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The muse is with us...
Before it has even occurred, this year’s Itha

ca Festival is already a legend. “Sing to me, 
Muse, Of the man that quite resourceful man, 
who traveled far and wide after he sacked 
Troy’s holy city.” The Odyssey is the 2,700- 
year-old story o f Odysseus, one o f the great 
Greek heroes at Troy, and the misadventures 
that occurred on his ten-year journey home to 
Ithaca. It is also the story o f the 1999 Ithaca 
Festival.

I have a playwright’s view of the Festival. I 
see it as a vast three-day play with a cast of 
thousands.There’s a shape to it. It has a distinct 
beginning and end (and, of course, all that mid
dle part.) It is the kind of play ^here there is no „  
separation between the audience and the per
formers. W e’re all in it together. Although the 
incredible performances and events at center 
stage are the main focus, much of what hap
pens depends on the audience. Some o f the 
most magical moments are what’s happening 
around you. W ho you see, the stories you 
share with each other. One o f my favorite 
things about the Festival is that there is such a 
tangible spirit of openness, friendliness in the 
air. That spirit is the life-force o f the Festival. 
Perfect strangers not just saying hello but hav
ing a real conversation —  enjoying each 
other’s company.

This year’s Festival “play” is about a jour
ney home, years long, that has brought each of 
us through thick and thin to this destination, 
this mystical place called Ithaca. Think back on 
that journey. What brought you here? Look 
around at your fellow travelers. Although we 
may differ from one another we’re all on the 
same journey. What brought them here? Find 
out! Ask them, “How did you get to Ithaca?” *

Our intent this year is to bring Hom er’s 
Odyssey to life. What better way to do it than to 
send someone on their own personal odyssey 
to Greece? So get your Festival Button today.
It’s your ticket to the Festival and it may just be 
your ticket to win! Not only will you get the 
chance to travel to the cradle of European civi
lization— you will also get to experience one of 
the best things about leaving Ithaca: coming 
home again. I love the feeling of coming home 
to Ithaca. Driving down Route 13 and seeing 
that view of the lake as if for the first time...the 
odyssey ends in Ithaca.

L au rel Guy is the d irector o f  the Ithaca  
Festival.

■"I came to Ithaca in 1981 from Texas. It was 
the dead o f winter and I barely survived the 
shock of driving in snow. (I still can’t do it.)
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A long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away...

Upon
the defeat 

of theTrojans, who 
failed to be warry of false gifts, 

the victorious G reeks have returned 
hom e to the ir b e loved  native  s tar cluster.

The wrath of the gods has been incurred, 
however; and stellar winds have been whipped 

up, and stars misplaced, by Zeus to snarl the fabric 
of space and so torture and harass the battle-weary 

Gr e e k s  before  they can return safely  home.

The most legendary of these,the Jedi master
Odysseus, Lord of planet Ithaca,has

disappeared with his ships and his men
and only time will tell what has become

of them...

Sam Eschenbrenner

Odysseus reveals his story to Alkinoos.

My ships were damaged and my men weary 
when we exited hyperspace in a bright star sys
tem in the mid rim. My ships are Correlian 
Corvettes which are sturdy but can be danger
ously prone to breakdown after a severe batter
ing. Therefore our immediate sensor scan and 
computer checkup was carried out in the great 
fear of imminent death.

Both the scan and the checkup soon revealed 
a life supporting planet— the fifth in the sys
tem— which had large oceans and a few small 
continents. The life forms there are mostly 
plants, fungi, and benign animals. The greatest 
exception is the planet’s one sentient life form: 
the Kyklopes.

The Kyklopes are giant, one-eyed, savage, 
but intelligent rancors— similar to their domes
ticated two-eyed counterparts on other sys
tems. These people are farmers, herders, and 
hunters. They have no society or civilization. 
Families liye alone and apart; no man is friend
ly with his neighbors. This barbarianism, cou
pled with the savagery that they have been 
known to inflict on others was very intimidat
ing to my men but the condition o f our ship

required our immediate landing. This was done 
in an open plain near some mountains. I then 
instructed my crew to rest and make repairs 
while I took a small party and set off with them 
into the mountains in search of these monsters.

Our find was a cave in a small hill jutting up 
in the midst of forests and fields which were 
teeming with stagas and groats. The interior 
was spacious and stocked with food, drink, and 
some tools and other items. They were few in 
number however, which made the place very 
austere. Our interests therefore lay in the huge 
stocks of food that rested before us. Correlian 
brandy, Alderaanian wine, Cambellia cheese, 
Phaiakian flatbread, smoked staga breasts... my 

.drooling group urged that we take what we 
could and flee with it, but I insisted heaven for
give me - that we stay and meet our host.

In due time he came back from herding his 
animals and led them into pens inside the cave. 
His next action horrified us all: he closed the 
great door to the cave with a wave of his arm! 
A disturbance in the force told me that we were 
dealing with a force-sensitive monster! He then 
used an old laser to light a fire for dinner; in 
doing so he noticed us, particularly myself, as 
he also had a sense of my presence through the 
force.

“Who stands there!” he thundered in a voice 
that could shake a continent. “Who dares to 
trespass on my land and invade my home?
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What are you? Why are you here?”
We stared transfixedly at this brute that 

loomed over us and it was several seconds 
before I mustered the courage to speak.

“We are Ithacans. After the Trojan War, we 
were driven here by stellar winds and snarled 
hyperspace. I implore you to follow Zeus’s 
laws o f hospitality and grant us food and a 
place to rest.” My hopes of mercy were, how
ever, to be shortly dashed.

“F o o ls!” He cried, “Have you come to 
preach kindness and hospitality to me? We 
Kyklopes do not fear the gods, nor would I 
even think o f sparing you and showing you 
hospitality for any such reason! However, I 
find you a noble guest, and one o f the force. 
Therefore, if you tell me your name, I shall be 
so sparing as to make you the last of my meal.”

“I will tell you then sir,” I responded. “My 
name is nobody, as was my father’s before me, 
and his father’s before him. That is how we are 
addressed by people.”

“Very good, then,” the rancor said, grabbing 
and then devouring two of my men. I winced 
and gasped as my heart ached at the loss of 
good comrades. “My name is Polyphemus. It is 
by that name that I shall devour you last.” He 
then ate two more of my men before going to 
the food stocks to fix himself a large meal.

He gorged himself for a little while in rela
tive silence while my crew and I watched in 
fear. I then drew my wine flask and handed it to 
him.

“An offering to you sir. You seem tense 
and in need o f  a delightful spirit to calm  
your nerves.”

“Thank you.” He grunted as he put the flask 
to his lips and chugged the wine quickly. He 
then lay down and began to snore. My men 
urged me to use my force skills to open the 
door, but I refused for fear of waking Polyphe
mus with the sound. Instead, with their help, I 
fashioned a crude, but powerful blaster using 
his weapons and my light saber. Pointing it

below his forehead, we waited for a few sec
onds before pulling the trigger and letting loose 
a cascade o f light energy that penetrated his 
one hideous black eye, forever robbing it of 
sight.

Polyphemus screamed and jumped up, 
blood oozing from his wound. My men clung 
to the stomachs of the stagas and grouts. He 
opened the door to cry out to his neighbors but 
stopped and bent over upon hearing the stam
pede of his herd. He fumbled around, feeling 
the animals but could find nothing, for as I have 
said before, we were all safely underneath. He 
ran outside, still screaming, which brought the 
neighbors. They asked him “What is it, 
Polyphemus? Why do you disturb us at this 
hour?”

“It is nobody!” He replied. “That treacher
ous, evil villain! Nobody has blinded me!”

The neighbors, suspicious and disdainful, 
left for their homes while 1, at the edge of the 
plain, shouted toward the mountain, “It is not 
nobody! It is I, Odysseus who has blinded you! 
You have been punished by Zeus for your sav
agery and cruelty!”

“O dysseus!” The rancor jumped to an 
artillery blaster atop the mountain and fired it 
several times, each time narrowly missing my 
vessels.

“F oo l! I was warned that one day you 
would blind me! But you shall suffer, as the 
god Poseidon is my father and will avenge 
this injustice by making your voyage long and 
miserable!”

As my ships lifted off, I did not heed his 
words, however prophetic they were destined 
to be, for he did pray to Poseidon and Poseidon 
did respond. In the meantime however, we 
feasted on our captures of this escapade, our 
happiness at our escape tempered by grief for 
our lost brothers.

Sam  Eschenbrenner is an 8th grader at the 
DeWitt Middle School.
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Local Odysseys

J o h n  an d  K a th e rin e  P ou los in th e  W est E n d  Candy K itch en

Kathie Karakantas
My Ithaca Odyssey

My Odyssey started around 1900, when 
my grandfather and grandmother cam e to 
Ithaca from Tsinzina, Greece, in hopes o f a 
better life for them and their children. With 
his hard work and help from other Greeks 
he opened the W est End Candy K itchen, 
today know n as the old P e te ’ s G ro cery  
store. My grandfather, John Poulos and his 
wife Katherine, gave birth to two sons and 
continued to prosper in America. Unfortu
nately, Katherine was stricken with double 
pneumonia and died in 1922. John, unable 
to raise two sons by him self, sold every
thing and w ent b ack  to h is v illa g e  in 
G reece  to ra ise  h is son s. Jo h n  never 
returned to Ithaca but both his sons did.

Pete and Jam es Poulos (my dad) cam e 
back to their birth place around the early 
thirties. First Jam es came over, third class 
and thirty days on a ship. Jam es thought he 
would never see his birthplace again. The 
seas were terrifying for this scared boy—  
his best friends being the mice that shared 
the cot with him. He kept praying: all he 
wants to see is the Statue o f Liberty, please 
God. At last he made it— with no money in 
his pocket and not able to speak English, he 
landed in E llis  Island. He was very proud

to be an American; he walked by the mass
es o f tired, desperate people with his head 
up high! Am erica!! America at last!!

His Uncle was waiting for him in New 
York City and brought him to Ithaca.

And this is where I come into this story. 
I was born in G re e ce , but adopted by 
Jam es and his wife Pauline and raised in 
Ithaca.

Today I still live here with my husband 
Paul (w hose roots are T sinzian) and our 
two daughters, who have been born and 
raised in this beautiful community.

So  th a t’ s my O d yssey— hope you 
en jo y ed  reading it as much as I en joy  
telling it.

K ath ie  K ara k a n ta s  is O ffice M anager 
an d P ublic R elations M anager f o r  Bovis 
Construction Corp.

Caty Benedict
My Fam ily’s Move to Ithaca.

M y story is very d iffe ren t from  
O d y sseu s’ jo u rn ey  hom e to Ith aca . 
U lysses had to fight his way back to his 
hom eland after a ten-year odyssey. My 
family has spent their whole lives here.

AT THE FESTIVAL:
a selection o f Odyssey-related events and activities.

• Ancient Olympic Games: Come join the Spartans or the Athenians! 
Tug-of-war, archery (rubber-tipped!) and other games. (Sat. Dewitt 
Park, 1:00 p.m., 2:00 p.m., 3:00 p.m.)
• Marathon Reading of The Odyssey by Homer: Will we finish all 24 
books? Come and listen! (Fri. 8c Sat., Chair-and-a-Half, noon-8:00 p.m.)
• Penelope's Loom: Come weave on a loom very much like the one 
that clever Penelope used to foil her unwanted suitors. (Fri. 8c Sat. Cen
ter Trees, all day)
• TYojan Horse Race: The competition is to create a Trojan Horse out 
of found materials, see how many people can fit inside, and race across 
the finish line. Come see which community group will win! (Sat., W. 
State St. near State Theatre, 12:30 p.m.)
• Odyssey Play: A 30-Minute whirlwind of T h e Odyssey complete with 
locally produced monsters and audience participation. Black Umbrella 
Troupe. 277-4549 (Fri., Cayuga Pavilion, 2:30 p.m.; Fri., Center Pavil
ion, 6:00 p.m.; Sat., Center Pavilion, 5:00 p.m.)
• Odyssey Drawings: by 8th grade students at DeWitt Middle School. 
(Fri. 8c Sat., Center Trees, all day)
• Personal Journeys: Discovery and Experience in Ithaca: A communi
ty project by Cornell landscape architecture students that maps your 
significant, sacred places in and around Ithaca. Come add yours! 255- 
1650 (Fri. 8c Sat., Center Trees, all day.)
• Sculptural Books: created by DeWitt Middle School students, telling 
the stories of their journeys to Ithaca from Bosnia, Burma, Ukraine, Cam
bodia, Vietnam, and Japan. ((Fri. 8c Sat., Playground area, noon - 5 p.m.)

