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Since the muscles and nerves looked as though a demolition 

~rew had driven through Sam's head (my fish just looked 

like a Sam to me), I didn' t learn much. I didn' t even 

get to learn about the eyeball, which somehow had survived 

the ordeal. 

We soon moved from the eyeball region to the digestive 

area. I slit Sam from stem to stern, and then I began my 

fight with his liver. This long, flowing organ made up 

a goodly portion of Sam' s interior, and it involved no 

small amount of wrestling to bring it under control so 

the various digestive organs could be seen amid this 

mess •.• mass. It was slimy and oily--nearly impossible 

to grasp with any degree of success at all . We eventually 

solved this problem by performing a little minor surgeryO­

amputating the livers. Sam and his cohorts would be 

avenged, however- -the open wounds allowed oil to run out 

of the liver stubs and into the formaldehyde in which 

our fish friends were stored, so that the creatures 

became greasy and slippery on the outside also. 

Sam and his friends had a peculiar odor all their 

own. It was a combination of formaldehyde and shar~ liver 

oil . Even though the temperature was hovering near 

zero outside, during class the windows would be flung 

open to their widest extent, and we would sit shivering 

on those litt le0 squatty stools, scalpel in one hand, for­

ceps in the other, and eyes and nose both red and running 
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from formaldehyde fumes and Alaskan-like atmosphere. 

Our fish had their veins injected with a blue rubbery 

substance, which made it easier for the student to trace 

their courses. Sam's veins were poorly injected. This 

is the worst thing that can happen to an anatomy student; 

this is the worst possible thing tn the world that could 

have happened to this anatomy student. As others busily 

cut away various pieces of dogfish and oh'd and ah 1d at 

the wonders they were unveiling, I sat perplexed, ponder­

ing whether a particular uninjected tube-like structure 

was a vein, artery, or nerve. I detested Sam!s uninjected 

veins; I think Sam detested me. 

Sam's gills were of particular distress to In9. We 

were supposed to find blood vessels, skeleton, muscle, 

gill slits, and other landmarks. I did manage to find 

the gill s li ts--they were five big holes on each side 

of his pharynx. The blocxl vessels here were as equally 

untouched by injected substances as they were in his 

liver and stomach. I also had trouble distinguishing 

skeleton. When I asked for assistance in this dilemma 

my instructor came to my place and examined Sam carefully. 

Then she glimpsed the tray on which he rested, and as she 

pointed her forceps at son:e objects lying around at random 

she shrieked, 

"You've cut it outl You've CUT it OUT1 11 she repeated 

over and over. 

"Cut what out?" I wanted to know. I touched the point 
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of my scissors to one of the crunchy objects lying next to 

Sam's dorsal fin . 

"Don ' t touch it l Don't mess it up any more l Can't 

you see? You ' ve cut his gill skeleton out l Completely 

out 1 How ••• how •.• HOW did you manage to accomplish 

it?" 

I started to answer, but she cut me off . 

"And look l You've even cut the efferent artery of 

Arch II. " She now paled from her previous scarlet hue . 

Sin of all sins, I knew that the Arches were sacred , 

and anything even remotely associated with them was equally 

revered . I could tell by the tone in her voice she thought 

I was stupid . I had to admit it was ignorance on my part 

which resulted in the bisected artery to Arch II . But 

the skeleton was something else, again .•• it took skill 

to remove it still intact . 

I was not doomed to complete failure . One day not 

long after the sliced artery situation I nmstered my 

courage and decided to ask our instructor wbat a certain 

structure was . In all f airness , I must admit she was a 

very calm and patient teacher, but my questions sometimes 

upset her . She hustled over to my place to see what I 

had done this time . No sooner had she taken over my 

stool (she always sat down before she'd even attempt to 

touch the grimy little creatures), when she clasped her 

lanolin covered hands (for protection from the formalin} 
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and exclaimed with delight , 

"Why, I do believe you have pups 1 n 

I was a mother. 

Good old Sam. I knew he 1d •.• she'd pull me through 

all right . After our class carefully discussed the pre­

and post - natal care of dogfish, our instructor asked me 

if she might put my name on the jar which would contain 

the embryonic versions of San:nny Lou . I didn't exactly 

subscribe to the idea of having my name and a fish pre­

served for posterity in the same jar, but she assured me 

she needed to do this to keep students in mind . I was 

tired and submitted , but I didn't really think she could 

ever forget me anyway. 



