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Camp
by David Renaud

Early mist on the lake
my paddle silent
they are surprised

slapping tails and barks
break the silence

Gliding
through the woads
in tune
to every sound
I hear plants grow

Owver Llhe trees
moonbeam on the lake
in soaring clrcles
the light below
made brighter in dark

Sparks from the fire
race, twisting, flying
I return again
to you

to you
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Scrolled in Terror
by Charles M. Clark, Jr.

On a warm, bright day in August of '76. | scanned the beautiful
couniryside. Stecp green mouniains and decp valleys surrounded vast
rice paddies, spotted here and there with tiny villages.

] didn't realize ihe cvents in the next few moments would
permanenily eich these peaceiul visions in my mind with the scrolling
tool of terror.

I was & door gunner in & [TH-1 Huey helicopter over the DMZ of
Korea. 1 knew the chance of an armed conflict breaking aut was real, but
| had subconsciously ignored it. To me, "Operation: Paal Bunyan”
belonged to the leg grunts on the ground. 1 felt safe and powerful way
up in the air.

Tightly wrapped by the heavy lack-vest and muth-pocketed
fiight vest | was wearing, I'd take & deep breath once in 2 while to make
sure I still had enough room to breathe. My special C.V.C. helmet
hugged my temples and forehead nugly, yet softly. 1 had the dark face
visor down 1o soften the bright sunlight as | listened 1o the radios,

As | looked up at Ihe maln rotor, every inch of my body could
feel the vibraion of the floorboards and the concuasion of the blades as
they slammed through the air.

With my right forearm resting across the machine-gom in front of
me and my finger hps caressing the Shiny belied bullets, 1 glanced down
to the black Jump boots weighting down my fee! as they dangled out the
door. A thousand feet above the trees, we screamed by at 1) mph.
"Wow, what a rush,” I thought.

Just then, the co-pilot informed the calonel that we were getting
a little too {ar north. | looked up towiards the cockpit and about then the
radio waves woenl berserk. There was chaos on the ground, chaos
between the three "hinds” In 1he Aight, and chaos on the Intercom. "What
the hell Ls happening!” 1 1hought In a panic. Everyone was edther
targeting or maneuvering evasively. The colonel slammed the [Huey into
a hard right dive as [ completed 1he final steps of locking and loading
the gun. Buming with fear, my head and chest felt a8 if they were about
to explode, Between the gut-wrenching fear and the hard G-forces of the
zig-zag, dropping, sweeping maneuvering, [ thoughi [ would Jose it
The radios were wild with a hundred panicked vaices.

Suddenly the: worid seemed 10 g0 into stow motion as the

colonel yelled "Sheeit!” 1 heard the “crack-pop” of incoming heavy
caliber machinc-gun fire. Fear blurred my vislon as | desperately tried
to swing the gun fowands the enemny fire. | felt as if my srms and torso
weighed a hundred pounds each. Thump, Thump: Thamp , WHAMI
"Christ, we've been hit?

The bird shuddered a few times, then began to shake violenily.
Suddenly, it smoothed cut a litile, but was dropping fast. Someome had
gotten it Into auto-rotation and we wene sweeping to the right as we
dropped. "Send out a may-day, we're going inl” snapped the colonel.
The microphane was right ar my 1ips but | was scresming as if it didn't.
work: "May-day, may-day. November-five-niner-delta, we're going in,
four-four-one, may-day, may-"WHAMI

I wasp't sure how bed | was hurt. My face was prossed against
the mctal oor-board and my body was contoried. 1 wanted to move
but it seemed | couldn't. 1 was conscious, but had no control of my body.
[ could see out of my lefteye, but only & blur.

