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VOICE OF THE EDITORS

Driversicy is a realicy at RACC, where students
of different ages. backgrounds, ethnicities, and
nationalities mingle together in pursuit of an
education. All people are shaped by their background
and personal experiences, which gives sach individual
a unique perceprion of the wodd., The result is a
community with a potential for rich dialogue and
exchange of ideas. This necessitates both the courage
to speak up and willingness to listen. Every person
wants an opportunity to make their voice heard
ard in return, sach person should also listen to the
wvoices of others. This applies not enly to face to face
cormversations but also to writing and ar.

Inwriting, the werd “voice™ refers to the presence
af the writer within the work, which creates the
writer's distinceive style. Style can express as much
as the words themsehres and a capeivating voice can
make an atherwise dull topic intriguing. ¥isual arvists
musg also find their voice, by developing a personal
style that allows their creativity to find expression
in a way that communicates meaning to the viewer.
The choices writers and artises make when purting
words or images on paper refect their perception of
the wodd. Thess choices may be made unconscioushy

et they still refect the creator’s point of wiew. When
writers and artists And cheir voices, they eloquently
provake others to sse the world in new ways.

Legacy presents work thar reflects the diverss
voices of the studenes of our collepe. We are very
excited to share this new edition of our journal, Vaices
off Legacy. It is our hope that readers will listen to the
many voices of Legary and then be inspired to share
their cwn woices,

- Amy Bdnome and Danid Smyk
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CHILDHOOD ODYSSEY

wiLLiam woob il

She is free.

Twisting, turning, spinning, moning, She is s,
She is me. Me. Real. She is free. Free to jump. Claws,
WViclous Claws. Long, powerful legs. Jump, crouch,
jump again. And explode into motion. She is speed.
And wind.

Here is me. Turn here again. Side o side. She
weaves. Turns, Spins. Whiskers quiver, zars aler.
She crouches, releases, off again. She goes fast. [ am
fast. Running like a panther. Being o panther. Like
a cheetah. Is a cheetah. She is swifrer. Faster, Claws
grab earth and propel her faster than the wind. Fasver
than Jesus. Faster than thoughe. T am thoughe. She
is real.

Scents assaule sense. Sniff, sniff, sniff Tricch,
twitch. The jungle is full of the sink of prey and
predators. Bur she is strong. And fase. And confident.
VYery confident. Queen of the jungle. Mistress of all
hunters

Go. Turn. Spin

Ga. Go there. Go.

She explodes forward, grunting and gasping.

pushing all muscles to the limic. Every nerve, every
Bber, every cell pushing Forward. Pushing, pushing,
pushing more. Faserand more fst. She rmuns because
she is young and alive. She hunts, she kills, she lives.
I live. I breathe chrough her She is more alive than
life. She is life

I am free. She is free. Here, | am fre=

Zhe will noe be held back by anything. Running,
mnning fast, faster than ever, ever before. Muscle
and claws fur and fang, she is one wich life. Mo fear
no danger, nothing to stop her She is the jungle. She
is the predator. Feral and feline. Canine and lupine.
She hunis.

Wait. | s=nse danger. She stops. Crouching down,
she listens. Orcher huncers? Orcher predacors? Mayhbe
prey?

MO, Srop, MO,

Ma breath. Mo move. Mo hint of a sound.

Dhanger. She gasps; then she chokes. Wheezing,
disintegraring, dischring.

Discovered. She fades. Loses power. Loses reality.
She collapses

Firs is gone.

“Hello, Freddie,” says s, West cheecfully from
the stoop of her front pornch.



"How's your mather doing?”
"She’s Ane, ma'am,” mumbles the diminutive boy.
"T'll tell her thar you asked about her.”

"Is that supposed to be a cape?™ asked Mrs. Wes
with wonder and a raised eyebrow. "Why do you have
it on geur head®™

"Well, ma'am, I kind of, like . . . you see, I like to
precend [ have o great mane of hair like a jungle cac”

"Oh, you silly boy, what an imagination!™ She
exclaims. "People will think you want long hair — like
agirl," she whispered as though others mighe overhear
them. “Boys wear capes arcund their shoulders — like
Superman or Batman. But I won't tell.”

"Oh, ok, | puess 1 just like big haic I didn’s know
it was wrong,” sys the boy. “Tll guess I better get
going. My mom will kill me ifshe has to wait for the
milk and souff” Fleeing from further questions and
examinaticns, he runs. Runs for that feeling like an
addict runs for a high. He runs for freedom.

"Alright Freddie, you be good now!” the blue-
haired woman shouts down the mad, her only
acknewledgement being the swiftly receding, “Ok!™

First: dead. Second: deployed. Apent number
two. | am alive. But First is dead. Second is berter.
Kick, turn, cross, srike. Cobra and asp, she is

deadly. Pirst may be just a test, a tdal, o precursor.
Zecond is scorpion, black widow, assassin. She mus
newer forget the mission. The goal. The prize. And the
risks, Always the risks.

Mo dday, no betrayal of sound. Ooly the eyes
meve, And spies. They're everywhere in the mean city
streets. Counter-agents are everywhere. Dietection is
death. Them or me? The choice is clear.

Long, lean, ruthless. Coated in black leather,
trained by ninja supermodels, she is as sharp as her
knives. Sriletto heels. Black gloves. She is made of
weapons and covered in weapons. Poisencus, toxic,
death in secret. Ready to kill. Kill them if they try
to stop her. She slashes. | am ready. She is ready. She
grins and tests the air.

Her geal is that way My goal. The prize. Guile
intrudes. M Mot now, not here,

Be ruthless. Be the killer

Ga.

RLLn.n.In.g, again Free, Bur not as free. Wewer az
free as the first. Mot thar mistake. Mot again. 5o 1
gov alick, fas, a streak. She runs her deadly loping
run. & strike of lightning, Dreath in her wake, Dreadly
a bomb, a bullet, shooting from a cannen, she runs.
Knives flash, things die, she smiles a wicked smile.
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I smile because | am her and she is everygthing, She
is wickedly efficient. She springs. Buns Sprints. And
[LAs some more,

Her eyes spot danger. Her hands twitch. Meral
stars flash. She throws, Stae kil Peral smile. My
smile. Her smile.

Fear her, all you denizens of the jungle. Pear
me. Fear her, ghe is coming, The huntres, The real
assassin. Shiver and bewars you unsuspecting witess
shezp.

b ore Foes, more intedopers. Knives out. Seriking,
clashing. Wounds, strikes, more wounds. Deach to
more.

She wins. | win. Again. And again. Hunger for
more. More. Abways is the hunger for more. Every
bunter knows it Iv is the dream just out of touch.
But close. Coming closer. Searching, killing and
searching, predaricn. Prehistoric and primordial, the
lust of the killer. The shedion that hunts for her cubs.
The mother bear. The feminine killers,

And there it is. The shrine of the Gaoal. Guile
again. The plan is there. Bur the plan has Baws.

She stops. | am reluctant. Being that other. That
unwanted. That me thar is not me.

She |:||.1.r.|5\-=|:5. And | am determined. Flshlng in

her pack, she pulls out the mask — the mask that lets
her pass. Pass among these strangers and freaks and
precerders. The boy, the boy who is no more true than
dragons ar witches or fairies. The me that is fantasy
is the boy. They expect ity and so | wear it—the mask
they want 1o see. So the secrer-agent supermodel does
the dreaded ace, disassembles, and puts on the hated
mask. Costume complete, she enters.

The young boy sidles into the store, trying
unsuccessfullyroremainunseen and unack nowled ged.
He has known this store and this owner all his life.
Guile riddles the boy He knows he must berray
the kindness of this friend. But the plan demands
sacrifice. 5o he stiffens whar courage he has deep
down in his soul, and grabs a basket.

"Hdlo Freddiz! How are you today™ asks the
hearty and cheecful owner of the small neighborhood
comrenisnce sore,

"I'm good, Mr. Franks, how ar you!™ saps
Frederick. "My Mom needs some milk and a few
things.”

" Sure, Freddie, sure, just ler me know if you need
amything”

Frederick strolls casually over te the cocler and
grabs milk from e Crossing over to another aide,

FACING PAGE: BLUE SPOTS
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he then gets a candy bar from cne of the shelves.
"And I ger one Hershey bar as a reward.” Suddenhy
seeming to trip, he koeels by the magazines. Quickly
mancuvering something up his pants leg, down his
socks and into his shoe, he sraightens up and grabs
his other irems.

Strolling over to the checkout counter where M.
Franksz iz ﬂ.:lJ.ﬂJ.l.}l' uem:Ung the d.a.ll;.r news, he puts the
chocaolate and the milk on the counter. Paying for the
items and silencly whispering a prayer of thanks to
whatever deity might be on his side, the boy takes
his change and quickly opens the door, ready to leave
the stare

“Be good, Freddie, you stay our of crouble now!”
says M. Franks, shaking his head in wondermene at
the strmnge litele creature that is Frederick Micchell.

oz small second of shock. Exhale. Begin to
believe. Oine breath. Mow two. Then explosion. Joy.

Mine. Mine. Mine

Exultation and ecstasy. Angel. Eagle. Dragon.
Griffon. Peathers and fire. Exploding, Aying, free
again. Third is the celebrant of limbs and words and
actions. Hear her and cdebrare. Dance a victory jig

-- spin, turn, release, and owid. Again. again, again.
Cry cut with reliefand joy and victory. All mine, all

mine. Clone and did.

Unfuding wings made of light and air and
magic, she leaps again. Beauty and ephemen, she is
gloricus. The glant wings catch the air and she soars.
And twirds, And dances. She is free. I am free. She
swoops and whoops with joy. She is fire and air. Her
jov burns fear away. My fear. Burning, Away.

Hers. Mine. Whers we are one. Those dreams,
They are not untruch. They were hers. And mine To
hold and moroure and grows, She. Me. Angel. And we
By tegecher. Truth is uneruth and lie is malicy. And
none of that matters because we haove won the prize.

Spinning and singing, dancing, flying, she
sweeps through the atmeosphere, shouldering aside
pigeons and eagles and jets. Mothing can stop her
now. She has them. Her success and my victory!
Swreet, that feding, That sharing, That new evalution.

Sweet  and  Heering. Pragile  Delicate.
Compromised.

Then destroyed.

HOI Mo Ma.

Mot her. It can’t be. How did she find me!

Mot this time. She will ruin ic. She is the Beas,
Ewil is this clder sister. This intrader. This betrayer.
This great abuser. This tartletale



The dewil. The darkest angel in Satan’s army. She
is pure blond evil.

Huge, gross, gruesome. Pigtails of venom.
Tentacles, barwings, spikes, protrusions. Chirinic
armor;  acidified mucous, gibberish  unleashed.
Breath of baboon. Excrescent malodorous funk of
putrefying cheese and unwashed rotting corpse
Hesh. Pimply-buttocked and scabrous. Most vile and
reviled. Memesis.

Fat and cootified. She is The Sister. The Alice,

*I know who you are — what you are,” hissed the
beast. “Twill destroy you.”

“¥ou are wrong, foul demon.” says the younger
combatant. “This battle is mine. This time I will
erivmph: over youl™

Swrards clash. Enemies engage. Spardks By Clash,
smash, clang, Bang and struggle, the combatants roll
ard curse, scream and Hay. Bleod is lost. Cursing
and curses. Witchy curses and profane curses. More
blood. And feathers. Limbs and wings and scales and
horns. And skin and bone and sinew. Peet and tails
ard hands and arms are dashed and burned — all last,
all shed in the name of battle. Bals of arrows and
magical energy By. Scythes and hammers and glabves
ard pikes all rise and fall. Armies of Heaven and Hell

sing and pray and scream and rant. Clemons and
Angels have never foughe so fencely

Sepanation and retreat. Surrender. White Hag
raised. Loss but not total.

Te the wvictor poes choodlaty peodness and
bragging rights. The treasure, the precious, the
bootleg — she remains hidden. Untouched. Profound
Eelisf. Yez, wounded. Yes. PaJn.'FuJ, embﬂ.rrn.uLng
pain. Self-punches and wedgies and noogies. Hormrs
piled upon horrars.

5o success but cost. Sacrifice bur ultimare win.
Pain. Loss. Another day, ancther fght. Tomorrow,
the Beas will pay Tonight, there is the prize, the
bike, the aracle, the cr}rrnnl ball. TC-IJJEJ!.‘I: ther= is
Wonder Woman., A dreamland. A garden of delight.
And the place where he will join the muse again.
Where he is her. She is the future. And she is real. She
is light and Aame.

Small for now, an ember, a spark, a mere wisp.
But srengthening. Scon, wery soon. Growing.
Observing and maturing. Choosing an  identicy.
Direaming a furwre,

She is free.






THE HOUSE CONSUMED

ELISE TARYN HAAS
These stairs do not look right

Just yesterday

were they not straight

and even so I did not trip?
And these walls

Shall T tell you of the walls

%o clean and hung with familiar faces
and paintings

are now twisted

Mo, they are in fact waved

The sea of paint and frames
This is not my childhood

This kitchen, I could walk

in my sleep

but where have the chairs gone?
Rerurn, I tell you!

Tripping over empty space

I plant myselt on the foor

To find it riddled with holes
Words of holes, no les

My face imprinted

With some earthen speech
My house is mocking me!
And run, I shall run

from this most despicable entity
Here, leg, move

I command you

MOVE

Tethered

[ am tethered!

This house

is intent

on swallowing me whole

I fight and hghe

more holes, all around
The wood devoured by ghostly termites
The house is their mother
And they are feeding her!
You say, I =ay

CEASE

neither rcl:nring

neither forgiving

How was I deceived

by the memarics of my youth?

FACING PAGE: ICHOR
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“SANA QUE SANA"
ANDREW MOSES YANEZ

"Sana que sana, colita de rana, si oo sana hoy
sanas mafiana” is alictle Mexican bealing incantarion
that mothers whisper to their ailling young—and an
excellent example that illustraces the complex ties
between culture and language. Traditions, such as
this Mexican rirual, funcrion as linguistic resources
and contribute to a communitys identity. These
linguistic materials, along with many other culrural
eraits, make the Hispanic culture so unique. Hewever,
there seems to be a language and culture disconnect
among Latino yeuths today. IF drastic measures are
not taken to reconcile, the youth today will not be
equipped wich such endearing and playful linguistic
tools tharare integral to their sense of cultural identicy.

From perscnal experience, | can say that even
today as a young adul, | am fumbling to repair and
restore the damage done by my leamed ignerance as
a teenager. Knowing that [ did not know anything
about my Hispanic heritage, I believe, made me
culturally lazy and incompetent, and negarively
impacted my relationship with my international
family members and my abilicy to communicare

"|'I'|I:|.'I. I'J'.EITI.. REGIEI.'I.I:J:F- hﬂ"l’l’E‘-’EL‘- I hid. J'D}l' ggjﬂifﬁld

paternal grandfather exclaim “Es un milage!” or in
other words “Tt is a miracle!™ when I shared with him
what [ had learned abour "5ana que Sana® in Spanish.
The truth is 1 felt embarmssed to communicate
with my Mexican family with my broken or limited
Spanish. They were, however, always happy to hear
from me, and always more than willing to welcome
me in their homes wich open arms.

The American schooling system and socializtion
into the American culture and language are primarily
the cause of our genemation’s loss of interest in their
ethnic heritage. Parents, often immigrants themsebves
orfrst generation immigrants, are reluceant to hinder
their children’s acclimation inte American culture,
partly, because chey wane their children to become
more “American” and, therefore, more primed
create better lives for themsdwves than they wer.
This was primarily the reason my Mexican father
emigrated from Mexico to the United States — o
seek painful employment and setele down and have
a family.

Growing up | admittedly was ashamed of my
Hispanic heritage — especially the Mexkan ancestry.
There were and carrentdy are negative sterectypes of

Mexicans that I did not Id.tn.:i.F_:,r with and wanted to



distance myself from as much as possible. To ke fair
I am referring to the peneric perceptions that mamy
Americans  hove  toward Mexicans—peceptions
of Mexicans as lazy illiterate and only disposed o
eating tacos. In realicy, Mexicans or "La Raza™ are
a beauriful, proud and vibmane people. The calors,
sounds and smells of Mexico are unmistakable, and
deserve consideration and appreciation.