The journey all started about 100 years 
ago. Around 1900 my great-grandparents 
immigrated to the United States from the 
Czech Republic. They came directly into 
E llis Island in New York City. At that time 
they moved to Ithaca where they began a 
farm and a new life.

Thirty years after that, my grampa and 
grandma were both born in Ithaca. They 
eventually met each other and got married, 
had kids. They had five kids, one o f which 
is my father. M y father and m other are 
both native Ithacans and have never lived 
anywhere else.

I was born in Ithaca, N Y, too. I ’ve lived 
here for all o f my life. I love Ithaca with all 
my heart and I think it is a wonderful place 
to have a family that knows about its sur
rounds. I love the sights o f Ithaca.

Even though I plan to go away for co l
lege, I hope to return to Ithaca and visit all 
my friends and family here.

C aty  B en ed ict is an 8th g ra d er  at the 
DeWitt M iddle School.

April Frost
It started about 6 1/2 years ago on a hot 

sum m er day, when my dad went to the 
small grocery store a block from our house. 
We waited all day and he never returned. 
Our worst nightm are becam e a reality  
when at about m idnight a police o ffice r  
came to my door. The police officer came

M ia B oynton

room s fo r me and m y s is te r s ,  plus my 
mom’ s boyfriend Frank was staying with 
us, and he had a daughter named Stacy  
who would be living with us over the sum
mer, on weekends, and on holidays.

The things I like about Ithaca are the 
views out in the country and the scenery. 
The other things I like about Ithaca are 
some o f the people and most o f the places. 
My favorite  p laces are the m all and the 
Commons— there are always a lot o f peo
ple there so I can always see some o f my 
friends there. There are also things I don’t 
like about Ith aca ; som e o f them are the 
people who make fun o f the homeless and 
the less fortunate. I would be downtown 
and see a hom eless or needy person and 
other people will walk by and just stare or 
make dirty faces at them.

When we first moved here I was angry, 
because I didn’t want to leave my friends 
and have to start all over again for the sec
ond tim e. I loved  the tow n I lived  in 
because everyone knew everyone else, and 
they all got along, but the problem  with 
Ithaca is not everyone knows everyone and 
not everyone gets along with each other. I 
fee l d ifferen t than I did before  because 
I ’ve met a lot o f nice people and a lot of 
mean people. S in ce  I ’ ve been here I ’ ve 
seen many fine things and sites. That’s the 
story o f how and why I came to Ithaca.

A p r il  F r o s t  is an 8th g r a d e r  a t  the  
DeWitt M iddle School.

to report that my dad had been killed in a 
car accident.

My mom was so upset that she started to 
drink all the time. After a while it got so 
bad, that my three s is te rs — H eather, 
N icole, and T in a— and I got taken away 
from her. W e had to live with my dad’s 
mom and stepfather in Homer, New York. 
W e stayed there fo r a year and three 
m onths, and then we cam e to Ith a ca , 
because my mom didn’t want to live near 
the town my dad died in.

My mother’s father took my mom look
ing for a good place to live. They looked 
all through Ithaca and found a small house 
in Brooktond ale. They wanted to find a 
place as far away from where my dad was 
killed  as p ossib le  so they ch ose  Ithaca, 
w hich is an hour and 4 5  m inutes from  
Freev ille, the town I used to live in. We 
moved out here in the summer o f ’94.

B efo re  we could  m ove to Ith aca , the 
child protection services had to see that 
my mom was fit to raise us again. It took 
them 3 months to see that my mom was fit 
and that she provided a fit environment for 
us. In those three months my mom bought 
a house, cleaned it up, and got us clothes 
and beds. She also  had to en ro ll us in 
school out here, and clean up the mess the 
last owner created. About 2 weeks before 
she got me and my sisters back, we got to 
see the house. I really thought that it was 
too sm all, b ecau se  there w ere only 2

Mia Boynton
I was bom here, several decades ago, on 

A gard R oad in T ru m ansbu rg— Ja c k 
sonville, actually. The pine trees in front 
o f the farm house o f my childhood obscure 
the house today, but they were planted by 
my mother and sister.

Here is a p icture o f  me sitting  on the 
front lawn o f our house, enchanted by my 
first two sirens, two black kittens, Salt and 
Pepper. My face gives me away.

My sneakers in this picture are hand-me- 
downs and so are my overalls— my father 
was ju st beginning his teaching years at 
Cornell, destined to be a professor o f agri
culture and a farmer-dreamer (he dreamed 
that farming was lovely; in reality, it can be 
difficult).

L iv ing  out on that land brought us all 
jo y . I aw oke to barefoot runs and m ilk
weed soarin g  through the sky, yellow - 
green  lily  sh oots in spring , and so n g 
birds— m eadow larks and w hite-throated 
sparrows. It is for that that I have returned. 
Oh jo y ! They are still here, and their songs 
and co lo rs  g reet me in spring. I am so 
happy to be home.

M ia  Boynton is a  returning Ithacan.
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Off Campus

At The Bookery
Sunday, June 6th, 1999 at 2:00 p.m.

A. Manette Ansay
reads from her new novel 

Midnight Champagne

In this moving novel, two stories intersect—a festive Valentine's Day wedding 
and a domestic quarrel that ends in tragedy. By the time the last polka has been 
danced and the bouquet tossed, Midnight Champagne has cast an extraordi
nary, haunting spell. A. Manette Ansay is the author of four previous books, 
including River Angel and Sister. She lives in New York City and Nashville, 
Tennessee.

The reading w ill take place at The Women's Community Building on the corner 
o f Cayuga and Seneca Streets.

The Bookery
DeW itt Building,

215 North Cayuga St., Ithaca 
For more information call (607) 273-5055 

or E-mail: offcampus@thebookery.com

I, Polyphemos

I, Polyphemos, a son of a god 
speared by a mere mortal 
want dire revenge.

Odysseus, Ithaka's king , 
is cursed by my father 
for giving me a sting 
in my precious eye.

Curse him, who brings my blood to a boil 
who carved that dreaded spear 
which once had been rooted in soil 
now is rooted in my skull.

Let my father, Poseidon, get revenge on him.
He who blinded me for mere protection.
Blinded a Cyclops, with an eye already dim 
when I was only snacking, just a few men.

He called himself "Nobody" 
playing me for a fool,
but his arrogance revealed him as somebody 
who would be doomed.

—Hanbit Chung

H an b it C hung is an  8th g ra d er  a t  the DeWitt M iddle School.

The Lexusand theOlive Tree
UNDERSTANDING GLOBALIZATION

mailto:offcampus@thebookery.com
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Fiction

Cara Ben-Yaacov
The boy is wearing thick elastic bracelets. 

They fit snugly around his wrists, and reach 
half-way up to his elbows. B lack and gray. 
They are casings from abandoned artillery 
shells that he has found by the fence. He used 
his hands and a nail to pull them off, then 
pried loose the caps of the shells and collect
ed the black gunpowder into a pile, trying not 
to scrape up too much dust from the ground. 
Because it would bum better if there wasn’t 
much dust. His friend Itai had some matches 
and the boy would ask him for them tonight 
when they were all back in their bunks. He’d 
borrow them so he wouldn’t have to bring Itai 
back to his gunpowder pile. He didn’t want 
the other kids stealing his gunpowder. Even
tually he’d need a box or a bag to keep it in, 
but he could find that somewhere.

Right now the boy stands, dazed, on a 
mountain o f cracked concrete, looking some
where out at the distant fields. He wears 
baggy jeans and a red, white, and blue Evil 
Kneivel T-shirt. Hair down to his shoulders, 
sweaty and full o f dirt. Around his neck are 
thin strands o f left-over ball-chain from his 
father’s tags. He breathes through his mouth, 
his cheeks are flushed. He pokes a stick 
absently into the crumbling cement. It’ s hot 
and the smell o f cow shit and dust is rising 
from the ground, rising from the stables 
behind him, on the far side of the fence.

After a while he knows he’s been looking 
at nothing for a long time and then the fields 
come into focus. Yellow, green, and brown 
squares divided by gray roads. The sky is 
growing orange and the transports are com
ing back up the hillside. He freezes, stops 
poking at the ground. He remembers some
thing and spits over the side o f the broken-up 
bunker he’s been standing on. Points the stick 
out at the road and closes one eye. “Stupid, 
stupid, stupid,” he whispers. “Stupid, stupid, 
stupid.” He has remembered that his father is 
not down in the fields at all. His father is not 
driving up for dinner and will not be picking 
him up along the way. And this is the third 
time he has made this mistake. “Teh-teh teh- 
teh teh-teh ,” he says beneath his breath, 
pointing the stick  at the slow transports. 
“Boom. Drachhhh. Teh-teh teh-teh teh-teh.” 
He stands until the sky is all dark red and then 
purple. It’s a long time to wait for nothing.

The boy’ s father was A m erican but he 
spoke no English. Said he didn’t even want to 
hear that language. And he especially didn’t 
want to hear his boy speak it. So  the boy 
didn’t. He only faked it when anyone asked if 
he knew it. He could make a convincing R 
sound and he could make the TH sound. And 
he could sing “Take a W alk on the W ild 
S ide” along with his fath er’ s album. His 
father had no accent. He spoke like an Israeli. 
Better than an Israeli because he used words 
that were more proper. O lder words. His 
father had long hair like the boy’s but he’d 
shaved it all close to his head before he left. 
He had smooth dark skin and dark eyes and 
smoked cigarettes that came in an all-white 
box. He wore a shirt from his school in Amer
ica with those letters that go backwards. 
UCLA, it said. The boy could read it, and he 
could find those same letters in books his 
father had.

The boy had turned six already while his 
father was gone. And he. knew that his father 
had also had a birthday in that time. This is 
what the gunpowder was for. And the 
bracelets. And also several drawings o f the 
cotton sprayer, and the inside of a cowboy’s 
house, that he was saving under the couch in 
his mother’s apartment. But the gunpowder 
was really the best, and he had a perfect quiet 
spot picked out, a flat stretch of sidewalk to 
set it up. He imagined the letters. Before he 
had found the second box o f buried ammuni
tion he was planning on writing “Aba” but 
now he would spell out his father’s entire 
name. It would be a surprise.

When his father came back he would work 
again in the cotton, and he would take his boy 
with him on the weekends. They would drive 
fd oaxtlogelbarf f l^ e  jeep ,, apd .eat-salatl for-

The Young Guard
breakfast on the bench outside the storage 
shed. Just like they did every weekend before 
the war.

He kicked some stones free from the con
crete and decided to get moving before it was 
too dark. He didn’t know if the lights would 
be on tonight or not, and he didn’t like to fol
low the glow in the dark stripes painted on the 
walkway by himself. He didn’t want to end 
up in the wrong shelter, get stuck with grown 
ups. He wanted to go to the children’s shelter, 
so they could stay up and play marbles.

The children’s shelter was harder to find in 
the dark. That thought always makes him feel 
hurried and excited  around this time o f 
evening so he thinks it again, to see if the hair 
on his arms would stand up a second time.

Nevermind. He can see the light o f the 
main dining hall already turned on. And the 
boys from his group are walking together: the 
young guards, the young workers, in their 
dark blue shirts. He runs across the dusty

road, he jumps the trench instead o f crossing 
on the boards, then feels the cushion of the 
sod lawn just as he falls in line with them. 
Puts his arm around Itai’s shoulders, and the 
two o f them look down to see i f  they are 
walking in step with each other. Itai smiles at 
the boy. Then raises his eyebrows.

“You should go get your shirt,” he tells 
him.