Pure slence. Was [ really alive? Waa [ the enly one alive? 1
tasicd blood, and my lips lell swollen. There was a burrung, slinging
pain in my right cheek. Suddenly | feit my body being lifted, but
couldn't telt from where. | was rolled ovet, and looked into the bloody
face of my colonel. He was saying something, but | couldn't bear it, 1
coutdn't hear anything. “How bad am i7" [ asked. He didn't answer as
he tenderly removed my helmet. It was then that I noticed the dark
visDr was gone. | could see only with my left aye. The sun was shining
brightly on the colonel'a short blonde hair a8 he benl over me. |
suddenly feit as if { foved him like & father. “Hold me, Dad." I thought.
"I'm still 8 young boy and I'm huri." Ah, bul he wasn't my father, and [
was an cighteen-year-old man. 1 was s seldier, 8 warrior!

Az the colone| sat me up, 1 began hearing the ocean in my ears.
T wita preity banged-up. but [ tried w0 stand. The colonel helped me up

.and steadied me as my head spun. [ felt faint, but { fought it olf.

The starboard gunnet was hurt pretty bad. Hin gutt had
smashed his chest during the crash. | waiched the colonel and co-pilot
take his equipment off as | pulled my gun from its mount.

“Are we going Lo blow the bird in-place?™ | asked? "No,” said
the colonct, "we don't have time.” ‘The co-pilot and | gathered up ali the
equipment we could carry. "That lucky sucker,” [ thoughi, "he didn't get
a scratchl™ Little did 1 know, he would die af a massive heart atiack later
that night.
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The colonel lifted the gther gunner into a *fireman's carry” and drew his
owT .45 from its holster. We all looked at each other, then silently
headed for home.

As we walked abong, [ looked up and froze. The colone? had
stopped and raised his .45 in a gesture for silence. [ could hear several
helioppters in the distance as [ scanned the bushes arnund us. 'Get in
the bushes,” he snapped. My heart was pounding as we scurried away
like litle bugs. | erouched i the bushes silently, listening o the
approaching helicopters. It sounded like a it of them. “Why are we
hiding? [ wondered. "They're coming, from the soulh”

I was gently feeling my busted -up face and thinking about how
sor: my ribs and back were. My right eye was soll closed. Suddenly [
was terrified by the explosion of a sigral flare thai the colonel had fived.
liooked up and thore they were, just above the trees, a couple hundred
yards sway—two "dust-off” htlicopter.ambulances surrounded by five
troop-carrying Hueys and seven Cobra gun-ships.

The Cobras tumned thelr noses towards us and raised their tails
in firing position as the Hueys duched below the trees while | fumbled
with the adio. "Dust-ofi, this is November-five-niner-delta; you have us
marked over,” [ Bluned. The Hueys immediately re-appeared and
swooped in o us as the Cobras went into s drdting, cover pattern.

The next hours were 8 blur of medics, doctors, officers,
questions, after-actions briefings, and de-briefings.

Lt's easier for me o cry today and release the pain when [ think
about young Johnson, the co-pllot. 1 cry for "Smokey™ Williams too, the
young. Mack door gunnes, He died » few days later from rmassive
internal injuries. He suffered & bad concussion and never woke up
before he lefi us. | wish [ could have ssid good-bye. And 1 siiil love
Colonel “Crash® Smith like & dad, w00, even though | haven'l heant from
hir: for fitteen years. But it's still hard for me to look up at a cething fan
without hearing helicopter blades and reliving that August day; maybe
someday that will heal tno.

by Rick Gryboski
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Enduring Pain
by Delores I Marzu

You are my tormentor.

I refuse to let you get the best of me.

At imes, my head feels like it has

been bashed in by a shovel,

and my back shrieks from turbulent knife paing-—
You enjoy seeing me cry

and you like it when sadness Overcomes me—

I refuse to let you win.

It must be my competitive nature,

Did you know that you also make me laugh?
Yes, laughter is therapeutic,

it keeps me from crying—

I have other ways to fight you.

My weapons, comprised of acupuncture,
relaxation techniques, and appropriate drugs
send you into hiding.

They work well against you.

Times are when death seems better

than having you as a constani companion---

But you also inspire me to live.

I can accomplish almost anything I set my mind to,
in spite of you-—

However, my greatest motivation is to someday,
wake up without you---

A Quiet Wood
by James LaMalfa

Il get me to a quiet wood
Beyond the rim of time.
No chattering of satellites,
Upsets the primal slime.