I fnd myself as a poster child for the los
generation. I am working overtime to recuperate
from my cultural ignorance and aversion as a youth.
I have soudied much on my own, but 1 am seill
struggling with writing and even speaking Spanish
correctly | would read the Bock of Mormon o my
late Columbian grandmother Maria De Carmen
out loud. This was very good practice for me, and
my mother and brother were both astounded by the
progress | was making in reading and proaunciation.
My grandmother would always endearingly mistalee
my recitation of the Bock of Mormon with the Bible.
Visiting wich my grandmother and having her tell me
stories of her yourh in Columbia not only intrigued
me about my home cultuee but also hedped improve
my cultural and linguistic profciency.

My Hispanic culure  includes  Cuban,

Columbian, and Mexican infuences. However, 1
mostly identify with the Mexican culture, as i was
the dominant cultural influence in my young life 1
wonld wisic Mexico regulary during the sammertime
to visit my cousing, aunts, uncles, and grandparents.
I would stay wich my Tic Meche and his wife from
Honduras along with their twe daughters Priscillaand
Andrea. Th.e].r live inthe state of M arelos, inthe city of
Cuernavaca, otherwise known as the “city of eternal
spring.” a beautiful place. My paternal grand parents
lived on a farm full of mango and ocrange trees,
paddocks, and varicus livesteck, in the mountainous
southemn Mexican sate of Guerrers. When I lock
back, however, | understand thar | experienced those
times as just vacation times—times spent away from
school in a foreign land. Today I make a conscious
effort to acquire o Hispank cultural perspective. 1
like t listen to and play music, and | have even made
an attempt to connect with my Spaniard heritage by
learning the famenco guitarstyle | enjoy the tremble
of tremalo and the rain falling effect of the rasgueado.
I have even learned to cook essential Latin dishes like
Han and arroz con palle.

It is mad thar the gap between the culare of
todays Hispanic youth and that of their forefathers

i
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is widening and that we are losing our cultural
identicy. Mow it is time to be proactive in reminding
oursshees of how important it is to be proud of and
conservative of our cultural and linguistic heritage. Ik
is time to make up for time log—and be bold, brave,
and unabashed in our endeavor to reconnece with our
Hispanic heritage, so that cur children may ke able to
recite folk healing spells o cheir children one day in

the tongue it was meant to be whispered in.
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ELISE TARYN HAA

I wrote of sweetness

The facets of eyes

The turning of time

The tading light banished
brought back ancw

Memories, forever fomsaken

Upon a lily-covered table
That has never been dined upon
nor cared for

Cracks in the oak

from moisture and disuse
are becoming maore reckless
But still

All I see are perals

Until I spoke

and my breath

Morved them

ever

50

slightly

And the legs collapsed



DEBATE OVER HYDRAULIC
FRACTURING EXPOSES

FRACTIONS WITHIN

AMERICAN SOCIETY
ELAINE MENDELSOHN PLEET

The drive for oil independence and the promise of

reducing the naticn’s carbon festprine have created a
huge political and economic push to exploic d omestic
natural gas reserves. The Marcellus Shale, a geologic
formation of sedimentary roeck lying deep bensach
the states of West Virginia, Ohic, Pennsylvania, and
Mew York, contains immeasumble reserves of natumal
gas, perhaps making ic the second largest reserve in
the world. While most citizens agree on the benefits
of natural gas ower the use of cil or coal, it is the
application of horizontal bydraulic fracturing, or
“fracking.” that has created severe divisions within
American sociery. In addition to the Fracturing that
disturbs the underground bedrock, the highly toxic
organic chemical compounds used in the technology
havve also created concerns among residents thar these
chemicals might be poisoning the air arcund the
wells and infiltrating the surcunding watersheds,
irreparably
Tragically the potzntial for huge profits has pitted the

contaminating  the drnking warer

ems industry in direct confrontation with indbeidual
homeswners and civizen groups working desperately
tor protect the emvironment.

Much of the controwversy is taking place in
western Pennsylvania. Gas and ddlling companies are
aggressively pushing for land leases to gain access to
the shale beds. Emvircnmental and citizen advocacy
groups are coalescing to freere that momentum,
making the claim that much damage has already been
done. Law suits are being filed in an unprecedented
velume, luring corporate envirenmental Lavwyers to the
area, and thus fueling the tension. At issue is meeting
the demand for cleaner energy while maintaining the
fundamental righes to o safe and secure planee. Mot
surprisingly, it is also @hews the pursaic of profit. The
stakes and emotions are extremely highs American
society is at warl

Opinions Dhiverge and Positicns Clash

The presures inherent in the Marcellus Shale
debate have raised the pitch in the public discourse,
causing an impulsive wave of righteousness across che
spectrum of positions. A Reading Eagle article states
that advocates on both sides increasingly spin every
shred of research to fit their own views and ignome
the bigger ploture ("Marcellus Shale Diebate Mever
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Ending,” 2011} Under discussion is the report fled
b}rRﬂbEl‘tIﬂ:h‘j\:\m a Duke Unlwr:ll:]' bla]og]:h whi
studied the methane gas levels of residential warer
wells surrounding sixty gas drilling operaticons. That
report “went viral® las May when the study found
disturbingly high concentraricns of volarile methane
contamination in eighty-five percent of the wells.
Jackson teld the Press, "Ohar data has been used
primarily by people opposed to fracking, But that's
not how 1 see cur data. I think our data provides a
mized story” In fact, the Eagle article describes how
the public debate is turning away from reason (p. B7).

An example of such extreme emotion frem
the arcicle is a quote from Josh Pox whose recent
documentary, Casbawd, has raissd much public
awarcness over the fracking issues. Fox defines
the fundamental ismue as the wery survival of
chvilization: "What I'm witnessing in Pennsylvania
is a sysmematic destruction of the state. What we're
doing is contemplating taking our civilization off
an insmane cliff® However, strong emotions are
not just the domain of those epposed o fracking,
For example, Aubrey MoClendon, CEQ of the
Chesapeake Energy Corp., calls critics of shale
gas drilling "fear-mongering extremists who want

Americans to live in a world where “it’s cold, it's dark
and we're all bungry.™ The artide continues stating
other executives haove claimed that there has never
bezn a single reported case of fracking contaminating
water supplies. This claim is ceardy counter to some
res=arch- and chservation-based evidence From across
the country. While others in the gas industry critkcize
the Duke report as biased, the article states Jackson
feels disappointed that Department of Environmental
Protecrion (DEP) officials were “downright heostile™
to their repore from the beginning ("Marcellus Shale
Diebate Mever Ending.” 2011, p. BT}
Who Oherns Marcellus Shale?

At odds in this tug of war cver marerial gas and
profts is the non-material question over sbe acreally
owws #he gar. This aspect of the debate has raised
esoterk legal arpuments over whether Marcellus Shale
can be considered a "mineral” and thus, included in
the wealth of LL5. laws concerning mineml rdghts.
A Rewding Eagle artick highlights the fghe that
has found its way into the Pennsyhania courts (7Ts
Marcellus Shale o Mineral,” 2011}, The article quates
Foss Pifer from Dickinson School of Law who states
that “Pennsybania is unique among stares in that
it dees not consider gas as o mineral when it comes



to land right and leases™ A hearing has been set in
Susquehanna County to determine whether the gas-
rch Marcellus Shale is in fact a mineral and therefone
inchided in mineral rights. Thus far, the case law is
unclear leaving big questions open for the courts to
decide (p. BT

This lack of clarity over ownership of something
lozated deep below the ground raises questions ower
the validity ofche leases and contracts signed betwesn
the corponations and the land owners. Additional
cenfusion arises when land, and the mineral rights
centained in those land deeds (one case going back to
1881}, is sold. Gregg Bosen, alawyer from Pictsburgh
who [Epresents zevara] d.r]l]lng companies, states that
ruling the shale as o mineral “would wpser 110 years
of ol and gas law . . . and it would turn a billion-
dellar industry on its head™ ("Is Mamcellus Shale a
Mineral” 2011, p.B7) Such unanticipared issues and
a multitude of challenges that they create have turned
the Marcellus Shale into a beehive of controversy.

Secial Contracts ar Rlisk

The Mamellus Shale gas debate has created a
tangled web of arguments that are both legal and
secial in contrace. A Rewding Eagle article discusses
a legal bartle raised among meighbors lving in a

residential development ("Texas Compamy™ 2011).
Ooe of the neighbors had sizned a pipeline right-of-
way agreement with a Texas company, Chisf Ol &
Gas, LLC, giving it permission to build a pipeline
connecting Marcellus shale wells from Mew Yok
State to morthern Pennsyhvania morage helds. The
prepesed interstate pipeline would run through their
communal property and wviolate o meighborhood
covenant. In addition to breeching the covenant of
Goodleigh Estates where they all live, the suit also
claimed the pipeline poses a danger. The ante in the
case was rised significantly when the gas company
countersued the Goodleigh families in  federal
court arguing cheir action would cose the compamy
months of dedays and $20 million dollars in losses.
The compamy then went furcher to ask the court for
punitive damages against the families for che alleged
defamarory statements the plaintiffs made abour the
company. In the face of so much money: the social
contracts communities and individuals make with
each other may not ke able to withsand the pressune
of a corporation’s ability to cutspend them in cowrt.
An even more surreal example of social contraces
at sk comes from a newspaper editorial comment
MGrave Beservation,” 2011L The editor’s piece
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addresses the ismie of the sacredness of cemeteries
coming under threat by gas companies for the
Marcellus Shale. The editor states the contraces that
society makes with the dead for an eternally peaceful
regting place can no longer be taken for granted. The
article informs readers that some local cemereries
have entered inte leases with natural gas drilling
companies that may one day seek to tap the Mancellus
Shale reserves. The Catholic Cemeteries Asscciation,
for example, signed a fveyear agreement in 2008
with Huntley 8 Huntley, an urban gas drilling firm,
leasing the dghts to 10,900 acres in Allegheny County.
A representathve for the Cemeteries Assocation
claims there are no immediace plans for drilling and
contends they will ke in complete contral of any
drilling activicy: Other cemeteries in Pennsybrania,
with their cwn vast aceeape, the edivodal suggests,
may alsc have leases with gas drillers and concludes
with the thought that *[d]dlling for natural gas under
sacred ground would be vandalism . . . and all for a
Fewr pieces of sibver™ ("Grave Ressrvation,” 201 1),
Exciting Oppormunicy ve Painful Silence
Some of the mos disturbing aspects of the
Marcellus Shale conflict are the competing extremes
it has created in the lives of individuals. O'ne person's

lifetime opportunity becomes ancther  person’s
life trapedy. The two opposing phenomena are at
times simultaneous and interdependent, making it
excruciatingly diffcult to ind the sociological *higher
ground."Cne facet of this paradox is explained in
an article From The Legal Trese ligencen, a law journal
published in Philadelphia (Meedles, 2011). The aricle
highlights the opening of mew law cffices by Texas-
based Brms and the infux into western Pennsylvania
of energy and environmental artorneys, some ofwhom
are relocating thousands of miles to take advantage
of the "exciting epportunities” with recent Marcellus
Shale litigation. O'ne attorney, han DeVoren, whe
maoved from Philadelphia o Piteshurgh, stated that
environmenral issues raised since hydraulic fracturing
began in the region have created a2 wellspring of
exciting work” DeVoren saw his relocation as an
opportunity to be on the curting edge and a chance
to challenge himself professicnally. *1 don’t want to
be a wannabe,” he added.

The other artorney interviewed for the arcicle
is Janet McCQuaid, whoe moved to Pitcsburgh from
Texas. She identified the legal work sumounding
the shale as the main mothation factor for her
relocation. MeCuaid called the drilling acthvicy an



exciting cpportunity and mid, *I think eventually
Mew York will come to its senses and there will be
some oil and gas development there as well® ipp.
&-0. The enthusiasm both expressed for getting their
hands into the legal issues and potential litigation was
apparent in the interviews. Both amomeys seemed
honored to be part of this anticipated great chapeer
of legal history

This upbeat assessmient is dramatically contrmsted
by a story in the Piemburngh Post-Gazette (Hopey &
Templeton, 2011} The article reports on the legal
settlement reached berween the Hallowich family of
Washington County and various energy companies
whom they sued claiming harm to their health
fram air pollution and water contamination by the
Marcellus Shale gas drilling that took place near their
home. Stephanie and Chris Hallowich unknowingly
inherited a gas lease when they purchased their
10-acre farm in 2005 Two years after their home
was completed, the gas companies moved oneo the
properys seccing up “Four Marcellus gas wells, access
roads, a gas processing facilicy, compressor starions
and a F-acre helding pond.”

In their lawsuit, the Hallowichs sated that
the noise, lights, and emissions fram the wells hove

made their property worthless. They held that their
well water and air were contaminated with the
cancercausing organic compounds  echylbermene,
toluene, styrene, and tetrachloroethylens. They and
their children suffered "burning eyes, sore thooats,
headaches and earaches. They've also had to pay about
500 a month to hove water delivered to the farm.”
The details of the settlement, fnalized in a private,
fiftemn-minute mesting, were smled by the court
judge and contain a gag order onthe family, The Pas-
Gaweree arcicle formally entered its objection to the
closed-door settlement. Once an outspoken critic of
the Marcellus Shale drilling industry, Ms. Hallowich
said she was sorry, bur could nor comment when
leaving the judge’s chambers. The arvicle concludes
posing the question of how many other confidential
settlements with gag orders in place has the drilling
induscry entered intc with affected landowners
(Hepey & Templeton, 2011, B-1). The suggestion is
an extremely haunting one.
The Citizens Respond

The Marellus Shale debacle has become a
very heated issue for the public in che Pictsburgh
region. The Pennsyhrania Association for Sustainable
Apriculture (PASA) has been holding  regular
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meetings and workshops designed to educate farmers
and rural landewners throughour the counties of
western Pennsyhiania on isues related o Mancellus
Shale gas development ("Marcellus Shale Choices,”
20113 Through  cheic
sessions, PASA is working to give those who live in

action-orented  training

the maost maral and most valnemble emvironments the
tocls they need to make sound decisions over whether
to engage in land-=ase armngements with the drilling
industry. This is a coordinated effort along with the
Penn Seate Agricultural Center, the Dickinson School
of Law, the Mountains Warershed Association, and
Penn Ervironment.

Education is critical alse for those in relared
businesses, particulardy for cicizens, The well warer
industry is caught in the cresshre of the fracking
issue. According to Mike Price (2011}, an asscciate
edicor of Water Well fowrmal, a tade publication
for the Marional Ground Water Association, the
horizontal kbydraulic fracouring used by the gas
industry is significanty different from the vertical
drilling technology used by the water well business. [n
the cover story of the September issue of the journal,
Price explains to his readers, whe are fellow water well
drillers, that the public may confuse their fracturing

precess with the one used in the gas industryn “Ies
important to note that water well hydrofracking is
performed at pressures much lower than oil and gas
hydraulic fracturing, and normally the process does
not fracture the rock but merely opens up existing
fractures.” Price quotes a calleague, Sean Eyle, whe
further explains that with water well drilling, “the
fracrures already exist in the bedmck . . . are sither
really small or theyre plugred with sediment™ and
that water fracturing merdy cleans out the fractures
allowing more water to fow into the well. He also
notes that only potable water is used in water well
fracturing and they do not add chemicals er propping
agents as do the gas drillers. Thess distinctions are
impartant and make their work non-contaminating,
Price emnphasizes that with all the press sumrounding
the Marcellus Shale debare, the water well indusery
needs to both defend itself and educate the public to
the reality of the issues (p. 23-26]

An example of 3 true gs-roots esponss
against the push for gas hydraulic facmring is che
organization, Citizens Campaign forthe E mrironment

(ZCE) Pormed in 1985 bya small group of concerned
citizens, CCE has grown into an S0,000-member-

Dﬂ'l:‘-ﬁ:ﬂ."—Fm:E‘l: emvironmental nrgﬂ.nJm]an with
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offices in Mew Yok State and Connecticur (“Chr
Svony” 2012). According to Mellie Pleet, o college
student who worked for the past summer with CCE,
"Taking action is an imporant message to comvey
to the public.” In an interview, Pleet described her
experience as follows
The wodkers would spend  five hours
each evening going door-to-door in various
neighborhoods, distributing pamphlets related
to hydraulic fracturing to neighbors who would
speak to them. . . . This summer was the second
year in which * fracking” was the targer topic for
the group and thers was a noticeable increase
in the percentage of people who were familiar
with the issue, as compared to last year. . . .
O'ne memorable encounter was with a Mathee
American woman who had never before heard
of the controversy and once she understood
the facts, was incredulous. She couldn’® believe
that with all the problems hydraulic fraceuring
creates, why they were doing it ac all! It seemed
unkelisvable to her and she needed more time
to think more about it
The experience warking with CCE is, for
Meet, the most rewarding experience: *Ie was

hard weork and at times frustrating, but overall
very positive. It was personal—not a remote
ismae affecting the other side of the planet, but
their home, their emvironment, their drinking
water,” Pleer feels that making face o face
contact over issues that affect the wodd we
all live in is extremely impertant and that
this kind of work strengthens the communicy
and creates social bonds (M. Pleet, perscnal
communication, Detober 1, 200110
Where Do We Go Prom Here?

