with his day-
to-day life as he is with his future.

Ted started his career at a Boston newspaper fifteen
years ago as a stockroom boy. He is a hard worker, and
so he steadily moved his way up to foreman of the
shipping operation. For ten years, Ted has held on to
his position, and for good reason; his prospects at
finding a better b are dismal. Ted likes the security
of his union paycheck; however, the same routine day
aft lavhascaused himto become bored and apathetic
towar( his job. He explains:

Itell youthough, in the beginning, ten years
ago or so, it was one hell of a challenge.
Couple of nights* :re I got so damn excited
with the prospect of it all I could barely
sleep. Now it's just another job to me.
Plasterer gets up in the morning and slops
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matter. 's alot of shit! It’s all a lot of shit!
Your parents were fu. of shit! (150)

I think Ellie stands for this vicious talk because she
can go to church or v ¢t her mother, because she
believes in t nctit. marriage, beca e she has
nowhere else to go, and because she really loves Te
I ie knows the best way to handle him is with kid
gloves. When Ted has gotten his anger out of his
system, he will come back to her

Likeeve ne,Ted hasgoodan »ad traits. Heloves
his family and is extremely competent at providing the
necessities for them. But he does not accept anything
less than total control of their lives and futures. He
constantly worries about every aspect of his life. He
has a good job, but it does not fully satisfy his wants
and needs. Ted seems to be incapable of loosening up
and taking pleasurein them 1ent.Ifeel sorry for Ted
because he may never enjoy his time on earth. By
planning and worrying about his entire future, he
misses out on what the present has to offer. I think he
will be successful but unhappy.
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instruction on special ucation needs, but not on the
gifted.”

One young man, a sixth grade TAG kid whom I know
well, gave me this account of his early school years:

It used to be pretty bad before TAG came to
my : 10ol. It was 1 1l bad the first year of
TAG, too, because I was the only boy in my
grade in TAG. Before, I hated school! It was
so boring that I'd just stare out the window
and daydream. I mean, they make us do the
same thing over and over a million ti 3s,
and I’'m like, “yea, ok, I already know that,
now what?” But it’'s always the same ol’
worksheet. So I wouldn’t do the worksheet,
I'd draw nicturesinstead, or else daydream,
then I’ get kept in from recess to finish
these DUMB worksheets. I hardly ever got
to go out, and when I did, nobody would play
w 1 me. They all had these little clubs for
recess, and since I never hardly got to go out,
I didn’t belong to any of their groups. ‘Bout
all I remember ‘til fourth grade (when TAG
came) is teachers telling me to stop day-
dreaming and, “DO THIS WORKSHEET!”
He lov ed his eyes and added, “I HATE
worksheets.”

This hatred for repetitive work and the dreaded
worksheet is something heard in nearly every case
with TAG kids. Most~ chers feel this is the best way
for children to learn, but a _ ng nu  ber feel that
this is not actual learning but simply memorizing —
rote recall. In any case, it is the nemesis of TAG
chil en. Their minds grasp and move on with such
rapidity that they just can n ir to do the same
thing repeatedly. It is, for them, as frust1 ing as it is
for a slow learner to try to learn something the child
will never have the ability to understand. The‘ »rmal”
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I know my career cho 7as atly influenced by
my parents and by the e iences that I had grow
up. I wouldn’t doit any ditterently if I had it to do over.
It et,butl amnotsorry,t! :the a1 formyown
identity 1idtobe sosevere. Now Iunderstand why my
teacher had me stand up and ta to my classmates.
Being differentisgi t! They (myclassmates) were all
called upon to share experiences or events in th
liv  that made them unique. I just reme » 1ine
sointently becauseit® sthefirsttime Ireal was
different, just like eve one else. It just took me a half
of a lifetime to realize I was unique . . . just like

everyone else.
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It’s Football, Man

Craig |
Compos

On Sunday January 26th, 1992, millions of mer
from their beds in anxious anticipation. For
particular Sunday was no ordinary Sunday;
Sunday was “Super” Sunday. On this day, on a car]

1d in Minneapolis, an annual ritual would be p!

t as two titanic forces would clash in an or
violence and pain to determine who was the undisj
champion of the National Football League.

I had arranged to take part in this ritual with r
friend Kelly. Kelly, a first year law student and h
of degrees in English, Math, and Philosophy, tol
about his brother, Bob, a grocer and family man
suggested we drive up to Bob’s home to watch the;
on his large screen color television. I agreed wit
suggestion. Spending “Super” Sunday with thes:
men seemed to offer a good chance to examini
ritual and possibly eain some insight as to its pos
meaning and sign) ance.