THE DAY THE SLED RAN WILD 

I recall those j oyful childhood days when we awoke 

in the morning to find the world had become whitened ; it 

looked as though our little sister had spilled Rinso on 

the floor again. Our Middle West city was not often graced 

with winter snows ., and when they did come we had to take 

ad9antage of them within a few days., before the packed snow­

flakes could dissolve themselv es into the muddy earth. 

We nagged Mother and Daddy until one or the other final l y 

relented and escorted us to the park to enjoy an afternoon 

of sle i gh riding . Mother used to be the one to take us . 

But she never went again after her thrilling ride down 

Lookaway Hill . 

It took many hard- spent minutes of outright labor 

to get us into proper attire . Slacks , coats , sweate.!?'s , 

scarfs , boots ., and mittens were only the beginning . We 

felt as though we were giant snowmen as we waddled down 

the stairway of our apartment to the outside . Actually, 

it was a little more emphatic than a waddle-- it was more 

like a clump- clump down the wooden stairs . No sooner did 

we begin our descent., than the Boston bull terrier who 

lived downstatrs with his masters (or maybe they lived 

with him--I don't remember the exact circumstances any 

more) would set up a lively roar . 

11Shat up ., Wimpey , " one inhabitant would ye iili . 

"Don ' t scream at the dog ., " shouted the other . "It's 

those d- ---- brats from upstairs stamping in the hall . tt 
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We were not brats . And we weren't stamping, either. 

It wasn't easy to manage to keep all that clothing under 

control and still walk lightly. Wimpey yelped on. We 

could hear his little toenails click-clicking on the hard­

wood floor below as he rampaged in circles . I imagined 

I could see his brown, square looking eyes rolling back 

in his square head , and I thought I could see his square 

mouth and nose stuck onto the front of his face . I 

wished I had my water . pistol so I could squirt him in the 

eye as I did the time he barked at me one summer from the 

back porch. I decided the floor of the downstairs apart­

nent must be awfully scratched up from Wimpey 1 s toenails . 

It took a bit of engineering to get tbe sled out of 

the storage bin in the basement . There was only one light 

bulb down there , and it cast eerie shadows as its rays 

spread between the slats of the bin. The furnace looked 

like a multi - armed giant squashed in the corner; I could 

tell it was waiting for me to begin to walk out of the 

basement, and then it would jump out and bar my leaving . 

I had planned to keep my head lowered if this happened so 

I could scream before he could find my mouth and cover it 

with one of his many hands . I hated the dark quiet base­

ment with its grey powdery dust, and I stalled until Mother 

or someone else could go with me when I was told to enter 

its confines . 

Anyway, on the day we went to Lookaway Hill, my cousin 

Fr ank and I descended the back stairway to get the sled. 
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Frank didn't live with us; he just visited for prolonged 

periods whenever his mother could push him off on us. 

He had an enormous appetite- - he could eat more pork chops 

than ~addy, even--and he was awfully sick . At least, I 

thought he was sick . Daddy said he was a lazy, good- for­

nothing lop . Mother said he was her elder sister's eldest 

child , who was starved for affection and had tendencies to 

sulk and brood when he felt inferior to others in his sur­

roundings . I thought he sounded sick from Mother's des­

cription; then again, he just sounded starved from Daddy's . 

Frank was pretty chubby, so I had to go into the 

storage bin to get the sled . But he waited at the door 

for me and shone the flashlight where I told him. After 

pulling the sled over the rust - specked tool box, across 

the two- wheeled bicycles which belonged to my sister and 

me , under the garden hose which was hung on a big hook, 

and between our scooter and the coal shovel, I finally 

dragged the sled from the bin to the basement proper. I 

told Frank to shine his light over to the corner. The 

beam revealed a grey-black furnace with pipes going to the 

ceiling. Satisfied that the inanimate object was inani­

mate , I started up the basement steps which led to the 

back yard . Frank shuffled along behind me, occasionally 

casting the light ahead of my feet so I could see oncoming 

obstacles . Oth er times I stubbed my toe on buckets filled 

with clothes pins, or kicked half empty paint cans which 
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clanked and rolled across the concrete floor . Frank always 

thought people were picking on him, and so I carried the 

sled because I was three inches taller, in spite of the 

fact that he outweighed me by thirty pounds . 

