
In February 2021, CJE SeniorLife and Roseland Village community 
members embarked on a special four-week writing and storytelling 
workshop series led by Northlight Theater teaching artists! In the first 
two workshops, participants generated and refined material through 
in-class writing prompts, discussion, and peer feedback. In the third 
workshop, they dove into the basics of storytelling and how to take 
writing from the page onto a stage. In the fourth and final workshop, 
writers refined their final pieces as all participants are invited to 
submit their pieces for inclusion in this final booklet to be shared in the 
community.

Northlight Theater 
Storytelling Workshop
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Foreword 

In the midst of a pandemic, anxiety, civil unrest, and severe social isolation, CJE SeniorLife 
partnered with Roseland Village Interdependent Collaborative and Northlight Theatre to 
develop a four-week workshop where older adults on the North Shore and South Side could 
come together—virtually—to connect with one another, share experiences and heal together 
through Healing Illinois, a racial healing initiative of the Illinois Department of Human Services. 
Healing Illinois is a grant designed to build and advance understanding of racial equity, increase 
relationship building and provide opportunities for communities to heal from racism across the 
state of Illinois. We are deeply moved by the resiliency and determination of our writers. Their 
stories are unique and truly their own. We hope you enjoy!
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Lighthouse
by Enid Fefer

Gosh darn it. Bosco left his lunch again. He 
will be working until 12:30 tonight and He gets 
a break for dinner but not for lunch. I made him 
a sandwich with Miracle Whip and little raisons 
inside. Not all raisons are little. There are those 
large yellow one too but Bosco likes the sweetness 
of the Miracle Whip and the small raisins. I don’t 
like my meal to be sweet. That is what dessert is 
for. Don’t mix the two. But I let him have what he 
wants. 

We have been together for thirty years now and 
we have mostly decided to live and let live. When 
Coco was little, she made us a plaque with dry 
macaroni. It said “Live And Let Live.” Well, don’t 
you know, little by little the macaroni fell away 
and now it doesn’t say that anymore. Coco put up 
a fight and insisted that we put the plaque inside 
a plastic bag along with any fallen noodles. She 
was eight when she made it. Now she is gone to 
Florida with her husband and my little grandson, 
Frankie. I miss him so much. 

I guess I best put on my boots, heavy coat and 
my flap of a hat and bring Bosco his lunch or he 
will get crabby. I don’t know who he will crab at, 
maybe the seagulls? There is no other person at 
his light house. At dinner time, Earl comes up to 
give Bosco a break for his dinner and he comes 
home to eat it. I wont be there; I don’t like to miss 
my bingo game at the Legion Hall. I won a snow 
glob last month and it is real nice. I have it up on 
the mantle. It says Maine on it. I don’t need any 
souvenir to remind me of living in Maine. I have 
lived her all of my life. Well, I did go Boston for a 

knitting swap-meet. I did ok but I didn’t win any 
awards. They have so much that is new. My own 
grandma used to make toilet paper roll covers and 
doll dresses for us way back when she got bored 
with being a phone operator. Oh my lord. There 
are no more phone operator anymore. You just get 
to talk to a computer. They don’t understand me 
when I say things really clear like.

I want to cry sometimes. I wanted to return a 
mini processor that I ordered when I couldn’t get 
the parts to fix together. I ended up losing my lady 
like manners and told the computer to “go to hell!” 
Then I apologized. I still feel bad.
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INTRODUCTION TO SPECIAL ED.ition 
by Julian Breslow

For over thirty years, I worked as a social worker 
in a special education cooperative. In Illinois, 
several school districts join together to share the 
services of a cooperative staffed by psychologists, 
social workers, speech and language 
pathologists, PT’s, OT’s, special ed teachers, and 
psychoeducational diagnosticians. Prior to meeting 
my future wife, I did not know what “social work” 
meant. Prior to starting my special ed job, I did 
not know what most of these other professions 
did. My only encounters with a psychologist were 
during English graduate school. The psychologist 
and I explored my motivations for getting married, 
with him concluding: “Sometimes you have to read 
a book without underlining.” Way before that, in 
junior high, I had had Speech once a week in place 
of one of my two typing periods. Through no fault 
but my own, the result was poor “sh’s” combined 
with no typing skills. 

Therefore, given my limited exposure to the 
world of special ed, any discussion about my 
thirty-year career must be about my education 
regarding the skills to help special needs students. 
And about what constitutes a student with 
“special needs.” In a recent Memoir Writing class, 
I presented a few of my descriptions of some of 
those students, and the most frequent reaction — 
mind you from well-educated, older adults —was, 
“I didn’t know anything about such children.” 

I am, therefore, writing with the assumption 
that, even though my focus is on my own growing 
understanding of such children and their needs, 
that I am educating many of my readers as 

well. Probably one of the most salient lessons 
is to expect the unexpected, because we tend 
to define many children by their most disabling 
characteristics. 

My first “Aha!” in that regard was the story of 
one of our psychologists. She had been assigned 
to test the learning abilities of a severely disabled 
boy who could do nothing — absolutely nothing 
— almost — but lay on the floor. “Julian, 
remember that quadriplegic boy. I got him to 
answer questions by eye-blinking: one for “Yes”; 
two for “No.” I found that his IQ is in the normal 
range.” 

Or, take the autistic 13-year old. He needed an 
aide to signal to him that, if all the other students 
had just left the classroom, then class must be 
over. Shortly thereafter, returning from gym with 
his revved up classmates, the same young man 
announced, “Excuse me, class. The teacher and 
I would now like to start Math.” All the students, 
obediently and quietly, took their seats. 

Or, the quadriplegic girl, who regularly needed to 
be fed through a tube while in school. She easily 
succeeded being elected president of her sixth 
grade class. 

Or, consider the in-service lecture where the 
professionals learned that, in our conventional 
school systems, slow and steady is rarely allowed 
to win the race. The presenter gave this example: 
“When asked, ‘Who was the first President of 
the United States?’ many Learning Disabled (LD) 
students go through some version of the following 
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process: Who? — means “a person.” 

 United States? — “the country where we live” 

 First ? — “nobody before him” 

 President — “the head.” 

Most of the other students have already yelled 
out the answer, thereby disrupting the LD child’s 
train of thought. 

Or, the “gangster,” who usually spent all of his 
time in the back of the classroom doing his Marlon 
Brando imitation. Then, one day, I showed the 
class an educational video about seizures (without 
revealing why I was showing it). As soon as the 
film ended, the “gangster” exclaimed, “Hey, if 
that’s what Josh has, anybody who tries to bother 
him again is gonna hafta deal wid me!” 

Not to mention, the kid who would cuss me out 
whenever he would pass me in the hall. The same 
kid, who came to my office on the last day before 
my retirement, to say: “I’m gonna miss you, man!”

