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» AAAAHY... at last.. number 6. Hello!/ :
So..yeah.. | Skipped an issue. But [ have REALLY |
¢ qood eXcuses, | do!! Firstly, affer 10 (thati TEN)
ars of on-and-off and then on-on-oN Work, | have |
; FINISHED the illustratisns for the midwifery 1ex+- :
1 book folistic Midwifery Vol. I by Anne Frye. 1 a
{ long-awaited and heavily. illustvated text "{ was |
E(oam:‘:r; [arge. with pregnancy and decided that 3@2&7
‘the d wings done before Josie came wal my highest':
L privvity. Standly, our beloved babysitter Rixi ended |
Vher empleyment with uS, 5o between that gnd near-
Y constant “iliness all winter, | just didnt have much
rextra tme, Well, and +hirdly, "I had a baky. R;th'
ssmack in the middle of when #6 was supposed to
icome ouvt. The nerve some babier have! You can read
P all about her bivth right here in Hhis issae... amovg,

L ofher Stories of hellos and gosdbyes. That] what s

L all aboyt... not the [ong-suSpected Hoke)/ Fokeey .

i So (isten-| war redlly crunched for time & Space

' for this humengous (4 paje:—?o:KS.’) 13Yue, So 4
icoyple of thesertories are (6AsP) fyped & printed
P apo!o‘lizc that Yov wont pe reading them ih my
Eown fo /)' hand. N(’x’f' issue, | promiye. !
! Let me say thank you tv all you gentle readers, for
5Zaar patience. Al fhanks fo my midwives, faf, Anne,!
i and Garf; Nephyr and Michelle for affending my birth and |
1being 5o helpful; Tyler for being amazing;"Nand - big huge;
ithoank ysus- You make my life”so much " beter in so'many:
i ways. Thank you Randy'd Tuzu - ysu are both perfect-:
vand Jesie, tvo! God, { loye my family So much. Mud
tove fo my LT and IRL pals. And Kate- who made me

ilmoan cookies. W Love and enjoy..- %}4_/ Mard ‘oY *
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| BECOMING A MIDWIFE IN 10 eAsy Years |
PART 6 MEETING AMNE ..o THE BEST OF MY KNOWLEDGE
Nerther of us vemember much about when vee met. ‘

/ remember 1t as a fotal Fluke. Tava & | wewve having a
barbeque, and our housemater had invited o few pesple.

O ne of them, ohe housremaqte Jard, was infp midwifery —war
wr;-ihl_:;q a book or Jomething. | wasn¥ in midwifery School
ret, but | was on myway. wars definiTely attending meetingsr
and was Ptarfing 4o get 1o kwow oirtland area rmidwives,
| had hever heard of Anne Fye..fo [ just Sort of blew
i# off. When Anne arvived | was al+ogether unmoved, os
was She. | dont remember even diccutring migdwifery..
we all qfe and then Jat around m+the living room.
Somehow the Jafjecf of my arfwork came vp, and |
bnm_ghf my )oarf olro out 120’ Thow ,oeop/e. /] wars a[wyr
pnm-{ of my ariwork, de.rpife the Fact 1+ was mortl!
Penc:! rfraits of rock Stars. As / Flipped -/hnaug{
the drawings, (Eddie Van Halen, Davicl Lee Roth, Fat Benetar)
gxp/mh;‘ng hiat | had done all these in highJithool, Hhme
began to tfake nofice, ask guestions. Then we put the
Airawings away and P ped 7n g movie. The las #w’nj /
vecall “about that mj/ﬁ‘ was having wicked Sfinky gas,
and apologizing +o jur ouests ar Tara g/eez"a//y fold

the tales of my. killer Farts oF the past- Thankpu//y,
r R -
e A Anne remembers nothin
™ .o\ff .ANDNAL;- N";ﬁugvﬁﬂt of that evemhg e)rce;f
SURPEN... " T'Co Seeing my drfuork.
An alkju‘lner

unremdreable

_'poaRk BeY  pg |
v "‘Cpﬁvﬂ“g
0 event. Sﬁ'ﬂky,
bl”‘ A{
\. unremarkable.
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The next Time { can recall Jeei/ Arne was gt Some mpicdwcFe
Fype meeting or cther. By ~then [ had procured her book
(inderstanding LabWerk in fhe Childbearing Year and was
uterly m:‘nq’-Zogg/eJ by the sheer Densiry” of +he thing. O0h, wait
1t was af the "Sa You Want to he a Midwite® meeting given
by +he Schos! for an ?!'rmg applicants. (f was df’ﬂ_’gnea’, Im
Sure, fo weed ouf #he farnt of gewf: midwiver gnd #aeir
spouses and children falked candidly abort the life of a midwite:

e in-ferr?fed movies/birfhday parties/sex. The hohdays
you miss, +he vacationt you cent foke, the long bet baths

Wil never qef.. becawe being a midwife meanr \oure
ALWAYS ON CALL. Scary Stutf, o be Sure. Not for the
Parht of heart..or the parfier af heart! Anne was +here /x
AiSCusS CNM3 ve. CMF. After the meeting | approached her.
S0, [ve been flyfng fo get throvgh your labwork book,” [
said, bright and proud. " There is so_much information in
there, s0 much medical /anjuage."' She stared a¥ me
blankly for a moment, Theh Shapped, “Well, youll just
have to 9o et yourself o Tabers™!" and She turned
away. oo ofraid 4o ask what the heck a "Taber’s " was
| 400, Turned away, +oil between my /egs. Dont knew
what /d €Xp~e£+ca’ hey fo vay, bvt [ quess /”"r-"{’“f”.’f;‘? 'A
For Some verbal pnﬁah-/ie.hgéf what- & -big -girl-you-are.
Mot sure. Buf once again, #f was a rather d:rappmmy
enceunter. Here wag this weman who was, as [ was .
dircoyering, reveved and respected in the midwifery world.-
Shart, Southern, and Sevious, Anne Frye was not g wernan
whose +ime you wasted. | had mistakenly thought that
Since | had onginally met her in a tocial sething, that
we had a cannciz:vém,‘ that [ had an "in" But here, /n her
midwifery element, | was Just a starry eyed wanna-be .
midwife, and her rebuff made My plate clear. How
embarrassing. | did, hswewver, do my research, and wos
Soon +he owner of a Taberi Cyclopedic Medical Dictionary.

And, clespite The scare factics, / decrded o contnue

my pursuif of midwiery. Baths be domned.




But | cant leave the Story there. Anne might hof have
made G Qeod impression on me, (or me on her, 1d venture
fo Say) but hike many lasting friendrships +he rocky start
would” be long forgotien.
] don¥ rémember how ¥ happened, and Anne doesn¥
etbher, buf somehow | ended 7 working [ong Frantic
or

and fmf hours on Qriwork +he 0pcami;‘zﬁq ook. She
wal nearly done with the final edds when roogh Some

mishap her out-of. State artist [ost all The work Thed
done fo that ,ao:'n-/: Lolretre MidwiFery Volume I wal a
leng-awailed bsok, designed fo bc both Fextboock and
reference manual for homebirth /mcﬁ%faner.r arourd
+he world. There was haﬂ:mj (ke it out there (1 was To
discover that Anne prides herself on pufﬁhj outf woerk
that hasnt been done for generations, /P ever) and i#
needed hundreds of drawings, from medical equipment
+» basic anafomy To fetal dévelopment and preghancy.
And theugh mast of Fhe illurtrations were pre andavd,
¥ was imperative to both of us that these be pictures oF
women, hat headless forses. Whenever possible, / fuf heads
o Fhe women whose bodies | was detailing... heads of
women who werve of all races and body types. | had three
months tp do hundreds of etarled drawings.” and [ was in
heaven. My dining room fable, with the'best ﬁ'glrf ’n the
house, became pgfmanenﬁ’/v off-limits 1o roemmates and
cat dlike. | wovked from Y or Sam Wi [ leff for rmy
all-Hme job (a femp Secretary at a mental health
agency for mentally il homeless folikc-a whole nother
s r}r!)and then agan when [ 9;{' home af myﬁr‘. [ worked
all day each weelcend, | foge ‘days off work. | was
inspived cind excited.
| had wanrted to be a medical i/lustrator back in
ht‘gln school... but decided ajmm-;‘ i+ atfer | sow JZ/
Piast autopsy mowe. The gty »as pallin aparf Some
poor dead Guyi brein, showing how a’ by llef had
ricochefed 74}:01')7 7"6'4?/9/6 %o cpca'pa-f' before Camf'?j




oyt the ﬁa}/} eycéa//. Yuck. | ofid not want fo drow Such
things. I' let that idea Fly like a parfy balloan ovt #he
window, knew i would never happen. And a#ﬁm{jé my
medium of choice had always been penc, [ Fourd myself
sHu 5/:'”5 along now in pen and jnk; [earning how 7o add
shad€ and fexture withoot making everything look like
it was Suffering frem measles. ‘Liave | said # was
exhilarating? [+ was exhilarating! | wasr an arfist - no- an
ILLUSTRATOR . For a MIDWIFERY TEXTBOOK.. Wew-

And Anne ? Curt Sassy, ho-nonsense Aunne? ﬂ‘jay fo
werk for. Really. Gratehd, open to su gestion, easy fo
please and genevous - the perfect bas‘; From a very
fenuaus 5€gfhninj gprang
a rwarvff% and

gn&luni?j ‘em!.r/ﬁp.
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Hello and Goodbye .

Boack in issue #], ] talked about +he son 1 gave birth fo in
March of 1984 Ac*ua//y, z anly talked about the birth; 1 didn#
rea//y talic abgut my son. HY fime +o tey +he Story.

