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Mud 
Bv Aaron Marsh 

I sat on the porch of one of Ketchum Air Service's cabins on 
the remote mud flats of Cook Inlet and watched the last of the 
high tide draining quickly. The water sloshed around the pilings 
of the small shack and drained away like water in a tub. With the 
water went any hope of seeing the floatplane that was supposed 
to pick me up. I was now alone in the sea of mud shining in the 
rising moonlight. 

I was hungry, tired, damp, and covered in mud. I was supposed 
to be on an airplane flying back to Anchorage 10 miles away. 
Back home to dinner, back to see my mom off to work, back to 
a shower, dry clothing and my own warm bed. Standing on the 
porch, I could see the glow from the city of 250,000 people tucked 
away against the Chugach Mountain Range across the inlet. High 
and dry above the mud I saw one of the most dangerous water
ways in the world standing between me and home. Anchorage 
may as well have been a thousand miles away. 

It was 1979, and I was 14 years old. That morning I had ridden 
my bike to work at Ketchum Air Service, in Lake Hood, the 
world's largest seaplane base. Although it was early fall , it was 
a bright sunny morning with a light nip in the air. My heart was 
full of pride. I had a cool job: I was a Ketchum dock boy, one of 
six boys the company hired each spring to work on the airplane 
docks. All of the kids were older than I was, and from wealthy 
families. I lived with my mom and brother in a trailer park, and, 
unlike the other boys, I needed to work to help my family. I was 
very grateful for the job. 

The summer was over, and I was the last dock boy working. The 
others had gone back to school, but my family needed the money, so 
I still worked afternoons and weekends. The day before I had been in 
school, where, like most young teenagers, I had always felt I never 
fit in. But on this day, I was a person with a job and responsibilities. 
I was to fix the deck on a company cabin in the mud flats. 

It was early Saturday morning and old Charlie Angle, a pilot, 
was loading lumber onto one of the large de Havelin Beaver 
floatplanes. We needed to work fast if we were to get to the mud 
flats with the morning tide. As I untied the plane and clamored 
aboard, Charlie cranked the large radial engine and it coughed to 
life. We taxied on the lake, lifting off smoothly on our journey to 
the mud flats. I was a little apprehensive by this time; I wished I 
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had no lock. In Alaska, for survival purposes, it's illegal to lock 
any cabin. The cabin was clean with a nice kitchen area equipped 
with cabinets and a water cistern, beautiful porcelain stove, and 
a loft with bunk beds. Very nice. Nicer than my mom's trailer. I 
twinged with envy, but with my curiosity satisfied, I needed to 
start back to my cabin. 

"But no plane came, 
and the tide rushed 

out again." 

I tried to make up 
time by crossing the 
ravine directly, and 
almost instantly I 
found myself up to my 
knees in mud. I desper
ately grabbed a long 
driftwood stick and 
worked it between my 

hip-waders and the mud to break the suction, only to get my other 
boot stuck. I repeated the process while quelling my panic. I didn't 
want to be here when the tide rushed back in. By sitting down in 
the mud and pulling my legs out of the hip-waders, then pulling 
the hip-waders out of the mud, I was finally able to get across the 
ravine and up the other side in nearly an hour. Half swimming, half 
crawling, I scrambled up the ravine bank. I made it onto the deck 
of the little cabin with little time to spare. The water was flowing 
back in alarmingly fast. I was covered in mud. It was caked in 
my hair, and I could taste it in my mouth. I removed by boots and 
jeans and washed the mud off by hanging them over the deck in 
the rushing tidal water. In my wet clothes, I sat and waited for the 
plane. I wolfed down my remaining lunch, swallowing my Coke 
in big gulps. I was chilled to the bone. If the plane didn't get there 
soon, I would have to light the stove. 

But no plane came, and the tide rushed out again. Now I was 
panicked. What had happened? The night sky was clear, so it was 
not bad weather. Maybe plane trouble? But the company had six 
airplanes. This was bad. Imminent survival mode kicked in and 
I went back inside the cabin to fire up the wood stove. The stove 
quickly grew cherry hot and I, at least temporarily and perhaps 
ignorantly, felt relieved. Stripping down and wrapping myself in 
an itchy grey wool blanket, I hung my clothes to dry. There were 
meager supplies in the cabin: some old coffee in a rusting can, 
a stovetop percolator, rock-hard creamer, some sugar, salt and 
pepper, and a few tin plates and pans, but no sustainable food 
to speak of. Getting water from the rain cistern, I made a pot of 
coffee, heaped it with creamer and sugar, and settled down for the 
night. I slept on one of the bunks that had a thin canvas mattress, 

6 



thankful that the cool weather had kept 
the mosquitoes at bay. I slept restlessly in 
spurts, getting up to restock the stove when 
it cooled down. In the dead silence and 
darkness, I listened for a plane. 

In the morning light, a thick fog blan
keted everything, the rising sun just a 
bright smudge in the sky. I was hungry 
and uncomfortable in my now-dry but very 
muddy clothes. When the tide started to 
come back in, I didn't hold any hope of 
seeing a plane. The fog was thick, too thick 
to land. Maybe they would send a boat, I 
thought hopefully. But how could you find 
this cabin in the fog? I could barely make 
out the Scotts' bright green cabin through 
the passing curtains of fog. The tide came 
and went. My spirits were down. It was 
deathly quiet. Where were they? How could 
they forget about me? Surely my mom 
would have noticed me not coming home 
last night before she went to work? What 
about when she came home in the morning? 
No, I justified, she knew how busy I was 
going to be during the weekends this fall. 
What about my younger brother, Jason? He 
would surely miss me. But then again, he 
was probably at one of his friend's house for the weekend. He 
always preferred his friends' houses to our trailer. 

