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Introduction Witing for the Reader This book, The Art of Creative
Nonfiction: Witing and Selling the Literature of Reality, wll

i ntroduce the genre of creative nonfiction and explain it with

met i cul ousness-fromidea through structure and devel opment to finished
product. The organi zation of The Art of Creative Nonfiction: Witing and
Selling the Literature of Reality respects the order shown in the nane
of the genre. Part | confronts creative matters: It presents the anatony
of the essay by breaking down the essay, article, and book into their
vital conponents and analyzing the creative structure so that readers
under stand how to design and build a provocative creative nonfiction
effort. Part Il is the nonfiction part, dealing with a witer's search
for a sal able subject for books, articles, and essays, and the uni que
chal | enge of gathering and communi cating informati on from a personal
poi nt of view and the intimate process witers often call inmersion.
Anong other things in this book, you will learn a great deal about the
witing life. You will see howlong it takes to wite a book, essay, or
article, how hard a witer nust work, how diligently he or she nust
research, read, and fact check-and the skill involved in revealing a
subject with qualities that contain universal appeal, because the true
test of a creative nonfiction witer is to attract and capture readers
who do not have a built-in fascination or connection to a subject or
narrat or.
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The Creative Part One of the nost nmenorable conplinments | ever received
t hrough an ei ght book, 25-year career as an author, essayist, teacher,
and editor is froma woman who began idly | eafing through her husband's
copy of my book about National League baseball unpires called The Best
Seat in Baseball, But You Have to Stand: "I have al ways hat ed basebal |
It's a boring ganme. When ny husband and son are watching it on TV,

| eave the house. But | realized, as | |ooked through your book, that
these were real people with unique problens-not just basebal

fanati cs-you were witing about. | sat down and read the book cover to
cover in two nights.” This is the basic objective of creative
nonfiction: Capturing and describing a subject so that the nost
resistant reader will be interested in |earning nore about it. The
writer establishes a certain humani stic expertise, becomng a reader's
filter so that the reader will gain intellectual substance (about
basebal I, politics, science, or any other subject) while focusing on the
drama and intensity of ordinary people living unusual, stressful, and
conmpel ling lives.
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The Creative Part My nenory ends with Tommy's being struck, and ny own
renorse. | don't recall whether or not he eventually caved in. | had

| earned a | esson then that | have never forgotten. It's a variation on
the wel |l - known aphori sm about bei ng careful what you wish for. It goes
sonething |like: "Be careful what you say. Soneone mght act as if you
mean it." Al it takes is soneone closer to the edge, perhaps a bit nore
unbal anced or extreme than you are, or someone who sinply takes you at
your word, who doesn't share your understanding that there's a line that
isn't to be crossed no matter how heated the rhetoric. The line is then
crossed, and the one who put the idea there at the outset nust face his
or her culpability. I was recently rem nded of the incident with Tommy
as | thought about Binyam n Netanyahu, the |eader of Israel's opposition
Li kud Party, and his response to the nmurder of Yitzhak Rabin. Bibi, as
he is called, had allowed his followers to depict Rabin in recent nonths
as a traitor to Israel, a nmurderer, even a Nazi. Accepting this view of
Rabi n woul d make his dem se justifiable, desirable, even necessary. It
made himfair game. After the assassination, Bibi worked hard at

di stancing hinmself fromthe act and its perpetrator. He woke up one day
after the assassination, he tells us, "with a shudder running through
hi s whol e body." | recognize that shudder. | too have felt it-every tine
| think about Tormy and see Ski pper whip that |anyard across his face.
2.4 Reorienting the Witer's Eye To begin thinking in the creative
nonfiction node you nmust begin to reorient your witing eye. 14
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For Witers, Thinkers, Silent Cbhservers (and Qther People with Stories
to Tell) 1.1 Crossing Genres Today there are just as many poets,

pl aywrights, and fiction witers witing creative nonfiction as there
are journalists-perhaps nore. Novelists John Updi ke and Loui se Erdrich,
poets Di ane Ackerman and Adrienne Rich have recently published

coll ections of essays and nenpirs, a very popular formof creative
nonfiction. Essays by poets, novelists, and playwights are appearing
with increasing frequency not only in literary journals, but also in
popul ar nmagazi nes and newspapers. Says poet Donald Morrill, "All the
years | have been working on poetry (learning netaphorical structures,
rhythm imagery) have made ne a better prose witer." 1.2 Thinkers and
Schol ars- Reaching Qut from Academ a Creative nonfiction demands
spontaneity and an i magi native approach, while remaining true to the
validity and integrity of the information it contains. That is why the
creative nonfiction formis so appealing to people with new i deas or
fresh interpretations of accepted concepts in
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The Creative Part history, science, or the arts; people with an
intellectual curiosity about the world around us or a fresh vi ewpoint or
approach to staid and seenmi ngly inaccessible disciplines. For exanpl e:
the Harvard University anthropol ogi st Stephen Jay Goul d, whose essays
often explain principles of evolution and geol ogy through di scussi ons of
the origin of baseball or cable car rides in San Francisco. O Lew s
Thomas or diver Sacks, whose perspectives on science in general and
neurol ogy in particular have provided a general readi ng audience with
speci al insight. Biographies are often considered to be works of
creative nonfiction. David MCul | ough, wi nner of the Pulitzer Prize and
the National Book Award, has witten accurately and creatively about
Harry Truman, Theodore Roosevelt, and the Brooklyn Bridge. An increasing
nunber of historians, including Sinon Schana (The Landscapes of My
Life), are creative nonfiction witers, although they call thenselves or
are described by others as "narrative historians.” 1.3 And People with
Stories to Tell Autobiographies-nmenoirs-are becom ng increasingly

popul ar, as shown by recent record-setting bestsellers by Colin Powell,
Jimy Carter, Donald Trunp, and Gore Vidal. O the many tell-it-al

books about O J. and Nicole Sinpson, the sex life of Bill dinton, and
the tragic and frightening story of the Menendez brothers. Not to forget
books by OQprah Wnfrey, M chael Jordan, and Charl eton Heston-there are
celebrities ad infinitum These authors may not be considered "schol ars”
or thinkers but nmany nmay have conpelling stories to tell, and stories,
after all, are what good literature of any genre is all about. 1.4 Flies
on the Wall The books and essays of Goul d, Thonmms, and Sacks provide

wi ndows t hrough which the general public can observe situations that are
often inaccessible. In a recent book, Oiver Sacks wites about |earning
of a surgeon who had Tourette's Syndrome-a nal ady that would seemto
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For Witers, Thinkers, Silent Cbservers render surgery inpossible. Sacks
decided to spend a week living in the surgeon's hone with the doctor and
his fanmily. He acconpanies the surgeon into the operating roomand into
the sky (the surgeon is a private pilot) and then Sacks shares the

inti mte perspective he has gained of this unique man with his readers.
Sacks is a neurologist, and so his curiosity about the surgeon wth
Tourette's is related to his profession, but the vast majority of
creative nonfiction witers have little official connection to the

subj ects about which they choose to wite. Tracy Kidder has become a fly
on the wall with construction conpani es (House) and el ementary school s
(Anmong School Children). Gay Tal ese (Honor Thy Father), John MPhee
(Coming Into the Country), George Plinpton (Paper Lion), and D ane
Ackerman (Natural Hi story of the Senses) are well-known witers whose
successful careers have been founded on taking advant age of
opportunities for adventure. | have spent years as a witer and watcher,
wandering the country on a notorcycle in order to |earn about the

not orcycl e subculture, laboring as a wangler on a rodeo, scrubbing with
heart and liver transplant surgeons, traveling with a crew of National
League baseball unpires, performing as a clown for Itingling Brothers
Circus, observing behind the scenes at a children's hospital, working
with zoo veterinarians-all research for books, essays, and articles. 1.5
Ternminology In this book, the words essay and article are used

i nterchangeably. Essentially , essays and articles are very simlar,

al t hough essay is used nore often when the prose piece being witten is
nmore personal -when it is your own thoughts-than objective, fornulaic, or
verifiable, as in articles . An in-depth article or essay that
concentrates on a place or a person is called a profile. Wen | refer to
creative nonfiction books | include nmemoirs (or autobiography), and
docunmentary drama (a termnore often used to refer to filnms, such as
Hoop Dreans, which captures the lives of two inner-city high school
basket bal | players over a six-year period).
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The Creative Part Miuch of what is generically referred to as literary
journalismcan be classified as creative nonfiction. In the early 1960s,
aut hor and social comentator Tom Wl fe (The Right Stuff, The Electric
Kool Aid Acid Test) coined a termthat |asted for nore than a decade-the
"new journalism."” Wlfe's new journalismfaded, but over the past five
years creative nonfiction clearly has evolved as the accepted way of
descri bing what is becom ng the nost inportant and popul ar genre in the
literary world today. The best magazi nes- The New Yor ker, Harper's,
Vanity Fair, Esquire- publish nore creative nonfiction than fiction and
poetry conbi ned. Universities offer Master's of Fine Arts degrees in
creative nonfiction. A rapidly increasing nunber of books are in the
creative nonfiction form Newspapers are publishing an increasing anount
of creative nonfiction , not only as features but on news and op-ed

pages as well. Former New York Tinmes columist Anna Quindlen wites
creative nonfiction, as does her successor, Maureen Dowd, whose stories
of ten appear on the front page. You will learn to distinguish accurately

between traditional nonfiction , journalism and creative nonfiction as
the book evolves. 1.6 A Passion for People Wzat does it take to be a
good creative nonfiction witer? Usually, when people are discussing
essays, articles, or nonfiction books, they use words such as

i nteresting, accurate, perhaps even fascinating . Passion and intinmacy
are not words that are often attached to nonfiction ; they sound too
spont aneous, enotional, and inprecise. But passion is what is required
of a creative nonfiction witer if he or she is to be successful: A
passion for the witten word; a passion for the search and di scovery of
know edge; and a passion for involvenent observing both directly and
clandestinely in order to understand intimately how things in this world
wor K.
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2 A Definition of the Genre The Boundaries of the Profession 2.1 The
Truth in Fiction People ask, "Creative nonfiction sounds like a
contradiction in terns. How can you be creative if you are witing
nonfiction? After all, isn't fiction nostly nmade up or inagined stories,
and isn't nonfiction necessarily real and true?" The answers to those
questions, although they seemto be obvious on the surface, are as clear
as nud. For exanple, fiction is not conpletely untrue. The Bridges of
Madi son County, about which Robert James Waller wites in his
best-selling novel, do in fact exist, as does Mdi son County, |owa,
where the story takes place. But even if Mdison County was fictitious,
the details about the place nust ring true in readers' mnds. does

Madi son County, |lowa, where the story takes place. But even if Madison
County was fictitious, the details about the place nmust ring true in
readers' minds. Qherw se, the book would not be believable. Sone of the
nost fantastic novels, such as those by Stephen King, are franed with
accurate locations and fam liar characters. King's stories have been
conmpelling and terrifying because they are believable. If readers did
not accept the | ocations, the characters, and even the basic pl ot
outline, then Stephen King would not be the household name he is today.
Conversely, sone novies-or novels--are nearly true. The filns Apollo 13
with Tom Hanks and This Boy's Life with Robert DeNiro, both adapted
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Contents Introduction 1 Part 1 The Creative Part 1 For Witers,

Thi nkers, Silent Cbservers (and Qther People with Stories to Tell) 5 1.
1 Crossing Genres 5 1.2 Thinkers and Schol ars- Reaching Qut from Academ a
5 1.3 And People with Stories,. to Tell 6 1.4 Flies on the Wll 6 1.5
Termnology 7 1.6 A Passion for People 8 2 A 2.2 ADifferent Level o f
Truth in Creative Nonfiction Before | launch into a discussion of the
nature of truth, let nme qualify the above remark: Traditiona

journalists learn early in their education that creativity or

i magi nati on in newspapers and nagazi nes are basically disall owed.
Reporters with any real literary talent will have it squeezed out of

t hem by stubborn and insensitive editors. Disillusioned, they will wite
secretly at night (becomi ng closet poets or novelists), or they |eave
the profession to chase their nuse or some other dream This is what is
so uplifting and satisfying about creative nonfiction: You can be a
reporter and a witer, too. Reporters are told that "truth" means, anong
ot her things, that their work nust be accurate and informational.
Not hi ng concerning the people, places, and situations about which they
are witing can be altered or made up. This paean to information and
accuracy should reverberate in the mnd of the creative nonfiction
witer as well. Information is the goal of the nonfiction
writer-teaching or enlightening a reader is the unalterable m ssion of
all nonfiction. The inportance of providing accurate information cannot
be overenphasi zed: Nanes, dates, places, descriptions, quotations nay
not be created or altered for any reason, at any tine. In this regard,
creative nonfiction is as accurate as the nost neticul ous
report age- per haps even nore accurate because the creative nonfiction
witer is expected to dig deeper into a subject, thereby presenting
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A Definition of the Genre-The Boundaries of the Profession or unearthing
a larger truth. The Pulitzer Prize-wi nning coverage of the Watergate
affair by Bob Whodward and Carl Bernstein is a prine exanple of the
|arger truth that it is possible to achieve in creative nonfiction . The
hard facts of the Watergate scandal, which toppled Ri chard N xon's

presi dency, were reported in an expl osive series of stories over a
period of weeks by Wodward and Bernstein in the Washi ngton Post. But
anyone who has read the book (Al The President's Men) or seen the film
based on the book (another example of nonfiction that is fictionalized
to enhance dramatic inpact) will be presented with a much nore conplete
and well -rounded story. The characters are described with three-

di mensi onal perspective and the intricacies and conflicts inherent in
the story are anal yzed and debated. Al of this is mssing fromthe
Washi ngt on Post's account. Al so missing in the newspaper account are the
chal | enges and adventures of Wodward and Bernstein thensel ves as they

i nvestigate the Watergate break-in and begin to pierce the arnor of the
Wi te House cover-up-the witers' personal stories behind the news
stories. This truth is also part of the larger truth-the story behind
the storytellers. It is the nbst exciting and revealing aspect of the
story and woul d have never been included in a traditional journalistic
version. Not only nust it be scrupul ously accurate, the traditiona
reporter is told, reportage nust be bal anced. That neans that when
possi bl e, an equal ampunt of positive and negative information about the
subj ect nmust be included to make the story fair to everyone involved. In
creative nonfiction, balance and objectivity are certainly permtted and
someti mes desirable. But they are not requirenents. On the contrary. 2.3
bj ectivity and Subjectivity Truth to the traditional reporter
encompasses objectivity, nmeaning that the reporter nust not allow
personal feelings to enter into the witing of the story. Like Jack Wbb
in the old and often rerun Dragnet TV series, they are seeking "Just the
facts, ma'am" What the reporter/
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The Creative Part witer feels or thinks personally about the nature or
truth of the story is irrelevant. Curiously, nost everyone in the
newspaper business will adnmit that objectivity is inpossible, but that
doesn't seemto dimnish the intensity of their belief in the principle.
More often than not, witers turn to the creative nonfiction genre
because they feel passionately about a person, place, subject, or issue
and have no interest in or intention of maintaining a balanced or

obj ective tone or viewpoint. Witers turn to creative nonfiction because
they have a true story to tell, often involving thenselves, and they do
not want to be reined in or controlled by Big Brother rules and

regul ations . Subjectivity should not be confused with editorializing,
however. Readers interested in personal opinion and advocacy journalism
will read the op-ed pages of newspapers and magazi nes. They will buy
books by peopl e who are known to be passi onate and opi ni onated experts
in their own field-fromDr. Kevorkian to evangelist Billy G aham
Conceivably , witers with a mssion can wite creative nonfiction, but
only if they are able to illustrate-with accuracy-the particul ar

vi ewpoi nt that they are advocating. A good exanpl e of advocacy
nonfiction, "Guilt by Provocation" is witten for a newspaper audi ence,
but it contains all the elenents of good creative nonfiction, including
a personal voice, a subjective point of view, and a definite story and
scene, all designed to reach out and enbrace a reader. "The Incident,"
the first chapter of nmy book, Stuck in Tinme, The Tragedy of Chil dhood
Mental 111 ness (Readi ngs section), is a second exanple, but it is rnuch
nmore dranmatic and experiential and probably woul d never be published in
a newspaper. However, the stories are simlar in many ways. "Quilt by
Provocati on" ELI ZABETH BOLTSON GORDON A long tinme ago, | learned a

| esson about the power of words. Reprinted by perm ssion of the author.
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Contents Introduction 1 Part 1 The Creative Part 1 For Witers,

Thi nkers, Silent Cbservers (and Qther People with Stories to Tell) 5 1.
1 Crossing Genres 5 1.2 Thinkers and Schol ars- Reaching Qut from Academ a
5 1.3 And People with Stories,. to Tell 6 1.4 Flies on the Wll 6 1.5 A
Definition of the Genre-The Boundari es of the Profession Thus, | found
mysel f that July, nore than 30 years ago, as one of four counselors in a
cabin with 20 boys who were around 8 years ol d-and who nost desperately
needed mal e nentoring that girl counselors could not provide. | was
wel | - intentioned, but young, with no training or guidance-naive about
the problems of ny canpers, especially those of the tougher inner-city
ki ds. One day, another counselor and | were disciplining a youngster
nanmed Tonmy. | had found this kid frightening ever since |I had overheard
hi m graphi cally describe sone horrifying things he had done to a younger
sister. The other counsel or, nicknamed Skipper, was a plain, stocky girl
who acted tough and tended to bully the kids. | renmenber the two of us

i nside the cabin, backing Tormy against the wall to get himto admt to
some w ongdoi ng. Unconfortable with the situation, | imtated Skipper's
aggressi ve stance. W thrust our faces into his, trying to be as
menaci ng as possi bl e. Ski pper enphasi zed her gestures with the brightly
colored | anyard she held in her hand. Tommy, not easily intim dated,
continued to defy us. Casting about for a way to break the inpasse, |
came up with a newtactic. | leaned in even closer and began to threaten
him "If you don't tell us, we'll hit you." The browbeating went on for
a while, with no response. And then-Skipper hit Tomy across the face
with the lanyard. | was stunned. None of us had ever hit a kid before. |
knew that it was very wong and that nore violence was the last thing
Tommy needed. | renenber thinking, "I never neant to hit him | thought
it was understood that we were only trying to frighten him" | knew

was responsible. | had egged Skipper on. Indeed, | had put the idea in
her head. | had assuned that we both understood that we were bl uffing.
She, justifiably, felt that she was acting with ny approval. | felt
awful. | knew that | had set in notion the chain of events that had | ed
to the unthinkabl e.
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A Definition of the Genre-The Boundaries of the Profession Study the
articles and essays in the Readings section in the back of this book.
Picture the author. Concentrate on understanding the witer's place or
position in the narrative-where he or she fits-and how the information
presented in the essay was actually gathered. Go to newsstands and | eaf
t hrough magazi nes, searching for the witer in each nonfiction
narrative. Try to picture yourself in those stories. Wat would you do
to gather information and create drama-sinultaneously ? Begin a list of
essays and articles you would like to wite that involve a witer as
both actor and observer. Let us say that you have an interest in witing
about life in a local police station. How will you nmake yourself a part
of the place w thout being obtrusive? O perhaps you want to wite about
aspects of your fam ly-a daughter's inability to get along with her
nother or a son with a father. Were will you and your own parents fit
into the research-witing equation? How will you nmake it personal and at
the sanme tine universal in appeal? Begin planning for your life as a
creative nonfiction witer. Start work now by renenbering your mni ssion
Creative nonfiction differs fromfiction because it is necessarily and
scrupul ously accurate and the presentation of information, a teaching

el enment to readers, is paranount. Creative nonfiction differs from
traditional reportage, however, because bal ance i s unnecessary and
subjectivity is not only permtted but encouraged.
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The Devices of Creative Nonfiction 3.1 Description The termliterary
license is often used in reference to witers who mani pulate truth and
accuracy in stories-what really happened--to enhance dranmatic inpact

and, therefore, to nake a story nore readable or exciting . Creative
nonfiction witers, however, are permtted a different formof literary
license: to use the literary devices previously and excl usively
available to the fiction witer (and the poet and playwight) in the
writing of their true and accurate creative nonfiction stories. In other
words, nonfiction witers cannot alter the facts, but they can capture
and present them nmuch nore dramatically. What are these literary devices
to which | refer? Think about sonme of the novels nmentioned in this book
so far, such as The Bridges of Mdi son County or Jaws. O stroll through
the stacks of your public library for favorite titles; browse your

nei ghbor hood bookstore for the newest and hottest best-sellers. Wat do
you renmenber enjoying about the books and stories you |liked best? \Wat
l[iterary or witing techniques are evident? There is a great deal of
dramati c description of people and places (and even feelings ) in the
best novels, short stories, and essays, for one thing. Wo
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The Creative Part will ever forget the nassive and overwhel m ng

onsl aught of the whales in Mby Dick or the bl oody endl ess battles in
The Red Badge of Courage? Cbserving and recordi ng such dramatic
description is a hallnmark of creative nonfiction prose. Here is a
description of an event, startling to an unaware reader, but an everyday
occurrence in the life of a farmveterinarian naned Wendy Freeman, from
my essay "Difficult Decisions,"” published in the literary journa

Prairie Schooner in the Fall 1966 issue. It offers a vivid and nenorabl e
wi ndow of reality to readers-a |license nore often and nenorabl e wi ndow
of reality to readers-a license nore often enployed in fiction. Freeman
| ocates a spot in the barn directly beside an electric outlet and plugs
in the dis-budding iron. She wal ks outside, opens a pen in which two
calves are waiting, selects a brown spotted calf ("The kind that nakes
chocolate mlk," she jokes) and brings it inside. Wrking quickly, she
shaves the hair from around the horns, then reaches into her nedicine
bag for Lidocaine, a pain blocker, which she has already siphoned into a
hypoderm ¢ needle. She injects the Lidocaine into the calf's head
directly around the horn. Next cones the electric dis-budding iron,

whi ch resenbles a branding iron, round, like a large "O " not unlike a
packaged donut with a hole in the mddle. She grabs the calf's ear
wedges its head agai nst her body, inserts the "O' of the iron through
the calf's horn, and then, bringing the iron slowy downward, digs the
hot iron into the calf's little head. First there is a whiff of bluish
white snoke, and then the dank, stark stench of burning fur. Then cones
the richer nore prineval aroma of roasting skin, followed by the sound
of searing bone, as she applies increasing pressure. She twists the iron
back and forth repeatedly until snoking copper colored rings show

t hrough above the ears. It looks as if the snoke is emanating fromthe
calf's head, as if the soul of this tiny helpless animal has suddenly
been
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The Devices of Creative Nonfiction Another exanple fromny book Bike
Fever, this time fromthe rain- soaked seat of a notorcycle, is
excerpted below. As you read, renenber that these incidents are true and
quite common, but they are rendered to the reader in the dramatic and
descriptive manner of the fiction witer setting a scene and
enbel I'i shing an event. "Days and N ghts: Heading South"” Air |eaked into
my rainsuit and inflated ne. The rainsuit collar f |apped fast in the

wi nd, plastic against plastic, sounding |like the propeller of a smal
airplane. After a while, the rainsuit ripped fromthe force of the w nd,
and wat er soaked the jacket under it. The wei ght of the wet jacket was
heavy on ny shoul ders. The wetness stuck to my warm skin and | shivered
as | rode. Periodically, I wped water frommnmy face shield, drenching ny
gl oves. The water rolling fromthe gauntlets of ny gl oves swept under
the shield and soaked ny face. My cheeks started to itch and | scratched
themw th ny wet gloves. The rain, blown by the wind, pricked ny chin
and rolled down ny neck. Cold water puddled on the seat, shriveling ny
crotch. Trucks coming in the opposite direction punched ne with nud,

while ny tires skidded over the pavenent on water mixed with oil |eaked
from hot engi nes. The brake |inings got wet and grabbed dangerously. The
water, rolling off the seat, drained down ny leg, filling nmy boot. Burt

and | were riding our notorcycles on Skyline Drive near Staunton,
Virginia, and it had been raining for eight straight days. Three hours
out of Pittsburgh, the rain had started. W detoured south into

Cunberl and, Maryland, then into West Virginia, but the rain kept up. W
went northeast back into Pennsylvania, then south into West Virginia and
Virginia, but the water dogged us. W stopped at taverns and diners
along the way for television weather reports, then headed
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The Creative Part toward the warmfronts, |ooking for a dry pocket in
which to rest. During the day, rain soaked our gear. W couldn't cook at
ni ght. We bought plastic garbage bags to cover everything, but when the
wind was strong, it ripped the plastic. Every norning we first found a
town with a | aundronmat, and for twenty-five cents, bought sonme manmade
sun. On the eighth day, the fog cane up in the Shenandoah Munt ai ns. W
travel ed the whol e day through fog that stuck in our eyes and wafted
over the road. We followed the road by watching the shapes of the trees

that |ined the edge of the pavenment. | could see the wheels on ny

nmot orcycl e as we crept through the nountains, but not where they touched
the ground. | could see the glowing eyes of cars comng in the opposite
direction, but never the exact shapes of the cars or the people inside.
Sometimes | could see Burt's red taillight in front of me and soneti nes
I couldn't. It was the thickest fog | have ever seen. Creeping through
it the whole day, we could nake only fifty miles. | have never been

skydi ving, but driving through that fog is how!l would inmagine it. W

fl oated through the clouds, guided by the way the wheel s sounded agai nst
the road; we could tell when we neared the edge of the road, because
some of the pebbles spilling fromthe shoul der, swept up by the tires,
woul d clink agai nst our exhaust pipes. And we relied on our nenories of
riding in the past. |If you think back hard enough to a special day, when
the sun was warm and you cruised a |l ong nmountain road, if you can
remenber how it was and can concentrate, then you can duplicate that

ri de even though you cannot see. Taking the turns just as you have so
many times before, |eaning just enough, straightening slowy, feeling
for the right balance, rolling that way. You don't always need eyes to
ride a notorcycle, as long as you have a good nenory and the ability to
recreate what you know you should see. The persistence of the rain dulls
your perceptions, but
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taste the rain in the fog. And since you cannot see trees, grass, and
wi | df | owers, you snell them There are actually lines in the fog; it is
not just a mlky haze; streans of fog of different shades cone together
to make a screen. It feels strangely warm agai nst your face, slightly
wet. You push away the fog with your hand and, like water, nore flows in
to take its place. Floating through the fog seens both prehistoric and
futuristic; it is in that gap where earth | oses contact with the
heavens. 3.2 Di al ogue: Characters Wo Conmuni cate Anot her technique
fiction witers enploy to enhance reality and establish action is

di al ogue. In stories fromthe old masters, such as Ernest Hem ngway and
John Stei nbeck, or the new nmasters, such as Raynond Carver and Joyce
Carol Cates, people talk to one another endlessly, page after page, as

inreal life. Traditional reporters will paraphrase the subjects they
are interview ng and provide short sound bites within quotation marks to
instill a sense of reality and authenticity, but in real life-and in

creative nonfiction (often called the literature of reality)-people
communi cate with spoken words. Witers report or recreate entire
conversations as in this scene frommy upcom ng book, called An Unspoken
Art: Profiles of Veterinary Life: After going through his
getting-acquai nted ki ssing dance with a pudgy brown springer spani el
suffering fromchronic diarrhea, veterinarian Gene Sol onon asks the
heavyset, well- dressed wonan, acconpani ed by her teenage daughter,

