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there, and not up here, where we live. " 

Brian turned his back to Paula and started down the 

staircase, ta:Lking to t he dog in a comforting voice, 

" Don't you mind her none, Bone- head. She won' t hurt you 

as long as you keep those ruby slippers I gave you. 11 

After Brian had disappeared downstairs to play with the 

dog, Paula wiped her hands off with a dishcloth and 

headed for the family room telephone. She called her 

mother in Louisiana and talked for twenty minutes. She 

told her mother that she was having a good time but 

things were a little out- of- control. New York was a lot 

faster pace than what she had been accustomed to. New 

York was also more social than she was used to. People 

who live in high rises with a thousand others, tend to 

make more friends than those who live on acre lots, 

separated by pastures and wire fences. Occasionally 

Paula' s conversation was interrupted by sounds of a dog 

barking. When the sun had gone down, Paula remembered 

the dishes, she thanked her mom and told her that it was 

nice to hear a sane voice. After she hung up the phone 

she was in much better spirits. Rooster came and picked 

up his puppy. Brian jogged loudly up the stairs. He had 

to take a shower before they all went downtown. The 

light was on in the kitchen and Paula stood making a new 

sink full of bubbles. Through the doorway Brian silently 

watched Paula. Watched her long, tan arms protrude out of 
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her blouse and her hands hidden into the white bubbly 

soap . Paula looked over and saw him. He asked, "You're 

still doing dishes? How many were there? " 

"Plenty. Thanks for offering to help." 

"I was takin ' care of Rooster's dog. " 

" You were? Oh, my mistake. I didn't realize how 

hard you were working. Why don't you go relax on the 

sofa and take your shoes off." 

Brian stuck his jaw out, " Paula, I like you and you 

are a fairly pleasant person - - usually. But, right now 

you're approaching the limit of my tolerance for you . So 

you better not open up the bin of sarcastic comments." 

"Or you ' ll do what? " she questioned. 

"Something you would find painful and troubling." 

"Like, 11 Paula looked up to the ceiling pretending to 

search for words. "Like having this conversation with 

you. Or maybe meeting your relatives." 

"That does it. You asked for it . I ' m washing your 

mouth out." Brian ran over from the door and grabbed 

Paula by the elbows. She screamed. 

around hers so she couldn't grab him. 

He put his arms 

standing to her 

side he leaned her torso toward the sink of dirty water 

and suds. " Now, I ' m going to give you a chance to 

retract your comments ." 

Paula screamed again and laughed, "Hey, you' re 

acting out. Stop it , or I'm gonna get seriously mad . " 
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11 1 don't care. You ready for your weekly bath?" He 

nudged her closer to the water. She brought her hands as 

a brace on the counter top. 11 Brian, I swear if you don't 

stop you ' ll regret it forever. " 

" I don ' t know if I can do that." 

Paula tilted her head to look back at him, long 

strands of hair fell in her face, "Okay, you let me loose 

and I won ' t give you any more trouble ." 

"Is that a bargain?" he asked her. 

" I promise it. " 

" You promise?" he asked . 

"Yes. 11 she said reluctantly. 

"Forget it. No bargains . No deals. " 

Paula ' s wet hand slide across the countertop and 

splashed some water in the sink. "Oh my God . My ring! 

You made me knock my ring in the water. 11 

" You didn't have any ring. " Brian said with 

conviction but let loose her shoulders, and Paula 

immediately spun and smashed a handful of soap suds in 

his face. Brian took a step back and wiped his face with 

the side of his shirt . When the soap was out of his 

eyes, he could already see Paula making her way out the 

porch door . He started in after her, out the door, into 

the porch where the broken windows were covered with 

plywood squares. Paula was already going through the 

other entrance leading into the laundry room. He ran 
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down the length of the porch, dark red matting under his 

feet. Paula darted through the laundry room and tripped 

over an empty basket. Brian flew the rest of the length 

of the porch, made the same turn and entered the house 

again. Paula got back onto her feet and tried to slam 

the door behind her , leaving Brian out on the porch. At 

the last moment Brian grabbed the door handle from the 

other side. He heard Paula suppress a laugh again and 

take off through the laundry room. He swung open the 

door, followed her through the laundry room and raced 

down the bedroom hallway into the kitchen. They had just 

ran a long rectangle pattern. Paula skidded into the 

family room and was breaking for the stairs that led 

outside. Just as she reached the couch he caught her. 

She stopped and he spun her around. Then he released her 

and she pressed up against the side of the couch. They 

paused facing each other, breathing heavy, both hearts 

were beating fast . Paula looked into Brian's face and he 

leaned forward towards her and then they heard the sound 

of paper rustling. Both heads turned simultaneously 

toward the door and saw little Hilena grinning, and 

holding a small brown paper bag with both hands. 

Immediately Paula felt embarrassed . In camp s h e was 

always reserved and proper . Now one of the kids saw her 

laughing and screaming and being chased . Maybe she 
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should say she was playing tag. Brian was a little 

surprised to see the camper . It wasn't that children 

were unwelcome there, they just made it a point not to 

invite any. Nevertheless, here was one standing in the 

doorway . You couldn't deny that. How did she get there? 

Who let her in? Paula slowly walked over to her and 

knelt down to speak , "Hilena, what are you doin' here?" 

The little girl shrugged. She was quiet but amused 

at the commotion in the Healing House. Brian asked, 

"What do you have in the bag?" 

Hilena held open the little bag to show them. "Ice 

cream." she said. 

"You brought us ice cream?" 

"No." the child said looking at Brian like he was 

stupid, "This is for my mom. " 

" Oh . II 

"I can bring you some tomorrow though." 

"That 's okay. You don't have to." Brian said 

walking toward the kitchen door. He glanced at Paula, 

"Time for me to get cleaned up. I'll leave you two girls 

alone to talk." 

When Brian had left, Paula looked again at Hilena, 

"What are you doin' here , hon? Is everything okay? Are 

you just comin' to visit?" 

"I went to the store . Tony tol' me you had a puppy 

here ." 
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" Yeah, the puppy went home with Rooster. " 

" Your door was opened. I knocked. " 

"Well, I glad you came to visit me . Do you want to 

put your bag in the freezer? I have some color in ' 

books." 