The details of the drive to Bob’s home bear n¢
relevance to “Super” Sunday, but somehow, cruisi
high speed with the stereo cranking high decibel -
n-roll while clutching a beer, I felt an almost spir
force of anticipation growing in my soul. I asked |
if he too felt this spiritual quickening.

“Hell yes!” he exclaimed, “We’re kings of the
man, on our own way to watch the Super Bowl.
here wo're free! Today, along with American me
over @ country, we will drink beer and watch
Game!” The car swerved dangerously as he stuc
head out the window and shook his fist at the
“We’re men, dammit!”

Kelly brought the car back under control, a
wondered if sharing my thoughts about the r
aspects of the Super Bowl might have been un
Then I realized we had just shared what ar






and apple pie.” We all chugged our beers reverently,
crushing the cans as we finished. Loud belches
simultaneously escaped our mouths, signaling the
beginning of the ritual.

Almost immediately Kelly and Bob started counting
how many beers they had already consumed that day.
I realized that the competition on that day would not
be limited to that field in Minneapolis. For these men,
it seemed, even drunkeness could be a scored event.

Then came another important part of the ritual, pre-
game television. Naturally, there was plenty of stuff to
pick from. Flipping channels, we came upon one of
those great NFL productions where they show all the
greatest moments from all the past Super Bowl games
in slow motion from fifteen different camera angles.
We watched, enraptured, as gravity-defying receivers
snatched passes out of the air just before being crushed
by huge defensive backs, runners hurtled through a
maze of flying bodies, and Zeus-like quarterbacks
launched precise, aerodynamic passes into the endzone.
The deep dramatic voice of the narrator stirred our
manly blood with phrases like “. . . but the Dolphin
offense melted like snow under the hot glare of the
endzone” or “The field reverberated with the sounds of
spines cracking and bones breaking.”

I asked my compatriots why football seems to appeal
to so many American men. What is it that makes it so
compelling?

Alcohol glimmered in Kelly’s eye as he began raving,
“Why does football appeal to American men?! It’s the
last bastion of American masculinity left, for
chrissake!” Beer sloshed onto the floor as he began to
gesticulate wildly. “Football is all about being tough,
sacrificing the body for the good of the team. It’s
defining your opponents’ weaknesses; then bringing
superior physical force to bear on those weaknesses!
It's about power! It’s about crushing opposition! It’s
about pure, naked aggression and unresistible
domination!!”
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A Mother’s Mission

Joanna McCaffery
Composition 1l

“My baby birthday. You come my house.” This is the
start of one of the notes I would receive from the only
deaf person I ever knew before my fourteen-month-old
son was diagnosed as profoundly deaf.

It scared me to think my son would be one day
communicating in this way, not only with the
limitations of note writing but also the way in which
the notes were constructed. I knew my deaf friend was
intelligent, but her expressive language was very poor.
My husband and I faced this and many other fears
when we first discovered our son was deaf.

When faced with an overwhelming fear of something,
I find the best way to overcome it is to educate myself;
thus began my research into the world of deafness.
This research was for my child, my little boy, the most
precious gift God has to offer. I knew my findings
would affect him for the rest of his life and ours. It
became my mission to provide the best means of support
and education for him that I could.

I went to the public library with the intention of
checking out a few books and in no time being well
versed on the subject. After all, how much information
could there be on a subject I had heard so little about?

This attitude was the first obstacle to overcome.
When I started collecting data, I found conflicting
information on almost every aspect. There were three
different types of sign language, several options of
educational services, and as many different opinions
as I had questions pertaining to my son’s future
achievements.

I started with sign languages because I knew the
sooner we were able to communicate with our son the
better. American Sign Language is the oldest and most
widely used among deaf adults. This was the language
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Another doctor told us not to even try to teach our
son to vocalize because without hearing words it was
impossible for him to learn. About that time my son
pointed out the doctor’s office window and said, “Boat
mama.” Needless to say we completely disregarded
this “expert’s” input when our son reached a fifty oral
word vocabulary that continues to grow daily.