"Tell nme what you feed her." The worman gul ps and | owers her head. "Yes,
tell him WMdther," the daughter says. "Chicken." "Chicken, Sol onon nods
calmy and wites sonething into the dog's chart. "Anything el se?"
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bagel s," she says. "Well," says Sol onon calmy, "bagels are better than
fruit and chicken, but if you intend to continue to feed her chicken
then take the skin off-and elimnate the dark nmeat." "But she |ikes dark
meat . " Sol onon shrugs. "Wiite nmeat only is best for your dogin ... is a

fancy franmed photograph with Sol onron and his dog, Cathy. There's also a
smal |l bulletin board with dozens of photos of pets, pets and their
owners, litters of dogs, and
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franed poementitled "The Precious Gfts He Gves, A Tribute to Dr. Cene
Sol omon. " Sol onobn calls for a technician to retrieve the dog so that a
few tests can be conducted, and then addresses the wonan and her
daughter about the nmany years of intestinal disease that their dog has
suffered and how a consi stent proper diet would help stabilize the dog's
heal t h-and i ncrease its longevity. They spend a good deal of tine

di scussing animals and nutrition, tradi ng questions, answers, and ideas
until the woman interrupts by asking, "What about grapes?" "Well," says
Sol onon, continuing to be sincere and matter-of-fact sinultaneously,

wi t hout indicating signs of annoyance, "a springer spaniel's ideal diet
wi || probably not include grapes . " Now t he wonman addresses her
daughter: "I really have to get Joel to stop feeding her French food on
Saturday afternoon."” Solonon interjects: "I actually have |less of a
problemw th croissants than | do fried chicken." The woman | ooks up
hopefully. "So croissants are good for dogs then?" "I wouldn't go that
far," Sol onon says. By ,recording conversation, the creative nonfiction
writer captures reality. This is how people comuni cate in everyday
life. The interference of a reporter attenpting to sound authentic while
mai ntai ning objectivity is elimnated. As in fiction witing, dialogue
enhances action and characterization, while eliciting reader reaction

t hrough hunor (as in the above exanple) or tragedy. Here is a
conversati on between two distressed people at a breaking point in their
lives, fromny book, Stuck in Time. It begins in social worker Debbie
Rubin's office as she neets with Tom and El i zabeth Scanl on, whose
daughter, Meggan, is nmentally ill. Because of insurance |imtations,
Meggan cannot stay at Western Psych
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past, and there are few options remaining, none of which seens workabl e.
Technical ly, Meggan can return home, but Tom and Elizabeth have deci ded
that this is unacceptable. They are ready to relinquish custody, if CYS
(Children's and Youth Services) and O phan's Court will allow such an
action. Even if relinquishnent is permtted, who will guarantee that
Meggan is placed in a desirable facility? For that matter, does a
desirable facility exist for Meggan Scanlon? And where will Meggan live
until she can be placed? Tinme is running out for Tom and Elizabeth. The
only interimsolution is a transfer to Mayvi ew State Hospital, which
woul d be inappropriate . "You |l ook good in black," Tom Scanlon tells
Debbi e Rubin, as he settles into his seat, opposite her desk. Rubin
smles and swivels back and forth in her chair. In addition to her black
suit, she is wearing new red shoes. | know they are new because | have
never seen them before, and over the past year | have been in a position
to notice a great nunber of Debbie Rubin's shoes. From ny vantage point
across the room behind Debbie and opposite Tom and Elizabeth, | have
not ed t hat Debbi e hides her feet under her desk and slips off her shoes
whenever her therapy sessions becone difficult. Wen she turns toward
the Scanlons, her face will remain inpassive despite the intensity of

t he experience, the sadness, or the confrontation that she wll
sonmetines precipitate, but her toes are preoccupied-tw rling, dangling,
tangoing with her shoes. Rubin is 40 years old. She has an

ei ght -year-ol d son whose photograph sits in a gold and silver frame on
her desk; her husband is a cardiologist at a | arge conmunity hospital
two miles fromcanpus. Rubin was born and educated in Pittsburgh, but a
dozen years ago noved with her husband to Boston, where she first worked
as a psychiatric social worker. Follow ng her husband back to
Pittsburgh, she was offered a position on 3 West, the adol escent unit.
Her father had been a social worker at
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director of the Social Wrk Departnent. Elizabeth initiates the

di scussi on by pointing out that Meggan continues to insist she is going
home after her discharge from Wstern Psych. If they cannot get her into
a special school or group or foster home through CYS in Pittsburgh
however, Elizabeth is contenplating a nove to North Carolina, where her
sister lives and where services for enotionally disturbed children are
nore readily avail able. Suddenly, Elizabeth points her finger and speaks
to Debbie Rubin accusingly: "If you make ne take Meggan back home this
time, | swear to God . . . ." She pauses and takes a deep breath. "I
won't take her back home-no." Elizabeth takes a deep breath and begins
again, taking a different tack. She says that it is becom ng
increasingly inportant to her that Meggan | earn to achi eve sonething-.
anyt hi ng-at school, any school. "I amnot |ooking for too nmuch. | don't
need her to becone president of the United States or a brain surgeon

But she used to have such energy! "Meggan is a terrific student. If you
were a teacher, you would kill for a student |ike my daughter. She's
creative, she's exciting-she's weird. She's always been appreciated nore
by adults than by the kids her own age, and she usually hooked herself
into her favorite teacher. The kids thought she was strange. Wll, for
CGod' s sake, | knew nore than anyone how strange and weird she was. But |
have al ways fought for her right to be different.” Nowtears are rolling
down Elizabeth's cheeks. "Meggan is telling people in the unit that she
is avanpire. This is her way of acknow edgi ng that she will be forever
different." Debbie Rubin passes a box of Kleenex. Elizabeth nods

appreci atively and dabs her eyes. "And when is the worst possible tinme
inlife to feel different.?" Rubin asks. "Wen you are a teenager."
"What do you think Meggan is going to say when she
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willingness to relinquish your parental rights is for real?" "I know
that Meggan knows that | love her. And that is a heck of a big step from
one generation to another because when | was her age, ny nother never
made nme feel that way. But,"” Elizabeth adds, "your question is only
theoretical. | don't have any confidence that she is not going to comne
hone-despite what you say." Once again, Elizabeth | ooks accusingly at
Debbi e Rubin. "I don't know what to say to you about sending Meggan to
Mayvi ew or anywhere el se,” says Rubin. "I don't have the answers right
now. " Elizabeth began describing the joyous state of their lives with
Meggan out of the house. "We have a wonderful family when the three of
us-me and Tom and Doug-are together. Doug thinks I ama great nother."
"Doug and | have never been closer,"” says Tom "He's our pride and joy.
He gets into trouble fromtine to time, but he tells us the truth. Mg

insults us." "What does it take to convince people to get her off the
streets?" Tom asks. "Does she need to be gang-raped? Shoul d asks. "Does
she need to be gang-raped? Should we let her kill soneone with a car?"

"I f we had enough noney our problens woul d be solved," said Elizabeth.
"But there's nothing left; no college noney, no savings. It all went to
Meggan' s therapists and her private schools." The Scanlons are $42, 000
in debt, "conpletely at risk every day of our lives." Tom sighs,
squirns, and turns to face the wall. "I have to abandon ny daughter in
order to receive public services? | guess | haven't paid ny taxes al
these years.” "I can't understand why you refuse to refer her to

Mayvi ew, " Elizabeth says to Debbie Rubin. "It is not clear to ne that
Meggan is not going to Mayview," Rubin replies calmy. "Wat | have

al ways hoped is that someone woul d take her away fromus and take care
of her," says Elizabeth. "But
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dead." She pauses to snatch anot her Kl eenex and wi pe her eyes. "In lieu
of that -1 mean instead of killing her, which is what | really want to

do-1 have decided to | eave. To | eave Tom to | eave Meggan, to | eave
Doug- everybody. It's not pretty, it's not right, but that's all there
is. | have begged for help. | have demanded help. But | can't do it
anynore. | can't go on. I'mleaving home." "I have been watching you out
of the corner of ny eye," Debbie says to Tom "What are you thinking?"
"I amsitting here listening to my death sentence,” he replies. "Yours
or Meggan's?" "If Meggan cones hone, Elizabeth will |eave nme. | fee

i ke someone is passing a |life sentence over nme for a crinme | did not
conmt." Tomrenmenbers the last tine Elizabeth left himan incident
precipitated by the same question with which they are attenpting to dea
today: What to do with Meggan? It had occurred the sumer foll owi ng her
expul sion from North Country. Because of continued warfare between the
two children, Doug and Meggan could not be at home al one at the sane
time, and the Scanl ons had exhausted their pool of babysitters willing
to go head-to-head with Meggan. Because Doug was younger, it was easier
to find child care for himoutside the hone, although at thirteen, he
had had enough. "One afternoon, Douglas and | were having a rather |oud
di scussi on about the problem" said Elizabeth. "I was upset and he was
upset and we weren't coning to any good concl usi ons. Meggan suddenly
started telling me how | should have handled the situation.” Elizabeth
had al ways known deep in her heart that sooner or |later she would reach
a point of no return-a noment when her daughter's unyielding assaults
upon her would force her either to lose her mind entirely or to flee.
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instinctively saying the things to which Elizabeth was nbst sensitive.
"I'"ve talked to other nothers with kids Iike Meggan. They all relate the
sane kind of thing. Sonetimes you know damn well you did wong, but it's
extraordinarily painful to listen to." Odinarily Elizabeth woul d have
fought back, -or |ocked herself in her room But Meggan had picked the
absol ute worst nonment to | aunch an attack. "I left the house and noved
inwith agirlfriend." Although Tom understood that Elizabeth had
reached a breaking point and needed respite from Meggan-the days he
remai ned al one as a single parent had been devastating. "There were days
when | went to work and could barely function. The night that Elizabeth
left I just sat and cried the whole night. Meggan made fun of ne. She
said, "You're acting like a jerk. She'll be back. Wat are you worried
aboud' Doug was as upset as | was. He went into his roomand cried. |

sat on the bed and cried with him Mg went out and chose not to cone

hone until midnight without telling ne where she was going. | could have
just killed her." Tom snaps a Kl eenex fromthe box and dabs the tears
fromhis eyes. He buries his face in his hands. "I sinply have to get
away because | get afraid that |'"'mjust going to die, that this
situation with Meggan is going to kill ne, that she is killing nmy soul,"
says Elizabeth. "It sounds really awful. | feel helpless and out of
control. | can barely tal k when Meggan is hone, because | don't have
anything to offer her anynore. | visualize nyself as one of the shadows
on the street after the bonbi ng of Nagasaki and Hiroshima. | saw the

pi ctures of those people who were just nmere shadows on the pavenent.
That's how empty | felt when | had left Tom | felt Iike there was
nothing .there. | had no presence. | was a shadow on the pavenent. | had
to get out." "My best friend is divorced. She's been on her own for
years. She goes home every night to a quiet apartnent and
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radi o- sonet hi ng wonderful. You go over there and it's quiet. GCh ny God!
| can renenber going to see her at lunch and crying and saying, | want
your life. | just want your whole life. I'Il give up everything el se.
Let me have it.' It's becom ng harder and harder to function, to get
through the day. | have to get ...... She searches for the words, but
Rubin finds them "You have to get away from Meggan your daughter.”
"That's right." "And you are willing to sacrifice your relationship with
Tonm?" "I will never sacrifice ny relationship with Tom But don't you
see? My feeling for Tomis deep inside of ne, and it will never go away.
Practically, | can live without him" "But can Tomlive w thout being
with you?" "No, he can't." "So what is going to happen to Tomif you

| eave?" "What is going to happen to ne," asks Elizabeth, "if | stay?"
Debbi e Rubin's shoes have been on and off four tines in the past ten

m nut es. Her voi ce becones high-pitched during such tense nonents, and
she has the tendency to press her chin on her fist and munbl e, forcing

Tomto lean forward. "I can't hear you," he says. "The sad part about

all of this," says Rubin, repeating herself, "is that your guilt over
giving up Meggan is not going to go away even if you are successful in
pl aci ng her sonewhere. You will both always feel |ike beasts." "She
makes ne feel |ike a hostage," says Elizabeth. "Any nonment, she is going
to take her hot poker out and burn ne again. | can't explain it to
peopl e. She makes ne feel |like a battered wife. | can't deal with her. |

can't deal with a child who relishes ny hurt. The nore that | hurt, the
happi er she is. There ought to be shelters for battered nothers to
protect themfromtheir children. | cannot continually be terrorized by
a child. The cost is too high."
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t he one person who has gotten you through all of this is Tom" "That's
absolutely true," says Elizabeth. "But you want to | eave hin?" "Tom
can't protect ne fromher. He wants to, but he can't." Elizabeth raises

her voice. "I won't | ook for a new husband, and he won't be | ooking for
anewwfe. | will be with himin heart and spirit for the rest of ny
life." She is sobbing hysterically. She begins to choke. The four of us

sit in silence while she calnms herself. "Life wasn't really supposed to
be this hard. It really wasn't," she finally says. "W will work
together and do all we can to acconplish your objective. W will make
phone calls to anyone who will listen. W will fight the fight
together,"” Rubin tells them "Wat kind of tine frame are we talking
until you send her hone?" Tom asks abruptly. Rubin remains calm but she
is clearly perplexed. "I keep trying to tell you that | don't know that
we are going to send her hone. We're tal king the worst case
scenari o- hone. We know that we can keep her for another nonth-we have
our ways to do that, to sway the insurance conpany. And there's a chance
to get her into Mayview for anywhere fromthree to nine nonths. And then
maybe group hones." Toms face is red and wet. Hi s voice is choked and
weak. "For Godsake, Debbie, get her in there-to Mayvi ew. Get her
anywhere. just for a while. Please." "Maybe we should sell the house and
nove into an apartnment, take all the noney that's left and send her to

school for one nore year," says Elizabeth. "I'Il do that, happily," says
Tom "1'll do anything," he adds. Now Tomis sobbing. Elizabeth is
crying quietly. Debbie Rubin watches them both, playing with her shoes
and pressing her fist into her face. Tom says,"| have never been happier

inny life than | have been with Elizabeth."
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, to acconpany the surgeons on rounds, and to attend ethics conmittee
nmeeti ngs and social service consults at will. For Stuck in Tine, |
possessed a nmaster key to all units in one of the largest psychiatric
hospitals in the country, and | sat in as a silent observer in famly

t herapy between an adol escent child suffering from mani c depression, her
nmot her and father, and a promnent child psychiatrist. Key scenes and
dramatic confrontations in these books occurred during these periods of
privacy and intimacy, which are pretty much unavailable to the
traditional reporter. Al though the access | have achi eved behind
previously closed doors is quite special, it is not that rare for
experienced creative nonfiction witers, especially those who specialize
in what is often called inmersion journalism Tracy Kidder and John
McPhee have forged their leading reputations in the imrersion journalism
field because of their willingness to invest the tinme necessary to
literally immerse thenselves in a new and different way of life for

prol onged periods. 99
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The Creative Part In the Scanl on scene, you feel and see the confusion
and panic as you view the awful frustration of their lives through their
own eyes. You al so hear Elizabeth's agonized threat of suicide. But to
el ongate tension and point of view, there can be a second or third
scenic "twist." Wth the exception of playing with her shoes, Debbie
Rubin has skillfully led the session without exhibiting a great deal of
enoti on. She has been warm attentive, and responsive. Even now, Rubin
does not change her expression. She maintains eye contact with the

di straught nother. Rubin knows that suicide is not a new idea for

Eli zabeth, for she has previously admtted to Debbie that she considers
death a viable option to living with Meggan. But this tinme, she has
added another frightening winkle to her destructive scenario. "You
woul d | eave Tom and Doug with that |egacy of suicide?" Rubin asks her.

"No," says Elizabeth calmMy. "My newidea is that we will all three make
t he choice of going together." Renenber: The creative nonfiction witer
may not enploy "literary license"-the witer may not alter truth to

enhance the story or the dramatic narrative. In other words, witers
cannot create conversations that did not happen-or even dramatically
enbel I i sh upon those that did happen. But in creative nonfiction, the
writer is encouraged to capture the drama and force of real life, in the
nost literary way possible. The creative nonfiction witer is encouraged
to utilize all the literary techniques available to the fiction witer
in order to render his or her true story as dramatic, appealing, and
conpel |l i ng as possi bl e.
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4 Scenes: The Building Blocks of Creative Nonfiction 4.1 The Yel |l ow Test
Scenes (vignettes, episodes, slices of reality, and so forth) are the
bui I di ng bl ocks of creative nonfiction-the primary factor that separates
and defines literary and/or creative nonfiction fromtraditional
journalismand ordinary lifel ess prose. The uninspired witer wll tel

t he reader about a subject, place, or personality, but the creative
nonfiction witer will show that subject, place, or personality in
action. Before we discuss the actual content or construction of a scene,

| et nme suggest that you performwhat | like to call the yellow test.
Take a yel l ow highlighting marker and | eaf through sone of your favorite
magazi nes-Vanity Fair, Esquire, The New Yorker or the journal | edit,

Creative Nonfiction. Or return to favorite chapters in those previously
nment i oned books-Jaws, The Bridges of Madi son County, House, This Boy's
Life, The Red Badge of Courage. Highlight the scenes, just the scenes,

l ong and short. Then go back to the beginning and revi ew your handi work.
Chances are that anywhere from 75 percent to 95 percent of each essay,
short story, or novel selected will be yellow Plays are obviously
constructed with scenes, as are filns. Mst poens are very scenic.
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The Creative Part There's nothing fancy about a scene, by the way. A
scene is a story. The exanples in this book are all scenes-in Gene

Sol onon' s exam nation room on the Skyline Drive on the notorcycle, in
the psychiatrist's sanctuary with the Scanl ons-all scenes. Do a yell ow
test with the Readings in the back of this book: scenes. As the Pulitzer
Pri ze-wi nni ng author David MCull ough once said: "Witing a book is not
as conplicated as it seens; it's just a series of stories." 4.2
Integrating Scenes As a reader, you may not have noticed the
proliferation of scenes until now. Good witers understand that craft

t he techni ques they enploy- nust remain ever so subtle, so that the
witing itself never gets in the way of the story they are attenpting to
tell. Readers should not be aware of the fact that they are reading
scenes. The idea behind witing in scenes is to nake the prose flow so
snoothly that readers are entranced, |iving the experience about which
they are reading. Here's an exanple of a series of scenes or stories
knitted subtly together, but in a | ogical and chronol ogical pattern. Try
my "yell owi ng" technique, then count the actual scenes enbedded in this
one story. Othopedic surgery is not always the answer when a horse
loses its ability to race at full speed or its will to gallop
aggressively and win; in fact, surgeons at New Bolton have devel oped a
nunber of highly sophisticated diagnostic tools in order to understand
the often subtle and conplicated reasons why horses experience
difficulty on the race track. The horse Eric Parente has been asked to
evaluate is a quitter. This horse goes |like hell for five-sixths of the
race and then, just about the time the owners are counting their noney
and conputing their profits, he slows down. Scenes are pictures; they
are cinematic representations of reality, which elicit curiosity and
excitement, enticing the reader onward. 46
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There are sweat clothes and running shoes stashed under his desk. He's
wear i ng basketball shoes, white socks, khakis, and a light blue shirt
with a New Bolton enblemon it. The shirt is significantly winkl ed
after a long sem -sl eepl ess night. Arong other interests, Parente has
been focusing his attention upon the many problens having to do with

| ameness in the hock, which is a commopn ail ment for horses. Hocks are

i ke human ankl es. Steroids are usually used to treat these probl ens,
Parent e says. "The cheaper horses get nore steroids because they're not
going to win many races, so the owners race them and forget them

whereas for a nore expensive horse an owner will invest the noney to
permanently heal the | aneness and eradicate the pain. we walk fromhis
office to the Jeffords Treadnmill Facility, Parente discusses the horse

we are going to see, a chocolate brown three-year-old with a brown mane
and one white foot who seens to slow down at the home stretch, the point
at which he should be barreling at top speed. Prelininary exanination
has rul ed out obvi ous probl ens, such as | aneness. First, Parente nust
grind off the traction-inducing toe grabs on the horse's shoes, which
woul d tear into the rubber of the treadnmill. For this he uses a large
carpenter's sander with extra coarse sandpaper. He shows the grinder to
the horse and triggers it so that the horse can becone fanmiliar with its
sound-and also learn to trust him He places his hand on the horse, and
he holds on when the horse tries to jerk away. In a persistently gentle
manner, Parente holds, on tightly until the horse is confortable with
his touch. |'ve observed himpractice a simlar philosophy with the
horse's nouth during a dental exam nation. "Hold on, allow themto make
their objections. But be relaxed and firmat the same tine," he says.
Hor ses, Parente expl ai ned, have
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nmout hs-and an interdental space in the mddle. "So if your psychol ogy
fails, and they decide to bite down with your hands in their nouth, your
fingers will be safe if you keep themin the interdental space. As an
added safeguard, a veterinarian can reposition a horse's tongue to the
side so that it lies between nolars. Then, if they do get testy and
chonp down it will be on their own tongues, and they will be in nuch
nmore pain than you. In that way,, you can exam ne one side of the nmouth
inrelative safety. Then flip the tongue back to the other side of the
nmout h and conpl ete your exam nation." Now Parente slowy creeps under
the horse, lifts its front leg at the hock, and begins to grind. The

noi se is disturbing to the horse, as are the fiery netal sparks, which
he carefully directs away fromany contact with the horse. Leg coverings
have been w apped around the horse bel ow t he knee, but despite the three
students holding it and attenpting to keep it relatively still, the
horse rears up and ki cks, a hoof whizzing past Parente's shoul der as he
junps away. They try again. This time they enploy a tool nade of an ax
handle with a | oop of clothesline at the end. The loop is fitted around
the horse's nose, and the ax handle is twisted until the horse is

brought under control. It's called a twitch, as in "Do you want ne to
“twitch' him Dr. Parente?" After the grinding, the horse is allowed to
becone accustoned to the treadnm |l by wal king around it, sniffing and

nudging it with his nose. Then he is led up the ranmp and onto the natted
rubber floor; eventually he is tethered up against a breastplate. The
speed of the running surface is controlled froma console. The treadml|
simul ates racing conditions. At a top speed of 37 mles per hour its
running surface is elevated to an uphill slope of six degrees, which
forces animals to work harder. For diagnostic procedures, the animal is
wor ked up
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beats per mnute, the heart rate at racing speed. In the process, sports
medi cine clinicians conpile an inpressive broadside of tests, including
cardi ovascul ar evaluation utilizing a radio telenetric heart nonitor. An
endoscope, inserted into the horse's throat through a nostril, reveals
the larynx, viewed on a large TV screen to detect irregularities that
may shed light on the "noisy breathing" of a racer, a sign that a
horse's airway i s sonmehow being restricted. Qther crucial measurenents
conpi l ed while the horse is running include oxygen consunption, C02 and
lactic acid production, respiratory and upper airway flow, blood and
venous pressures, blood gases, glucose netabolism and oxygenation.
These nmeasurenents are fed into three conputers that are located in the
di agnostic | aboratory adjacent to the treadmill. In addition to two
stalls, the centerpiece of the building is a twelve-wi ndowed steeple
braced by two nmagnificent arches that rise dramatically to the ceiling.
"It's kind of |ike the Sistine Chapel," Parente says. The treadnill,
made by Wal mani k I nternational Corporation in Freedom PA is fully

encl osed by bul | et proof pol ycarbonate in case a horse | oses a shoe while
gal | opi ng. Perhaps one thousand standardbred and thoroughbred horses
have been evaluated on this treadm || since the diagnostic center was
opened in 1992. "1 guess you could find out what's wong with this horse
sooner or later by trial and error, but the investnent in tine and
energy mght be prohibitive," Parente says. Now the treadm |l is
activated, allowing the horse to walk, at first slowy and then nore
briskly. Gadually, the horse is led into a sl ow and steady trot,

| asting just a few minutes. The pace is reduced, then once again
increased. This tinme the horse is worked froma walk to a trot to a
canter. It is anusing to observe the horse orient hinmself to the
treadnmill. The floor suddenly starts to nove beneath
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staying right where they are. The horse steps gingerly on the noving
tread, as if attenpting to clutch the ground with nonexistent toes.