Suspended in the fragrant air,
A jeweled web floats by,

Wet with dew, it gleams,
Against the silent sky.

A small brown nuthatch works
To [ind his moming meal,

As shaggy caterpillars creep
with undisguisid Zeal.

A squirrel weaves a graceful arc
Actoss the misted glen.
Adroitly threads

His tapestry

Of bird and bush and fen.

He doesn't care

That we're not there

And won't be back again.
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Dream #1
by Brian Cashen

The hour is late

as the storm gathers steam
I crawl into bed

and fade off into dream

As my body lies sleeping
My mind starts to stir
The vision is bright

But the image is blurred

Adrift on a lake

In a boat made of mist
Bitter cold holds my heart
In its clenched, freezing fist

No motion is made
No sound to utter

No current or wave
Can disturb the rudder

The night passes

Yet darkness abounds
The aroma of earth

But no land can be found

Then a glimmer of hope
As a saber of light
Pierces the water

Just off to my right

The lumingus beam
Passes over my head
[t traces the waves

As my anger turns red

As T walch, it moves an
And I am alone
Adrift on this lake

So far from my home

And then | wonder,
“Is this where I'll die?"
Asg 1 8t in this vessel
1slart to cry

The abrupt ring of the clock
Smells of coffee and cream

I wipe the sleep from my eyes
It was only a dream

Overwound
by James LaMalfa

Our neon colored cities sit silent now:
We wound them just too tight.
Their cockle shells and jingle bells
FHave blown up over night.

11
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A Rendezvous with Death
by Edwin G. Ackerman II

The day was just like any other. | awoke on another fine August
morning in 1987 to the usual sound of boats screaming and racing across
Hessel Bay. an expianse of waier in the Eastern Upper Peninsula
sheltered from Lake Huron by thirty-six wooded islands. After being
taken in by the magnificent beauty that surrounded me, [ suddenly
realized that | was late for work.

My job was nothing glamorous. [1 consisted primarily of
resiering antique mahogany boats that had failed b0 stand the wear and
tear of both time and owner. Occasionally. though, I would be assigned
the mundane task of overhauting boat engines while my cohorts at
Mertaugh Boat Works attended to other ropairs that had to be completed
before the end of the summer season. But on August 11, 1987, after
conduchng # rouline maintenance check on a twenty-one feot Boston
Whalcr, | decided 10 launch it and ron it around Hessel Bay, ap action |
would later rogret.

Since il was a nice, warm day and since the walers of Lake
Huron were as placid as glass, [ thought that & hrief boat fde was
certainly in prder. 1 figured that by going oul for a shart punt, [ could
hit twe birds with one stone, 30 to Speak. Not only could [ test the
Whaler's engine for any lingering mechanical snafus, but I could also
relicve the monotony of my day with a cruise in a high-powered
speedboat. Little did [ know that my little "eruise” would lead ma to
stray out inlc the open waters of Lake Huron and eventusily to venture
undermeath the arc of one of the world's engineering marvels — the
Mackinac Bridge.

In just fifteen minutes, I reached the massive assemblage of steeld
andd concrete that Jinks Michigan's two peninsulas: and [ found myself
parked underneath it, staring upwards at it with wide-cyed enthusiasm.
I sat for ten admiring minutes in the middhe of the Straits of Mackinac
when all of m sudden | felt a subth: jerk. ! tumed around to check on the
prablem and, 1o my surprise, the bpat engine sputtered 10 stiliness like
an old jalopy running out of gas.

"Oh, this ta realty gread,” [ aid to myself. “I'm out of gas. Now
what am [ going to do?*

1 immediately began thinking of ways ta flag down help, bui

there were no other boats in the area 1o detect my distress signats, So, [
12

sal back and decided to Mpat across the straits and get near enough to
land te be spotted by the Coast Guard.