P/ﬂa'nj my Jon for ddopﬁ'ﬂn was Kot my £irst chorce vpon 0”3"5”""9’7
of my prégnancy. I was Sixfeen, it war the Surmmer before m
senor year. I was joing # ﬂraduaz‘e and head off +o NYC 7o
become. G Farhion esiﬂner'. Pregnancy was NOT parf of the
plan. | scheduled an ‘abortion, but through a long chain of
unpleatant €vents, it did not come fo pass. Thue I Found my-
self as doesciibed in ZBC#H]: A Pregnant Afgl: Schoel senipr,

1 made a deal with ﬂ"d : ] would have this baby amd e it upy
but ONLY as fong a8 f was g bey. ,570),_,- were -{'ﬂare{?n Ffo me,
and | cerfainly “couldnt raire a Z:), withoat a father. Sp god
very kindly ageeed that | weuld give up o Son, and +thaf Some-
day 1 would”be +he happy mama of a daughter or two. The
Cathalie priest my mother worked for stepped in and arranged
~the aa’ojo{'f'an with a Coa/)/e he fenew i Lowitiara. ( He had
also ‘arranged the messyp of the abortion appoiniment, which
1 wvouldnt” find out Fer years). The couple fe knew lived next
door 45 his hniece, hed mef %em, ‘H'le}z were rite and well aﬁq
So it wasn¥ like my é’“é}/ was going fo Campfe'ﬁe J‘-hfangerf.
Ly maybe even get news of him now and agwin. It wa:
Setted.

The birth was dreadful — well, the LABOR. war dreadfu! - { was
in awe of the actual birth, which [ witvessed in +he miirror
abwe My -"'Prfad-ec:ﬂ/ed body. My body gave birth, and they
cleaned him vp an handed him to me. 1 war wheeled ovt of
the defr'very room with my black-harired, _

black-eyed gorgeous baby boy tucked in
one arm, and My +ed y bear (the only
stand-in For the father that the I'OIP'?'“’

would a/fow') tucked under +the other
[ must have loocked [ike Such a
baby my.fefr".




Batk then, mamas .ﬁ‘a}yeof in #he hospital For three days, even
akter o normal delicery. | intended to make use of euvery
moment 4o be with my son. Jonathan, my sen. B

| knew he was not mine -my heart and soul knew that Kfeepmy
him would be The Wra:j nronqg WRoN G fé:hj fo do, end 1 kuew
/ would not waver. Bvf my son..he was se beautiFal ~ 4is eyes so
olark, promising to be chocolate brown, and ik biack hair, ofive
Shin. He was maﬁioal-.i‘fan'n Io fnfehf[/ a bout A;’m,ng ver "}”‘”ﬁ'
usf Seeking answers everywhere. He was familiar - 1 could see my
nwe; my mouth, my chip in fhat h’ny fFoce. Vi Fell in love as erery
hew mether 12 rajrammad fo o~ put even Gr ] lknew he wars hof
mihe, My heqrf was Fearing, shredding. "And a sword shall prerce her
heart, " Says one version of Fthe brble about Marys aqony- ! knew that
agony.

! held himm as much as | could, fed him 2 LotHe while my bregsts
ached to nurse him. There war no juch thing as ’r’oom;‘nﬁ.;'h ] and onl),-
one desi nm‘eo’ PtFsohn EM’J hﬂ[t{ A-"m or even be in my ma;n whehn he
was there. Had | been a little braver, a Liktle wiser, 1§ have broken
yhose rules all over the Place... what were they gohna do, fake him
awry? Bui | follswed the rules. 50 only my mom and { held bim. /F any-
one came 4o bisiF ! had 4o bring him bac -/p he nursery. /45 You can
rmagine | hated all_yyiforr, mZbPr.r of my fime with by édg),-'

The days passed /n 4 bler. Got yelled af
by Nazi Murse who found me Gf/eEf wirth
SN . vnothan . L'_yinﬁ afone with a heat lom

Y o R : befween my [eqc as my episia Fom r?‘C‘letf
(‘8” .- - and stung, Get, 'nj réprimanded rpuﬂ’u‘ng

. - -~ the Atfp vHon A the ba#:r'c'm when |
s —— Hﬂﬁﬂ‘h" !l war 30:’:7_9 fe pair ovl. (Monderin .
oyer and sver again how 1 epuld reconcife my /ohgf'ng For my 596 N
and my latk of fangs'nj Lor motherhsad. /My dada’y .r;lowﬂnj vp o vist
after ignoring me the enfire pregnancy, hen weeping with” pride and
Sorrow In my Treom. S:'ﬁ-'nﬂ with my Son on my '7:p as | wept and
wrote the final pages of 4 letter 4o him. A letfer thet started as a
J4-year-olds foslish”penpal meanderings and ended in ufer despair,
begjfng forgiv’eness, praying for und r:'f'ande'nj. Weﬂ,oing.
On our last JSay we borrowed the priesti ZBmm camera and foeole
Prchre:. 'ﬂ-;ey are all Yaken v natuyral h‘g‘u‘-ﬂ:cy Show a [ovel
alert fmb)r boy and a sad youn 35"/ whe s af}-ead)r Showing he%:
[;re(on; M:Z 0/415”'8('. The last ’p:‘cfure was Faksn  moments betvre
Y pm hat d'a)f. Ypm the circuit derk war Coming with Papers,
reliaquichment (opers. M Ypm my 4ime war op-

WHAT




At 7:5%mm [ kissed my Sons im a.i‘s‘:'éf)/ SoLf 'f)ggfj nuzzled him j inhalin
his Sweet newborn scenf, Stroke hit hair and puf him in Lis bessined
Slowly | wheeled him to +the hursery, my heart pounding and empty-
Man:zfﬂj fo a death knell, a nightmare of +4le and Flatorescent
light and sore bedy and aqehizing Slw steps. My mem was
peside me bvf | dont remember it. | just rememben Feeling +ern-
bly, finally, alene.
1 Knocked on the npursery door, and asked the nurse who answered #o
lease put him right by the window So | culd loak at him as Jon
al Fa.rs:‘ble, / puthed him ‘ﬂ:rau?ll the deor and as it clesed a wail o
ure 4qrief rose frem my soul. | cried as a child cries, as a mother
cries. The anguish ripped 1hrough me, devoured me, and ( let if. I/
never forget the Starfled facel of the Cxcited new mamas and daddies
pheir reveries Jo radely and hw&’d't?nhjf} inferrupfed éy a distrauqht
teenager. | furned my eyer fo my Son 4l my prother held me Uf.
e wcp'f Frgether, but after a moment she Could nof bear if and mavm‘
away. [ Sfood there, my eyes locked on my baby., memoriting his Face.
Af that moment he Stirred and for the £inct time Since he was
born, | saw him cry. we cried together, my Son and |, as If he Felt ¢,
toe. We were le:‘nj hrn apart, jnd [ was doeing fhe -feam*nj. We cried..

At Spm, [ was skil réanding there. My mother paced +the halls, fum!:j
at the cireurt clerk, coming “fo stand with me, pacing again. ! waen
Gbovt o budge. | was taking every second [ Cowd qet. My eyes did
b leave his face. | waited.” Like the condemmed viad tor deatl, -
]:iaH of me dyin afready. / ’u“”’gh‘f'---/ St have time.. ! could be
holding him. I?Aouﬁhﬁ.. v# | fouch him aqain, I'l pever lef him qo.

/ -ﬂwvg}rf...f will wet wreck both of ewrVlives... | will wreck only
my own. | rea{;zed -ﬂfm‘ all | could do wals 7‘5 qun( 'l%ge.reJr qnd:f'a?e,
and weep, and wai-

At Semcthing like 6bpm, the man chowed vp: no aPa/aj;er, ne clue.
By then my Afears had stopped and [ was holding the Pm_j;/e
strands of my Sowl +ogether L)r Sheer willpower.” | had 45" fe alone
in the veom when | ; ned +he papers, se no one could cav | was
inFluenced in any way. My mother hvggaa' me, whispering. "I okoy
[ Yeu Chan_ge yourmlhd..,'- which af::’v Ji‘*’!ﬂ [},megf m/y re__ra[ug.

/ Slghed e damned papers, the wo " irrevocable” standing oot neon
Lriaht. | hated the word, hated the man, hated the people ‘Whe were
faling my baby. Loving my baby, {fears ﬂQ{c{;”,y my cheeks, barely
brraFa}ng, I sighed the damned papers.

Af that maomené, | became a new persan.
! became a birthmother. @



! wat wheeled sut of thaf Aa.r}u}‘af WPJLY bﬂﬂd&’df, empty betlred. ! was
[eaving behind my ohly child. He would remain there for fmvo meare
days, untl! louSiana law fock effect and [ siqned vet another set of
papers that gave him To his new parents. For fue dayc he would

bélong fo no sne, have no one. The -—H.o,,j;,f of this nearly kitled me
[ went home fo [ay in bed and Saob. /f'{) poor Iife sisters }iso youn .
a4 the fime, did not know what *o do. | ; 7

: Slept in my momis bed,
comforted for a fow moments qt a tirme before )éf"ef would wash
oVver e anery.

! found out what they named him- Tyler — and | Hew ints a rage .
Thelr act of naming him meant+ he really rca(/?y war gene. Urief
became my best Friend who never leff my Side. The only way 7o sur-
vive it was fo emmbrace it.

! never gai“ counwil‘ﬂj*! Just wen# back o my life as much as /
could. Everything Was fainted. Nothing Seemed as worthwhile as it
did before. Elsg K/en:k, a fachion perien with g Show on TV call ed
“Style" made her observation that “Yellow s S8 important ¥his
scason,” and | realized +that Elsa Z:zd ne idea What was impor-
fant. Yellow Was certainly net i Faghion Was net . [ olidn't know
what To do, thrust o t‘nfz a4 sobering adult world of real loss.

| didn't knon where fo go. | war [ost. But [ survived.