" No , I got to go." 

" Is your mother waiting for you outside?" 

" She ' s at home." 

"Did she say it was okay to go out? It ' s dark out 

there now, Hilena . Are you allowed out after dark?" 

"Yeah." Hilena said . She meant it like 'of 

course.' . 

" I don ' t think it's a good idea for you to wa lk 

around Towers after the sun goes down. Maybe I should 

walk you home. " 

Hilena wanted no part of that idea. She defensively 

walked backwards out of the room into the darkness of the 

hallway . "Naw, I'm okay." Hilena began her descent of 

the stairs quickly. Paula stood up a nd called out t o 

her, "Hilena, does your mother know you ' re out buying 

i ce cream?" 

Hilena continued her descent, "Yes . She tol' me 

to. " She turned the knob at the bottom of the stairs and 

went out into the street and shut the door behind her. 

Pau la got up and went over to the west window, so she 

could at least watch her walk part of the way home . 
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Paula reached the window and waited for her to come back 

into her view . Brian entered the room. He also looked 

out the window, with his arms folded standing next to 

Paula. "What happened?" he whispered . 

"Her mother sent her out after dark, to get ice 

cream. Do you think that is safe? She grew up here and 

all . She ' s pretty street smart, but do you think that is 

safe? Do you think that ' s prudent?" 

"No, I don't. But, what can ya' do? She is 

bringing home ice cream. She doesn't want it to melt . 

She' 11 probably go straight home. I wouldn't worry about 

her. " 

"Someone is here. 

downstairs. 11 

I just heard the door 

"That'll be Clarisse. I got to get in the shower." 

Brian left and passed by the door to the stairs . 

Clarisse and Andrea were walking up . Brian paused for a 

moment at the top of the stairs and called down to the 

ladies. "Hello Clarisse, you got a visitor for us? " 

Clarisse looked up, ''Andrea has agreed to join us 

this evening. Are you all ready?" 

" I ' m getting in the shower now . Hello Andrea, I'm 

glad you ' re coming with us. Ahh, Lauren and Carlo aren't 

home yet." 

Clarisse reached the top of the stairs, "Yea, they 

are, " she exhaled, " I saw them pull up right outside . 
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They said the car is all gassed and ready." 

"Oh, good. I'll be ready in a second." Brian said 

and left down the hallway. Clarisse and Andrea went into 

the family room. Paula was still staring out the window. 

"KYLE! II 

"Kyle." the voice came again low and grinding. 

"I've been lookin' for you." Juan said, approaching the 

boy on the bicycle. Juan slowly pulled off his mirrored 

sunglasses. The boy nervously squirmed on his bike seat. 

One of Juan's two friends lifted up the back of the bike 

by its frame and the boy slide off the seat and his groin 

smashed up against the gooseneck. Juan grabbed him by 

the back of the hair and jerked his head back. 

"I heard you were giving c.c Ava Marie Gonzelaz a 

difficult time last week on the bus." 

"No, I didn't." the boy protested. 

Juan tightened his hold of the boy's tuft of black 

hair, "Don't lie to me Kyle. I would just as soon smack 

the snot out of you than not smack the snot out of you. 

Also, I'm very fond of c.c. Ava Marie Gonzelaz and I 

don't appreciate you giving her a hard time. 11 

pulled the hair tighter, "You understand Kyle?" 

Juan 

The boy trembled, "I'm not Kyle." he whimpered. 

Minutes earlier, little Marshall Morgan was riding 

his bicycle through traffic in Kloane. Marshall was at 

his uncle's house playing darts and now raced home before 

190 



the sun went completely down. Marshall zig- zagged 

through the traffic and peddled hurriedly down sidewalks. 

The wind whipped his sweatshirt and whistled in his ears. 

Marshall had oversized ears which protruded straight out 

from the sides of his head. Marshall squeezed the 

handlebars, turned down street, when suddenly two 

silhouettes appeared blocking the sidewalk. When 

Marshall got close , one of the two reached out and 

grabbed him by the hood of his sweatshirt and yanked him 

to a stop . Marshall turned and twisted but couldn't 

shake loose, by now the hook was tight, and poor Marshall 

and his bicycle was pulled to the side of a building 

under black, metal fire escape stairs. Next thing 

Marshall heard was the clanking of footsteps coming down 

those metal stairs. Both individuals held Marshall tight 

and awaited the enforcer. Juan walked around the side of 

the metal cage staircase, his steps now softened by 

pieces of cardboard that were laid out on the sidewalk. 

Juan, his two thugs and Marshall were the only occupants 

of the street. Marshall shook like a scared rabbit in 

their shadowy grasp. 

J uan looked at the trembling boy then up to the two 

that held him. Juan leaned his face toward the boy and 

asked in a soft voice, "Who are you then?" 

"M-M-Marsha ll." 

"Marshall?" Juan looked up, paused for a second, 
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then reached out and slapped the one that pulled 

Marshall's bike up, c ausing him to fall off the seat. 

" THIS ISN ' T KYLE." 

The one whose faced was slapped blurted out, "Man, 

I thought-" 

"Ob, you thought, " Juan said , "That explains it. " 

Juan turned a disgusted face away from him and turned bis 

attention to Marshall . "Where are you from, huh? " 

"Port Al truim. 11 

frightened. 

Marshall told him, still. 

"Altruim. " Juan whispered, " C'mere here with me. " 

Juan motioned him out from underneath the stairs. Juan 

walked out to the street corner and dug his thumbs into 

the sides of his slacks. Juan began speaking, thinki ng 

that Marshall was right beside him. Then he turned 

around to see Marshall still leaning back on his bike, 

hesitating. 

" COME HERE MARSHMALLOW!" Juan demanded, but then 

added in a pleasant voice. "I'm not goin 't to hurt you. " 

Marshall positioned himself back on the seat and 

coasted a few feet over to Juan. The two others stayed 

by th ems e lves underneath the s t airs . When Marshal 1 came 

next to Juan he felt Juan's heavy hand placed firmly on 

his shoulder . The gesture seemed friendly but Marshall 

knew h e could not escape if he wanted to. Juan said to 

him, " I'm sorry about that kid. They thought you were 
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someone else that said something really offensive to Ava 

Maria Gonzelaz. 