Att endants have been stationed on both sides of the horse to steady and
control himw th guide ropes. Once in a while, the horse bristles. H's
pace breaks. A couple of taps on the rear with a crop by one of the
attendants remnds himto resune his unhurried canter. The space beneath
the treadm |l is hollow, and the hooves striking the tread nmake deep,
full-tinbered drunbeats. As the horse's speed increases, hooves
poundi ng, the intensity infects everybody gathered in the conpl ex,
students, observers, and clinicians alike. But before the horse reaches
his gal | opi ng peak of power, the pace is eased again. The horse is

bat hed and rested. An hour later, the official test begins. The horse
ran two nmiles in the warmup phase, but the test will be about two and a
half mles |ong-and nuch nore intense. Wile waiting, Parente shows ne
vi deot apes of a racing horse's nornal breathing rhythmrecorded by the
endoscope. "Before having the capacity to videotape the action in the
epiglottis, veterinarians would have to interview jockeys about the
“noi sy breathing' a horse was making. O the vet had to sit on a rail
and listen as the horse galloped by." Since joining the treadml|

di agnostic team and identifying and repairing breathing problens, which
has becone a special interest, Parente has had one horse achi eve a
lifetinme speed mark. "I | ook at the newspaper fromtine to tine to see
who's racing, and | often recognize the nanes of the w nners as horses
worked on. That's a great payback."” Another payback is closer to his
heart: As a young boy, Parente's father spent a great deal of time at
the racetrack with a favorite great aunt. Inspired by his father's
stories,
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veterinary nedicine as a career and equine surgery as a specialty, even
t hough he has hardly ever ridden a horse. Even now, six years out of
veterinary school, he suspects he hasn't been in the saddle ten tinmes in
his entire life. His father is unconfortable |eading a horse on a | eash.
But Parente, his father, brother or nother are not the | east bit

unconf ortabl e buyi ng and raci ng thoroughbred horses. The fanmily started
with a $5,000 cheap clainer and is now involved in the upper echel on of
horse raci ng known as "stakes racing" as owners of a two-year-old

t hor oughbred whose grandfather is the famed triple-crowm w nner, Seattle
Sl ew. Their thoroughbred' s father is named Houston, and Parente's
father's nicknanme for his favorite great aunt was Ziz. Thus, their horse
acquired his name, Tex Ziz Slew. Parente, who is engaged to an equine
veterinarian he met at Cornell, is happy with his work and his life.
"The horses are athletes. And the challenge is both physical and
intellectual. You try to finesse rather than overpower the animal. To
nme, that's what racing and training is all about." Soon the quitter is
brought back onto the treadnill. The breastplate in front of the horse
is renoved, because the team has found that when horses begin to
flat-out gallop, they sonetines get so carried away that they want to
try to junp over it. Now everyone gathers around, positioning thenselves
in front of a nonitor. Then an attendant steps forward, placing the
twitch on the horse, as Parente inserts the endoscope tube into the
horse's nostril for the videotape of the throat. Now the twitch is
removed. The treadm || elevation is increased three degrees. The horse
wal ks, trots, canters-and then explodes into a sustained gall op. Against
the black tread of the floor, the brown hooves are lost in the blur of
his gallop; all we can see after a while is the flash of a single white
hoof. Hi s mane i s bouncing against his neck. The thundering sound is
deaf eni ng. The horse begins to snort. He is being slapped on the butt
with a crop fromboth sides now H's body is strained. H's
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excitement. A technician is yelling out nunbers as she gl ances back and
forth at the heart nmonitor. A veterinarian visiting fromGChio State
University is bellow ng "Hup! Hup!" Soneone el se begins to yell "Yahoo!"
The scene is hypnotic. Everyone is either screaming or stonping their
feet. Suddenly, at the two-nile nark, sonething happens. A subtle
measure of intensity in the horse seens to dissipate. Did he | ose
monentun? Did that stallion, that gallant racer, in fact quite He is

sl apped several nore tinmes with the crops, but clearly sonething
significant has occurred. The treadnill slows down, gradually. The test
is over. The veterinarian from Chio State appl auds. |Inmediately Eric
Parente goes to the videotape, rewinds it, and plays it back. "Here's
the problem"™ The horse is displacing his palate, which folds up over
the epiglottis and partially restricts breathing. "Listen to the sound,"
Parente says, turning up the volunme. "Hear it? Huh, huh, huh. H s airway
cl oses down on himfromtinme to time, and he's struggling, can't expire
fully, and since he can't expire fully, he also can't get a fresh ful
swal l ow of air. So when he breathes in, half of the air he's trying to
breat he has already been used. It's all here on the tape," Parente
concludes. |s "noisy breathing" the same as "roaring"? "A roarer," he
explains, "can't open his arytenoid all the way because of fatigue. Wen
a horse is going full-tilt both arytenoids should renmain conpletely
open. A horse will roar when one coll apses and shuts down." The
arytenoid flaps every tine the horse breathes in, the way the sw nging
door to a cowboy sal oon flaps when anyone enters the room A couple of
di fferent surgical procedures are used to help silence the roaring
horse. One is a laryngopl asty, which involves tying back the arytenoid
so that the paral yzed vocal chord is renoved fromthe airway. Sports
medi ci ne surgeons
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perform about 100 of these procedures a year. Oficially, the quitter's
di agnosi s is dorsal displacenment of the soft palate. It's a functional
problemin the throat as conpared to a structural problem which neans
that it may be nore difficult to repair. Parente will suggest a m nor
procedure that has been borrowed by veterinarians frompediatric
surgeons. For children with aphonia, who cannot trigger enough vibration
in their vocal chords to nake a noise, a liquid Teflon-like material is
injected under the epiglottis. Scar tissue is forned, stiffening the
bottom of the epiglottis. The tool utilized for the procedure resenbl es
a caul king gun with a long needle. Pediatric surgeons inject the Teflon
in this way through the nmouths of children who are under anesthesia. "W
do it with an incision underneath the larynx. You couldn't ever reach
the epiglottis through the horse's nmouth. W've had relatively good
success with this procedure for horses who displace," Parente concl udes.
"This may not be the horse's only problem but it is a partial answer to
t he owner's naggi ng question: Wiy does this horse quit.?"" How many of
those crucial building blocks called "scenes" cone together to be
integrated into one overall story? Again, nmuch depends on how you define
or isolate the scene, but here's a pretty safe breakdown , begi nning
with the statenent of the problemthe horse is a quitter. From Parente's
office (1) to grinding the quitter's shoes and "tw tching" (2); checking
out the treadm | (3); activating treadm|l-first run (4); second run
(5); wild gallop and then the horse suddenly quits (6); Parente's

di agnosis: Way this horse quits. Performthe yell ow test on the essays

in the Readi ngs section. Count the scenes-you'll be surprised at how
many you di scover. There are nore than a dozen in Donald Morrill's "I
Gve Up Smiling," in a voyage that takes the reader worldw de, while

Margaret G bson is equally scenic although her story takes place nostly
inrural Virginia. In fact, while



Page 42

The Creative Part you are reading and counting, block out the dial ogue
and description in order to see how scenes are constructed and how, once
those scenes are intact, they are integrated into a larger story. 4.3
Leads Thrust the Reader into the Essay W live in a very cinematic
culture. W don't go to a novie theatre anynore--it's now called a

ci nepl ex-and there are often reach into the water glass on the

ni ght stand beside their bed. Only then did she put in her new teeth. "A
Garden in Wnter" BY JEANNE MARI E | ASKAS This was supposed to be the
weekend | put ny garden to bed for winter -tinme to clip the lilac
suckers, mulch some perennials and tuck in a few |last bul bs-but instead
I"'mon a train to Phil adel phia to say goodbye to a friend who is dying.

I had planned for my hands to be happily imersed in dirt, but then

got the call asking, "WII you cone hold ny hand?" She never asked ne to
hol d her hand before. |I'mthinking about her, and ny garden, and
suddenly I'mreconfirmng nmy resolve to specialize in perennials, plants
that only pretend to die. They surprise you each spring with a
resurrection you never really expect, but then there it is. Some
gardeners here in Zone 7 are engaged right nowin the noble struggle to
make wi nter gardens grow. | hear tales of plastic sheeting over spindly
carrot plants and other extravagant ways to deny frost. Year-round
gardeni ng in Washi ngton i s possible, depending on what kind of gardener
you are and what you're in it for. People grow spinach, l|ettuce, beets
and cabbage all winter lIong. And | eeks, you can always Published
originally by The Washi ngton Post Magazi ne, Decenber 13, 1900. Reprinted
with perm ssion of the author. 177
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Appendi x 5 Daniel was nore interested in contenplating these itens in

t he questionabl e safety of his room Daniel is short and broad, part
nmuscle fromhis recent forays into weight lifting and part paunch from
overeating. It was not unusual for himto devour an entire |arge pizza
W th nushroons, sausage, and pepperoni-our traditional

Sat ur day- aft ernoon snack-foll owed by a few hot sausage hoagi es for

di nner. Over the past three years, he had changed a good deal

physi cally; when he was twel ve, he wei ghed ninety pounds, a frail and
exceedingly delicate feather of a boy; now, still very short, he could
be nore aptly described as a fireplug. W stopped at the top of the
steps, and | put mnmy hands on his shoulders. Ruffling his curly hair with
ny hand, | joked about how dirty he was and made a crack about his ears,
which are unusually small. | could al nost always get himto [ augh by

i nvoking his ears or by pointing out that he was nost handsone on
Hal | oneen, when he wore a nmask. But this tinme he did not |augh, or
protest; he was so sonber that | pulled himdown on the stoop and | ooked
himstraight in the eye. "C non, Dan. Sonething' s wong. Wat's going
on?" Although |I could see it coning, | was surprised at the power of his
enotions. A nask of fear suddenly exploded onto his face, and he began
to whine, like a small, frightened child. "Ch, |I'mso scared," he said.
"He's going to kill nme." H's eyes darted crazily, and he tried to stand
up and run, but | held on to him "I won't |let anyone hurt you." Tears
were streanm ng down his face, which he buried in ny chest. "A man

mol ested nme." He reached down and began squeezing his buttocks. "Onh, it
hurts,” he wailed. "It hurts so bad back there." Daniel poured out his
story in the mdst of choking sobs. He had worked in the basenment for
hal f an hour or so, dragging out a mess of discarded tinber, enpty paint
cans, and old furniture, and then decided to take a five-mnute walk to
the | ocal convenience store for a soda. There's a bank of pay phones on
t he corner beside the store, and as he was passing, a phone was ringing.
Dani el answered. A nale voice at the other end said that he had been

wai ting for Daniel and would kill himif he didn't do what he was told.
"Yeah, sure," Daniel had replied, hanging up the phone and going to the
store. 162
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Kill" in the Readings section. Blackie on TV establishes a nood, but the
first real scene, at least as it relates to the story being told, is
when Edwin kills a chicken. Both nethods can and do work. The objective
is to start a story and introduce the nain characters and the conflict
in which they are involved or the problemthat confronts themin an
action-oriented manner. In this manner, a good |ead mani pul ates and
compel s the reader to read further. 4.4 Reading with a Doubl e
Perspective This nmight be the tine to point out the difference between
reading as a reader and reading as a witer. As witers, we nust |earn
to read the products we produce through the eyes of the people we are
trying to reach. This is how editors choose the essays, articles, or
books they decide to publish. It is not only what they, personally, |ike
to read that counts, although that is an inportant factor. Wiat will
appeal to their readers also natters. If you were a buyer for a
department store, a manufacturer's representative night cone to see you
with a sanple case full of shoes. You might be inpressed with the style
and quality of the products the sal esperson presents, but before you buy
you rust be convinced that your custoners will be equally inpressed, so
much so that they will buy enough of the shoes to allow for a healthy
profit for your conpany. Anal ogously, you nust |earn to anal yze your
essay through a reader's eye. However, what we are doing in this book
nmore than anything else, is learning to exanmine our work with a witer's
eye to understand the elenments or the architecture of creative
nonfiction. Engineers, for instance , will exanmine a bridge in two
distinctively different ways: First, they will consider how it |ooks
fromthe surface, to the people who will walk or drive across the
bridge. Then, their eyes will dig deeper, noting and eval uating the
structural pattern and integrity of the edifice. Simlarly, the witer
shoul d visualize the structural elenents of essays, chapters, books, and
so forth, in order to achieve intellectual harnmony with the work,
specifically, and the reader, generally. The architecture
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repeated use of scenes. 4.5 The Elenments of a Scene Wrds and concepts
to renenber: Scenes are the building blocks of creative nonfiction.
Scenes specifically and creative nonfiction generally are
action-oriented, cinenmatic, three dinensional. They may contain all the
devi ces through which the best fiction is constructed, including

di al ogue, description, point of view, and specificity and intinmacy of

detail. Scenes nove the narrative forward and conpel the reader to stay
i nvol ved. Scenes are dramatic; they often pose a conflict that prom ses
resolution , which is another reason a reader will remain involved. The

conflict is established imediately in the Sol onon scene when he asks,
"Tell me what you feed her." The woman gul ps and | owers her head. Now
the reader will want to know why the wonan is enbarrassed. This is the
sane conflict Jeanne Marie Laskas establishes when she says, |'m

t hi nki ng about her, and ny garden, and suddenly |'mreconfirm ng ny
resolve to specialize in perennials, plants that only pretend to die.
They surprise you each spring with a resurrection you never really
expect, but then there it is. Some gardeners here in Zone 7 are engaged
right nowin the noble struggle to make wi nter gardens grow. | hear
tales of plastic sheeting over spindly carrot plants and ot her
extravagant ways to deny frost. Year-round gardening in Washington is
possi bl e, dependi ng on what kind of gardener you are and what you're in
it for. People grow spinach, |ettuce, beets and cabbage all w nter |ong.
And | eeks, you can always Published originally by The Washi ngt on Post
Magazi ne, Decenber 13, 1900. Reprinted with perm ssion of the author.
177
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video culture, a witer nust evoke a three- dinensional portrait of the
subj ect about which he the woodshed and conti nue on behind it. But on
this one Saturday norning, | saw Edwin in front of the open shed, in
baggy overalls, no shirt on. He was Marie's husband. A hen fluttered and
squawked in one of his hands. He had her by the ankle part of her |egs,
and her yellow feet stuck out the back of a hand as big as a basebal
mtt. Sun flashed off the head of the hatchet that hung in the ring of
his overalls. | stopped still and watched himintently. Wat was he

doi ng? He was whistling. My sister-Betsy, we called her then-was
lingering at the old bathtub set out in the yard. Al though we weren't
supposed to, she was running water into it fromthe old hose, raising
the water in it to give to the cows and horses we al ways hoped woul d one
day materialize fromthe pages of our books or fromthe pastures of nore
affluent farns in Anmelia. She liked to sprinkle water on her toes and on
to her exposed tumry soft and pale between the little ruff led halter
and the elastic band of her shorts. | turned back to Edwin. He didn't

Il et on that he saw us, but then he never did. Wy should he have to dea
with Mss Doyle's city girls? | didn't know anything about his life,
except that he was married to Marie, canme to Aunt T's to chop wood, and
he kept to hinself. Years later, Marie would tell ne he liked a beer on
Saturday night. They had a boy naned Juni or who had been hurt in the
war. He had one armand pinned the enpty sleeve of his shirt to the side
of the shirt so it wouldn't flap. That's what Marie said he did when |
asked her what about the enpty shirt sleeve. | had never seen Junior.
You coul d ask Marie questions , and she would answer in her sharp, high,
anmused voice. She gave ne little jobs in the kitchen, swatting flies
when they got too bad, and she let ne pat the rolls into place on the
tin sheets before she put them 187
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stopped still and watched himintently. Wat was he doi ng? He was
whistling. 4.7 The Art and Craft of Creative Nonfiction The witing
process is not a scientific endeavor, despite ny enphasis on the anatony
or architecture of the essay. The writing process contains two integral
parts, beginning with an essential spontaneity, which is the cornerstone
of the creative experience. Poets, conposers, and scul ptors do not
create by thinking about the basic structures and patterns in their
craft, such as rhyne, neter, shape, and so forth. This is inherent,

i ngrai ned know edge-sonething they feel or know instinctively and have
studi ed and contenpl ated over the years. Superstar athletes-baseball

pl ayers, basketball players, tennis stars- study forehands, foul shots,
fielding techniques. But during a game or match, their bodies perform
spont aneously. After a gane, they will isolate their nistakes by
studyi ng a vi deotape or using other evaluation tools. So will scul ptors
or conposers who refine spontaneous creative efforts. But during the
process of playing (witing, creating, and so forth), an instinctive
fluidity is necessarily let loose. Sinilarly, in the creative nonfiction
writing process, the anatony or architecture of the essay eventually
shoul d be ingrained so that the witer instinctively conceptualizes
scenes, stories, dialogue, and so forth and applies themduring the
witing effort. After the spontaneously creative effort, during the nany
necessary revisions, structure and craft cone into play nore directly.
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brilliant, violent Acadeny Award- w nning (Best Screenplay) film
actually begins in a diner with a conversation between two psychopat hic
| overs who, in the course of eating breakfast, decide to stage a hol dup
stealing noney fromthe cash register and fromall the custoners. But
before the viewer knows whether the crinme ever takes place, Tarantino

fl ashes back 24 hours to introduce a nunber of key characters invol ved
tangentially in a smarny web of drug-induced corruption and nurder. In a
series of tautly paced and powerful scenes, Tarantino plunges the filns
stars, Bruce WIllis, John Travolta, Samuel Jackson, Harvey Keitel, Uma
Thur man, Roseanna Arquette, and Eric Stoltz, into situations that |ead
to dangerous conflict in each of their lives and sinultaneously
denmonstrate gritty entangl enents anong them Mst of the conflict has
been resolved and the filmis nearly over when Jackson and Travolta
decide to end a harrow ng and exhausting day and ni ght with breakfast at
a diner-the sane diner where the novie began. They slide into a booth
and place their orders a few ninutes before the psychopathic couple
stage their crazed and daring hold-up. The two nen allow the robbery to
take place whil e saf eguard-
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progresses forward to a surprising and ironic point at which one of the
two is shot and killed. What | have described to you is the very basic
plot outline of the film which, for creative nonfiction, mght nore
aptly be called the story structure or the frane. The frame represents a
way of ordering or controlling a witer's narrative so that the el enents
of his book, article, or essay are presented in an interesting and
orderly fashion with an interlaced integrity frombeginning to end. 5.2
The Chronol ogical Story Sone frames are very conplicated, as in Pulp
Fiction, where Tarantino skillfully tangles and mani pul ates tine. But
the nost basic frane is a sinple beginning-to-end chronol ogy. For
exanpl e, Hoop Dreans, a dranmatic docunentary, begins with two African
Anerican teenage basketball stars who live in a ghetto and share a dream
of stardomin the NBA. The filmdramatically tracks both of their
careers over the next six years. The essays in the Readings section al so
are chronological. Can you find the frame or story structure in the
excerpts so far reprinted in this book? The story of the quitter horse

on the treadnill sticks to a very basic four-scene chronol ogy: from an
introduction of Dr. Parente in his office, to the horse working out
twice on the treadnm |1, to the final diagnosis-the resolution. The Wendy

Freeman di s-buddi ng scene is part of a nmuch |onger essay, but it is also
framed chronol ogically. The essay begi ns when she | eaves her office in
the early norning to go on a series of house or farmecalls: Dr. Wendy
Freeman, who is a Field Service veterinarian at New Bolton, the rura
canpus of the University of Pennsylvania's School of Veterinary
Medi ci ne, guns the nobile clinic pickup truck out of the parking | ot and
down the road, the oversize rear tires spitting gravel
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t he essay ends when she returns to her office in the late afternoon to
see a final patient and to performa sad but unavoi dabl e eut hanasi a.
Wendy Freenman stoops on a patch of grass adjacent to the parking | ot
near her office, exam ning a brown Nubian goat inflicted with a rare

ki dney di sease far too expensive for its owner to afford to treat. The
goat's owner is a wonan wi th whom she has worked for a half dozen years
who is suffering froman increasingly debilitating case of nmultiple
sclerosis. The conversation is short and to the point; the woman's
options are significantly limted. "Okay," she says to the veterinarian,
hol di ng her hand like a traffic policenman, pal m straightforward,
signalling STOP "That's enough tal k." Looking back, | realize that the
eut hanasi a happened quite quickly, but at the tine it occurred, the
process seened agoni zingly long. | watched it in kind of a 10-second
delay, as if it was being played back to ne in slow notion. Wendy
Freeman takes out a catheter with a long tube filled with pink liquid
(sodi um phenobarbital) and injects it into the goat's neck. First bl ood
spatters onto the veterinarian's hand fromthe catheter. For an instant,
the little goat seens to sinultaneously inflate itself-and nonmentarily
freeze-m dair. Then cones a silent single shudder that ripples like
gui et thunder through every dip and graceful curve of her dramatic and
bi blical body. Finally, the goat caves in, collapses on the grass with a
muf fl ed thud. Now t he worman cries. She sits on the ground and pets her
goat, stroking the goat's ears and |l aying each ear, one at a tinme, back
on top of the forehead, tears stream ng down her wrinkled cheeks.
Freeman reaches down and attenpts to close the goat's eyes with the
pal ms of her hands. But the eyes open back up again, continuing to
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i ke dianonds or stained glass glinting in the sun. | don't know if
anyone realized what has happened at that particular nmonent. O why
Freeman sel ected such a public place to performsuch a private act. Many
peopl e seenmed to be going about their day as if nothing had changed, as
if an animal hadn't lost a life and a worman, who herself is slowy
dying, hadn't lost a friend. On the other side of the grass, a stable
hand | oading a horse on a trailer is talking loudly to a conpani on.

Mai nt enance workers drive by, smiling and wavi ng. Daphne, a high schoo
student who has been interning with Freeman, has joined us in our tight
little circle of mourning. The goat continues to shudder and groan, the
woman stroking its ears. "He's al ready dead," the woman says al oud.
"Even though he's making these noises, | know they're involuntary. He's
not comning back." Soon the woman struggles to her feet, hobbles back to
the road and clinbs shakily into her pick-up truck. She starts the notor
and drives away. | can see her watching us in her rearview mrror. Now
Daphne, the veterinarian and | are standing al one on the grass, staring
quietly down at the goat. "It was a nice goat," Wendy Freeman says. "I
wanted to tell the woman, "Let's put her in the hospital and |'I| pay
the charges to fix her up.' It would have cost $300. But | do too nuch
of that; | just didn't want to spend ny own noney this tine." 5.3
Mani pul ating Tine A bit nore conplicated frame (but not as convoluted as
Pulp Fiction) is Forrest GQunp, which opens with Tom Hanks sitting on a
bus-stop bench sharing the details of his life frombirth up to this
morment with any stranger willing to listen. Wien the viewer finally

| earns how Gunp canme to be sitting on this bench and where the bus will
take him half
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boards the bus. As denonstrated in Pulp Fiction and Forrest Gunp,
witers do not always frame in a strictly chronol ogi cal sequence. My
book, One Children's Place, begins in the operating roomat a children's
hospital, introducing a surgeon, whose nane is Marc Rowe, his severely
handi capped patient, Danielle, and her nother. Debbie has dedi cated
every waki ng nonment to her daughter Danielle, including two years of her
life spent inside the walls of this hospital with other parents from al
across the world whose children's lives are too endangered to | eave the
confines of the hospital. As Danielle's surgery goes forward, the reader
tours the hospital in a very intimte way: observing in the Emergency
Room participating in helicopter rescue m ssions as part of the
energency traunma team attending ethics meetings, well-baby clinics,
child abuse exami nations. The reader is taken into every conceivable
activity at a typical high- acuity children's hospital, learning from
the inside out how such an institution and the people it services and
supports function on an hour- by-hour basis. W even |learn of Marc
Rowe's guilty consci ence about how he has slighted his own wife and
children over the years so that he can care for other famlies. The book
ends when Danielle is released fromthe hospital. | dedicated two years
to researching and witing this book, returning on a day-and-ni ght basis
to Children's Hospital in order to understand the hospital and the
peopl e who nade it special, but the story in which it is franmed begins
and ends in a few nonths. Many Sl eepl ess Nights, ny book about the world
of organ transplantation , begins when 15-year-old Richie Becker
secretly takes his father's sports car on a joy ride. Three bl ocks from
his hone, he waps the car around a tree and i s subsequently decl ared
brain dead at the | ocal hospital . Devastated by the experience, but
hopi ng for some positive outconme to such a sensel ess tragedy, Richie's
father, Dick, donates his son's organs for transplantation. Then the
story flashes back a half century, detailing surgeons' first attenpts at
transplantation and all the experinmentation and controversy | eading up
to the devel opnent and acceptance of transplant techniques.
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an incurable heart di sease, and Rebecca Treat, a recent high school
graduate with hepatitis, who is in a coma and near death. Richie
Becker's liver is transplanted into Rebecca, and his heart and |ungs are
sewn into Ms. Fulk. The | ast scene of the book is dramatic and telling
and finishes the frame three years later, when Wnkle Fulk travels to
Charlotte, North Carolina, to personally thank Richie's father for his
son's gift of life. At the end of the evening, just as we were about to
say goodbye and return to the notel, D ck Becker stood up in the center
of the living roomof his house, paused, and then wal ked sl owy and
hesitantly over toward W nkle Ful k, who had once stood al one at the
preci pice of death. He eased hinself down on his knees, took W nkle Ful k
by the shoul der, and sinultaneously drew her closer, as he | eaned
forward and placed his ear gently but firmy between her breasts, and

t hen at her back. Everyone in that roomwas suddenly and silently
breat hl ess, watching as Dick Becker listened for the last time to the
absol utely astounding mracle of organ transplantation: the heart and
the lungs of his dead son Richie, beating faithfully and unceasingly
inside this stranger's warmand | oving chest. 5.4 G rcular Construction
Note the circular way in which essays are constructed. Many Sl eepl ess