Hunger prevailed. I decided to go back over to the Scotts' 
cabin to see if they had any food. Wary of getting stuck again, 
I worked my way inland before trying to cut back to the green 
cabin. But by the time I got to the ravine, I couldn't see either 
cabin. I could only see a few hundred feet in front of me. In the 
silence, I could hear my heart pounding. As I worked my way 
back along the far side of the ravine, the real Alaskan weather 
came. It started to rain, lightly at first, then heavier. It made the 
mud slick and sticky, and I was quickly getting soaked to the 
bone. But with the heavy rain, the fog thinned enough for me to 
see the Scotts' cabin. In the driving rain, I ran to cover the few 
hundred yards to the cabin. I frantically climbed onto the porch, 
stripped off my hip-waders, and ran into the cabin. The rain was 
deafening on the sloped tin roof. I felt like the intruder that I was, 
but I was happy to be out of the rain and mud. 
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shallow pool. Shortly after, more and more arrived. I even saw a 
flock of Canadian geese pass over and land further on. Who knew 
waterfowl could bring such joy and hope? 

The evening tide came and went with no plane. Following my 
new routine, I lit the lantern and started dinner. Then I heard the 
high-pitched whine of an airplane passing overhead. Elated, I ran 
outside to see one of the Ketchum's red-white-and-blue Cessnas 
banking sharply, coming toward the cabin. The motor cut out, and 
it came down hard in the mud on its floats. It was a very risky 
maneuver. Floatplanes are meant to land in water, not mud. As it 
landed, the engine immediately went to full power and the plane 
moved slowly toward me where it ground to a halt about 20 yards 
from the cabin. The motor cut out, the cockpit door opened, and 
out climbed Craig Ketchum. He yelled to me, "Hey Marsh, vaca
tion's over!" using humor to hide his relief. He told me to secure 
the cabin and help him to tum the airplane around. 

I put out the stove and lamp, tossed my dinner out, and pulled 
on my hip-waders. As I tuned to leave, I stopped and ran back 
for the Jack London book. I held a wing rope as a pivot point 
to turn the plane around while Craig gunned the engine. When I 
climbed in the cockpit, I mentioned that the fuel gauges showed 
empty. Craig said they took out all the fuel to keep the plane 
light, then put back just enough fuel to get in and out of the 
inlet. I also noticed all the passenger seats were removed. The 
plane, at full power, sluggishly crept down to the water line, 
fighting the mud that did not want to let me go. But once in 
the water, we sped up, smoothly rising into the air and turning 
toward Anchorage, my home. 

Craig finally asked me how I was, and I responded that I was 
0 .K. I mentioned entering the Scotts' cabin and borrowing their 
boat. Craig said we could straighten out the whole situation next 
week. He apologized for forgetting about me Saturday night; 
both he and his dad thought the other had picked me up. By 
Sunday, when they realized I was missing, the bad weather had 
closed in. He let me know that there were a lot of people very 
concerned about me. Craig said he told everyone he thought I 
was a very capable young man, and he wasn't worried in the 
least. Suddenly, I was proud of myself. I was no longer the poor, 
unconfident trailer-park kid, but a young man able to control his 
destiny. Alone, I had managed to survive a desperate situation. 
This gave me the courage I would use again and again in subse
quent years to face the many personal challenges and adventures 
that came my way. 
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Elemental Defiance 
h Stacev Shimabukuro-Lui 

A single shell lies crushed to a gritty powder as its 
Pressed form washes into the 

Sandy evidence of others like it 
Who gave in 

As a neighboring pebble is raked on the shoreline tide and 
Scoured upon the granular shore 

Remaining true to pebble form amidst the sand 

Shoreline flower 
Retreats with a sullen countenance and 

Slowly wilts its petal life dry 
In the blare of the laser sun 

As a neighboring bud 
Holds its strapping head high 

Refusing to wither through the noonlight heat 
Defying the elements 

In the same assaulting light 

A stiffened tree cracks each 
Wooden appendage 

To the twisting element blowing unseen 
Obliterated in nature's obsessions 

As the pliable shrub 
Bends to the whims of harsh winds 
Breezing its form to the salty sky 
Strongly rooted in sandy ground 

Elemental assault on 
Shoreline affiliates 

Transform feeble members 
To the whims of nature s desire 

Amidst the valiant who refuse defeat 
To the assaulting conditions of forceful ambiance 

Defiant in the sand 
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Catalysts 
Bv Jah1a1ever 

Four years, that's how long it has taken me to finally realize 
how much my high school actually meant to me. I have only just 
now looked back and stared beyond the simple memories of my 
friends, beyond the visual remnants of my teenage youth. I look 
back now through clear glass. The tint of currency is gone. No 
longer does the fact that I am "in high school" hinder my perspec
tive; I can now truly see it for what it was, and how it changed 
me. Leaving Palau Mission Academy was easy; it is having left 
that continues to be the struggle. Looking back, I see me then and 
me now. Two different people bound by common memory. Two 
different people separated by a common experience. I am what I 
am now thanks to the academy. 

Upon entering your freshman year of high school, no matter who 
you are, you are a rock chiseled from a cliff face. You are jagged, 
hard cut, rough, and, imperfect. It is here that your definition of life 
begins. It is here that you first begin to choose who you are, and 
who you will become. 

I was a skinny, short, fuzzy-haired, simple young man. No 
extremities, no unique character, and no defining attributes. I was a 
freshly chiseled rock if there ever was one. But I was a lively one. 
It was in this year that I slowly, firmly established my position as 
class clown, not by choice, but by default. I said things, people 
laughed. I was class clown. 