“Why- what?”
“Go put on your blue shirt.”
“No. It’s okay like this.”
“Come with me,” Itai says taking the boy’s 

hand. “W e’ ll run back to school and get your 
shirt.” He turns and runs, pulling the boy by 
the wrist, jerking him around. The boy is the 
youngest in his group, the only six-year-old, 
but he is not the smallest. Itai is seven and 
several inches taller than the boy but some
how slighter. They race hand in hand past the 
other groups. Trying to get ahead o f each 
other but not letting go. They burst in the 
door of the empty children’s house. It’s dark 
and chilly  in the room. T heir low rubber 
boots make hollow echoing squeaking 
sounds on the tile as they scuff around in the 
dark. Their eyes adjust and they can make out 
the bunk beds and bookcases. Hanging down 
from the light chain in the center of the room 
is a yellow matchbox tractor. The boy yanks 
it and floods the white-tiled room with fluo
rescent light. Itai jumps up and sits on the 
dresser to wait. The boy’s drawer is the third 
one down and he opens it. There is nothing in 
it but the blue shirt. He opens Itai’s drawer 
out of curiosity. There is nothing in it at all.

“Is it laundry?” he asks.
Itai shrugs.
The boy grabs the blue shirt and pulls it on 

over Evil Kneivel.
“Have you still got those m atches?” he 

asks.
Itai shakes his head and makes a short 

sucking sound behind his top teeth.
“Hasn’t your mother any matches at her 

apartment?” the boy asks him.
“Yeah. Hasn’t your mother?”
“She doesn’t smoke.”

. . “She.doesn't smoke'?'- - - -

“She doesn’t. When you go visit get the 
matches, okay?”

“What for?”
“And I will show you where to dig for 

shells, okay?
“Okay, okay, okaaay,"  Itai yells, jumping 

down from the dresser. He pulls the light 
chain and grabs the boy’s wrist again.

They run out the door and across the lawn 
to the dining room. They race to the heavy 
wooden door and heave it open. The room is 
full. All the young guards are there. Five- 
year-olds on up. The high-school group sits 
smoking near the door, long-haired boys and 
their girlfriends, in their blue shirts and flared 
jeans and clogs. The boy’s group is already 
seated in the back of the dining room beneath 
the framed photographs of their grandparents 
standing bespectacled in gray tank tops, lean
ing on shovels and picks near a pile of rocks. 
Itai and the boy stop running and walk to the 
table, sliding into their seats.

Avi leans into the table to pour water for 
their group. ‘T h ey ’re coming back,” he says. 
“That’s why we’re here with the shirts.”

The boy feels sick, a shock to his stomach, 
and he can feel his heart beating. He snaps his 
bracelets against his wrist under the table, one 
by one so they sting his arm. He looks up at 
the picture of his mother’s father standing in 
an empty field  o f  mud. T h at’ s where the 
sewing shop is now. Where all that dirt was.

“A whole unit o f fighters from here. 
T h ey ’re probably with our mothers right 
now, waiting to come in and see us.”

“A whole unit o f w hatT  asks the boy, and 
he makes A vi’s voice say “paratroopers,” 
inside his head.

“A unit from the front,” Avi says, pushing 
his glasses up on his face. The boy hates him 
with every word that he speaks. “I heard 
someone say ‘a whole unit,’ and I think that’s 
what they’re talking about.”

Avi’s father had come home last month. 
Picked him up from school still wearing his 
uniform, and carried  him home. He carried  
him. An e/g/if-year-old, like a baby. The next 
day they caught Avi by the fish pond and 
made him fight Itai. His lips bled and they 
called him a baby for getting beat by a seven- 
year-old, and they threw his glasses out in the 
grass. They would have thrown them in the 
pond but he was their friend.

“What front?”
“I don’t know.”
“You don’t know anything,” the boy tells 

him. “W e’re probably here to learn how to 
take rifles apart.”

“We don’t do rifles until the first day o f the 
week,” Avi tells him matter-of-factly. Avi’s 
not mad at anyone.

“Paratroopers,” the boy whispers to him
self. He wants to say it out loud for good luck 
so he says, “Paratroopers are the toughest 
fighters,”  to no one in particular.

“All of them are the toughest fighters,”  Itai 
says, repeating something their teacher tells 
them to break up fights. The boys laugh.

“She looks like a boiled mouse,” Levi says 
o f their teacher.
• * ‘‘A-boiled puking-mottse,v says A+rlon." - -  - * *

“No, but, no, but., paratroopers,” the boy 
says, “Have M -16s, and M -16s are better then
Uzi’s.”

“Not true,” Levi says.
“True,” says the boy. “Uzi is not a good 

gun. And it’s not a big gun.” He snaps his 
bracelets under the table to the rhythm of the 
national anthem.

“They are all good guns,” Itai says sarcas
tically.

The conversation makes the boy feel better 
because it is part of a routine, part of a daily 
debate. It gives him the opportunity to stead
fastly defend M -16s, and to take pride in 
knowing that he has never changed his mind 
on the subject. He drinks his cup of water. He 
feels that at any minute his father’s unit will 
walk in the door. And his father and Itai’ s 
father will come over to their boys and pick 
them up. And take them home. And let them 
sleep on the couch in their parents’ apart
ments for the special occasion.

The boy could picture his father walking 
across the lawn in his sneakers and jeans with 
a cigarette tucked in the comer of his mouth. 
No, he would be too excited to be smoking, or 
to have even changed his clothes. He would 
be running in his fatigues, he would tell the 
boy’s mother he could see her later, and then 
he would run straight to the children’s house 
to look for the boy. When he didn’t find him 
he would rush to the dining room, before 
everyone else. He would look quickly around 
the room and spot his son at once. He would 
open his arms and the boy would jump down 
from his chair and run to him. And they 
would walk out together, before the other sol
diers came. Before they had to sing The Inter
nationale. They would take a long walk and 
the boy would carry his father’s gun for him. 
Finally they would see his mother, and she 
would say:

“You look even more like your father now 
that you’re six. You look exactly like him.” 

Levi’s aunt, a high-school teacher, stands 
up in the front o f the dining room. And holds 
up her hand.

“Shalom , yeladim. We are here to go over 
the rules for extended stay in shelters. When 
we finish up here you will go to your parents’ 
apartments overnight. Tom orrow we will 
begin what may be a long stay in the shelters. 
All o f your things have been packed. Each 
child ren’ s group w ill have a high-school 
leader. We will be underground where it is 
very safe and com fortab le.” L ev i’ s aunt 
smiles broadly at them “I want you now to 
look around at your friends.” She gestures 
with her hands, raising them up high again.

They look at each other, look across the 
room. It is a sea o f blue shirts and dark hair. 

“Now look at your own group,” she says. 
The boy and Itai turn their heads to look at 

each other.
“Good," she says. She is proud of them. 
The boy knows that now she will ask them 

to sing. He snaps his bracelets and cracks his 
knuckles. They sing. When it’s time for ques
tions, Itai asks if  they have already packed his 
bag of marbles. Levi’s aunt smiles again, says 
“Yes, they have.”

♦  *  *

His mother has made cake.
Like in a dream she says the very words he 

had imagined earlier “...now that you are six.” 
She wears boots, blue pants and a white 

shirt. Sits across the table from him watching 
him eat cake and drink watery red fruit punch. 
Spring is a bad time for allergies he thinks 
looking at her face. She smiles at him and 
wipes her nose.

“...your pajamas, okay?”
He shoves the second piece o f cake in his 

mouth and it makes her laugh.
“...okay, honey?” She reaches out to him and 

he climbs into her lap with his mouth full, 
“....gets home and we’ll...”
He shuts his eyes.
“...maybe by the time...”
She brushes his hair back from his forehead, 
“...swimming and then go see the...”

* -  ‘ ' * “~“~cdri(ihued'dn page ITT
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Sally Wessels
They come from Bosnia, Rwanda, Cam

bodia, Khazakstan and the Ukraine. From 
Guatem ala, V ietnam , L iberia , and Tibet. 
Ithaca has scores o f immigrants who can’t 
tell you their stories. They are stories that 
could keep you awake at night, or distract 
you from your work. They are stories o f 
being imprisoned for going to church, flee
ing in fear for days at a time, hiding in the 
mountains, watching neighbors kill neigh
bors with m achetes, hearing p o lice  k ill 
their loved ones, watching their children 
die, surviving a living death in grim prison 
camps with only rice to eat year after year, 
and being tortured alm ost to death. And 
they are stories o f pure econom ic despera
tion— no work, no money, no food, no life.

It’s not just the English. Although that’s 
hard enough. It’s the not wanting to disturb 
you and not wanting to call too much atten
tion to th em selv es. I t ’ s not know ing i f  
y ou ’d b e liev e  them . I t ’ s fee lin g  that 
dwelling on the past would keep them from 
moving forward. And it’ s a bit o f shame. 
I t ’ s a b it o f  guilt about the people left 
behind.

Then there’ s our just not understanding. 
W e’d want to ask, “W ell, why didn’t you 
ju s t . . .” I t ’ s hard for im m igrants and 
refugees to understand and live in another 
culture, another world o f ideas and things. 
And it ’ s alm ost harder for them to write 
about their past so that we can make the 
leap with them . B ut i f  you ever have a 
chance to get to know one o f  our many 
im m igrants, they m ight want more than 
anything to tell you their story. T h e y ’ ll 
hope that through the cloud o f accent and 
bad grammar you’ ll get the drift and under
stand that, while life for them here is better, 
they will always feel some pain and dis
comfort and a bit out o f place.

Phyoe Pyai Soe
On August 8, 1988, in Burma, my family 

and the other Burmese people and Burmese 
students demonstrated against the military 
government. Because we wanted a democ
racy for Burmese people. And then we had 
to flee to Thailand by foot. We ran for our 
lives and a lot o f people got killed by sol
diers. My father took some gold with him 
to change into money. W e didn’t have food 
to eat. I was so hungry. I sleep in the ju n
gle. I was so afraid and I cried. I was just 
four years old.

W e were in the ju ngle about four days 
and in the morning the soldiers found us so 
we had to run again and my uncle got hurt 
by a knife from a soldier. His hand bled a 
lot. O ther people running near me got 
killed. The soldiers shot them in the head. I 
was so lucky because I didn’t die. But other 
people near me died.

On the fifth day we were near Thailand. 
W e had to run faster because the soldiers 
didn’t want us to get to Thailand. Now we 
were very c lo se  to T h ailan d . Now the 
soliders stopped chasing us. They got their 
guns and started shooting. A lot o f people 
died. Som e people got lost. Som e people 
lost their children and some children lost 
their parents. Some peple lost their legs or 
hands because they got shot by the soldiers.

We had to cross the river. And now when 
we get to the river the so ld ier use a 
B azo o k a . Now som e more people were 
killed by Bazooka so we had to cross the 
river faster but the river made us go slowly 
because the current was very strong. So we 
some more people died again.

We crossed the river but we didn’ t get to 
Thailand yet. We had to run again. W e ran 
about two and a half miles and then we got 

.to Thailand. When we ran,, we were shot at

Speak

by Bazookas. A lot o f people crossed the 
river but many died because they stepped 
on land mines. I stepped on a land mine too 
but I was lucky because that bom b had 
already exploded. Tw o soldiers told my 
father that they were students, too, and they 
told us about the land mines. They said “be 
careful.” But some people still stepped on 
the land m ines and died. It is hard to be , 
careful about land mines.

One day later we got to Thailand. W e 
have som e help from Thailand soldiers. 
Doctors helped the people who got hurt. I 
saw a lot o f people who lost their family. 
And I saw a lot of people cry becuase some 
people in their fam ily  died or they lost 
some body in their family. But my fam ily, 
got lucky, very lucky, because nobody in 
my family got lost or died. But I still cried 
because I lost my country. I lost my friends 
and my grandfather and my grandmother.

But my father said a new life is coming, 
so I stopped crying. I went to get some food 
to eat. Then the bus came and we got on the 
bus to go to capital city. W e can’ t stay at 
soldier camp because the Burmese soldiers 
are looking for Burmese students.

When we got to the capital city, we go to 
UN office. They find refugee camp for us at 
out o f capital city called Sachburi.