Ni ghts begins and ends with Richie Becker; One Children's Place begins
and ends with little Danielle; Stuck in Tinme begins and ends with

Dani el . Even the essay about the treadm || begins with the concept of
the quitter (a horse that quits) and ends with the repetition of the
phrase along with the resolution of the problem(a partial answer to the
owner's naggi ng question: "Wiy does this horse quit?") just as Quentin
Tarantino chooses to begin and end (alnost) in a diner
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Framing 5.5 Finding a Frame As in nmany questions about witing, there is
not an easy way to explain howto find a story that frames your
narrative. On the surface, one mght say, "Well, I'Il just tell the
story frombeginning to end-a sinple chronology.” That m ght be a
perfectly appropriate idea, but it is not so cut-and-dried. Forrest GQunp
m ght not be nearly as effective beginning with his birth and
chronicling his early years; viewers remain interested partially because
they want to know why he is sitting on the bus-stop bench, just as in
Pulp Fiction, after the first diner scene, when the crazed couple plan
the hold-up, a conpletely unrelated story is told. But in the back of a
reader's mind exists a growing curiosity about how and when the diner
scene will fit in. This significantly enhances suspense. Even if you
decide that a story told in chronological order is the best and nost

ef fective idea, how does a witer know when, exactly, to begin the
chronol ogy? For "The Quitter," | actually spent a couple of days with
Parente, |earning about his life as an equi ne sports nedici ne surgeon .
This was the sixth horse | had observed going through the treadnill

di agnostic process. The best answer to finding a frane and where in the
process to start it is to isolate a point in the story at which a mgjor
action or conflict or idea resolution is about to take place. Begin a
little bit before that point so that you can easily work up to it.
Starting a frane or story as close to the heat of the action as possible
is the best way to involve readers and conpel themonward. 5.6 Classic
Frames and Essential Schedul es Janes Bal dwi n's popul ar and fascinating
aut obi ography of his first 21 years is framed by the funeral of his
father, which is introduced on the first page and is finally concl uded
53 pai nful and conpel ling pages |later when his father is actually

| owered into the ground. John Wdeman's Brothers and Keepers begi ns when
W deman's younger brother Robert is involved in a robbery that goes
sour,
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The Creative Part panics and shoots his victim then travels to Womn ng
to touch base with his elder brother. It ends with Robert in jail a few
years later. The book provides an incredible history of Wdenan's famly
in the ghetto, of Wdeman's search for respectability and escape, and an
under standi ng of Robert's inability he rigged it to drop a weight on his
head. | cannot say that | believe this, though a novel |ike The Sea Wl f
is evidence that sone sort of weight fell on his head with sone
frequency- though you wouldn't think a man would claimcredit for it." A
writer's working accommdations are usually spare, not a place to
entertain or be entertained-or to be amused or distracted. On Cape Cod,
where she wote this book, Dillard worked in a prefabricated tool shed,
8 x 10 feet, the kind you buy at Hechingers or K-Mart, cramed with all
of the high-tech necessities, |like conputer, printer, photocopying

machi ne, air conditioner, heater and, of course, a coffee pot or kettle.
When she became too interested in the world outside her shed, she cut

out squares of paper and pasted them over each pane of glass. Then, so
as not to feel too boxed in, she painted realistic renditions of birds,
trees, and wildflowers. Dillard' s essay ends exactly as it begins,
pondering her own schedules in witing and life. Al of the essays
offered in the Readings section of this book are also franmed. Margaret

G bson's "Thou Shalt Not Kill" is franmed chronol ogically around a sumer
visiting her famly's farmand the nany realities of survival in both
urban and country life, such as raising aninals for food.
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Framing Donald Morrill's essay contains a double franme, as does Jeanne
Mari e Laskas' "Garden in Wnter," for they are witing parall el
narratives, that is, telling two stories sinmultaneously and integrating
them so they read as one overall narrative. The tragic |oneliness and
hardship of a woman's life is relived in "Teeth," an essay about a wonman
who lives in the Pennsyl vani a backwoods . The essay is franmed from
beginning to end in a sequence that is perhaps in literal time-the

begi nning and the end of the story are only about a half hour apart. 5.7
The Eccentricities o f the Witing Life As you m ght have gathered by
readi ng ny description of Dillard' s "The Witer's Life," witers are
permitted (and usually expected) to be eccentric, exhibiting behaviors
often triggered by the nonklike existence they are forced to endure for
hours on end, then seeking relief, finding balance. Jack London is said
to have been al coholic and socially inept, as was Thomas Wl fe, who
someti mes wote nonstop for 36 hours, then drank whi skey and caroused

t hrough Greenwich Village until he collapsed in a stupor of exhaustion
and relief. Qther literary superstars then and now, F. Scott Fitzgerald,
Trunman Capote, and Raynond Carver included, were simlarly unable to

bal ance the isolation required by the witing and the appetite to live
life toits fullest, perhaps as a relief fromthe cloistered witing
life. Creative nonfiction witers are pernmitted to be eccentric, but
they nust try not to be too egocentric. John MPhee di scusses his
craving for relief, as well, which sonetines arrives in ways that he

| east wants or expects. Hi s process of collecting information and
turning it into witing begins with notes in the field. He then types
those notes into an informational journal: basically unrelated, detailed
entries fromwhich he eventually works to produce a first draft. Then
one at a tinme, he attaches each page of the draft to a clipboard and
props the clipboard up in front of a day bed, "and then | lie down,"
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tops." This is John MPhee's schedule, the sane schedul e he foll ows each
day of his witing life, unless he is out in the field researching.
Rising early in the norning and wal ki ng to canpus. Preparing a beverage.
Thi nking. Contenplating his life and work. Witing on a regular
schedul e, day after dreary, difficult, drudge-filled day, is another
irreplaceable , inviolable bulwark of a witer's life. Just as nusicians
practice their instrunents every day, actors rehearse , basket bal

pl ayers shoot hoops, boxers do road work and spar- witers wite. As the
short story witer Flannery O Connor once observed, "Every norning

between 9:00 a.m and 12:00 P.M, | go to ny roomand sit in front of a
pi ece of paper. Many tines | just sit there with no ideas coming to ne.
But I know one thing. If an idea comes between 9:00 and ... for it." "A
witer," said Ernest Hemi ngway, "is like a well. There are as many ki nds
of wells as there are witers. The inportant thing is to have good water
inthe well, and it is better to take a regular anount out, than to punp
the well dry and wait for it to refill." MPhee al so experiences

"enornous relief" upon conpletion of the book or essay, when he can
happily pass it on to an editor at the New Yorker and nove on to
sonmet hing el se. The | ess acconplished witer is not so |lucky. For one
thing, witers sonetinmes do not know exactly when a piece
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Framing is finished; they just know that they cannot do any nore with
it. And for another thing, even if an essay or article is finished to
the best of their ability, fewwiters really know whet her they will
ever see it in print. Later, we will discuss howto maxim ze
opportunities for publication and reward. Now, it is enough to say that
all witers, rich or poor, fanobus or unknown, novelists and poets

i ncluded, nust work incredibly hard, read voraciously, wite doggedly
and faithfully, often in bare-bones surroundi ngs-and al ways expect to
feel insecure and alone. It is that bizarre state of the witing life,
which is to be expected, endured, and enjoyed. Here's an excerpt of ny
essay, "ADay in the Life of a Witer," fromny young adult book,
Creative Nonfiction: Howto Wite It and Live It. 4:30 AM | wake up
brush ny teeth and clinb the stairs to nmy third- floor office,
whol e- wheat toast and steaning coffee in hand. | start witing. At 6:30,
I begin to search for a good stopping point. | try to find a place where
I have finished a thought and started a new one and know where | am
going, so that when | return to nmy work, | can regain | ost nmonmentum |
go downstairs and wake up ny fanmily, listen to the news and weat her
report. After we breakfast together, | return to my office, usually with
my 4th or 5th cup of coffee and nore toast or cereal, and | wite for a
few nore hours. 9:45 A'M Phase 2 kicks in at this point toying with
wor ds-a process for which there is no trick. Sonetines it's tedious and
sonetimes it's fun-and it is always difficult and tine- Excerpts from
Creative Nonfiction: Howto Live It and Wite It by Lee Gutkind, 1996.
Reprinted by perm ssion of Chicago Review Press, Inc.
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The Creative Part consuming. You nmust play with your words until your
sentences sing back to you. Until the words sound perfect in your head.
Here's an editor's check list for you to follow - Is every character
and every place adequately and uni quely described? - In these
descriptions do you use descriptive ("fat" or "$10") or specific
("lean") words? You want to use specific detail only. - Search for-and
After lunch, | say goodbye to Samand return to nmy office to | ook at
student papers. | usually wite an overal
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Whenever ny head feels like it is about to fall off, | exercise. | wll
run 6 mles, bike 25 mles, ski the Nordic Track for 60 mnutes, or |ift

wei ghts at the local club
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Mai n Poi nt of Focus 6.1 Organization by Thene Anot her way of ordering or
controlling a creative nonfiction narrative (in addition to fram ng)-and
an essential aspect of the essay, article or book-is the nmain point of
focus. This-the focus-is the overall thene, nmeaning, or intent of a
nonfiction effort. Whether it is an essay, an article, a book, a
chapter, or a singular scene, there should always be a main point of
focus that ties the elenments together. The focus can al so be viewed as
the nmessage of the witing-why the witer is witing the essay, what he
or she wants the essay to say. Once again, let us return to the excerpts
and essays so far reprinted in this book. The hunorous exchange between
t he dog owner and the veterinarian Gene Solonon is focused on owner
conmpliance. In fact, Solonon literally states the focus in the next
scene. For the nost part, owner conpliance is a normin Manhattan, but
on the other hand, when dogs get sick, very often it's because of owner
nonconpliance. This is a very inportant nessage of the veterinary
community generally and Dr. Sol onon specifically. An animal cannot fend
for itself in the niddl e of Manhattan these days. The owner nust take
respon-
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The Creative Part sibility. This is a nmessage that |, too, feel is

i mportant to enphasize. Thus, all the scenes contained in this chapter
are focused on owner conpliance or |ack thereof. Consequently, | am
remaining true to the main point of focus. Both "The Garden in Wnter"
and "Thou Shalt Not Kill" focus on life-and-death thenes, although the
messages are very different. Jeanne Marie Laskas is exam ni ng and
contrasting life, death, and maturity fromthe point of view of soneone
who is losing a very old friend-and planting and nurturing the flowers
in her garden. Margaret G bson views and confronts the chall enge of
growing up with the loss of another friend (a rabbit) through a
different sort of reality. But the themes in Laskas and G bson are
consi stent and serve as ways of linmiting and targeting the scope of a
witer's explanation. Renenber that all essays and nost el ements
contained within essays are focused on a thene around which the
narrative is structured. 6.2 Focus Also Dictates What Not to Wite About
Resear chi ng nmy book about veterinarians, | spent a great deal of tine
with Dr. Solonmon. | was in the exam nation room when Sol onon exam ned
the dog with the poor diet, and the conversation took place as |
reported it. But there were other aspects of the exchange between

Sol onon, the dog's owner, and the daughter that | did not report, such
as a few words concerning the office's new conputerized invoicing
procedures and a conversation about a nutual friend who was al so a

Sol onon client. Way not include those tidbits of conversation and gossip
in the scene? | chose not to because none related to the focus of that
particul ar chapter, which specifically concerned how Sol onon interacted
with his clients and how very | oving ani mal owners can inadvertently
hurt their pets. In another scene in this chapter (called "Ofice
Hours") | introduced a woman who was di stressed about how tense her
10-pound terrier seenmed; she wanted to take himto a salon to have him
"rolfed," a nethod of deep, intense massage.
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Mai n Poi nt of Focus Sol onon is aghast, not only because "rol fing" would
not be a particularly pleasant experience for a terrier under the best
of circunstances , but because this dog had been frequently nedicated
with the steroid predni sone, which weakens bones consi derably. The poor
puppy woul d be crushed. Consequently, this scene renains within the
focus of this chapter. It does not relate to owner conpliance, but it
does have very much to do with how owners think about their pets. On the
other hand, if the main point of focus of this chapter had concerned
pandenoni um or di sorgani zation in Sol onon's office, then the
conversation concerning the new billing system i ght have been focused,
if it had related to the idea of organization. And if the focus
concerned the interrel atedness of Solonon's clients , then the
conversation in the exam nation roomrelating to nmutual friends m ght
have been appropriate to recreate or report. In "I Gve Up Smling,"
Donald Morrill goes off on many interesting tangents, from China, to Des
Moi nes, to Tampa, Florida. He discusses old friends, new friends, street
people, and his father. Laskas al so takes us off on a nunber of
tangents--even on a train ride with an Amish boy with a Wal knan and an
old |l ady who fell out of the train and nearly killed herself. But for

bot h Laskas and Morrill, the thenme or focus remai ns constant. Ask
yoursel f, Does this scene, story, fact, and so forth relate to ny focus?
If it does not, then you will probably not want to include it. 6.3 How

to Sound Ohjective Wiile Being Subjective At the beginning of this book,
we di scussed the traditional journalist's need to be bal anced and

obj ective and the innate freedom enjoyed by the creative nonfiction
writer unburdened by inpossible and artificial restrictions. | said then
that in creative nonfiction, balance and objectivity are certainly
permtted and sonetines desirable, but they are not required. Finding
focus and remai ning focused, as in this instance with Sol onbn and his
client interactions, is a good exanple of howa witer can sound
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The Creative Part conpletely objective while actually being very
subjective, by elimnating certain aspects of an interaction or
experience. Not that | msled ny readers, for nothing untoward occurr ed.
But if, for exanple, | would have overheard the not her and daughter
sayi ng things about Sol onon that were unflattering, it would have been
my choice to deci de whether such information should be included in ny
chapter. No such comments were nade, but | would not have included them
in any case-or at least not in this context unless those conments
reflected ny focus. | mght have included themin another chapter or a
rel ated essay having to do with how Solonon's clients related to or
respected him 6.4 Having an |Inpact on-and Persuadi ng-the Reader One of
the primary reasons | enjoy and appreciate witing creative nonfiction
is the potential ways in which I can affect nmy readers and directly
cause change. My sincere wish is that the "Ofice Hours" essay will not
only informand entertain nmy readers, but will provide a vivid exanple
of how a person's best intentions nmay not |lead to the best or nost
desirable results. If owners are nore conpliant and foll ow the doctor's
orders-then perhaps an animal's daily lifestyle and lifespan will be
nore enjoyable and | ong | asting. Reaching out and touching readers is
what focus is all about-determ ning your theme or nessage and targeting
it in a subtle but real manner
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Information Transfer and the Personal Point of View The creative aspect
of the creative nonfiction experience should be utilized to make the
teaching el ement the nonfiction part of the product nore provocative.
7.1 This Is Not an Ego Trip So far, we have directed our discussion at
the creative part of the creative nonfiction genre: scenes (wth

di al ogue, description, point of view, intimte detail; framng (story
structure), and focus-all inportant aspects of the anatony of the essay.
But we have yet to discuss the nost vital and irrepl aceabl e aspect of
all, the reason we are attenpting to be creative: the nonfiction part of
the essay. | like to call this the teaching elenent or the information
transfer. As editor of the only literary journal devoted exclusively to
nonfiction prose, Creative Nonfiction, | receive approximtely 150
unsolicited essays, book excerpts, and profiles a nonth to evaluate for
possi bl e publication. W buy only one or two of these manuscripts,
however. O the many reasons the vast najority of these subm ssions are
rejected, two are nost prevalent. The first is an overbearing
egocentrism; in other words, witers wite too nuch about thensel ves

wi t hout seeking a universal focus or unbrella so that readers are
properly and
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The Nonfiction Part firmy engaged. Just because sonething we think is

i nteresting has happened to us, it won't necessarily be fascinating to
100, 000 readers across the United States. We all have friends who tal k
about thenselves (and their kids, parents, enployers, and so on)

i ncessantly, and we | earn when to tune them out. But when they begin to
tell a story that mght involve us or people we know, or nake us curious
about a subject or place, we tune back in. Essays that are so persona
that they omt the reader are essays that will never be published. The
overal | objective of the personal essayist is to make the reader tune
in-not tune out. 7.2 The Teachi ng El ement The second reason Creative
Nonfiction and nost other journals and nmagazi nes reject essays is their
authors' lack of attention to the mission of the genre, which is to
gather and present information, to teach readers about a person, place,

i dea, or situation. Even the nobst personal of essays are full of
substantive detail about a subject that affects or concerns a witer and
t he peopl e about whom he or she is witing. Read the books and essays of
t he nost renowned nonfiction witers of this century and you will read
about a writer engaged in a quest for information and di scovery. From
CGeorge Orwell in "Shooting an El ephant” to Ernest Hemi ngway in Death in
the Afternoon (bullfighting) to Annie Dillard in Pilgrimat Tinker Creek
(the natural world), along with John McPhee, Di ane Ackerman, Cynthia

Ozi ck, and CGeorge Plinpton-books and essays witten by these witers are
i nvari ably about a subject other than thenselves , although the narrator
will be intimately included in the story. Renmenber that first and
forenpst, you are witing for a reader. You are undoubtedly also witing
for yourself, but the reader is not concerned with whether you perceive
the experience with satisfaction. Rather, readers care about whether the
time and effort they have invested in your witing will bear fruit. Your
presence in the essay provides a personal context to a |arger subject or
i ssue. The foundation of the creative nonfiction experience is the
nonfi c-
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Information Transfer and The Personal Point of Viewtion-the information
transfer or the teaching elenent. This is a three- dinmensional teaching
experience and not just an exercise that comuni cates infornmation. The
writer captures the adventure, the peopl e behind the adventure, and the
panoram c | andscape of the place in which the adventure occurs. Creative
nonfiction also provides the opportunity for the witer to present a
very personal portrait of the experience. 7.3 Where the Narrator Fits In
"The Stunt Pilot," fromThe Witing Life, an in-depth and intense
profile of stunt pilot Dave Rahm Annie Dillard rum nates about her own
fears and fantasies concerning flight, and she forges fascinating
connecti ons between her own struggles and triunphs as a witer and
Rahm s daring artistry in the sky. In On Boxing, a collection of related
essays that includes a portrait of heavywei ght chanp M ke Tyson, Joyce
Carol Qates recaptures a forgotten wi ndow of her chil dhood, sharing the
sport of kings on Friday nights with her father. In the essays in the
Readi ngs section of this book, Donald Mrrill details and conpares the
nei ghborhoods of his life-fromlowa to Tanpa to Chi na-describes their
sidewal k activities, conpares their parks and trees, and recounts their
changi ng faces, while neasuring the evolution of his own life in
contrast. No one nuses and neasures nore about her own departed world
and teaches nore about a lifestyle |ong past than Margaret G bson in

“Thou Shalt Not Kill." G bson's scenes of childhood on a small farmin
rural Virginia are skillfully intertwined by a frame and focus that
revol ves around killing what one | oves for food. The reader |learns a

great deal about Margaret G bson's nost intimate fears and feelings, but
when we | ook up fromour book at the end of the essay, we have benefited
in tw distinct ways: Not only have we been noved by a little girl's
tragedy, but we have al so | earned sonet hi ng about how peopl e |ived- bl ack
and white, rich and poor-in a recent era. Creative nonfiction is a dual
teachi ng and | earni ng experi ence.
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in the Narrative? This is a question that nbst beginning witers are
hungry to have answered: "Should | wite nmy essay in the first person or
the third person?" The answer is sinple: Use the voice and style with
whi ch you can nost confortably tell a story that enploys scenes,

di al ogue, description, and the other basic tenets of creative nonfiction
that we have so far discussed. Mire inportantly, be guided by the

rel evancy of the "I" character. How essential are you (the "I") to the
successful dramatization of the story you are telling? If your presence
is integral-if the story is enhanced by the witer becomng a part of it
t hen obviously, wite in the first person. If, on the other hand, the
witer's presence is inconsequential or worse, if the witer's presence
interrupts the flow of the narrative, then obviously the third person is
the preferable point of view Sonme of the nost highly respected creative
nonfiction witers consider the third person the nore chall engi ng point
of viewto master. I n assessing his own work, New Yorker witer John
McPhee once boasted about a 65,000 word book, The Curve of Binding
Energy, in which he only used the word | (to refer to hinselfl once. One
of the triunphs of Gay Talese's "Frank Sinatra Has a Col d" essay is that
the reader feels Tal ese's presence on every page and in every scene.
However, Tal ese understands that he is not the subject that attracts his
readers, and he has consequently chosen to profile Sinatra al nost
entirely in the third person. A lot of creative nonfiction is quite
acceptably witten in the first person. But Tal ese provi des an essence
of himself, without his literal self, which is a creative triunph. Wen
I was researching Many Sleepless Nights, | was a fly on the wall in sone
of the largest organ transplant centers in the world. | saw life and
death pl ayed out day and night, seven days a week, nonth after nonth,

for infants and ol d people, nothers and fathers fromall over the world.
When | conpleted ny research and sat down to wite, | knew that | had

wi t nessed sone of the nost vital and heart wenching persona
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Wiy did | need to inject nyself, as long as | captured the organ
transpl ant experience in vivid detail? Was | a recipient of a
transplant? Could | vividly portray the transpl ant experience by just
introducing ny readers to the recipients and their famlies, friends,
and surgeons? Thus, the book was witten in the third person. But |

i ncluded nyself in a nore recent book, Stuck in Tinme, which captured the
tragic and frustrating lives of children with mental health probl ens and
their famlies, because | had beconme a nentor or big brother to one of
the children about whom| was witing. As you can see, in "The Incident”
(Readi ngs) my presence was integral. In An Unspoken Art: Profiles of
Veterinary Life, | nove in and out of the first person depending on
where | am and how nuch | nmatter in any given scene or story. This is
probably the best kind of conpromni se concerning witer point-of-view
Try not to get in the way of the narrative while maintaining a
confortable relationship with the subjects you are witing about, the
story you are telling, the setting or place. The experience is not
unlike going to a cocktail party, finding a good place to stand and sone
nice people to chat with, noving in and out of conversations, and

adj usting your participation and contribution in any given situation
based on who you know in the group, how well you know (and |ike) them
and how nmuch you know or are willing to reveal about the subject being
di scussed. Sonetimes a witer can say a lot nore to a reader by

| i stening-and then responding to a conversation or situation with an
overall analytical critique. 7.5 Witing the Personal Essay By now you
m ght be assumi ng-erroneously-that | want all witers to be
journalistically oriented and not wite about the conflicts and
difficulties of life itself-their lives specifically. This is not true,
especially if you exam ne the essays in the Readi ngs section. Tear
yoursel f inside out. Unearth, dramatize, relive bad nmenories,
frightening and |ife-shaping experiences. Tell hunorous anecdotes about
growing up on a farmor in the inner city. But in the process, always
renenber that readers have their own nenories, good and bad. Read-
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The Nonfiction Part ers do not want to pass the tinme of day with a

witer, listening to the past, without |earning or benefitting in one
way or another-or sharing in sone universal experience or agony. Don
Morrill, Margaret G bson, and Jeanne Mari e Laskas unnmask thenselves in

the nost personal ways, but they also enbrace a | arger subject with

uni versal appeal. 7.6 Start a Witer's Journal |If you have not been
keeping a journal or diary, it is time to start one- or a couple of
them There is a personal journal where you wite your innernopst
feelings about life, often in a spirited, free-witing, spontaneous
fashion. Then there is a witer's journal, where you record your

t houghts and i deas about your witing work. Some people use the sane
journal for both purposes, but then, when it conmes tine to consider
publication, they becorme too reluctant to share the products of their
efforts for fear of giving away too nuch of thenselves. In a witer's
journal you conduct an ongoi ng, spontaneous dial ogue with yourself about
writing, developing the subjects and ideas you intend to or are actually
writing about. A witer's journal is honest, truthful, spontaneous, and

al so personal . Witers do not hold back in their personal journals;
rat her, they extend thenselves, do the best and nobst vivid witing they
are capable of producing. | conpare a witer's journal to an artist's

sket chbook. It is where the nasterpiece begins. Begin your nasterpiece.
Just as an artist sketches scenes in pencil before noving into oil and
canvas, record a favorite place as vividly as possible-in words.
Concentrate on all five senses: remenber the snell, the taste, the
sound, and the touch, as well as what you see. Listen to conversations
and record the nost interesting ones in a dramatic and scenic way, as if
you were witing a filmand not an essay-or an essay about a filmyou

pl anned to wite.
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Think G obally-Act Locally 8.1 What to Wite About-1 Think Learning how
to wite is hard enough, but deciding what to wite about isolating a
mar ket abl e subject that is appealing to you-is the nost difficult task a
writer must confront. Find a subject that intrigues and notivates you
and that will sinultaneously intrigue and notivate readers. The task is
doubl e- edged. Sal abl e subj ects are around us everywhere; on the other
hand, they are astoundingly elusive. | renmenber a period of ny life in
the mddle 1980s when |I decided to nove from sports-oriented books (I
had travel ed across the United States on a notorcycle in order to wite
about the nmotorcycle subculture , and | had observed a crew of basebal
unpires for a year) to nore serious subjects. | was not notivated by a
special interest, such as politics or science; | sinply wanted to wite
about sonething that mattered nore than baseball or two-wheel ed

machi nes. For various reasons, and after a long and arduous process of
research and thought, | settled upon the hostilities in Lebanon and its
capital, Beirut. At the tinme, there was a lull in the conflict between
the Arabs and the Israelis. An area in Beirut had evolved called the
green line, in which Christians and Muslinms were living in peace and had
establ i shed a confortable island of commerce. According to nany of the
experts | consulted, the green line (literally the dividing line of a
busy nei ghbor -
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expand into a continent of contentnment -a certain sign of the turning
tide. Convinced that | had uncovered a story that needed to be told and
that would affect the world, | invested many hours in |library research
and in conducting personal interviews with Lebanese who had fled their
country. Beirut had been one of the nost aff |luent and enli ghtened
cities in the world at one tine. Interview ng these former residents
evoked fascinating i mages of the past and a real excitenment about the
potential for revitalization, with the green line as a foundation. |
went to the Lebanese consulate in Manhattan for a visa, which required a
personal interview | invested $1,200 of my own noney in a roundtrip
ticket to Beirut, with an extended stopover in Israel, and | boarded the
pl ane one sunny norni ng-1aunchi ng an odyssey that | fully expected to
lead to a book. By the tine | landed in Tel Aviv 26 hours later, |srael
had i nvaded Lebanon and the war that has actually never ended had been

| aunched. Wthin hours, the green line was f |looded in a river of bl ood.
I remained in the area for a while to nonitor devel opnents with fading
hopes that hostilities would end. Wen | returned home, weeks later, a
towering stack of mail was waiting for ne on ny desk-letters, bills,
panphl ets, the all-too-faniliar collection of junk mail that invariably
woul d be filed in the trash can. But on top of the stack was a recent

i ssue of Newsweek magazine with its |ead story, "The Repl aceabl e Body, "

boldly headlined. Idly, | |eafed through the 12-page story and was
struck by a reccurring word: Pittsburgh . It was being referred to as
the organ transplant capital of the world. This was where | lived, ny

honet own. The University of Pittsburgh, where all this amazing body-part
repl acenent was taking place, was al so where | taught creative witing.