The years passed. tis firthday was the worst... a day 4, cry, bake
a cake, faie the day off werk, and remember. Mothers Day sveked
/ ~as an um"e;;jnizab{e mather. | cannot begin Yo deseribe he
many phaces and” faces my grict ook on. 11 mas my crutch, my
shield, my excuse, and) in vevy bad +imes, my reason fo keep on
fl'anj- ‘
| kept meeting adoptees, dating adepfees. | leavned fo accept +he
:";‘rf reqfﬁ'-yjﬂ'iaf’)p white. J[egafe otlrpdoffee; ncarf’y afl.vp;ysefjed '
Gor” fretr birthmethers; male adoptees ravely clo. | knew +hat i+
Wi ielod -LC a lon wak wusfil / a:ufd can{-ac{- J-u'm Wr"h "-731)’ hOPC/
of a(cep-}ancre‘ [ setifed in + walf.

[ Turned thirty n 1996, dnd that Same year my sisfer had a .éaéy,
the first grandchild since my sen. At the 4ime | was a4 live-in
nanny and my eyes were of,gncd to -the realify of paremting. Fhese
things inspired e o wnte q lever to Tylers adoptive mother, fhank-
ing /'3”', ﬂJﬁn hei vary humbly 4o let me know hew he was doing. !
Lhew from #hs /7”‘“* and From my aﬁ‘vrﬁey that his fmren'&.s hid been
very yeluctant 10 have any information about’ me - despire being an
g adyptionthey were n interested M exchange oF ints. rfuey' ad
seemed yery sz‘ecﬁu and afraid, 4s i« they wanted me o .f:mp{y
not- exist: | kwew | had +o fread Camfu”y) and my lefier was

@



G levin and humb/e re uest. / .S‘Eh;" ot 1‘0 m_y aHﬂfhéy, W&d ‘H’lé’n
,l’onzay ed & o the adap'f:'ve mothers afforney. | warted. ! heqrd
nethrng.

Later that year [ gof access 4o the internab—siill a rather new media
For the masSes. OF “course | did a search on his name...4and uvp came
his name on a ryle playing gamer site! He was ohline! He played
computer Games/ e wati¥ a baby anymore.. he war a kid.

cmarvt kid. Wow,

I was excifed. | was scaved. ! hod infermation pow -~ an address,
a phone number that [ couldrn¥ do a damn -Hn‘nd with. Noy was

| about to. But having that infermation was“powerful. He was
alive. He wat out thete. Pnd 5omea/qy( when | -{«hovj/z% he
was ready ... [ would reach out. Someq’ay.

Top: me with my son, moments beFore IeHing him ge
Boton: the couple who adopted my son onthe day they 9ot him. Having fh
/):'c-l'm made both beher and ‘werse. @



my Friend NMartin

fn Mavch of 1998 (ves, all these ﬁn‘ngf happen in Marcl)

/! was inspired o do a porfrait of lea Krueger, an amazirg
Sjn%r/;ohﬁwn‘/-er ! Lad bLeen A//DWI)'Pj around wawlf)ﬂﬁd/y.

[ www. cdbaby.com/cd/leakrueger —go fisten & worthip ). Anyway,
i# was great to be inspired again affer mian artlesr years. (
needed fo Snap some hotos oF Lea +o work Fram, bufF | hao no
camert. [(? afwayj beeén rnfevested in /edrhi!? ‘pfra'fa Idibf}/) Jo
now seemed tke the fime. | didnt want Sorfe guidkie auto-tfecus
auto-evengbhing camera; | wanted a real camern. A tripto
the pawn J/,af and | had an ofd Konica 35mm. SLR camera /7
my hands- and absolutely no idea how it worikeed.

At Fhe /:'$M7 / 307‘ a covple of begmml;r; /)-A‘f/" r "'/"/7)’
Losks, hoping they would give me step-by-step instructions
on selting all the knobs ard dials and Switches 7o Take
ﬂ,'c{uyef sf Llea in action. Trouble wars , Leas ‘action’ was under
oim colored .s'po'ﬁr_‘ghfr at a J’ﬁ?aky Insch 5&«/;?“4. lrouble wars,
none of Fhe books” had any information on t'ow-/:"gjzf /9/601‘0 r;zp/: 4
! had unlimited internet access af my jaé, and a .rearj on +he
topic. led me & a mc’s‘s‘c‘ze-éadrd exchange on ]affr" faaf :Lap-‘o.
7‘£¢ uy who answered the guestiant reeined Khowledgeable and
/a'nd.ﬁ The message #5elf was a few years old, but with nothing
fo fofe | emailed Tie fuy named Martin.

aci, and a corre:ponalehce Lejzzh. He was -
as ld thovght v khowfcd?caé/e,.énd very
1 patient with the stupidest of m v guestians.
—— T\ [ started fakfhg plctures under hir
‘/‘u'fﬂfdjé, playing areund with F-stops
and shuttey Speeds, color and éﬁuﬁfm,
S Sent my )9}16'?40! # hivn and #e commented
in helpfut detail. e kept saying That after
a white p afa}r;ﬂp})y would pecome inturtive, f# was
frae. And a8 my*inturtion was awakened, so was my
J/irterest in Markn/He was funny ard shavp. 1 starfed
gf-lh"ng, G litfe crush on him, wDA/'nj we could prest




Martin was & programmer ot the MY Machat,le Exchange
He ka};faked, Y fdjora.r.r-cam‘zy Skaed. Fcfana’(? memberoF .
ASH (nwwe. m}r-orgjcéu% never havvalred me about vy §170 i,mg)
Jewich. Liftle bits of ourselver a}??eared' /n every ema A

Then one day civil Rights came vp, and he remariced how he
wal in the throng at Marfin Luther A’mj.frir "L Have a Dream”
s/yeecA. ! waJs f/?f,ore.!)'ca/i but then ! asked, "Just how old ARE
}/9“: anywa 27 [m Suwe he war /4“ Al;'lg ar he {aea’ his anJtwey.-
62!/ know [ laughed when | mead i¥! Suddenly “the Friendship
Lecame easier € mere r‘e/axed , Oh my ,aan‘; anyway, how that /
wasrt frying to Hlint online. Besides, he wars apply married.

Wearly a ronth atfer / g0t that camera, 1¥ suddenly jus
7‘0Fpez{ Warkfnj. 7he Shutfer J'fmp’y would net fhﬂ / ac ua//y Aﬂ.ﬂ/
he damn Thing at werk with me at the fime, and / conailed

Marfin imme ,'afe/y, HELP! He walked me through He problem:
Fhe mirtor was Sfucle. e hé};ped( me un-stick itY 14+ ptuck again.
/ £ was dear i neede rgpafrl but Konica had long Since Erase
making SLR cameras. A few frantic phone calls ater, [ was in
despair. Only one p'face h the Jlates kqfﬂai’fwf Konicas, and it woald
cort twice what Id pad fsr the camera. *(gn you return o+?” Marfin
asked. [ dug the reciept out of my vmllet: The camera was on da
S ea e e e

ir. 1 lold /Mdr%/ﬂ 1o be geing Ao The pawn Shop during my
funch, and asked i/ could €all hinm %, get 4is gprhion ohce

| was theve. He Shot back his phone number and off | went

At the pawn shop | had three chozes, and [ called hm.
1 wad the %‘f:rf Fime ! had spiken to him, and he answeved
"This is Mawtin " —just lLke 14 expect an old Jewrsh gy freom
New Jersey to vound. [ [aughed. "1 Maytin, iti Rbonda... el
[m here af Pe pawn .r/m,ri /M’U""j at Yhree cameras...”

"Didn# you get the [ast emais/ / Jent you? Telin you #»
never mind ge 77‘7 andther camera - jﬂ.ﬁ‘ get a credtt’ /I
.rfna’ing you my old camera, "

Despite my profests and brushing ande my offers fopay,
send me frisr old camera he did. 6‘7/ old Pentox arrived a
Fow days [ater- much-loved, well-travelled, and ’ﬂfeﬁ?’gj Familiar
fRom the first moment [ held if / named i Jake: @



/[ wal an/y the frrIf of many tmesr Martin would Show
his jenem;i* -/ Preajured 1. The years /Daﬂ't’d-
1Y ook fols oF great pictures of Lea (never got arsund #o
cloing the portrar¥, #w:fff‘. Faunny how that works), and [ofr of
/;;‘cfwraf of dther stufl | charged Jobr Several +imes, wenf
throvgh several confusing an wearying heartbreaks, and
my inferefty Shicted From Lea fo Lindy'thp fo Love. Marbn
oz arged bosses several #imes, helped %he NYMEX sarvive #he
bigbad Y2k (non) disaster, 9o* gy davehitersiy.)aw, Two
gnmdkf’a’f, and as he says “more arthri f,}’f’
when the World Trade Center Fell, [ called Marbn Hre
FiRst moment [ could. te was gn the ferry, /uh" arriving
at the shove when he gaw the planes Shie'into The forers.
Marfin and »is leved ones were okay.
When my Dabjes were born, /[/lar-;é{;;.- was on the call /1%t
In fact had Zuzu beer q bay, ! was going Fo use the hame
Martin ~ okay far a shiksa,’he Explained, but /¥ | were Jewsth
iF would be like felling him +o drop dead!
We still emairl each otber re wlarly, juit not as offen.
F00 much fime passes, & phone call /r made. ving Martin
P P 9
as a friend is ‘an anexpecfea/ Joy- Hei an old dog, 5o he knowr
hLow #o durvive-ard remombers in detar/- marriage, parenthead
and life jn hfm‘/ . | have benetited ;éam A1y Wirdom Fime
and Time agan. His aclvice 4o threaten Zuzu with throwing her
in a dumpiter ;F che didnt let me Seep didnt work quite as
Well for e a5 if did for him-but 17 was spll a great piece
of advice. And thovgh !/ ravely pneed cameryz he//a ary more,
/ Fhink about Marfin'every time '( ase Jake o snap rhy Kids.
Hes been there For g real sorrows
and Zreaf— Joys, with Ripdnes,
¢ ncor, ent, humaor, and Huth.
Jdmt’datz [ hope to meet him-15
Squeeze b hand over coffee, fo
#troduce him to r/n/ #ﬂﬁ?f/}/.
Wi

7il then, Mavrtn ... 1/ see You online.