The debates cver the Marcellus Shale nataral gas
and the process of horizontal hydraulic Facturing
are on-going and may not be rsobeed in the shorte-
term. A Reading Eaple article describes one such
discussion that recently ook place in Pictsburgh
over enviccnmental rules to reduce air pollution
from the gas drilling ("Mare Discussion Scught on
Fracking,” 2011}. In the public hearing held by the
LL5. Ervironmeneal Procection Agency (EPA), the
gas industry asked for delays to evtend the public
comment pericd and for an extension of time o
comply with any changes in the rules. This cleady
serves to ghve the industry additicnal time to consinue
its operations, maximize its profits under the current



rules, and confound the comversation with more
chatter. On the counter position, the residents and
environmental groups pressnt insisted chat there
should be no more delays in implementing the rules,
because there are already problems. One resident
who lives in Butler County and has seven gas wells
within a mile of her home complained that the EPA
has not even taken air qualicy tests, despice numerous
opportunities ™ They have taken what is mine and 1
want it back,” she mid of clean aic® {p. B3]

Pennsybeania, thanks o
environmental groups like CCE bringing the issue
to the public, Mew York State has suspended permits
o all d.eel:!. JC-I:IE, hiorizontal wells in the stare uneil
mare af the potential risks can ke examined. Wich
millions of citizens living in the potential watershed

ID. Contrase [

arcas of Manhattan and surrcunding counties,
Governor Andrew Cuome has net made up his mind
on the issue and is waiting for more information:
"There's tremendous sconomic potential. There's also
potential for environmental harm. [ don't think we
havve encugh facts to make a decision . . . Let's get the
facts and then we'll decide™ (Price, 2011, p. 25).

The Marmcellus Shale hydraulic  Fracearing
debate may be one of the mest phrotal issues of the

21* century. The Fractions in society created by the
fractions underground are monumental, bue mot
insurmountable. While chis debate may look and feel
lile 2 culture war, it is one that can be resalved. I
Pennsylvania residents have the vision and courage to
work together as o community, despite the divergent
and contradictory values and priorities, the water and
the air can be protected and the need for warm homes
and cleaner transportation can be assured. Working
together may require a revolurion of insight, patience,
and creativity and, as wich all of socierys challenges,
educarion is the cornerstone to recognizing the next
step.
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DESPITE RELIGION

MICHELE GRANITZ

Life is a mystery which we pet the enjoyment
of pursuing each and every day. In this pursaic we
make mistakes, Aind enrichment, gain and lose
fulfillment, and we love. We find happiness, sadness,
excitement, and grief, and through this vogage we
try to understand cursehres and the word acund us.
We try to live o good life, the bese thar we possibly
can, take responsibility for cursehees, our actions and
our families, and develop a mumal respect for other
people cozatures and the world around ws, Life makes
sense just by experiencing it and sharing basic human
values with our fellow man. This philosophical view
of life, looking ar life in a pragmatic manner and
trying to understand the principles behind it can
easily be challenged by those with a strict ideslogical
views rigid in its beliefs and practices supported by a
religious organization.

The need for belonging is what draws us to each
other, to varous social groups, and especially to
religion. Religion brings us together and gives us a
sense of belonging and purpose. The sense of purpose
is what we all desire and if this purpose is found,
through religion, for example, then we can be happy.

But can we also live a happy Fulfilling life without
religion? In the Book of Psalms of The New Awmerican
Bible, true happiness is described in the first psalm as
"Happy the man who follows not the counsel of che
wicked norwalks in the way of sinners, nor sits in che
company of the insclent, but delights in the law of the
Laord™ (429). Any person whe practices a religion then,
which follows the word of the Bible, must obey cnly
the word of God in arder to be happy. It is difficulr to
actually ind a passage in the Christian Bible which
speaks of happiness without the presence of God. The
Bible speaks of much pain and suffering as was shared
at a Bible prophecy seminar and presentation titled
"Revelation Speaks Hope” Dhuring the evening when
the focus was on “Why 5o Much Suffering,” the
speaker; Reverend Walton Williams, who has a “deep
personal commitment to Jesus Chirdst and to spiral
truch,” shares from the bock of Romans in The Mew
American Bible "You must realize that, when you
offer yoursebres to someone as chedient slaves, you are
the slaves of the one you obey, whether yours is che
slavery of sin, which leads to deachs or of obedience,
which leads to justice” 949} He follows ap by
adfering his wiew of this satement mying, “Adam and
Ewve lefi the garden with shame and sormow and we
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now live with pain and sin.” The questicn follows:
How are people to And happiness and fulfillment in
knowing they are still paying for sins which happened
thousands of years agol

In a small-scale Pacebook survey, posted on
October 7, 2011, entided “Can a Person Live a
Happy: Pulfilling Life without Religion!™ a random
szt of individuals were asked various questions about
religion: Are you camentdy practicing a religion? If
yes: what religion and why! If no, why not® Are you
spiricual? If yes, what does spiritualicy mean toyoul IF
no, why not! Where do you find happiness? What do
yeu believe malkes you happy!  Dloes a persson need
God or a god in his'her life in order to be happy?
Why or Why not?

"While the responses wvaried. the majoricy of
respondents expressed a belief in Geod or a god, but
did not want to practice a specific religion. As cne
respondent states, “How can an all forghving being
sznd souls o hell and condemn me for my human
nature!” Those whe do not practice a religion find
happiness in being wich family and friends, doing
wotk they enjoy inan environment that fosters creathve
thinking, andfor being ocur in nature. Comversely,

thosewho Prmlce: :diglan do so for various reasons,

but they all claim it is their belief in God that makes
them happy. They find fulfllment in God, as another
respandent shares: °T had no husband and my family
was broken in two, yet my life was fulfilled because
I knew that | had God on my side. He was wich me
all the way and hlled the empey holes.” In an aricle
recently written for Edbwiic WewsWintch, Renee M.
Harris writes, *] am changing in other ways as well
.« « with a calm confidence that can only come from
God. Deepening my spiritual awareness has resuleed
in a burst of enthusiasm for living like I've never Fele”
It is ofien dificult to challenge this deep need for
connection to God. Por believers like Harris, religion
begins to function almose like ideclogy, creating a
sense of rightecusness and impatience toward others
who have differing views and beliefs. Those who look
at life from a philoscphical pespective, on the other
hand, are on a quest throughour life, pendering other
views and ideals, creating happiness in the journey,
and encouraging others to share their views along the
way.

Ideclogy is unyielding in its beiefs with
everything fitting into a neat lictle box. As ivs premises
are not tobe questioned, there is no room for questions
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who find fault with its belicfs. These beliefs are so
unyielding that chey pet in the way of fair judgment
in court cases and reasonable discussion on social and
political issues. In his article titled "Supreme Coure
Justice Scalia Claims Religion Trumps Law,” William
Hamby points cut, “[Supreme Coun Justice] Judge
Scalia . . . does not hold himself o the law when it
conflices with his personal beliefs. Like so0 many
ocher Christians in politics, his gold standard is his
religious convictions, and he will cnly fallow the Low
if i conforms to them.” The ideclogy of religion is
so cenfning that ene wrong step can change one's
path in life, so rigid that many religions refer to
"God Pearing Ways" The Swnday Times in Pakistan
recently ran an article ticled “Fear of Allah,” which
states, ~ Lagqwa is from the Ambic word Tttaqa® which
means to 'be wary, God Pearing” Conscicusness of
Allah is the highest plane a trae Muslim must abrays
strive to achieve. . . . [k literally means te protect
oneself from diverging from the path of Allah. . . .
For it is then, when a believer becames closer to Allah
o« out of lowe and fear of Allah.” What draws people
to religion, to religious beliefs, when the fear of @
mistake will condemn them to hell! Do humans so
desire connectedness that they are willing to overlock

the fear of god and conformity of the bex in order
to feel accepted! Dioes this, in fact, bring people
happiness and fulfllmen:?

Those whe receive the calling to service can And
the box too confining, as learned in an interview with
Craig Landis, a recired Mennonite pastor. Landis
received his calling to serve asa pastor while in college
and served as a pastor for six years after graduating
from seminary. He moved on to other service for a
few years before returning to the Mennonite church
as a pastor once again. It was during this time he
began to realize that teaching religicus ideclogy was
no lenger realistic for him. Landis shares:

I kepr teaching the same thing, Love
God and love sach other it was all T could
say. It was gerting too difficult to continue
teaching things I could not believe in. How
could I tell someone it was wrong to be gay?
How could I tell someone if they did net
believe and behave the way [ told them to ar
that one misstep would land themn in hell?

During this interview, | asked Landis if he felt
he was happy and fulfilled. He quickly shared the joy
of his family, the falfillment of helping his daughters
with homework, being able to discus religion or



anything with others without the confines of what
the religious docerine told him he had to say and of
being out hiking or in kayaks wich his family and
friends and taking in the beauty of nature. “Thar is
what makes me happy and fulfilled,” he sid.

If a pasor can have sruggles with the teachings
of the religion, how are the rest af usto deal wich these
same strugglesf The Reverend Tamiska Moore, an
associate minister at Tenth Memaoral Baptist Church,
asks in an arcicle for the Philadelpiia Tribume, “What
is your passion project and why aren’t you pursuing
it She goes on to explain we should ser goals and
“live by faith,” to trus in Ged as He can see “far
beyond what we can see with cur limiced vision,” and
to have true fulfllment we must please God by letting
go of our fears. Reverend Moore furthermaore reasons
that “concerns about finances” should be releas=d
to God and we will all feel berter. Reversnd Boore
emphasizes that we should put faith in God to makea
way for us to pee through our struggles. One wonders,
howrever, if thiz Christian belief would, in fact, allow
us to give up and claim o not have responsibilicy for
oursehees,

Can people have a happy, fulblling life wichout
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chiective, secking knowdedze to gain wisdom.
"Humaniss believe thar people can live good lives
without religious or superstivious beliefs, by making
the best af the one life we have, by creating meaning
and purpose,” argues Catherne Byroe in ber essay
*Matter and Mind" To caim oneself as humanist,
howrever, could be considersd the same as claiming
oneself as Buddhise, Catholic or Muslim. Huma nism,
like religion, promotes a particular way of thinking
about life and the wodd armound us—a way of
thinking based uwpen reasen and humanity rather
than faich. We all crave to be connected, ke part of
community, and feel accepted. Those whe pull away,
as the humanists have, from religion and begin the
non-religion also offer o sense of community and
identity that we are locking for.

There are too many people in this wodd who are
struggling—who are lost and unhappy. Should they
turn to religion or can they have a happy, fulflling
life withour religion? The simple answer is yes, but
hackily they do not have to. Religion is there for
those who need and wane it Por those who hoee
found o belief in themselves and in humanity,
happiness and FulBllment are theirs For the taking, It
is up to individuals to find what makes them happy
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and te be prepared to follow their dreams.
Fulfillment is in the simplicicy of life, in the beaury
of the earth, and all that surounds i Maticnal
Public Radio hosts a madio program entitled “This 1
Believe,” which allows “Americans from all walks of
life [te] share the personal philosophies and core
values that guide their daily leees™ In his essay

entitled “Life, Liberry and the DPurmiic of
Happiness,®  Andrew  Sullban, & weriter,
commentator, and gay rights advocate, shares the
following:

I believe in life. I belisve in treasuring icas a
mypstery that will never be fully understood, as
a sancticy that should never be destroyed, as an
invitation to experience now what can only b=
remembered tomomow: . . . [ believe in liberty.
I'believe thar wichin every soul lies the capacity
to reach for its own good, that within every
physical body there endures an unalienable
right to be free from coemion. [ believe in .
. . the freedom of the fundamentalist and the
atheist, the female and the male, the black and
the Asian, the gay and the straight. . . . T believe
in the pursuit ofhappiness. Mot its atcainment,
ner its Anal definition, but its pursuit. [ believe

in the journey, not the arrival; in cormversation,
nat mnnal-:-gue:; in mu]tlp]e questions racher
than amy single answer. . . . And [ believe in
a country that enshrines each of these three
things, a country that promises noching but
the promise of being more fully human, and
Dever guarantees its success.

I believe that every person has the greatness
within themseves to fAnd happiness and
fulfllment. To lowe ourssbves is to allow
others to love us and us to love others. To love
achers for all their faults, greacness, and beliefs
will allow each of us to reach cur own true
happiness. This is ot a matter of whether or
not Grod exists; it is just o matter of whether or
not we choose to believe, If we do believe, then
it is up to us to decide if we have the desive or
a need o practice a religion. IF we do practice
a religion, then it is our pessonal choice and
those who choose a different religion or
choose not o practice a religion should not ke
condemned for their chalice,

We are on this carth to lbve, love, and pursue
happiness. We are required to love oursebees, each
other and the earth on which we reside. We have



but cne life and it is up to each of us to decide how
beautifully we want to Live it. It is not necessary to Live
this life in fear of condemnation, just to live life the
best we kenow how with the encouragement to pursue
our deeams, and wich the hope thar happiness is there
waiting for us
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TRUDY WILLIAMS
The lion, predator now preyed upon is

weak, dying & stooped to chasing hares.
Incapable of recognizing hunting Haws,
having a clouded misted mind and cares.
Yea, though gnawing repetitious hunger
had once kept him fed and strong,
Mow, it's all illusions & thickened soup,
gruel made cruel by days too long,
( There is vonliey. Jr i and must be aecepted
Gravely, libe gravisy, whas goes up winss come down.)
So, hopping like his chosen prey. The hare in lion
makes one. One born weak, one once strong
lied on the earth together. Finite, forever. Mo win-win.

{Nane comes ot the &d'.rm__.'
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ESCAPE FROM FREEDOM

SHERI KAUFMAN

The cowr was turned into the pasture after her
morning milking, relieved of the presaure in herudder.
She headed for the east end of the pasture by the foo
af the mountain, stretched her neck under the barked
wire fence, and ate of the greenest of grasses. After
breakfast, grain was placed in her trough and was
available twenty-four hours a day to feast upon, but
she preferred the grass under the fence, in her corner
of the pasture. She stayed there grazing and chewing
her cud, took a nap when she needed, uncil the mid-
day meal was served. Shortly after noon, silage and
sorghum were delivered on a wagon and picch Fodoed
off into large green heaps. She lumbered o the closes
pile, ate a bit, returned to her corner, and scratched ar
the corner fence post.

Afrer a relieving back scracch from the teetering
pos, she lay down, faced the mountain and drifted
off to sleep, while her body produced. Ar 4:30 pum.
her body told her it was time for her udder once
more to be relieved. She lumbered to the barngard,
where the farmer walked her into the milking pardor,
washed her teats, hooked up a machine, and drined
her milk. She continued to graze in the evening. and

::]epl: in her corner, :.rl:]rl.g end}r to do it AEJII. the
next day

Draily, for the past thirty years, the guards have
been banging his cell doon hooting and hollering
through the corridors, playing the parc of 3 morning
alarm clock. As a boy, it used to be his mother who
awoke him in the large, sic-bedroom, Amish home in
which he was raised. After he was accused of killing
little Bo Hinks the night someone hit the carriage
horse in the rump with sones shot from a sling
shot, he went to court, wicheut represenation, and
his life changed. He was in his senior year of high
school, and would have been the fiest of his family
to graduate, not quit in the sighth grade to wordk on
the family dairy farm. He never made it to mceive
his parent-granted homeschool diploma. He spent his
eighteenth birthday in the clink, away from che farm,
his Family of ten. and the plain lifestyle that taughe
him about hard wod, survival, and turning the other
cheek.

From that day on. he awoke, dressed in a clean
jumpsuit, was escorted to the same sear ar the
smme table in the same dining room, was served

an un.n.FFﬂJ:rJng meal, I:I.Cil:hi.ng like mother’s, and



escorted to the lounge. Every day he had a choice
af cards, checkers, TV, or mF-en'I.:ed intermar wse:
none of which amussd him because gambling and
entertainment based on television and the internet
were of the devil. Many times he had spent this time
staring cutside the lounge, remembering the hunting
trips he and his father would take, rememberng the
gatherings ar his home after church on a Sunday
afternoon, remembering a life s disanc it almos
ssemied like a dream. Afver lunch was leckdowrn. He
had roll call, and then tock his afternoon nap. Supper
o ar 5:00 pom. sharp., Afterward. he was
allowred to go to the yard for cutdoor activitles. After

wWas e

:."ud_. it was time to go w his cell, g0 o bed, and da
it all over again. This was the routine he had to look
Farerard vo For the rest of his like.