The nedical center, in what was known as Pitt's upper canpus, was a

t hree-bl ock uphill walk fromnmy office in the English Departnment on the
| ower canpus. Suddenly | was struck by both the clarity and the irony of
the situation : | had travel ed hal fway around the world to find a story
that involved intense human drama and contai ned uni versal ideas and

i ssues, when
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hi story of nedicine was evolving in ny own backyard. 8.2 Assessing Your
Informational Strengths This is not to say that Beirut, Lebanon, and the
failing possibility of peace and coexistence in the Mddle East it
represented, was not a good story. On the contrary, Thomas Fri edman
would win a Pulitzer Prize for his book, FromJerusalemto Beirut, |ess
than a decade later. But as the Mddle East correspondent for The New
York Tinmes, Friedman was in a unique position to wite such a book

Rel ying on the prestige of the Tinmes to gain access to sources or

entr to the nost private pockets of intrigue-not to nention | egendary
unlimted expense accounts-Friedman could unearth information and gain

i nsights that would have easily eluded a freelancer with few connections
and nmeager resources. Qthers could have witten Tom Friedman's story, of
course (there have been many high-quality books about the strife and
frustration of the Mddle East), but not ne, | realized in retrospect.
But | had the edge on Tom Fri edman, The New York Tinmes, and any other
writer | knew on the inside track toward the incredible organ transpl ant
story. O course, it was not a story that would generate regular front
page headlines in the Tinmes and continuous coverage on ABC Wrld News
Tonight with Peter Jennings. But it was ny story-or at least it cane to
be mine-and it was jam packed with human |ife-and-death drama, with
heroic figures (surgeons and patients), incredible technology , and
spect acul ar appeal. The di scovery of this subject, which actually led to
five rel ated books and many articles and essays, taught me the
unforgettable lesson that | try to inpart to students and witers,
wherever | go, who are seeking viable topics to capture and wite about:
Think globally, act locally. A witer could live a whole Iife and gain

i nternational renown (and some have) w thout wandering so much as a nile

fromhis or her hone. | amnot recomrendi ng such an i sol ated and
uninspiring lifestyle. On the contrary; witers nust explore other
pl aces and invariably will benefit from other custons and cul tures. But

unl ess resources are free-
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nost efficient way of living the witing life is selecting projects for
whi ch the foundation can be established close to hone. Many Sl eepl ess

Ni ghts took me to England, Ireland, Australia, and all across the United
States; it was not a culturally isolating experience. But by focusing it
in Pittsburgh, the organ transplant capital of the world, | could also
sleep in ny own bed, maintain a relationship with ny famly, and save
preci ous resources (tinme and noney) in the process. 8.3 The Ideal Story
I dea The ideal story will have a potential focus located in your own
backyard, but sinultaneously will contain national appeal and rel evance.
This is an inportant and ongoi ng di stinction. Wen students tell ne
about sonething interesting taking place in the Pittsburgh Public School
systemor in their own nei ghborhoods, | ask the obvious and all -

i mportant question: \Wat does this nean to the people in Cevel and,
Chio, or Salt Lake City, Uah? To put it another way, why should the
readers of The New Yorker or Sports Illustrated or any prom nent
nmagazi ne care one way or another about what is happening in Pittsburgh
or about an interesting character in the house next door? If you can
answer the question by saying, "My neighbor trained the last three table
tenni s chanpions of the United States" or "The Pittsburgh public schoo
systemis launching an Internet network that will allow high schoo
students to dialogue with coll ege and university presidents across the
United States,” then | will say, "You have a story to tell." If you
cannot answer the question by making a global or universal connection,
then keep | ooking. 8.4 Amassing Cippings | amnot advising begi nni ng
witers to ignore | ocal newspapers and city magazi nes. Everyone is an
apprentice or student sonmewhere for a part
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basebal | world, the mnor |eagues provide young ball players with ways to
hone their skills and build reputations . Those nusicians who aspire to
or have achi eved synphony- orchestra status will have struggl ed through
countl ess high school recitals and snall-town performances. So it goes
wth witers. Editors at nmjor magazi nes, such as The New Yorker or
Harper's, probably will want to know witers personally or be famli ar
with their work before assigning themessays or articles. If they |ike
your idea but they do not know your writing, they will ask for sanples.
Clippings is the termused in the newspaper business; reporters are
expected to have anassed a clipbook. By all neans, use |ocal connections
to practice witing, to becone nore sophisticated, and to collect a
representative body of sanples. But continue to try to choose subjects
that do not permt you to practice provincialism Reach out from

hone- wher ever hone is-and touch the world. 8.5 Literary Journals For
reasons discussed in the first part of this book involving a need for
fornul ai c objectivity, the nore personal the essay, the less likely your
| ocal newspaper will be interested in publishing or assigning it. In
addi tion, because newspapers traditionally are cranped for space, |ong
prose pieces are anathena to them Literary journals seek out new,
high-quality witers willing to speak out about controversial subjects
or detail their own difficulties navigating the conplicated web of life.
And literary journal editors usually abhor brevity for brevity's sake:
They seek witers willing to probe a subject or psyche with neticul ous
care and enlightening persistence. Literary journals are also closely
monitored by literary agents and magazi ne and book publishers seeking
superior new talent. Not | ong ago, Creative Nonfiction published an
essay by a young witer who had been published by two or three other
journals. A prominent literary agent in Manhattan contacted the witer
about representation. Did she have enough essays for a collection, the
agent wanted to know. A few
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for this witer with a major international publisher-a contract worth
nearly half a million dollars. This is a dreamcone true, though
certainly not a frequent occurrence . It is inmportant to renenber,
however, that witers will not be discovered in | ocal newspapers or city
magazi nes. Unless they live in Manhattan, Boston, Chicago, or San

Franci sco, major netropolitan areas with a strong witing and publishing
comunity, they nust reach past their honmetowns and tap deep into the
rhythmof the world. Interestingly, a literary journal's circulation can
be quite small-under 1,000 readers per issue is not uncomon. But nost
journal s are published |ike paperback books, perfect bound with heavy
coated covers, to last. They are often reprinted or overprinted so that
your essay is available to readers, for purchase, for many years.
Literary journals are usually quarterlies or published only

sem annual |y, which nmeans that the witer remains current and in print
for nmonths. Contrast this with witers who appear in The New Yorker or
the New York Tinmes Magazi ne, which, as one frequent contributor to both
magazi nes told nme, "end up in a week as bird-cage liner." Another

i mportant fact to consider is that by publishing in literary journals
you are often in the conpany of the npbst prestigious witers in the
world. Many witers use journals as a place to experinent with new

voi ces or controversial ideas that traditional consuner nagazi nes woul d
categorically reject. Leafing through essay collections in |ibraries or
book stores, including Robert Atwan's Best Anerican Essays, consult the
title page to deternm ne where nost of the work originally appeared.
Three names you will recognize will be The Atlantic Mnthly, Harper's,
and The New Yorker, but the vast majority of the remaining selections
will come fromjournals few people could recognize: Creative Nonfiction
Ti kkun, Prairie Schooner, The Ceorgia Review, Triquarterly, G anta,
Grand Street, and others. Hundreds of journals, nany attached to
universities, are published in the United States. Mst popul ar nagazi nes
will also avoid |Iong essays-nore than 3,000 words or approxinately a
dozen typewritten pages. But length is not a problemfor literary

magazi nes. Prestigious witers who have witten
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length or nore are frequently published by literary magazi nes. A
wel | -known writer, author of a dozen novels and nonfiction books,
recently wote to Creative Nonfiction to explain in detail how Nationa
Ceogr aphi ¢ had assigned hima |ong essay on Boston, and had paid hima
great deal of noney for it, but had then decided not to publish it.
CGeographic returned rights to the essay to the author, who submitted it
to a small er magazi ne. That magazi ne responded favorably to the essay,
but wanted to publish a shortened version. The author bal ked-he want ed
his 6, 000-word piece published the way in which it was witten-and so he
contacted ne. Creative Nonfiction plans to publish the essay. A recent

i ssue of Creative Nonfiction also contained an experinental self
interview by the novelist and editor Gordon Lish, which was rejected
after being assigned by Interview Magazi ne because of its controversi al
and experinental nature. 8.6 Coping with Rejection Creative Nonfiction
and other literary journals regularly publish rejects from popul ar
magazi nes, witing that may well reflect an author's best work. In this
case, the witer was assigned an essay, and he conpleted the job within
all the contractual limts, such as length, deadline, and so forth. But
an editor assigning a creative effort by a creative witer is always
taki ng a chance that the end product, although perfectly acceptable on a

literary level, will not be enbraced by a nmgazi ne's universa
readership. The editor and the nmgazine are obliged to pay the witer
but not to publish what has been purchased. | suffered through a simlar
experi ence not |ong ago, when The New Yorker assigned an article ("fact
pi ece" is what they usually call it) about the ethics of using ani nal

organs for human transplants. (This was soon after a baboon's liver was
transplanted into a man dying of AIDS.) | worked very hard on this fact
pi ece, which was accepted with great praise and enthusiasm and | was
pai d quite handsonely. During the six nonths consuned in research and
witing, a new



Page 82

The Nonfiction Part editor began changing the editorial policy of the
magazi ne-and elimnating | ong, serious fact pieces about science,
especially if they were not newsworthy. The baboon transpl ant had not
been attenpted again. The New Yorker kept the article for 18 nonths and
then returned it to ne. | revised it and resubmtted it to The Atlantic,
whi ch imedi ately purchased it. Thus, | was paid a second tine for the
same work-not so handsonely, but reasonably. However, ny aninmal organ
fact piece has never been published. The Atlantic scheduled it three

ti mes-and changed its m nd each time because other nedically oriented
stories have conflicted. Eventually, the information presented in the
article and the ideas |I articulated were no |onger unique. The point is
that witers cannot be evaluated conpletely by the proninence of the
magazi nes in which their work appears. Many factors other than witers'
talent enter into the magazine's decision to publish their work,
including timng and editorial preference. The publishing world is
fickle, as are the | eaders of the publishing industry, who switch

al | egi ance from nagazi ne to magazi ne and make radi cal changes to the
products they edit. If a witer is caught in the crossfire, so be it. |
am not recommendi ng that witers ignore rejection, because that woul d be
an inpossi ble and unwi se suggestion. But before becom ng depressed or
angry, try to analyze the reasons for rejection, when possible . It

m ght have nothing to do with your work. O course, you may not know the
reason you are being rejected, because formletters have becone the
nornmal way in which nmagazine editors respond to witers. But receiving
many formletters is an inportant signal that is not to be ignored. Mst
editors | know, nyself included , go out of their way to di scover or
encourage energing talent by witing personal letters of rejection or
personal notes on the rejection formitself when they read a work with
merit work that conmes really close to being accepted. If your work is
regularly rejected with formletters, you nay not necessarily judge
yourself to be a poor witer, but it is fair to say that you may not yet
be good enough to deserve the attention of a harried editor, pressed for
time. It is a signal for you to heed. Make certain that you are

subm tting essays and ideas to the right
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article about football, for exanple , to Cosnopolitan. Do you read the
magazi nes to which you subnmit work to nake certain the content, style,
and | ength are appropriate? It is surprising to discover how nany
witers submt essays to Creative Nonfiction without having the
slightest idea what the genre is all about. Reexanine the basic
principles of the anatony of an essay as outlined in the first part of
this book. Be certain that you are witing scenically and that
information (the teaching element) is prom nent. Finally, downsize your
dreans, at least for the nonment. To some witers, The New Yorker is the
Carnegie Hall of the essay-witing world. Renenber that it takes a while
to reach the pinnacle of a career-in fact, for a nyriad of reasons many
very successful classical nusicians will never play in Carnegie Hall-and
there is no reason to be in any hurry to get there. Besides, as both
nmusi ci ans and witers (and various other artists) will tell you, there
are a great nany conpronises required to get to the top. Al ong the way,
you can | ose your connection to or vision of the work itself. Is it
better to be published where nost people can acknow edge your work? O,
conversely, is it better to have a smaller audience for the best work
you can wite? This is not always a conpromise witers are forced to
make, but it is one they should anticipate. 8.7 Agents and Editors

Editors will nurture witers who have tal ent because good witers nake
their jobs easier. After all, an editor's primary responsibility is to
fill up the nmgazi nes or sections of nagazines for which they are

responsi ble with the best work possible. The witers they attract and
the issues that they edit are simlar to clippings-exanples of what they
can do. However, editors are gypsies. They nove fromjob to job
frequently. That is the nature of the publishing business. \Wat happens
to the witer in the process of these career noves is never clear to
predict. Wien editors go to nmagazines sinilar to those they have |eft,

it is good for their witers. But what happens to the work they have
purchased for their original nagazi nes-your essay or profile-is up in
the air. New editors will have their own vision to put on the nagazi ne,
and if the
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original editors do not fit inwith this vision, they will not be used.
In book publishing, frequently editors |obby the editorial board for
authors with whomthey want to work on intriguing ideas. Wen it cones
time for books to be considered for marketing and advertising funds,
editors are supposed to chanpion their authors' cause. But what if an
editor has noved on to another position? It is possible that the
editor's new conpany will purchase the witer's contract, but this does
not happen frequently. It is nore likely that another editor will be
assigned to the project -a person with little or no conmiitnent to the
project or the witer. Many witers, including the nost prom nent , wll
have an abandonment story to tell, a situation in which they suddenly
found thenselves in literary linbo. Is this the nonent for your literary
agent to step in and take control of the situation? It probably is, but
t hat does not usually happen. Witers expect too much fromtheir agents;
agents are not unlike real -estate sal espeopl e who benefit by naintaining
strong relationships with both parties in the negotiation, editors and

writers, buyers and sellers. Although it is true that an agent will only
make noney by taking a percentage of the comm ssions of what the witers
they represent sell, it behooves themnot to alienate editors and

publ i shers, because they have other clients to represent. There m ght be
a half dozen additional negotiations with that sane editor (and ot her
witers) in any given year. The witer often | eans too nuch on the agent
and frequently is disappointed with the results. Then what should a
writer expect froma good agent? An agent should know many editors and
be able to connect his or her witers to editors with simlar ideas and
t enmperanents. An agent should have an inti mate know edge of the
legalities of the publishing world-contracts, rights, and so forth. A
writer need not have a |l awer to exam ne contractual relationships with
publishers; that is an agent's job. In ny experience, agents know nore
about the narrow confines of literary |law than nost attorneys, unless it
is the attorney's legal specialty. How can you get an agent? Usually, a
good agent will find witers and recruit them Mst agents have no
interest in involving thenselves in nmagazi ne work; their main interest
is in books. If you have a good
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and you have not been contacted by an agent who has seen your work in
print or with whomyou have sonme sort of nutual connection, consider
contacting the Association of Authors Representatives, Inc. (10 Astor
Place, 3rd f loor, New York, NY 10003) for a |list of authorized agents.
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Cetting Started 9.1 Were to Look for a Topic In searching for a topic
for a book, article, or essay, begin in the nost obvious places. Look
around you, where you live, work, or attend school. Wo are your

nei ghbors and what do they do for a living? Any interesting people or
prof essi ons on your block or in your apartment building ? Wiat stories
are hidden in your neighborhood? Wthin wal king di stance of ny house,
for exanple, there are six coffee shops that have opened in the past
three years, each doing a boom ng business. Here in the 1990s, in a
climate hostile to the small independent business person, there seens to
be Iife and profit in fancy, expensive coffee and conversation. Wuat
does this nmean to the business comunity locally and nationally ? Are
bars and cocktail |ounges becomng | ess appealing to the night-tine
crowd? |s urban Anmerica becom ng increasingly nore European in

t enper anent and personality? Howis it that book stores and cof fee shops
came to work together, as in the Barnes and Nobl e and Starbucks

nati onwi de al liance? Again, | ask one of the vital questions: Wat does
this nean? Interspersed between the coffee shops are three bage
bakeries. Think of this: Bagels have becone a popul ar snack food.
Everyone suddenly seens to be eating bagels. You can buy pizza bagels,
Mexi can bagel s, green bagels on St. Patrick's Day. Bagel shops
proliferate in rural areas.
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or fried? Around the corner fromwhere | live, there is a police and
fire station. | could pass the tine of day with the people who work
there, learn their nanmes and schedules. Gradually, | would begin to
understand the intimte rhythm of the place and the personalities of the
peopl e who nake that place special. If true-life police dramas are so
popul ar and effective on TV or as feature filns, then why not books,
articles, and essays? The highly respected police drama, Homicide: Life
on the Streets, filmed on location in Baltinmore and produced and
directed by Barry Levinson (Diner), was actually adapted from a book of
t he sanme nane, published in 1990. If you live in an area where there is
a college or university, then there are undoubtedly enough ideas for
articles and essays to support you for a year-or perhaps for the rest of
your life. Academnics represent an absolute catal og of creative ideas and
acconplishments (not to nmention fascinating failures). My nedically

ori ented books were national in scope, published by national publishers
and reviewed in nmajor newspapers across the United States. Collectively,
t hey have appeared in five | anguages. Conb the canpus of your choi ce,
wherever you live. There are architects , engineers, philosophers,
political scientists (and pundits), economists , athletes in a plethora
of sports, and a range of personalities and opinions on sonme of the nost
bizarre (as well as fascinating and noving) topics imginable. Although
entire stories will not necessarily be researched and witten just by
famliarizing yourself with the local institution of |learning, there
wi Il be gens of ideas there. 9.2 The Dual Cbjective: Witing for

Yoursel f-and Ot hers Subjects or ideas to develop into books, articles,
and essays begin with your potential reader; you want to choose

sonet hing interesting and appealing to your audi ence-and satisfying for
you to invest your tine and effort.
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Witers are not machines, or at |east they should try to avoid producing
prose on demand . Sonetinmes, because of financial pressures, we are
forced to wite about subjects in which we have little interest. There
are bills to pay and children to feed. But whenever possible, witers
should attenpt to satisfy the dual objective of making a living while
enjoying their work. This often requires a certain subtle conprom se and
a reorientation of howto viewtraditional subjects. As | have said,
many of ny books have been nedically oriented: organ transplantation,
pedi atrics, psychiatry, veterinary life. Aware of ny anbival ence to

sci ence generally and physicians specifically, friends have been
surprised at nmy choice of subjects. I'mthe guy whose first books and
essays required ne to hang out with notorcyclists, baseball unpires,
nountai n nmen, transcontinental truck drivers--loners, basically ,
forgotten heroes. But health-care issues were in the news, on the |ips
of politicians , business people, reporters, and consuners, and ny
traditional forgotten-hero thene, although interesting, |limted the
appeal of ny work. The challenge was in nmaking subjects | was- |ess than
enanored with into a worthwhile witing experience: Try to visualize
subjects in ways that will appeal to your interests and witing
strengths. Organ transplantation nmay be scientific, but it is also
intensely dramatic. Here are ordinary people, just |ike ny readers,
suddenly finding thensel ves on the absolute edge of death, subjecting
thenmsel ves to the nobst devastating surgical experience in the history of
nmodern nedi cine. The nore | consi dered and observed them the nore

came to realize that my concept of heroi smhad been skewed or was at the
very |l east due for a readjustnent. Weren't these people-1 began calling
t hem "patient pioneers"-actually nore heroic and al one than those
forgotten heroes about whom | had been witing? Many of the patients

had been neeting were fromother parts of the country or the world. They
had been forced to | eave behind fanmily and friends and had been injected
into a sterile, cold nilieu where their lives were in constant jeopardy.
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i nteresting because of how they chose to live and work. Organ transpl ant
candi dates and reci pients had no such choice: They were facing the
ultimate battle of survival caused by situations (sickness, disease)
over which they had little control. Witing about people involved in the
transpl ant experience did not absolve nme of the responsibilities of
writing about nedical science and the physicians who nake medi ca
mracles possible, but it offered a way to hel p acconplish ny own
literary objective, which is to continually attenpt to capture and
under st and the human experi ence under pressure or in an alienated
situation (forgotten heroes), and to reach out and nmake an inpact on the
| ar gest readershi p possible. Choosing ideas for articles and essays mnust
acconplish the dual objective of satisfying readers and the witer's
needs and desires. For nore personal essays describing life's chall enges
and dil emmas, begin with what you know best, |ike running, or

basketbal |, or crossword puzzles, or cooking-a subject and activity with
whi ch you feel confortable. Start by describing one aspect of that
subject, a part that you do extraordinarily well or that makes you feel
good, like stirring, tasting, and seasoni ng sinmering soup, if cooking

i s your passion. Ask yourself Wiy does this singular act produce such
satisfaction? What quality or facet of ny life does it enhance or
reflect? O, conversely, what aspect does it replace? Allow your witing
to be spontaneous. Take off in as many directions as necessary, as |ong
as each direction tells a story or paints a picture and teaches or
informs at the sanme tinme. 9.3 Keeping Current Readi ng what is being
publ i shed today is just as essential as reading yesterday's classics. |
am not only tal ki ng about books, articles, and essays, but selected
newspapers as well. Renenber that witing is a business, and nost

busi ness peopl e need to know what conpetitors are doi ng and what
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CGetting Started customers (publishers and editors) are buying. In fact,
nonfiction witing is nore of a business than poetry or fiction witing
because the product the nonfiction witer is selling is often associ ated
Wi th subjects or incidents related to current events. Editors |ose

i nterest when the event is no | onger newsworthy or rel evant; know ng
what has al ready been written about a subject or in a field by reading
books and nagazi nes saves a witer tinme and trouble. Some subjects are
worth only one burst of attention. For exanple , | recently read an
interesting narrative in Vogue called "lInconcei vabl e Conception," about
the romance of Pam and Manny, and Manny's sudden and tragic death in an
auto accident soon after their marriage. Stunned and sick with grief,
but dedicated to their dreamof having a famly, Pamimediately
approached a fertility doctor who, hours after the death, successfully
harvested and preserved Manny's spermfor artificial insenmnation. This
is a scientific precedent; it has happened only once before-15 years
ago-and it mght not happen for another 15 years, if ever. You nay find
this fascinating or disgusting; whichever, the story is thought
provoki ng. But unless Pam s desperate last-ditch attenpt to preserve a
part of her husband's nmenory becones a trend, one story is enough. On
the other hand, there is a large narket for articles and essays that
confront and discuss infertility, and the problens and issues the
subject brings forth for exam nation and debate. |f you have an interest
inwiting for wonmen's nmgazi nes or witing about wonen's health issues,
you should famliarize yourself wth Vogue, Redbook, Cosnopolitan, and
other simlar publications, so that you understand the content and
quality of the stories being published. You m ght also read genera

i nterest magazi nes such as Vanity Fair or The Atlantic, and even a few
nore speci alized publications such as The New Engl and Journal of
Medi ci ne and JAVA (Journal of the Anerican Medi cal Association).
Understand the distinction: Read wonen's and general -i nterest mmgazi nes
to learn what is being covered, how, and by whom and
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covered: What issues, ideas, studies, and reports mght be inportant to
expl ain or discuss. Reading these latter journals nay also lead to
terrific story ideas that m ght not otherw se ever make the news. Over
the past few years, for exanple, there has been an increasi ng anmount of

i nterest in Munchausen's Syndrone, a phenomenon in which nothers wll
stage a serious health crisis concerning their child, in which they
serve in an heroic, lifesaving capacity. This sudden attention to
Munchausen's, as evi denced by newspaper and magazine articles and TV
nmovies, was initiated by a case study published in a nedical journal and
then rewitten for public consunption. Even if a witer already has an

i dea or assignnent to pursue- book, essay, or article-it is inportant to
read everything witten about your subject. Not only will you know what
not to wite (what other people have witten), but such reading wll
constantly provide new i deas and perspectives with which you nay view
your article, along with sources you ni ght not have consi dered or even
known about. A sinilar phil osophy or approach is in effect if you are
interested in sports. You would read Sports Illustrated or The Sporting
News, and if politics is your bailiw ck, then there's The New Republi c,
The Anerican Spectator, and The Nation. For business, The Wall Street
Journal, Business Wek. \Wen you deci de upon a specific subject about
which to wite, visit your local library and do a dat abase search

t hrough the newspaper and magazi ne i ndexes. More specialized databases
are also widely available. Many people can access information banks from
home with a nodem and their personal conputer. These days it is much
easier to research thoroughly and have nuch nore fun than ever before.
Renmenber that the foundation of the witing Iife is reading: W read the
best witers to understand how far we nust reach toward excel |l ence and
how hard we nust try. W read what is being witten in our field today
to keep up with our conpetition and to keep current on the subjects that
appeal to us.
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Cetting Started 9.4 Reading the New York Tinmes Read the New York Tines
on a reqgul ar basis. Mst professional witers allow at |east an hour a
day to commune with the Tinmes, the best way to keep apprised of what is
happeni ng nationally and internationally and in New York. But you l|ive
in Richnmond, Virginia, or Bellingham Washington. Wiy read the New York
Ti mes? Because the Tinmes does what its banner proclainms, which is to
publish "All the News That's Fit to Print." Nonfiction witers nust
attenmpt to be renai ssance intellectuals, tuning in to the events that
shape history, as well as the less inportant aspects of the news that
the Tinmes records daily. And the Tinmes Sunday Book Review offers an
overvi ew of the nost popul ar books in print. On Mondays, the Tines

busi ness section focuses on nmedia. Mist witers have what might be
termed a "futures” file-a list of ideas or newspaper clippings for
essays or articles they m ght someday want to wite. The vast mpjority
of ny futures file clippings cones fromscouring the Tinmes. Wy did
clip these stories, other than the fact that | was intellectually

i nterested? Because each story | clipped took place in ny hometown |,
which is a key elenment in the kind of stories we should try to devel op
A local |andscape with a New York Ti nes-anointed gl obal significance .
9.5 Research Before Witing Previously, in a tour of ny nei ghborhood,
seeking ideas for articles and essays, we canme across three bagel
bakeries, six coffee shops, and a nearby police station. There is also a
gol f course (how many golf courses can you think of located in a major
metropolitan area?), a rehabilitation institute for handi capped
children, and a | arge and conti nuously expandi ng ort hodox Jew sh
community. These are all interesting potential stories with the
possibility of national relevance and inpact, perfectly in line with the
concept of thinking globally and acting |ocally.
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The Nonfiction Part Whether you are witing traditional or creative
nonfiction, there are three ways to research these or any ot her

potential essay, book, or article idea: Begin with library research,
then interview the nost inportant people, then allow yourself a personal
experience by i mersing yourself in the place or experience about which
you are writing. Technically, you could begin a witing project with any
of these approaches. You could be a golfer, for exanple, who begins to

t hi nk about the unique privilege of playing at a course two m nutes from
your house without having to nove to the suburbs. O you could find
yoursel f in a conversation with a nei ghbor who happens to own one of

t hose bagel bakeries, or you could see an itemin your |ocal paper that

triggers your curiosity. However you enter into a subject, | reconmend
that you proceed by fulfilling the easiest but the nost boring task
first, library research. 9.6 Assessing the Conpetition My students

regularly resist the library-first approach, but it is the logical first
step for a nunber of reasons. A witer nust know what the conpetition
has done, which nmeans researching other articles and essays that have
been published. You would be foolish to invest in a new ice cream parl or
in a shopping mall when Baski n- Robbi ns and Hen Dazs franchi ses are
already in place. Froma witer's point of view, if your idea is good,
then soneone is likely to have witten it. This does not nean that you
have | ost your idea if you do discover articles about bagels or police
stations. It nmeans that you nust find an angl e or approach-a main point
of focus-that is significantly new and different to make the end product
sal abl e. Researching first will save tine and trouble, and it nmay al so
provide insight into the unique thenme or focus you are seeking.