}cnOW. Anyway, 

Al truim, huh? 

I was just lookin' out for a friend, you 

forget about that. You' re from Port 

I have some friends there. You know 

Paula? Paula works in the camp, she's a art teacher. Do 

you know her?" 

"Yes. 11 

"Really? Good." Juan nodded his head. 11 She goes 

out with that one twelve-pack, milk-drinkin', Oregon­

stompin', white, doesn't she?" 

"I don't know." 

" Is she dating that white guy?" 

"I don't know." 

"You don't like him, do you? I mean, what is he 

doing here anyway? You can think what you want, but I ' d 

watch out for him. I wouldn't trust him a bit if I were 

you. That's just some friendly advice." Juan patted 

Marshall hard on his shoulder. "Oh, by the way, don't 

tell Paula about you and me and about C. C Ava Maria 

Gonzelaz. I wouldn't want her to think you were acting 

unmanly." 

Marshall shrugged. Juan let loose. "Alright 

Marshmallow. " He felt Juan smack him on the back, which 

was his signal to leave. He leaned up on the pedals and 

took off, never turning around to see if Juan was 

watching or not. Marshall rushed off down the sidewalk, 

193 



feeling incredibly relieved, he sped all the way home 

without stopping. When he finally got there his momma 

spanked him for being late and making her worry. 

Half an hour later they were ready to go. Clarisse 

was wearing a red blouse and had her black hair pulled 

back into a 'Wilma Flintstone' ball. Andrea had on a tan 

army-styled shirt and khaki pants . Carlos wore a white 

muscle-shirt and dark jeans. Lauren had on a red and 

white striped shirt and a long pastel shirt. In her purse 

she brought her camera which had just been loaded with a 

fresh roll of film. Brian wore a light blue collared 

shirt and white slacks. Out on the street, before they 

left, a prostitute named Samfort agreed to take a picture 

for them. The group stood together smiling. Carlos had 

one arm around Lauren and his hand on Andrea's shoulder. 

Samfort clicked the button and then they all twisted 

their way into the car and took off. Clarisse drivi ng 

towards Staten Island. On the way they a rgued a little 

about which radio station to listen to. As it turned 

out, it didn't really matter what they listened to 

because their ride was filled with conversation. 

Clarisse had to do an errand in Staten Island on the way. 

There was a three dollar toll every time a car passed 

onto the Island, like it was 'Disneyland' or something. 

Clarisse accomplished her errand, pulled into the public 
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parking area near the Readland Ferry Terminal, explaining 

that the ferry would take them into the heart of 

Manhattan . The car would have been a hinderance because 

of parking and theft problems, plus they wanted to see 

the city on foot. Not out some car window. 

Andrea had lived in New York since birth, yet only 

Clarisse had any idea where she was going. The 

volunteers wanted to be taken on a tour, craving a 

sensory overdose . Even before the entrance of the subway 

there was a million things to look at. Buildings, 

architecture, motels, hotels, factories, churches, 

houses, apartments, skyscrapers, restaurants, cars, bars, 

people, people, people. Their group followed Clarisse 

over a walkway which was suspended on top of the street . 

Below, in gridlock traffic an older hunch-back man was 

going from car to car on foot. He was dressed f rom 

head-to-toe in navy blue clothing. In his left hand he 

held a gas station squeegee and in his right a small 

bucket of brown water . The man went from car to car 

washing windows. After the completion of each car he 

would go to the driver's window looking for donations. 

Some would give him change, some would scream out an 

obscenity, most would ignore him. On the other side of 

the cross walk, the sidewalk opened up into a concrete 

cave with descending steps. Crowds of people entered and 

exited. As they went down , t hey noticed the slanted 
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ceiling with it ' s geometric design and fluorescent 

lights. On the walls, spaced evenly, were clear plastic 

poster containers advertising movies, toothpaste and hair 

cream. At the bottom of the stairs was a platform that 

extended about ten feet . At the end of the platform was 

the drop off and the train tracks. It was loud, dark and 

crowded. 

wonder. 

Brian was filled with both apprehension and 

The native New Yorkers seemed to take it 

casually, but Brian who lived in mostly rural areas all 

his life, was astonished. Clarisse was over near a wall 

checking out an intrinsically complicated map of the 

underground. Soon , she found the correct train for them 

once they crossed into the city. Inside the subway train 

did not seem much different than riding a bus. There 

were seats, lights, graffiti, and people . Brian wondered 

if his pretty- boy outfit stood out with the subway crowd. 

Carlos daydreamed about a chapter entitled ' Subway 

Etiquette' and wondered what was the role of subways in 

the 'Theory of Continual Motion'. Sitting down next to 

Paula and Andrea, Carlos spoke in detail of his 

experience earlier with the equipment Voss had given 

them. All the others listened unobtrusively while 

staring out the windows at metal railings flying by . 

When it came time for their departure, Clarisse again led 

the group out of the train down another platform and into 

an immense room . The room looked like four St. Teresa's 
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gymnasiums put together . Four square columns suspended 

the ceiling and in the center of the room squated old 

fashioned benches stained a deep, rich brown . There was 

a brass colored sign on the wall that read 'Readland 

subway Station' . There was a newspaper stand in the 

center selling magazines and mugs decorated with the 

statue of Liberty. After walking for a while, looking at 

the billboards and lights they came upon the Polynesian 

restaurant Clarisse told them about. Inside, they went 

through hanging beads. On the wall was a somewhat 

abstract painting of a man on a hill with dozens of 

people and sheep standing around him . No one knew who 

the man symbolized or anything about Polynesian culture. 

over the intercom came sounds of eerie eastern music, a 

women's high pitched voice and lots of drums. "Sounds 

like your music ." Brian whispered to Lauren . The 

waitress, a pretty Arabian- looking women, sat them down 

at their table. The table was small and circular in 

shape. Around the table was a series of small, round, 

wicker chairs that were very difficult to sit in. The 

place had a very distinct atmosphere and, after they 

settled in, they ordered and spoke among themselves while 

watching thru the window people pass by on the streets . 