Wi de coast. com/martinj/

.see Martins plmh: at




.and Hello again ..

It was November 28, Thanksgiving just over. Usually ‘round the
holidays | did my semi-annual infernet search for my son. For eight
or nine years | had always gotten the same thing; old posts he had
done on a role-playing game website, nothing more. | had stopped
really hoping fo find anything new. [ typed in “Tyler Himel”, hit enter,
and up came something I’d never seen before. A website for poets,
his poetry library. With tons of poems, and a journal by him. His
most intimate thoughis and feelings, laid bare and open for the world
— for me —to see. | had found my son.

| wish | could describe my feelings when | landed on that site, and
started reading his poetry. | was exhiloroted, terrified, amazed and
dozed. | wept. | read poems about his girlfriend — there were lots of
those — and others about the everyday confusing angsty life of a
teenager. | read one that was a letter to his dead father; it was
touching, very poignant and emofional — | had no idea that his
adoptive father had died. | was searching, though, tor any mention
of me, of his adoption. | had to know if he knew, if he cared. And
then | found it. It was a poem full of anger, directed at a rapist.
Right at the heart of the poem was this:

My mother at fifteen didn't know the names of the fifteen that raped

her,

But she let me live.

She bore me for nine months,

Gave me away in hopes that | had a betfer chance.

Gove me away because she couldn't face me herself,

So now | am faceless.



My heart stopped. Not only did he know, but he thought he was
the product of a rape. How utterly horrible. | sobbed, thinking my
poor son believed this about himself. Who told him such a thing?
His parents? | read on, needing to understand him better. | realized,
gratefully, that his anger was not directed at me. | realized that he
was intelligent, passionate, knew himself well, and did not break
easily. | was relieved. My son was okay. | wrote a poem that night,
a response fo his beliefs:

Something you need fo know

The mother you never knew

Was not raped by one, or five, or fifteen boys
She was young, full of lust and fire

Wet and willing

Just like you

She was a dreamer

A fover

A risk-taker

And thus were you conceived

In o momenf of teenage passion

She thought was love

On a pouring-down-rainy night

In the back of her boyfriend’s mother’s car

The mother you never knew

Made the choice to carry you

Made the choice to give you a better chance

Not because she couldn’t face you

But because she knew she was nof ready fo raise you
Not ready to be a parent

The mother you never knew
Suffered a dreadful labor and birth

Barbaric to her now



And watched you emerge, wet and sticky
And Jonged for you

And loved you

And let you go

The mother you never knew
Wept

For hours

For days

for years and years

not with regret

but with sorrow

you were beautiful beyond belief
and she lef you go

The mother you never knew
Grew up, somehow,

In hazes of grief splintered with
Laughter and inspiration

And made sense of her choices
Made sense of her life

The mother you never knew

Left you alone

To grow, to learn, fo be

Left your parents alone

Because she didn’t want to intrude

But she looked for you

Online one year

Found that you played “Street Samurai”
Found that you played “Diablo”

But didn’t find any more

All she knew was that you were alive, nothing more
Untif today



The mother you never knew

Just turned 37 years old

Is mother to your little sister

Is heavily pregnant with another baby sister
Is finally married to her soulmate

Is finally married to her soul

The mother you never knew

Is a midwife

Has helped women through birth,
And letting go of their children

Has helped women give birth,

Had her hands on their babies as they
Emerged, wet and sticky

Guided them to their mother’s breast
Thought of you

Over and over

Over the years

With each baby

With each Mother’s Day

With each March 25

The mother you never knew

Reads your poetry now

In awe of your raw emofion,

Your honesty,

Your passion

And knows exactly where it came from

The mother you never knew
Wanfs you fo know.



| didn’t sleep much that night, and was very washed out the next
day. | could not stop thinking about him, about all that | had learned
about him, so suddenly. It was like a train wreck; | couldn’t stop
looking. | realized that | wanted him to know me. But how?

The website allowed only members to comment on poetry. There
was no way fo get an email address from it. Even so, | wasn’t sure if
contacting him was the right thing to do. A batile began inside me. |
desperately wanted to contact him, to let him know | was out there.
At the same time | was desperately afraid. | felt as isolated and alone
as | did the first year after his birth, like there wasn’t a soul who
would understand this. | wanted someone to just understand, and
help me. Randy was right there, and we talked late info the night.

November 30, from my Livelournal:

So, ofter all was said and done, | decided that it felt wrong fo me to
just lurk around on the poetry site, reading his journals and poetry
until | was ready fo quit being a chickenshit. My midwife, Pat, who
also placed her first child for odoption, has had her son's information
for years, and is foo frightened to do anything with it. Finally | under-
stand why. When you are a birthmother, you don't know how your
child is going fo react when you contact them. Will they hate you,
because their life was not perfect and rosy? Will they figure since you
didn't keep them, you must not care about them, so fuck offé There
are a million variables, and every regson fo just keep silent.

But it is nof my nature o be silent. It is not my nature fo hang bock.
Granted, the past twenly years, and being a midwife, have taught me
patience... but there is a time for patience, and | don't feel this is one
of those times. There is a reason for everything. He has appeared
hefore me - and now I know more than | ever dreamed of knowing.
And maybe that should be good enaugh. But | don't want to feel

like a spy.




So, | am now o member of the poetry website. | have a page. |
posted the poem [ just wrote the other day, with an author's nofe
apologizing for the shock, and inviting him to come read my Li, and
inviting him to tell me to fuck off if he needs to. Then | went to his
poem that referenced his being placed for adoption and commented
on it, telling him to please go read my poetry.

Now, all | have to do is wait. My favorite thing. (weak laugh)
A half-hour later, | got an email from my son:

| was not born in portland. Where was | borng Why does your
daughter look olmost exactly like me? | don't know, | don't know who
you are, or your motivation for this. Whaot year was | borne | want
proof that YOU are who you say you are before 1 tell you a damned
thing.

My heart pounded and my eyes filled with tears and | laughed with
delight! | was hoping and ready for just such a response. |
immediately scanned in the photo of me with him, and his parents
with him the day they got him, and sent this message:

| live in Portland now. You were born March 25, 1984 in
Kankakee, Hfinois - where [ was born and raised.

| never met your parents... but this is a photo of me with you just
moments before | had to let you go and sign the papers. And this is ¢
phota of your parents the day they got you.

I'm sorry your dad died. | didn't know until | read your poem. My

dad died when [ was 25.
| don't know what else to say... | want you to be okay with this. If

these are not your parents, and | om wrong, | om sorry.



| hit send and waited, breathless. Randy, who I'd been talking with
this whole time, waited with me. | was very glad for his calm
presence. A long moment later, this reply:

Yeah..you're right..Alright, | know now, [ befieve you..What om |
supposed to say? What do you want to know about me? Why did you
woit so long? How did you find me now?

My response:

Wow. Whew.

You know, Tyler, you're not ‘supposed to' say anything. And affer
20 years, what do | *not* want fo know about you?

Why did | waif so long? You know, from what little | did know of
your folks, it did not seem prudent fo contact you any sooner.
| wrote you a lefter when you were born, that your mom and dad
agreed fo give you between the ages of 14-18. | also wrote your
mom a letter when [ turned 30, just leffing her know where | was at in
my life- but | mailed it to her attorney fo give to her. | never heard
anything, so | decided | needed to just let it go for a while.

I've had your address and name ol your life. 1 did not want to
intrude. And I've talked fo dozens of adoptees over the years, boih
male and female. The men never search. Never. They are not
interested in knowing their birthmothers. | -perhaps incorrectly-
ossumed you would be the same. | figured | would wait until you
were 25 or so, unfil it seemed you might have kids of your own. But
then | found your poetry during one of my random searches of your
name, and [ thought, well, hell. Here he is. And | didn't feel right just
lurking oround reading your poetry and joumnal and stuff without you




knowing. I'm a very straightforward person and I decided that now
was as good a time as any.

Again, I'm sorry if I'm intruding, or frecking you out, or whatever.
You are an adult, you have your own life, and it is up fo you.

Tyler: I'm not like any other man you've known. Nobody that gefs to
know me can say that | am, so maybe that's why | searched. Statistics
cannot map out human emotion. | am a college student, I'm 19 now,
going to be 20 in march. I'm a print journalism student at Nicholls
State University. That's the brunt of my poetry, so you know how |
think about a lot of things. | always knew | was adopted, but he
wanted me to know you, wanted me to know about the letter. My
mother doesn't think | need to know. She thinks that you're going fo
steal me away from her, and she's overprotective..since my parents
got divorced when | was only three or four years old, my dad hod no
choice but to keep the fact that he knew where you were from me.

| checked dall the agencies | could find in Kankakee about a year
ago..! am ready to know..lt was my father's dying wish that | knew and
now that | do if's an exfremely emotional situation for me. | hope that
you understand why.

The emails started flying thick and fast at that point, three or four
simultaneous conversations. [ read the choice bits to Randy, who
said, “You are in g lot of trouble - he is a lot like you. He does not
communicate provisionally... he's like bam bam bam!"

For two hours we talked that night, through email. We talked
about his biological father; the last time | spoke to Teddy he was on
parole. | apologized for not having more info, but Tyler was just
happy to know that his b-dad ‘had a face’. We talked about family
diseases.




We talked about my family, the circumstances of his birth... there
was so much to talk about, so many questions on both sides. “l am
an open book to you,” he said. He wanted to meet me. And then
he emailed me a picture. My son is beautiful. He looks like me, he

looks like his b-dad.

On December 3™, we had a very emotional conversation that
ended with me in tears.

“Goodnight, my only son. Sweet dreams,” | wrote.

“Goodnight mother. Sleep well.”