The only thing the cow did that was noc
scheduled and predictable, was scratch at the fence
post whenever an itch arose. She followed her daily
routine consisently and robotically,  Every day she
meandered back to the troughs and o the milking
pador. Every day she reached under the fence with
a strugzle to eat of the greener grass of the other
side. She had her scratching post pushed almos

to the ground, bringing the fence down to a knee
height. One evening, as dusk had setrled and the
evening moon was half raised, she reached under
the fence with an everextended meck, wanting the
grass on the other side, but was unable to meach ic
She nonchalantly smepped over the fence she had
unintentionally lowered by rubbing herself agains
the fencepost. She graved in the grass of the Aelds
on the other side, and wandered farther and farther
toward the mountain until she was about halfway up
the meountainside. There she lay in a small brush pile
and went into a deep dumber.

His favorte pare of the day was time in the
yard. He loved to sit by the fence and lock our ar
the beauriful mountain. It locked like 2 scene from
a postcard, with shades of reds, browns, yellows,
oranges, and evergreens. To him, it was a painting
that could be reached and touched, leaving wet paine
stains on the Angertips. Sometimes he would look up
at the guards in their towers napping, paying no mind
to him, nor the beaury thar samrounded them. To the
guards, it was boring to lock at the same scene, the
same people, doing the same things for thiry years.
For him, it was a welcomed time oo remind himself
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of everyene he was surrcunded by, the leeway he had
earned through his cbedience, and zach day was a
new scene as the ssasons passsd by year after year
Thanksgiving was right around the corner, and
he sat there and playfully whitcled ar the fence wich
a rock. He would run it back and forth over the
Fence giving his body something to do as he thoughe.
Within the last year his thought had rurned from the
appreciation of nature to the desire to be free. In his
mind. he crawled through the small parch of grass
ard reached the mountain cover of the trees. Lacely,
his mind constantly planned his escape, and ran with
every possible scenario, always contriving an cut.
That day he whictled as every other, but as his
plan unfolded in his mind, and ke once again had
to suppress his desire, he pressed harder on the rock.
As he reminded himself of nowhers te goy no one o
ge to iF he were to act upon his plan, because “God
had a plan for him in the jail," his fngertips pushed
through a link, peteing cut by the jagzred edzes he had
carved. He had played with the fence for chirey pears
ard it had worn away, When he broke the frst link,
and had a malization of what was available vo him, he
created a man-=sized hole in a marter of ten months.

He mulled the decision over for a wesk., :n:a.r]n.g at the

hole, able to commence his plan and make his break
on any ghven day, but he just thought and considered,
and decided to stay for the holiday. Mo one wants o
be alone on the holiday:

The cow awoke, but did not lumber w the
milking pador. Her body told her she needed o be
milked, but ber curicsicy pushed her to the vop of the
mountain, She atternpted to eat the dried leaves and
was in need of water and a milking. She meandersd
straging Farther and farcher away from the farm, and
her comfortable corner. She came to a small ree, and
backed her hind end to it She rubbed and mbbed,
scratching her back. She turned and made an arcempe
to do the same to her neck, but she couldn’t reach.

At the Thanksgiving celebration he offered the
prayer over the meal. He asked for the food w be
blessed, each person to be thankful for all things,
and for the acceptance of the lot in life God gave
each person. He prayed for strengrh, wisdam, and

guidance for each person arcund the table. He was

thankful for the food and the people with which he
shared it. He had a Ea.rn.ll:," inside the jﬂil:ll: and knew
he would have no one when he was free. His f:.l:u.i]}r

PREVIOUS PAGE: FLOWING CLOUDS ¢
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would never accept hirm as n.n.esm.pbd comvict on the
run. For three more days, he went to the fence, and
rubbed the rock cut of habit, pondering freedam.

The cow napped and arose about the noon hour
She walked and walked, moseying farcher and farther
into wilderness. Every so often, she kicked her back
hooves against her milk bag, as to shift the contents or
to loosen the milk. Her udder seemed to stiffen as the
day progressed and her walking seemed more painful
ard labored. Her milk was hardening, curdling in its
pouch, needing to be drined, making her udder hot,
infamed, and uncomfartable

Freedom had to ke better than the depression
of never having experienced it. He was a slave
religion, although he didn't see it, and now a lifer. He
reasened his escape with God. and before the devil
could change his mind, he had two friends sage a
heared Bst fight in the yard. It spread like wild fre,
as more and more people gor imeclved. Every guard
was needed, and he carefully squeesed through the
jagged metal and bely-cravded through the mois
field grass. As socn as he was to the wooded edge, he
ros= to his knees and crawled to the thicker cover. He

stood and ran. He ran and ran knowing there would
be abour three hours uneil the release of the dogs His
feet landed on the ground to the bear of his excited
heart. Swear began pouring from his face and armpits.
His jumpsuit became saturated and che weight of the
denim-ike material sack to his back making travel
very cumbersome, but he continued. He man the
majority of the night, and heard the barking of the
dogs, echoing through the valley below, at what had
to be abour 00 pum., righe after lase roll call. They
may have spent a few minutes looking for him, bue
because of his mhatic, cbedient namure day inand out
for thirty years, they immediately suspected escape
when he was absent.

He continued walking all night. as he only had
a three-hour lead on the dogs. At the break of dawn,
he arcbed ar the top of the mountain and there was
a leng fat streech of land as far as he could see. He
walked for some time toward a trickling sound. There
was o small creek no wider than three feet, bur ic was
Full of fresh water, crisp and clean. It would provide a
drink. like when his father and brothers would drink
from the creek behind the farm when they wene deer
hunting, and a traveling path. He ran up the creck,
as far as his body would take him, until what had



to be about the noen hour. The sun was high above
ard was beating down, bur not warming the zarch
belowr it.

His legs began gecting wobbly and faint, and be
knew he had to rest. He found a cree thar grew witdhin
the water and dlimbed in it. There weren't leaves on it
but there were evergreens protecting it on three sides.
He nzeded to mese, bur with ompe Ve opeEn. The d.q:-g:
were an the hunt and he had never fele this feeling
before.

Her udder grew wider and seemed to almost drag
on the ground by noon. She was flling up and had
no way of relieving the painful pressure of the milk
inside her. She waddled and wandered, looking for
something to graze on, looking for those who helped
her, looking for the familiar fence post. Wandering
ard subfering. ...

The Arse two dayswere the hardest, keeping ahead

of the dogs, eating bugs, and hawing to And warter.

He was emembering everyrhing he had been taughe
about survival, but often found himself wondering

abour what was gn:hln.g on inside the fence of the jn.ll.

Did amyones miss him? Were rJ:u:}r still lq:-:ﬁ:ln.g afrer

two days! [Nd they care that he was gone, hungry,
and unable to deep?

In his dazes he aften blankly stared. He stared,
thought, and squinted. A cow!? In the wilderness?
He knew he saw the blotched pattern on coarse haic
which only belenged to o Halstein dairg cow. He
wasn't sure if the hunger was taking over or if he
had lost his mind. He arose and followed the cow,
but had to change directions when he again heard
the dogs’ howl echoing through the hollows lecting
him know they were about an hour from him. As he
ran, he questioned his decision to escape. He thoughe
about the freedom he had acquired, but wondered if
bz wras eruly free

Afrer the Arst two days, her milk hardened in ber
mammary glands, swelled, and became infected; she
had contracted masicis. Her appetite for dred leaves
vanished and she could not walk witheut wincing
in pain from the shifring of her udder. She thinned
and could barely walk due to the horrible heat and
infecrion. Mo more trough, no more post, no mone
milking pardor no more green grass. She needed the
farm, the robotic lifestyle, the machines, and the help
of others.
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By the fourch day, the hungerbecame unbearable.
He had a sscond sighting of the cow, and decided
to hunt her down and feed his belly, just as he did
with his father and brothers yeas ago when they
hunted deer. He followed just far enough behind
her to see glimpses, just o flash here and there, ©w
continue the hunt. She walked into a2 small cleared
area and lumbered in a circle, bending her front legs
ard kneeling, and her boney backend Following. She
gave an anguished moan as her weak body plowed it
remaining weight on her udder. She was bedded for
the night, unable to muser the rength to travel, and
he made preparations for 2 morning kill.

He broke off a branch and found a rock o
sharpen it. Making a spear for the kill, he whitcled
ard carved. He fAnished, lay down, and beard dogs
in a far off distance. Pour days had passed since the
escape. He questioned his own mind: did searches go
on for four days! He was unsure of the answer, but
their bawling kept one eye open and his hunger the
other, watching for the dawn to break so he would
have light to finish the hunt.

Sleep was not semething he enjoyed anymore.
He was withour the comfore of knowing he was
surrounded by the people he prayed for at the

Thanksgiring feast. the combort of routine, his yard,
ard the fence. He heard his own prayer, "In all things
give thanks.” Mow he hod a family of barck and the
constant chase. The face that meals were going to be
served stricely three times a day and he had a warm
soft bed to sleep in for a nap or nighe time slamber
was net part of his life anymere. He couldn’ wait for
the morning, He hoped it would bring some type of
change, something that provided an escape from his
freedom.

The morning sun was about to show its blazing
face. There she laid, an emaciated bag of bopes
covered over by a black and white drape of matted
hair. As he stzalthily approached her, she didn’ ger
up to wall; she wasn't sarcled. Te was as if she knew
he was coming for ber but it didnt marter.

He drew the stone sharpened tree limb ower
her shoulder and paused, locking ar her emaciared,
ribcage rsing and falling, her big black eyes
beckoning him omward. Locking at her matter black
and white robe. he remembered he too was robed
in black and white. He locked down ac himself and
realized they were both imprisoned in their suits,
both prisonems to what was to be freedom. Bach were
in need of imprisonment for survival. She needed her

45



46

Feeding trough; he needed his three hot meals, a cot,
ard people. They were our of their dlements, which
had driven her to this point of dearh. He hesitated
and felt sorry. This is what he was accused of—whar
put him inte captivicy—celd blooded killing of a
lictle boy. He drew back harder, and as his stomach
growled and rumbled through the caverns of his
abdomien, he threw the harpoon into her neck. She
didn’t whimper, ary or lock awey, but maintained
eye contact with him, as ber blood poaled under her
neck and dammed at her breast. Her head began to
bobble and she held it high, as if proud to die. Her
head Fell to the ground as a snort chortled from her
blood-bubbling nostrils. Her epes grew dim, and her
rib bones stopped rising,

He made shorr order of skinning the back end,
ard chopping thin layers of meat to take with him.
He debated whether to take a lot and store it in the
cold creek, like the summer house at home with
the creek for a refrigerator away from the sniff of
the hounds, or to take a small amount and meove a5
quickly as he could. He chose to pack light to ger
away from the howling hunters and take his time to
saver his bounty.

He tucked the meat inside the zipper of his

jumpsuit and headed to the backside of the mountain.
He traveled the crek in the valley and began up the
side of the next. He mn for what seemed like howrs
and fAnally lose the sound of the hounds altogecher.
He gathered two sticks and began clearing a spot to
start a fre, but the seund of the dogs resounded again.
He laid the meat on rocks, trying to dry out some
of the blood. The sun was setting and he could hear
the sound of the dogs growing closer. He knew he
could mot eat uncocked meat, for God says o use
mederation and wisdom in all things. He decided to
pray cver the food, bess it, and it would bring no
harm to him. The Bible says cne can drink poison
and not be harmed if we have fGith, and bless ic.
He began shoveling the moist meal into his mouch,
ripping off the largest mouthfuls possible and barhy
chewing, He filled his belly to the fm and lefr the
other meat behind in hopes of drawing the dogs away
from himself.

The sound of the dogs was growing; they mus
hawve been able to smell the meat. He ran, and mn. He
ran toward a thicket, hoping for cover. Ohn the other
side of the thicket was a clearing with a faint figare. He
saw an image with cutstrerched arms, beckoning him,
calling him cnward. He rushed thiough the thicket,



hearing the call of his Father, “Come unto me all whe
are weary, and [ will give you rest]” As he neared the
clearing, a prizzly bear, standing on her hind legs,
swarted him to the ground. She growled and snarled
at him, owitching ber lips, and twisting her head chis
way and that, snifing his meaty breath. She swatted
his face and he was unable to move, frozen, cuding
into a lump on the ground. She pounced on him and
her razor like teeth ripped into his left shoulder. The
cow kept fashing through his mind. Her eyes, ribs,
ard ceat. He felt a ripping feeling in his side. He cried
out, “Oh, Heavenly Father, Save mel Have Memy
on me and [ will go back, [ will repent! Mlease stopl®
Warmth was running down his back, and he began o
sz black fading inte his view, more and more, until
the entire view of the dirt beneath him was gone

He felt one last pounce on his head. Afrer owenty
mimutes, which seemed like days later, be awcke to
the sound of yelping dogs. He could feel the paste in
his eyelashes pulling and tearing, as he tried to open
his eyes. Helifred his hand to pry the lashes free, and
felt a paping hole in his forehead. He rolled oo his side,
and surprisingly: his legs moved. His dght arm was
limp and mumkb, and his riks hure so badly every time
he attempted to breathe. He couldn’t get a full breath,

and his inhale sounded like a kazoo. After a very long
struggle, he was on his feet, and began to stagger. The
dogs were getting closer.

He lowered himself in front of a pine tree, and
sat there, trying to plece together the last four days.
He looked down ac his limp and broken body, frail
and emaciated, covered wich a black and white g,
It was tattered and torn, full of blecd- his own, and
the cow’s. Images of the cow kept reeling through
his mind—her marted ooat, her bead Hopping in the
mud made of her own blood and pine needles. The
howls were gerting Farther away and began to fade.
He remembered his bargain with his Maker as he was
being mutilared by his Father. He knew he needed o
be obedient, and go back to his lot that God gave him,
and he needed to do it thankfally.

He arcse and began praying for seength, for
the people ar the priscn to be full of grace, fora safe
return, and a thankful heare For the escape from his
freedom.
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CATHERINE J. MAHONY

Its arms are uneven and it wields razor sharp, arrow shaped blades in each of its hands.
Its face is ml:-:-rgjving and as pali_- as a faded bed sheet.

Its voice ticking away inside of my head like impending doom.

It has roamed amongst us for 1640 years now!

It walks in staccato!

Oh how it taunts me.

It possesses horrific black wings and as it flies by me I know the days are numbered.

It snads in my face and I nurn avay.

LEAVE ME ALONE! STOP!

My attention now is shifted to much more gentle wrinkles upon a more comforting face.
Wiping red stained life from its corners.

Corners of my mind!

Corners of a lonely street!

Brushiug his hair delivers CCstasy.

Gray strands represent cach year.

White walls!

White ceilings!

White stench of CLEAN!

I feel the ancient one breathing down my nedke. Its hot putrid breath chokes me.
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It watches me from across the room, leaning against the white wall.
Bleach soaked Hoors burn my nostrils!

I cringe and try to ignore its crueley bur its presence is all consuming.
She waits patiently in the hall!

Snakes hissed with every deep breath in and our like an accordion.
She is forced!

Tape digs in like a horrific Halloween masl!

She could not fight the ancient one so long ago!

She waits in the hall.

Breath is strained!

The ancient one is growling!

Color is fading.

Just cne more hour and [ will let you have your way with me!

I will give my life for just one more hour!

The ancient one grips the longest blade in its hand now!

He looms there like a dreadful monument.

I amn distracted by the mantra of a toll free, expensive holy number.

She wairs no more!