Thus began Lesson One in social hierarchy. Now, class clown 
wasn't a very coveted position, nor was it a powerful one, but it 
was indeed a respected one. If you can make people laugh, people 
will like you. And so I giggled and charmed my little way through 
freshmen year, and slowly, some of my jagged edges smoothed out. 
But my journey had only just begun. 

People were already coming into my life to play a part that 
would alter the way I would proceed toward my destiny. Pieces 
began to fall into place that would define my pathway through my 
high school career. I was a simple jagged stone, waiting for my 
avalanche to start. 

Sophomore year was a year of awakening. I was introduced to 
an interesting set of circumstances, such as a bodybuilding nerd for 
a chemistry teacher, and a beautiful young psychology major as an 
English teacher. Now, being 15 years old and hormonally inclined, 
I enjoyed being taught by an attractive psychologist. The body-
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building chemistry nerd, however, did not excite me as much. 
In addition to these two extreme oddities, there came what may 

have been the greatest blessing of my adolescence: Mr. Kristo
pher Clark. Mr. Clark, or Clarko as I came to call him, became a 

mentor to me. He 
was young, but 
not immature. 
He was also old 
enough to have an 
aura of wisdom 
around him. I told 
him everything. I 
asked him every
thing. He was my 
hero. 

It was, in fact, 
Mr. Clark who 
may have made 
the greatest con
tribution to my 
life. He showed 
me my worth, 
and he helped me 
see my poten
tial. He looked 
at my dreams of 
becoming a film
maker and he 
said, "Go after 
them. Life is all 
about chasing 
something, striv
ing, reaching. It's 

our dreams that make us who we are." He was among the few who 
actually believed in me, and I worshiped him for it. And it wasn't 
just me that he affected. He changed my entire class. Through him, 
we found a way to draw closer to each other; he became somewhat 
of a father figure to us all, and that's what truly made us feel like 
family. With him as the spine, all our pages fell into place, and 
we felt as if we were part of something greater. It was during my 
sophomore year, thanks to Mr. Clark, that my rock finally began 
to take shape. I finally found who I wanted to be. 

Now three years deep, I felt I had come a long way. The people 
around me had already begun to change~ My friends and classmates 
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were, and why we were. Our lives had led to this. It's funny 
how 25 people can collide. My classmates had been nothing 
short of perfect. They had never made me feel out of place. 
They had never mocked my dreams. They did nothing but sup
port and motivate me. For my entire high school career, I was 
able to flourish because of the tolerance of my peers; they never 
made me feel like I couldn't accomplish anything. Our desti
nies had, up until this point, been intertwined, and now we were 
being torn apart. We had ricocheted off each other, and now we 

"Our destinies had, 
up until this point 
been intertwined, 
and now we were 
beinutorn apart." 

were flying in different 
directions. All along the 
way, we had crushed and 
grinded each other into 
smooth stones. 

My senior year was 
nothing short of surreal. I 
look back on it now and 
barely remember how it 
felt. It went by so fast I 
didn't even have time to 
consider it. But it was 
here that I reached my 
conclusion. My dreams 

were mine to chase. I swore as I shook the principal's hand and 
took my diploma that I would chase them to the end of the earth. 
I had already, in the three years previous, found a cause, a hero, 
and a calling. All I needed now was a chance. I woke up the day 
after graduation and opened my eyes to the first day of my life. I 
was finally ready to take my place among the rocks that formed 
the avalanche of my life. 

Palau Mission Academy did more than educate me, it shaped 
me. In many ways I owe my entire being to the people who 
went out of their way to help me find myself- my heroes, the 
teachers who instructed me on things that go far beyond text
books, and thousand-word essays. I owe my classmates, who 
not only stood by me as I stood tall, but who also stooped down 
to pick me up from the dust. I know now that I am not my own 
doing. I owe all that is good in me to those who raised me in 
hope, those who had faith in me. My parents, my friends, my 
classmates, and my teachers, all played extraordinary parts in 
my life. They watered me and watched me grow. They laid me 
in the stream, and saw my jagged edges and hard cuts erode. I 
am now a smooth and shapely stone, far from who I set out as, 
but closer to who I set out to be. 
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Nameless Face 
BY Taressalshlml 

To my unknown friend, 
I never knew you ... 
In some ways it's like you're not even real, 
Because all I know of you are stories and pictures ... 
But somehow I always sensed your missing presence in 
my life 
And with all that's happened lately, 
Your missing presence has been all the more clear. 
I have wondered how and whether we would get along. 
And I don't know why, 
But there have been times when I wished I could tum to 
you for advice 
Or just to talk, feeling as though you were the only one 
who would understand. 
It's hard to understand how someone I have never known 
could be so painfully missing from my life, but you are. 
I wish I knew you. 
I wish I could know who you would be today. 
I wonder who I would be if I had known you. 
I miss you, without knowing you. 
And without knowing why, I continue to need you. 

Sincerely, 
Someone who loves you 
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Soon the fateful first day arrived. It was a sunny and slightly 
drier than usual Friday afternoon. Dress code required that we 
wear collared shirts and slacks. My friend Peterson and I were the 
two Palauan translators for our teams, and we were each paired 
to a student missionary. Our papers in hand, Peterson and I set 
out to do various menial tasks such as piling the church's 1989 
Toyota pick up truck full of metal chairs, tables, metal stands, 
audio equipment and projectors. Of course this involved actu
ally driving the truck from place to place to collect these various 
resources. When the time finally came to leave the 1nain church, 
we thought we were more than ready. 