We emerged from the back door into the back yard . The 

door opened between the porches of the two downstairs 

apartments . The first cold breath hurt my lungs as it 

went down, but after tha~it didn ' t hurt any more . We 

started around the house for the car parked in front . As 

we passed the porch, I saw Wimpey through the ice- frosted 

window panes of the door ; he was barking at us, as usual . 

I made a face at him, but I ' m sure his rolled-back eyes 

didn't see it . We proceeded to the waiting automobile 

where Mother and my two sisters were waiting . 

Frank had to hold the sled upright in the back seat . 

He didn't like to do this, but I had to hold my little 

sister on my lap, and my other sister had to hold the rear­

view mirror steady over the windshield so Mother could see 

in it. Our car wasn'ttno sturdy, and the mirror managed 

to wiggle back and forth a+ e rode . It especially jiggled 

and quivered when we crossed streetcar tracks . 

We finally arrived at the park, which was some two or 

three miles from our house . There weren't many people 

sledding t hat day . I guess most of them decided the snow 

was still too soft . We rode until we came to Lookaway Hill. 

It had a little pavilion on top with a water fountain be-
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side it. You could see all over the park when you stood 

under the pavilion roof; you could even see the nearby 

university in the distance. 

It was hard work getting up the hill . I had to pull 

the sled up since Mother carried my little sister , Mary . 

My other sister was carrying her own insulated body up the 

precipice, and Frank was sick. 

Frank got the first ride . This made him a little 

happier . Instead of brooding, he spoke to us . He even 

smiled once . I think he smiled the time the runner of 

the sled ran over my foot as he coasted past me . Or 

maybe it was the time I fell backwards into the stickly 

bush and had to have Mother and Jane pull me out . But 

he did smile . 

At first, Jane and Frank and I alternated riding 

down the hill. Then little Mary began to cry because 

she wanted to ride . Mother decided to ride down on the 

sled with her. We told Mother where to put her feet on 

the sled, and hew to push if she wanted to change directions. 

She looked funny with her knees under her chin and her 

big galoshes propped on the wooden handles of the Western 

Auto Flyer . Mary was wedged in between her legs, and 

then Mom called for her purse . I think she thought we 

might lose something out of it; maybe she was afraid we'd 

j US t 1 OS e it • 

11 Now, don't push me hard, 11 she began to direct . "I 

just want to coast dovm slowly--just enough to give Mary 
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a little ride . 11 

"Okay,n Jane and I answered . Frank was sulking under 

the pavilion roof , but be came out to help us push . 

We had the sled ' s nose pointed down the gently sloping 

part of Lookaway . To the left the hill flattened out nearly 

to a prairie- like field . To the right three small efer­

greens sprung up, then several large pine trees , and 

the slope became a sheer drop- off-- just like the mountain 

ride at tbe amusement park . 

"We ' ll have to run a l:Lttle , 11 Jane called out . "It ' s 

hard to get started . " 

We began to push, I with my hands on Mother's back 

and my nose brushing against the collar of her wool tweed 

coat, and Jane and Frank with their furrymittened hands 

on the back of the sled . 

"That's enough, that's enough, " our dignified parent 

stammered . We knew better, though . We'd been coasting 

down this hill all afternoon, and we didn't want them to 

get stuck half-way down. Frank gave one last shove for 

good measure . The little sled shot forward through the 

wind, and we tumbled into the snow as the object left our 

hands . 

Lookaway was a long hill, especially to the right . 