The food they ordered came out on an oval tray that 

perfectly fitted on the table top . It was a group o f 

different meats and sauces. Paula told them about a 
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pseudo-Polynesian restaurant in the town where she went 

to college. It served beer, burritos and crab rangoon . 

They ate beef, lamb and vegetables. It tasted spicy and 

the lamb was the first to go. By the time they left, 

they had drunk five bottles of honey wine and were half-

blitzed except Andrea. 

continued incoherently. 

Back on the street the tour 

Tables were set up on street 

sidewalks selling clothing and jewelry. One vendor was 

selling brightly colored scarfs. A tall Australian man 

was selling books of his poems for two dollars. Outside 

restaurants had well dressed couples sitting and eating . 

In the streets, cars waited patiently for groups of 

people to pass . A boy with hair sticking straight up and 

a dangling earring walked by. People made eye contact . 

People smiled. People said ' hi ' . Paula said to 

Clarisse, 11What is this stereotype of New Yorkers being 

impolite? They ' re not on this street. " They walked 

around somewhat aimlessly for an hour. Talking briefly 

to the natives and streetwalkers and looking in shops 

which stayed open all night long. One o'clock came, the 

volunteers were drinking cappuccino, and the city was 

still rocking . This city never slept. They came back 

to 'Readland Subway station' before two. They waited on 

long dark brown benches for their train. Brian and 

Carlos sat next to Andrea and l ooked about the station. 

It was not nearly as crowded as earlier . A few 
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stumblebums and bag ladies floated around tuned only into 

themselves . Andrea noticed uneasily the presence of a 

man crossed-dressed sitting on the bench across from 

them. Brian said under his breath to Carlos, 11It looks 

like the socio-economic status of this place has faltered 

since we left." 

Carlos gave an appreciative laugh. The other three, 

Clarisse, Lauren and Paula were conversing emphatically 

about some unknown subject. The evening appeared to be 

winding down when a group of black girls in uniform 

marched single file into the room. All were dressed in 

white blouses and black skirts. They each had a leather 

strap extending from their left thigh around their right 

shoulder. As far as Carlos could tell when he looked 

close, four were black, two were Asian. Another older 

girl, in her mid-twenties, stood in front of them the way 

a sergeant stands in front of his troops. Brian noticed 

them curiously. Something strange was happening. Each 

one of the uniformed girls had something on their right 

hand. A puppet? Brian squinted his eyes. It was a 

puppet, six, green- headed, white- necked mallard duck 

puppets. The leader said something and the girls in line 

started quacking while moving their duck's mouth. 

"Quack, quack , quack, quack , quack, quack." 

Brian dipped his head down and looked at Carlos. 

"What the ... Did you see that? What's happening . ? Why 
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are they doing that?" 

Carlos had his back straight against the bench. 

"Sorority. " he said. 

" And this is initiation? This is a rush?" 

Carlos spoke up quickly, "That reminds me of this 

fraternity house up where I started college. They had 

all their pledges go into 1 iquor stores and buy porn 

magazines with men in it only. Then all during the time 

of initiation, they had to carry a page from the magazine 

in their pockets . When one of their members would see a 

pledge on campus, they would ask " You got that picture? " 

Then the pledge would have to embarrassingly pull out the 

picture and show them. 

"What else did they do? " 

"Well, " Carl os said smiling, "I heard they made one 

guy eat a vaseline sandwich. " 

Brian shook his head, "That's horrifying, You think 

these people a r e going through haz ing. " 

" I don't know, I guess so." 

"I gotta' get a photo of this. " Brian stood up and 

walked over to Lauren . She had not yet taken notice of 

the puppeteers. She was too involved with the 

conversation with Andre , Paula and Clarisse. Brian knelt 

down on the cold floor before them. " Ladies, take a look 

at that. " 

"Quack, quack, quack, quack, quack, quack. " 
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"What are they doing? " Clarisse asked. 

" Car pool says they're in a sorority. " 

" It must be a pretty eccentric sorority." 

commented. 

Paula 

"Lauren, 11 Brian said, " Can I use your camera? I 

want to document this on film." 

" Yeah , sure. " she reached into her purse and 

retrieved the camera . "You know how to use it?" 

"Oh yeah ." Brian said taking the camera from her . 

Clarisse looked up, " Brian, I don't know. I don't 

think this is a real wonderful idea. " 

" Don ' t you fret your furry little face, Clarisse." 

Brian said and walked away. 

"My face isn't furry!" Clarisse called after him. 

Brian went around the bench and walked up next to 

the line of girls . Now more people began to pay 

attention . Several of the downtrodden came over to 

witness the spectacle. 

"Quack, quack, quack, quack, quack, quack . " 

Brian went up in his photographer feet. He pointed 

the camera in their direction, making sure not to cut off 

the heads of the ducks. Carlos hopped off the bench and 

jogged over. He wanted to be in the action too. Brian 

got down for a dog's eye view of the girls with the 

puppets. Carlos ran up behind the line of girls, Brian 

snapped off a flash of Carlos's grinning face in between 
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two very serious looking girls faces. The two returned 

to the bench laughing boldly. "Here ' s your camera, 

1,auren, you'll have to make double prints of that." 

Brian handed the camera back and he and Carlos returned 

to their seats. They laughed again and slapped hands. 

Brian leaned back and exhaled. Then he took note of the 

sorority girls heading for him in a single file line , 

right behind the leader, and God, did she look upset! Uh 

oh. They rounded the bench and walked directly toward 

Brian and Carlos who stood up slowl y. More people 

gathered to view this exhibition. The humor of the 

incident left Brian and he stood arms folded, waiting for 

the confrontation. The sorority leader came face-to- face 

with Brian. The girls behind her automatically made a 

semi-circle surrounding him. (How did they know to do 

that?) She stood about six inches shorter, but had a 

polished and vigorous look on her face. The great room 

became quiet. 

" You got a problem?" she asked. 