ELASTIC APPENDAGE
ELISE TARYN HAAS

The grate beneath me is filled with sand

I saw the beetles crawling in and out of holes
That were caving in and melring into tunnels
Grew into sights of pipes that carry my fingers
To explorations of cave-drawn wonder

Buffaloes and mammoths painted in gritcy mouths
Gaping galleries forming words of hypnosis
With elastic Engi:r's jmpaltcl On INcisors

Molars gnashing for a taste of forcign appendages
Castled into corners dark and dank

Wine cooler cheeks and plaquc‘s of distinction
Left to root in a hall of mirage

Museum testaments entrapping travelers unwary

Who are then tilted and headlong numble
A brushed stampede into an acidic visage



TRUDY WILLIAMS

Dioes the Tell the Vision fans-cinate us,
Because of stories in quick silver sryles?
O can “Film @ 117 still seem unsertling,
Ewven happening over many dads miles?
Will those colorized bits constantly drip?
Fresh redness and blues to our minds?
And wirclessly tether us all together
Vacuously viewing lights and wrongs?
Ina
Starry-cyed nerwork
We're sure to forget to

really watch and be warned.
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SERPENT'S SCALE
ELISE TARYN HAAS
Snakes slithered our of the drains

My feet tangled in scales

Weighing Haws and faults

That once left me breathless

But now leave me divided

between two masses

Fangs that find Hesh in carth

With scrambling roots

Artempting to avoid the newest poison
the whitest of forms

that descend to erase

and scak up all that is whole

Crack and decay

Until all that remains

is a burning need for cohesion

on leathery hands that once knew softness
Mow lacking a proper comparison

and a winter complexion

That knew a language bearing froic

only blooming on the frost-coated days
In heat becomes thawed

then cooked

and before being eaten

has rotted beyond comprehension
Dioomed to live out my days in a heap
Of snakes and decomposed rivers



ALWAYS WITH HONOR
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MARCIA C. STOUDT

Citizens of the United States of America know
they have freedoms provided by the Declaration of
Independence and the United States Consiturion.
Children learn about these decuments in history
and civic classes throughour their school ypears.
Immigrants to the Unived 5tates of America learn
about their rights provided by these documents when
they study to become naturalized citizens. However,
despite the promise of the Fourteenth Amendment
to the United States Constitution, which granted
citizenship to "all persons born or naturalized in the
United States,” someching happened to the righrs
of legal aliens of Japanese ancestry after December
7 1941, the bombing of Pead Harbor in Hawaii:
Declaration of Independence, resounding  wich
“truths to be selfevident . . . inalienable rghis . . .
life, liberty and the pursuic of happiness” became
rull and woid to the approximately 120,000 people
of Japanese heritage living on the West Coast of the
United States two months after the bombing of Pead
Harbor (" Dieclaration of Independence™}

On December 7, 1941, many United Seates’

airplanes were visible on aichelds and many of the
ships of the Unired Stares Mavy were moored in Pead
Harbor off the coast of Oahu, Hawaii, Imagine che
surprise and the devastation that Sunday morning
when Japanese airplanes flew overhead, bombing
and shooting ("Diocumene for Diecember Feh™).
On December &, 1941, President Pranklin Dhelana
Roosevele addressed the Joine Session of Congress,
and wia radio the American people, calling Diecember
7o 1941, a “day thar will live in infamy” It was a day
that not only changed the lives of the American
peeple but also the people of Japanese ancestry living
in the United States (" Day of Infamy’ Speech™ ]
Before the words “racial profiling” became part
of the public discourss ar were even used together to
describe discrimination, the governors and attormey-
genenals of California, "Washingron, and Oregon
belizved being ar war with Japan warnanted umasaal
securty measures. According to the Maticonal
Archives, these officials urged the federal government
of the Uniced States to remove all persons of Japaness
descent, legal aliens and American citkzens, from
the coastal states of the Pacific Ocean. Two months
afrer war was declared on Imperial Japan, President
Franklin Dielano Bocsevelt issied Executive Ohirder
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9066 on Pebruary 19 1942, Executive Order 9065
relocated the Japamese who resided in the states
bordering on the Pacific Ocean to relocation or mther
internment camps in order to protect the nation
from possible sabotage by Japanese legal aliens and
Japanese American citizens. On March 21, 1942,
Congress passed Ezecuthve Order 9066 imo law
which discriminated against people of Japanese
ancestry living in California, Washington and
Chegon, the states bordering on the Pacific Oozan
(“Execurtve Order 90667). Exwecutive Order 9065
virrually imprisoned people of Japanese ancestry for
no valid reason except for the celor of their skin and
the slant of their spes

Unfortunately, Executive Oreder 9066 was not
the Arst legidation to discriminate againse the Asian
pepulation. According tothe "LLE, Mainland: Growth
and Resisrance,” sensationalism in newspapers stirred
the American citizens aguinst the Asian population,
poreraying the Japaness as a theear to the American
worker, a scourge against American womanhood,
and using slanderous comments agains the Chiness
in years past. President Theodore Foosevelr was
pressured by legislators and mayors to protect the
United Stares from “the brown toilers of the mikade's

realm.” In 1908 President Theodors Roosevelt and
Japan agreed upon a "Gentlemen’s Apreement” that
forbid the emigration of Japanese laborers into the
Ulnited States ("Gentlemen’s Agreement™. In 1913
the Alien Land Law was passed in California. The
Alien Land Law prohibited all aliens, including
Asian immigrants, who were not eigible to become
maturalized citizens from being land cwners. Even
if they had purchased land years before the 1913
law, they had to forfeic theic ownership. In order
to keep their land, land citles were transferred to
their children. Japanese children whe were bom on
United States soll were automatically citizens of the
United Stares and allowed ta be land owners. Further
discrimination against the Japaness people oconrred
eleven years later when the United Stares passed the
Immigration Ace of 1924, This law made it almost
virtually impessible for Asian immigrants to enter
the United States. Most importanily, the hope was
to forever end Japanese immigration to the Unired
States (7115, Mainland: Growth and Besistance ™).
Afrer the bombing of Pearl Harkor, thers was an
anti-Asian pank in the United States, mainly along
the states bordering on the Pacific Ocean (Japaness
American Internment Camps 12). Anti-lapanese
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hysteria even crept into the hearts and minds of
government officials who were advisers to President
Franklin Drelano Roosewelt. Secretary of the Moy
Frank Knox supported the popular belief that the
plan to attack Pead Harber had been primarily
planned by the Japanese living in Hawaii. Formal
exclusion of people of Japanese ancestry living on the
West Coast was jointdy recommended to President
Roossvelr by the Secretary of War, Henry Stimson,
and John L DeWict, alisurenant general in the Uniced
States Army (Persomal fustice Dervled 1-6). According
to Lisutenant John DieWice, *Ethnicicy determined
loyaley™ (8). Attorney General Ead Warren also
advocared for the relocation of people of Japanese
ancestry: Warren compared the presence of Japaness
Americans on the Pacihe Coast to an Achilles heel
for the civilian defense effort (Japawes American
Fnternmaeny Camps 18). Speaking to the Congress of
the United States concerning the internment of people
of Japanese ancestry, Warren stated, " The only reason
there has been no sabotage or espionage on the pare
of Japanese-Americans is that they are waiting for the
right moment to strike” (Japanese Internment™),

Citing the need for “national security” the
United States government began registering people

of Japanese ancestry as aliens on Februany 2, 1942,
This unconstitutional registering occumred prior to
Executive Order 9065 being sigpned by President
Franklin Roosevelt and passed as the law of the land
(Tapanese Ioternment”™), "Without the knowledge of
Japanese residents, the Pederal Bureau of | nvestigation
(FBI} began random searches at their homes and
businesses, locking for any types of contraband such
as short wave mdios, binoculars, maps, guns and
ammunition. These mids were performed without
search warrants. Inicially, Japanese men, many the
heads of families, were detained, not because they
had committed any crimes against the United States,
but because they were people of interest. Many of
thess males were sent to locations unknown to cheir
families (fapamese Amserican Imiernmsent Comnps 150,
Apain, there were ne warmants for their arrests. These
illegal searches and seizures were sanctioned by the
Cengress of the United States as appropriate since
the United States was at war with Japan ("Japanese
Internment™). In antkipation of Ezecurire Chrder
9066, further indignities continued againse che
Japanese people living on the West Coast of the Unived
Seates. A responsible member from each Japanese
family had to meport to a Civil Control Station to



register the family, giving the family name and
number of individuals in the family and await further
instructions from the government. By February 24,
1942, within a week after Presidenr Boosevele had
issued Executive Oirder 90665, relocation insgructions
were issued for the Japanese living on the Wes Coast
{"Japanese Internment™).

Initially, these families were able to voluntariby
relocate to areas within the intericr of the United
States. Unforounately, the interior states did not want
them because the Japanese were seen as the enemy.
Oroly about three thousand people of Japanese ancestry
relocated to the interior of the United States fapanese
American Tncernmens Camps 19 Since authority was
given to the milicary o enforce Executive Ohrder
9066, Liewtenant Geperal DeWine  established
Military Area Mumber One. According o the book,
Janavcer American Ireternmers Canps, “Military Area
Mumber Oine included the western halves of the states
of Washington, Oregon, California and the southern
half of Arizona”™ (19). The Japanese who lived in these
areas had to follow strice males, such as a carfew from
nine pom. to six am. and were not allowed to ravel
mare than five miles from their homes even © go o
work. Ohver one hundred thousand Japanese remained

in Military Area Mumber O'ne by the end of March
1942 (1490

Accarding to "Japaness Internment,” there were
ten internment camps in the United Srates during
Word War I Amache, CO, Gila Fiver, Fohwer,
and Jerome, AR, Hear Mountain, WY, Manzanar
and Tula Lake, CA, Minidoka, IC: Poston, AZ, and
Topaz, UT. The povernment likened these relocation
centers to protective custody stes. President Franklin
Roosevelr actually referred to these relocation camps
as concentration camps. The Warime Civil Contral
Adminisration (WOCA) supervised the evacuation
of "anybody of Japanese blood, even 1/16th”™ from
the western half of Washingron and Oregon, all of
California and a portion of Arkzona (Kitagawa 54).
Afrer being herded like sheep with only what they
could carry and their registration number hanging
on a cord placed arcund their necks, these Japanese
families were shipped by buses or trains to these
internments camps. They had to sell their furnioure,
their homes and businesses. If they were lucky, cheir
neighbars, the local chunches, or others who wene
sympathetic to the plight of the Japanese living on
the West Coast stored their bel engings and ook their
pets ("Japanese Internment”). Knowing no other way
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to show their patriotism, and “[bleing thomughhy
Ovriental, the Japanese made no noise and showed
no visible signs of distress,” and cooperated with the
Wartime Civil Control Administration and svacuated
without incident (Kitagawa 59-62).

Japanese internment camps “resembled priscn
with poor food, cramped quarters and communal
Facilities™ (" Japaness Internment”). The housing areas
were poorly constructed barracks covered with black
tarpaper withour kitchens or bathrooms. A family,
no matter how many members, was squeezed into
one roem, measuring approximately twency-fee feet
by twenty feet. The rooms were sparsely furnished,
wsually juse cots, a stowe for heat and one lone
eleceric light. The camps were divided into sections.
Communal areas for eating, bathrooms and laundry
were shared by more than two hundred fifty people
(Personal fusice Demied 11). According to Kimgmwa,
the segregation of the Jopanese people was classified
as "provective custody”™ (77). Instead of locking like
retreats, however, these internment camps looked
maore like prisons surrounded by barked wire and
guarded by armed military persconel (fapanese
American Internment Camps 12)

For a seciety that valued privacy, there was little

to no privacy in the camps. Pew of the detainees had
any desire to work for the good of their families or For
others in the internment camp (Kitagawa 85). Wages
were a pittance compared to what they had made
before being sent to the camps: owebre dollars per
month for unskilled labor and nineteen daollars per
month For professionals (Peesonal Jussice Dened 11). A
noemial day started with o siren blast ar seven o'clock
in the morning to signify breakfas in the cafeteria-
like mess hall. Another siren blasted ar eight o'dock
signifying the stare of the workday for the adults.
Scheel started for children with the siren sounding
at eight thirty or nine o'deck in the morning, Since
the Japanese in these internment camps fele like
criminals, their minds began to think like prisoners
of war Camp survival was the utmost importance
and was the unspoken manera within che intemment
camps (Personal Justice Denied 169-70)

The patrarchal Japanese family unit began to
break down. The menwere no longer the breadwinners.
The children knew thar their fachers were no longer
supporting them. Families no longer ate their meals
together and thus the ability to reinforce manners
suffered. Parental contral became nonexistent. A dult

women, however, thrived in the intermment camps.
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They no longer had to buy food or make meals, a
large part of their pre-camp days. They were able to
go to classes, work and socialize wich other women in
the camps (Kiragawa 86-900. According to Kitagawa,
the detainees within  these  relocation camps
gradually develop a sense of camaraderie, a feeling of
community spirit which prevailed throughout their
protective custody internment (7O) Life continued
as the families began to work together o build o
community wichin the barbed wire enclosures. The
families reinforced the tarpapered barmcks wich
scraps of wood. They attempted to make the inside
of the barracks more livable, building furniture and
blocking off areas within their living spaces to provide
privacy. Hospitals were buil within the camps.
Medical care was free and provided by the detainees
who were trained murses and doctors. The mumber
of medical personnel, however, was in short supply
compared to the thousnds of detainees within each
camp. Within the confines of the camps were stores,
canteens, barbershops, churches and Boy Scout
groups (" Japaness Internment”). Despite the barbed
wire and guards, internment camps began tolocklike
any other community.

ﬂ::an:UnE to Persomal _.ﬁlm'.-r Diemied, |:|.-|::E|II:1:

hand-me-down books and used typewricers, the
children wichin the camps received an educarion.
Many aof the teachers who taughe in the schools wene
also detainees. The goal was to conduct the scheol day
in the same manner as other schools in the United
States. Each school day began with the students
facing the United States’ fag with their hands ower
their hearts. They recited the Pledge of Allegiance and
sang "My Country, Tis of Thee™ {11} Bven though
the people of Japanese descent had been herded as
cattle into internment camps, they contimed to
demonstrate their loyaley to the United Staces of
America. According to Kitagawa, the camp paper of
the Pinedale Asembly Center, Pinsadale Sow Dust, che
detainess celebrated the Fourth of Tuly holiday inche
same ways a5 other United States citizens (68).

At the beginning of Wodd War I all Japanese
men of dafc age were classiied as enemy aliens
making them ineligible to serve in the United States
milicary. In early 1943 the United States reverssd
this policy [(lapawese Amrerican Tnrermmens Camwips
23. The 442nd Regimenral Combar Team woas
activated in February 1943, This combat team was
a segregated company made up entirely of enlised
American men who were of Japanese ancestry and



“[e]hey were as thomughly logal as . .
American af.lhul.gn. n.n:e:.'l:rf' (™ W hat wazthe 44 2nd

Regimental Combat Team?™). The men of the 44 2nd
Felt they had to voluntesr to show their loyaloy to cheir
country. One such Japanese Amercan enlistee was
Daniel Inouye, an eighteenqear-cld from Hawaii.
He gave insight how it Felt to be an eighteen-year-
old Japanese American: "1 was angered to realize that

a ﬂ.ll]' E‘I‘htl:

my government fele that [ was disloyal and pare of
the enemy. And I wanted to be able to demonstrate
not only to my government but to my neighbors
that I was a good Amerkcan™ The elder Mr. Inouye
accompanied his son to the departure area. His
parting comments to his son reflecred the views of
the Japanese people living wichin the United Scates
"This country has been good to us. We owe a lot to
this country Do not dishoner this country. Above
all, do not dishonor the family. And if you mus die,
die in honed” (Thaniel Incuye, Internment™). Daniel
Inouye did not dishonor his counery. According to
his bicgraphy, Incuye recebved numerous military
commendations which included the Distinguished
Service Cross, Bronze Stan and the Purple Heart with
cluster. Laver in his career Dianiel Inouye became a
respected United States Senator From Hawa il (Dlawiel

Inowye United States Semasor for Havoail).

Mot all people of Japanese ancestry went quischy
to the internment camps. “A handful of Japames=-
Americans challenged the constitutionality of che
forced removals® "Mitsaye Ende Perseverdng for
Justice®). Gordon Kiyoshi Hirabagashi, a Japanese
American student at the Unbversity of Washington,
challenged the legality of Exscutive Order 9065 by
refusing to report to o relocation camp. Hirabayashi
was found guilty by the Unived States Diistrice Court
and was sentenced to three months in the Fedeml
Prison Camp, in DuPone, Washington. Forty years
later the same Hirabayashi appealed that conviction
which was overrurned (Gorden K. Hirabayashi,
Petitioner-  Appellant). Accerding
American Internment Camps, Mitsuye Endo, a civil
service employes, charped o Wit of habeas corpus

o Japaness

against the United States povernment "o release
her or ghve just cause to why she be deterred” (26).
Endo remained in T-:Fﬂ.l-. a relacarion camip in Uah,
until Diecember 1944 when the Supreme Court
rubed in her favor, With this raling, Associare Justice
Frank Murphy of the Supreme Court declared the
internment of the Japanese people unconstitutional
and that the Fomed internment was mothmated
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entirely by racism. Murphy's ruling opened the gates
of the internment camips, allowing the detainess to
leave and attempe to pick up the pieces of their lives
("Mitsuye Endo Persevering for Justice™).