No sooner had ] sat back when I noticed Uhat my fiberglass craf
was stowly drilting toward onc of the Mackinac Bridge's twin white
towers. However, when [ rose #0 corrert my course, the boat began to
take on a life of Its own. |1 rocked back and forth erratically, as if it were
possessed by a supernatural force. The next thing [ knew, the
Hghtwelght craft crashed into the bridge's tower; and |, wilth nothing to
grab hold of, was thrust nearly fifieen feet into the air before plunging
head firs! inlo the deep, frigid waters of the Straits of Mackinac.

As snon as | surfaced, [ was nearly thirty feet away from the
tower and what was left of the sinking Boston Whaler. The underwater
curren! was 80 5trong that it took me nearly ben minutes #0 swim back to
ihe tower and to my ill-fated craft; and at times [ became so fatigued
thai T nearly lost consciousness. Bui, somehow; [ finally made it back te
my partially submerged vessel and hung on for dear life, and | do mean
DEAR LIFE'!

| wailed paticnity for help to arrive, but none came. After an
haur of being partially submerged in the freezing walers af Lake Huron,
1 started b go into shock. My body began shaking unconirollably,
causing me & hearly lose my grip on the bow of the sinking, boat.
Howcver. at about the time that [ was going to relinquish my spirit to

God and my body to the deep. two large Coast Guard vessels converged
on the scene.

Fish
by Rose Appleglise
13
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My Verse
by Randall Saénz

I want to sing my saddest song tonight.
1 want to sing to the night, for she is the
one that breast-fed my loneliness and
despair.

I wani to sing my saddest verse tonight.

I want to sing to the hammer that is pounding
and pounding the nail of suffering through my
soul.

I want to be joyous in my emptiness and
sadness, for there is no other way to
happiness. I want to prociaim my failure for
there is no other way to taste victory.

1 want to sing my saddest verse tonight.

I want tosing it all night long.

I want to laugh at my despair somy sadness
will be praise.

M1 Verso
by Randall Saénz andVinicio Arias

Cuiero cantar mi verso mas triste ésia noche.
Quiero cantar a la noche, por ser ella la que
amamanta mi soledad y desesperacién.

Quiero cantar mi verso mis triste ésta noche.
Quiero cantar al mazo que golpea y golpea el
cincel de sufrimiento a través de mi alma.

Quiero regodijarme en mi tristeza y soledad,
por no haber otre camino a 1a felicidad.
Quiero proclamar mi derrota, por no haber
otro camino para saborear la victoria.

Quiero cantar mi verso mds triste €sta noche.
Toda la noche 10 he de cantar.

Quiero reirme de mi desesperacién para asi mi
tristeza proclamar.

by Laura Segura

14 Birds

by Laura Segura
15
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Peshﬁgu Harbor
by Katie Harpt
16 17
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My Taxes
by David Renaud

1 own Lhe land, about 120 acres of scrubby jackpine and swamp.
F enly have to drive a half an houwr to get there. Then | am the king of my
land. Al my things are here, put in my housc, that was already here,
and miy shed, that | built. | have 8 deed, filed in the coumty courthouse.
afler I paid a kot of my money to have my name put on it. And [ pay
taxes on my land. Indeed, [ did nol become king cheaply.

Because | pay taxes, i am entitled 10 do what 1 want with my
land. 1can cut all the troes, snd maybe fill in 1he swamp so Lhat 1 can
park tractors there, With my tractors and chain saw, Iran cui all the
scrubby little jackpines, put them in a big pite, and burn them, so [ will
never see them again. [ can stand at my driveway with my shotgun
ready for all who dare say [ can't.

My taxes give me this tight. My faxes protect my right. They
pey for my job al the mill, my fire department that | can call if my
burning jack pires get 10o close to my heuse. All my awes, they pay for
making sure ] never lose my right 10 own this land, s 1 can fill in my
swamp. They pay for my army that will make sure no one cver tries to
come here and take nry land. They will kill anyone wha \ries to interfere
with my right, hete o there.