My heart sang.

| could talk about this forever, keep telling all the things we talked
about enough to fill up twenty zines. How could | ever describe the
ioy | felt2 My heart is too full. | now have a loving relationship with
my son. For the first time in his life, | was able to give him a
Christmas gift, a birthday gift. We chat online several times a week,
we joke and tease, are serious and sometimes irrifating fo each
other. He and Randy are two peas in a pod, both geekboys, and
have their own conversations. He is forming a relationship with his
aunt Wendy. We've spoken on the phone a couple of times, and l'll
be flying him up here this summer. | have to laugh at my pathetic
attempt to condense this fale info these pages, but there you have it.
| will say this. For nearly twenty years, there
has been a hole in my soul; a part of me that
wasn’t complete — as if | was missing just a part
of a lung. Everytime | thought of him it was an
incomplete breath. But now, when | think of him,
| can breathe. My soul is full, my spirit at peace.
My child is with me.




MoSTLY BY ZUZV

Tre gALLEKY oF WONDERL

Zuzu Sat in the bathiub, & bowlful
of -f-ays in her iap, thginq

"Won+ let anyone get aw‘..r:‘gl
gorna let it shine..went leF any-

ohe get out..”

Um...fhats “Wont let anyone zpoofs
(blowing neise) it ovf, [in gonna lef
it shine." (From "This Lithe Light of Mine")
t can only wonder whal- she thinks that
Jong is «Luﬁ

The windehold wipers were kfepfhg e

to the /mtm'c, and Zuzu Said, "Hey ! Them
wipers look [ike they dancin'! They caguin
they hands!" AR

Listening fo "Five LitHle Pumpkins“ - Zuzu holdin
her fingers up So They are peeking over her cerpeat

Fray. " These the five litHe primpkisis, daddy.”

"Oh.. ave those five little pumplk.ins qoing {o rell ouf of n'ghf? "
Zuzu sighs, "My dont think s0. These ‘qpe hot real pumpkins.
These are only my fingers.” T

For the first month affer Jogies birth, Zuzar combort habif
- of ‘playing with mamas boobies* sften

fed, 15 her df.s"may, fs [fdkfﬂg milk.
One recent night she hurt herself
and | was naked, holding her on
= her bed while she cried. Then che

- Said Safﬂy, “e 5amm have 1o cbangt’
™My sheets in a minute She was
losking af my hipples, wartihg for the
thevrtable alripp’ng mess ...

"ATV
- 'w&ﬁz.i*ng’*




i\ Driving past a retr Furmitvre shap,
1 /] we saw & hidesus covch made up oF
round orange p:'efer. | remarked o
Randy how™ uncomfertable i+ must be.
1Y "Oh no,” he said, "l sure 115 q
AR | Surprisingly comforfable couch." Zuzu
vp o é * . | "?_ives a forced [awgh ot his sarcarm.
guy \ / hanks for the ob fga-fory /cmgh, there,
u:v_‘hh . U ”f/uw" says Kandy.
gaar ' oV kihow what we Ca 2" she <ays,
A fake Iaugh" U that?"she says

CZuau is very inferested in penises Right now. Ever}/ animal

or person She draws /s Frrst evaluated, “ This quy s a Bay.”
And then, giving me a slhghtly mirchievious look, She will
draw a penrs - one line-dangling down. When her daddy
went in for s vasectomy, we” had 4p explain why he would
nrt be able +o carry her for awhile... well she went h
Wﬂd Wlf’" f'llﬁ{: uMy daddy W gtﬁng '{O M{ hof::f'al hgc

——r

his penis fixed!" che told Melissa. In the wffee shop she
informed e that Hdey were going to “cut hir penis
Right off! " Well, happt'/y fhey did ne ruch 'H?inJ-..

Pat came over fo check me fora
C»W'Cﬂi fﬂezf' 2 few w:elc.r afFer . -
Josies birtn. She puf fthe Speeu- | i

(um in place and PZuZ« im:f:— / ,}”"M"‘
diafely Sat right down, frant [
and cenfer, peering doww my | (
buki. "Shine that” light doww | = =
n there!” she told R
impatiently. No doubt
my daughter will be IR
well - yersed in anatomy.




Bellj UF A FRO3 STORY PP

Once upon a fime, a litle girl named Zuzu get a Fich +ank
For her first birthday. because she was réally into +he
Idfish ok +he Skore. The goldfish were mean to each other
h"‘.’ﬂhr and. Started Picking onveach ofher, Seenif was iv:'%g
lyzus mama  nightmares, and way fop much stress. go, uzus
parents returned +the 3o!derh and ‘gt tropical fish instead.
Nice ones. Orange ones, neon dnes, Silvery ones and Wwhife ones.
Best of all, though, was the teeny litHe -Fmg that lived with
the Fishes. He was Céu."a‘c entertaining In his litHe -%033 way.
He would sit very stll on the bettomi for a long ~fime, then he
would Suddenly swimSwimswim o the 4op to get a breath of
aiv) then Swimswimswim back doww, —{mmnﬁ bubbles. Sometimes
he would swim 4o 4he top and +then hang there in the water
\CHn‘r\a the current of 4he filter push wim along. He looked
like he was I—lying, and Zuzu \auakcd and laur;led at him.

Zuzus Pish tank was Full of Priendly Fish, but fheve was one
bad thing. The filter. It had slits, and looked like Hhis Y

The water was continually sud<ed n through | &
the 15 before £lowing Fhvough the filker dnd '
cwning out the dop. The Sliks™ wexe very vewy
dava¥rous and hungry. Every once in @ while
a \ille fish who did not listen to his mama 17 | §
would swim foo close, and aqet Wis fail suckeo || § ]
into the sl and i would Sack on him so hard
Hhat he would have Yo die and (eave Wis iHe

gish body. This ‘had ha Fﬁ’hed to seveval of Zuzus [#e
fish, but Zuzus mama and daddy had not mentioned i,

and ZuZu had net noticed.

@




One day 7uzus mama fed the Fish and noticed that the li#te
freg was nowhere in sight. She Pccked down and around and
then dave a (itle P of despaiv. The big bad filter of

doom “had cagtured the poor ' litle J’r‘mj! P I
a y

_————
-

He was just han m‘j theve, SWAYiN 4%/
[ifle in the currmqr vt otherwise fie was §-.° - ¥4
vevy pale and <till. Uelooked like this » .- 14

Zuzus mama was Vevy Sad, and she A4 T Al
Knew |iflle Zuzu would be Sad 4oo.
She decided o ?o vight away to the
vearby fish stdve dnd get a new

?Mﬁgy for Zuzu. Luckily, Zuzu was not
home st the Hme, So her mama wuld switdy The Froas
ard Zuzu would not Wnrow- She lef right away. J

Zuzus mama got home with the new $104 and then veqliz
she would necg to 4urn off the filker 2 564"*§->oor ngcl cd
{roagy out. She switched off the Giker andY-then st§led o
Scream a5 poor dead &oﬁgy brgan to wriggle and Geebly
kick, trying to swim frie! P had been Studk undev the
wéter £av So \ohg,_aha\ had wnot had aiv 4o breathe For
ol Hattime, and e was weak. Mama gc)‘ a Fishned
avd Scooped it nder him, \ne\p'mg him a8% 4o the Surtace.
- aCome on, little m?( You can do it " she kold Yim. Liltle

made ¥ 1o the - and toolk & bveath. Mama was
verbed bt also sk W, § she had Yuvned dF

celicved but also sick with gu
Yhe duweed-darned ]\coi\-\'eif N %«e Liegh Y‘\ace,mayba -FROSSY
There was o way

would have been bedter able to swim.

to know how [ong hed been trapped. But poor formerly-dead
y swow -back Yo 4he botom and Sa‘r,_]USf like hed alwajS‘

done, so maybe e was okay! And now theve weve TWO

We froag in Zuzus tank,
by evy"’a\asl.n?oor U:Carr:g\y dead ’F""‘ﬂﬂ‘/ was not long o

his world. He died the next day, and “was removed. @)




New fro ?y was bia er and older, byt then again So was Zdzu.
She no fonger Daid much attention 4o her“fishies, so she
didnt veally notice that newfrog did not P\a SU per€rog
like poor dead £vog used +o. |t was okay. though, becanse
he was gtill very dite and Mama liked Wim. New $ro
lived nappily among 4he Fishies, and no one else died a
hoyviple Svckfﬂﬂ flker. deat... because Mama had also
ought @ b{i? iﬂ;:ongy filkev- cover!/(Mama wished that the
cople at the fish™ Store had simply Sold-them one when
ey Kicst bought the tark. Bt oh wcl\) " oo
" She put i over the vicisus sids, and ATy ‘
o wmove Lishies died. W losked hike this -» BEERaess
One day not lon o, Lvzus mama looked -, >
in the Y{'“”k: begafa Something white angd ’fillﬁ aPed
Like o ‘H‘fihj Fmog Was \Yihj wFhe Lotdomn of the Yank.
 was new Fﬂos, ond he was belly- up. ZnzZus mawmg IS
RS . not Vevy Opod af Grawing froes,
TBZEED especially T oas Ahot ave” belly-vp,
%g‘ ot he \ooked Kind of fike this.>
Unfortunately Zuzy was home at the fime.
& Jwzus mama cZid not know [’“-"W Zuzur ; yow
wio-and-a-half, \would \nandle the death of the %f’og.
She called olo.ialy ¢ who \na?pcnfol o be out vunning crvands.
“The FR.O:G s D-E.A:D,” she Sve\\ec!.S\ne Yo\&” him &
20 fo A fish stove and oev o new one, S that the
dead new fieoq could Ye Yeplaced Yoy the newnew %ﬁ |
whew Zuzu Waswt around. Daddy was unwoved, and M
fact did not ghave Mamas cevtainty ot Aead ne‘w&aaj
needed rcP\acin . Zuzus wama insisted, however, and
D@adol); bmug\n-l' i\o'me new new —?Rog.
Ve