There have been attempts by the United States
government to rectify the severe prejudicial racism
against the Japanese people lving within the United
Srates during Wodd War 1L According to Perssnal
Justice Dewied, in 1948 the Congress of the Unired
States passed the Japanese Claims Act “to compensate
for economic losses due 1o exclusion and evacuation.”
There were 26568 claims fled for a total of 148
million dollars. The United States government paid
out only chirey seven million dollars o the intermment
detainees (1 18). On February 19, 1978, the anniversary
of Exwecutive Order 9066, President Gerald Ford
issued Proclamation 4417, which, in part, confirmed
the termination of Executive Oirder 9086, Mear the
end of this proclamation, President Ford called upon
“the American people to affirm . . . American Promise
.« thatwe hove learned from the tragedy of that long-
ago experience forever to treasure liberty and justice
oo [and] . . o this kind of action shall never again
be repeated” ["President Gerald Pord s Preclamation
44177} According to Julie Johnson of The New York

Times, President Bonald Reagan dgned into law the
Civil Liberties Ace of 1988 which apolegired for the
forced relocation of the Japaness Americans in World
War II and reparations of tax-free twenty thousand
dellars to each surviver of the intemment camps In
2000, Bhy-five years after the end of Wodd War 11,
President Clinton awarded twenty-one Wodd War I1
Japanese American veterans, including Inouye, the
Medal of Honor ("Medal of Honor™). On April 25,
1945, while leading his platoon, Inouye was sevenely
injured, which resulted in ampurtation of his rght
arm (Seoudi).

The government sanctioned use of Japanese
internment camips is a black madk and an excremely
disturbing chain of events in the hisory of the
United States. The documents that proclaimed the
"inalienable rights of life, liberty and the pursuic of
happlnss” wec cguted o the Jagaincas peogle doeing
Weorld War IL The United States government caved
under the racial prej udice, panic n.nd.h]'::erln. aftar the
bombing of Pead Harbor Dhespite being treated asche
enemy; men of Japaness ancesory showed their loyaloy
by fighting in the $442nd Fegimental Combat team
and became the most decomted combat unic of Waord
War IL There were no documented cases of espionage
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by the Japanese living in the United Staves (Persenal
Justice Diemied 3). And afrer all the J:|..'|.|.'~:|.|.|:|.IF-:1 the

stigma and humiliation suffersd, the loss of freedom
and livelihond, what did the Japanese detainess do
after being released from cheir forced reocation of
makeshift camps, many with ne hames to go back o
and no businessess te return tof The people of Japanese
descent left the camps as quiety as they had come,
wanting to forget the humility and che stigma they
had endured. The Japanes: detinees quietly picked
up the pleces of their lives with peaceful reserve and,
above all, always with honor and loyaley.
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FAITH DESTROYED

SSA LUTZ

Faith awoke to the sharp sounds of shattering of
glass right before the cat ran terrified into her room.
Her hearr sank and her cummy tighrensed.

Mewnmy is throwsng rhings again,

"Ir's OK, Gracke, I'll protece you”  Faich
whispered unconvincingly as she pently pulled her cat
onte the dingy mattress lying on the Acor. Cuddling
Grace to her chest, she tried not to worry The sun
was only beginning to come up and she wondered if
she would be going to school today. She hated the
days that her mother kepe her home from schoal. Her
second grade teacher was as kind to her as she wished
her mother would be. She often secredy precended
that Miss Smith was her Mommy and tried hard to
always do ber work well so her teacher would smile
and tell her how smart she was. “3hhh, kitey, its
going to be alright,” Faich quietly said to the car who
had started to meow loudly, "Dron’t lec her hear you.”

Crash. Another object met with someching solid.
"You geddamn bastard! ¥ou fucking drunk!”

“fee, Gracie, it's not us she's mad at chis time."
The small gid’s lip was trembling, but she knew well
encugh that tears wouldn’t make amything betrer

when her mother was on one of her ampages. Tears
only served to make Faith's life worse because hlling
tears meant (Ml give you someething fo ory abous) a
spanking with the belt.

“Faith! Get down here. Mow!™ Her mother
screamed up the swin. Still dutching the cat to her
bodys Faith got up from ber meager bed and slowly
made her way down to sse whar she was wanted For.

Faith’s stomach Auttered nervously as she walked
the short distance from her barren moom to the
clurtered stairway. Her Feet Fele heavy and weak. She
had to force left in frone of right, but her arms felt
strong and her hold on Grace never faltered.

T dide’t do amyrhing wrong this time, Gracie, [
promise,” Faith whispered into an orange tipped =ar.
"T've been a really good girl.™ At keast, Faich hoped she
had bezn. Sometimes it seemed that the harder she
tried to please her mother and stepfather, the angrier
they became with her Wich every effort-laden step,
Faith sent up a silent prayer that she wouldn’ evoke
her mother'’s wrath.

Diear God, plawse don's v me gev the belt this rime,

Left foot forward.

Gad, Grandwa says fo ask you and you' Ul listen.

Right foot forward.
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Dizaze rod, the belt burts,

Lefe foot.

I provmied (racie we would be OF chis tims, (Fod,

Right faat.

Please bear e, just this once, [ don's like the bels;
it smawes Grracie.

"W hat the hell is taking so long!™ Faich’s mother
yelled impatienthy, breaking into Paich’s internal plea
to a God who never seemed to answer the child’s
requests. Faith quickened her pace and hurried down
the stairs, expertdy maneuvering around the scarcered
pieces of dirty laundry that littered the dardk staircase.

Wordlessly, Faith walked towards the kitchen
and stopped in the doorway with Grace still in her
arms. Her step-father sat ar the card rable where Faich
ate macaroni and cheesse or a balogna sandwich alone
every night while her step-father was ar his latest jobs
and her mother rested on the couch.

The top of the table was strewn with a night's
worth of empty bottles and an overflowing ashtray.
His head down and an empty beer bortle clurched
between both hands, he did not speak. There was
anger in his tensed back and stiff shoulders, she could
tell. She could not see his epes, bur she knew they
would be bulging cut of their seckets the way they

tended to do when he was madder than mad, which
was amy time he did not get his way According o her
step-facher, life was out to get him and things newer
weent his way, 50 he was mad a lot.

Her mother was on the other side of the table.
Leaning against the countertop behind her, her left
arm was bent back and propped casually on the
peeling brown laminate. Her right arm was held up
in front of her, moving only when she broughe che
cigarette she held in her hand to her mouth. This was
her mather's usual stance in the kitchen. Faich would
hawe mistaken her mother for almost calm if ic wasn't
for her eyes glaring at her step-father. Her mothers
eyes seared through the unmoving Agure ar the table
as if trying to burn him with pure will,

"Put that damned thing down and gec the
broom,” her mother said, not locking ar Faith whe
was standing small and silent at the kicchen entrance.
"Yeu're going to clean this up.” She pointed to o mess
of broken green glass, still staring down the man at
the kitchen table. "And put some shoes on [ can't
afford to take you to the doctor ifyou ger cut™

Faith locked hesitantly ar her mother. "But
Gracie will get hure if] put her down.” As soon as she
said the quiet words, she knew it was o mistake. Her



mother's venom-flled eyes Anally broke focus on her
step-father and snapped towards Faich.

"You, fucking, defant child™ Her woice was
clipped and dangerous as she smubbed out her
clgarctte. "l mid, clean up the plass, and you'ne
going to clean it up.” She then longed cowards Faith,
grabbing the cat From her daughter's tight grip. “The
Fucking cat can go cutside. Maybe she will gee hit by
a car and then you will learn to do what I tell you to
do.” Her mother walked with angrily rigid steps over
to the door ar the side of the kitchen and tossed the
cat outside. The cat screeched in shock as its body hic
the ground.

Tears began to becray Faith as she warched
Gracie scramble to her fest. The door slammed shut as
Faith’s voice also betrayed her, "Mal™ Her voice husky
with tears, she man to the door begging her mother
to ler Gracie back inside. She knew she shouldn';
she knew she would get the bele For arguing with her
mother, but sometimes Faith fele something come
owver her and she could not Aght against ic. Her chest
tightened, her body fele stiff and electric, and would
not lisen to her head. Fear of the belt and her parents’
wrath was not encugh to keep her from fighting back,
hghting for what she wanted, what she needed. She

Felt like another gid at times like this, as if she wasn't
herself bur just a volce inside someone else, begoing
her to listen to her mother and o Gghe back.

That other gir wasn't listening to Faith again.

"Mommy, Mommy, please. Please lee Gracie
come inside; I don't want her to ger hic,” Faich said,
pleading with tears Aowing unashamed dowm her
pale face. She yelled, "Please, Mommy, I'm somy”
Her voice was high with desperation as her mother
blocked the door with her body. Faich pulled
unsuccessfully at the door knob, trying with all of her
childish might to overpower her mother's strength.

Her mocher’s hand shot cut and caught a handful
of Faith s uncombed hair and yanked her away from
the door. She began to scream back ar Faich, “Sarmy?
You're sorry? I'll show gou sorry”

Mo, I will,” said her step-facher. Speaking for che
first time since Faith had walked into the turbulent
kitchen; his voice was too calm, eerie almost. Faith
stopped Aghting against her mother’s hold and locked
towards him.

Srill sicting, he had turned in his chair to wacch
the scene at the kicchen door. His eyes blazed and his
jowe clenched, unclenched, cenched again. His fists
around the beer bottle now held in his lap had the



same thythmi clenching and unclenching, clenching
again.

T go this, Bill; Anish your damn beer and let me
take care of ir,” Faith's mother said, her voice spitting
with distaste.

Faith watched as her step-father began to shake
in anger at her mether’s dismissal of him. She koew
it made him mad when her mother didn't listen to
him. He was much scarer than her mother and he
hic harder. The other gid who sometimes overrook
Faith’s better sense sowly drained away as Faich
quickly moved her head to aveid the beer botele that
had Acwrn from her step-facher’s hands.

The bottde had been neardy empey, onby o few
drops splashed onto Faith’s cheek before it shattered
against the wall behind her. Her scalp stung from the
hair that had been pulled when she yanked away from
the hands still enrangled in it

"I mid I will,” her step-father bellowed, dsing
from his chair and knocking it over He mowed
towards Faith. She tried o sink away from his grasp.
but he caughr her by the wrist. Where was thar other
gid nowd Why did she coly ever appear long encugh
to gee Faich into trouble but was never there to help
her get out of it?

Hatred seeped from her step-father’s pores along
with last night’ aleshol. "T'll show you both sormry”
he said as he tightly squeezed Faith’s arm and jerkesd
her away from Faich’s mother, leaving strands of hair
streaming from her empty hand.

O] Diaddy, you're hurting me,” said Faith. Her
voice was still pleading, but weaker, now. Her face
was drenched in tears that would not cease, She knew
what would come next, what always came nexo ('
ive you somesing fo oy about) the belr.

“I'm not your Daddy” he said. His eyes were
bulging out of their sockers frcher than Faith had
ever seen them bulge before. She had a momentary
Fear chat they would fall cut ofhis head and land right
on top of her. Cringing with this thought, she tried
to pull away but his hold on her was oo tight and
she could not escape. "Your daddy didn't wans you or
your mocher and new Im stuck with boch of you,” he
said as he pulled harder on Faith’s arm, meving her
farther away from her mother. “Well, now ['m poing
to show you both how sorry you really are. Sorry
little bitches! Thar's what you two are!l” He began to
unbuckle his belt wich his free hand.

Faith locked ar her mother standing unmeving
at the door. She watched as her mother’s face changed
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instantdy from anger to blankness.

"Bill," her mother said in a woice Faith barehy
recognized. "Bill, let ber go. Let me deal with her”™
Seill wnmoving, Faith’s mother pleaded with her
husband in almos the same tone Faich had pleaded
with her mother just moments before. *Dlon’t be mad
at herabout. . . the other thing . . . that was my faulk.
Take it our on me, Bill.™

Bill langhed humorously and the sound echoed
through the mrbulent kitchen, “Oh, mow you want
me te take it our on youl™ He smid dryly. *Too late.
Marma won't ghve me what [ want so I'll take it from
precicus licile Faith.”

Faith warched her parents argue about her
through her tears. Take whar from her? What did she
havve that Mommy wouldo’ give to him? Faith didn't
havve anything of Bill's; she dido’t have anything he
could possibly wane.

As Faith wondered what her parents wer
hghting about, her mother's eyes widened juse a licele
bit, almost as if she was afraid. But her mother never
got scared, why would she be now?

Dear God, Grandma sap mmetimes you listen,
Pleas make chem sop. Why does Momney look scaved,
Goalf What i goieng anf

As Faith wondered about her mother, her step-
father’s belt came undone and be pushed his pants
down. Bill yanked Faith’s Aimsy night goen upwand
with the same hand that had freed his cen belt and
pants: Faith'’s eyes widened in fear and sarprise as he
then ripped her underwrear off of her bortom.

G, wihat is be doingl Please, please, please make
By stap,

Her step father pulled Faith in front of him and
held her there, like a shield from her mother.

"Mo, Billl® Her mother screamed loudly, but
made no move tewards Faith. Faith quickly realized
that her mother was as frozen by terror as she hemelf
was, Maybe he was going to kill her and her mother
was afraid the policemen would take Bill away.

(ot please, belp me!

"W hat are you going to do about it Angiel™ Bill
asked mockinghy “Call the cops! Go ahead. T'm sure
they would love to know heow it is you make your
money, whore” Bill's voice was flled with emotions
Faith could not name. She clenched her eyes shut o
bleck out the hormor she mw on her mother’s face.
That was it then. Bill was poing to kill her and her
Mother knew it

Diear Grod, PLEASE, Help wel As she silently sent
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up ber last prayer, Faith’s tears began to come inloud
gasps and sobs.

"T’ll ghve you something to cry abour,” said Bill
"T°ll shoer you sorry™

Her eyes still tighdy closed, she did not see her
mother crumple to the lcor unable or umwilling
to stop the nightmare from happening, Faith cnly
heard the dull thud of ker mother falling and then
felt a blinding pain where her tzacher had said no one
should ever touch her.

Faith lay on her bed. Sleep would not come and
neither would any clear thoughts. Her open Blue eyes
were unblinking, unsseing, Usually brighe and clear
with hope that things would someday ger better, her
eyes were now the doudy glazed aver eyes of a corpse.
They matched the way she felt inside: dead.

Her body was the only thing that told her Eill
had not killed her. She hurt everywhere. Her head
pounded from erying hard sarlier, herbottom burned,
and her kegs ached with stifness.

Her mother appeared in the doorway and Faich
was vaguely aware of her presence but her unsecing
eyes would not focus She did not move or speak, and
the shadowy figure at her door was also still and silent

For a few minntes.

“Faith, are you awake!™ Her mothers vokce softhy
broke the silence. Faith™s eyes Anally focused in on
the ghosly sound, seeing cleary for the st time
since her sep-father had walked cut che kitchen door
silently buttoning his pants. His eyes had lost cheir
bulging lock and his jaw was limp when he lefi. He
had not said a word and had not locked at sither her
ar her mother.

Faith did not answer but lifeed her head off the
pillow and locked towards her bedroom deor blankly.

"Lock whe I found.” said her mother. Faith
could se= that she held Gracie in her arms and
warched as her mother slowly walked over to her bed
and bent down to place the cat next to her As the cat
snuggled in next to Faich, her mother sat down om che
corner of the mattress. Faith said nothing; she simply
fellowed her mother's moves with her new corpse’s
eyes and watched.

Faith lay still as her mother stroked the cat
behind the ears. She never returned Faiths stare
and when she Bnally spoke again, Faich felt char her
mather was talking more to Gracke than to her

“You didn't bleed bad, Faith; you will be Ok®
Her mather scraiched the cat’s head. Faith had never



seen her mother pay any attention to Gracle before
and anger began to brew in her belly ar the idea of
her mather choosing this day to Bnally sarc caring
about the car. Faith held onto the brewing feeling,
maybe the other Paich, the brove one, would take over
her scon.

“I called your school and told them you are sick
and will be cut for a few days” Her mother’s eyes
murved From the cat to the stained tan carpet.

The anger in Faich’s belly turned from a slow
brew to a rolling boil. She didn't want to miss school
for a few days; she wanted to be there now. Mis
Smith never would have let this happen. Miss Smich
would have held ber and hugged her and told her
everything would ke ok just like she did when Faich
fell down on the playground and skinned her knees.
She wanted Miss Smith right now, not her mother.
This was her fault and now she was keeping Faich
away From school, tos.