Our son’s first teacher sat down with other “experts”
from the school and devised a list of things our son
should be able to do when he was age two. Things like
hold a cup, sit by himself, and walk up stairs with help
are just a sample. I told her, “This is ridiculous! My son
can do all these things and much more. He has a three
hundred plus sign vocabulary and has been drinking
from a cup since he was eight months old.” I said I was
thinking of potty training and working on his shapes
and colors, which he already knew most of. She told me
he wouldn’t understand toilet training until at least
age four. This turned out to be a joke when just after
his second birthday Brent went to school in “big boy”
pants and never had one accident.

His speech teacher dropped him after one month and
said she had done all she could and her efforts had
been fruitless. I asked her about her methods of
teaching. She said she would say a word and wait for
him to repeat it back, but he would only mouth the
word with no sound. I asked her if it had occurred to
her to put his hand on her throat so he could feel the
sound or use a mirror so he could watch his face. She
answered an embarrassed, “No.”

Many of the “experts” we have talked with tell us we
should lower our expectations because Brent is hearing
impaired and may not ever achieve even small goals.
Why should we when he has already accomplished
more than they thought possible at his young age? How
can they predict the future of every deaf child when
they are as different as you and 1?7

Ifeel as his parents we are the experts in Brent’s life,
We expect no more but will accept no less than what he
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. When my son comes to me and says
airpl: :s when I get big,” should I
: at’s only for hearing little boys
) th :1" ‘tations on his young
believe, as do most ¢ parents,
> anything he sets his d to.
xper es, my husband and I have
decided to "take with a grain of salt” the information
we have gathered and instead let our son g le us.

1

70



WYSIWYG

Dick Rodda
Composition II

For those of you who don’t speak “computerese,”
WYSIWYG (pronounced wizzywig) means, “What You
See Is What You Get.” As an amateur historian, I can
say that this is also true when doing research. However,
in research we call it perception.

Perception is two people seeing a zebra for the first
time. One sees a white horse with black stripes, and
the other sees a black horse with white stripes. In
doing my research on the Civil War, zebras (percep-
tions) have been my constant companions.

I try to limit my reading to first-hand accounts or at
least narratives that were written during or shortly
after the war. Out of the three million men who fought
in the Civil War, over six hundred thousand died. All
the rest wrote books. I realize that this sounds like a
monumental exaggeration, but when I think of all the
books I've read, and the thousands out there that I
haven’t read yet, I sometimes think it’s true.

I discovered right away that what facts were true
and what facts were false depended on whether the
book was written from a Union or Confederate
standpoint. Battles did take place and were won and
lost. But what really happened was what each writer
saw and what he felt.

Can a Confederate soldier fighting in the trenches in
front of Richmond defending his home and family from
the “damn Yankee invaders” be objective? Should he
be? Isn’t knowing what he felt as much a part of history
as what he did?

What one soldier sees and feels is very important to
history. One of the biggest misconceptions about
history is that battles and wars are fought by the
Armies and Navies of opposing nations. From personal
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Most soldiers who fought in the Confederate Army
didn’t give a damn about Slavery, States Rights, or the
Confederacy. They just wanted to be left alone to live
their lives without someone in Washington telling
them how to do it. As Shelby Foote says in The Civil
War, “When a captured Rebel was asked why he was
fighting his answer was, “Because you're down here”
(265).

The Northern soldier really didn’t care about slavery
either. Nor did they fight to restore the Union. Most
sided with Horace Greeley, who said, “Errant Sisters
go in peace” (Catton 49).

Union soldiers felt they were fighting against the
treachery and treason of Fort Sumter. The Confederate
attack on Ft. Sumter ignited the rage of the North
much like the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor did
eighty years later. Slavery was not brought into the
war as an issue until The Emancipation Proclamation
a year and a half later. But from that day to this the
Civil War has always been portrayed by historians as
a war against slavery.

Was the war fought against slavery, or was it fought
for freedom? Which version is right? I came to the
conclusion a long time ago that they both were. I know
this sounds like a cop-out. But, if I'm willing to give the
Northern writers the benefit of the doubt and say that
they truthfully wrote what they saw, shouldn’t I give
the southern writers the same consideration?

After all, the Northern and Southern writers were
just looking at the same zebra with different
perceptions as to what it was. I have no problem with
this. Thave always viewed perception as a very intimate
gift that the writer gives to the reader. The writers
allow us to step inside their bodies. They let us use
their eyes to see with, their emotions to feel with.

In war, as in life, there are two sides to every story.
How can we say which one is right if we don’t know
both. Facts are facts, but perception can also be facts.
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Was the Civ  War fought to i  the slaves and
restore the Uni ” Or, was it fought for lil ty and
independer ? My answer to h questions would be

yes.
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