We had been driving for about 10 miles, that's 10 miles out of 
55, when a little yellow light caught our attention. We had been 
joking and laughing in excitement up to this point, but I assure 
you, it was dead silent now. We both looked at each other eyes 
wide open in both shock and fear. ''Gas!" we both shouted at the 

.: same time. Neither of us knew exactly how long the light had been 
~~ on, and we definitely didn't know how much fuel we actually had 

left. We couldn't even panic we were so scared. We pulled to the 
side of the road. The pastor, who had started out after us, finally 

~ caught up and pulled up next to us. 
~- "What's wrong?" he asked, smiling widely. '"Run outta gas?" 

He was laughing, we weren't. Neither of us knew how to say it, so 
..- Peterson was blunt. 

"It reads empty. The gas light is on." 
The pastor got out of his car and looked at the gauge. 
"Ah, you'll make it." He sounded sure. "Just drive it till it wont go 

;:. anymore, then we'll pick you up and take you the rest of the way." 
:. Skeptical, we followed his order, and drove on. Basically the 
.··: rest of our two-and-a-half hour trip boiled down to our eyes dart
/. ing from the road to the fuel gauge, which had gotten to the point 

where it couldn't go any lower. When we finally pulled in to the 
small church parking space, an entire 45 miles from where we 
"ran out of gas," we couldn't believe our luck. The words "thank 
God" took on a whole new meaning. 

Until then, I had heard miracle stories, some simply amazing, 
and some amazingly simple. But, I never would have guessed 
that one was lined up to happen to me. From that day forward, 
n1y perspective on God, his motives, and his mysterious ways, 
changed. I never looked at a blessing the same way. God can 
make a fish feed thousands, and oceans split apart. God can 

' move mountains and flood the entire earth. But funniest of all, 
God can make an old Toyota pick up truck go 45 miles on an 
empty tank. 
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Is There Enough 

Wheelchair Access 
at KCC?. _ 

Jt M•call If. sre;gerwald 

Section 504 of the Rehabilitation Act of 1973 states, "No quali
fied handicapped person shall, because a recipient's facilities are 
inaccessible to or unusable by handicapped persons, be denied the 
benefits of, be excluded from participation in, or otherwise be sub
jected to discrimination under any program or activity receiving 
Federal financial assistance" (Federal 22681 ). Does Kapi 'olani 
Community College (KCC) comply with the Rehabilitation Act? 

In the article, "Serving Students with Disabilities: Reflections 
of a Community College Teacher," Robert C. Johnson states, 
"Kapiolani CC sits on a hill near the slopes of Diamond Head. 
Although the location provides a gorgeous vista of the ocean and 
nearby Waikiki, the sloping campus is a trial for students and 
faculty who use wheelchairs ... " 

I couldn't agree more. As of the Spring 2007 semester, there 
were six students on campus who used wheelchairs. That number 
seems incredibly stnall considering the 7,289 students we have reg
istered on campus, but KCC needs to address the following issues: 
the problems with slopes and hills for people in wheelchairs, door 
access for individuals in wheelchairs, and the dissemination of 
more information regarding wheelchair use on campus. 

The first issue we need to consider is that slopes and hills on 
the upper part of campus are challenging for staff and students 
in wheelchairs. Johnson states that construction during 2000-
2001 reduced the degree of slope on several sidewalks to enable 
easier movetnent about the campus. In spite of this, moving from 
the lower part of the campus in a wheelchair to a higher part of 
the campus takes time and extra initiative. Mary Joan Haverly, a 
Disabilities Services Coordinator at KCC said those in electric 
wheelchairs don't seem to experience as tnany problems as those 
in manual wheelchairs. Apparently she is not alone in that belief. 
KCC student Goekce Seydan has a tnanual wheelchair. She rec
otntnends having an electric wheelchair versus a tnanual wheel-
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"Some students mav not 
agree. Thev might not want 

their monev being used to help 
people in wheelchairs." 

assisting people in wheelchairs, but everyone (from older individu
als to those having to carry heavy books). Once, during the Fall2006 
semester, I was leaving the Kalia Building when a staff member or 
student in a wheelchair was trying to enter. As I opened the door for 
him, I noticed that he had to back up a bit, so he would have enough 
room to get his wheelchair over the doorstep. Seydan agreed that 
doors that require a student to open a door by pulling it toward them 
are not wheelchair accessible. KCC has 17 buildings and only 10 
have automatic or power-assisted doors. Of those 10, only the caf
eteria and the library have automatic sliding doors (Johnson). 

Lastly, we need more information regarding wheelchair use on 
campus. "We, by law, are supposed to have one accessible route 
for the entire campus," Haverly said. "After saying this, yes, we 
do, but you need to know how to access the route." 

KCC staff or students do need to know how to access this route. 
The question is, how does someone in a wheelchair find this infor
mation? Seydan said, "The Special Student Students Office gave 
me a regular map, but I didn't understand exactly where I was sup
posed to go. In the beginning, I had to ask where the route started 
for each building, but after awhile I got the hang of it." 

Haverly also said that at one time the school wanted to put up a 
you-are-here-map, but lacked the funds. Such a map is a wonder
ful idea because it can help everyone. Another suggestion is a map 
for people in wheelchairs showing how to access each building. If 
not, a special orientation for people in wheelchairs should be held 
before working and/or studying on campus. 