B ut it w asn’ t that easy , becau se the 
Burmese government had some spies. They 
came to get some news and go back to told 
the Burmese government. And the Burmese 
government said “go kill the Burmese stu
dents and their fa m ilie s .” M y fa th er’ s 
friend was killed by the Burmese spy and 
we had to run. My father’s friend was killed 
at the bus stop when he and he family had 
to go to refu gee cam p. W e got away 
because we ran.

W e ran to som e where we don’ t 
know .W e saw a house at front o f  they 
house said HELP WANT that sign write in 
E n glish  language. And my father know 
how to read, write, and speak English. So 
he read that sign and went in that house. 
Som e Thai people helped us. We lived in 
Thailand about 7 years.

Then we met a Burm ese man. He said 
“Where is a UN office?”

My father said “I don’t know.” My father 
said he didn’t know because he thought this 
guy was a spy from the Burm ese govern
ment. Then one week later this Burm ese 
guy found us in front o f our house and he 
said “H i! Have you been to the U.N . 
o ffice?” He came in my house and said to 
my father “Can you help me to write some 
note in E nglish , because I want to go to 
refugee camp.”

So my father asked him “Why do you 
wqnt to go to refugee camp?”

He said he want to move to the U.S.A . 
through the refugee camp and UN. So my 
father helped him to go to the refu gee 
camp and 3 months later some UN came to 
help us. On the bus he said “thanks very 
much for your help.”

4 hours later we got to the refugee camp 
and we lived in refugee camp about 1 year 
and 6 m onths and we have som e news 
from UN office. They said next month my 
fam ily have to go to U SA . So we were 
happy that we can go to USA. The day we 
were waiting for is coming. We got ready 
to go to airport.

My idea about USA is that it is a won
derful country and good schools. When I 
got on the plane I felt excited because I 
can go through Japan. I was on the plane 
about 5 hours and then I get to Japan in the 
morning. It was 7 :3 0  a.m. I cam e from 
Thailand at 2 :3 0  at night. When I get to 
Japan we have some woman came and get 
us to another plane to go to USA.

Now were are on USA airline. We have 
to stay on the plane about 11 hours but the 
plane down at New York. A man came and 
took us to another airport to go to Ithaca.

W hen we get to Ith aca , we have our 
sponsor come and take us to a new home. 
W hen we cam e out o f  airport som eone 
came to say “W elcom e to Ithaca, U S A !” 
Everything here is like I dreamed about 
when I was in the refugee camp in Thai
land.

Branka Mikavica
My life in Bosnia
I was born in Bosnia on 6/13/86. I was 

there eight years. In my life  everything 
was so hard. In Bosnia, when I was there, 
there was war. Situation wasn’t so good. 
Every day there were bom bings. A fter 
long time, we moved to some small v il
lage. We were there two or three months. 
Then we moved back to our town. The 
town w asn’t like b efo re . The bom bs 
destroyed everything. Nothing was like 
before. Situation was serious. Every night, 
I couldn’t sleep. I just waited for bombing. 
And one day my m other and my father 
decided that we had to move to Serb ia  
because there weren’t any bombs there.

My Life in Serbia
A fter that serious time in B osnia , we 

moved to Serbia. W e went to my aunt’s

and uncle’s house. I was there one or two 
months, and we moved to our new house. I 
was there three years, almost four. I went to 
school there. The school was so small, and 
so terrible. W e didn’t have enough boards. 
A lw ays, we had som ething to study. In 
school there w ere only six  classroom s. I 
wasn’t happy, because my life wasn’t like I 
wanted it to be. We didn’t have money for 
our clothes, because we had to use all o f our 
m oney to buy food. In that house, there 
eleven people. In that house, when it is win
ter, it was so cold . And, a fter some long 
time, my aunt and uncle moved to America. 
That was hard decision. And after that, my 
family and I moved, too. And now we are in 
America.

My life in Ithaca
Now, I am in my new city, and in my new 

country. I am here almost two months, and 
my life  is like never b efore. I have great 
feeling about this city . Now, I found new 
house, I have new sch o o l, and what is 
important to me, I found new better friends. 
I hope to live my better life forever.

Gloria Yamauchi
I remember it was a Monday. I had trav

eled to visit my parents as I always did, but 
that trip would be different from the others
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Voyager
because it was going to change part o f my 
life.

As always, after I visited my parents I 
had to return to Guatem ala City. W hen I 
w a s ,on the bus, som eone suddenly was 
asking me about the fare. When I turned 
around, I saw a man and I answered him. 
That was the beginning o f a long conversa
tion . W e stood for two hours and then 
finally got two seats together and contin
ued to talk about our jo bs and our studies. 
The man told me that he was working in 
human rights in Guatemala and that he was 
a fo reign er. He was very tru sting. He 
showed me somebody’s testimony about a 
human rights violation during the war in 
my country .

When we arrived in the city, he wanted 
to exchange addresses and telephone num
bers. My habit was that if  someone asked 
me my name and number I always lied. I 
thought about giving him false inform a
tion, but I realized that the man was trust
worthy and sincere with me. After all, he 
showed me that testim ony, so why did I 
have to tell him a lie? I decided to give him 
my true information. That was what began 
our relationship and this relationship grew 
and grew for more than two years.

One day he asked me if  I wanted to get 
married and I accepted. Then we began to 
apply for my visa to the United States. I 
was both happy and sad. My fam ily, too. 
My mother was especially sad.

The day o f my departure was com ing 
fast. Every time that my mother saw her 
friends and relatives, she spoke o f her sad
ness and when she talked  about it she 
alw ays cried . And I was getting sadder 
becau se o f  that. A few  days b efo re  my 
departure she could not contain her sadness 
any more. She said to me, “I don’t care if  
you go far away from us, but stay inside the 
country.”

Finally the day came to say good-bye. It 
was divided in two parts. The first good
bye was in my p aren ts’ house one day 
b efo re  I le ft , b ecau se I had to travel to 
Guatemala City to get to the airport and not 
all my fam ily could travel with me. That 
day they hugged and kissed me and gave 
me loving and supportive words. They 
wanted me to know they would be with me 
even though I would be so far from them.

My mother and one o f my sisters-in-law 
went with me to Guatem ala C ity. As we 
were waiting for the bus to leave, we saw 
one o f my nephews crying and waving. 
That made me very sad. I could hear his 
crying as the bus started moving away from 
my family.

After four hours o f traveling we arrived 
in the city. There, one o f my sisters and her 
family were waiting for us. W e spent the 
night in her house. That night I could not 
sleep.

The next day was the definitive day that 
would take me far away from all my fami
ly. I was nervous, sad, and happy; happy 
because I would be with a person that I

loved. My mother, two sisters-in-law, my 
sister, her husband and another nephew 
went with me to the airport. They were sad, 
but they didn’t want me to see them sad, so 
they said to me, “Everything will be fine.”

They hugged and kissed me. My mother 
was crying and I wanted to cry, too, but 
they did not allow me to do that.

W ithin a moment, I was alone and felt 
alone. Many strange people were around 
me. I did not know anybody. I had to travel 
alone. My family had stayed behind and I 
began to experience a different life, culture, 
and language.

Now this man I met on a bus is my hus
band and because o f him I am here. Things 
I never thought would happen to me are 
happening now.

Kinal Patel
My name is Kinal Patel. I am from India. 

I am 13 years old. I lived in Pishad. Pishad 
is small village. In Pishad my house is big. 
Six  people live in house. My grandmother, 
my father, my mother, my sister, my broth
er and I live in house. We were farmers. We 
grew rice, sugar cane and mangoes. We had 
cows, water buffalos and 2 oxen.

I couldn’t believe I was going to Ameri
ca. I feel happy. But in my home everybody 
was crying then I feel I don’t want to go to 
America. Then I go to pray to god. I said to 
god help my grandmother.

I went to Bombay there is the airport. My 
family live in hotel there. My sister and I 
can’t sleep because we miss grandmother. 
Then my sister, my uncle and I go to public 
telephone and call my grandmother. I talk 
my grandmother and she was crying. I had 
to go airport to get a plane to go to my new 
life in Ithaca.

Sophea Soeur
During the 1980s war broke out in Cam

bodia. The Khm er Rouge overthrew the 
Cambodian government. They staged a vio
lent revolution in which four m illion or 
more lost their lives.

My mother is a brave and strong woman. 
During the war she was pregnant with me 
in her womb. My m other and my father 
escaped Cambodia and ran to the border of 
Thailand. There she had me in the refugee 
camps. Later my mother got pregnant and 
had my brother, Rotha Soeur.

Our family was still on the run; we were 
headed to the Philippines. I remember sev
eral events that may or may not have 
occurred. One memory that is particularly 
vivid is: the ground was cracked, the air 
was filthy, from a distance I heard missiles 
and mines exploding. My father had left us 
to find food. My mother, my brother and I 
had to find a p lace to settle  down. My 
mother was carrying my brother and I was 
walking along beside her; we cam e to an 
edge o f a huge hole, she jumped it with my 
brother. I was frightened because I had to 
jump the hole by myself. I made it over; it 
was one of the scariest moments in my life. 
Later we met up with my father and I felt 
safe.

The journey was very tiring and long. 
We crossed many rivers and struggled with 
every step. We finally made it to the Philip
pines. Our destination was to go to Ameri
ca. It was very d ifficu lt trying to go to 
America. My mother had to write a letter to 
the Am erican Immigration Bureau. Days 
went by and we were still w aiting for a 
response. My grandmother was already in 
America, on the other side, trying to help us 
come to America. Finally a response letter 
cam e. “W e are going to A m erica ,” my 
mother said. I didn’t understand very much, 
all I knew is that I was going to be safe by 
the sound o f my m other’ s and fa th er’ s 
laughs and joyful tears.

In 1983 we arrived in America. Two fam
ilies and my grandmother came to greet us. 
The two families sponsored us. They helped 
us find a house, food, church, clothes, and 
even help us learn a new language.

The year is now 1999. I f  you do the math 
with me I have been in America for sixteen 
years. I ’m now eighteen turning nineteen. 
I ’ve adapted the American culture and can 
speak English better then my native tongue. 
I live in Ithaca. I had a choice between Itha
ca and Canada, but Ith aca  is my home 
sweet home.

I would say my journey to America was 
fun. I still have flashbacks to when I was a 
child but I think those memories made me a 
stronger person. I think the only reason I 
was able to come to America is because my 
mother and father were guided by the Lord. 
I would like to say thanks to the Lord. 
Amen.

Thupten Dakpa
F ifteen  years ago I dropped out o f  

school. I left my country and went to India 
with my friends. We planned to leave our 
hometown early one morning, but the dark 
and rainy weather kept us home. During 
that tim e our w onderful fam ilies  and 
friends visited us. I never got along with

my fam ily  b efo re , but at that tim e they 
hugged me and k issed  m e. F in a lly  my 
friend, an old man, came to visit me. When 
he left he said, “When the cat is away, the 
mouse will play. Don’t forget these words!”

We left Tibet on January 15, 1984 in the 
morning and escaped to India. We walked 
for two weeks from my hometown to the 
border between Tibet and Nepal. At times 
some o f the people walked too fast and I 
cou ld n ’ t keep up with them . F in a lly  we 
arrived at the border at night, but we didn’t 
know where to go. W e were very excited 
and nervous. At one o ’clock in the morning, 
half o f our group attempted to cross the bor
der. Soldiers from the Chinese army caught 
them. They were sent back to T ibet. The 
rest o f us escaped to India.

When I was six I used to talk back to my 
mother. Now I think about that and I feel 
embarrassed and disappointed with myself.

(Ithaca has a small Tibetan community, 
including m em bers o f  the N am gyal 
M onastery. In the early 1990 ’s they were 
given permission to emigrate to the United 
States as peace ambassadors, but the U.S. 
government would not give them refugee 
status.)

Yevgeniy Pikulik
First I lived in Ukraine. Then I came to 

Am erica. I have lived here 1 year. I don’t 
like America. I want to go back to Ukraine, 
because in Ukraine in school we have just 5 
classes, and with my friends we go home 
together. In Ukraine I have lots o f friends. 
In America, I don’ t have lots of friends. In 
Ukraine, I have beautiful house. In Ukraine 
I have big garden and in the garden I have 
lots o f flowers. In Ukraine, my friend and I 
build little house and we have little garden 
and lots o f flowers.