Her mother had seemed sorry as she had scooped
Faith up from the kitchen Aoor after Bill lefr. She had
even been almost kind as she cleaned the blood from
Faith and changed her into a fresh nightpown. When
she had put PFaith to bed, her mother had whispered
to her that Bill would not be back.

But none of that mattered to Faith. Her mother
had never seemed to care about her before, why
should Faith beliewe she cared now! And she had
not hugged her or tald her it would be OK like Miss
Smich would hawe.

The anger inside Faith boiled harder as she
watched her mother staring listlessly at the bedroom
Aoor. Where was the brave Faith? She wanted o
scream and yell and run away, bat she coulda’t. Her
mather l=t our a sigh as she withdew ber hands from
Gracie and pulled them into her lap nervoudy clasping
and unclasping her Angers together, @ movement that
Faith knew indicated she was stressed and needed a
clgarette,

Her mother lifted hers=lf from the bed and
looked around the room as if she had seen the space
for the fist time. She opened her mouth to speak;,
but then shur it quickly and turned to lexve. Faith
hoped she dropped the cigarette she was leaving for
and burned down the house, Faith wouldn't move as
the fire ate her up and took her away:

Pausing at the doorway her mother looked down
at ber feet and quicdy urtered what Faich choughe was
an apology (i shes you sorry Faith Blinked as her
mather closed the door behind her but no tears came.

af
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Bill had taken the last of her tears from her on the
kitchen Hoor.

Alone inher bedroom, Faith loaked at Gracie but
did not towch her What was once her most beloved
possession now seemed like a stranger to Faith. The
cat mewed softhy, locking at Faith with wide green
eyes. Faith did ot like the fear and pity she saw in
those eyes as Gracke began to get up and walk closer
tor Faith's head to combort her friend wich wet kisses.

Angered by the almost apologetic move, Faith
shot out her arm and smacked the car aff the bed.
The cat landed a few feet across the oom slenthy
landing on all four paws. Faith had never treared her
pet unkindly before and, as if confused, Gracie began
to meow ina soft ory.

Slowly, Faith sar up. Her botrom half was sciff
and scre, and her entire body ached from the tears she
had cried eady this morning (Tl pive you something fo
ery absusl Bage coursed through her small body and
dulled the pain a bit, allowing her to move as long as
she moved deliberately.

She sat on the edge of her bed for a while with

her du]l}f :-:mnm]ng l-:g: Cﬂ.l.'\d:l.l.l.bl' set out in front of
her. Emotion still EICHF-EC[ Faith: the I:u:u]llu.g rage was

all she could Feel—rage and a faint burning between
her legs.

Clear thoughts were also still our of Faith's
grasp. The hiss of an anger-fucled fire was the only
thing inside her numbed mind. Her Blmy dead eyes
were locked on Gracle, whe returned the gaze with
fear shining nakedly in her green-glowing feline eyes.

Faith sat staring at her cat for a long time, mot
really sesing her but aware that she was crouched
there. Meither cat nor gid moved or shifred their gaze
for what must have been a very long time. Then, the
cat began to meow loudly and desperately, che way
animalstend to do when they sense something deadhy
in their midse.

The sound clicked something inside of Faith,
something deep and hidden and feral. Her eyes
twitched and her muscles tightened briefly, then
relaxed. Her hot anger turned at once to ice. There
was a change coming over Faith. She had known in
the kitchen that she would never be the same, but
now she was certain, She embraced the changes,
embraced the frigid calm she was feeling and knew at
cnce that she needed to make whews sorry. She knew
all this without really thinking abour it a swicch
inside of Faith had simply been Hipped when the cat
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had begun to cry. This wasnk the brave Faich that
sometimes did things that would get her into more
trouble: this was o new Faith, one who did not care
about amything.

Carefully rising from her materess, Paich began
to walk stiffly to the far corner of her room, never
remeving her eyes from the arying cat (Tl giee you
semmerbing o vy abousl

In the corner sat propped the only gift she had
goteen for her eighth birthday:

She only remembered it was there and that
it would come in handy today. She did net think
about how excited she had been when her Grandma
(Crramdma says God listeng) had ghven ie to her Bven if
this thought had been wvailable to her, Faith would
not have heard it over the fragmented voices which
were growing louder in her mind.

She cuded her small hand arcund the cald
aluminum of the baton. The voices of all who had let
Faith down began to loudly fight 2ach other for space
inside her hollow mind (Grod Sstews . . . Pl give you
reRmeriNng fo oy abowt . . o fake iF ous on wie festead s ..
Il show yow sovry, but her own inner voice was gone,
Her dead eyes were as cold and empey as the hallow
metal rod she now held.

The cat let out a loud, terrhed screech. The cry
reverberated through the small rosm, sounding more
human than Faith would ever again feel.

Walking back toward her old friend, Faith gave
her once beloved pet a small, crocked smile thae ne
longer locked as sweet and innocent as her smile once
had.

"Dron't ery kitty,” mid Faith, scunding cold and
rigid as she raised the birthday gift above her head
with both hands.

*Tll give you semething to ory about. I'll show

you ﬂ:il:l.'}'I' She gr]n.n.n:l—n wide devil s gr]n..
Faith brought down the baton.



ELISE TARYN HAAS
Traction left no marks as upward movements were processed
A feather drug in the mud congealed from the sands of time
Drragon's jaws fossilized and waiting to devour Excalibur
The last defense to a blade of down
Heating from a pastoral doud-choked sky
To grounds of a portrait tower
Ripe with rotten apples
and beetles touring mazes of pastel hedges
As footprints serve for tombs of carcasses amassed
by pollured puncruation of hawlk's beaks
Speared from platforms of stonewalls crumbled
Ghosts of archers’ arms pulled taur
Aiming to arch a terminal branch of slighted graviry
Forming a cemetery of dire walves feasting on tasseled tales
Requiring solemn drinks by a bedside manor

Remembrance of a calling of courtly proportions
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AMY TAYLOR

Use me; abuse me. Don’t leave your heart open.

I'll take it and break it, leave you bleeding and broken.
Search for my soul. Look into my eyes.

Beyond your reflection, I'm empry inside.

Maothing but dadeness. Vast, empty space.

Trapped behind smiles, and a beautiful face.

Body aching, yearning to feel.

Your touch burning my skin. The pain making me real.
Mistreated, misguided. Screaming through the silence,
that entraps me and wraps me, entwined in the violence.
Loss of innocence, at a tender age

purity destroyed, and taken away.

Mothing left to give. It has all been taken.

Torn away by lust. My body used: my mind awakened.



R I.EET HE ON THE PAST
MATTHEW RISELL
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As I sar on my desk, writing a tale,
A shrill buzz became louder, buzzing here.
Until it became a roar that zoomed neac.

It ceased. Thump! The bug landed on my mail.
All wras still. Then it hoist’d itself withour fail.
I didn't want to harm it, for it was clear
That the hoary insect must only fear.

Now, it lifted its leg to no avail.

Bug, [ see your tired gait, your frail toes,
The pauses aft” each step, and your physical woes.
For this, 1 shall l=t yOu Iest on my desle,
You have secn many seasons. For your, thongh
Short life, I shant harm you, bur appeass,

Beocause of our fate, Yo an:n’tjust a pest.



L beiririlod & black snas vt STACKED BURNT BODIES
His skin was as black as the dead nighe sky.

He ran as fast as the wind. EATHEH "E X HAHHH?
If you blINEed you would miss him.

Feverishly sprinting; like a gazelle through an endless feld of plume trees.

Ar the end of his journey he took his own life.

I stood there, over his lifeless body.

I stood there salivaring as blood poured from all three bullet holes he punched in the left side
of his brain.

I befriended a white woman once.

She wore a long white fowing gown, with hideous blue horizontal stripes.

Joy killed her!

Blank has no mercy!

Blank has no expression upon its face!

She lay there motionless.

You could see her veins drain through her paper thin skin.

The crimson fell from her cheels.

Where she is going there is no need for make up!

I have come to an end as well.

Mo more BOLD FACED declantions!

I have no voice.

Echoes in a tin can.

I cannot escape the joy within.

I LOMNG TO HATE!

JOY GO AWAY!

I cramp as the clock hands beat me; scarring my soul.

They stab me with every tick.
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Every second of everyday, | am suffocating!

Oh how I used to love to stab that woman, over and over

I was mesmerized as I watched the black blood spilling over her crisp white dress.
I left brilliant stains!

I was never convicted of this crime.

I wras such a lovely murdered

Howr [ longed for those silver bracelets.

I did not want to stand trial. I had no time to wait.

I would have cursed the judge and been held in contempt of court.

To hell with the jud'u:jal system, | know how to hide the bodies!

I will stack them neatly, one by one. I will place them in that cardboard coffin with the air
holes.

Oh how I love the stench -::l:r-:nrting fesh: crisp and clean!

Yet again I long to pierce that white ladies flesh.

My sword is dull though and I have no stone to sharpen it

WAIT I KNOW! I WILL BURN THE BODIES!

I will torch them all!

The smell will be putrid but I do love warching fingers burn in a fire.
The world will have no chaice but to smell my rancid accomplishments!
I must hurry! I hear the lynch mob ripping through the forest.

The trees shake as they see me pass by,

They tremble from the root.

I whisper to them,” I will not kill you anymore.”

I will allow them to breath, ar least for one more day.

They still hide though. I have broken this promise many times.

I have killed off their lowed ones, one by one!

Ar last I am discovered and put to lethal rejection.

Oh how I welcome death.

NOW ATLEAST [ HAVE SOMETHING TO WRITE ABOUT!



RAW VERSUS PASTEURIZED:

__THE DAIRY DILEMMA
ELAINE MENDELSOHN PLEET

Shopping for healthful alternatives in the

local supermarket has gotten easier. Ohver the past
Fewr gears, almost every grocery store in America has
included a "healeh food™ section among the produce
as well as the dry goods. Food manuficturers are
beginning to respend to increasing consumer demand
for less Factory and laboratory manipulation., Careful
shoppers can now And an expanding selection of
commercial products that promote arganic te glaten-
free to vegan options. Things ger confusing, however,
in the dairy aisle. What was once a simpls matrer
of selecting milk based on taste and fat content
(whole versus skim, one percent, etc)) has become
surprisingly complicared. The modern dairy display
case offers shoppers some unusual choices: Grade A,
Homopenized, Pasteurized, Lactose-Pree, Gluten-
Free, Organic, Ultra-Pasteurized, Calcium Enriched,
Easy-to-Drigest, Vitamins A Palmirate, E, and D3
Fortified, plus DHA Omega 3 What will not be
found — ever — in an American grocery store is a food
once considered a staple source of nourishment for

thousmnds of years, and that is "raw milk.”

Since the turn of the 20th century milk has
become much more than something to enjoy at
breakfast or with desern. Once called “the most
nearly pecfect food™ and an icon of purity, milk today
has become a highly contreversial substance. Taken
for granted for generations, the pasteurization of milk
in the 2lst century in the LLE. and Canada is an issue
caught in the vortex of o fierce debate. The battle
between those protecting the public from milk-borne
pathogens and those asserting individual rights to
consume their milk raw is heating up. Some nutrition
experts and dairy farmers advocate raw milk for s
superior quality, taste, and for the beneficial bacreria
it provides. It is alse hailed as o cure for various
ailments and allergies. At the same time, scientists and
phy=skians vilify unpaseurized milk as the potential
carrier of lethal microorganismas, such as Salmonella,
E-coli, and lystera as well as parasites and winuses.
Raw milk and preducts made from raw milk are
blamed for cases of kidney failure, paralysis, chronic
disorders, and even death. The pasions, pelitics,
and paradomes surrounding milk have become se
enfamed that it deserves attention beyond the level

of reac :in:-na.r]' rhetoric.
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The majority of the milk-drinking public has
hardly been aware of any controversy since in most
states in the UL5 the sale and distribution of s
milk is actually illegal. However, this awarenzss is
changing, While commercial advertisers chat promote
milk seermn to avoid the discussion, mos media cutlets,
from local newspapers and national magazines to
the Inrermet, talk up the izsue. Wrirers, Almimalers,
scientists, lawyers, and civil rghts advocates also sir
the pot of the milk argument. Emmy Award winning
flmmaker, Rocbert Kenner through his 2008
documentary flm, Foad fuc, and the bestselling
author, Michael Pollan, in his books, Olmmivens
Dylemunar A Novwral Hisrory of Fowr Meals and In
Defense of Foodd An Eater’s Manifeste, have introduced
the controversies over milk to a much wider audience.
O the other 2nd of the comersation, the Centers for
Dlisease Conerel and Prevention (CCAC) and the Food
and Drug Adminiseration (FDMAL fedeml agencies
armed with the mision of consumer protection,
wage a strong campaign through their websites and
publications to pramote pasteurdzationand to educate
the public on the risks and dangers associated with
drinking raw milk.

T\:\ mlhﬂ MAErLsrs SV maore L'\DI:DPlll:ﬂ.I:ﬂi :E:!r I:hE

consumer, the debate has deepened well beyond milk
itself The innocent glass of milk is now asscciared
with serious countzrculiure and libertarian-syle
arguments including distruse of government, distain
for larpe corperations, and skepticism about science
and its interventions into the food supply. The Aght
for access to raw milk among whole food advocates
highlights growing tensions between the intereses of
large corporate agribusiness and a “dow food,”™ small
farm movement spreading across Amerca. To the
earnest buyer wanting to feed the family the social
and peolitical implications suddenly loam larger and
more insidious than just the desire for quality milk.
It is what Dr. Febecca Berg expresses as the “meta-
argument” underying the debate over raw milk. In
an article encitled T Just Dion’s Wane Them Doing
That to My Focd’s The Backlash Azainst Jcience and
Its Implicaticns for Environmental Health™ written
in 2008 for the fownal of Emvirormnevial Health,
she stares, "Raw-milk advocates argue thar ic was
pasteurization chat made possible the devel opment of
factorg-farm-style dairy producrion in the frst place
o+« Diismay at the state of American food production

i :n:ﬂ_:-]n.g up ntr_:,rwh:re in mainstream FuH.I.c
dizcours=" {31].



In the 2lst century, the conscientious shopper
stands in the dairy aisle caught in a web of conflict
and increasing doubt. The intensity on both sides
of the raw versus pasteurized milk argument places
consumers in a uniqudy modern dilemma. Should
the s=anch for wholesomeness run counrer to medical
science and state and federal authorities! How can a
genuine concern for food safety be reconciled with
the alarming realization that corporate manipulation
has made food preduction actually dangerous for
both humans and the plapet? A growing segment
of society, motbrated to protect health and the
environment, Is taking 2 more reflective lock. In
response €0 the confusion., Many U 6o :c:Elen:ed.
journalism, in print and on-line, hoping to fAnd
answers. OF courss, the information and perspectives
found in the media are passicnately and widely spread
across the spectrum.

What exactly is raw milk? ¥Yvena Fast, author
of the article, "Spile Milk," published in 5 The
Erwivenmental Mapazine, quotes raw milk enthusiascs
from the Bealmilk.com websive: Faw milk is "real
milk that comes from real cows that eat real feed” (42-
43). Promoters of “real milk® contend that raw milk
is far superior to its pasteurized cousin. Providing

all twenty esential amino acids, enthusiasts caim
raw milk strengthens the immune system and cures
conditions such as irritable bowel syndrome and
Crohn’s dissase. According to the studies eported
by the Jowrmal of Allergy, Asthma and Jownunelagy in
2006, “Dirinking raw milk less=ned a child’s chance
of developing asthma, eczema and hay fever” (Fast
43). The results of a study, published in Clwical
and Expevimrental Afergy in 2008, also indicate that
“consumption of farm milk may offer protection
against asthma and allergy® (Fam 43). Thar same
report, however, continues its message waming
readers concerning bacteral pathogens, such as E.
coli and Salmonmealla, thar mmeLl:mq.r conrain.

For over 5,000 years of history from ancient
Babylonia, Egypt, and India, humankind drank mw
milk straight from the farm. In contrast, for the past
120 years almese all the milk packaged, purchased,
and conmumed throughout the U5, and Canada
is pasteurized. Deborah Blum explains some of
the histary in her piece entitled “Thairy Cult Milk
Pasteurization has Saved Countless Lives. Yet B
Milk® Fantasists Think We'd be Better off Dirinking
Dieadly Bacteria® published in 2010 for the NMarional
Post newspaper of Ontards, Canada. In her aricle
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favering  pasteurization, Blum  explains that in
1907 the city of Mew Yock wicnessed hundreds of
deaths, especially among children, due to typhoid,
diphthera, and the “whire plague” of tuberculosis.
Each of these diseases was found linked to pathogens
spread through the conmaumprion of raow millke. After
a particulardy serious typhoid epidemic in 1914, the
city was finally compelled to enforce a pasteurization
policy which, within just seven years, brought abour a
dramatic decline in infant morcalicy (A15).