What does it mean that more than thirty years 
earlier, one of my first meetings with a social work 
supervisor concluded with her advise: “If a kid 
passes you in the high school corridor and stops 
to say, ‘F… you, Breslow!’ you should respond, ‘I 
love you, too!’”? At least part of what it means is 
that teaching may plant the seeds, but experience 
grows the garden. My immersion in the special 
ed milieu brought many seeds to fruition in me. 
Similarly, it is my hope that my relationships 
with these children provided the experiences for 
them to take a general concept - such as anger, 
learning, strengths and weaknesses, or empathy 
- and make it uniquely his or her own. In addition, 

the readers may expand their awareness of all 
the things we take for granted when we declare: 
“George Washington was the first president of the 
United States.”
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One Day’s Forest Adventure
by Arnold Samuels

It was not uncommon for a school holiday 
to be announced as all manner of events both 
planned and spontaneous occurred throughout 
the year. This occurred principally because there 
were harvest times and planting times which 
required the help of the entire community and 
although the seasons governing these times 
were mostly regular, there was enough variation 
that the children often hoped for a vacation day 
from the tutorials, workshops and book learning 
which occupied their days. It was not because 
they did not enjoy school. They very much did. It 
was just a matter of needing diversions now and 
then, something extraordinary which invariably 
further stimulated their imaginations and excited 
their interest for the unanticipated, for novelty. 
The elders recognized too the educational as 
well as the recreational value of these events 
for the children often gave greater play to 
their imaginations in the games, activities, and 
adventures which were entertained. The elders 
knew that the time was approaching when the 
forest world, their homes, their way of life, their 
very existence inevitably would come under 
pressure and perhaps worse from the world of the 
others. New leaders, women and men, capable of 
creative solutions to complicated problems must 
come from this generation of children. But for 
this day following upon the momentous meeting 
of the council, it was thought that a brief respite 
from routine would be more than enthusiastically 
greeted. Of course they were right. And this trio of 
siblings wasted no time in adventuring their day. 
Talic, the oldest, and Mallow, 4 seasons younger, 

and Lilly huddled together at first light thanks to 
Lilly waking them. 

“Come on, wake up”, she commanded. “You 
said we had a lot to do and had to leave early for 
our adventure.” Talic and Mallow stretched and 
yawned and then bolted from their hammocks. 

“Right”, they said together. “We’d better hurry.” 

They dressed, pushed through the kitchen 
grabbing a few cookies as they passed and swept 
quickly and quietly through the entry portal taking 
hold of the sturdy vines that awaited them. They 
said hardly a word until they came near the school 
circle where they set down. Talic had set aside 
some old maps he had found in the Tremount 
library. They studied them carefully and selected 
a possible pathway into the unknown part of the 
forest their father had talked about at dinner the 
previous night. Talic rolled up one of the maps and 
stuffed it into his long shirt, while Lilly and Mallow 
gathered some soft stones they could use to mark 
tree trunks. “Finding our way back will be a lot 
easier.” Mallow informed Lilly feeling like a bigger 
brother. Lilly, feeling more than a little annoyed at 
being treated like a little girl, snapped, “I already 
knew that.” 

They packed the few things they thought they 
needed into a woven sack made from dried tall 
grasses and forsythia stems readily found in 
isolated forest clearings. Although this sack was 
not made by any one of them, school had taught 
them how to weave grasses and such to make 
sacks and baskets for carrying or storing things. 
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They took with a water skin, some basswood tree 
fruit and a variety of nuts and seeds they had 
saved and stored in their school tree holes. From 
this point on they would be walking. They had 
made careful plans and thought that nothing had 
been left out until they entered the area unknown 
to most all the forest inhabitants. Not far into those 
dim and dark recesses they realized they had 
no light torch among them. They had never even 
considered it. They just didn’t think. Now it was 
too late to go back. They would simply have to 
find their way as best they could not realizing the 
extent of the darkness to be encountered ahead. 

As they walked it became darker. Soon they were 
enclosed by darkness and a quietness which made 
their journey all the more mysterious and eerie. 
No birds flew over head nor could be heard calling 
to one another or announcing the discovery of a 
new food source. No foot prints of larger animal 
denizens could be found on the damp forest 
floor. No sign of a nest or borough. Wherever they 
looked all about them were the large and powerful 
ascending trunks of ancient trees. No matter how 
gnarled and ridged, smooth and papery, textured 
or sheer, of the same or different botanical 
family, these giants were all of a kind in that they 
extended ever upward to breath-taking heights. 
They were colossal and they cast black shadows 
which took on the thickness and extent of the 
trees themselves. The trio pressed deeper into this 
gloomy forest of seemingly perpetual night.

Not wanting to be the one to say so because she 
didn’t want to be treated as the youngest, Lilly 
finally sighed aloud what her thoughts had been 
telling her for as long as they trekked this ghostly 
copse of long shadows. Talic followed by Mallow 

nodded in agreement. Through the darkest part 
of the forest, the kids angled their way among the 
ancient stands of arboreal sentinels extending ever 
upward. The lush verdant canopy was ecliptic in 
its effect upon the forest floor. Despite the pale 
light coming through the leafy ceiling, no light 
penetrated very far below this 1000 foot canopy. 
They had to feel their way through the darkness. 
The pupils of their eyes widened gradually 
adapting to the dark. The eye strain gave way so 
that they could now make out shadowy outlines 
among the trees. As they threaded their way time 
seemed as obscure and indistinct as the dimness 
surrounding them. They had no idea how long they 
had been walking. Nor did they have any idea how 
far they traveled into this remote and unknown 
part of the forest. Their maps were woefully 
incomplete and useless anyway in the darkened 
forest so could offer no further guidance through 
this seemingly impenetrable maze. Despite all that 
was uncertain, confusing, and dark which could 
have left them scared and shaken, they remained 
excited with the expectation that this journey 
would reveal something wondrous, something 
no one had ever before encountered. Their quest 
would be rewarded by fantastic discoveries they 
were sure of it. Enthusiasm and excitement lit their 
way through this somber wood.

They also became sure they heard a slow 
drumming. A murmuring sound reverberated 
through the woods. With each step forward, the 
sound became louder and in so doing provided a 
way through this dense maze. Mallow said, “That 
is the sound Mother told us about at dinner.” “We 
must be on the right track,” added Talic, “All we 
have to do is follow it.” “It sounds scary,” Lilly 
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said trying not to seem as little as she suddenly 
felt. “Sure does,” Talic went on trying to be just 
as reassuring as his parents talking to them 
when they were worried and frightened about 
something. “But that’s all part of our adventure,” 
he tried to say lightly, “so many things that are 
new and unusual to us can seem scary at first.” 
“For me too,” he added for a good measure of 
reassurance. “Don’t get goose pimples, Lilly.” 
Mallow said trying hard to seem brave like his 
older brother. And as they trudged on, a wind 
began to waft through the lower reaches of the 
trees. It waxed and waned in strength, but when it 
blew hard, a loud whooshing sound accompanied 
it. Silently they gave one another a knowing look. 
Lilly shivered but it wasn’t from cold air coursing 
over her bare skin.