In order for KCC's campus to have better wheelchair accessi
bility, money is a concern. University of Kentucky student Shan
non Long, in her article, "Wheelchair Hell: A Look at Campus 
Accessibility," gives a possible solution regarding her college: "A 
possible solution could be the use of tuition. If only $2 could be 
taken from each student's tuition, there could be almost $50,000 
extra per semester for handicap modification." Is this a possible 
solution for KCC? If KCC were to apply this solution, $14,578 
could be raised from the 7,289 enrolled students. With that money 
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''Like . tourists; huffing 
aad puffing tQ reach ttie 
peak w.e ·forg~t the view 

h 
,, 

on t, e way up. · 

-.Friearich Nietzsche 
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"A Collective Dream" bV DVIan 
An experiment In selective colorlzauon. Photograph tallen at the Honolulu zoo In late 
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Blood Diamonds 
IV cvnthil DUriiW 

Sierra Leone, Civil War, 1999 - forced labor enslaved to work in 
the diamond fields and mines 
RUF (Revolutionary United Front), promised the people would be free 
To join in the wealth of the diamond industry 
Instead all they fostered was cruelty and hate 
Children as soldiers and prostitutes 
Recruited for barbarity 
To line the pockets of RUF prosperity 
Their poor hands, their bodies, their minds, their souls 
DMX, five carats in your ear 
Kobe and Lil' Kim 
How can you rest? 
Diamonds mined in war 
zones, sold to finance 
the conflicts 
Don t you listen to the 
words of Kanye West? 

Blood diamonds 

Liberia, ex-president 
Charles G. Taylor 
Supported Sierra Leone's RUF 
With weapons and training in exchange 
for the bling 
Now his ass is facing trial in the Hague 
Shaq and P. Diddy and Mariah too 
Listen to me talkin to you 
Stop for a moment and listen if you will 
To frrst-hand accounts of the atrocities 
Suffered at the hands of the rebels 
there's no escape 
From the torture and amputation and even rape 
Do you seek understanding through the Kimberly Process 
To certify the origin of your bling? 
44 nations participate in the scheme 
Please tell me that this process is not only a pipe dream 
But we have to start somewhere don't you know 
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I'm about 60.1 have some references. I've lost both parents, my 
only brotlJ.er, classmates, friends, and best friends. Gone are the 
voices tl}.atknew me when lwas fast on my feet. When I didn~t snore. 
When myteet~ didn't soak in blue Tupperware at night. When niy 
hair was sof! and long and flowing. Yet there ate small bonuses too. 
I continu~ to ,"consult".those I . usea tq talk with face.:. to-face, but I 
no longer hav~to locG~:te thetn p~ysica!ly; or waiffor when we're 
both near (l phon_e. Bifferences ofage, ~pinion or ability don't get in 
the w~y G~:nymor~ .· The lov~ and theloved one become afabric of my 
hea~t, forever more unalterable by titne.or 9ircll.1nstance. th~ group 
is· with me 21/;7, a board of suppot1 thatjs growin.g .in number each 
year. Some losses you cari fill in, some you can't. . · · 

The funeral this SatlJ.rday was for the lQ-year-old son of (l co
worker ... The .kind of loss you can't .fill in; I had v;isited ·him in the 
children's ICU a few days before he passedoYou know how they 
say such places G~:te afontofinspiratioil? Well, for rpe, it .wasthe 
most 11epressingjun~tion of heartbrea~ and sadq.ess I'd Pl!lled up to 
in working 1nemovy: Not tpat I don't U;tld~rstand it--' I qo. If I were 
God, I'd. take · childx-eq ·for myself .. I'd take ~hen1 first, and ·I'd take 
them all, except then no one would . grow up to maK.e more. That 
Saturday, when I vi~ited, I knew.Reyn was going to be taken. I ju~t 
didn't think it would pe byTues.day. His ·eyeswere sobvight. twin
kly, like,every?ne. saicl.·· And his SJ1lile was so inuch more know~ 
ingthan tlie smiles of pass~rs-by~ .some of whom forgpt to smile ()f 
just C()Ulcln't anymore. When I hearq Reyn's time had ·come, I \V~nt 
numb. Tp prot~cttny~elf, .I think, from the thought oflosing one of 
my ()Wn children. At some level out ofmy ~ontrol, I was sure the 
thought alone would kill me, if I+ really let it out o~ the "basement. 

Thre~ Saturdayslater, was tfie. service~ . I · wanted tobe .there for 
my co-worker, her husband, and their other son. Even ifl h(ldn't 
walked the journey . of a child with.long-term illness, I · did kiiow 
what it meant to lose (l · brother .. And I ' kne·w the . aching he(lrt of 
an always-vulneraole parent. :A§ I ,approached .the ·chapel, tpY 
stomach started to knot, c~ntipedes squitrriing in unprepa;eclness, 
dread, fear, and sotnethin.g gl11eythat was tlJ.mip.g h(lrd like morta~. 
I thought,of the hands on · a clock and tried to convince myself, as 
I'd tried .before when understanding gotcomplicated, .. that eventu
ally the bi~ ha:t14 comes back around to the top. 

This Saturday, ~~~i~her the board pf support nor., the ha)lds oftime · . 
couldhelp .. As !neared. the family, . every sadness I~dkriown clamored 
to be heard· agai:tl: }ears and" ~eav~~g :sobs, unyielding. The chapel 
was .filled with moans of others who also couldn't hold back 

The service provided ·· beds for. our rivers · of grief. Pictures, 
slides, thnughtfql reading§,S!Qries ·and reflections from ministers 
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and family, friends and teachers. Hymns and songs filled by the 
mourning voices of hundreds who bravely opened their shaking 
hearts to the family. Old women who touched the boy to honor 
the family's love, grandmas who knew what to do. A pastor who 
asked us to honor the 1 0-year-old by not complaining about our lot 
in life. There was such perfect expression of love, honor, kindness 
and truth that for a few minutes I wanted to applaud. Then tears 
fell again, for a life well lived, a person well loved. 