And we have a puppy in Ukraine. I found 
that puppy. We have 4 dogs. One dog died, 
then I have 3 dogs. We have 2 pigs, 4 0  rab
bits, 20 little chickens, 15 little ducks and 3 
goats (2 little and 1 big). Every day I went 
fishing. Every winter we have sled and dog 
and we put dog in the sled like a horse and 
that dog pulled you w here you wanted. 
Children play like that in Ukraine. I want to 
go back to Ukraine.

The Ithaca Festival Board and Staff
would like to say...

Ari'gato 
Zkinkhoya 

Bog Platcha 
Dhanyvaad 

Kiitos paljon

to our fellow travelers who took the time to 
share their journeys with us all.

Thank you 
Gracias 
Merci

Terima Kafih 
Sala'mat

Shie Shie 
Sawat Di 

Danke Schoen 
Grazia 

Obritrado
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Coming Home
Brien Colgan

I watched Estelle as she walked down that 
sunny street barefoot. Long hair on her back. 
She was holding her sandals in her hand and 
swinging them gently back and forth. She 
seemed free.

My dad was up the street visiting Nanny and 
I waited for him to come pick me up to take me 
to the woods. I figured it was time for a good 
long think, so I took the money I had saved 
from working nights— asking what brand of 
toilet paper and champagne they preferred—  
and sunk it into dehydrated lasagna and iodine 
tablets and headed to the woods for a few 
weeks with a bad translation of The Odyssey. I 
wandered around in the woods. A young man 
with young grief, so old, so new, so wordless. 
Who knows why a body takes to the woods, 
runs to the hills. I thought I might come to 
know something about my life: to reconcile 
losses.

1 spent two weeks there listening to the 
monolithic rocks groan and shift. Every night 
around dusk, a river otter would come out and 
take what seemed to be a leisurely swim. Then 
Sid, my big shepherd, would go belly-flopping 
into the beautiful stillness in hot pursuit. I got 
soft at the end of my self-imposed solitude and 
ended up grilling out with some couples and 
their kids. One grizzly fellow was a Vietnam 
Veteran and hooked on opium. The other guy 
worked in a factory making hospital beds. I 
spent the last three days camped at Leo’s Pizza 
Shack. The guy was a New Yorker and his 
food showed it. I found myself wondering how 
he got these comgrits people to eat pineapples 
on their pizza.

When I got home I knew it was time to leave 
Kentucky. There was nothing left where I 
lived, and Estelle was gone. Just like that. 
Women seem so cold when they have made up 
their minds to move on— they are unwavering. 
So I watched her saunter, light on her feet, into 
my past.

I thought maybe San Francisco. So I gath
ered up my bills— about 150 dollars— and Dad 
drove me north up Vine Street through “Over 
the Rhine” and up past where industrial metal 
started giving way to cornfields.

I watched my father drive away in his old 
Buick. The one he got “previously owned.” 
God that car was a lemon. There was always 
something breaking down on it, yet my dad 
held on to the bitter end. “It’s a good car,” he’d 
say, and we would laugh. I’d say you could’ve 
got a BM W  for what you got that thing for.

I watched as he drove away. The dust in the 
wide shoulder lifting up around my jeans. Set
tling in Sid’s fur.

He settled himself into some high grass and 
groaned. Waiting on the side o f the road is 
something I think he’d had a little much of. I 
think he really disliked Texas.

I stood up there on Jersey hill, waves of loss 
raking over me. Looking out at the great 
expanse. You can see for miles up there.

The first ride was a white pick-up truck. 
Pick-ups are wonderful as long as it’s summer. 
Wind in my hair and I lying back on my pack 
and Sid curled up between my legs. The wind 
was whipping over his thick fur, and it was 
very hard to be discontent. There is no freedom 
like wandering.

I started out on the backroads, and corn 
country was beautiful. But with a dog on a two- 
lane backroad the waits average three or four 
hours, and soon the obsession for milage and 
strange western skylines gave way to the hot 
blood of the interstate, with its selfsame green 
B P ’s and the strange antiseptic sameness of 
highway travel. It’s like one big mall. So we 
stood and counted cars. Two hundred, five 
hundred... I lost track. Chewing on my past. 
Ruminating on the end of me and Estelle. Why 
the hell didn’t she chase after me like in the 
movies? Make a fool of herself so I could cool
ly walk off into the horizon?

My plan was to head up through M ichi
gan and into Canada, then west through 
the big Canadian p rovinces, and finally  
settle  in San Francisco . M aybe I ’d get a

jo b  as a bike messenger.
Ohio is big and grey even on a cloudless 

blue day. I saw a rebel sign painted on the top 
of a bam. People eventually stop. Usually poor 
people, young people. I spent the night outside 
a small town camped on the edge o f state 
land— me and Sid curled inside the old army 
poncho. Things like an old poncho or blanket, 
if they’re the only thing between you and the 
elements, your only barrier: you start to devel
op a deep love for them. I loved this poncho. 
Deeply. We woke up with big muddy knees 
and headed for the road.

Practicalities of Hitching. Never catch a ride 
to the leading edge of a big city that you are try
ing to get through. It can take days to get 
through a big city. I’d learned that the hard way 
a year ago in Reno. Walking through that city 
was one of the most depressing days I ’d ever 
spent. The side o f an interstate is a vicious 
environment for a pedestrian, loud and violent. 
Semis doing eighty have a suck factor. It’s like 
getting hit with a strong punch o f wind. It 
knocks you off your feet.

Michigan. Pine trees. Picnic tables. Land of 
family stationwagon camping. Outside of 
Detroit I got picked up by a trucker I thumbed 
just for the fun o f it— they usually don’t pick 
you up because of the insurance companies— I 
asked him if he was going to the northside.

The driver was a good guy, but I don’t think 
he understood my question. He dropped me off 
in what seemed to be a wasteland of gigantic 
factories. There was no traffic. I saw a large 
bridge in the distance. It was so far away and so 
hazy I thought twice about it. But I picked up 
my pack and my 45-pound guitar. I never 
should’ve brought that thing. The heat was 
incredible. This was worse than the fucking 
desert, worse than Texas.

I finally made it to the bridge. It was a sus
pension bridge and it was hazy but it looked 
like heaven’s gate to me. I looked across the 
expanse trying to judge the distance. It must’ve 
been two miles and I was tired; but on the other 
side was a new place and so Sid and I walked. 
When I got to the toll-booth (it turned out to be 
customs) they sent me back as there was no 
sidewalk. Who the hell would want to walk 
across an interstate bridge with no sidewalks? I 
went back to the duty-free shop and called a 
cab. I sat on the curb and waited, figuring I ’d 
tell the guy I was blind to get the dog in.

45 minutes later a black guy showed up in an 
emerald green taxi painted up to look like a 
pack of Salems and he bought my story. Or at 
least he said, “Mmmhmm. It’ll cost you thirty 
bucks to the other side.” I was defeated but too 
tired to argue. I only had seventy dollars left, 
but me and Sid hopped in. When we got to cus
toms the Mounty said, “Day trip? I ’ll need to-

see rabies on the dog.” ‘They blind,” I heard 
from up front. He motioned us through. We 
crested at the center of the bridge and I found 
a cigarette pack in the arm rest o f my door. 
Inside was a joint. I split it with the driver. 
‘That’s real nice,” he said. ‘Take care...”

Winsor, Canada was another place. I called 
my mom from a phone booth in a dirt parking 
lot outside a clapboard diner. I found out a 
good friend was going to be in New York City 
for a few days, and since I was heading east 
already I made the decision to go to NYC and 
catch him. I traveled all day with an Olympic 
rower who was going to row the Mississippi to 
raise money for flood victims. He let me out in 
Scranton. I called my mom again. Jon had 
already left and was headed back to Kentucky. 
I walked up the strip and ducked into the 
woods behind a frontier-style gift shop. I sat 
on a railroad track and cooked dinner on my 
stove. Sid fell asleep in the pigweed and I 
stared off down the tracks, trying to think of 
nothing.

When I woke up the next morning I got dis
oriented and after a few rides a lady set me 
straight. I switched over to the other side and a 
van pulled up on a narrow shoulder. A pretty 
woman said, “Get in.” I did. She offered me a 
hit off her pipe and I declined.

“Where you going?” she asked. She was ten 
or fifteen years older than me. Very attractive. 
High Cherokee cheekbones.

“About anywhere at this point.” I replied. 
“Well I am going to Ithaca.” The name was 
instantly familiar to me because I had a copy 
of Matt RufFs Fool on the Hill in my pack. I 
didn’t know the city really existed. She said I 
might like it. It’s a small town. I thought, “Yes 
I can rest for a few days.” I remember driving 
down State Street and her pointing to Giles 
Street. “That’s where a lot o f people go to 
swim.”

She dropped me off in Dewitt Park. I went 
over to a group of young people, somehow 
insinuated myself. A tall fellow with dread
locks said something about driving up to a 
commune. Something “hill pond.” A beach on 
a hill? We drove up in the evening. Eleven 
people piled into an old Buick Skylark that 
was already riding on springs. We arrived and 
I started talking to a fellow who lived there, 
tall with long black hair. An Indian I guessed. 
I said, “I bet it’s really great to live here.” “Ah, 
yes the idyllic cabin in the woods,” he replied, 
not without a trace of sarcasm. Later on that 
night there was a big circle discussion. Around 
the fire the residents expressed their dismay 
that a friend of the community had apparently 
just invited a number of people up to the land 
for a party. Everybody got a chance to talk. 
The fellow in front o f me began:

Don Karr

“It’s really hard for me to talk; I have been 
meditating in silence for a long period of time.” 
His voice was measured and dramatic. Like 
David Carradine in the old Kung Fu series. He 
talked about the Upanishads and Native Amer
ican wisdom and said something really strange 
about a Guru who purified his soul on nothing 
but Dr. Pepper and Little Debbie snack cakes. 
He said something about a hallucinogenic 
secret gene McDonald’s was putting in their 
hamburgers, and that had something to do with 
George Bush, the CIA, and Desert Storm. He 
finished his teaching with a little parable. He 
folded a dollar bill into an origami swan, threw 
it into the fire, and with a dramatic flourish 
removed his legs from the lotus position and 
hobbled into the darkness.

I spent the night by the water and woke up in 
the early dawn filled with a peace I had not 
known in a long time. I had a thought “I’ll live 
here.” And I did.

I got on the dole, and moved into a little 
cabin owned by one o f the old members of 
“Yea God.” I spent a cold winter there. It was 
’93 , the year o f the Blizzard. The day my 
buddy from town dropped me off, he could 
only get a ways up Tupper Road, so I walked 
the rest of the way up a small mountain with 
my backpack and 25 pounds of dog food I car
ried African-style on my head. I got in, lit a fire, 
curled into my hooded sleeping bag, and slept.

I spent the whole lonely winter there, skiing 
out to the m ailbox, praying for all my wet 
wood to catch. Spring came and another 
woman entered my life. I met Jerry at Oasis 
while I was working for a guy named 
Sawhorse on a roof. She came after me. She 
scared me. She seemed fearless. We had our 
first date at the Geneva folk festival. We ate 
gyros and danced slow. That was five years 
ago. I have been here for six years now. I am 
still waiting for tenure. Somewhere it is said 
that home is where you bury the bones of your 
loved ones. I have lived in two V W ’ s, a 
Camaro. A debris shelter, a back porch. It’s 
hard to say what home is. I think it is a little 
spot in your belly somewhere.

My cabin burned down; I lost everything. 
That big old twelve-string. Sid survived. He 
was tied up outside. Sawhorse, on our way to a 
roofing job in Dryden, yelled, "The hills are on 
fire !” It was fall. It was nice, the colors. 
According to my neighbors that is about when 
the fire was in its full rage. It was an all-wood 
cabin about twenty years old. Perfectly sea
soned wood.

“All the friends I ever had are gone.”
Matter is neither created or destroyed. Isn’t 

that right? It just changes states.