"No, " he answered confidently, although he wasn't 

confident . 

"Then why you botherin ' my girls?" 

" Why are you humiliating them? " 

"This is nothin ' that concerns you. 11 

"I'm not concerned. " he said, but he was . 

"Then why are you botherin' my girls if you're not 
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concerned. " she demanded . Her tone became increasingly 

agi tated, her anger growing like the crowd's size. Brian 

thought if he responded with non- threatening, non-direct 

answers to the girl, she would leave him alone . He was 

wrong . It already had gone too far. She had dug in . 

Carlos tried to think of something to say that would not 

add fuel to this fire, but couldn't . Brian went on the 

offensive . "Seems to me they'd be more bothered quack ing 

like ducks in public , than if somebody takes a picture of 

them . 11 

"How- do- you know what they think?" 

Brian's voice raised , "I never said that I did- " 

"You just did. I don-" 

" If you care so much about them why are you- " 

"You comin' 'round with your-" 

"Ma- kin' fools outta them- " 

"White-class rules and- " 

More people gathered. There was an atmospheric 

feeling of an impending fight . Karen grabbed Andrea b y 

the wrist and started leading her out of the room . Three 

black men wearing identical jackets and identical 

haircuts came and stood behind the girls. Paul a and 

Clarisse stood up but did not join the crowd . A 

middle-aged white man with an orange pull over h at 

climbed over the bench and shouted what Brian thought 

sounded 1 ike a racial comment to the girls . The man 
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dressed like a lady came up and started shouting also. 

Everyone started screaming. The crowd moved in closer 

together, enclosing Brian and Carlos . Carlos panned the 

room. Where were the police? There must be one 

somewhere near. The place felt like it was about to go 

up. There were at least twelve people gathered and many 

more watching. The crowd became vio1-ently loud and 

dangerously tempered. One man threatened another and 

they approached each other with hands drawn . Two others 

pushed each other . "Shut-up . STOP IT! " a voice 

exploded, "Everyone calm down. " The voice belonged to 

Brian. He continued. " I started this, okay. I didn't 

asked for any of your input. " The crowd was offended . 

Just who was this jerk anyway? How dare he take credit 

for a riot? Brian went on quickly before anyone had a 

moment to respond to him. He turned toward the sorority 

leader and said loudly, "I'm sorry. I apologize if you 

felt insulted. I did not mean any harm. Obviously, I 

had no idea what you were doing carried such strong 

feelings for you. Next time I see puppeteers, I promise 

to walk in the other direction. " Brian turned and faced 

those behind him , " I have a young child with me. " Andrea 

looked at him in shock and buried her face in Lauren ' s 

shoulder near the pillar , "I don't want her to get 

injured. Please, everyone just back off Take a step 

back. " The c rowd looked at him like he was too weird to 
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be in New York. Brian held his hands up, " Please, just 

go back to what you were doing. Please." They directed 

a few selected insults at him, 

nodded and said, "Yes , that's me." 

to which he passively 

Then they slowly went 

turned around, the back to their business. Brian 

sorority leader's eyes were still fixed on him. Now, her 

eyes no longer seemed to contain anger. She shook her 

head at him, then she and her friends went away i n single 

file, (only now they didn't make any more animal noises) . 

The heaviness of the air lifted and Brian and Carlos 

collapsed onto the hard wood bench. Andrea was still 

freaked out by him. Brian avoided the gaze from Paula 

across from him. He looked at Carlos, Brian said, "This 

is the most embarrassing moment of my life . " 

"What life?" Carlos said good-naturedly, 11 That was 

tough but wait until we get those pictures." 

Brian closed his eyes. He opened them again and saw 

Clarisse, Lauren, and Paula, accompanied by one of the 

black guys with the jacket and haircut coming over 

towards him. Everyone sat down. Brian looked straight 

forward, refusing to make eye contact. "No comments 

a nyone." he told them . " Trust me when I say I feel 

terrible about it." Brian then heard the man with the 

jacket and haircut laugh. A long,loud laugh. He looked 

a t Brian, "Haaa- heee, they had you on the run, man." 

"Thank you, thank you." Brian nodded his head 
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softly . 

"But you shut them down. You shut them down." he 

added, then he turned his attention to Paula. " You here 

with him?" 

Paula looked at Brian and said, "We are all here 

together ." The man laughed again. Then he told them 

about the girls Brian had just antagonized . He said they 

were nice girls that he has known a long time. Then 

Paula asked if it was unusual what they did with the 

puppets. He took off his jacket and rolled up his shirt 

sleeve. There on his arm was the Greek letters of his 

fraternity permanently fixed into his arm by a burn mark . 

The members of his fraternity branded their letters on 

their arms. Lauren winced . The Greek talked about stiff 

initiations and his friends in the fraternity . He stayed 

and talked to them about fifteen minutes. He listened 

with interest when he found out they were from all 

different parts of the country and had come to New York 

as summer camp counselors. He told them about himself, 

where he grew up, and the fraternity. Before he left he 

invited them all, but especially Paula, to a party . He 

said he knew they wouldn ' t come, but he wanted to be 

polite. Then he smiled and left . For ten minutes, the 

four Altruim girls talked about how nice and handsome 

they thought he was. Brian was beginning to develop a 

hangover. 
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Monday, July twenty fourth. 

"Moments that can never happen again and 

never lost their wonder". 

Stephen Spender 

"Practice doesn't get cancelled for rain. " Carlos 

said. "We'll do some sprints here in the gym, take a 

little longer today to work on flexibility. First I want 

to speak more on conditioning. " 

The players rolled their eyes. Carlos was standing 

in the center of the gym in the late afternoon . 

Surrounding him, twelve adolescent ballplayers, all 

somber because they couldn't go outside. There was 

another summer shower. The other volunteers were off 

somewhere. Camp today was difficult. Kids couldn't burn 

off their energy outside, they were restless and cranky. 