By and by, the three dauntless siblings came 
across an endless row of dense and thorny shrubs. 
There seemed no way around this barbed barrier. 
They looked for a way through from one side to 
the other and 

found none. What they did find was a central 
clearing completely surrounded by these spiky 
bushes.

“Someone must have planted these in order to 
create a private and secret space. Such thorny 
thickets usually grow in open if perhaps dry 
spaces. How such a space came to be could not 
have been made by natural forces,” observed Talic 
who knew this from his botany studies at school. 

They couldn’t grow without a great deal of 
sunlight and it would be unlikely, even if it had, to 
form such a well delineated circular thicket with 
a clearing in the middle. This was a secret space. 

It was so removed and so dangerous appearing 
that anyone who did happen upon it would be 
discouraged from trying to enter. It could only have 
been designed by human intelligence. If someone 
had built this structure, it had to have been 
developed eons ago when neighboring trees would 
not have blocked out the nurturing rays of the sun 
and rain water would have had easy access to 
germinating seeds and established root systems. 
Somehow this prickly coliseum must have adapted 
to the changing conditions as the growing tall 
trees steadily engirdled it. This was a mystery, 
albeit a scientific one. They saw this encampment 
as a puzzle that called for exploration. It would 
take more than a bristly briar green wall to keep 
these kids away. This was a challenge these 
juvenile adventurers could not resist. Actually their 
forest domain itself was a mystery to them for its 
very existence had never been fully understood nor 
explained. 

The intrepid trio carefully pushed their way 
through the barbed stems. They learned that they 
could penetrate the armed thicket by placing a 
jacket over a stem baring their passage and gently 
moving it farther away from their bodies. The 
others would pass and one by one would do the 
same as they progressed and gently let go after 
all had gone through. This would not be an easy 
task in the light of day. But they were surrounded 
by darkness and had to literally feel their way 
through. As they neared the open clearing, they 
became aware of an illuminated gossamer green 
emanation coming from its center. 

Lilly pulled at her big brother’s shirt sleeve, 
eyes wide and a lump forming in her throat, she 
managed to whisper, “What’s that?” 
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Talic and Mallow looked up and gulped down the 
fear that formed in their throats the way unroasted 
acorns would feel. The dryness would take away 
all moisture from their lips, tongues, and cheeks 
while causing their throats to tighten and quiet 
their voices to a hoarse whisper. As their vision 
too gradually became accustomed to this eerie 
light, a clutch of dark figures seemed to arise 
from the earth. The drumming and chanting grew 
louder and the wraith-like figures grew more 
distinct. In undulating motions these ephemeral 
figures swayed to and fro as the rhythmic cadence 
thundered. The group of brave siblings could 
hardly believe what they saw. And the constant 
drumming and chanting only added to their sense 
of disorientation and threat. Nearly paralyzed with 
fear, they remained hypnotically focused upon the 
dreadful apparition they now saw through their 
spiky hiding place.

The dance tempo and monotone chanting 
increased to a frantic crescendo. And as it did 
the wraiths grew larger. Dark greenish faces 
with red eyes stared from beneath what seemed 
black broad brimmed peaked hats. Rotating faces 
pulsated kaleidoscopically as fleeting illusions 
of this uncanny group. “Wha, what or wh-o, who 
are they?” stammered Mallow in a whisper. Had 
they come upon a witches coven? Could they be 
demons from under earth they heard about in the 
retelling of ancient folk tales passed on by the 
elders of the forest council? Were they seeing 
things brought on by their imaginations caused 
by breathing the gossamer, perhaps ghoulish 
miasma they were in? Was the dimness around 
them tricking them? Whatever it was, they were 
genuinely frightened. A cold fear shivered down 

from the tops of their heads to the tips of their 
toes.

The mysterious and motley image in front of 
them began to fill the creepy clearing. As it (or 
they) did, it rotated in its dance so quickly and 
with such precise timing that it seemed to be 
a single entity in one instant and alternately as 
many entities the next. Angular, greenish faces, red 
eyes, and peaked hats flashed as an illusory vision 
before them. The figure grew larger and almost 
close enough to reach out. It made clutching 
motions with powerful, dirty green hands and claw 
like, gnarled fingers. It could almost grab them 
from behind their spiny hide-away. 

At that moment, perhaps only an arm length 
away, a loud sneeze escaped the thicket. Lilly had 
sneezed perhaps the loudest sneeze of her young 
life and it resounded through the encampment. It 
so shocked the boys that it woke them from what 
had been a frozen trance. The demonic dance 
came to an abrupt halt. A scary silence followed 
for a moment as a conflation of red eyes fixed their 
gaze in their direction. 

Everything stopped. The dancing. The drumming. 
The chorus. It seemed as though their breaths 
no longer dared leave their bodies lest they be 
discovered. It even seemed like their hearts might 
stop keeping time in their chests so that their 
heart beats not give them away.

All of this was only a second or maybe two or 
three at most. There followed a rush of fluttering, 
flittering, fibrillating activity. Small, dark, batwing 
creatures flew in every direction, a kerfuffle of 
sound and motion. The mass of rapidly flying 
creatures expanded to fill literally every space in 
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this woodsy chamber and as quickly coalesced 
into a living spiral ascending ever upward to the 
high canopy of pale light. Whirling upward like a 
black tornado, it seemed to reflect the terror of all 
their worst nightmares. And then it, or was it they, 
were gone. Nothing remained. Not even a brush 
of wind could be felt nor a soughing wind heard in 
the canopy of trees above. No chanting sounds. No 
drumming felt pounding at their ears. No thousand 
eyes of glaring red staring menacingly in their 
direction. No grotesque greenish talon-like fingers 
ready to reach out and snatch them up. All was 
quiet, dark and empty. Only stillness remained 
amid the quiet pulsating of their hearts. The 
children looked at one another and silently agreed. 
It was time to go home. This adventure was over 
for today.
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White Sox story
by Larry Glazer

What could be better? 

When you walk in, you are immediately 
surrounded by the fragrance of the g-ds :

The scent of hot dogs and grilled onions cooking 
right in front of your eyes !

It’s a culinary work of art, worthy of a James 
Beard Award.. And the piace de resistance is 
mustard ... NO KETCHUP!

And you walk further through the short, dark 
tunnel, towards the light: and suddenly there it is: 
perfectly manicured lawns and precise base paths.

And if that’s not enough, you can watch your 
heroes, stretching, shagging fly balls and fielding 
grounders. 

Who doesn’t love the roar of the crowd, when 
you witness the good guys achieve greatness 
...and an exploding scoreboard?

These are unforgettable memories of my father 
: taking me to White Sox Park in the 50’s and 60’s 
... and in turn, me taking my son and daughters to 
the new Sox Park in the 80’s and 90’s. The thrill 
of bonding, with my father and my children in 
America’s pastime. THAT IS. MY Field of Dreams !

I love going White Sox games. They’re a major 
part of my life!