New new F&o was much younger and swaller than dead new
-?-Rog, Dadd\,i old Mama'in 32 many words, as Zuzu Sat
cel from wheve dead new freo \ay loellyu
‘3“ e botlom of Ahe Yank. And Zutu was 7ot interest
th leaving the oem. \What were Mama and Daddy to do?
New new 0 needed to aet in the tunk, Soon. Mdma s\gh
“Zuzu, " she said, " Your ;-( gy is dead. "’ Z
Zuzu {ooked up. *Where?" she qsked.
*in the botlom of Ahe ‘\'o.nk es bd\‘f uP "-f
Zuzv went 1o the Jrcmk M want o gee! " ,
she said. DMJy shnet and ~
7oV Wakched uucHy as Da.ddy Riched
dead new 1"1209 out. “\We got you @
NEW fw we to\d hev, Zuzih wanted 4o toudn poo¥
dead V\ew';ﬂ-og Daddy Wheld Wi in The web so she could
3oy her favewell Yo Wer peloved v ay- Revevently mama
wyapped -P@o%y N Some Sobt Mleghex, So ‘;ROSS would
be warm amd COZ n the afreclife.
MQW in 'an arb e can while Dadd Z exP\a\Hce{
* You &055; WaS \{e:vx/ ,,\A ods w\n We didnt live”
“Nes," wama Said ‘o Zuzu, not wow Q\r;j Zuzu Yo Yhink
orivig  o\dry W\QQV\-\ 6 dueé 'Yre w \Jt, \JERY od...
CE?! &ﬂ\( ¢ he wos Vev\, Sick. But Wowos. \\\s Fume Yo

Aw. .
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I was ten days overdue with Josie, and in no mood fo deal with it.

This was a hord pregnancy. Not as hard as some: if | were my midwife I'd
say it was an easy pregnancy. My worst complaint was heartburn (which was
had - even water gave me heartbum) and pelvic pain. Otherwise it was prefty
uneventful. That is, except for the events.

Well, there was Ashland with the flu. And Disneyland. A long hot summer,
then a fall plagued with ilinesses. Zuzu was in a phase of nightly raging
screaming fits having to do with the need to pee. It was horribte and
exhausting, every night. Christmas came and went, and with it went Riri, our
babysitter {long story). Meanwhile | had book illustrations that { was
determined to finish before Josie came. How | was going to accomplish that
with no babysitter was anyone’s guess. To say the least, it was stressful.

We found a new sitter. Readers, Melissa; Melissa, readers. Zuzu took to
her right away. Her first week was a little rough, what with the ice storm that
trapped us in the house for a week, everything under an inch of solid ice!
Then things began to ease.

January 11, my ‘due date’, came and went,
as | expected. My friend Nephyr gave me a
Blessingway on that day... a lovely and very
small event. | was so happy to have a Bless-
ingway, and very grateful to the women who
braved the weather to come give me good
wishes and blessings, wash my feet, and eat
amazing food (a cake in the shape of breasts
and big round belly-gorgeous and scrumptious). §
The Blessingway would surely be the trigger for
labor. | thought, okay, NOW Josie will come.




January 13: | worked like a maniac and finished the illustrations that I'd
been working on for ten years, the final drawing being, somehow fittingly, a
herniated infant scrotum. | was ecstatic and a bit weepy after all this fime.
And | thought, okay, NOW Josie will come.

January 17: We went to the zoo. | was in constant pain by this point, but
walking was better than sitting. And walk we didl A lovely day. It was very
poignant for me, possibly our last trip to the zoo with just Zuzu. And |
thought, okay, NOW Josie will come.

January 18%, daring

{obor to begin, we took
a trip to the beach, an
hour away. | waddled
around our favorite
family haunt, waiching
Zuzu on the carousel
with her daddy, eating
a yurnmy lunch, and
then renfing a surrey.
It must have been quite i YR
the sight, me and my big NP
huge belly huffing and . or
pufﬁng on that thing. T e e T T T
But the day did something... | lost my mucous plugl Whoo-hoo!
And | thought, okay NOW Josie REALLY will come!

January 19", still pregnant, | was tired of answering the {well-meaning)
phane callers. | recorded an answering machine message with Zuzv,
inferviewing her: “Zuzu, is Josie here yet2” “No.”

“When is Josie going to come oute”
“Sree more days!” (the 22".., okay, | can live with that... | hopel)
“Okay, you heard it — Josie will be here in three more days! Thanks for

callingl”

@




We did a belly cast that day too, messy and fun, with Zuzu helping. Once
it wos done, | thought, okay, NOW Josie will come.

January 21 — Bob Bresny's horoscope dares to tell me “Your word of power
is ‘incubate™. Oh, ha ha. ! started having bloody show, and lots of it. |
thought, okay, this is it, NOW Josie will come.

My son was ten days overdue. Zuzu was two weeks overdue. At fen days
overdue with Josie, | had prefty much had it. 1'd been having regular
contractions for days. They hurt, they were annoying, but | knew they weren’t
the real thing. | was stressing out mostly about Zuzu — | wanted her fo be
there for the birth, and | felt like we had prepared her well (hell, she’d been
playing “birth” with her daddy in the birth pool all week!), but | was worried
about who would care for her. We had planned on having Riri there for her,
but that wasn’t going 1o happen. [ liked Melissa, but she'd never been to a
birth and she’d only been with us for a few weeks — it just didn't feel right.
The plan was for my mother-in-law to come down when | went into labor, but
she didn't have a ride down from an hour north where she lived. That left
Randy or my midwives to take care of Zuzu, and | didn’t want that. My sister
Amy would be arriving on the 23, maybe that was what Josie was waiting
for. But still — who would care for Zuzu?

| just didn’t know. | was sick and tired of worrying. And tired of being in
pain. And tired of having contractions and no baby. It had fo be soon.
SOMETHING had to be the thing that Josie was waiting for. | bagged the

universe, o star, something, please. | wanted to be in labor.

January 22 — a Thursday. | decide to do something a little proactive for
once. | call my mother-in-law and ask if she would be willing to come down
and stay until the baby was born. | just have a feeling it would be soon, and |
don’t want to worry about it any more. Turns out she was worried about
making it down on time, too. So, Zuzu and | go get Nana.

| also call Pat and ask her if she will come by in the early evening to just
check me and see what is going on. All the contractions, the bloody show, |
mean, SOMETHING had to be happening. She was happy o do so. 1 didn't
really want & ‘prenatal’, | just needed bucking up.
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it was a school doy for Zuzu, and | had wanted Randy and Melissa to go
with me to drop Zuzu off, so that her teachers could meet them. Randy gets

off work early, and we all go ; .
e X L)

take Zuzu to school. Then ‘,.:0“2. ’
. }
Nana and | leave Randy ot 711k 'mﬁsi (_,-:‘-'Tv‘ "o | donit
4 ! If oy Know, | avesy |
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best friend Kim, who is @
midwife in Montana, and

| talk to her about what is
going on. Short but regular
contractions, lots of bloody
show. She says it sounds like
Josie’s head is asyndlitic, ,
meaning it is tipped a bit to RN

one side, so it's not pushing on the cervix ideally. She recommends deep
lunges and stair-climbing. 1 lunge and lunge on the stepstool at the store,
chatting with Kim and laughing about how much we hate waiting, and how
nicely that dovetails with the career we've chosen!

Nana is done shopping and we go to meet up with Randy and Mel at
Zuzu's school. 1 am achy from contractions, it is uncomfortable to sit down,
so | pace, waiting for Zuzu to be out. | laughingly tell one of the parents that |
think | must be in early labor, and 1 tell the school’s program director that |
am having the baby TONIGHT. Of course | don't believe any of it, but | am
ever hopeful...

Back to past fense now. | dropped Randy and Nana and Zuzu off ot
Gustav’s (where my midwife Desiree was dining the night | labored with Zuzu
— coincidence?) to get some dinner for themselves. | was way too antsy and
uncomfortable (have | mentioned that | was uncomfortable?) to think of sitfing
for o meal, and besides | was meeting Pat at 5:30.
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Mel took off for home, and Pat arrived. | was so happy to see her... it just
felt better to have her there, Even if she checked me and said, Rhon, you're
not even dilgted in the slightest, your cervix is long and thick, at least | would
know,

I was 5em dilated, and 80% effaced. She said, “Rhonda, you're in labor.”
| said, “No, I'm not! These contractions are only 30 seconds long! They
don't even hurt, not like REAL labor contractions.” She said, “Rhonda, you're
in labor, and I'm staying.”

She also confirmed that Josie’s head was not quite tucked, so despite the
fact that | was not in labor, | went to work doing an exaggerated duck waddle
up and down our stairs while she got things ready. | decided, what could it
hurt to humor the poor disillusioned midwife? Besides, it was fun to hang out
with her and have company. Oh, and | called Randy and laughingly told him,
“Well, Pat says I'm in labor, so best not dawdle over dinner.... but take your
time.” Meanwhile Pat called Gail and Anne and Michelle and Nephyr, and
put them on alert for the labor that wasn't really labor.

Thing was, the more | waddled up the stairs, squatting with every step, the
more infense the contractions got. Still, they were very short. | got to the top
of the steps and Pat smiled. “That last one was a good one,” she said. “Pat!”
| was getting impatient, “I'm NOT IN LABOR! These contractions are 30
seconds longl” “Oh, no, they have been a minute or morel 1've been timing
them,” she assured me in her patient good-humored way. Just then | had
another, intense, but about 30 seconds. 1 glared at her, “That was NOT «
minutel” “Well, no,” she admitted, “THAT one wasn't, but the others have
been.”
| just shook my head with disgust and laughed, and went on waddling.