Mother was screaming and yelling something about she didn't 

know what to push to turn the sled, or sonething. We 

couldn't hear her very well as the wind gusts grabbed her 

words and hurried them past our muffed ears . As she yelled, 
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her purse started to fall , and she made a grab for it . This 

was her first mistake . When she regained possession of 

the handbag, they were headed strai ght for the three small 

evergreens . Tm sled managed to thread its way among 

the obstacles without brushing a single branch. Then it 

continued toward the larger pines . They, too , were evaded 

with uncanny luck . By this time Mother was yelling 

louder and louder , and Mary began to cry. We couldn ' t 

hear Mother's words, but we could hear Mary. The small 

craft appeared to be picking up speed as it whizzed among 

the pines . When it came to the drop- off, we thought we 

saw Mother's posterior portions leave the sled momentarily 

and remain suspended in air for a few brief seconds . Then 

all four disappeared from sight- - Mother, Mary, sled , and 

handbag . The atmosphere seemed very calm for those few 

seconds as our eyes anxiously remained on the spot we had 

last seen our blooo relatives . Even the wind seemed to 

stop blrnving so we could have heard any words drifting 

back up the hill to us . We couldn't hear a sound . Then , 

just as quic kly as they had disappeared , we saw the quartet 

reappear. The sled was gliding to a stop, and Mother's 

rear section was dragging off t he back of the sled. She 

caught her foot on a tiny bu.sh, and she landed in the snow 

as the Flyer coasted onward . Soon the handbag slid off 

the sled to the left, and baby Mary tumbled off into a 

snowdrift on the right . Jane and I scrambled to our feet 

and started down the hill. Frank laughed . 



38 

We were afraid to get too close to our previously 

sedate parent , but we were more afraid to wait around 

upstairs by the pavilion. We thought the least we could 

do was to pull the sled back up . As we approached , we 

could hear Mother sputtering am mumbling . 

11 I told you not to push us very bard . I thought I 

distinctly made it a point tbat we only wanted to coast 

down. " 

"Well, yes , " volunteered Jane , "but we didn ' t want 

you to get stuck. " 

nstuck1 Stuck 1 How can we get stuck when we 're 

falling over the side of soire mountain into a canyon? How 

could we-- " 

"You d idn I t guide it right , 11 I started to explain. 

11Didn I t guide it right 1 How can I guide that fool 

thing with the baby squalling and wiggling, and my purse 

sliding off under my legs , and that stupid sled going 

where it pleases anyway?" She looked quite angry. I 

didn't think her red face was entirely from the wind . 

Jane ran to get Mary, and then she picked up the purse . 

"We 1 11 take the sled back up the hill," I volunteered. 

"Would you like to put Mary on the sled when I pull it?" 

But Mary would have no part of it . And Mother would 

have no part of it . 

"We I re going home, 11 she announced . 

We didn't think it was fair after we'd tried so hard 
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to give them such a nice ride, but we motioned for Frank 

to come on the run and we headed for the parked car. Mother 

took a dim view of ber ride. She fixed Frank only three 

pork chops for supper that night. All that next week she 

groaned and mumbled things under her breath when she had 

to move around doing housework--sonething about her ankle 

was twisted, or her sacro felt as though it said good-bye 

to her iliac, or she broke the strap on hezfourae. Mother 

forgave us eventually, but she never would go sleigh rid-

ing again. She wouldn't even let us say "I.ookaway Hill." 

She won't even watch bobsled racing on television. 



OF FISH AND FUNERAIS 

In my childhood days when we lived in an apartment 

house , we couldn't have dogs and cats as our school friends 

did. Mother did her best at smuggling pets into our upstairs 

accommodations , but we never got anything larger than a 

baby turtle--until Zippy came . Actually, there wasn't 

any ban against pets , except by Daddy . It was merely the 

fact that with f t~e people living in three rooms there 

wasn't much space left for pets . 

We bad lots of goldfish. In fact, we had so many 

goldfish we eventually ran out of names for them. Mother 

brought them home from the dime store in the little white 

cartons with wire handles (the same kind carry- out orders 

of chow mein came in) , and we ' d pop open the cardboard 

tops and watch them swim like crazy in circles . After 

the tap water stood at room temperature for several hours 

so the fish wouldn't be shocked , or drowned , or whatever 

it was that happened to them, we'd carefully transport 

them to their new home . Within a few days Mother would 

have to flush their tarnished corpses down the toilet . 

I think they all died from overeating--we liked to sprinkle 

their food , which looked like chocolate chip cookie crumbs, 

into their bowl and watch it swirl into pretty patterns 

on the water surface . 

We had turtles, too . But they didn't fare much 

better than the fish. We insisted they had to be let 
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