In 1960, the year after the Sox won the American 
League Championship, I was 15 & got a job selling 
cokes and peanuts at the big stadium, to earn 
money ... and watch Nellie Fox and Luis Aparicio, 
and the Cuban Comet : Minnie Minoso.

I split my time hawking “hey coke” and cheering 
“go go White Sox”. That was a great job! 

Years later, the Sox put up a new scoreboard and 
with a message component. At the time, the Sox-
O-Gram was state-of-the-art.

I was courting my first wife and I called the Sox 
front office, with a request to display my marriage 
proposal on the Sox-O-Gram. There was a long 
pause ... and the excited response was “What a 
great idea!”. 

So we picked a game date and inning, to 
surprise my unsuspecting fiance’-to-be. 

At the right moment, she looked at the 
scoreboard and saw :

“PERRILOU SPIELMAN WILL YOU MARRY LARRY 
GLAZER?”

She glanced at it & said to me, I think I just won 
a door prize.

We were married 24 years, had 3 children, and 
attended many Sox games. Then unfortunately 
I lost my wife to cancer. My children were 
teenagers.

My youngest daughter, now 38, has a photo 
of the scoreboard proposal and a framed “Kup’s 
Column” describing the event. During those 24 
years, my family cheered for the Sox and ate hot 
dogs with mustard and other unhealthy foods. 

Once ... I won a grade school fund raising silent 
auction for my then,
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11 year old son ...to be an honorary White Sox 
bat-boy for a day.

5 years after I lost my wife, I met Judy and 
discovered SHE was a dedicated White Sox fan. 
Her whole family were ardent Sox fans. Was this 
Kismet or what?

Two years after that, we were engaged. I had 
dinner with her family and conversation turned to 
baseball & specifically “the Mendoza Line”.

Now ..... I played Little League, Pony League and 
Colt League baseball and I was unfamiliar with 
“the Mendoza Line”.

Judy’s sister took her aside and asked “how 
could you marry this guy”?

When Judy told me, I felt a need to prepare 
better. At the next dinner, I researched White Sox 
history. At the right moment, I v e r y c a s u a l l y 
asked her family if anyone knew :

who beat the White Sox in the famous 1919 
Black Sox World Series scandal? 

Silence! ... It was an AHA! moment, until Judy 
said “I think it was Cincinnati”. That’s the right 
answer. 

We’ve been happily married for 18 years now 
and go to Sox games every year. Even out-of-
town Sox games in Milwaukee, Baltimore, DC and 
Kansas City. 

And at the appropriate moment, in each game, I 
put my arm around Judy when we sing “Take Me 
Out To The Ball Game”.

One of my favorite birthday presents ever. was a 

brick Judy gave me, It’s a duplicate of an identical 
White Sox Park Plaza brick, that reads “Larry 
Glazer ... Former Vender ... Fan Forever”.

I’m so glad my wife is a Sox fan, and I owe the 
harmony in our marriage to Bill Veeck and Jerry 
Reinsdorf . .... 

...and ... the essence of the g-ds : 

grilled hot dogs, with grilled onions and 
mustard... NO KETCHP!
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My Spirit Story
by Linda Lavallee

As I sat on the back porch of the neighborhood 
“Cat Lady’s” house, trying to coax some of the 
cats closer to me, I felt sad and emotionally 
wounded.

How many times I listened, silently, as my father 
raged at me: your this, your that, why can’t you do 
better, what is wrong with you, are you stupid? The 
sting of his words cut like razors, deep inside the 
pit of my stomach.

Most of the cats before me, just waiting to be 
petted, had many visible scars and very likely 
emotional wounds, too. So, we had something in 
common - which made us connect - if only for this 
brief moment of caring.

As I stood before my father, with so much rage 
and scorn, I realized his wounds were equal to the 
cats; only his were visceral. Untouchable wounds 
buried deep within his damaged memories.

One cat in particular demanded much of my 
attention. His fur was mostly non-existent, only a 
small patch of fur on his head and tail. Open sores, 
weeping and angry red in color; yet receptive to 
receive a kind hand.

My heart was screaming for my mother to come 
to my rescue, but we both knew what would have 
happened if she did - It was not to be! If I just stay 
silent and not respond to his verbal rage, it would 
soon be over.

“Meow, meow, meow”, they cried, as each one 
ran towards me; waiting for a kind hand reaching 
out to them. Acceptance, trust and love from 

these sweet cats are what I needed now; a hand 
reaching out with kindness. Caring is just the cure 
for me and the stray cats, as well.

The lesson I learned from my father that evening 
was the exact opposite of the treatment I received. 
As individuals, at any age, we alone can choose 
how to navigate future successes or failures. I 
chose to be happy and never let anyone break my 
spirit!

And the cats purring melted my heart…
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The Girl Who Wasn’t His
by Michele Feinberg

The girl was conceived on a farm in Palestine 
in 1897, the product of an abusive marriage 
between a farmer and his wife. The wife’s father, 
a gentleman from the city, heard of the abuse 
and set out to rescue his pregnant daughter and 
bring her home. But a woman with child and 
without husband at the turn of the century was a 
disgrace to the family. To bring honor back to their 
family, the woman’s father posted an appeal in 
the synagogue….” Who will marry my pregnant 
daughter?”

Only one man, significantly older, came forward 
and quickly took the woman’s hand in marriage. 
The good deed of a stranger, you might ask? 
Perhaps. Perhaps not. Don’t let the overture 
deceive you. 

And so, the girl was born on what we now know 
as April Fool’s Day, with a legitimate mother but 
an unaccepting father, and a surname that was 
accepted by the synagogue at which she was 
traditionally named. 

Shortly thereafter, the woman, the man, and 
the girl who wasn’t his, emigrated to America 
and found their way to Chicago. The man and the 
woman were quite prolific, producing, amongst 
the losses, five live births, including a set of 
twins. She was a loving mother to all, but he 
was a tempestuous and difficult father to his five 
children…. and the girl who wasn’t his.

The times were hard….no work for the man, one 
twin killed in an accident by something called the 
automobile. And the girl who wasn’t his was sick. 

The woman and siblings rallied around her, but 
the girl needed an operation, and circumstances 
were such that the girl took a lonely, solo streetcar 
ride to the hospital to have a kidney removed. 
The family was shattered, and at the urging of 
her children, the woman finally left the marriage 
to raise her children alone and spare them the 
indignities of the abuse she understood all too well.

No April Fool, the girl. She healed….and 
subsequently married a gentle man, American 
born, a union tradesman with a steady job, nothing 
like the man who wasn’t her father. She bore two 
children, a boy and a girl, and raised them in a 
calm and comfortable environment, all the while 
exploring her own potential and empowering 
herself to reach it. She was a strong-willed and 
talented lady - a milliner by trade, a working 
woman in an era when women didn’t work outside 
the home. She was a pioneer and a creative - a 
designer, a knitter, a baker, a cook, a painter 
– an explorer, a traveler, and a kind and loving 
inspiration to her children, her grandchildren and 
her great grandchildren.