Brien Colgan lives and works in Ithaca.
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Many Roads to Ithaca
Bryna Fireside

I really loved Greenwich Village. I was an 
escapee from New Jersey, and was trying hard 
to live the life o f a Beatnik before I met my 
husband. It suited me perfectly. It didn’t take 
Harvey but a minute to agree the Village was a 
nifty place to live and work. I was teaching at 
P.S. 42 on the lower east side. And, of course I 
was trying to be a writer. Harvey was working 
on his Ph.D. at The New School and teaching 
at The New York Institute o f Technology. 
Everything we needed and wanted was at our 
fingertips. We had great theater— off Broad
way and off-off Broadway, ice skating in Cen
tral Park in the winter, Shakespeare in the Park 
and concerts in Washington Square Park in the 
summer, the 8th Street Bookstore, terrific 
friends, Gertie’s Folk City, the Greenwich Vil
lage annual outdoor art show, The Sevilla 
Restaurant, The Blue M ill Tavern, El Faro, 
Lilac Candy Shop... the list goes on and on. 
The one thing we didn’t have, however, was 
living space! Two little kids in a one-bedroom 
apartment does feel cramped after a while.

So when Ithaca College offered Harvey a 
teaching jo b  in the Politics Department, we 
thought that maybe it was time to get out o f 
town. At least it wasn’t the suburbs!

To help us get acquainted with Ithaca, the 
college sent us a three-month subscription to 
The Ithaca Journal. I flipped the paper over to 
the classified ads— and the first thing that 
caught my eye was:

D EAD  H O R SE S P R O M PT L Y  
REMOVED. 24 HOURS A DAY.

“AAAHHHHH, where are we going?” I 
cried. Well, we came up to check out the hous
ing situation, and that weekend we didn’t see 
any dead horses on State Street, so we rented a 
sabbatic house— imagine! a whole house for 
less money than we paid for our little apart
ment on Bank St. We figured we’d stay here 
for four years or so. But 31 years later, we’re 
still here. I still haven’t seen a single dead 
horse. They really do remove them promptly.

Mimi Melegrito
Youth Worker for City of Ithaca 

in the One-to-One Program

Mimi Melegrito, bom in Luzon, Philippines, 
arrived in the United States at age 17 in 1965. 
Her first stop was the Eden Theological Semi
nary in St. Louis, MO. where she studied.. . 
theology. Her aim was to become a minister for 
the United Church o f Christ. She completed 
her studies there and although never ordained, 
became a youth minister for twenty years. “I 
preferred to work in the world,” she said.

Shortly after she married George Granger, a 
widower with three young children, Mimi 
came east to visit relatives. “And we fell in 
love with the Finger Lakes,” she said. George 
loved the idea that according to Native Ameri
can lore— the “hand of God” laid out the Fin
ger Lakes. He immediately decided to move 
the family to Watkins Glen.

Mimi had a bit o f a hard time tearing herself 
away from St. Louis. She’d just been elected to 
a seat on their Common Council, and, in addi
tion to running a nursery school, was also com
pleting a degree in social work. But, being the 
good wife, she followed George to Watkins 
Glen. Meanwhile, George decided to become a 
teepee-maker. (He really become engrossed in 
Native American culture.) Mimi took charge 
of the family— and the family finances.

“One Sunday I came to Ithaca looking for a 
friend from the Philippines. She told me to 
meet her at church— St. Catherine o f Siena. 
Well, somehow, I made the wrong turn, and 
stumbled onto the First Congregational 
Church, and I went in. While I was there, the 
person who was the youth minister announced 
that she was leaving.” So the next day Mimi 
applied for the job— and got it. It was only a 
part-time job, but Mimi found out that there 
was another part-time opening at GIAC. She 
got that one, too. (Mimi wondered if there real
ly wasn’t something to that “hand o f God” 
stuff.) “I had two part-time jo bs within two 
months o f arriving in Watkins Glen. Three 
years later, Mimi and George moved to Ithaca, 
and with the help o f  IHS Housing, found a

home. George wasn’t having much luck with 
the teepee business. He decided to move to 
California (Would business be better there?) 
But Mimi wasn’t about to leave Ithaca. Nor 
were his children. So George moved on and 
Mimi and the kids stayed in Ithaca. “I don’t 
regret it. I love Ithaca. I don’t think I will ever 
leave.”

John Seferlis, aka: John The Tailor
Owner: John The Tailor Shop 

Everyone knows John Seferlis as “John The 
Tailor.” You can find him six, sometime seven 
days a week working away in his tiny shop 
over the former William’s Shoe Store, which 
is now Evolutions on The Commons.

“I came to America on August 4, 1976,” 
said John, whose home is Sparta, Greece. “My 
friend’s father— Nick Cicona— was a good 
friend of Stu Lewis. And Stu needed a young 
guy for tailoring.” Many Ithacans remember 
the famous men’s clothing store Irv Lewis, on 
the Commons. (O f course, back then there 
wasn’t any Commons, it was State Street.) So 
Nick sent some papers to my father asking 
how experienced a tailor I was, and was I any 
good.” Apparently John’s father gave all the 
right answers, because the next thing John 
knew, Stu Lew is had signed all the legal 
papers guaranteeing that this tailor would not 
become a burden to Ithaca. As soon as John 
landed at Kennedy Airport, he was issued his 
green card. When he arrived in Ithaca, John 
stayed with his aunt at 414  North Aurora 
Street. He worked for Stu Lewis for 15 years 
before striking out on his own. The transition 
from Sparta to Ithaca was not difficult for 
John. “You know, about 80-90%  o f all the 
Greeks living here came from Sparta— in fact, 
we all come from the same village.”

Abdul Razak Sheikh
Owner Evolutions, House of Shalimar, 
Shalimar Bazaar, and T-Shirt Express 

Abdul Razak Sheikh came to New York 
City from a tiny village in Pakistan in 1960. 
Following the traditional path of the immi
grant, Abdul rented a room on Delaney St. on 
the lower east side of Manhattan for ten bucks 
a week and went to work in a steel factory for 
$1.25 an hour. “I didn’t know a soul,” he said. 
“But you know, America was the dream. Back 
in Pakistan we had seen a lot o f movies—  
mostly westerns. And we had heard that you 
can pick up gold o ff the streets. And you 
know, it’s true. If you are willing to work hard 
enough, there really is gold out there.”

The first money Abdul saved was sent back 
to his parents so they could bring electricity 
and running water to their home.

Although his family believed he was only 
coming to America for a visit, Abdul knew 
that he was going to stay. He was young and 
energetic, and “everything here was exciting. I 
was amazed at the freedom and the rights peo
ple had in this country. I don’t think there is 
another country in the world where people 
enjoy such freedom.”

Abdul believes that he has always been in 
the right place at the right time. The sixties 
were not only a time of ferment in America, 
they were also a time when the young people 
were taken with Eastern culture, Eastern dress, 
beads, religion. In 1962 Abdul founded the 
first House of Shalimar. “I used to get handi
crafts from Pakistan and sell them to gift shops 
in New York City.”

At the same time he landed a jo b  with 
Singer Sewing Machine Company, where he 
learned “how to do business in this country.” 

By 1970, five years after he met and married 
Emma Lou, Abdul had already opened up his 
first retail store. It was on Broadway in front of 
Columbia University. It was an instant suc
cess. But living in New York was becoming 
more difficult with a growing family.

So, when a customer of his, who had gone 
to Cornell, suggested that he might want to 
take a look at relocating in Collegetown in 
Ithaca, Abdul and Emma Lou came up for a 
weekend visit. “I came in the summer and 
looked. I saw the lakes and hills, and I felt 
instantly at home. I fell in love.” That very 
weekend Abdul rented a store at 411 College 
Ave. and the family moved up soon after.

Again, his shop was a success. “Everybody 
here had a dog, and everybody here was a free 
spirit. What a change from New York. People 
smiled. There were no iron gates on the 
stores.” His love affair with Ithaca has never 
waned. Abdul and Emma now own four stores 
in downtown Ithaca. “This place,” says Abdul, 
“is gorgeous.”

Paul Glover
Founder Ithaca Hours
& Ithaca Health Fund

“I was brought here at age five by my par
ents,” said Paul Glover. “Dad bought a heating 
and air-conditioning business.” They had lived 
in Canada before that. Paul remembers the first 
place they lived was on Aurora Street. And he 
attended the old Fall Creek School “where we 
had fire drill every single day because the 
place was a tinder box.”

Paul dutifully went off to college after high 
school, first to Mohawk Valley Tech, then to 
SUNY Binghamton, finally to Santa Monica, 
California, where he got a degree from Sum
mit College in city management. His first 
return to Ithaca was in 1972. He started a small 
journal focused on liberal education called 
Treetop. He also began his career as an activist 
by organizing the opposition to the four-lane 
highway through the Octopus.

Paul left Ithaca in 1978 for a trek across the 
United States. He left from Boston with $20 in 
his pocket and walked the backroads o f 
Am erica, picking up jo b s  that would pay 
him enough to eat. He made it out to Los 
Angeles in six months, arriving on Christ
mas day, 1978. He stayed on in L.A. (with a 
stint in Nicaragua) for nine years, and wrote 
a little book about Los Angeles called LA .: 
A History o f  the Future.

In 1986 Paul returned to Ithaca, “energized 
about stopping urban sprawl in the town o f 
Ithaca. I wrote a study of Ithaca’s fuel supply, 
called ‘Ithaca Power’ and received a grant 
from the Fund for Investigative Journalism to 
study a system called ‘Ithaca Money’ before I 
realizedTthat the best possibilities were starved 
for money— that is those businesses which 
respected labor and replenished nature were 
not considered high priorities. That’s when it 
occurred to me that we need an independent 
system to finance zero interest loans for organ
ic farms, micro enterprises, etc., to protect the 
land from urbanization. We need such a sys
tem to raise minimum wages, to make sure we 
have affordable health care — and these are 
things that Hours have helped do.

“I chose to do my work in Ithaca because 
people here are lively and more open-minded 
and the landscape itself inspires the beautiful 
product of creative upheaval, which I think has 
inspired the people to be likewise lively and 
open to new beginnings.”

Barbara Mink
Chair: County Board of Representatives
“I came to Ithaca in 1976 to get a Ph.D. in 

comparative literature at Cornell.” Barbara 
grew up in Buffalo, and received her under
graduate degree in English from SUNY Buffa
lo. But two years into her graduate studies, she 
dropped out of the program. “I started doing 
TV and radio commercials," she said. But one 
day, after standing in a Buffalo studio for eight 
hours while doing a television commercial for 
Cuisanarts, “I had an epiphany. I realized that 
my education had prepared me for something 
better than this. So I came back home and 
applied for a job at WHCU, which was then 
owned by Cornell.” Within six months Bar
bara became news director. But long-time 
Ithacans will remember the call in talk show 
Barbara originated where she focused on local 
affairs as well as national issues, calling on 
local experts from the community. “In a way,” 
said Barbara, “that program really solidified 
my interest in how our community functions.” 
Her tenure at WHCU lasted for eight years, 
until the station was sold. During that period, 
Barbara also earned a master’s degree from 
Cornell in history. And when a seat on the 
County Board opened up a few years later, 
Barbara agreed to run. She’s now been on the 
Board for ten years, and has been Chair for 
three. She has focused on the issues o f solid

waste, economic development and organiza
tional improvement. She is most proud her 
work in bringing the Department of Human 
Services back to where it belongs in the down
town. It was a five-year effort from start to fin
ish. In addition, since 1990 she has been a full
time faculty member at the Johnson Graduate 
School of Management. What are the things 
she likes best about Ithaca? “I like its sophisti
cation, its diversity, its physical content, and 
the fact that it is intellectually stimulating.”