When the service was over, I was exhausted. The mortar and 
centipedes were gone, but they'd left destruction, disorder, and 
chaos. Reyn's brother couldn't get an easy rhythm 
back to his breathing, the rest of us were having 
difficulty too. I wanted to close the Saturday 
suitcase. I wanted "Saturday" to be over. But I'd 
already decided I'd go on. 

I'd been Carol's last haircut every sixth Saturday 
for 25 years. The sun was almost down and she was 
sweeping the far end of her shop when I arrived. 
She put the broom down and moved quickly to me. 
"What's the matter?" I told her. 

Eventually our conversation moved to other 
things- her son, my daughters, new business chal
lenges. And then she told me about Richard. 

My friend is 12 years younger than me. Her 
husband Richard is 12 years older than me, and 
he'd just gotten his first hearing aid. They'd been 
watching a rented movie late one night the previous 
week. My friend didn't care much for the movie 
and was tired; so she stood up, and said, "See you 
in the morning." She had just turned for the bed
room when her husband sprang from the couch 
exclaiming, "I was not snoring!" 

We laughed as only long-time friends can. Deep 
from bellies that two minutes earlier had thought 
all the earth's air was gone. We laughed until we 
were strong with love again, until we were sore and 
weak with silly again. And later when I got home 
and was making dinner I was still laughing. And 
when I took a shower I kept laughing. And when 
I flopped onto the bed, I laughed again. The big 
hand wanted to start for the top again. For me. I 
should know by now. Faith is the place between 
where you ·are and where you need to be going. 
Reyn knew that. 
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Security or Surveillance? 
b lllemMitlllrll 

Radio frequency identification devices, "RFIDs," can radically 
alter life as we know it. RFIDs are security tools that corporations 
and government agencies have already begun to implement into our 
lives. RFID technology uses tiny computer chips that may someday 
replace the bar code system, allowing strangers to study your pur
chasing habits, or to look at your medical records and pinpoint your 
exact location. This is not science fiction. This is real, and we should 
all open our eyes and be aware - even fearful. Although RFIDs can 
serve practical security and surveillance uses, they represent an 
alarming threat to our privacy and civil liberties. 

RFIDs, nicknamed "spy chips," are hooked up to antennas that 
pick up electromagnetic energy beamed from a reader device. 
When it picks up the energy, the chip sends back its unique iden
tification number to the reader device, allowing the item to which 
the RFID is attached to be remotely identified. Unlike traditional 
bar codes, every RFID has its own unique number. No two cans 
of soda or pair of shoes will have the same number. RFID sup
porters argue that this system is no different than the purchase 
tracking a credit card or frequent shopper card allows. However, 
these chips can be read from a distance of up to 30 feet away 
and can be read right through your clothes, wallet or purse. That 
screams invasion of privacy. 

As technology advances on clothing and packaging, so does 
the sophistication of RFIDS. They can be created so small now, 
an RFID the size of the dot on the letter "i" can be used to track 
you. RFIDs can be in many different forms and sizes. As a con
sumer, you will not be able to notice what product or packaging 
contains a chip. One form of RFID, "VeriChip" is literally the 
size of a rice grain and is by far the most threatening chip. If 
implanted in us for the purpose of automatic identification, our 
privacy will be destroyed. The chip, which contains a unique 16-
digit identifier, can be inserted just under the skin for the purpose 
of accessing personal medical records via a password-protected 
database, or assessing whether somebody has authority to enter 
into a high-security area. VeriChip is the only company today 
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to offer an implantable, FDA-cleared RFID microchip. It offers 
both the VeriMed or VeriGuard versions of the chip. Although 
the FDA has cleared human implantable chips, they have clearly 
stated they will not be regulating them. 

A surprise decision by the FDA permits the use of implantable 
ID chips in humans, despite an FDA investigator's recent public 
reservations about the devices. The FDA sent chip manufacturer, 
Applied Digital Solutions, a letter stating that the agency would 
not regulate the Veri Chip if it was used for security, financial and 
personal idenification or safety applications (Scheeres) . 

There are many companies that are now using RFIDs or plan 
to in the near future, and have valid reasons for wanting to do 
so. This technology would be valuable to companies because it 
would allow them to keep an exact count of shelved products, 
know precisely what is in their warehouses and help them fight 
theft and counterfeiting. Eventually, it could even eliminate the 
checkout stand, because doorways could scan items directly 
to an RFID account. In addition to companies like Wal-Mart, 
Gillette, Target, Proctor and Gamble, IBM and Kraft, schools, 
banks, physicians, insurance companies and even the U.S. Postal 
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Service and the government want to use this technology. Again, 
although they may have good intentions, there is too much 
potential for misuse, and technology is not without flaws. RFIDs 
could allow strangers unwanted power over us. 

Consider the case against Google. The federal government 
went to the Supreme Court for authority to search records from 
Google's database to identify and punish pornography sites for 
making content easily accessible to minors. Google initially would 
not comply, saying it would violate the privacy of its users. In Feb
ruary 2006, Google was forced to comply and private searches on 
the engine were viewed and scrutinized. We later learned govern
ment officials made arrests for crimes varying from drug dealing 
to illegal Internet sales with that information. It is also possible 
that valuable trade secrets were divulged to Google's competitors. 
Hence, our private information could be used for more than what 
companies are leading us to believe. 