At around 6:15, Randy came home and installed Nana and Zuzu in the
basement with a movie. Unbeknownst to me, he looked at pat and said, “So,
you think Rhon's in labor?” Pat SHRUGGED and said, “Beats me. But if
she’s not, I'M not going fo be the one to tell her.” (H1l) What brats midwives
can be. So then Randy thinks that I'M the one who believes this is labor, and
Pat does not. Everyone is in a good mood as a result, each of us thinking
we're humoring the other. (cops, change of tense again...)

.
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| put on my labor music, Dean
Everson’s “Forest Rain”. | didnt -
really get to hear it with Zuzu's \ 1
birth, but by golly I'm going to
listen to it this time. Then | hop
online and send out the “I'm in
labor” email, update my Live
Journal, and get on ICQ with Tyler.
“I’m in labor,” | type, and he says,
“So what the heck are you doing
online? Love you, mom. Now go
have my sister.”

|

The contractions get more intense, and a little longer. Now I'm starting to
believe that perhaps | really am in labor. | am still walking around chatfting,
but when those puppies come | am wanting Randy with me. As with Zuzu's
birth, just having him near, for me to touch and hold on to, is enough.

At 7:12, | ask Pat to check and see if that baby’s head is tucked. Oh, it's
tucked all right. And I’'m 100% effaced. 8cm dilated. With a bulging bag of
water, | {ook at Pat over my belly and say, “No 'm NOT.” She laughs.
Okay, okay, better call the other midwives in. This was all so easy.... too
easy.

But then, things change. Everybedy starts arriving and waiting downstairs.
The contractions are hard. Redlly, really hard. And nothing at all like with
Zuzu. This takes me by surprise; | expected the same intense pressure. These
new and improved transition contractions were worse. Instead of pressure, it
wos a sensotion like giont hands were twisting my pelvis and splitting it apart
at the seams. It was excruciating. It felt wrong. And | did not like it, not one
little bit.

| was making a lot of nolse. It was just me and Randy in our bedroom, with
the midwives in the next room attempting to get the water in the birth pool
warm enough (we had lost track of temperature and let too much cold water
in, and it seemed there was no turning back... but, as Randy said, of least it
was giving the midwives something to do.). @




Michelle and Nephyr were upstairs, too, in the room with the cool poal and
the midwives. Something was not right, though. 1 felt lonely and very
~ emotional. My family was not complete. | wanted Zuzu. | started weeping.

“t want my Zuzio up here,” | told Randy, “But I'm afraid I'll scare her with all
my noise. ..l don’t know what to do.” Calm as ever, he said, “Why don't | go
get her and we'll just see.”

Randy went downstairs and brought Zuzu and Nana up. Zuzu darted right
past the adults, practically pushing aside the midwives. | was kneeling on the
floor, with my elbows on the bed (which is rather low and just the right height).
She climbed up on the bed, crawled around the front of me and down to the
other side where there was room, and crouched on the floor. She lowered
her head so that it was practically touching the ground, peering up into my
buki intensely. “My not see the baby’s head, mama! Where the baby?” she
said. We all laughed and my heart lifted. From then on no matter how
intense the contractions got, no matter how much | wanted to escape that
pain, in between each one was my little girl, wanting me, needing something,

Of course her wanting
to touch my boobies while
| was having a contraction
was not at all helpful, but
| wouldn't have fraded it
for the world. It was more
irritating to have the adults
telling her to hush or to
leave me alone than it was
to just have her there, in my
face. And scared of my
noises? Hal She was com-
pletely unmoved, sifting there
playing with her T-Rex skeleton
while | am arching and swaying ‘
in pain, moaning and begging — —— =

Randy to “Make it stopl”

&




A funny moment: my lovely quiet birth CD ended, and the next CD in the
player started up. The Fine Young Cannibals started thumping away: “She
DRIVES me CRAZY! Uh-uhuhl” Everyone laughed as | grimaced, “Uh, NO.”

My favorite moment was, during a contraction, my Zuzu came waddling in,
her pants around her ankles, and adults lunging for her like football players at
the guy with the ball. “Mama,” she says, leaning on the bed next to me, “will
you please wipe my booty mama?” Of course | wiped her booty, while my
pelvis was twisting apart, It was so right, being mama first to Josie, then to
Zuzu.,

And what was Josie up to, that my pelvis was hurting so¢ Well, just as in
her 20-week ulirasound, Josie was holding her hands up nexi to her face,
making that normally nice compact diameter of the flexed head quite a bif
bigger and more rigid. My sacrum was making bubbles out my back, plate
tectonics on planet mama. It was nearly more than | could bear, and it would
have been easy o get sucked into the swirling vortex of that pain, were it not
for Zuzu.

| had o few moments of panic... | remember Gail climbing up on the bed
and reassuring me, “I’s almost over, Rhon, you're doing great.”

At 8:54 the amniofic sack finally burst, offering a relief from that
unpleasant pressure.

At 9:05pm my body started pushing. Pat held warm compresses to my
bottomn. | couldn’t decide if it felt good or was distracting.

AF9:11 | could feel Josie's head as it pressed down and through my
vagina. | welcomed it, and | pushed with it. I hadn’t had to push at all with
Zuzu, and hadn’t expected to have fo actually work. This was all new stuff,
“Here she comes,” | grunted out, holding my hand to my buki fo receive her.
My head was buried on Randy’s lap. Zuzu was sitting about a foot from my
left elbow, on Nephyr’s lap, quiet as a mouse, brown eyes open wide.

Josie's head came down, intense pressure to the front. | guarded fore
while Pat’s hands protected aft, and out and through her head came.
Ahhh.... | have to say | really love that moment, head out, body waiting. It is
peaceful, as crazy as that sounds. There is a stillness in that moment, you can

feel the baby’s presence, the soul hovering, waiting. O
37




At 9:12 her body started coming and it felt like something was going to
slice right up through my delicate sex pars... | pushed back, hard, and felt
Josie’s hand under my tissues. | pushed én that hand until | felt it move down,
damned if | was going to let her tear me, and then | pushed her body out.
She fell to the floor with Pat’s hands scrambling to get under her, and
immediately started crying.

| sat back on my heels and looked ot my gooey screaming baby, double-
checked that she was indeed a girl, and looked up at Zuzu. Her eyes met
mine, curious, then doubtful, then they started to fill with tears as the baby
screamed, “She’s pretty oogy, huh2” | said to Zuzu. She said, tearfully,

“My not like that... my not want to be in here...” Poor baby, | couldn’t blame
~ her — Josie was quite a spectacle. Daddy got up and took Zuzu in his arms,
and | cradled my newborn. Josie had arrived, in ‘sree more days’, just as

her big sister had said.




Aftermath

Her face was pully and swollen, with bruises in stripes on her cheeks from
where her fingers had pressed. She was the baldest of my three babies,
although she did have a good head of hair. She did not look familiar. She
screamed for a long time. [ felt removed, a bit distant. The whole pregnancy
had been different, more difficult, and now that she was out that feeling
persisted. She was not exquisitely beautifut fike her brother and sister had
been, and | was having trouble bonding with her, It was altogether strange.

Another thing that was strange was how disconnected | felt from Randy.
With Zuzu, it seemed our spirits worked in tandem, | felt more connected to
him than any other person ever. But with Josie both Randy and | were divided
in our attention. | watched the video (brilliantly filmed by Michelle) and
noticed that once Josie was born 1 did not look at Randy, not once. | wept
when [ noticed that — how could | not look at my husband, with whom | had
created this baby? Where was the shared smile of triumph, the tender kiss2 |
was ashamed that | had paid no oitention to him - it still makes me upset fo
think of it.

It was going to be a while before we were all back together again, heart
and soul, incorporating this new little one into our family. For a long while it
felt like it was {me and Josie}, and {Randy and Zuzu}. | didn’t like it, | felt
resentful of Josie. It was o hard postpartum, | worried that | could not love
this irritable lithe baby, who was rather homely compared to my other two. |
worried that Zuzu would sense my lack of love for Josie and treat Josie with
disdain.

But, as miracles and hedling happen, Zuzu fell in love with her cogy, fussy,
funny-looking baby sister. She was and is absolutely loving and sweet, the
perfect big sister. And Randy has adapted far better and more quickly than |
to our two daughters. For me, it has been a real struggle to love them both;
to not belitle Josie in an aftempt to keep Zuzu from feeling ousted (which is
completely unnecessary most of the time). If is only now, as Josie nears two
months old, that | am beginning to fall in love with her, and to long for her
squirming, snorting, milky-smelling head next to mine; to look at her round
lithe face with her pointed chin and see someone familiar. As a Live Journal
friend said, with the first child you discover the depth of your love; with the
second you discover the breadth. The discovery continues. .
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GCelk Deddy soys: unas v res!

Do geek-boys have friends? Who is Uncle Doug? Just what is a merkin?
Who is this God person, anyway? (credit due: Douglas Adams)

For answers to these questions and more, read on.

This is the issue about meeting people, and in service to that cause
I’m going to tell the epic tale of meeting two of the most important
beings in my life: Doug and God.

{ didn’t meet Doug until High Schoot, but | feel the connection was
set much earlier. Being a geek-boy with a chip on my shoulder, | sliced
through school from Kindergarten to 9th grade refusing to do home-
work, | would get A’s on the exams, but B’s or C’s out of the class. | had
UNDERACHIEVER stamped across my butt. | once told a very concerned
counselor that ‘grades mean nothing until High School anyway because
no one ever, EVER goes back to look at what you got in Junior High’. A
look of helpless sadness crossed his face. Truth hurts.

Here’s how it worked in the 5™ grade: on Monday you brought in your
homework and took the vocabulary test. You go home with the same
homework again and on Wednesday you turn it in and take the test
again. On Friday, rinse, repeat. No kiddin’. Three flippin’ times! And
then you keep the best score. That particular teacher trained me to
despise homework and to take great satisfaction is acing exams on
Mondays. After that the rest of the week is an in-class vacation.