I am named for the woman, Malka. The girl who 
wasn’t his is my beloved grandmother, Tanya 
(Faye) Mendelson Silverstein (Sills), born Palestine, 
1898, died Chicago, 1987.
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Chapter I: The Idyllic Forest
by Arnold Samuels

Once there was a boy who lived in a forest with 
his mother, his father, a younger brother, even 
younger sister and grandmother. They lived in 
a house built high up in one of the largest trees 
of the forest, perhaps one of the largest trees 
anywhere. This was a very old forest that had 
been there for so long a time that many of its trees 
towered 1,000 feet above the forest floor. Most 
forest people thought their wooded world must 
have been there since creation.

This forest could be found on no cartographer’s 
map, although it covered a huge expanse and 
had been there for eons. It was thought to have 
preceded the great breakup of the primordial 
Pangaea into Laurasia and Gondwana long before 
recorded history about 300-200 million years ago. 
Although there exists no clear evidence that these 
people lived back then, there are ancient texts 
that tell a different tale. For the present, a brief 
description of the primordial forest and its habitat 
will do. 

Although its full expanse has never been 
precisely measured, it is estimated to cover an 
area of several million acres. Nestled within 
craggy mountain ranges of very high altitude 
and saw-tooth peaks arrayed tightly along steep, 
forbidding icy ridges, the forest lay below a high 
plateau of overhanging rocky ledges and land 
bridges extending great distances. This peculiar 
typography sequestered the forest and created 
an unusual ecosystem that effectively maintained 
the forest’s temperate and wet climate. While 
allowing sunlight to stream in from exposed sky, 

reflective ice sheets and metallic and silicated, 
crystalline rock enhanced this effect by serving as 
multifaceted mirrored surfaces sending catabatic 
cascades of daylight and whatever light the night 
sky held to the evergreen landscape below. This 
reflected light was all the more unusual in that the 
crystalline rock and glacial ice imparted a subtle 
blue green coloration to the ambient environment 
below.

The boy knew his grandparents, but only knew 
his great grandparents by name for he understood 
that they went to be with the ancestors when he 
was not much more than a tom-tom or toddler in 
forest talk. His grandfather or seke was considered 
very wise and like all the elders in the forest was 
respected for his knowledge of forest history 
and practical solutions to problems. He too went 
to be with the ancestors shortly before the boy 
celebrated his 21st season. (Each of their years 
would have 2 seasons, one wet and the other 
dry. Forest children commonly had a birthday 
celebration with each season or two birthdays for 
each of our years). His grandmother or sebe lived 
with him and his family and could help solve most 
problems with loving guidance and perhaps a tasty 
treat to allow new found confidence to stick like 
honey fresh from the hive. 

The boy’s was called Telic and was a sapkee 
although he longed to be a trepke. Children of the 
forest became trepke on their 32nd season. He 
knew he had to accumulate eleven more seasons 
before he could join the other trepke and be given 
the jobs and privileges that seemed so special to 
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him. How often he would climb up into the forest 
canopy to watch the newly initiated trepke practice 
rapid ascent climbing, aerophyte vine swinging, 
rapid descent, lateral bridging and overnight 
hammock nesting. He especially longed to use the 
many tools designed for canopy trimming and tree 
boring, air farming and house building. But all he 
could do now was to watch longingly and imagine 
himself taking his place among the trepke.

Sometimes when the wind picked up and the 
boughs and branchlets swayed, he would close 
his eyes and feel as though he too were swinging 
from the highest branches of the forest canopy. 
The sun bursting through the fluttering leaves in 
a hectic patchwork of light and color often forced 
him to shut his eyes even more tightly. Against 
the insistent array of green and yellow and white, 
darkened silhouettes of fantastic forms and shapes 
would press themselves upon his imagination. 
At such times, when he would lie down upon a 
branch or even hang upside down from one of 
the sturdy boughs, he could almost feel himself 
catapulting from limb to limb alongside the older 
boys and girls.

The susurrant sounds of the flapping leaves, 
the creaking of those colossal trees when the 
strong winds blew, and the chatter and chortle of 
the trepke kids were like a stirring symphony. He 
could feel the percussive beats of his excited heart 
adding to the rhythm of the moment and the day 
slipped by like the haunting notes of a languid trill. 

But sometimes this reverie was broken by the 
expectant calls of his mother. He would jump up as 
if awakened from a dream and quickly scramble 
across and down the trees to his home. It was 

late afternoon and time for him to help look after 
his brother and sister while his mother and sebe 
prepared the evening meal. 

There was no school for his class this afternoon, 
so he was free for awhile and happy to do as 
he wished. But now he had to hurry home. 
Swinging into the doorway from a long tendril, he 
was greeted by Sebe’s wry, raised left eyebrow. 
“You’re late, my dreamer, now hurry and collect 
your brother and sister from school. Your father 
should be on his way home and supper will soon 
be ready.” “Sorry”, he whispered, sniffing the 
aromas from the cook stove. He kissed his mother 
as she tended to their meal and as quickly filched 
a cookie cooling on the table. He could feel his 
Sebe’s mildly disapproving smile on his back as it 
followed him out the door. 

Sturdy vines cascaded down the forest canopy 
and provided ready transport making almost 
any area of forest easily accessible. This verdant 
highway rapidly took him to school where his 
sister, Lilly, and brother, Mallow, played while 
waiting for their bigger brother. The school was 
a curious orchard of small trees arranged in an 
expanding spiral enclosed by much taller, densely 
planted trees with numerous over-hanging limbs. 
This thick boundary around and above the orchard 
school constructed a protected apse cradling a 
children’s garden. A garden where each child’s 
mind bloomed with knowledge and understanding. 
The youngest children were nestled in the tightly 
coiled inner circles bordered by a running arbor of 
tightly planted small leafy trees arcing along the 
outer perimeter of the children’s classes effectively 
creating a wall of green separating them from 
the rest of the school. The higher grades were 
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gathered along the outer arcs of the woody spiral 
with multiple bowers providing areas for private 
study or conversation. There were teachers or 
treemonts with each group divided by age and 
subject to be taught and mastered. 

The school was an island in a sea of trees, 
cloistered from the surrounding forest and yet 
presenting an open mosaic. School was about 
learning and knowledge was revered and 
considered to be a beacon which could penetrate 
the darkest regions of their land as well as the 
inner recesses of their minds. Within this verdant 
school were two libraries: one for young readers, 
the other for older ones. There was an archive for 
treemonts and students doing special projects. 
It contained new and ancient texts. There were 
laboratories where children of every age could 
explore the things of their world. There was a 
gymnasium equipped for acrobatics, strength, 
endurance training, balance, and hand-eye-foot 
coordination exercises. There were places for 
music, song, and dance and an area for fabricating 
instruments from forest materials like seed pods, 
mosses, lichens, acorns, branches, stone, snail 
shells, leaves, and rushes. There was a space set 
up to use and make artistic works from different 
things, creations the children gleefully took home 
to show their parents. On most days the school 
was open into the evening hours so the children 
could continue working on projects or enjoy after 
school activities, but on this day these children had 
to be home early for dinner. 