Brian was making phone calls in the office, so until he 

got back, coach Carlos was having a team pow- wow. Carlos 

had everyone sit down on folding chairs. Now, standing 

before the small crowd, baseball gloves resting on the 

floor beside them, he began, " I consider you all 

athletes . Hopefully, that is the way you look at 

yourselves too . What does that mean, 'athlete'? To me 

it means several things . It ' s how you think, act and 

behave. All those things are connected. First, an 
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athlete conditions h imself or herself. What you do on 

the field or the court is directly related to your 

physical condition a nd it is a lifelong commitment, okay. 

That means exercise . That means flexibility. That means 

no drugs. Conditioning is mental as well as physical. 

How many times have you seen a team get momentum and just 

take another team? It happens al l the time. 11 Carlos 

accentuating his words with dramatic hand gestures. "A 

classic example, years ago nobody gave the U. S hockey 

team a chance in the world to beat the Soviets. Not one 

chance in the world, but they won in the Olympics. " 

Carlos paced while speaking, his arms made exaggerated 

movements. 

" You will all achieve mental conditioning by 

continued practice. Don't let negative thoughts creep 

in . Would you eat something that tasted bad and was bad 

for you? Of course not, then why let negative thoughts 

in your mind? It's the same thing. 11 Carlos went on 

quickly before anyone pointed out that the lunches they 

served were bad and bad for you. "On the field you play 

as tough and hard as you can . At a l l times act like a 

man, be courteous to adults and your peers. A good 

athlete is not a clown i n class either. Take pride in 

yourselves. Do the job in the classroom. During this 

game at the festival remember that we are guests at the 

park and we will behave like guests always. Never do 
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anything to embarrass your fans or the team and play as 

hard as you can. Play your best every time . That ' s what 

it ' s gonna take to win. Make sense? Me and Brian are 

proud of you all ." Carlos paused, leaving those words 

floating for a moment. Then he said, " Let's begin by 

taking some extra time to work on our flexibility. " 

The team got up . There was the sound of the chairs 

being folded back up. Carlos was collapsing a chair when 

Frankie approached him . Frankie asked in a quiet voice, 

11 00 you really think we'll beat Kloane, coach? " 

Carlos racked the chair noisily and rested his hand 

on Frankie ' s shoulder, "Yes, I do. " 

After practice Brian and Carlos walked back to the 

Healing House. Lauren was making salad and chicken for 

dinner. She indicated it would be ready in roughly 

twenty minutes. Paula and Clarisse were watching a video 

of last summer ' s talent show. Carlos decided to spend 

time writing with his lap- top. He closed his bedroom 

door, turned on the radio and worked at his small desk by 

the window. Brian thought he would rest for just a 

little while, pass some time in the privacy and coolness 

of his bedroom. He went into the room and kicked off his 

tennis shoes . He twisted his back, stretched out some 

muscles, turned the radio on and lowered the volume just 

a little. Then he hopped on the bed and CRACK . Someone 

had placed some foreign article underneath his sheets. 
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He got up angrily and pulled the sheets back. There were 

eight books of the Encyclopedia Britannica, editions 

A-thru-J placed in a neat row. Brian rubbed his lower 

back . "Paula , Clarisse and Lauren will pay. They will 

pay. Oh, how dearly they will pay. Messing with an 

individuals bed is going too far. That's taboo." Brian 

marched over to the door and grabbed the doorknob, it was 

covered with Vaseline . He pulled his hand away and saw 

the clear jelly on his hand . He made a tightened fist, 

"They will pay and pay and pay." 

Clarisse caught Carlos between classes in the 

shadowy part of the stage, behind the old velvet 

curtains. Clarisse asked him, "How has baseball practice 

been?" 

Carlos considered his answer , "It's been fine. Why 

do you ask? " 

"You're aware of what happened last year with the 

team from Kloane?" 

"I'm aware of it." 

"Good. I wanted to be sure you know what you're 

doing . This game deserves serious treatment. Are you 

going to allow Danny to play?" 

Carlos ran his hand through his hair, "I spoke to 

Brian about that. We decided that we would probably put 

Danny in for an inning. Left field . He is not a bad 
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player, actuall y . He has some problems with hand/ eye 

coordination and motor skills ." 

"I want ed to advise you t hat Danny ' s father will be 

attending the game at the festival. Danny ' s father and 

I have recentl y had a rather heated argument." 

"In regards to the camp?" he asked. 

"No. In regards to pre- enrollment at P.A. High . 

The school has special education classes for mentally 

retarded students up until lunch time. After lunch they 

either go to some other school or they are allowed to 

take some classes with the mainstream kids . Danny's 

father and I disagreed on which classes he should take." 

Carlos lifted and dropped his shoulders, "What was 

the argument about? About what level Danny should be 

functioning?" 

Clarisse shook her head, " No. They wanted Danny to 

take woodworking ." 

"Why?" 

"To teach him a life skill . " 

"That makes sense to me. Why are you opposed to 

it? " 

" For several reasons. One, in that class, 

electrical saws and ot her potential ly dangerous equipment 

are eventually in use. Secondly, the students in 

woodworking tend to be real low functioning themselves . 

With lower functioning adolescents you tend to get more 
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cruelty and teasing towards a M.R. 11 

"Clarisse, you said that? That's a pretty strong 

statement. Why did you tell the father that?" 

"The father had all these grandiose expectations of 

what Danny can accomplish. It ' s a shame we got into this 

conflict. I always liked Danny's father. I don't know 

whether or not he will make a public issue of this." 

"Are you sure you ' re not just jealous that Voss is 

getting all the controversial limelight. " Carlos joked. 

Clarisse laughed, "That must be it Carlos. I won't be 

satisfied until the Healing House gets fire bombed." 

The next morning the sun shone on St . Theresa. 

Paula pulled the string and her shade rolled up . Her 

eyes met Hilena's outside, sitting on the curb. They 

waved to each other . Hilena waited for her every 

morning. Lauren was the first to get to camp. She took 

the keys from Clarisse . Already kids were there waiting. 

" It's about time you got here." 

"What do you mean? " Lauren smiled, "Camp doesn't 

officially begin for another fifteen minutes. " 

"Can you get us out some stuff from the office?" 

they asked. 