The prople whe decided where to spend my taxes think they
have done well with my money. Ali the fine factories and the assurance
that nothing can came betwoen me and my land, and my tractors, and
my mws and truck, afl my things. But | notice now. when I drive to my
land. that the jackpincs are scarce, the pincs and cedars have long been
gone; it scems everyone has filled in their swamp. Now some of the
factoncs have shut down., leaving only the rainbow colors of ofl on the
soil behind. near the river. Sowne of the people in town ane hungry. but
we need all the taxes to feed our army. se 1hat 1 can keep my land.

| remember the sounds that the insects made in my swamp. On
# summer evening, they would fill the air with music. The jackpines
held several birds’ nests, and the swallows would come out at dusk,
swoaping and diving 10 feed on the insects. [ vaed to sit on & sand bar in
the jackpines at night and watch a fox who lived there, silvery in the
maonlight, try to catch mice in the grass or the frogs in the reeds of the
swamp. I remember catching small fish from the stream that ran out of
1B

my swamp, and bigger fish in Lho river where it emptied. 1 felt bad for
them when my tracior filled in the last of the swamp and the smoke
fram my Hre chased the iast bird from my land.

As [ drive along the way %0 my land in my big truck now, | can't
help but wonder if my axes and deed really did entitle me to be the
king of my land, like the others in my country  We are not as happy as
we were when there were irees and when our young peogple were alive.
Now that there is nothimg left — not cven ackpines grow here anymore —
I wonder whether 1 was onty meant to be just a guardian of the Jand, not
the king. Now that everything is gone and it's too late, | wonder.

Deer
by Mark Olson

19
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Working Poor
by Marjorie Kehoe

Every morning at seven he's greeted
by the opening of the door

He's just one of the many millions
they call the working poor.

The machine, his faithful lover,
never once has strayed a day,

But the worker would not be so faithful
were it not for a little pay.

In twenty years the dreams have come
then all at once they're gone.

It seemns the man has waited
and oh so very long,

But still the hope it glimmers
and the days are not all long,

And the worker keeps on working
for he's made of something strong,

A pension pictures happiness
as he walks through the final door.

But then those years are much too few
for the working poor.

Ode to the Little People

by Jean Carlin Bickel

Oh to be...a parent...a teacher...

to share in the lives of these
complex creatures.

Of all the space across the map,
none SO important, as the lap.
What a shame in life, if we
should miss...the chance to share
a sticky kiss...

And who can better understand,
the spedal warmth of a tiny hand
I hope you remember the wondrous
delight, of having a story read to you
at night.

for some adult to take the time

t0 say you share your dream, and
T'll share mine.

s0 next time you look into

those little faces, go inside

and change places...

for children help us to recall

that special child

within us all.

21
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Stupid Love
by Marnie Nordskog

Whaen he saw me for the {irst time, be was in love. I'm not being
conceited when | say this. This is what he told me. Unforfunaialy, he
tofd me many things that were hes covered with gilt wrap and a big
bow. Anyone who has been in any relationship for longer than a week
knowa wha I'm talking about.

After that crucial first week all my defenses crumbled to the
ground. | was in lave. '

“e's wonderfull He holds doors for me and treats me like 2
lady. Fle i3 the most handsome man 1've ever seen and those eyes.
Oohh, thosc eyes.”

Once this speech pattern surfaced, there was little hope and the
only thing my fmiends could do was watch hopelessly and pray [ would
discover he was a man disgpised as a storybook prince before it was too
late,

This is why he was able o bet his imagination go and tell me
things | knew were lies, but [ belbeved thern anyway.

"| was recruited by the FB. during high school, but decided to
graduate and become & stockboy instead.”

"l used to bave a pink mohawk.” he sald as 1 admired his snit
and Lie.

"] was once asked to jobn the Vienna Boys Choir, but tumed
thern down because | didn't want to change schools.”

"My mom was once engaged to the Prince of Siam. But then
there were some political problems, 8o she called it off and married a
sewage treatment plant worker instoad.”

Once he could get away with these tales, he became a runaway
semi and [ was & scooter stalled at the bottorn of the hill.