This explains what | was doing in Choir in the 9™ grade, where |
finally met Uncle Doug. Choir = no homework! x

| liked to sing, still do. But egad, the impoverished wasteland of
tunes we were forced to choke down! They were usually either
politically neutered outdated drivel (“Close to You”, The Carpenters) or
unveiled hiblical tunes (“Send Down the Rain”, Joyce Eilers). | was a
freshman sitting in the back with the other cracked-voice altos while
Doug sat a little further down with the low-voiced marvels (’'m pretty
sure he can go from soprano to baritone).

Next to him was a primeval specimen named Scott, who I’'m fairly
certain had reduced brain mass and probably a third ear hidden
beneath his mop. | suspect that Doug hung out with this clown for the
same reason | wanted to hang out with Doug. He was having fun.




No one in this class was having any fun at all except for Doug and his
goofball buddy. They wise-cracked, they told jokes, they were
irreverent as hetl. And Doug could sing like the King.

While the class was belching out the cloying stench of “1 Lift my
Lamp Beside the Golden Door”, the teacher was usually not in the room
and was instead doinking around in his office with his assistant. (deink
(doingk) v. Slang 1. secretive, socially unacceptable activity, but not necessarily
boinking.)

| gradually moved to sit closer and closer to the fun duo, attempting
to alter my voice to tenor as | did so. When | actually sat down next to
them | quickly discovered that Scott was a classist. That is to say that
since he was a year ahead of me he thought it appropriate to call me
names and punch me in the arm at erratic intervals. This behavior was
accompanied by such verbal plums as, “Get tost, butt-face!” If you
happened to read the previous Geek Daddy column you'll recognize that
this poor fellow was a piker with no clue as to how un-a’feared | was. |
stayed with it until he stopped punching me.

Doug’s reaction to me was subdued at first, but he never approached
my arm with his fist and he had a clever wit. | think Scott’s incessant
noise overshadowed any desire Doug may have had to say “hello”.

i don’t recall Doug and | becoming any closer than that mutual goof-
off fest until we both showed up in Debate class. {By that time Scott
was smiling and saying “howdy, Bakes” when | passed him in the
breezeways.) Debate was primarily a volunteer extra-curricular activity
involving the geekiest activities you might imagine. There was debate,
poetry reading and all manner of verbal masturbation to be had. Doug
and I bonded as outcasts in a class of outcasts and gradually worked
ourselves into the following array of activities:

s  Drive around listening to/singing Tom Lehrer songs

Drive around listening to/singing Superman soundtrack

e  Drive around making fun of High Schoaol (as well as religion,
television, people, people on television, stupid people, etc).

e Did I mention the driving and stupid people? (Yes, we were
bitter)

* Introduced Doug to pen-and-paper role-playing games, which
we still play. In our first game | actually tried to discourage
him a little because | was worried that my other geek friends
wouldn't like him. {(Embarrassing). @

e Speech tournaments.




In our world, driving was amazingly cheap. Five bucks and you could
go for hours. Cheaper than a movie for two, and you didn’t need a
membership card or an escort. Sure, it was pathetic. Sure, we were
lasers. On the other hand we were both headed to college with amazing
SAT scores, we were well-liked for the most-part, we had scads of
speech trophies between us, both owned computers {fairly unusual in
the earty 80’s), and had a hell of a lot of fun, Meanwhile the really
*cool” people in our hometown seemed to do only two things:

1) “Cruise Commerce”, Commerce was our main drag. Doug and ] and

some other misfits actually did this once, but we blasted out Barry

Manilow music and blew bubbles out the window (as an alternative to

the usual, “Whoooo! Hey haby!”).

2} Hang out in the expanded McDonald’s parking lot (built right over

the top of an old funeral home - coincidence? You be the judge).
Better dead than cool, eh?

Do Geek-Boys have Friends?

So far anyway. We hooked up about 23 years ago, and at that time
joined a smalt cabatl of other misfits (and | mean that affectionately)
who have been living in close proximity for all that time. We see each
other about once a week on average, and usually go on a vacation or
two together every year. Three of my pals have never been married,
one has been twice, whereas I'm apparently a serial monogamist. An,
the unanticipated joy of being a nostalgic geezer. I’'m sure you'll read
more about the rest, of the boys on some other occasion.

Who is Uncle Doug?

He’s the guy who taught me that “no matter how big the mountain,
it never makes the mole hill flat”. Or, no matter how many people are
starving in other countries, it will never stop your own hunger.

He’s a master librarian, computer/webmaster, editor and English
expert, and just plain thinks better than anyone | know. Not that he
always thinks the right thoughts, mind you; he’s just very good at
thinking. He's one of those rare fellows with natural organic intuition
(as opposed to the artificial deductive variety). He's a walking
dictionary and he can spell. If he disagrees with the dictionary or
thesaurus, it’s Doug you tend to believe. (And for oid times’ sake, 1'd
have to add that he's a “music hall entertainer and master mariner”).



See www.uncledougrocks.com if you haven't already. There a cute pic
of Zuzu in there.

Just what is a merkin?
o
merkin (miir k In) n. A pubic wig for women.

Who is this God person, anyway?

My second tale is about meeting God. Please don’t panic. It’s NOT a
“how | came to accept God into my life” story. No, Really! | want you
to know going in that this little tale is to the best of my recollection,
the exact and literal truth.

| was too young to remember our actual meeting, but by the time |
was four or five God was talking to me all the time. We carried on
regular conversations. When | was lying in bed awake for the two hours
between bedtime and when | could actually manage to fall asleep, we’d
chat, play games, watch “movies” -- all in my head. There was a movie
screen on a stage, and that's where God hung out.

God frequently advised me on issues of right and wrong, but even
more often on matters of strategy. How can | get a later bedtime? What
shoutd | do if that kid at school tries to push me down the stairs again?
We were friends, we were in it together.

Oh, and by the way, God looked EXACTLY tike the smiling sunshine
figure on the box of Post Raisin Bran. He was flat and yellow, with
orange triangles of sunshine beaming out in all directions.

| was utterly convinced that this was God. | thought this was the God
people meant when they talked about God. | had no reasaon to even
remotely question it. | thought that when people prayed to God, they
saw this guy on this stage, just like me. | took God for granted, the way
you do the existence and appearance of hot dogs or Pepsi cans or Grass.

When | was about seven, God turned on me. Big time, His language
became nasty, He started showing “movies” in my head that were
grotesque, and He would not cooperate with anything | said or wanted
for more than an instant before twisting it and messing it up. It was like
that kid you hated to play with because he had no attention span,
broke everything you were trying to build and enjoyed nothing so much
as distracting and disturbing you for his own pleasure.

&)



One night we had it out. | laid there in bed having a shouting match
inside my head with God, who was up on stage doing such things as
showing me images of road-kill while tossing shit everywhere. At one
point | screamed at Him, and told Him to leave. He refused. Duh,

Finally | told Him 1 was going to ignore Him, forever, no matter what
He did. He left a few days after that and has never come back. | hope
He never does, although I find Him more comicat and less sinister now
than | once did.

In case you’re wondering if I’'m crazy, | should atso tell you that I've
seen the ghost of my Great Uncle Charlie a half dozen times, once saw
15 UFO’s in one night (Yes, fifteen!), and once had a vision of the
future that still gives me chills. And | have dreams that I’ve been told
are astral projections. Right, | don’t find any of this to be very
compelling, however. Why? Because “it toils not, neither does it spin.”
in other words, what's the point? if my GU Charlie wants to relate an
important message from beyond the grave he’s going to have to make it
a LOT clearer than just showing up as a skeletal limb wrapped around a
doorway on occasion. And those UFQ’s, sheesh! What a disappointment.
Fun, yeah, maybe even interesting. But useful? Naaah. Just the same |
like to believe I'lIl be open minded if some other God pops into my head
with an armload of DVDs.

So now you know that Doug and God are nothing alike, Except for the
triangtes of sunshine radiating from their heads. Amen.
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A Note on the Type
{and thank you Kate, for the inspiration)

My daddy was a typesetter when | was wee small. A real, old-fashioned
type sefter. He stood in front of a tilted compartmentalized table full of little
inky metal bits of type and set them — in reverse — into a tray from which a
printed page would be made. His fingers were always blackened from ink.

| loved visiting the print shop where my dad worked. The smell of the ink
and the padding compound, the chunk and whirr of the presses, the bits of
paper absolutely everywhere, the templates and t-squares that hung over his
work area. This was art, for me.

My daddy was a perfectionist, and lived by ‘a place for everything, and
everything in its place’. | worshiped that. His calligraphy and drawing were
detailed and perfect, clean lines, no erroneous marks. Luckily, | inherited
nearly all of his good quadlities (and a few of his bad, but, hey).

Of course he taught me a lot about fonts and typefaces. I've always had
an eye for design, and a love of fonts. | still love browsing font websites,
looking for something extraordinary and beautiful. The font I've used in this
issue has long been a favorite: Futura. In her most recent issue of Miranda,
Kate Haas confessed her secret love of the “Note on the Type” ot the end of
books, and here | confess to the same.

| did a little research on Futura, and it turns out that Futura was created in
1928 by a man named Paul Renner, and was one of the very first sans serif
(that means without all the little sticky-outy bits) type ever created. In a world
that had until then been full of sticky-outy bits, sans serif fonts were actually
controversial, and called “grotesque”. So much for taste. | admire Futura for
its beautiful clean geometry, its implied innocence, and its readability. So,
there you have it. | used 8 pt Futura Light., 1t's good stuff.

A Note on the Paper

The cover paper this issue was originally intended for ancther zine. Last
summer | wanted to do g one-shot zine about my son, called “Searching for
Tyler Himel”. | was going fo put it out there, aftempt 1o find a bookstore in his
town that would carry it, and hope somehow it found him. | saw the
crumpled-paper paper and thought it petfect for a zine that was full of
heartache. As it tums out, | didn't have to do the zine. But | still had the
paper, and this seemed like just the right issue. (not all copies have this paper)
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