Artorney Andy Weisbecker Further explains
milk’s history in an arcicle, "A Legal History of Raw
Milk in the United States” he wrote for the Jonrmal
of Eneivonmental Health, Weisbecker states that
during the eary y=ars of the 20th century milk was
transported long disances for the frst time. The
safety of milk was directly dependent on o need for
consistent  refrigeration which was not available.
"As people in the United States moved from the
caumq.mlde imto cities,” Waithacker ::Pl:lJns. “their
milk supply became increasingly unhealthy. Milk
fraom cows in the country was transporced Farther
and stored at higher temperatures than in the past.
Millke produced cleser to cities came from. cows kept
under crowded and unsanitary conditiens, and

as result, mamy city residents, especially children,
increasingly became sick and died” (82-63). The
wehsite for the Food and Dhrug Administration
explains what happensd next. In response to che
risk: the federal povemment tock action under the
LL5. Public Health Service te protect the public in
1935, by the drafring of the Modd Milk Ordinance.
This ordinance promoted strice guidelines for milk
production, including paseurization, storage, and
distribution. M ow entitled the Grade A" Pasteurized
Milke Orrdinance, this body of rules is voluntary, but
cne that each state and milk producer could adept
to secure a uniform naticnal standard For milk
safery. Faw milk, by defnition, camnot carry the
Grade A cerifcation ("Grade "A’ Pastearized Milk
Ohrdinance™).

Mo longer just a breakfast beverage, beloved milk
is now treated as a commedity: a tighcly controlled
substance regulated by complex state and federal
regulations. Today, Grade A pasteurized milk is not
only the commercial standard in this "free market”
of America, in most states across the country but
it is the only legal milk that can be boughe and
consumed. According to Faw Milk Mation, a project
under #he Farm-fo-Consumer Lepal Deferse Fund's



website, cnly ten states in the UL allow a legal
retail sale of raw milk. Pennsylvania is one of the
few. In Bfteen states, ic is only legal to purchase raw
milk directly from a farmer. In four stares, raw milk
is only legally permicted to be sold as pet food. In
four sates, indbviduals wanting access to raw milk
began to design co-ep or “cow sharing” agreements
direcely with dairy farmiers in order to cirounmvent amy
legal resericrions (“Raw Milk Hation”). According to
Weisbecker, this amangement technically makes cthe
consumer a “co-owner” of the herd of dairy catcle
and can therefore legally receive milk in exchange
for dividend shares. In six states, no laws exist on the
bocks permitring cow-shares. In ten sates, any sale of
raow milk under any circumstance or armngement is
considered a crime. Beyond individual state laws, the
LL3. povernment has determined that nowhere in this
vast, geeat country s it legal to transport row milk
across state lines (52-63)

Cow-sharing arrangements between farmers and
consumers wanting access to rmw milk hove become
a divisive political issue. Ohver the past chirey pears,
the FDA and CIMC have been urging state legislarures
to make cow-sharing co-ops illegal. This effort was
alse discussed in Laura Landre’s Wall Stress Jonrmal

article, in which she quotes Jehn Shechan, director
of the FDUA Diivision For Dhairy Food Safety: "Faw
milk is inherently dangerous and should met be
consumed by anyone, ar any time, for any reason”
(L2}, Landro explains that povernment agencies have
been so successful in this effore that states, such as
Wisconsin, a big dairy state, now have a complete
ban on any and all sales of raw milk and row milk
products, such as yogurt and cheese. The issue of cow-
sharing has also been o palitical issue in Washington
Seate. An arcicle published in the Meovbidicy and
Mertality Weekly Repory (MMWER), a pablication
for medical physicians, discusses a case in Cowlit
County, Washington of an outbreak of E. coli
0157H7Y and outlines how this milk-borme, highby
infections bacterium was identified and blamed for
sympeoms manging from abdominal cramping and
blecdy diarrhea to the more serious hemalyric uremic
syndrome, a disease that causes permanent kidney
damage. An embargo was placed on the particular
farm connected to this cuthreak, the remaining milk
was discarded, and the farm’s cow-sharing sales of mw
milk were disbanded. The article concludes stating
that “no addicional repores of illnes asseciated with
the farm have been recetved™ a medical and legal
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success story accerding to the authors of the report
{Bhar et al. 165-67).

What is so compelling about mw milk that
indbviduals from all walks of life are willing to ke
such health risks and challenge state and federal lawes
for the right and pleasare of drinking it? For those
who have iried mw milk, the immediate pesitive
response is often its creamier, more satisfying taste.
Those whe are old encugh to remember more rurally
connected lifestyles will state with ddighe char it
is what milk used to taste like. Beyond the great
taste, the mothvations seem to be two-pronged. On
one hand, advecates argue in favor of raw milk for
its many perceived benefies. On the other hand,
protestors sand against pasteudzation as detrimental
to individual health and the environment as a whaole.

Health concerns with pasteurization  imvobve
the imterference with our naturally developing
immune systems. Raw milk contains vitamins,
benaficial bacteria Ifj_:lrn:-l:-l-:-l:]-::}l;I and ENTYmEs, which
are destroyed with the heat of pasteurkzarion, and
advocares claim that raw milk, with its full range of
probiotics and emzymes intace, greatly enhances our

a.h].lll:}r o Egbt Fn.l:hngu:u SuPP-:n.l:l:cr: of Fmeu.rl::ei
milk make ]Jght of this claim and insist thes= EnTymes

and bacteria serve no substantial benefit in human
nutriticn. Despite this assampeion, milk produces are
sold as Fortified with vitamins and probiotics, a selling
point for consumers bactling digestive problems. Faw
milk enthusiasts will retort that these same digestive
preblems are actually che end resule of drinking the
denatured, dead pasteurized milk.

Oreher responses, bath against pasteurization
and in favor of raw milk, seem to be more political in
orentation. These positions imvobe serious cdticisms
of the current state of the American milk production
system, often described as “Big Dairy Az.” This
system, rooted in capltalism, has produced the Blihy,
over-crowded, and cmiel Concentrated  Animal
Feeding Operations (CAPD) dairy facilivies of which
Kenner and Pollan helped to make the public aware.
The triad of pasteurkation, overuse of antibiotics,
and overcrowded farming practices are together
blamed by acthvists for the very development of maore
lethal, anribioric -resiztane strains n:l:'.u:J:n:u:-rg:l nizms.
The previoudy cited article by Berg highlighes che
ouchreak of one such resistant bacterium. Berg, in
her acticle for the Jowmmal of Envirenmensal Health,
quotes the owner of a dairy farm in California that
sells mow milk: "E. coli 0157 HT evdlved in grain-fed



catcle. It n.l:n.n.'dng to me that . .
feed more than half the antibiotics in the country to
animals and breed these antibiotic-resistant bacteria

s &S E:I:Cil.'}l' E.I.'ID.I

at the same rime the food corporations are destroying
our immune sysgems” (311

Cricies  of CAPOs poine our thar i is
pasteurization that made these disastrous facilivies
prssible. While the public seems to be sold on images
of nutdtional purity, the mothation for these mega-
dairy businesses is simply profits. The corporate
model is: it does not macter how Blthy the conditicns,
how sick the cattle, or how toxic the milk preduct,
pasteurization will Ax the problem. Despite the fact
that the outhreak descrbed in the MMTR amicle
was discovered at o small farm, bacteria evelving at
CAFC facilivies might be spreading throughout the
countryside. This was one of the theodes sumounding
recent mational cuthreaks of Salmonella found in
spinach and apple juice, and E. coli 0157 H7 found in
ground beef It is an interesting ironyn Pasteurization
can be o modern-day lifesaver. At the same time, it
can be Pandora’s Box of evils.

"Where can the dazed consumer, with milk on the
shopping list, turn for more clarity on these weighty

issues? It is rare to And |_:r|.1]:-.|.|.d:|.-n:|. articles m.FF-n:ti.nE

raw milk among newspapers and magazines. This
may be due more to the peolitics and the current legal
climate than any specific points in the debate. When
in doubt, follow the money The absence of pro-raw
milk articles may also reflect gassroots arpuments
in Favor of the return to pasure-feed versus grain-
feed for dairy cattle. Cows, designed by nature to eat
grases, be:c-me\req.r gick when fed corn and 5OY. Carn
producersaresomeofthe biggestbusinessandlobbying
groups in America. Pasteurization is incricately tied to
ccher dimensions of the marketplace. Where can the
interssted consumer Aind more detiled information?
Fortunately, in this modern age, Anancial and legal
correctness never stops the Internet.

An internet s=arch for raw milk education leads
a “milk deteceive” quickly to a few key websites: the
Weston A Price Foundlation, 1 nutrition sducation
crpanization; the Farwrso-Consumer Legal Deferue
Fund, a pablic advocacy { legal resource group; and
Realmulk ceom, o gite For conmmer aducarion and rew
milk “central command.” These thres groups have all
stepped forward to help counter arguments made by
the medical and scientific esablishments regarding
the dangers of mw milk. Together, they sapport the
building of 2 movement against what they claim are
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lies about raw milk and manipulations in fver of
corporate profits and protection of the stamus quo.
Ar frst blush, their accusarions appear extremisc and
counter-intelligent, since the science community
supports  pasteurization. On closer  inspection,
however, the vircues of the pro-raw milk position may
become clearer.

For the openrminded milk buyer, the most
challenging search of all is to And the voice of
modemtion. An emample of the middle road,
Marion Mestle is an educated voice of reascn and
responsibilicy. Mestle, a nuerition and public policy
expert, is a contributing writer for The San Framcisco
Chronick and author of many nutrition and food
safety books including, Faed Peliticrr How sbe Food
Industry Influences Nwrition and Health. On her
personal  website, Sodpolivicocom,  Meale writes
*Talking abour raw milk stirs up acan of worms, wich
plenty of ideclogy governing opinicns on all sides . .
« My view: yes, people should have the right to drink
raw millk if they want to, but they need to know —and
take responsibilicy for — the risks. And everyone who
produces row milk should use a HACCP (preventive
contral) plan and seick to it in letter and in spiric.”

As a result of all the dialogue and contradictions

over milk, the individual buyer stands alone at
a crossreads in the dairy aisle of the grocery store.
Most shoppers are oblivious to the complexity of
issues as they reach into the display case and place
the milk of their choice into their shopping carts. Poc
most Americans, milk appears as it has always been
in recent memory: homogenized and paseurized,
packaged in containers with labels that are as familiar
as they are acceptable. Mo questicns are asked. It s just
milk. For a growing number of consumers, however,
milk is a symbal of the changing wodd—a wordd
full of good and bad micrecrganisms and cne that is
quickly losing its balance. For a growing number of
us, milk, both the raw and the Pﬂ.u:cur]zed wvarieties, iz
becoming a rally cry for persanal healch, public safety,
and individual rights; it is becoming a symbal of the
health of the emvironment and the measure of owr
abiliey to be good stewards of the planet. This whole
debate seems rather lofty in the face of a simple glass
of milk, but raises important questions—questicns,
if explored through open-minded inquiry wichout
falling into a dogmatic convicrion, can help us beteer
understand the isaies symbolized by milk.
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USELESS OAK
CATHERINE J. MAHONY

It was raining so hard the pavement was cracking!

These violent storms do not come often but the da.magv: is alw:l}'s haorrific!
Like a viclation of the earth!

The lightning was quick and the thunder was hard!

The clouds DFEL‘.IEEI. up and released one singlr_ CTIMSs0n rain d:cup'.

The thunder was hard and viclent!

Mo umbrella!

Mo galoshes!

Mud puddles stain cloth!

Rain can be pleasant but not today!

The thunder does not say please or thank you!

The lightning does not ask permission before it splits a tree in twol

Dradk clouds follow dose behind like a shadow you just can not shake!

At first the air smells sweet like a new spring.

The sky gets stained yellow like an old dated photograph.

The wind is seductive with its cool gusts, and is gentle when it brushes by your pink cheeles.
You would be naive to think that only certain winds bring tornadoes!
Every strong wind has the potenrial to cause harm!
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The mighty oak stood there unshakeable like it had endured many bad storms and lived to tell the ale.
It guarded its innards with thick calloused bark!

Its leaves were tartered and they hung on its branches like an old second hand overcoat, two sizes too
big.

Its veins set in deep wrinkles and folds of hardened sap.

It stood alone as if no other living thing dared to approach it.

Its roots were deep and bared scar tissue from its previous almosts but not quires!

Its outsides had been peeled back layer by layer but each time its skin grew back thicker and thicker!
Mo lightening!

Mo thunder!

Mo fruit!

It swayed like a half drunken man bur it did not staggerd

Rings told its age but never garbed its branches.

When night fell the wind would whistle through its branches and played a soft love song.

It went to sleep and tried to dream of gentle rain but thunderous nighrmares still consumed it!
It bared no fruit to its urter disappointment!

It awakened to viclent blows!

Each one was delivered with the intent to kill!

A trec which bared no fruit was a waste!

They surrounded the mighty oak and there was no escaping its dismal fate!

With each blow you could hear a faint dripping!

Tiny drops of sap began to collect at their feet.



It was sticky and sad!

Mo Froic!

Mo purpose!

The blade was reversed and coming from the inside cut!

Its branches trembled with disgust!

Twigs snapped viclently and the sound was deafening!

It began to stumble and its midsection was now exposed.

As if in slow motion it began to fall!

From below a tiny rusting could be heard!

A small baby bird had made a nest in its seemingly barren cavity!
Its fate was sealed!

The fatal blow was unforgiving and had the freedom of choice!
The nest was hidden under the leaves from all passers by!

Mo fruit!

Mo seedling]!

If a tree falls in the forest and there is no one there to witness it does it dic in vain?
All that is left now are stacks of paper and piles of wood!

Paper for writing and wood for handles!

Remnants of the mighty cak now used to make bold statements!
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I suffered a chill and lost my footing, Hu LHnIs sru .?
Ona p:bb]: atop hard mud. JES! |ﬂl S-EL LEHE

If there existed a single tree on those
Grassy highlands I now approached,
Iis branches would have conrsed

Straight into the sea.

As one thought stirs another,

I became lost in memories of my dear Fridgeir,
A proud wooden vessel now cast about the
Waves that butt the mainland crags,

As did She unkindly three seasons prior.

I still ascended eastward up the sloping moor.
The dull rays of the coming Sun,

Led by dutiful S4l%s steeds and chariot,

Bathed and softened my furrowed countenance
Both She and I rose to meet the other.

We, my fire, and my stew of serpents are
The only warmth on this island.

My duties at the summit I now reached were three:
G



Fresh snakes for dagmal and ndremal,

Sturdy grass for weaving,

And an escape from the heaviness of my cavern,
The darkest place on this island.

I was assessing a patch of cottongrass with my
Kesnest senses c-fqn: and hand,

When my duties were presently interrupted.

“Ho!" I shouted aloud, startling the grass, though

I may have been the only karl or kona of Midgard to hear it.
“The Moon has ate the Sun!”

I uttered this inside my self in hopes that

My mil has not fled from the exclamation previous,

And now I faced and digested this rare omen from abowve.

I panicked then, longing for my cavern abode,
Abandoning my tasks and returning toward there,

The dowmward path now sogged from morning mist.

I admit I then feared it was the End of the World,

and that the Serpent Jérmungandr encircling this plane
Had a vengeance for me, for what crearures like He

I daily consumed.
I had begun even to roast and gnaw
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The meat of the skull of His brethren in this current season.

The waves below appeared to crash with an eery force,

As though a great animal emerged or fell somewhere far off
And was creating this great wake,

Though I thought perhaps

These were the images created by a mind in fear,

From the disturbance of a breaking sunrise.

The morning was black as char when [ reached the pebbled shore.
I entered my cavern to Aind my bed and belongings Hooded
By the gl]u:l: of that Great Serpent,

And a wave crashed from behind, up to my tresses.

This was truly The End of the World,

And Jérmungandr was near.

I recovered from a drenched sheepskin pouch

My iron pendant in the likeness of Mjélnir,

Crafred by my dear deceased and honorable Crmr.

The iron clanked upon my metal brooches as I donned it,
And I yet feared, though I wore the symbol.

The waves then subsided, a sure sign

The Serpent had turned its course,

And I dosed my eyes in stark darkness.
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