"Hmmm , that depends. What do you need? " 

" I need the kickball and some jumping rope and the 

chalk and-" 

"Hang on now. Wait 'til I see." She stuck the key 
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in the door. The heavy metal lock clicked and they went 

inside to raid the office. Twenty minutes later Brian 

was the last counselor to arrive. His hair was a mess 

and he hadn't shaved . When he walked past the office 

Lauren saw him and called out, "Whatsa' matter, Brian? 

Didn ' t you sleep well?" Brian stopped and leaned 

backwards to see into the office. He said, " You know 

somethin' 'bout that you wanta ' tell me? " 

Lauren looked innocent, "Huh? " 

Brian asked accusingly , "You know anything about the 

Encyclopedia Britannica?" 

"I know you can sell it by leads in Trenton." she 

said . 

"Why did you ask how I slept?" 

"I was just concerned about you ge ttin' enough 

rest. " 

" You know, Lauren, it would be significantly wiser 

for you to break this alliance with Paula and join me. 

I am much more ruthless than her and you won't feel so 

much pain when the hammer comes down." 

"I can't break the alliance with Paula, we're both 

girls." 

"So? What difference does that make? " 

"We ' re bonded by a common thread. " 

"That thread is about to be cut by an extremel y 

sharp axe. I don't think you'll like where you fall. 11 
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"I'll consider myself warned." Lauren said and went 

back to her activity. Brian sat down at a lunch table . 

There was the noise of children playing outside. He 

picked up a section of the paper that was there. Soon, 

he began to filter out the sounds of screams and laughter 

and listened to a conversation between Frankie and 

Lauren. He wasn't eavesdropping as much as he was tuning 

in while he sat somewhat sleepily there. Frankie was 

talking about some older lady in the neighborhood. 

"She's driving me insane. You would not believe this 

lady. Okay, I been doing jobs for her since I was 

eleven, carrying boxes to the attic , yard work, things 

like that. She is an invalid who lives on the east end 

of my neighborhood. It takes me fifteen minutes to ride 

my bike there. All she does is talk, talk, talk. About 

how she wants this to look, how she wants that to be. 

She can hardly do anything by herself. Last Thursday, I 

had to clean her bathroom." 

"That really bothered you? Even when you knew she 

couldn ' t do it herself." Lauren asked n icely. 

11 I don't think you understand Lauren, I had to 

physically scrub the bathroom on my knees." 

"I could see how that might bother you. Look at it 

this way, you're getting paid." 

"Not enough to do that. No way. Not when I have to 

sit there and listen to her go on and on about her plants 

214 

-



L 

or cats." 

"Well then look at it this way, you're probably the 

only person she gets to talk to all week long. Think 

about that. Have you ever felt lonely before . Huh? 

Next time you go over you may want to keep that in mind . 

She probably looks forward to seeing you . You are 

probably the only person she speaks with. The only one." 

Frankie was quiet for a long time. Now Brian was 

eavesdropping. Lauren's perspective was profound given 

her circUinstances. She worked so comfortably with the 

kids. Frankie spoke at last, " I never figured it that 

way. I just never thought of her as being a--I guess I 

just didn't look at her like needing anything but work 

done." 

" I think the lady is fortunate to have you." 

Frankie wanted to change the subject, "Thanks . Hey, can 

I have the basketball now?" Brian was impressed with 

Lauren. He wondered what he would have said to Frankie 

if presented with the same situation. Then he remembered 

something that Lauren had said to him during the first 

week, when he was having problems with the kids. She 

said, " It's not what you teach, but how you teach." 

Lauren wasn't always that sharp . Last weekend, the 

kitchen table and chairs were occupied by Carlos, Lauren 

and Brian. In daylight hours the room was illuminated by 
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sunshine, the kitchen win dows opened up onto the porch. 

At night the room grew very dark except for the circular 

light suspended from the ceiling that shone down upon the 

glossy table. The table's centerpiece included two empty 

candlesticks and a small vase with violet dried flowers 

on a lace doily . The transparent cream draperies had 

lace boundaries and cigarette smoke stains. The 

volunteers sat on uncomfortable wooden chairs playing 

poker for crayons. Orange was worth a dollar, green 

fifty cents and blue, a quarter . Between games Carlos 

mentioned an idea about bringing players to the YMCA for 

weight lifting. 

" Of course, Brian, one of us would have to be there 

to supervise at all times." 

Lauren who was involved in a daydream, broke out and 

said , "You two want to see an amazing card trick?" 

Carlos looked over at her , shrugged his shoulders, 

then turned his attention back to Brian. "When I was in 

high school, I witnessed a terrible accident in a weight 

lifting room." Carlos leaned forward into the brightness 

of the hanging lamp. Brian noticed Lauren begin to place 

the cards face up in five precise rows. Carlos continued 

with his story, "A friend of mine named Cooper was at the 

universal machine. At the leg lift . The way that it is 

set up is that the person sits down and pushes two metal 

pedals forward. The weight is adjusted by a long pole 
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that goes down through several bars, each twenty pounds. 

y0 u decide on how much weight you want by plac ing a pin 

through the weight bars into the long, metal pole . Most 

anyone can lift much more with their legs than with their 

arms, so Cooper had a lot of weight stacked on that pole. 

While he was pressing the pedals, his leg slipped off and 

slid into the machine. The pole with literally two 

hundreds pounds of steel on it, came crashing down on his 

leg. Cooper started screaming, 'Jesus God, help me . Oh, 

Jesus God, help me' . " Brian rattled his chair closer to 

the table. Lauren placed another card in the row . 

Carlos continued, "Think of it as a extremely heavy spike 

being dropped in the center of your leg. Anyhow, a 

couple of football players got the weight up, pulled him 

out and wrapped a tied towel over the wound . Cooper had 

passed out, so we decided to take him to the emergency 

room instead of waiting for an alllbulance. 

him to the passenger seat of my Camaro. 

They carried 

I started 

driving manically, racing toward the hospital. I was 

drving like a madman. Sometimes I took side streets 

because in the theory of contin . . .. well, forget that . 