Telic swooped into the center of the game circle 
as his sister and brother played acorn capture. 
More annoyed at the interruption than surprised, 
they mildly complained at having to stop their play, 

gathered their acorns and school things, and soon 
were on their way home.

 This was a special night when their father was 
to be home for dinner. He had been to the very 
center and densest part of the woods where 
the elders and community forest managers 
convened regular meetings to govern the forest 
and special meetings when the need arouse. This 
past week a special meeting had been called 
and everyone was curious to learn what had 
been so important to occupy their father for an 
entire week. Such meetings were rarely held as 
daily life was predictable in the forest. Whatever 
problems might occur were almost always readily 
resolved within the particular communities. These 
arboreal dwellers not only did not like dissension, 
but inherent in their nature were qualities of 
cooperation and care for one another. Decisions 
were guided by the precepts of individual fairness 
and benefit for the common good. There was 
almost no precedent for an irregular convening 
lasting a whole week. In fact, the last recorded 
such event occurred more than 250 seasons 
before when Mrs. Periwinkle directed rescue, clean 
up, and rebuilding operations following the time of 
terrible winds which devastated much of the very 
center of the forest. She was an arboreal engineer 
and agronomist all the more revered for creating 
a unique blueprint for replanting which would 
protect the forest in the future from such winds 
and had designed the plan whereby bats were 
used to propagate the seeds of these special trees. 
From the time they celebrated their tenth season, 
every child was told the story of the great wind 
storm and of the heroic and brilliant solutions to 
that catastrophe accomplished by Mrs. Periwinkle. 



19

“Could this be another such momentous time?” 
Telic wondered. He hurried them home. 

The children quickly washed and set the table 
for dinner. Even the very youngest had a job to do. 
The table was oval-shaped and lowered from the 
ceiling on very thin twine spun from the strong, 
fine vines which made up the tendrils hanging 
almost everywhere in the forest. It was secured 
to the floor where connections were snapped into 
place from below. The mother and father sat next 
to each other at the center of the table, Sebe sat 
directly across and the children sat on either side. 
Everyone was especially quiet in anticipation of 
what news from the convening might be shared. 

“I see everyone is eager to hear the news about 
last week’s meeting of the managers,” the father 
began. “It was a very important meeting. We 
learned that we have two new problems to solve. 
The first one is that the ‘others’ are getting closer 
to the hidden portal. This has happened before in 
our history and none have uncovered the portal nor 
gained entrance to our land. Now however there 
are many more of them living in structures not of 
nature which they build with machines entirely 
unknown to our way of life. We know this because 
these large groves of built-things and structures 
of various shapes and sizes and people are close 
enough for our observers to see and study them. 
These are truly machine folk who make their living 
places in many of these structures, have built 
places that make or store the tools, mechanisms, 
and supplies they use, and who get their food 
supplies from built structures which remain lighted 
far into the night. We don’t yet know how they 
grow or collect the kinds of food they eat as these 
places seem to be sealed off from the rain and the 

sun and their are no nearby waterways to make 
cultivation possible. They move about in machines 
with wheels

We must consider a plan to determine what to 
do when we someday will meet. We must consider 
how we can preserve our way of life, our very 
world. You see these ‘others’ do not appear to 
respect the trees as they cut them down almost 
completely except for a few left in orderly rows in 
front of their living structures and along byways. 
The managers, your mother and Sebe and I, all 
of us, consider that they will wish to do the same 
to our forest, to our homes. Of course we cannot 
allow this, but we must take steps necessary to 
protect our way of life, our families, our world.” 
Their father’s face showed a mixture of worry 
and determination as the skin on his forehead 
tightened. It made his eyebrows show more 
prominently. His forehead glistened with tightened 
brow. His eyes were moist and his lips closed 
around these last words as if he were trying to 
keep them from getting out. While his face shown 
red, there was a growing pallor on either side of 
his mouth as he spoke. Not wanting to alarm the 
children while trying to respond to their questions, 
he seemed suddenly tired. His ears always 
reddened brightly when he was upset or especially 
earnest. His ears were now beet red. He turned to 
their mother. 

Their mother smiled reassuringly and continued 
the father’s discussion. “The forest bats, the 
seed eating and fruit eating bats, have been seen 
flying through the forest canopy in great clusters 
after dark,” she explained. “This is very unusual 
behavior for their species as they generally live in 
small groups and never flock together as some of 
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our birds do,” she went on. “All we know is that 
this has been happening. While it doesn’t appear 
to be accompanied by any danger or trouble, it is a 
puzzle, an unexplained mystery.”

Their mother smiled reassuringly and continued 
the father’s discussion. “There have been reports 
of strange things occurring in the darkest part of 
the forest,” she said. “No one has seen anything 
exactly but rather there have been peculiar 
sounds, rhythmic sounds like drumming and 
rustling sounds like the wind swooshing through 
the leaves. Because that part of the forest is so 
dense and so very dark, no observer has been 
able to describe what is causing this, no one has 
actually seen anything.” 

“So there you have it,” Sebe interrupted wryly. 
“I suppose some of the elders will take the older 
trepke and visit the dense wood. If there is a 
mystery there, they will surely expose it. Now let’s 
eat our acorn soup before it gets cold and finish 
dinner before it gets so dark that our neighbors 
will be concerned about an unseen presence 
making strange sounds coming from our tree.” 
They all laughed.

The children’s excitement was so palpable and 
their questions so fluid that their conversation 
flowed, each question and response bursting 
upon their imagination like a savory spoonful of 
delicious broth which rather than slaking their 
appetite actually increased their craving for more. 
They were very curious about “the others” but 
didn’t know whether to be scared or excited at 
the possibility of meeting these “others” someday. 
“What did they look like?”

“Did they have children?” “Were they like 

demons from the underneath?” “Were they magic 
users?” They asked about the structures that were 
seen, the sheltered “farms” that they had, and 
the conveyances that moved them about. They 
wanted to know whether they were peaceful or 
warlike, pleasant or mean-spirited and what their 
children were like. Did they even have any? They 
must have! Did they go to school, or play, what 
did they look like, did they have wooden dolls Lilly 
wanted to know? The questions flowed through 
dinner, during the table clearing, and right through 
washing and putting the dishes and cooking things 
away. 

With the setting of the sun, night serenely closed 
over the forest like a cool comforter pulled gently 
over one’s eyes. The children washed and dressed 
in their bed clothes which shone orange and red 
in the refracted last light of day. Lilly shared a 
low swinging cot with Sebe and the boys had 
hammocks strung securely next to one another in 
their sleeping place. The darkness spread across 
their sleeping room and clung to everything the 
way moss does to a tree in the damp and dark 
forest. Ordinarily the darkness would begin to 
weigh heavily on their eyes. They would soon be 
breathing in harmony with the rhythms of the night 
as the evening winds played gentle lullaby with the 
leaves. But this night Telic and Mallow could not 
fall asleep. Questions and images rattled about in 
their heads to the exclusion of woodsy melodies. 
Telic groaned and said that he forgot to ask more 
about the mystery of the dense wood. He was so 
intrigued by it no less for the likely involvement of 
the trepke he longed to be. 