The threat to our privacy can be endless and while consum
ers might be able to avoid spy-chip-implanted clothing and living 
for now, spy chip makers have invented clever ways to force us 
to comply, sometimes without our knowledge. AmeriPride and 
Cintas are already embedding RFID tracking tags in company 
uniforms. Some schools and companies are requiring students 
and employees to wear spy chip identification badges around 
their neck to keep closer tabs on their daily activities. RFID chips 
embedded in passports and ATM cards will identify and profile 
customers as they enter banks, allowing employees to know how 
well-to-do or broke we are. If embedded in shoes or tires, strang
ers could track you as you walk and drive- so much for driving 
to get away. Furthermore, government agencies would have the 
ability to electronically "frisk" citizens without their knowledge 
and set up invisible checkpoints on the roads and pedestrian zones 
to monitor their movements. The uses of spy chips are truly end
less and the manufacturers' tactics are becoming more clever, and 
harder to detect. If RFIDs replace barcodes and are completely 
implemented as planned, American citizens would be forced to 
give up their rights of privacy for a new world order in the name 
of security and safety, and although many of us may not agree and 
may not want to comply, we may not even have a choice. Privacy 
laws are in transition right now. All we can do is brace ourselves 
for the worst and hope for the best. 

Privacy is the expectation that confidential personal informa
tion contained in a private place will not be disclosed to third par
ties when that disclosure would cause either embarrassment or 
emotional distress to a person of reasonable sensitivities. Legal 
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Surveillance is power. 
Governments like to assure 
their citizens that surveil
lance will make them safer, 
but surveillance is more 
likely to ensure the security 
of the the rigime in power 
than to protect citizens. 
Once surveillance tools are 
in place, governments are 
tempted to use them to iden
tify and hassle people who 
oppose their rule, whether 
they are members of oppos
ing political parties (think 
Watergate) or citizens acting 
for peaceful change (think 
Martin Luther King, Jr., or 
more recently, 21-year-old 
Sara Bardwell, a member of 
the group "Food not Bombs" 
that cooks for the homeless 
- she was intimidated by the 
FBI for protesting the Iraq 
war). Surveillance by the 
state has a chilling effect 
on people's willingness to 
work for social change and 
root out abuse. In a surveil
lance state, people keep 
their heads low and con
form. And, of course, that's 
how the government likes it 
(Rummel). 

As a society, we must 
realize the use of RFIDs as 
an invasion of our inalien
able right to privacy. The 
government has been implementing these devices in our lives 
for years now, beginning with the use of RFIDs in commercial 
products, and culminating in a program to track individual citi
zens. Although this may seem like a wonderful thing, a com
puter voice warning that your cholesterol is high, the price for 
such conveniences is too high. The moment we sacrifice even 
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the slightest bit of our personal privacy, we license the rest to 
be taken as wel~. We must challenge this shift toward a lifestyle 
of surveillance and oversight by educating ourselves and unit
ing behind a strong concerted voice and reaffirm our rights as 
individuals. 
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Arne No Ko 
Bv i.thurlow 

A Jack with one eye that cuts, threw me 
Dagger Dancing with tied wrists 

I go flying 
Recline with a cup of Kerouac 

Snap me back to Reality 
What do you see from your shadowed perch, oh Page that would 

be night? 
Dual me in circles that spiral Galaxy-wide 

Ask me why 
Falling up 

Flying down 
Swooping upon the villagers -A thing of myth & Legend 

Great winged Beasts & Endless feast where bellies Never fill & thirst 
cannot be quenched 

Are you Really Awake, perchance to Realize a Dream? 
You can cast the skin but no the sin 

Each Action Leaves its Mark 
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VVallflower 
Bv Ma Mltamerv 

They try to pull me to the floor. 
I resist. 

I dance in my head. 
Thank you, however, 
for making the effort. 
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The crooked old hand painfully · S lc:, 
inched across the stained tabletop toward Q ~ 
the faded picture. The wooden frame released ~ 
the crumbs of age at the slight grasp of the old 
woman. She knew it woultl. Everything fadeo and 
crumbled over the years. Her sagging eyelids, her 
pruned lips, and her:, painfully hunched body did 
little to represent the one-time beauty queen portrayed 
in the photo. No one in the care home suspected that the 
crumpled old woman once commanded legions of men to gawk 
in her presence, or that her beauty once invoked many women to 
jealously admire her poise. The days of her public reign brought 
respect for her every word as reporters and admirers habitually 
turned their eyes in her direction, sacredly worshipping every 
word she spoke. Now, as her hap.d shook to hold the frame, the 
custodian dutifully swept around her, more interested in removing 
the whitened lock of her hair that fell onto his wooden floor than 
in the old woman sitting in the vinyl-cushioned chair. ' 

Look at me! · thought the old woman as she lifted her eyes to see 
the hurried worker sweeping an errant Riece of a jigsaw puzzh~ 
into his dustpan. The man never looked up. The old woman dis
appointedly lowered her eyes in silence as the custodian moved 
on to sweep around the other residents in the room. At least she 
was still alert. 

When she first moved into the care facility, the old .woman pushed 
her creaKing walker down the sterile and dim hallway. She stopped 
at the first doorway which streamed a ray of fluorescent light into her 
unfamiliar path. The ·old woman steadietl herself on the aluminum 
bars as she leaned forward to peek into the glowing room. 

"Why don't you come inside?" chimed a voice from the white
sheeted bed. "I sure could use some company today." 

The old woman gripped her walker. as she suspiciously gazed 
into the eyes of the welcoming resident. lPhe resident looked 
directly back with a gentle smile. Then the old woman lifted her 
body as high as her stiffened joints allowed and she wheeled her 
aluminum device into the room. 