devoted a couple of weeks to library research and reading for ny book
Stuck in Tinme, about children with serious nental -health problens. | had
initially conceived this book as an exam nati on of the technol ogi cal and
bi ol ogi cal advances into the causes of nental -health problens nmade in an
era the National Institutes of Health called "The Decade of the Brain."
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Cetting Started But after famliarizing nmyself with the avail abl e
literature, | discovered that this new era in "brain-biol ogy" research
was a fignent of the NIMH s imagi nation and a publicity gimmck; very
little substantive work had been witten about "the decade of the brain"
because it did not exist. Although the fact that "the decade of the
brai n® was a governmental shamwas in itself a good article or essay
idea, it was not enough for a book, which was what | was attenpting to
devel op. By the sane token, | discovered that treatnment of children with
ment al - heal th probl ens was often based upon clinical research conducted
on adults, although psychiatrists were quick to adnmit that children
reacted differently to nedication than adults. Mst articles and books
about nental -health problenms were witten by psychol ogi sts or
psychiatrists. Few were authored by patients or victins of nental

illness, and fewer still were conceived by the nost victim zed subgroup
of all-the families (parents, siblings, children) of people who suffered
from such di seases as nani ¢ depression or schizophrenia. | noticed this

famly gap in the social-support structure while witing two other books
about health care. For the organ transplant experience in Many Sl eepl ess
Ni ghts, the health-care systemwas structured to counsel patients but

not the people who were often responsible for the patients or who were
forced to deal with the side effects of serious illness of a famly
menber. Wves of bedridden husbands nust often, quite suddenly, becone
breadw nners and father figures to their children, and when a nother is
concerned with a dyi ng husband and nounting debts, her children often
are left to dangle in isolation and neglect with relatives far from
hone. In the process of learning that the book I had initially intended
to wite could not be witten, | was able to shape and focus an idea for
a book that had never been witten but one that could address an open
audience with a real need for attention and explanation. Adm ttedly,
this process of digesting and understandi ng the issues while reading
articles and book chapters in the library was not as clear to nme then as
it was two years later, when ny book was researched, witten, and ready
for publication, because | needed to fulfill ny researching agenda by
aski ng many questions of a nunmber of experts in the field, not to
mention patients and fanily nmenbers thenselves. In
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The Nonfiction Part addition, | needed to i merse nyself in the world of
mental health in a nunber of different situations and mlieus. The seeds
and suspicions that led to ny main points of focus, however, took root
inthe library during those initial weeks. 9.7 Thinking Is an Integral
Part of Witing There are two additional points to ponder in relation to
the researching and witing process. Previously, | discussed the
traditional journalist's role as a reporter committed to comuni cati ng
the facts behind a person, place, or situation, rather than the insight
or rationale behind the facts. But the essayist the creative nonfiction
writer-must also be a thinker, a critic, and a social comentator. M
research enabled nme to learn the facts of the pediatric nental -health
world and then to dig down deeply behind the facts, to isolate the
reasons for the gaps in the system and to present concrete and
intelligent suggestions to renedy those weaknesses . This is the coveted
privilege of the essayist to go beyond the real mof traditiona

reportage in order to provide a three-di nensional approach for readers.
9.8 The Trend Toward Specialization Notice also how !l relied on ny
experience in health care both in the organ transplant world and in
pediatrics in One Children's Place to understand the issues and to make
connections and concl usi ons about the problens and sol utions in nental
heal th. Book and article editors are nmuch nore receptive to witers who
have a specialization, such as health care, business and economnics, or
wonen' s issues. You nay have an aversion to specialization--part of the
fun of being a witer is having a variety of |earning experiences-but

t hese days specialization is an econonic practicality. Witers,
especially those without too many prestigious credits, are nore likely
to receive assignnments, contracts, and noney if they can boast a uni que
expertise. During ny career, | have attenpted to establish a range of

rel ated
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Cetting Started specialties: sports, nature or out of doors, health
care, and witing (creative nonfiction), a conbination that allows ne to
benefit fromny expertise while permitting a rich variety of
experiences. A final and inportant reason to conduct library research
first is to be able to present yourself to the people you are planning
to interview as a know edgeable witer, soneone whore they can trust.
VWhat ever the subject bagels, nuclear nedicine, or high finance--a witer
shoul d have sone basi c understandi ng of the essential issues and of the
men and wonen in | eadership positions. If you were a coach or player in
the National Football League, for exanple, and a reporter who cane to

i nterview you and who wanted to spend tine with you did not recognize
nanes |i ke Dan Marino or Troy Ai kman, your level of trust and your
willingness to cooperate would be very |low. You would not want to be

i nvesting your valuable tine describing and defining Dan Marino's career
to that reporter. Subjects about whomyou intend to wite will be

i mpressed with your background know edge and, therefore, will be nore
eager to work with you and provide you uni que access to their private
worl ds. 9.9 Managi ng the Research Librarian Librarians are trained to
hel p constituencies on two opposite extrenmes: Schol ars seeking an

i n-depth exam nati on of a subject and consuners interested in tracking
down arcane facts or confirnm ng basic ideas and principles, such as the
birt hpl ace of Andy Warhol (Pittsburgh) or the location of an area well
known in the publishing world called Printer's Row (Chicago). A witer's

needs, especially in this initial stage of the research, fall in between
t hose extrenmes. You do not have a few facts to unearth or confirm you
may not have any facts at all. Your interest may be based on an article

you clipped froma newspaper or nmgazi nhe or on a conversation you
overheard on a bus. Librarians like to | ead peopl e who expect nore
informati on toward the acadeni ¢ i ndexes and archives, a potentia
destination for a witer deeply engaged in research, but not at this
stage of the journey. A witer nust carefully guide the librarian to
concentrate on dat a-
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understand the basics of the subject and to assess the
conpetition-essentially to find out what others have witten, while

i solating the nanes and | ocations of the novers and shakers in the field
and being introduced to the general ideas and concepts of the area of
interest. The best places to gain this information are the various
magazi nes and newspaper indexes, which will access the New York Tines,
The Wall Street Journal, Newsweek, and Tine. There are literally dozens
of these general indexes, providing citations and a paragraph-1ong
description of the contents. Sone libraries offer sophisticated conputer
equi pnment, which allows you to print out the entire article. You can

al so do this work at home through use of the Wrld Wde Wb.
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The Nonfiction Part In a career spanning three decades and with nore
than 25 published books, John McPhee has |ived as a journalist/observer
as no one el se has. The John MPhee Reader introduces excerpts froma
variety of MPhee classic i mmersion experiences, including The Surviva
of the Birch Bark Canoe, in which MPhee enbarks on a canoe trip with
Henri Vaillancourt, a superb craftsnman who, MPhee ironically discovers,
is an egocentric novice as a canoe voyageur; a book-length profile of
Bill Bradley, the NBA superstar who soon went on to represent New Jersey
in the United States Senate; Levels of the Ganme, an in-depth exam nation
of tennis, framed in the context of one match; and Oranges, which m ght
be subtitled "Everything you never imagined but found fascinating to

| earn about a favorite fruit." Tracy Kidder seens to specialize in
year-in-the-life experiences, frominside a nursing hone, to an

el ementary school classroom to what is often described as his best

book, House, tracking the design and construction of a house fromthe
varied and intinate point of view of the participants: architect, owner,
carpenter, and contractor. Wereas MPhee seeks out nore exotic and
far-afield subjects for his work, Kidder is especially skillful in
practicing the dictumof think globally act locally, selecting the nost
common and ordinary |ife experiences affecting mllions of Anericans,

all researched and witten in his native New Engl and and within driving
di stance of his hone. Immersion is a fairly new way to describe this

i n-dept h personal aspect of the researching experience, although it has
been around for a long tinme. Published in the 1960s, George Plinpton's
Paper Lion, in which the author trains with the Detroit Lions of the
NFL, is imrersion journalism. Ernest Hem ngway, w nner of the Nobel
Prize in Literature, first made his mark as a newspaper reporter. During
hi s di stingui shed career, he wote three creative nonfiction books: The
Green Hlls of Africa, A Mwveable Feast (a nmenoir) and his unforgettable
paean to bull fighting, Death in the Afternoon. Hem ngway was al so a
frontline correspondent for Esquire rmagazine and the North Anerican

Newspaper Alliance during World War I1. Both as a novelist and as a
journalist, Hem ngway knew where the action was and sought to be in the
thick of it whenever possible. New Yorker witer Lillian Ross imrersed

hersel f with Hem ngway and his wife, Mary,
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| mer si on day and night during a week in which the Nobel |aureate
visited New York, capturing "Papa" in his nost revealing, quirky, and
eccentric perfornmance. It is a useful and anusing essay. 10.2 The Witer
as the Interloper A comobn m sconception about access and inmersion is
that the witer is an interloper and a burden to the people about whom
he or she is witing. Witers are often reluctant to ask for continuing
access or special favors for fear of inposing. The witer may or nmay not
turn out to be an enduring friend, and also may or may not be inposing,
but nobst inmmrersion practitioners agree that they often becone a wel cone
diversion to the people they wite about in books, essays, and profiles.
About asking for special favors, in ny experience the challenge is
access just getting inside a place. The special favors, such as

permi ssion to enter the operating arena, usually will be forthcom ng as
you beconme a fixture in the place, trusted and unobtrusive. |ndeed,
never asked for access to transplant surgery. After about a year, | was
invited and subsequently encouraged. Qutfitted in scrubs, mask, paper
cap, and booties, | probably observed 300 organ transpl ant procedures
and coul d have observed 900 nore. In retrospect , | realize that if
sormeone woul d have thought nore carefully about ny presence, nore
specific rules and boundari es m ght have been established . But because
I did not ask for special privileges and because | never got in the way
or was in any way intrusive, such boundaries were never raised. 10.3
Hangi ng In The secret of successful imersion is longevity. As | said,
Tracy Kidder has been willing to imerse hinmself for a year and nore in
a project; this does not include the research and ot her preparatory work
and the year or years it takes to wite the book after the imrersion is
compl eted. | began mny inmrersion experience in the transplant world by
spend-
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The Nonfiction Part ing tine with patients and fam lies during rounds.
In that way, | becane a recogni zabl e presence to surgeons and nurses
until | could eventually join themas they noved frompatient to
patient. This process took, off and on, about a year. As soon as one
surgeon invited me to observe surgery, nost of the others followed suit.
Sonetines | would use ny tenporary opening into the surgical world as a
wedge: "Now that | have seen Dr. So-and-So do a liver transplant, do you
mnd if | study your techniques?" "I've already w tnessed a ki dney being
transpl anted, how about if | observe your upcom ng heart transplant
surgery?" 10.4 Good Immersion Witers Are Neither Seen Nor Heard Despite
the privileges you may receive as a witer and observer, the concept of
beconi ng and remai ni ng unobtrusive is very inportant. Renenber that you
do not want to be an inposition, and you are definitely not part of the
team The tendency is to find a place for yourself and to help out in
order to make yourself be and feel useful. This approach does not
usually work well. As a witer you have as nuch of a job to do as the
peopl e about whom you are witing. It nay not seemas if you are
working, but for a witer sitting, watching, and taking the occasi onal
note is a key and vital activity. If you are hel ping the people you are
observing on a regular basis then you are not witing. If you are
perceived as part of the team then you are not perceived as a witer, a
m sconception that nmay | ead to m sunderstandi ngs



Page 103

Imersion like to conpare nmyself to a rather undistinguished and
utilitarian end table in a living roomor office. It is a fixture. You
wal k in and out of your living roomdozens of times a day. You see the
tabl e, you expect to see the table, but you do not say, "Wll, there is
the table, hello table.” If, on the other hand, you walk into the |iving
roomor office and the table happens to be nissing or soneone has noved
it to another corner of the room it would come imediately to your
attention. This is how witers should perceive thenselves during an

i mrer si on experience. Be present on a regular basis and stand back from
a situation so you are not in the way and you do not pose a threat. If
you have questions, do not interrupt the action taking place to ask
them | always save ny questions for a tine when the person | am
shadowi ng seens to be in a reflective mood. Although | will sonetines
spend hours with subjects without directly comuni cating with them and
I will conme and go without greetings or goodbyes, | am al ways amazed and
delighted to discover that, like the mssing living roomtable, they

al ways notice when | suddenly disappear for a few days. Wien | return to
observe, they are usually anxious to brief nme about all of the action I
m ssed. One of the best conplinments | have ever been paid came fromthe
| egendary liver transplant pioneer Thonas Starzl, whose egocentric
personality | was able to capture in a rare and intimte way. Wen asked
by a journalist howit was that | could have pierced his usually
resistant arnor, Starzl replied: "I tell you, | never saw the guy." This
means that | was never in his face. | followed Starzl and his entourage
of assistants relentlessly, always remaining a few feet behind them
writing everything down as | wal ked. 10.5 Opening the "Access" Door To
this point, the discussion has focused on howto act (and how to gain
addi ti onal access) once the door has been opened and certain privileges
have been granted to a witer. But how to open the door is often a nore
forni dabl e chal l enge. Cbvi ously, an experienced witer has the great
advant age; show ng
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sends visions of understandi ng and national recognition dancing in the
heads of your potential subjects. The nore published work you can show,
the easier it is to prove yourself. Wether or not we have sanpl es and
clippings, we all possess certain strengths, ways to appeal to people
with whomwe want to spend tinme. Ask the obvious questions about
yourself in an effort to find ways in which you and the person or people
i n whom you have interest mght connect. Do you have mutual friends
(perhaps you live in the sane nei ghborhood ) or nutual interests
(perhaps you both own notorcycles)? If you are a coll ege student,

per haps sone of the people you want to spend tinme with have children of
their own in college: The poor-struggling- student appeal often is
successful. | always try to avoid the public relations departnents of
organi zations | want to wite about, at least until | reach the people
in whom| have direct interest. Notice that | say "try."
Public-relations types have a natural tendency to attenpt to rmanage or
control the information com ng out of the organizations they represent.
It's their job! Because they often have sonme sort of witing background,
they nore clearly understand (or have tinme to consider) the inplications
of a witer getting inside access. How to work around a public relations
departnment and contact a busy person who is shielded by secretaries and
security guards? | have been very successful in witing letters to
peopl e at their hones, addresses that often can be found in the phone
book or through the nationw de tel ephone directories available on
CD-ROM Faxing can also be effective. Many executives nonitor their fax
machi nes, whereas underlings or secretaries screen their mail. So too
with e-mail, although it has been difficult to obtain e-mail addresses
until now. 10.6 CGoing Through the Back Door Previously, | advised that
you should not work for the people you are witing about while you are
witing. That does not nean that you can-
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| mersion not take a job in a bagel bakery or as a hospital orderly or
on the grounds crew at Yankee Stadiumin order to gain, at |least on a
tenporary basis, a special insider's insight. This foot-in-the-door
approach wll usually lead an enterprising witer somewhere speci al
There are al so many public places that, over a period of tinme, could

|l ead to good i mrersion stories without the advantage of speci al
privileges . Because of the |legal conplications that may cone into play,
it would be rare for a judge in a crimnal court, for exanple, to open

t he door to his chanbers and allow a witer to hang out. But sitting in
the sanme judge's courtroomover a period of time and watching himin
action, getting to know the courtroom hangers-on, the | aw cl erks,
security guards and other regulars, listening to conversations, and
observing the everyday drama of the courtroom experience often will | ead
to an interesting and graphic essay or book. One of the classic profiles
in creative nonfiction history, "Hub Fans Bid Kid Adieu,"” was witten by
t he noveli st John Updi ke about the | egendary baseball star Ted WIIians
wi t hout the author ever interviewi ng the man Boston fans both adnired
and resented because of his athletic skill and personal egocentricity.
Updi ke went to ganes at Fenway Park off and on and tal ked baseball with
fans vociferously through the season, but he framed his essay around a
nine- inning gane at Fenway-WIllians's |last as a professional, the day
before he retired. That ganme was al so the scene of WIllians's | ast

prof essi onal home run. The "Frank Sinatra Has a Cold" profile to which |
have previously referred is perhaps better and certainly different
because Sinatra is nmore vul nerabl e when reveal ed through the eyes of the
many ot hers interviewed by Gay Tal ese (renmenber, Sinatra with a cold had
refused to talk with Tal ese), than he woul d have been if he had been
speaking for hinself. 10.7 How Long Do | nmmrersions Take. In npbst cases,

i mrer si ons specifically and book projects generally are never actually
conmpl et ed when predicted or expected. The Pulitzer Prizew nning

hi storian David MCul | ough once told nme that he never actu-
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The Nonfiction Part ally started to wite his books until he could not
think of one nore question to ask or fact to unearth. But by the tinme he
finished the first draft of his book, nonths or years later, he realized
that he was perhaps only half to two thirds done with the research.

have had sim | ar experiences, inmersing nmyself in a subject or hanging
around with a person until | could think of nothing nore to ask or to
learn. This is the signal that it is tinme to isolate yourself fromthe

i mersion and commt your experience to words. This first attenpt to
wite will reveal the gaps in your research, which forces you to return
to relive certain parts of the experience, sonetinmes repeatedly. |
usually will go back and forth three or four tinmes until ny essay or
book seens conpl ete
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11 Interviewing 11.1 The Art of Listening Witers nust learn to be
focused listeners and be willing to conmit the time necessary to
establish trust between thenselves and their subjects. This is an

especi ally val uabl e asset when the peopl e about whom you are witing
feel isolated and al one. Mst of the surgeons | net had little desire to
converse with their patients on a personal |evel. These doctors were
busy, and di stanced thensel ves both from patients whose lives were in
jeopardy and fromthe patients' famlies. Being a good listener in an

at nosphere of isolation |eads to many poignant situations in which
excruciating and vivid nmonments of truth can be achieved. | wll never
forget ny m dni ght conversation with a dying woman, Becky Little, who
fought heroically to maintain her sanity after waking up fromwhat she
had assuned woul d be routine liver surgery, only to discover that she
had received a liver transplanta shock and a violation she could hardly
endure. There was no need to dramatize or describe the hospital room
scene: The drama was inherent in Becky's thoughts and words, especially
when it was discovered that the cancer that had necessitated the
transplant had returned: It is hard to say now that | amnot glad that |
had the transpl ant because otherwi se | would have been dead a year
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The Nonfiction Part ago. Yet so often | think | would have been better
of f dead, and that way it would be over with. Sonetines | think that al
it's done is to prolong the nmisery. If | would have died because

didn't have a transplant, then | wouldn't have gone through all the pain
I am going through now A simlar situation occurs in a story | once

wr ot e about a weal thy busi nesswonman, Paul i ne, who spent $50, 000 in order
to keep her bel oved cat alive through diabetes, surgeries, and

chenot herapy, to no avail. Her cat dies. Now, although she has her
husband, Dick, she feels all alone w thout her doctors or her pet. She
wants to talk, but no one is there to listen, except for ne. Once we
were in the kitchen having di nner when Baby Cat took a seizure. Dick

her husband, panicked. He said, "Do sonething. Save him" | got GCene
[veterinarian Sol omon] on the |line and expl ai ned what was happeni ng,
"Just tell nme what to do." . He said, "Ckay. Just take a deep breath.
Now fol |l ow exactly. You' ve got to be ny eyes right now, Pauline." And
did exactly what he said.... because the aninmal was al nost dead. There
was no novenent. He was laying there with his nouth sort of open.
Finally he began to conme around. And then Gene said, "Al right, |"l
meet you at the hospital." This was m dnight on a Sunday Decenber night.
W all piled into the car. My husband was crying. | never adnitted it

t hen because | had to be strong, but | was falling apart. | never

t hought we'd nmake it to Gene. But in situations |like that, soneone has
to be strong and take charge. Like the tinme Baby Cat fell out of the

w ndowt he year before | net Gene. Areal crisis situation. | thought |
was going to die because, for one thing, this was ny mstake. It was the
mddle of the winter. | was in the bathroomgetting dressed to go to a

meeting, and it



Page 109

I was wearing a top, a half-slip and high heels, but |I didn't care.

ran downstairs and out to the parking lot. It was beginning to snow.
That is probably what attracted him the snowfl akes. Baby Cat was a

bl oody nmess. | scooped himup. | was scream ng for hel p. Nobody cane
out. | really don't know how | got up in the elevators, but got to
soneone's door, and I'mkicking it. A man cane to the door. | said,
"Conme with nme i mediately." He said, "What's the matter?" | said, "Don't
ask questions, | need help. Conme into nmy apartnment. Fast." In the
apartnent, | said, "Get on the phone. Get the nunber of the Anim