I was driving when suddenly, Cooper woke up and started 

having convulsions . Shrieking about the pain in a 

piercing voice. The cloth interior of my Camaro was 

soaked with blood and it was shooting out Cooper's leg 

like a small hose. He was screaming, ' There ' s a nail in 
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my leg. There's a nail in my leg. Pull it out. Pull it 

out'. " Carlos was gesturing as though he was playing a 

game of charades. Lauren was a l most finished the 

placement of her cards . "Cooper was screaming, " Carlos 

said, "He was bouncin ' around the front of my car. I was 

driving 

'Auuugh. 

over seventy. There was blood everywhere. 

Pull out the nail' . My knuckles were bright 

white, strangulating the steering wheel. I didn ' t know 

what to do! So, I reached out and jacked him in the 

face. He went unconscious again. " Carlos relaxed back 

into the wooden chair and added casually, "And, l ater on, 

he never even remembered me punching him." 

"I'll bet you an orange and two blues the next card 

I turn over is the three of clubs. " Lauren said . Brian 

shifted his eyes quickly back and forth between the two 

of them. 

pile of 

For a long time he was quiet, looking at the 

outlaid cards 

finally he responded, 

this afternoon? " 

among the crayola chips, but 

"So, ah, did Frankie pit ch well 

Friday, the sun had gone down but light still bung 

in the sky. The clouds were long and thin, colored 

orange and light blue. The last of the campers were 

leaving and Paula was sweeping up the art room floor with 

a big gray dust broom. Brian walked in through the door 

and slowly approached her. Paula leaned the broom up 
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against a table, put her hand on her tailbone and 

stretched her back . She and Brian stood in the dusty 

room. Silently, Brian held up his hand showing off a key 

ring wrapped around his index finger. 

She asked him, "Where are you going?" 

" You feel l i ke taking a ride?" 

" A ride? Where do you want to drive to? The liquor 

store is right down the street. " 

" Yes, but I don ' t want to go there. I want to go to 

the Port Altrium hospit al. " 

"Why? Is there something wrong with Lauren?" Paula 

asked quickly. 

" No , no. Lauren is fine . There is someone I want 

to see. Once I went to pick up Clarisse at the hospital 

and there was this little child. A really sweet little 

girl. She had a tracheotomy, and she was really 

struggling to breath. For some reason , it stuck with me. 

She always seems just a flash away in my memory . I asked 

Clarisse to check on her. " 

"What did Clarisse say? " Paula asked . 

"She said that she is still there." 

" I don ' t understand. What are you going to do at 

the hospital? " 

"I bought her a stuffed animal and a fishing rod." 

" You bought her a fishing rod? " 

"Yeah, I don't know why . Maybe I thought it may 
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motivate her to get out of bed and go fishing." 

"That is a nice idea, but this isn't ' Yosemite 

National Park'. How many girls in New York go fishin'?" 

"I don't know. Don't ask me why, Paula, I just 

bought it impulsively." 

"You want to give her presents even though she has 

no idea who you are?" You'll drop i n like Santa? 

"Yeah. She doesn't know you either. I thought I 

could just make up some reason why we were there. The 

Salvation army or something. " We're just two people who 

walk around handing out gifts." 

"Why do you want me to go with you?" 

"I just wanted you to go. 11 He told her, beginning 

to get frustrated. 

Paula looke d at him rushing her hand through her 

long black hair, "Okay, I think I'd like to go. I need 

to finish cleaning my room, then take a shower." 

"Well, I'll help you clean and you can let me know 

when you 're ready." 

"Nice o-ffer, but you don't have to do that. I know 

you already cleaned your classroom." 

"Then I won't help to be kind. I' 11 assist, to 

hurry you along, because I'm anxious to get going." 

Paula said, " Yeah, okay. Let's s lide these tables 

over. Danny spilled glue there earlier." 

Brian had asked for and received permission to use 
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the parish van. He went to the bath room and took a 

shower. Went to the hall closet, pulled out a brand new 

razor, and shaved in the sink in his bedroom. He applied 

deodorant, brushed his teeth, flossed. He combed back 

his blond hair and even styled it . He took his gray suit 

out of the closet and emerged from the room clean, 

starched a nd pressed, smelling like cologne. He carried 

a big pink tiger and a fishing pole wrapped in Christmas 

paper. Paula didn ' t spend near the time nor concern on 

getting ready, yet Brian thought she looked spectacular 

wearing a bright white collared shirt tucked in her faded 

blue jeans. " I didn ' t know you were getting dressed up." 

she said. 

"You look great . Let's go. '' he responded. Tlle two 

of them stood side by side, checking their appearances 

in the hallway mirror. Quickly they walked down the 

stairs to the van which was parked and ready outside. 

Brian opened the van door for her as Paula climbed in, 

Brian handed her the presents and walked around the front 

of the van and entered. He started up the engine and 

headed off to the P.A hospital . 

Carlos set the lap top on his bed. He climbed onto 

his bed and sat cross legged facing the screen . He 

rubbed his temple and flicked the power button on. He 

brought the proper file out of the menu and the green 

images came into view. Carlos looked at the screen , 
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selected a few command buttons. It had become more and 

more difficult for him to write ever since his arrival at 

port Altruim. In his own mind, he compared it to a rugby 

or football player. A good rugby player likes to take 

hits and give hits. A rugby player's idea of an 

enjoyable time is to run ful l blast, straight on, and 

collide into someone else. There is that certain edge, 

that feeling of taking out the week's anger, the week's 

frustration, on the poor clod that happened to be on the 

other team. That 's what Carlos did when he wrote. It 

was an exorcism of sorts. A cathartic exercise where he 

took out his own frustrations on the driving population. 

There were two reasons that Carlos's difficulties writing 

his drivers manual began to mount. One, was the time he 

spent driving had been exponentially r educed. Two, the 

frustration and anger, that once accompanied his daily 

routine, had been replaced by feelings of exhaustion and 

satisfaction . He felt as though he was accomplishing 

something important. Al truim had done the worst thing it 

coul d to a writer. It gave him peace of mind. 

THE THEORY OF CONTINUAL MOTION. 

Carlos stopped, considered, and went back to the key 

board. 

THE LAW OF CONTINUAL MOTION. 

A Manuscript by Carlos Ungamen 
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