"T'm not seeing someone clse. That was my cousin Loretta, the
power lifter. She was sore, so | was giving her a back massage.”

"You smell perfume? No, that's my new fabnic softener. Do you
want to borrow some?”

"I tried to call you, but kept getting the answering machine. Oh.

[ was positive that you had one.”

Well, that is probably why pecple say tove is blind, to which ]
vould add, deaf and dumb. But fortunately [ began to compare
photographs of him from when we firsi slarted daling Lo pictures the

private investigator [ hired took. This is when I noticed the increase in
the length of his nose.

Instead of dreaming of him in white linen pants, nanning
toward me on the sunlit, sandy beach, things becamne different.
Wonderful dreams envisioning him screaming #s | cul off certain parts
of his anatomy and dropped themn in a blender sei on puree, Lifeis
joyous once again and the little weaset Is suffering because he knew he
loved me the first ime he saw me. Love is shopid, isn't it?

Empty Heart

by Laurne Jorgensen
It T let myself feel
the
void
of
your

absence,
It would hurt too much;

Solkeepverybusy
hoping I won't notice

that my heart is

bro
ken.

23
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Friend of a Friend
by Laticla Niemi

"Tacok, where are you going?”

Katy's beautiful face twisted into an ugly frown. I turned my
back on her and continued to button my shirt. 1 was in no mood for her
shit today.

"lacab, anwwer me right now"™

Her shril) vobce grated in my ears. 1 glanced at her slender form,
clad in that bit of purple lace she knew 1liked 80 well. it was her way of
apologizing for being caught kissing Eric Steward. That ass.

"I'm going ta & funcral.”

"A funersl? That girl who killed herself? [hd you know her?”

L grimaced in disgusi at the iealousy in Katy's voice, Jralousof a
dead girl for Christ's sake,

"Wetl, did you?”

Vaguety”

1 stipped my jacket over i new shirt [ had bought just special
to wear to the movies with Katy last nightf. Instead of going to the
mavics, she had kissed Eric Steward.

"Why are you going If you only kowew hoer vaguety?”

lignored her, as I could Ihink of no suitable reply. I was
wrestling with that question myself. Friend of & friend; T had met Sylvie
only once. Kind of & loner. Like Katy, actuaily. Oh, Katy coutd have any
guy she wanted, bul she didn't have marny real friends. Sometimes [
thought [ knew why.

Tl be back around noon.”

"Noon? | should hope so. You promised to take me to the mall
today”

¢ She st the glass of wine that she had been nursing the better
part of the morning on the floor, uncurled her long legs, and climbed out
of bed. She grabbed my keys (rom my hand and tossed them under the
bed, then started to unbutton my shirl.

"Come on, Katy,” 1 said irritably, “T'm leaving now.”

“How come you're s dressed vp just for & funeral?” she asked
sulkily. "You don't love me, do you?"

"Ol course [ do.”

[ moved away from her busy fingers and dropped to my knecs
ta look for the keys.

24

"Prove it. Bon't go today."

"Katy. You're not being fair"

I cursed as my sweeping hand gathered dust, but no keys.
Didr't Katy do anything around here while | was at work all day?
Dammit. She must sweep ail the dirt under the bed

"Aren't I What wiil going to her funeral prove?

"Prove? It won't prove anything. ['m going to show my
respext.”

Katy sat on my back and wrapped her legs around my waist.

"Christ, Katy."

My fingers touched Lhe cool metal of the keys.

“Show respect for a girl who killed herseif? Besides, it won't do
her any good pow ™

"1t show her family 1 care.”

| stood, dumping Kaly an the foer, and deposited the keys in

my pockel. Katy glared at me, rubbing her elbow where it had struck
Lhe floor.

“"Bastard.”

I shook my head slowly and headed for the door.

*You're tucky 1 don't leave you.'

"Am " | muttered under my breath, but she heard me.