Medi cal Center." He said, "Were is your tel ephone book?" "Il never
forget that stupid question. | was livid. You know what | did? | kicked
himin the shins! | said, "Call Information-now. Do you hear ne?" And
all this time, 1'mholding onto the cat, who is thrashing and scream ng
So he got the nunber and he nakes the call. He got the address. He said,
"The Aninmal Medical Center said to put himon a board.” | said, "I
haven't got a board. Wat else did they say?" "They said wap himin
sonmething warm" Now, two ot her nei ghbors who saw what happened, M ckey

and Roberta, canme in. | ran to ny closet and grabbed my m nk coat and
wrapped Baby Cat up init. Roberta tried to take it away. "You'll get it
all bloody; it'll be ruined." | said, "Get your hands off of it. Get

down to the car." Mckey is a driver who usually putzes along at 20
mles
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The Nonfiction Part an hour. But she went down that boul evard at 90. She
went through red lights. | said, "Drive faster." W get to ,the
hospital. They put ne on an elevator with Baby Cat. They are about to
take hi m away when the doctor sees that | am hysterical and stops and
says, "Cone with ne for just a second.” | don't know where the hell he
ever took nme, but there was some long corridor that finally ended up in
this little tiny roomwith no window, three walls and a door. Tiny. And
' msaying, "Wy are you taking ne back here right now? You should be up
there helping my animal. Wy are you doing this?" And he says to ne,
"Scream" | said, "I have no tine to scream Don't worry about ne. Take
care of my aninmal. Just do what you' re supposed to do." "I said scream”
"I don't feel like screaming. Get help for the cat." Do you know what he
di d? He pinched ne! | was black and blue for a week. He grabbed nme and
twisted me so hard, | burst into tears. | stood there and | cried. |
cried torrents for two or three mnutes. And then he said, "Are you okay
now?" | said, "Yeah." He said, "Ckay, let's go see the animal." 11.2
Speaking in "Scenes" Throughout this book, | have stressed the

i mportance of telling a story through a series of scenes. It is
essential to understand that although a witer may be doi ng sonething as
traditional as interviewing , the results of good interviewi ng are al so

story-oriented, as in the above nonol ogue. As an interviewer, | ask
guestions that lead to I ong and detailed answers that are turned into
stories. In fact, | never ask a subject about whoml| amwiting for an

i n-
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Interviewi ng terview, which connotes an official question-answer

hi erarchy. | always say that | have a nunber of subjects about his or
her |ife and/or profession that | want to discuss. "lIs there atine in
the near future when we can sit down and tal k?" On neeting soneone for
the first tinme, I mght request a get-acquainted interview, which is
purposefully official, designed to establish a relationship between
writer and subject and to discuss the guidelines around which we m ght
wor k together in an i mrersion experience. | mght also request an
informational interview froman expert in a particular field. But if |
want to get to know someone and expect to invest a |long period of tine
shadowi ng himor her, | will try to avoid | anguage that structures or
[imts nmy approach. 11.3 Interview ng Paraphernalia | have referred to
the use of my notebook. | try to show it periodically during an

i Mmersion just to rem nd people about what | amdoing. | think this is
only fair, although earlier in ny career | practiced Gay Tal ese's
techni que of going to great |lengths to conceal the tools of the
journalistic trade in order not to call attention to nyself as a witer
or mnimze the spontaneity of the situation. Tal ese does carry a

not ebook, but he tries to keep as nmany of the details of a situation as
possible in his head until he can slip into a nen's room or some other
private place to wite down what he has overheard and attenpted to
renenber. Tal ese al so does not believe in tape recorders. After his
imrersion is over for the day, he will try to get to a typewiter or
conputer as quickly as possible and wite down everything he can
remenber about the experience he observed that day. He believes that
tape recorders make witers lazy. In his own case, being interviewed by
witers with tape recorders ("l see themhalf |istening, nodding

pl easantly and relaxing in the know edge that the little wheels are
rolling") is a waste of time. "What they are getting fromme is not the
i nsight that conmes from deep probing and
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The Nonfiction Part perceptive analysis and ol d-fashioned | egwork; it is
rather the first draft of my mind. . . ." New Yorker staff witer Alec
W ki nson recently told me that he usually does not take notes during
experi ences he witnesses or interviews he conducts; he has to
concentrate on the conversation with his subject so that his foll ow up
questions are sensitive and intelligent and he can nmi ntain eye contact
with the interviewee. After interviews, WIlkinson will junp in his car
drive around the corner and out of sight, and i mediately comrt
everything he can remenber to words on a yellow | egal tablet. 11.4 The
Bunbl i ng Approach to Reporting Lest you think | am condoning the

spont aneous, undocunented approach to the art of interview ng, as
practiced by the aforenenti oned witers and nany others, here is WIlliam
L. Howarth's description of the nmasterful John McPhee while
interview ng, from The John McPhee Reader, a "nust read" for any
creative nonfiction witer. \Wen MPhee conducts an interview, he tries
to be as blank as his notebook pages, totally devoid of preconceptions,
equi pped with only the nost elenentary knowedge . . . at times his
speech slows, his brow knits, he asks the same question over and over.
When repeating answers, he so garbles themthat a new answer nust be
provi ded. Sone informants find his manner rel axing, others are
exasperated; in either case, they talk nore freely and fully to himthan
they normally would to a reporter. Wile MPhee insists that his air of
density is not a deliberate ruse, he does not deny its useful results.
Informants may be timd or hostile unless they feel superior or equal to
their interviewer. By repeating and even funbling their answers, MPhee
encour ages people to enbroider a topic until he has its entirety. In an
ideal interview, he listens without interrupting, at liberty to take
notes without fram ng repartee or otherw se entering the conversati on.
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rate," in order to nake the experience nore accurate. "Cam Fella Goes
Under the Knife" Cam Fella, one of the nobst distinguished pacers in the
hi story of harness racing, is no ordinary former chanpion; he is the
nmost val uabl e standardbred breeding stallion in the world. Since his
retirenent in 1984, 10 of his progeny have earned $1 mllion or nore
apiece. CamFella's stud fees generate at least $2.5 mllion annually.
So when veterinarians discovered |ast year that Cam Fella had testicul ar
cancer, his owners were alarnmed. Normally, the diseased testicle would
be renoved and the remaining testicle left to continue manufacturing
sperm Cam Fella, however, was a "ridgling": he had only one viable
testicle. Castration would save his life, but end his reproductive
career. Veterinarians at the New Bolton Center in Philadel phia, First
publ i shed in The New York Times Magazi ne August 27, 1995. Copyright 1995
by The New York Times. Reprinted by perm ssion. 115



Page 114

The Nonfiction Part manufacture sperm Cam Fella, however, was a it
ridgling"; he had only one descended testicle. Castration would save his
life, but end his career, unless veterinarians could find a way to
elimnate the tunor. Their solution, after weeks of consultation, was
freezing the tunor away. Cryotherapy had been used in horses before, but
Dr. WIlliamJ. Donaw ck, Professor of Surgery, arranged for the use of a
new y devel oped instrunment called AccuProbe, which delivers precise
anounts of liquid nitrogen with pinpoint accuracy. Solving the puzzle of
a testicular tunor isn't the only reason Cam Fella's owners approached
Donawi ck. New Bolton facilities are specially designed to expedite a
hal f ton horse through surgery and recuperati on w thout damage-a maj or
apprehension in the equine world ever since the chanpi on thoroughbred,
Ruffian, broke its leg in a nationally televised race two decades ago
and, after undergoing surgical repair, broke its leg a second tinme in an
anest hesia recovery stall. A unique feature at New Bolton is a recovery
pool where horses can awaken from anesthesia and thrash w thout hurting
t hensel ves or anyone else. Cam Fella's pool recoveries after four
cryosurgeries have been flaw ess. "He's not |ane or sore," says
Donawi ck. "He wal ks and runs the day after surgery." Anesthesiol ogi st
Kim O son, who interacts with Cam Fella nost frequently, observes that
"surgery seens to bore him" Although cryotherapy and ultrasound

equi pnent were donated, New Bolton charged its standard rate for
services, facilities, and a dozen nurses and doctors: $2,989.71. "W
researched what the entire procedure mght cost if this had been done on
a person,” said Bob Tucker, owner of Stonegate Farms in New Jersey,
where Cam Fella lives: "It was at | east $50,000." In between
tunor-reducing treatnments, Cam Fella was bred nore than 100 tines during
the February through July breeding season, resulting in 62 mares in foa
at last count.
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12 The Elusive Truth 12.1 Permission to Lie. During a talk to one of ny
graduate |l evel (MFA) classes at the University of Pittsburgh, Jane
Bernstein, author of the nmenmoir Loving Rachel, a book about a famly's
ability to come to grips with the birth of a severely handi capped child
and the inevitabl e adjustnments and accommodati ons that follow, nade a
statenent that ignited controversy and fuel ed a debate that |asted the
entire term Bernstein, who had previously published two novels, was

di scussing the difficulty of making a transition fromfiction to
nonfiction-learning to apply all the techni ques and devices she had
utilized in fiction to her nonfiction-without altering the truth. Wen
she began witing this book about her fam |y she found herself bl ocked

by habit and by the conflict between the two genres. "I couldn't
wite--or rather, | couldn't wite the way | wanted to wite. And so,"
said Bernstein, "I had no choice. In order to get ny book going, | had

to grant nyself permission to lie." To put it another way, she
approached her book project with the three-dinensional frame of mind of
the novelist. Bernstein did not nmean that she wanted to nake up facts or
tell stories that were not true. But the narrow range of creative

opti ons



Page 118

The Nonfiction Part traditionally granted to a journalist inhibited her
witing. Gving herself "pernission to lie" pernitted expansive
thinking; it allowed three- dinensional thought and scenic expression in
a novelistic context. In other words, she did not allow her witing
momentumto be interrupted by the literal truth of what happened to her
daughter Rachel and the rest of the famly. She recreated ideas and
details from nmenory, as best as she could. After her first draft was
compl eted from beginning to end and the revision and rewiting process
was | aunched, Bernstein renpved or repaired the "lies" she had inserted.
From her point of view, Loving Rachel was as true and honest as
possi bl e. She then submitted conplete drafts of the book to her husband
and to the half dozen physicians who had worked with or counsel ed her
famly over the years. They returned the manuscripts w thout so nuch as
a single change. Gving herself permssiontolieled to as true a
docunent as possible-fromall of the players' points of view It is

i mportant to point out that Bernstein was working fromnenory ; she had
taken few notes about the first year of Rachel's life, on which the book
was centered. Rachel's long-range health and her entire fanly's future
was in jeopardy. Bernstein did not have the tinme to wite down
everything that had happened to her while she was living it. It is not
certain that the physicians who fact checked her manuscript actually
said, verbatim exactly what Bernstein renenbered that they said, and
whet her the conversations and the scenes and t he surroundi ngs were
exactly as Bernstein had reported them But according to the characters
i nvolved in the experience-the peopl e about whom she was witing-her
version or reconstructi on was concei vabl e-a correct approximtion . "It
sounds right and it reads right," one of the physicians had said. But
whether it was exactly, literally, word-for-word true, the reader wll
never know. Bernstein will never know, either, | suspect. It probably
was not. But clearly, granting herself perm ssion to |ie probably had
not significantly altered the factual reality of the book-or else the
physi ci ans, who were not all presented as positive figures, would have
obj ect ed.
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The Elusive Truth 12.2 The Literal Accuracy o f Quotations Sending a
draft of an essay or article to people about whom you have witten and
asking themto review it for factual discrepancies is a touchy
situation. Many witers feel that they have gotten their subjects to
make certain adm ssions and to provide delicate information, and that
when subjects conme face to face with their own words and feelings they
m ght want to take it all back. This is a chance you take all ow ng
subjects to review your work, and | do not always do it. But in
situations in which you trust your information, it is always the nost
expedi ent nmet hod of self-protection. Not that the people about whom you
wite, especially when you are working with them over a period of many
months, will remenber exactly what they have told you in interviews and
conversations. In fact, people have often told nme that they do not
renenber details about a conversation about which | have witten or of
maki ng a specific statenent, but in the sane breath they will also often
say, "But | could have--or | would have. It reflects what | truly
believe." Fact checking with Eric Parente ("The Quitter") turned out to
be a terrific experience for ne and an opportunity to inprove mnmy book.
Al though | had spent a significant anount of tine with him | only

| earned about his own personal adventures in the thoroughbred racing
world after | allowed himto read "The Quitter" and anend sone of the
information | had witten. The informati on about the psychol ogy of
approaching and dealing with horses also cane after the fact checking.
O, to put it another way, after he learned to trust me. But a witer
never really knows what aspects of conversations, ideas, or incidents
will touch a nerve with a subject. I amoften anazed at what people
actual ly conplain about. I was once tel ephoned by a heart transpl ant
surgeon whom | had quoted extensively in Many Sl eepless N ghts. | was
monentarily wary when he identified hinself on the tel ephone, and when |
heard the serious tone of his voice. | had given himsections of ny book
in which he appeared to review . As it turned out, of the many pages of
guot ed conversations, he
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frequently. As a favor, he asked if | would delete that word, or
substitute a nore benign alternative for it, because his nother woul d
read the book and he did not want her to know how nmuch he swore. O
course, | conplied. 12.3 Doctoring Quotations Aliberty or |icense that
creative nonfiction witers mght take is to doctor or clean up

guot ati ons to nmake them nore readabl e or understandable or to fit nore
snoothly into a | onger narrative. A few journalists insist that they
have never changed a quotation, and there is no reason not to believe
them But they are part of a very small mnority . There are numerous
legiti mte reasons to make such changes or alterations. People being
interviewed often are not as articulate or as careful as they might want
to be. Usually, when you make such a change, you reconfirmthe quotation
or conversation with the parties involved. The concept and conflicts of
truth and literary license require continuous clarification and careful
anal ysis. The idea of granting "perm ssion to lie" or fabricate for the
sake of clarity is dangerous. Notice in sone exanples in this book
characters actually reveal what they are thinking. But notice, too, that
I do not quote or literally recreate actual thought, a common over

i ndul gence of creative nonfiction witers. Witers who actually "quote"
t houghts take the chance of losing credibility, because readers know
that witers cannot hear their subjects think. An obvious and frequently
enpl oyed technique that allows a witer to report thought literally is
taking a direct approach: Ask the people about whomyou are witing what
they are thinking at any given tinme. If the tell you, then you possess a
special license to recreate thought. There exists a major difference

bet ween recreation and fabrication , however, and there are a nunber of
literary licenses that potentially could lead to litigation, with
witers at the short end of the stick
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Janet Mal col m and psychoanal yst Jeffrey Masson was recently resolved in
the courts after ten long and expensive years of litigation. It began
with a technique or device nmany creative nonfiction witers use called
"conmpression.” This is the common practice of gathering bits and pieces
of conversations-large chunks of quotation-and noving them around,

squi shing or conpressing theminto one | ong conversation. Masson accused
Mal col m not only of compressing information but of literally making up
guotations. Sone traditional journalists find conpression highly
unet hi cal and obj ectionable, but nost creative nonfiction witers wll
admttedly conpress -conbi ne quotes, conversations, incidents, and so
on-in order to control material nore easily, allowing the witer to
craft a nore readabl e essay or article. In the scene in a previous
chapter showi ng veterinarian Wendy Freeman dis-budding a calf, for
exanple, let us say that | actually observed Freeman di s-budding five
cal ves, gathered ny details and quotations , and conpressed theminto
one incident. This did not happen, incidentally, but it could have
happened, and | mght very well have conpressed for the sake of dramatic
i npact and efficiency, provided that | did not mnisconstrue the inherent
truth of the experience, misquote Freeman, or mslead ny readers about
Freeman. | do not oppose conpression, but witers nust be wary of the
consequences. Once again, if a witer conpresses information, then fact
checking with the people involved in the experience is vital. For
menoirs, many witers will recreate scenes or conversations that took

pl ace | ong ago, and sonetines fact checking with others is not possible.
But usually these nenories are as nuch a part of the witer's life as
anyone else's, thereby allowing a much larger window for literary

i cense and general specul ation. Here's what the prolific novelist and
essayi st Paul West told interviewer Barbara Adans about truth and
accuracy in nonfiction. "I like witing nonfiction, but | really get off
witing fiction. It's
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satisfactions unique to nonfiction, | venture. He has the inpish answer
ready: "You can irritate your famly nore. The fiction doesn't irritate
anybody because they don't take it seriously, | guess. But nonfiction

they go through with a fine-toothed conmb, saying ~No, you got that
wrong, and that! Wiy don't you give this up, because clearly you don't
have the talent for it.' " He laughs, perversely gratified. Witing
menoirs, | say, is a double bind: Your subjects expect accuracy or
literalismand at the sanme tine may resent appropriation of any part of
their lives. West nods,"Ch god, yes. They expect you to be them to
report events as if you were them and then they conpletely ignore the
fact that a) you're a novelist and b) you're a stylist, and this takes
you very far frompredictable |ines of reportage. This doesn't bother ne
and never will. Because ultimately this is the big issue that | make of
words, and that's nore inportant than the basic facts. Witing is always
a stylistic opportunity, and |I'msure that doesn't appeal to fanmly
menbers." Wst finds the novel "always nore open to manipul ation,"
whereas nonfiction is nore deliberate. "You are, | suppose, restricted
to certain facts-you know, the way your father wal ked. You're not going
to ness with that too nuch."” But West admits to "messing with" his own

t houghts and actions a great deal, and even inventing characters in
nonfiction-"just to see what'll happen.”" In "My Mother's Music," he

i ntroduces a fictional character, the allusively naned Reyner Rilka,
providing his nmother, in her nineties, with an additional friend and

nei ghbor. Al ways tinkering, the novelist argues for invention: "The
grouping wasn't right; | needed a male wall to bounce things off."
Despite his restructuring of reality, West believes his nother woul d
certainly have recogni zed herself in this nmenoir, in which he sought to
make her "dom nant on every page." Witing about his father, however, as
West did in "I, Said the Sparrow' (1963), an autobi ography up to age 17,
was unappreciated. "He hated it he said it exposed and revealed him He
hated to be depicted
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the recent novel Love's Mansion-with a sex |life he never had, |'m sure.
He woul d have been aggrieved, | think. So you can't really get away with
it." He pauses, then hastens to a nore positive thought: "My nother
liked it; she liked being witten about. She'd nod and say " You' ve got a

very accurate eye' or sonmething. | say very little about ny sister
because she doesn't care to be witten about either. If I'mwiting
about her, | know I'mgetting it wong, ipso facto, so | cut it to the

mninmum"' 12.5 Who Knows the Real Truth? As indicated in an earlier
chapter, the truth is often larger than any single fact, not a
cut-and-dried positive or negative value. It is quite elusive and, |ike
beauty, in the eye of the beholder. It turns out that what | sawin the
heart transplant world resonated with the surgeon with whom | worked.
This does not nmean that we concur with every single fact and detail

al ong the way. So, too, with Jane Bernstein's Loving Rachel. The
physicians intimately involved agreed that it sounded right. Bernstein
t hought that it was right, too, but she could not and woul d not vouch
for the absolute essence of truth. But if you stand back fromthe
situation and think about it, this nakes sense. Think about your own
experience with your parents, spouses, or enployer. Haven't you been

i nvolved in countless conversations in which two or nore peopl e
experience or recall the sane conversation quite differently? |nagine
putting a video canera on the shoul ders of each participant in a

di spute, a ganme, or a debate. Even though the experience and the

| ocation is shared, because of each participant's angl es and nuances,

each interpretation will be skewed. Al of this is especially true and
relevant in a nenoir. Margaret G bson's recollection of the killing of
the rabbit and Don Morrill's menory of his nei ghborhood nmay not reflect

the recollections of their parents or other participants. Edward' s
attitude toward Margaret, Betsy, 'From Barbara Adans, "The Essayi st at
Wrk," Creative Nonfiction 6, pp 21-34.
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The Nonfiction Part or Aunt T, and his job of beheadi ng chi ckens ni ght
significantly clash with the quiet and ronmantic way he is presented.

Thi nk about how Ms. Whittenhall perceived the kids of the

nei ghbor hood- probably a conpletely different way than the way they
perceived her or they thought she perceived them Previously, |

di scussed researching and interviewi ng techni ques, pointing out that Gay
Tal ese and Al ec WI ki nson abhorred tape recorders . Talese jotted down a
few notes, then waited to recreate the interview or experience until he
returned home, hours or days later. WIkinson junped in a car, drove
around the corner and parked in order to get down the words and ideas as
soon as possible. Surely this work cannot be conpletely accurate,

al t hough the essence and the intention are clearly correct. O herw se,
they m ght be facing litigation. Wich brings us back once again to
Janet Mal colm Jeffrey Masson, and litigation. Masson was not talking
about doctoring or cleaning up quotations when he sued Mal col m he was
accusing Mal col m an experienced and established New Yorker contributor,
of outright fabrication. There were actually five disputed parts of the
45, 000-word essay, published in 1983, with which Masson went to court.
In the first trial, a jury actually found that all five passages that
Masson questioned were, indeed, fabricated and that two were |ibel ous.
But when the jury deadl ocked over the anmbunt of danmmges to be awarded, a
judge ruled that the entire case was to be retried. The second jury
reversed the first, ruling that only two of the five quotations were
fabricated, but that neither were |ibelous. On the surface this nay
still seemto be a victory for Masson, but it was not, because the jury
al so concl uded that neither quotation denonstrated that Ml col macted
with the reckl essness required to be deened libel and thereby be
assessed damages. 12.6 Wio |Is the Final Arbiter. Al though Ml col m and
Masson were equal participants in the experience , it was Masson's-not
Mal col M s-1ife that was being exposed, and his reputation (at | east
prior to the lawsuit) that was bei ng questioned.
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The Elusive Truth In witing nore personally, as in a nenoir, it is your
life that is being unnasked, as well as the lives of the other nenbers
of your famly . You have a perfect right to tell your story in your
way, and it is very unlikely that a famly nenber will take you to court
and even less likely that the litigation will go very far. You may be
reluctant to be conpletely truthful about the people in your imediate
fam ly, for whomyou rmay care a great deal, for fear of hurting or

hum liating them But this is a personal problemyou are confronting,
chances are, not a |legal one. For nore information and enli ght enment
about such problens, | reconmmend Jonathan Kirsch's Handbook of
Publ i shing Law (Venice, CA: Acrobat Books, 1995).
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13 In Conclusion 13.1 Followi ng the Frame My students constantly worry
about the ending of books, essays, or articles, a problemthat receives
much nore attention than it deserves. Not that endings are not

i nportant, but they will also be one of the easier problens to solve-if
the essay or book possesses the structural and creative integrity we
have been di scussing fromthe beginning. If, as you near the end of the
book or essay, you suddenly find that you are |ost, unable to nove your
narrative in any direction, then | would direct you back to the

begi nning and rem nd you to follow your overall story structure or
frame. Renenber that in addition to conpelling a reader to enter into
your essay, a |lead scene should reflect a focus and a story or plot that
will be carried through, at |east subtly, frombeginning to end. If this
is not the case-if you are unable to follow a trail, albeit vague and
ragged, of scenes and stories, back and forth, beginning to end, then
per haps your structure is flawed. In other words, at sone point during

t he devel opnent of a book or essay, witers should know where they are
going. During the witing process, they may decide that they do not want
to go in the direction they are headed, and they may change directions a
dozen tinmes. But the conclusion should come as part of the ebb and fl ow
of the narrative.
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direction in the beginning and niddle as well. | did not know when |
started witing "The Incident"” for Stuck in Time exactly how | would end
my book, 300 pages later, but | knew that there would be a | ogical
connection, a way of linking with the story and thene | had planted in
the very begi nning. |Indeed, Jeanne Marie Laskas begins "The Garden in
Wnter" with the dual themes of a train ride and gardeni ng. She ends
3,000 words later in a simlar manner, with her hands in the dirt on a
free-fall journey right through China. Margaret G bson and Donal d
Morrill have witten essays that ref lect nmultiple themes from begi nning
to end. Refer to the Readings section to see how Stuck in Tine
concludes. 13.2 Abolish Title-Mania A though the title represents the
reader's first connection to a book or essay, it ought to be the
witer's last consideration, if it is a consideration at all. A good
title is not inportant, but renenber that it reflects the focus or the
essence of your project. Whatever title you choose in the beginning, it
wi || change as nany tinmes as you change your own m nd about what you are

doi ng and where you are going. Editors will also have their own ideas
about the essence and quality of titles they want to appear in the pages
of their magazines and journals . Oten, titles will be witten in

certain ways to appeal to readers or book buyers. In fact, book titles
are often determined by the sal es manager of the publishing conpany,
rather than by the author or editor. This makes sense from a
profit-and-1oss point of view |If the sales or marketing staff nmintains
that they cannot sell a book to store owners because of a title or if
the marketing representative insists that a book will be displayed in
the wong section of a book store or catal ogued inappropriately at the
library, then the title nust be changed. Such was the case with Jeanne
Mari e Laskas' first collection of essays, The Balloon Lady and O her
Peopl e I Know, which was originally titled for its |ead essay (which
was, coincidentally, "The Garden in Wnter").
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In Conclusion But the conventional marketing wi sdom was that Laskas'
book woul d be typecast as a gardening or horticultural work, which is
far fromtrue. As you can see, the title of nmy transplant book changed
from "The Repl aceabl e Body" to "Many Sl eepless Nights” in the course of
the book's devel opnment. My favorite title for my own work was actually
dreaned up by a sal es manager, after ny editor and I were stunped for
weeks: The Best Seat in Baseball, But You Have to Stand!: The Gane as
Umires See It. 13.3 Be Happy Your Reader Survived to the End This is
anot her reason why | do not worry too nuch about endings. If nmy witing
and my ideas have been strong enough to conpel ny reader to cruise

t hrough my book or essay from beginning to end, and | have said pretty
much everything | think is inmportant in the pages in between , then

have achi eved ny objectives. At that point I will assunme that | have
fulfilled ny contract with ny reader, and | will find a gracious way to
say goodbye. In the case of this book, I amnot going to say goodbye,
however. Instead, | will offer you ny e-nail address (lgu+@itt.edu)

just in case you have any questions or coments.
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Appendi x 1 A Sanpl e Book Proposal Publishers realize that works of
nonfiction require a great deal of tinme, effort, and expense. So, nore
often than not, witers may receive a contract for a book, plus a cash
advance (against future royalties ) based on a well-rendered proposal.
As a nodel for your own efforts, here is the book proposal accepted by
WAV Norton for Many Sl eepless Nights. Notice that it is witten in a
cinemati c way, suggesting specific scenes, characters, and potenti al
story lines or franmes. My focus- what | think I would eventually teach
ny readers-is also included. | also outline my own qualifications. It is
i mportant to point out that editors do not necessarily expect that you
will follow the proposals you wite; editors understand that once you
are involved in the experience, you might change your mnd, go off on a
dozen tangents , and gather new and inportant information that may
conpletely alter the thesis of your initial proposal. This is part of
the creative process. But a detailed and well-planned proposal is

requi red as proof that you understand how to structure and wite a book,
that the idea of franming, witing in scenes with dial ogue and
description, focusing , and so forth is within a particular witer's
grasp. This proposal took three nonths to research and wite, but it

yi el ded i mredi ate results.
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Appendi x 1 "The Repl aceabl e Body" Although references to human organ
transpl ants have been di scovered in ancient Egyptian manuscripts, it
wasn't until 1905 that Austrian ophthanol ogist Eduard Zirmlifted
sections fromthe cornea of a dying 1l-year-old boy and restored the
sight of a workman blinded by line. Nearly half a century later, doctors
at Boston's Peter Bent Brigham Menorial Hospital successfully
transplanted a kidney into Ri chard Herrick, who had been wasting away
for nore than a year. Another decade passed before Dr. CGeorges Mathe of
t he Gustave Roussy Institute near Paris saved the |life of a man dying of
| eukemia with a total bone marrow transplant the first in history.
During that same year, 1963, the first human lung transpl ant was
attenpted at the University of M ssissippi, and the first successful
liver transplant was conpleted by Dr. Thomas E. Starzl of the Col orado
Medi cal Center. Perhaps the nost inportant and wi dely discussed
transpl ant surgery of all tinme occurred in 1967, when South African
Christiaan Barnard repl aced the diseased heart of Louis Washkansky, a
55-year-ol d grocer who, upon awakening fromthe anesthetic after the
operation, called hinself "the new Frankenstein ." Louis Washkansky di ed
from pneunoni a just 18 days later, and during the next dozen years, many
hundreds of transplant recipients died, primarily because of the body's
natural tendency to reject foreign matter. But with the drug