The woman on the bed spoke again, "My name is Ethel. 
What's ,yours?" 
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That's where their 
friendship began. The 
old woman and Ethel 
ate their hot bowls 
of oatmeal together 
every morning, then 
they routinely hob
bled down the dim 
hallway to the recre
ation room. At least 
there, other residents 
sat, mostly in slow
moving silence. 

Ethel and the old 
woman refused to 
be silent. They char
acteristically sat on 
the vinyl-cushioned 
chairs at the stained 
table in the come, 
reminiscing about 
the town, the people, 
and everything old 
that did not exist 
anymore. Sunlight 
always streamed 
into their comer in 
the mornings. 

Sometimes the 
irritated girl in 
the pink scrubs 
interrupted the 
two friends as she 

announced into the sterile air, "It's getting too noisy in here." 
The girl turned the page to her magazine, straining to read the 
latest celebrity gossip in her dim corner. Then, as an after
thought, she bossily added, "Keep it down!" 

Ethel and the old woman ignored the frowning girl. How won
derful it was to have someone who understood- someone to chat 
with, someone to connect with. Of all the residents in the facility, 
Ethel's eyes were the most alert and the most full of life. The old 
woman enjoyed her company. 

One day, Ethel asked, "Do you notice that they don't look at us?" 
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The old woman paused. Then she answered, "What do you 
mean Ethel?" 

'I mean, they are so busy with their duties that they don't 
even see us?" 

The old woman knew exactly what Ethel was talking about. 
"Yes, I don't get the same respect that I used to get outside. 

She shifted in her seat. 
Ethel paused as the girl in the pink scrubs hastily brushed past 

the two with no acknowledgment of their presence. The girl's 
eyes remained fixated on the darkness of her hurried path. Before 
the girl turned the corner, she quickly stopped to pick up a napkin 
that lay on the floor. Then she coldly disappeared into the abyss 
of the hallway. 

Ethel continued, "It gets even worse when that spark fades." 
"What spark?" asked the woman. 
"You know- the one in your eyes. When it's gone, they don't think 

you're there anymore, just a blank stare, like you just faded away." 
The old woman nodded. She had seen many residents fade into 

that blank stare. 
"How does it get worse?" 
'Well, then you re really an object. They just shift you forward 

and back and prop you up in your chair like a doll. No one really 
talks to you after that. 

The old woman knew. "Jh h ldl 
Every time a resident sue- en S e CO v 
cumbed to that blank stare, 
ambulance workers arrived di-sappeared l•nto 
shortly after and the patient 
was propped up and removed the abvss " 
like a lifeless object. No talk- • • • 
ing, not even a mention of 
the resident's name, just the 
cold task of transport. No one really knew where the resident was 
taken, only that they were gone, gone to a place that specialized in 
propping statue-like bodies with blank stares. 

'I don't ever want that to happen to me. ' 
Me neither. Lucky I've got you for a friend." 
Yes. Lucky us.' 

A week later the old woman walked over to Ethel's room for an 
afternoon chat. As she entered the cold space she saw Ethel staring 
blankly toward the doorway. 

"Ethel," said the old woman, "Are you alright?" 
No answer. Just a stare. It was as if Ethel had crumbled and 

faded away. 
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of the community members should come visit these facilities 
.... " Then she went on with her memorized thoughts about the 
importance of taking care of the elderly. 

As the beauty queen spoke, a spark glimmered in the old wom
an's eyes. Her shaky hands slowly reached for her picture again. 
No one noticed. All eyes were on the beauty queen. The old woman 
lifted the picture high above her hunched head as crumbles of the 
frame specked her white hair. Still, no one noticed. Then, as the 
cameraman zoomed in for a close up of the crowned star, the old 
woman hurled the crumbling picture into the air, directly towards 
the beauty queen. 

The beauty queen stopped talking as her mouth remained open 
at the sight of the rectangular object flying her way. Her spiked 
heels clumsily stepped back as the frame crashed and splattered 
an attack pattern towards her adorned figure. The frame lay com
pletely crumbled across the wooden floor, scarring the faded photo. 
Then there was silence. 

The clouds from the sky suddenly released a stream of sun
light into the room, spotlighting the comer with the stained table. 
All eyes turned from the beauty queen and looked directly at the 
hunched old woman. The old woman stared back. It had been years 
since this many eyes were on her. 

"Let's go!" exclaimed Sofia as her camera-rolling entourage 
obediently followed her clacking heels out the door. Everyone 
else sat still. 

Then the girl in the pink scrubs rushed forward to assess the 
crime scene. Her piercing stare pointed into the eyes of the old 
woman. "Why did you do that?" shouted the pink -shirted one, 
"Don't you know she is trying to advertise for our home?'' 

The old woman's eyes pierced back. A slight smile formed on 
her lips. 

The custodian stepped forward to look at the scattered glass 
across the wooden floors. He turned directly to the old woman 
and tried to stab her soul with his angry glance. "You messed my 
floors!" he exclaimed. "Don't you ever do that again!" 

The old woman's sagging eyes boldly stabbed back- her soul 
still intact. Then the custodian and the angry girl in the pink scrubs 
cleaned the scattered pieces of picture. 

As the buzz around the hunched figure slowly faded and the messy 
floor took center stage again, the old woman gradually lifted her body 
up from the vinyl-cushioned chair. No one noticed. Then she eased her 
feet in line with her aluminum-framed walker. Still, no one noticed. 
Then the old woman slowly made her way down the dim hallway and 
faded back into her room. Her eyes sparkled brighter than ever. 
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