"Bastard!™ shce shricked, and climbing 10 her feet, ran to Block
ihe door. " could do s much beiter than you.®

i didw’t say anything. She wrapped her arms about me
suddenly, preasing her lips against mine. They tasted faintly of wine.

"Kiss me, [acob,” she murmured against my lips. Buti was inna
mood for it. | backed away. Fire leaped up in her eyes,

"If you leave, never come back.®

1 hesitated, hand on the door knob. My heart scemed to pound
in foy throat.

"Don'tdo it, facod. You'll regret it. U'll never come back to you.
T swear e

Her voice was low now, calm almost. She meant . Now. Later,
she would change her mind and come arying to me. She knows I'm her
friend, that's why. People liked to be scen with Katy, but nobody really
took 1he time lo know her. [had. But, Christ, there's only s0 much a guy
can take. ] dabbed at the sweat on my upper lip with my jacket sleeve
and walked oul the dpgr.

25
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Juxtaposition #1:$ ﬁ
£

by Jane Oitzing

In the spirit of community, of making a private moment public,

| tranecribe from my journal, in & slightly revised form, 2 motning
reverie. Here | oelebrate Spoang Brosk—a rebirth of meditative e
after an exhpusting series of ppb-related sctivities. And | colebrate

Love—specifically. brut not exchusively, my kree for pextaposing
disparaie ideas and symbolic systems in playful ways.

“Love,” perhape the fuzziest of warm-fuzzy words, defies
analysls bul rarcly defies a lover's sense or a novelist's art. Thus | turn to
Martha Nussbaum's Love's Knowledge (Oxford UL 1990} because the
1it)e intrigues me: What can love know? Philosopher Nussbsum
araswers thal gnod deciskons on how best oy Live are not made in the
breathless realm of pure reason; contrary to argementa of contemporary
moral philosophers, the incusion of love and other emations jg
recessary for & superior form of momd wisdom, 8 wisdom that finds fts
appropriate expression in stories of experience--our own storles and
those in fiterature {ix), And ] becheve ber. Love knows life,

Nussbaum begina her first chapter with an epigraph from Dante:

L am one who, when Lowve bregthes
in me, lakes note. And in whatever way
he dictates within, that wey [ signify.

"Love breathes.” "l signify" that breathing by writing on bave. And the
Chincse express that breathing in their piclograph for "love” as Ping-

gam Go's Un ing Chi f { Th
Arcestral Forms (Simplex, 1989) shows us:
Q‘ == man breathing air, r”_}'

which comes from the =F L~ down his heart and
ancestral form advancing in spite of
obriacles s

For 1he Chinese, *love” is lile laken inte one's heart, as the lungs lake in
glr; it is & form of knowledge that, despite all pbstacles, pevsevercs, The
{talian poet Dante and the Chinese ancestors agree: Love is 8 form of
breathing. {And for the ancient Greeks, the wotd psyche, "soul,” comes
from thedr ancestors’ word for "breath™: Love breathes; souls are breaths;
and breath is life itself.)
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Nussbaum asks 1ts to consider the oddness of discussing
powerful ermotions in language tha gddresses only the medcer's intellect
{7). For example, one of the most dismally numbimng kectures | ever
attended was called “The loys of Teaching. Nat only did the lecurer
lack enthusiasm, he expressed no love far the topic of his speech. which
thus lacked life. No emation, no felt message. The mind may respond
but the body {heart/lungs! does not follow. T recall the movie LA
2lory, a love story in which a freeway SIgNpost says (0 Steve Martin's
charactet, “Let the mind B0; the bedy will follow"—a delightfut
ambiguity thal can mean whatever one's heart needs to know)

Most anyone who has read modern philosophical writings
understands Nussbaum's complaint that moral philosophers use
“scienufic, abstract, hygienically pallid” prose to discuss the decpest
concerns we have about gur choices, values, and sctians {19). Literature,
Nussbaum says, is the most direct, concrese, and vivid expression of
ethical concerns—because in it particular experiences of life pverlap
general concerng about how best t¢ live. The Chinese character for
“literatere” agrees:

- O intercrossing lines
€3 Fram the rescnting waves
i ancestral form Ehou ghtljls

As the Chinese ancestors saw, literature is a series of waves of thought
that overlap. Nussbaum, borrawing from Henry James, calls literary
artists "alert winged creatures” who take into the imaginaton (into love)
“the concrote and deeply felt experience of life” (5). Waves, Wings,
Love. Life.