M arcia Fort
Executive Director o f GIAC

Marcia came to Ithaca when she was just 
seven years old. She is the oldest girl in her 
fam ily, with one older brother and two 
younger sisters. Her dad moved the family 
here so that he could complete a Ph.D. pro
gram in food science. He then taught at Cor
nell until he retired some years ago. Marcia 
was among the first students to attend the new 
DeWitt Middle School (it was still a junior 
high school then) and graduated from IHS in 
1975. “I haven’t ever left Ithaca,” she said. She 
attended Cornell for a couple o f years, but 
marriage and the birth of her two daughters cut 
her formal studies short. She divorced her hus
band when her second daughter was still a 
baby, and made a decision not to leave Itha
ca— although it was tempting. “The time 
when I wanted to leave most was when my 
daughters were little, but the reason I stayed 
was the importance o f a supportive family.” 
M arcia’s parents moved here from Mont
gomery, Alabama, and “I didn’t get a chance 
to know my grandparents in the way I wanted 
to. Especially since I was a single mother, I felt 
that I had a special responsibility to my kids to 
have strong family relations and good role 
models for them. It was a very considered 
decision for me to stay in Ithaca.” Having said 
that, Marcia also made it clear to her daugh
ters, who are now 17 and 19, that after they 
com plete their high-school studies, they 
should not stay in Ithaca. She wants her 
daughters to have more experiences living in 
the larger world, although she’d be happy to 
have them come back later. Her oldest daugh
ter is now attending Benedict College in 
Columbia, SC. “She wanted a place where the 
weather was warmer and a place where there 
was a large population o f people o f color,” 
Marcia said.

But for Marcia, Ithaca has been just fine. “I 
have the best jo b ,” she said. “I love GIAC 
because of the importance this place plays in 
the community.” GIAC, says Marcia is like an 
extended family, and “kids need to see other 
role models and have a place where they can 
go for help and assistance.” She values GIAC 
as a special place for single parents, too. “I 
wouldn’t have known what I would have done 
without GIAC. I will be grateful to it for all of 
my life.” Marcia began her working life at 
GIAC back in 1984 as a receptionist. Today 
she is the executive director.

And what does she think of Ithaca? “This is 
a wonderful place to raise young children. It is 
a caring place. People here care about the qual
ity o f life.” She likes the diversity o f people 
here, as well— and is quick to note that the 
diversity o f the people here continues to 
change and grow. And the things she likes the 
least? “The long winters.” But also, she says, 
there is a complacency about the diversity in 
this community— often, we seem not to under
stand what it means to live with this diversity. 
“As person of color, this can be very discour
aging. In other words, we don’t want to do the 
work, the needed work to truly celebrate this 
wonderful diversity.” As an African Ameri
can, Marcia says that discrimination is “a fact 
of life.” The reality is that people of color, par
ticularly African Americans, in every part of 
the United States face discrimination on a 
daily basis. But “one of the things I can see in 
Ithaca is that I think there is hope here for 
change. I may not live to see all of the changes 
I would like to, but I definitely have seen 
changes here.”

Bryna J .  Fireside is an author o f  books fo r  
young readers  an d  a  fr e e - la n c e  trou ble
maker.
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He can’t listen to her. He can only feel her 
and smell her clean clothes. He curls deeper 
into her lap, rests his head on her chest. She 
stands up and carries him into the bathroom, 
turns on the show er without putting him 
down. She puts the lid o f the toilet down and 
sits, holding him while the steam from the 
shower floats slowly from around the curtain.

“Arms up,” she says, and he lifts his arms 
above his head while she pulls o ff the shirts. 
She sets him down in front o f her and he takes 
off his jeans, climbs back into her lap naked. 
He is pale, Ashkenazi, and his hair curls at the 
ends.

At the children’s house they all take show
ers together in the evening. And no one dress
es or undresses them. The bathroom is getting 
warmer and he feels tire'd. He wouldn’t want 
Itai or Ahlon seeing him now, sitting on his 
mothers lap.

She pulls back the curtain and puts him 
down under the warm water. She kneels 
beside the shower, reaches in and washes his 
back with a soapy washcloth. Runs her hands 
over his hair and then scrubs it for a long time 
with yellow shampoo. He can feel her finger
nails on his scalp. She washes his dirty hands 
and wrists, rubbing soap over his bracelets to 
clean the dust out of them. The water running 
into the drain is gray. She stands up and leans 
by the shower, wiping her long wet hair away 
from her face.

“Is a whole unit coming home?” he asks 
her.

“No,” she says. “Not yet.”
“I heard a whole unit o f paratroopers is 

coming home,” he tells her from behind the 
curtain.

“Hm,” she says.
“T h ey ’ ll com e first to the ch ild ren’ s 

house,” he says.
“That’s right,” she says. “When they do 

come home, that’s where they’ ll go.”
He watches the gray water whirling down 

the drain. Puts his foot over it to make the 
water fill up the bottom of the shower. She 
brings his pajamas and a towel into the bath
room and sits waiting for him to get out. She 
dries him off and hands him his pajamas. And 
then gets clean sheets out o f the hall closet 
and hands them to him. He unfolds them on 
the couch, walking to either end to tuck them 
in. She has a big pillow that she sets on one 
side o f the couch for him. She pats the sheets 
and he climbs inside and rests his head. She 
throws the duvet over him, and then lies next 
to him brushing his clean damp hair back. His 
skin is soft and his cheeks are white beneath 
the light o f the gooseneck lamp. Her voice is 
quiet. He’s cozy in the apartment now that the 
couch is set up and his feet are o ff the cold 
tile.

“...used to see rabbits running through the
»»

“...and your grandfather said....”
“...a letter soon...”
“...visit Haifa and see the boats that...”
He lies on his side and counts the black and 

gold paper-m llch£ dem itasse cups on the 
kitchen sh e lf across from the couch. He 
wraps his arm around her neck.

“...in the morning, okay?”
She kisses him.
“Okay?”
She turns off the light.
His eyes are unfocused. The apartment is 

silent and warm. She watches him lose con
sciousness, from the arch that separates her 
bedroom from the other room. Just before he 
falls asleep his body jerks suddenly, his fin
gers stiffen. His eyes open, then slowly slide 
shut and he breathes out, already asleep.

* * »

He pulls down the bunks that hang from 
the side of the cement wall; they swing out on 
their hinges and stop on their chains.

‘T op  bunk!” Ahlon yells.
The boy clim bs up and throws him self 

down on the top before Ahlon can. Ahlon 
stands on the bottom  bunk and grabs the 
boy’s feet. He kicks free.

“I called top bunk.”
“I ’m in the top bunk,” the boy tells him.
“I ’m in the top bunk tom orrow ,” says 

Ahlon.
“Go to the other wall and get theirs,” the 

boy whispers down at him.
Ahlon crosses the narrow air-raid shelter 

and pulls the bunks down on the other side. 
He climbs to the top, and he and the boy smile 
at each other from their spots near the ceiling.

Sagulite and Shira are playing cards with 
Itai, sitting crosslegged on the floor. Shira is 
still talking about her dog and how when she 
turns eight she will work in the horse stables

with her mother.
“You can bring your dog with you in the 

stables,” she says.
“Big deal,” Itai says. “You can bring your 

dog with you anywhere."
“You can ’ t bring him if  you’re in the 

sewing shop,” she tells him severely.
Levi and Yarden are reading, lying on their 

stomachs on sleeping bags.
Their group leader is telling the rest o f 

them a story, between drags o f his cigarette. 
He wears a long-sleeved white T-shirt and 
blue work pants and clogs. His hair is long, 
tightly-curled black ringlets. He’s thin and 
muscular.

He has brought a stack of books to read to 
them but now he’s telling them about the last 
day o f induction into the Young Guard. He 
tells them when they turn ten, they’ ll go 
together, ju st their group, with their back
packs and they’ll follow a map to a place out
side the fence ten kilometers from here.

Itai looks up at the group leader and back at 
the girls playing cards. “They want us to hike 
to Lebanon,” he jokes. And the girls laugh.

“The map has only numbers instead o f 
places,” the group leader continues. "And the 
numbers tell you what kind o f  landscape 
you’re looking at, whether it’s a hill or a lake 
or a group o f trees. I f  you read it wrong you 
can get o ff course for a long time.”

“Did your group read it wrong?”
“We read it wrong all the time. They gave 

us one backpack that had all the water and

food in it for the whole group and we gave it 
to one guy to carry, and because we got lost a 
couple of times he got really really mad, car
rying all the heaviest things. W ho could 
blame him? So we divided up the food and 
water and everybody carried some o f the 
heavy things. We walked in a big circle and 
that’s how we figured out our mistake with 
the map. And then we got there.”

“Where?”
“I can’ t tell you,” he whispered to them 

smiling. “It’s a secret place.”
The boy leans over the side of the bunk to 

listen better.

“After we finished that hike we were really 
a part of the movement.”

“W e’re a ll  part o f the m ovem ent,” Itai 
says. He wants everyone to laugh but they are 
listening. Ignoring him.

“We went on much longer hikes every 
summer after that. Fifteen and twenty kilo
meter hikes, and down south in the desert. 
They were the best because it was so quiet 
and the sky was not like it is here at all. And 
this is the reason we’re the best.” He raises 
his eyebrows and nods at the children. “This 
is the reason we are the most respected. If you 
come from the city you don’t know how to do 
anything. You don’t know how to hike or 
read maps or any o f the little things, things 
that your group already knows how to do like 
hide or track or find water. Think about what 
it would be like to be eighteen years old and 
not know how to find water. All of you know 
how to do these things before you go to the 
army, and all of your fathers knew how to do 
these things before they went too. And that’s 
why we can go into dangerous places and not 
get killed.”

The boy stares down at the group leader. 
His stomach hurts. He hangs his arms over 
the side of the bunk and snaps at his bracelets. 
Yawns. He stares at the mural painted on the 
gray wall above the low thick metal door. It’s 
a picture of tropical fish and coral and sea 
anemones.

“And that’s why we can win against enemies 
who are so big.” They are all listening now.

The group leader continues, smiles at them. 
“Because we know  how to work together and 
we know  how to fight hard.”

“What are you going to be?” Shira asks 
him.

“I f  I pass the written test I ’ ll be a pilot. If 
the war is still going on next year when I am 
eighteen I ’ll be some kind of fighter.”

“Fighter,” the boy whispers, rolls on to his 
back. I t ’ s cold and the w alls feel slightly 
damp. I t ’s like camping. He jumps o ff the 
bunk and almost lands on Levi. The bottoms 
o f his feet sting from landing so hard. He 
pushes into the card game and takes seven 
cards off the top o f the pile for his hand. Itai 
is happy to have him play and he pushes the 
boy over and wrestles him around on the floor 
a little. The boy is laughing. He pushes Itai 
away, gets up and sits crosslegged, close to 
his friend, so their knees touch. When it’ s 
Sagulite’s tum he whispers into Itai’s ear.

“Have you got the matches?”
Itai puts his arm around the boy’s shoul

ders and looks at him out of the comers of his 
eyes. He presses his lips tightly together and 
nods in confidence.

* * *

W hen the bom bing is over L ev i’ s aunt 
comes and opens the doors with her proud 
smile. She pats the group leader on the back 
sympathetically. She tells them to pack up 
their things and to put everything in a pile to 
go to laundry, inside the door o f the chil
dren’s house. They rush past her up the steps 
without their things.

“Okay,” she says, “So you’ ll do it later.” 
She grabs Levi on his way past her and 
squeezes his face and kisses him. He squints, 
hops impatiently and she lets him go.

It is late afternoon and they run out on to 
the sod lawn and they jump over the trench 
back and forth and back and forth. Itai and the 
boy run to the shed outside the children’s 
house to get bikes. They ride first around the 
dirt road that circles the dining room, and 
then race along, uphill, standing up to pedal, 
to the edge of the fence. They ride all the way 
to the front gate and stop on the crumbling 
bunker to rest. Beneath them the fields look 
very different, as if they’d already been har
vested. And there are craters in the road. 
They only look for a short time before riding 
again, coasting down the big hill to Ita i’s 
mother’s apartment. She’s'not there so they 
eat all the sugar cubes in the bowl on the 
table. The boy looks in the closet for a plastic 
bag and finding one stuffs it into his pocket. 
Itai takes a plastic bag and rummages in the 
cupboard for more sugar. He pours half the 
sugar cubes quickly from their green box into 
the bag and then they leave again, to coast 
around.

The boy takes Itai to a field beyond the sta
bles near the northern-most edge o f the fence 
and shows him where he’s been digging. Just 
below the surface the ground is full of shells 
from mortars and artillery, rounds for auto
m atic weapons, and bullets for rifles. Itai 
picks up handfuls o f  bullets and laughs, 
opens his eyes wide. They push everything 
they can find into one pile and divide it up. 
The boy puts his rounds into the bag, he will 
carry them back to his gunpowder pile later 
and take them apart.