What a grand adventure it would be to be one of 
the searchers. And yet by the time he would be old 
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enough he surmised, there would be nothing new 
to discover. He shared his concern with his brother 
and then reasoned that they could find out more 
about that remote place in the forest and if they 
couldn’t go with the elder’s groups of searchers, 
they could go themselves. His brother was was so 
captivated by the idea of this adventure that he 
couldn’t lay still and began bouncing up at almost 
every word. “What if we discover a forest creature 
no one has ever seen before or find an ancient 
relic from long ago or one of those “others” 
father talked about? he wondered. “We would be 
recorded in The History,” they both said together. 
They laughed at saying the same thing at the 
same time. They laughed and bounced and rolled 
about so that their hammocks began to sway 
erratically propelled by their mirth and exuberant 
anticipation of such wonderful discoveries, Mallow 
gave a terrific bounce. The hammock billowed and 
rolled in erratic waves and in an instant heaved 
him onto Telic’s hammock and both flew onto 
the floor, bedding and all. They both laughed and 
shushed each other less they awaken their parents 
and set to planning their escapade. Hearing 
the racket from their adjacent sleeping place, 
Lilly came in to see what was going on. They 
immediately shushed her, pulled her to them, and 
all three sat on the floor. Telic and Mallow spoke 
at the same time and told her their plans to go on 
a search the following day. Of course, she wanted 
to come too. Telic’s plan was to awaken before 
anyone else and go directly to the school where 
they each cached nuts and seeds and things for 
possible adventures, but none were so exciting as 
this one seemed to be. 

Mallow said they would need a map and Telic 
said he could get one from the Tremont library. 
Lily said she would bring a sack to put things in 
and Telic said it would be a good thing to bring a 
water skin too. As Lily always was the first one 
to awaken in the morning, she was given the job 
of getting them up. For now this was their secret. 
They shushed one another and Telic and Mallow 
escorted Lily quietly back to her sleeping place 
next to Sebe. “Remember, wake us, first light 
Lily,” reminded Mallow. Lily tightened her lips and 
quietly hissed, “I don’t need you to tell me all the 
time.” 
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Ancient feelings locked inside a human sarcophagus 
by Dorothy Sunshine Lyles

Ancient feelings locked inside a human 
sarcophagus 

Safeguarded by a sensed lack of love and 
memory. 

These ancient fear~full belief systems were 
preserved daily,   

kept in a decomposing chamber, 

a cesspool of self-hate, hurts, anger, fears, and 
guilts, these phantoms 

Were embraced and kept alive and well, as the 
day the were 

Inflicted from without. Wrapped daily with 
bandages of memory, 

And ointments of misunderstanding. 

Seasons came and seasons went, and these 
feelings and thoughts  

calcified and  crystalized debilitating this 
shrinking soul with every  

repetitious review and replay.  Fear took the 
driver’s seat 

 

Frozen in perceptions sense of reality,  Swirling 
in illusions trance, 

In a death defying dance.  Faster than dervishes 
twirling, 

Mesmeric in intensity,  maestro ego was 
conducting this cyclic dance 

fluidly furious, maestro ego dropped it’s baton, as 
a strong gentle breeze 

of consciousness blew in, blowing illusions 
away~ so clumsy and drunk  from  

this cyclic dance all the phantoms tripped over 
tombstones,  

falling into open graves.  One more breezy wind 
and the graves closed 

while the flowers of self acceptance blossomed, 
and the perfume of forgiveness 

permeated the air.  And I became a Living soul.  
Awoman & AMen

Ancient feelings locked inside a human 
sarcophagus 

Safeguarded by a sensed lack of love and 
memory. 

These ancient fear~full belief systems were 
preserved daily,   

kept in a decomposing chamber, 

a cesspool of self-hate, hurts, anger, fears, and 
guilts, these phantoms 

Were embraced and kept alive and well, as the 
day the were 

Inflicted from without. Wrapped daily with 
bandages of memory, 

And ointments of misunderstanding. 

Seasons came and seasons went, and these 
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feelings and thoughts  

calcified and  crystalized debilitating this 
shrinking soul with every  

repetitious review and replay.  Fear took the 
driver’s seat 

 

Frozen in perceptions sense of reality,  Swirling 
in illusions trance, 

In a death defying dance.  Faster than dervishes 
twirling, 

Mesmeric in intensity,  maestro ego was 
conducting this cyclic dance 

fluidly furious, maestro ego dropped it’s baton, as 
a strong gentle breeze 

of consciousness blew in, blowing illusions 
away~ so clumsy and drunk  from  

this cyclic dance all the phantoms tripped over 
tombstones,  

falling into open graves.  One more breezy wind 
and the graves closed 

while the flowers of self acceptance blossomed, 
and the perfume of forgiveness 

permeated the air.  And I became a Living soul.  
Awoman & AMen

Ancient feelings locked inside a human 
sarcophagus 

Safeguarded by a sensed lack of love and 
memory. 

These ancient fear~full belief systems were 

preserved daily,   

kept in a decomposing chamber, 

a cesspool of self-hate, hurts, anger, fears, and 
guilts, these phantoms 

Were embraced and kept alive and well, as the 
day the were 

Inflicted from without. Wrapped daily with 
bandages of memory, 

And ointments of misunderstanding. 

Seasons came and seasons went, and these 
feelings and thoughts  

calcified and  crystalized debilitating this 
shrinking soul with every  

repetitious review and replay.  Fear took the 
driver’s seat 

 

Frozen in perceptions sense of reality,  Swirling 
in illusions trance, 

In a death defying dance.  Faster than dervishes 
twirling, 

Mesmeric in intensity,  maestro ego was 
conducting this cyclic dance 

fluidly furious, maestro ego dropped it’s baton, as 
a strong gentle breeze 

of consciousness blew in, blowing illusions 
away~ so clumsy and drunk  from  

this cyclic dance all the phantoms tripped over 
tombstones,  
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falling into open graves.  One more breezy wind 
and the graves closed 

while the flowers of self acceptance blossomed, 
and the perfume of forgiveness 

permeated the air.  And I became a Living soul.  
Awoman & AMen

Ancient Hurts

Ancient feelings locked inside a human 
sarcophagus

Safeguarded by a sensed lack of love and 
memory. 

These ancient fear-full belief systems were 
preserved daily, 

kept in a decomposing chamber, 

a cesspool of self-hate, hurts, anger, fears, and 
guilts, these phantoms 

Were embraced and kept alive and well, as the 
day the were 

Inflicted from without. Wrapped daily with 
bandages of memory, 

And ointments of misunderstanding. 