What intrigues me about the Chinese characters and what

.Nussl?aum keeps emphasizing —e.g. “the priority of the particular” and

the discernment of perception™—is absent from our farm of written
language: Arablc letiers strung together 1o make spund images rather
than visual images. For mstance, the English word “fly" has ittle if any
visual sense of flight; yet the Chinesc character "to fly" represents a
flying craneg:

—'G which comes from the 3
ﬁ‘(ﬂ ancestral form '& Fyng enn,
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The Chinese character for "friend” shows an important attnbute of a
Iriendship:

which ¢omes from the two hand working
ancestral form % in the s2me dimection

And he characler for "profession™ or "irade” gives deserved dignity toa
tife devoted to the tove of @ certain activity; and it grounds that activity
in Nature, in the interrelationship of all life and love on Earth:

1) A ires *

which comes from the crowned with
Ancestral rm its foliage 44 .

Y

Consider how much ncher pur lives might be had we evolved a
written language based on concrete 0bjects. mostly natural ones. On the
other hand, pictugraphs may be swkwased (Or quickly designating such
camplex situstions and concepts as sexual discrimination or campus
racism, but ! don't know. As Nusshaum says, cvery pleasure exacls a
price {34). Nevcriheless, the poetry of the Chinese characters fascinales
me.

We daily encounler pictographs—on highways, at crosawalks, en
bumper stickers. For the most part. however, these inform us without
engaging us in an emotional or reflectve way. Yet there's nothing do
prevent us from creating our own emotionally vibrant pictegraphs.

For example, Marie-Louise von Franz, in [rojection and
Recollection in [ungdan Caychology (Open Courl, 19801, offers a fine
description of “prejudice” by using Carl Jung's image of 8 hook. The
"hook” of & prejudice. she explains, may simply be one’s gender or the
color of ane’s sking whatever it is, It is that “on which one hangsa
projection |say a fear of black people] as one hangs a coat on a coal hook”
{3). Given the "literary” quality of this image, j.e. its waves of thought, ]
can [oren & quasi-Chinese pictograph of the psychological state of

prejudice:
a hzman being T on unrelenting
hooks ¥ ¥ and imﬁaled ey |
whosetears | fall beyond
t comprehension —— .
28

Prejudice, the obvious and reprehensible public disptay of unconscious
projections, has no love, breathes not life but death 1nto the heart—has
nothing more than painful hooks, along with persenal and social
impalement. Prejudice is a lack of knowledge, a lack of love, a demal of
life.

But enough for this morning. [n sum, agreeing with Mussbaum,
whao argues for passionate forms of ethical discourse, and with von
Franz, wha argues for a moral understanding of projection, | celebrate
Spring Break and Lhe opportunity it offers 10 reflect an pictographs,
prejudice, love, and life. And 1leave with & lile-affirming image in

mind, the plctograph for "happiness,” one of the Chinese good luck
Blgns:

- emanations i fram

Y7  which comes from the == heaven = that put
;ﬁﬂ ancestral farm ;ﬁ the prodps - o of
the feld & under

onc's ool N .

t AR Y “

Zebra
by Dirk Gaiser
29
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Wolf
by Vinicio Arias

0

Snowflake

by Florence Oleksy

See one simple snowllake glide
Quickly billions of her sisters fly.

Without a word
No sgund is heard.

What a strange society
Wanders gliding by.

Set to music
They icily balter.

Strongly grouped
They icily patier.

Pelting all in sigh.
Nowhere can one hide,

1ail or slest
Dattering steely night.

Only when one snowflake flies
Can one see the sparkle.

Majesty, glittering silver shines

The deeply covered
Luscious piles.
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