Itai is pulling the casings o ff the mortar 
rounds and twisting them around his wrist. 
He holds it up and the boy holds his arm up 
next to Itai’s to compare.

“Don’t tell anyone else,” the boy says. “Or 
just, don’t tell Avi, but you can tell Shira and 
Ahlon.”

Itai nods. He gives the boy a box of match
es and he takes out his own box. He pries the 
cap off o f a bullet and spills out a tiny black 
pile and then sets it on fire. It hisses and a thin 
line o f smoke rises straight up. He pries off 
another and makes the letter a l e f  on the 
ground in gunpowder and sets the edge o f it 
on fire. The flame travels quickly around the 
letter and bums out.

“Wah alia,” he says. “It’s nice.”
The boy nods, smiles. “Yeah, it’s nice.” 

continue4 ori next page
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Monument in Kibutz Yad Mordechai



June 1999 The ROOKPRBSS page 11

The Young Guard
continued from  previous page

“We can find a way to fire those mortars,” 
Itai says.

“If  we ask older boys, they’ ll know how 
but they’ ll take our stuff.” They look at each 
other gravely. They want badly to set o ff 
some of the rounds.

“W e can say we ju st found a couple and 
then they can show us how,” Itai says. “ If 
they take just a couple from us I bet they’ ll let 
us watch.”

The boy nods. “Okay, we’ ll do it tomor
row. I have to go check something,” he says, 
tying his plastic bag to the handlebars o f the 
bike. He rides further down along the edge of 
the fence, whistling, looking back once to see 
Itai crouching above a bright little fire.

*  *  *

One full bag o f gunpowder with string tied 
in triple knots around the top. One half-box of 
matches. Five drawings. He is thoroughly 
washed and he kicks his feet against the legs 
of the chair. Snaps the elastic at his wrists. He 
is six-and-a-half and he knows that his father 
is now thirty-two.

“Is he thirty-two or thirty-two-and-a-half?” 
he asks his mother.

She laughs. She has been laughing all day 
at everything he says. She smiles at him and 
doesn’t answer, flips through a magazine.

“Thirty-two or thirty-two-and-a-half?”
“M m m ?” she looks up at him as i f  he 

had never said anything. Then she says 
“Thirty-two.”

“I ’m going out to play,” he tells her.
She smiles so widely at him with her eyes 

so shiny that he stares atber in suspicion. She 
laughs again.

“What are you looking at? Go ahead,” she 
tells him. “G o!” The sky is a clear bright blue 
and they all have o f f  from school for the 
afternoon. He goes straight to his bag of gun
powder and begins to lug it over to the 
enclosed flat stretch o f sidewalk by his moth
er’s door. It’s heavier than it looks and he is 
already sweaty and dirty again by the time he 
gets it to the spot. He sits down in the sun and 
rests his bent arm over his head squinting. It 
smells like flowers outside the house and the 
banana tree in the front yard looks even big
ger and sloppier than it did last year, its trunk 
a stringy mess. He gazes up as a helicopter 
makes a low pass over the group o f one-story 
stucco duplexes that make up the entire 
neighborhood. Then he turns his back to the 
sun and sets to work.

He pulls a small piece o ff the comer o f the 
bag and begins to slowly pour out the gun
powder. He makes the first few letters. It’s a 
strange name, with letters that usually aren’t 
put together. He has it all written in black, not 
quite uniform, but you can read it.

He turns so that he can see i f  anyone is 
approaching the house, sitting in front o f the 
gunpowder to hide it. He feels in his pocket 
again for his matches. Another helicopter 
passes. He can feel the hot sun on his hair

and arms, making him sleepy. He can see 
the heat making the air ripple like water 
above the road in the distance, and hear the 
sounds o f jeeps. People have been getting 
dropped o ff all day.

He squints and from somewhere beyond 
his sight a group o f men step out from 
beneath the canvas hood o f a personnel car
rier. They embrace, with the straps o f their 
rifles across their chests. With their guns 
still on their backs.

His father is the first to break free from 
the group and walk slow ly toward the 
house. The boy is standing, though he 
doesn’t remember getting up. He knows his 
father’s step. Sees his shoulders square in 
the uniform. He stands up straight on the 
walk, unable to move his feet. His father’s 
hair has grown out and he can see from a 
distance that he has grown a beard. His skin 
looks very dark, his uniform is wrinkled 
and faded. His father smiles so broadly, the 
boy can see his teeth amidst the black hair 
on his face. The boy can see him taking a 
deep breath and running toward the house. 
The boy pulls out his matches and turns to 
the name. He lights the edge o f the H and 
jumps gracefully back away from the fire so 
his father can see it. He did it.

H A R R Y  G R E EN B U R G  it blazes, hiss
ing and popping and sending thick black 
smoke into the summer sky.

“Look aba!” the boy shouts, waving his 
arms above his head. “I wrote your name in 
gunpowder!” His father races up the walk, 
and grabs his boy. He kneels and kisses him 
on the face and runs his big hands over the 
boy’s hair, closes his fists around the fine 
brown curls and rests his forehead against 
the boy’s shoulder. His father is huge and 
solid. Made o f muscle, he looks bigger to 
the boy, and his arms are wide inside his 
dirty uniform . He sm ells like sw eat and 
cigarettes. His hair is full o f fine dust and 
the boy puts his hands in his father’s beard 
and tries to rub it c lean , puts his face 
against his fa th er’ s and squeezes him 
around the neck. H is fath er takes deep 
breaths and holds them. The smell of sulfur 
is overpowering. The separate streams o f 
sm oke that rise  above each letter com e 
together above their heads in one black col
umn that continues to rise.

The man weeps. He clenches his eyes 
shut and tears fall on the boy’ s shirt The 
boy pats his father’s back and kisses his 
face. The man cries hard now, and whispers 
in English, whispers the same unintelligible 
words over and over again, breathing and 
holding his breath. Breathing and holding 
his son’s small body to his chest.

“I wrote your name, aba.” the boy says. 
“I wrote your name in gunpowder.”

C ara  B en -Y aaco v  is a w riter living in 
I th a c a . S he is  a fo r m e r  e d it o r  o f  The 
Bookpress.

Crossword by Adam Perl

Across Down
1. Imperfect 1. Major land mass
5. Religious sect 2. Not out
10. Kind of paper 3. Camera part
14. Delhi order 4. Letter opener?
15. Petty concern 5. Traitor of note
16. Ending for switch or buck 6. Kind of finish
17. Children's book of 1956 7. Head ___
20. Loser to DDE 8. Wedding page word
21. Poll 9. Kind of lamp
22. Part of LED 10. Less trusting
23. Soccer great 11. Getty competitor
24. Opposite of a Grant? 12. Garish
26. With 25 down, author of "The 13. Misplace

Owl and the Pussycat" 18. Swear
29. Silent star, Norma 19. Beliefs
32. Makes ai fuss over 23. Beyond
33. More than a bargain 24. In the future
34. Sandra who played Gidget 25. See 26 across
36. Children's book of 1954 26. Canyon feature
40. Scrap 27. 1991 Oliver Stone Film,
41. Cut back "The ___ '
42. Symbol of bravery 28. Value
43. Destroy 29. Guide
45. Ithaca chanteuse Peggy and 30. Newman of TV

family 31. Weed again
47. Passed 33. Evidence quantity
48. Pride of the pride 35. Ages
49. Best 37. Air conditioning, e.g.
52. Dynamic beginning 38. Archibald of the NBA
53. Sign at a sell-out 39. What George couldn't tell
56. Children's book of 1960 44. Reptiles who can't multiply?
60. Raise 45. Hound
61. Popular children's Dr. 46. Presently
62. Top 48. Disorderly
63. "I'm all___ * 49. Heavy of fable
64. Corset parts 50. Waste product
65 -No in Bonn 51. Rampa'ge

52. Drink for Juanita
53. Popular comic strip
54. Asian Queen
55. Sign
57. Curve
58. Understand
59. Al's predecessor
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Telemachus’ Journey to Ithaca
Sing to me Muse that I might 
Stir the coals and fan a flame 
In that far off chamber Memory.
I tell of my journey to Ithaca 
Which mirrored that of my father 
Odysseus, and that of each dweller 
in that far out city of gorges.

Circling it started 
On the great rooted bed we circled 
Myself in him crouched down with a league 
of other gametes coiled tightly, 
waiting at the port of Epididymis 
for our turn in the seaworthy vessel Phallus.

Me, on the other hand, 
in her, blessed by the goddess Oocyte, 
waiting alone in a follicular chamber 
growing tighter like the ripe grapes 
that grow on vines on the hills 
surrounding Penelope and Odysseus 
as they circled.

Circling became twining as their limbs 
echoed the roots of the olive tree bed 
and the chamber pressure grew.
We were called to ship at once, Myself 
and the others; the sea was briny indeed 
and thick. Wave upon wave 
was crashing our seaworthy vessel when 
Zeus struck with a lightning bolt and thunder— 
we were hurtled blindly through a tunnel 
and found ourselves overboard, swimming 
for dear life in the dark.

Meanwhile chamber pressure had swelled 
until follicular walls could hold no more, 
and bursting released Me. Sweet 
Fimbria was waiting nearby and drew 
Me into her lustrous Vortex.
She floated Me down, enticed Me down 
with rosy fingers, down the straits 
of Fallopia.

Myself despaired
as others raced ahead towards Me.
The contest was fierce but the mighty god 
Conceptius saw to it that they became mired 
in the murky Zona Pellucida and could 
do naught but release their juices.
This paved the way for Me and Myself 
to become I, Telemachus.

Having been forewarned by the great 
blind prophet Gestationus that I would face 
many more tests on my journey to that town 
in the hills, I drew my sword and commenced 
the necessary inward cleavage, slashing, 
replicating and recombining with a 
purpose that held the gods themselves in awe.

The defeated gametes who had been 
my companions on the seaworthy vessel Phallus 
watched in fear and envy the transformations 
as I became the awesome Zygote, Blastomere, 
and Morula. I passed the last 
of those wilting laggards as rosy fingered

Fallopia carried me gently down her straits.
By the fourth day, rounding the bend,
I was alone, the only survivor.

Though I longed for Ithaca 
and could have been swept along in the current 
toward my destination, Gestastionus had warned me 
of that peril. So I set my course 
for the nearby coast and landed 

on the fertile shores of Endometria.
Here I was welcomed and found 
my every desire effortlessly met.
I lay down on the soft shore and bathed 
in a richness heretofore unknown.
Cloaked in velvety darkness and 
lulled to sleep, I changed.

Later I awoke
to find I was no longer embedded 
in Endometria's velvety land but floating 
offshore in the sea of Amnion, 
tethered by Umbilicus. I wanted nothing 
but to try my newfound arms and legs, 
and try them I did.

Seven long years Odysseus bided with Calypso 
on her island yet his heart remained bound 
to Penelope's. Each day he turned to watch 
the sea and his longing grew. I too grew 
a longing strong enough to desire me to leave 
my uterine cavern, the capacity of which, though 
manyfold stretched, could scarce accomodate my 
burgeoning limbs. I too heard the heartbeat 
of my mother calling, and I turned.

My longings joined with hers, 
and they were sufficient. I was embraced 
by powerful surges, giving pressure like 
that of the ripe grape on the vine, 
but more so. My head was banded 
and the pressure grew as wave upon wave 
crushed and squeezed and forced me 
onward. Such were the forces 
that the Amnion Sea overcame her shores 
and spilled onto the land of Ithaca.

I followed the sea, the top of my head 
feeling the cool breezes of Ithaca first.
In a rush I came into the vast 
spaciousness, where I was encircled 
and comforted by my mother's 
breast and belly, and my father's hands.
While the sea of Amnion trickled down 
to mingle with Cayuga's waters and 
the seas beyond, I was buoyed 
by my parent's love, and set anchor 
at that place, my home.

Thus ends the tale
of Telemachus' Journey to Ithaca

T e le m a c h u s  is a poet living in Ithaca.
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