Seasons came and seasons went, and these 
feelings and thoughts 

calcified and crystalized debilitating this 
shrinking soul with every 

repetitious review and replay. Fear took the 
driver’s seat 

Frozen in perceptions sense of reality, Swirling in 
illusions trance, 

In a death defying dance. Faster than dervishes 
twirling, 

Mesmeric in intensity, maestro ego was 
conducting this cyclic dance 

fluidly furious, maestro ego dropped it’s baton, as 
a strong gentle breeze 

of consciousness blew in, blowing illusions 
away~ so clumsy and drunk from 

this cyclic dance all the phantoms tripped over 
tombstones, 

falling into open graves. One more breezy wind 
and the graves closed 

while the flowers of self-acceptance blossomed, 
and the perfume of forgiveness 

permeated the air. And I became a Living soul. 
Awoman & Amen
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Man Child
 by Dorothy Sunshine Lyles

Man child’s born and his father’s gone,

Man child here and feels he’s all alone

Mother can give all her love and tender care

Nurture, inspire, and be a shrewd as she dares

But there are inner spaces that she cannot touch

 

Even though she disciplines and loves him so 
much

She can see in him a flame unlit that 

smolders in anger from sensed abandonment.

for only a Man can ignite the spark 

that enflames and Liberates a Man Child’s heart
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Random Thoughts of a Mature Woman
by Maria Fowler

It’s the 1950’s and life is good. Our family of 
8 has moved to the Lowden Homes at 94th and 
Harvard. It is a spacious new house, 4 bedrooms, 
living room, dining room, kitchen and a laundry 
room. There was a playground, basketball and 
volleyball court. We went swimming at Abbot park 
95th and State St.

There are all kinds of people in my community 
American Indian, Mexican, Puerto Rican, 
Caucasian and nobody’s fighting we’re all getting 
along with grew up together. Over time and I 
do not know when now, that I think about it our 
community changed. People started to move 
away and somewhere down-the-line it became 
not so diverse. It was all black families. The high 
school was still diverse because the communities 
surrounding the high school were diverse. 
Eventually my parents bought a home moved 
away.

The day that I was called me Nigger will stick 
with me as long as I live. I 18 years old and taking 
the bus to Cook County hospital. I was at Harrison 
and Clark waiting for the bus. Some guys drove 
past in a car and yelled “Hey you black Nigger”. I 
felt fear and panic as I stood there dumbfounded. 
They did not know me. I did not have any 
conversation with them, and this is what they said 
to me.

It is my senior year at John Marshall Harlan high 
school. I don’t remember who the principal was, 
but I certainly remember our Vice Principal, Mr. 
Vernon Miller. One thing that he always told us 
“This is Harlan High School” that is all he had to 

say, and we knew that we should carry ourselves 
in a certain way and have pride in ourselves in our 
school. My senior year was just a lot of fun I was 
on the volleyball team hanging out with my friends 
and doing what we do.

I was not even thinking about a job. I never had 
a job as a teenager because my father said our job 
was to go to school. We did not need to work, they 
provided what we needed. So, one day Prudential 
Insurance Company came to the school and tested 
students. They were looking for people to work 
at the company. I just took the test because they 
offered it. I passed the test and got a job offer after 
I graduated high school. I do not even remember 
the whole process, but I

know that I went for an orientation. They said I 
am you will get free lunch, and we will give you 
passes for your family to come down have lunch 
with you and go to the observation tower.

When I got home, I told my mother and father 
all about it. My father said, oh baby that just 
means they will pay you for your lunchtime. You 
will not really get free food. Well low & behold 
Prudential Insurance Company had a cafeteria and 
we actually did get free lunch. I did get to tickets 
and my mother and father did come to Prudential 
Plaza. We want to observation tower and my 
parents got to see where I would be working. My 
parents were beaming with pride. That is how I got 
my first job.

The bad news is that I let that job sidetrack me 
track me from going to college. I decided well I 
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am not going to college. I am going take a key 
punch course and get a better paying job. Key 
Punch Operators were in demand at the time. I 
took the key punch course, but my father said I 
am not paying for that, that’s not education. Well 
smart me, I was working so I paid for myself and 
I passed. Western Electric was hiring but you had 
to take a test and interview for job. When I told my 
father he said, that is a factory you do not want to 
work in a factory. Even today I still in Awe at how 
insightful my father was. He was absolutely right. 
That key punch course was a total waste of my 
money and my time. I did not pass the key punch 
test at Western Electric, and I never had a job as 
a Key Puncher Operator. I never actually learned 
how to type. Once again, my father was right. 
That was not the route that I should have taken. 
Another really memorable thing from that time in 
my life was a girl that I worked with. She was a 
young lady about my age right out of high school 
I remember her name Marie Brewaux (for sure I 
am probably spelling this incorrectly), Caucasian 
girl she was Polish. Marie and I were about the 
same age and whatever clerical work we were 
doing we worked in the same department. One 
day she said I have never actually met a Negro 
you are nothing like I expected a Negro to be. We 
had a lot of fun together on the job and went to 
lunch together. When She was getting married and 
having a big wedding and she invited me to her 
wedding. I remember thanking her for inviting me, 
but I knew that I was not going to her wedding. I 
knew without ever asking my parents I knew I was 
not going to the wedding because she lived on 
Washtenaw.

Someplace I had never even heard of them and 

definitely did not know how to get to. These are 
just a few of my memories as a young person.

Now let me pull my mind back to today before 
it gets stuck in the past. I have shared these 
memories from my young life because I still do 
not understand all the hate, violence and distrust 
directed to people of color. My entire school / 
work life has been in an integrated environment. 
However, I live in a segregated city (we call them 
neighborhoods) and I am comfortable with my 
living situation. I have no desire to move just to 
live with people who are different than me. I do 
not hate and belittle people based on their race 
or where they come from. But make no mistake I 
know when that is directed at me. If I do not feel 
like I am in immediate danger I will walk it off. 
On the other hand, if I am cornered or feel en- 
dangered I will give as good as I get. This leaves 
me with unanswered questions:

1. Am I a part of the problem?

2. What can I do to be a part of the changes we 
need make things better?

3. Is hate and racism nature or nurture

a. When I see old images of public hangings 
people bring their children to these 
events.

b. When I watched the attack on the Capital 
Building January 6, 2021, I did not see 
any children

4. Do people in this world really want things to 
change

I have had had several conversations recently 
around this subject. I have heard opinions from 
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my peer’s, television news / opinion programs, 
social media outlets. The one opinion that I got 
that makes a lot of sense came from a cousin 
who grew up in Alabama. Exposure is the key to 
change. Not everything will change in our lifetime. 
However, the more we expose our children and 
grandchildren to other peoples reality by teaching 
them to have compassion and empathy, having 
them do volunteer work and or helping others, 
traveling outside of their own environment and 
learning how others live the more change occurs 
gradually in ways seen and unseen.
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