Cycl osporine, introduced in 1980 by Dr. Starzl, now at the University of
Pittsburgh and Presbyterian-University Hospital, the world s major
transplant center, and Dr. Norman E. Shumway of Stanford University

Medi cal Center, one-year survival rates for heart transplants have
reached 80 percent; for kidneys al nbst 90 percent. During the past three
years at Presbyterian-University, surgeons have transplanted nearly 300
livers, 500 kidneys, 100 hearts, 10 heart- lungs and 30 pancreases. On
Val entine's Day, 1984, Dr. Starzl saved the life of six-year-old Storme
Jones of Cunby, Texas, with a sinmultaneous heart |iver transplant the
first inthe world. Arevolution in nmedicine and in surgery has taken

pl ace since Louis Washkansky opened his eyes and blinked in anazenent,
and it is the
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joy it has fostered, all of the problens it has caused, the

di sappointnents it has created, which | plan to docunent in the book
proposed on these pages. Presby Mire transplants are done here than
anywhere else in the world: nmore livers, heart |ungs, kidneys, heart
livers, as well as bone marrow and pancreas transplants. Mst of the
research and testing of the drug Cycl osporine, which has nade successful
transpl antati on possible, was done at Presby. Surgeons from countries
all over the world are trained in transplantation techniques first in
the classroomat the University of Pittsburgh Medical School, and then,
clinically, at Presby. Wat nakes Presby unique is that it is an
inner-city hospital, bordered by the ghetto, in an area burdened by one
of the highest unenploynment rates in the nation. And yet, it has always
been at the forefront of nedical science: Jonas Sal k devel oped the
vaccine for polio here and at Pitt nearly four decades ago. C earances |
have been granted access to all situations, people, and events rel ated
to transplantation at Presby. | amfree to interview, and observe in
action on a day-to-day basis, surgeons, social workers, nurses and other
menbers of surgical and support teanms, organ procurenment specialists, as
wel |l as organ recipients and their famlies. | ampernitted to observe
surgery, sit in on patient-doctor conferences, attend the Tuesday staff
nmeetings (where patients with priority for avail able organs are
determined ). | plan to be in the admtting roomwth social-service
personnel when patients first come into contact with Presby's transpl ant
team and to follow many patients and their famlies through each step
of the experience for as long as it might take. I will nove into Famly
House, the reconditioned old Victorian hone that serves as |living
gquarters and support center for families of transplant patients, attend
nmeet i ngs, and
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Appendi x 1 cone to know the nenbers of TRI O (Transpl ant Recipients
International Organization). | will also visit and investigate other
transplant centers, including the Mayo Cinic in Rochester, M nnesota,
which, with the help of Presby, is now organizing its own |iver
transplant unit. Treatnent/Structure Transplant recipients pass through
si x stages of psychol ogi cal adjustnent , according to the Departnent of
Psychi atry and Surgery, Arizona State University: (1) Evaluation Period,
(2) Waiting Period; (3) Inmediate Postsurgical Period; (4) Rejection

Epi sode; (5) Recovery Period; (6) D scharge. For The Repl aceabl e Body,
this is the order in which the vast and conplicated story of
transplantation will be told. Point of Viewl wll focus upon the varied
experiences of three or four patients who have lived, suffered,
rej oi ced, and perhaps even died while struggling through the six stages
of adjustment. As the stories of these patients begin to unfold, the
peopl e (nurses, social workers, surgeons, procurenment specialists, etc.)
involved in the transplantati on process will be introduced, the many
physi cal and scientific conplications stermming fromtransplantation wll
be presented, the ethical, practical, and noral issues surrounding
transplantation will be di scussed and debated. \When possible, the
experiences of the patients on whom | focus will be integrated from
chapter to chapter, so that a panoramic picture of the world of organ
transpl antation, as depicted in this hospital and at this tine in
history, will eventually begin to surface. Narrative Sequence Based upon
the patients and staff with whom | have cone in contact and the
information | have gathered so far-factors that nay well change
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a tentative breakdown of the content and shape of the book. |

Eval uati on Last Resort Eight-year-old Kinberly Fuller of Elk Gty,

Okl ahonm, arrived at Presbyterian -University Hospital on June 3, 1984
for evaluation as a possible heart lung recipient. Al though this was
only the beginning of a process that mght take years to conplete,

Ki nberly's parents, David and Sandra, who acconpani ed her to Presby, had
dedi cated every spare nonent during the past year to secure for their
daughter this invaluable opportunity. Kinberly suffered fromprimary
pul ronary hypertension, a fatal disease of the heart and |ungs, which
has no known treatnment. The Mayo dinic had initially suggested the
possibility of a transplant and referred the Fullers to the Stanford
Uni versity Medical Center . Stanford had recommended Presby, where
surgeons, nuch nore practiced in nultiple transplantation techniques,
agreed to see Kinberly . But then David Fuller's health insurance
carrier refused to provide the necessary advance deposit of $10, 000
required by Presby for transplant eval uation. Facing the specter of
nont hs of additional delay, the Fullers arranged for a $10, 000 second
nortgage against the equity of their house, and finally, brought their
child to Pittsburgh. To date, the youngest person to have received a
heart |ung transplant had been 19, but the little girl had one
frightening factor in her favor: Wthout a transplant, Kinberly would
die. "For nobst people accepted into the transplantation program" said
Donna Ri nal do, one of the three full-tinme social workers assigned to
transplantation units at Presby, "transplantation is the |ast resort.™
Your Mbney for Your Life A social worker's initial objective is to
determ ne whether the patient's insurance will cover the cost of the
transplant. Currently, neither state
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Appendi x 1 insurance agencies nor private health insurance carriers pay
for transplantation surgery and the care and nedicine it requires.
Neither will Medicare pay the costs of transplantation, nor will Social
Security in nbst cases. Hospitals have lost a great deal of noney ($2.5
mllion at Presby since 1982) because of the confusion surrounding
transplantation (whether it is considered experinmental or routine
surgery, and whether it is a necessity), and such confusion has led to
the enforcenent of strict new rules regarding the acceptance of
potential transplant recipients . If a patient does not qualify for
coverage, a cash deposit of anywhere from $25, 000 (ki dney) to $200, 000
(liver) is required. Recently, the governor of Pennsylvania, tired and
frustrated after being asked repeatedly to nmake |ife and death deci sions
for every special plea, pressured the state insurance agency to accept
transplantation clainms. A few other states, including New York and
Massachusetts, have foll owed Pennsylvania's |ead, but npost of the

"Bl ues" and the private carriers continue to oppose it. Media Magic Soon
after Kinberly Fuller arrived in Pittsburgh, Presby was visited by

Okl ahoma Governor George Nigh, along with a Tul sa newspaper reporter and
a television crew. Governor Ni gh had stopped to chat with one of his
constituents, a 22-year-old nmother of three, Terri Lenz, from Laverne,
not far from Tul sa, who, coincidentally, also suffered fromprinmary

pul monary hypertension, and had just recently received a heart |ung
transpl ant. Wen the Okl ahona i nsurance conm ssioner had refused to
guarantee the cost of her operation and treatnment, a Tulsa TV station
had | aunched a public service canmpaign on Terri's behalf, raising nore

t han $300, 000. Over the past few years, such nmedi a- nade canpai gns have
beconme nearly commonpl ace around the country. It didn't take long to
arrange an on-canera neeting with' Kinberly, her parents, and Governor
Ni gh. They sat in a |lounge area attached to one of the transplant units,
10-3, Kinberly in a crisp new nightgown, a steel cylinder of oxygen at
her side to help her breathe, and the Governor
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pressed pinstripe suit, together bent over a map of Okl ahoma, spread out
over a small table. Kinberly was extrenely precocious and amazingly
articulate, describing the state of her health and the conplications of
her disease in detail. Kinmberly |later reveal ed that her nother had
trained her for weeks at hone, with a "borrowed M. M crophone outfit,"
for the possibility of such an encounter. Governor N gh was asked only
one question-the inevitable and enbarrassi ng question. "Wat if surgeons
at Presby agree to attenpt Kinberly's operation? WII the CGovernor's

of fice help guarantee the deposit to pay the bills?" "I will do what we
all dointine of trouble," said Nigh, a seasoned politician, "by
joining the Fullers and all Okl ahomans, and putting ny trust and faith
in God." Il. Waiting Period Tuesday Organ Meetings Assuning that the
financial problens can be resolved (nore later), the Fullers will return
hone after the evaluation to wait in suspense and in linbo for the day
on which they are finally sunmoned to the hospital for the operation.
That day depends very nuch upon what happens each Tuesday at 10 A M at
Presby. There are separate neetings for liver, heart, kidney, and
pancreas patients, each attended by Drs. Thonmas E. Starzl and Chief of
Surgery Henry Bahnson, as well as other surgeons on the staff, the Organ
Procurenment Coordi nator, Donald E. Denny, and social workers assigned to
transplant units. The objective is to discuss the organs that m ght be
avai |l able and the condition of the patients in line for transplants. One
by one, the attending physician will assess the health and wel | -bei ng,
status and | ocation of each and every patient. \Wen possible, the social
worker will comment upon the enotional state of the patient and the
famly. How nuch |onger can they wait? How well are they managing to
adjust to the pressure and the uncertainty of waiting?
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Appendix 1 In addition to Kinberly Fuller, 3b-year-old Jerry Blanford
and | T year-old Ray Bl asi ngane are al so di scussed. Bl asi ngane, of Taos,
New Mexi co, has been waiting in Pittsburgh for nany weeks, while

Bl anford is sick and marooned in Wnnetka, Illinois, in his son's

one- bedroom second-fl oor apartnment. How Many Livers WIIl It Take? There
are obvious consi derations governing the selection of the transpl ant
reci pient size and weight of the avail able organ, bl ood type and age of
the prospective patient. Wthin these paraneters, transplant recipients
are taken in chronol ogi cal order. The overriding factor, however , is
al ways need. Ray Bl asi ngane was passed over in the liver rotation four
times in two nonths, first because the available liver was too | arge,
second because the next liver was too small. The third liver "broke"
whil e being transferred fromthe cooler in which it was carried. The
fourth tine, Ray was wheeled into the operating roomand then wheel ed
out agai n when Jerry Bl anford suddenly arrived in Pittsburgh, bloated
with fluid and bl ood, and with only hours to live. Blasingane finally
got his liver on the fifth try. He and Bl anford have since becone best
friends. Blanford, by the way, gained nmuch nore than a new liver and a
good friend through his transplantation ordeal. Before sickness made it
i mpossible to work, he had nanaged a supernmarket in a quiet blue- collar
nei ghbor hood, next door to a tavern where he and other |ocal nerchants
often had lunch. The tavern was owned by a m ddl e-aged woman w th whom
Bl anford becane friendly over the years. Because the tavern | acked a

t el ephone, he often took nessages on her behalf at the supermarket or
call ed her fromnext door to the phone. Blanford's ill ness had confused
doctors at the Mayo dinic, where he went initially for treatnent. They
knew t hat di abetes was at |east one problem but they needed a famly
medi cal history to provide a conplete diagnosis. Blanford, however, was
adopted. Wth his condition seriously deteriorating, Blanford s nother
began searching for her son's natural parents.
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Bl anford's supermarket and went to summon the worman who owned the tavern
next door for a call. She sniled and waved at Jerry as she wal ked into
the store and picked up the phone, but alnost inmediately her face
turned ashen and her eyes went dim She tal ked for a while, nodding and
then saying a few qui et words, before hangi ng up and wal ki ng over to
Jerry, who was sitting on a stool behind the cash register. Then she
told himthat he was her son. Al though an organ was avail abl e when

Bl anford' s need becane critical, the process mght not work so snoothly
for Kinmberly Fuller, no matter how ill she becones. In her case, as in
the case of Terri Lenz, two organs of the sanme size and weight froma
donor with the same bl ood type nust be avail abl e-si mul t aneously.
Qobviously, this nakes the procurenent problemdoubly difficult. Terri
had been on call, connected to Presby with a, |ong-range beeper, for
nore than a year. Luckily, her condition had not seriously deteriorated
during that tinme. Unsung Hero While Kinberly Fuller and her parents are
waiting at hone for a chance at renewed |life, Donald Denny is sitting in
his tiny office tucked into a far corner of the hospital, waiting for
people to die. Denny, a forner high school teacher, along with 300
associ ates who work out of 110 organ transplant centers around the
United States, have been called "the unsung heroes of organ

transpl antati on" by surgeon Thomas Starzl. These nmen and wonen |ive
their lives on a 24- hour treadmll; no nonent is secure, no day is
definite. Their schedule is determ ned by the unfortunate circunstances
of strangers, often in another part of the country. The physical and
nmoral pressure under which they constantly |labor is severe. At Preshy
over the past two years, 85 adults and children have died while awaiting
liver transplants. About one-third of the candidates at Stanford die
each year before a suitable heart is found. The problemis not a
shortage of organs (Denny points out that there is a near surplus), but
the process by which they are obtained.
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Appendi x 1 Although polls show that the majority of Anericans are
favorably inclined toward donati ng organs, and 43 states make donor
cards an integral part of the driver's license, the process becones
infinitely nore conplicated after the death occurs. Energency nedica
crews and the hospital staff, engrossed in the |lifesaving process, are
much too busy and sonetinmes too confused to pay attention to what
happens to bodies if and when patients are lost. For a variety of
reasons, doctors and nurses, although aware of the critical need for
organs, are reluctant to bring up the matter to a fanmly suddenly
confronted with a tragic |oss. And even when these obstacles are

avoi ded, and the donor cards have been properly filled out, famlies are
likely to continue to withhold approval, for the idea often seens
ghoul i sh when the reality of the death of a |loved one is suddenly thrust
upon them (This shortage of organs does not occur in European
countries, where the law works in reverse. Bodies are automatically made
avail able for transplantation, unless the person has previously objected
toit inwiting. Can such a law be instituted in this country? Wuld it
violate our civil liberties?) There is a conputerized information bank
that catal ogs available organs, but it is so slow and antiquated that
because of the critical tinme factor (kidneys can be preserved for 72
hours outside the body, hearts and livers for |ess than four hours),
often when organs are finally located and |isted they are no | onger
usabl e. Organ procurenent centers are at the nercy of comercial airline
schedul es or the sporadic use of corporate jets. Qoviously, this |eads
to serious and unfortunate |ogistical problens. Recently, after waiting
two weeks for a liver to transplant into a child from San Antoni o,

Texas, six livers were suddenly available to surgeons in Pittsburgh
Because there are only a few surgical teans with the capability of
perform ng such a delicate and tedi ous operation, four of those livers
went to waste. If possible, I will be with Denny and his surgical team
when they rush cross country in a nad scranble to obtain the twin organs
required for Kinberly's delicate operation
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Chances of a transplant patient losing life during surgery, especially
under the skilled and practiced hands of Dr. Thonmas E. Starzl, are slim
It is the hours and days imedi ately follow ng the surgery, when the
patient is susceptible to so many conplications and infections, that are
so dangerous. During this time, Starzl, the nost prom nent transpl ant
surgeon in the world, is an ever-loomnming presence in the hospital. "He
has a red flannel sleeping bag in his office, and when he is exhausted,
he puts on a pair of blinders and clinbs inside," says Donna Ri nal do.
"In an energency, the nurses pin a note onto the bag and pray that he

will seeit." "He has a new w fe and two children froma previous
marriage," says a co-worker. "God knows when he ever sees them His only
recreation is walking his dog." It is Thomas Starzl who devel oped the

liver transplantation techniques used so successfully in surgery today,
and Starzl is one of two surgeons in the world permitted to experinent
with Cycl osporine, the antirejection drug credited with reviving the
field of transplantation after its denise in the early seventies. In an
article in the August 1984 issue of the New England Journal of Medicine
(one of nore than 600 books and articles he has published during the
past two decades) Starzl reveal ed his newly devel oped "Pittsburgh

Met hod" of pancreas transplantation , which sinplifies surgery and
reduces the recovery period by nonths. One of the patients on whom |
wi Il focus for The Repl aceabl e Body may well be the subject of the first
bowel transplant in the history of medicine. Starzl expects to attenpt
such an operation within the year. It is inpossible to spend any tine
with Thomas Starzl and not be overwhel ned by his energy, his endurance,
and his sense of purpose, and awestruck by his charismatic influence
over people. Starzl does not wal k the corridor of the hospital; he runs.
He refuses to wait for elevators ; he | eaps stairways three steps at a
time. During rounds, he will
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Appendix 1 recite a patient's nedical history without consulting the

chart; he will know the first nanmes of nenbers of the patients’
famlies, and charmthemw th a flashing snile and piercing eyes of
concern. | have personally w tnessed enmbarrassing scenes: patients

greeting himwith tears of joy, hailing himas their "savior," a man
"who has done so much." He is also a favored physician of political

| eaders and royalty fromacross the world, and has secretly performnmed
transplants at Presby on four nenbers of the royal famly of Saudi
Arabi a. Recently, King Fahd contributed $400,000 to the transplantation
program But neither is Starzl a man wi thout inperfections. At 55, he
has becone a junk food addict and a chain snoker, consum ng three packs
of cigarettes a day. Reportedly, he has difficulty delegating authority.
Whereas the heart transplant unit supervised by Bahnson is as snoot h-
running and efficient as the heart itself, the liver unit (10-3) over
whi ch Starzl presides seens to be adm nistered in a cunbersone manner,
with a disorganized staff and sonetinmes disabled chain of command. Tough
Times on 10-3 Unit 10-3 is conposed of two attendi ng physicians, Starzl
and an associ ate from Japan, Shunzaburo Iwatsuki, a nunber of assisting
surgeons and physici ans, groups of second- and third-year residents,
and, at this particular tinme, three surgeons in training from G eece.
Duri ng one recent week, 12 kidney-transplant, two pancreas-transpl ant,
and five liver- transplant patients (there are two additional units, for
ki dney and heart transplants, on other floors) have been transferred to
10-3 fromthe Intensive Care Unit for recovery. At full strength, the
staff, supervised by Head Nurse Lauren Naught mann, consists of seven RNs
and two aides (daytine) and three RNs for evening shifts. According to
the nurses, this is not enough. At the therapy session conducted each
Thursday by Donna Rinal do, the nurses rattled off their conplaints.
There were stories about patients being returned to the unit fromthe
operating roomstill bleeding, of argunments between doctors over
prescribed treatnment, sonmetinmes in front of the patients, and sonething
especially frustrating to nurses
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surgeons): the unfailing loyalty of the patients to Tom Starzl. "These
people suffer froma “Starzl is God' syndrone," one nurse said. The

di ssatisfaction on 10-3 is not caused conpletely by Starzl, or any
particul ar person or incident, according to Naughtmann. It is the never-
relenting pressure of having to deal with people constantly lying in the
no man's |land between life and death. "Sonmetinmes | just can't smle at

t hem anynore,” one nurse explained. "My head i s pounding and mnmy stomach
ison fire." "So why do you stay?" "Because | can't bear the thought of
what m ght happen to themw thout nme." N Rejection Shattered Hope There
are al nost al ways setbacks, usually only mnor infections that delay
recovery by a few days, perhaps a week, but because of the delicate
nature of the operation and the weakened condition of the patient after
years of failing health, there are al so serious and frequent
conplications. Here are a few exanples of the people currently or
recently in residence in Unit 10-3 and the problens they have had to
confront: Joyce Howard, 48, received a liver transplant on April 20, but
contracted herpes as soon as she got honme, and had to return to the
unit. Guan Ho Chen, an aide to the Prince of Bhutan, had a |iver
transpl ant in Decenber 1983, but because he lives three days over |and
fromthe nearest airport, he has had to remain in Pittsburgh

indefinitely. Mchael Sillimn was the victimof a stroke, while
recuperating froma second liver transplant (the first rejected). Tabor
Phillips, a nurse fromArizona, was admtted on March 3, received a

transplant on April 9, but was forced to remain at the hospital
indefinitely because of a continuing build-up of fluids in her |ungs.
Rebecca Hardesty, a 26-year-old grade school teacher from New Jersey,
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to ... then, a few nonths later, a pancreas transplant. At honme he
contracted an ulcer on his foot, which becane i nfected. He did not tell
his doctors for fear of having to undergo another operation. Last week
Patterson's | eg was anputated. "Wen Gerard lost his |leg, the whole

pl ace seened to collapse for a while,"” said Lauren Naughtmann. "All of
us, doctors, residents, nurses, aides, it made us all sick." Ray

Bl asi nganme and Jerry Blanford did not suffer through a first rejection
period. Hopefully, Kinberly Fuller will be blessed with sinmilar good
fortune. V. Recovery Period Famly House It is three |Iong bl ocks down
(and up) what students for generations have called "Cardiac Hill" to the
new y renovated three-story Victorian structure known as "Family House,"
establi shed two years ago for patients waiting for organs and for
families waiting for fathers, wi ves, children to progress through the
seem ngly unendi ng transpl antati on process. Seventy-five people squeezed
sonetimes four in a room sharing a comunity kitchen and one | arge
color TV, with a list of 75 nore, waiting for adm ttance. Residents of
Fam |y House cone from every corner of the world, and fromvastly
different cultural and economc situations, but together they share
probl ens no one el se could understand. "This experience has separated us
fromeveryday living," says Hazel Blasinganme, Ray's nother, a resident

of Fam |y House for nearly six nonths, "and brought our world to an
indefinite standstill. W are not productive. W don't have a daily
routine. W no longer permt ourselves to consider the possibility of a
future. It's a gruesone atnosphere here, waiting for an organ. First you
wonder if your son will be one of the fortunate five percent chosen, and
once he's chosen, you wonder why he was one of the fewto be saved."
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t herapy group at Family House each Thursday, and the Reverend Leslie

Rei mer, a special pastor assigned by the Episcopal Diocese in Pittsburgh
to the transplant units at Presby, makes frequent visits. "One |ady

has. been a transplant patient for 155 days, and she's lived and suffered
t hrough every kind of physical and enptional conplication inaginable.

But during all that time, a family nmenber, living at Fam |y House, has
been constantly with her. Wen her husband ran out of vacation days, the
famly set up a 24-hour rotation fromhonme, to Fam |y House, to
hospital. Even the doctors admit. . . it is the faith and conm tnent of
the famly that is keeping her alive." This same fam |y, says Reverend
Reimer, is soon to face the npbst serious setback of all. They are al npst
out of noney and credit. The maxi mum al |l owed through their Mjor Medical
cover age- $250, 000- wi Il soon be exceeded. "Their house is already
nortgaged to the hilt. They don't know what to do."™ From Fam |y House to
White House Reiner is extrenely concerned with the financial and ethical
i ssues surrounding transplantation. "In a world where people die from

| ack of basic health care, and necessities |like food and conmon drugs,
what is the place of transplantation? Resources expended on

transpl antati on include not only noney and intellect, but al so bl ood,
operating room space and tinme, beds and staff, and the human energy
consuned both in transplant surgery itself and the pre- and post
operative care of patients ." Previously, nost of the funds for
experinental transplantation were generated from private foundati ons and
governnent grants. But who will pay the price now that transplantation
is beginning to receive w de acceptance? As the controversial Governor
Lamm of Col orado recently asked: How nmuch is too nuch to save a |life?
Over the past few years, Nancy and Ronal d Reagan have made a nunber of
radi o and tel evision appeals for donors to aid people, nostly children,
in their quest for conplicated transplant operations. President Reagan
has al so appointed a Wite House staff assistant, M chael E
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Appendi x 1 Batten, as his personal liaison between hospitals and state
and private insurance agencies battling over the issue of

transpl antati on and coverage . To date, Batten has aided in saving nore
than 400 lives through personal intervention, including that of Jerry
Bl anf ord, whose private insurance conpany refused to put up the $200, 000
cash deposit required by Presby-until the norning after M chael Batten
read Blanford's letter and picked up the phone. Mre Media Magic Both
Bl asi nganme and Bl anford have each received an additional $50, 000 for
care and treatnment from hometown newspaper canpaigns. Al so, Reagan has
recently agreed to do a series of TV spots at Presby, for all
West i nghouse Broadcasting Co. affiliate stations, focusing on the
critical need for organ donors. But many Denocrats consi der Reagan's
interest in transplantation a "nedia scani’ designed to stinmulate a
steady stream of heartrending publicity events for a president running
for re-election. |If Reagan were sincerely concerned, they say, he would
sponsor legislation to help all the sick and the poor-not just the
peopl e requiring organ transplantation. Upon returning hone from Presby,
after Kinberly's evaluation, Sandy Fuller wote Ronal d Reagan and

M chael Batten long letters, asking for help. "It isn't the ultinate
solution to our problem" said Reverend Reiner, "but right nowit's the
only solution we've got." VI. Discharge Is Life After Transplantation
Wrth Living? As | follow a transplant patient through the stages of
eval uation, surgery, and recovery, | will also be follow ng discharged
transplant recipients as they attenpt to rebuild their lives. Is a
nornmal life possible for organ recipients? The answer is yes-at | east
froma physical standpoint. But will recipients be pernmitted by society
tolive a normal life?
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A Sanpl e Book Proposal First, there is the critical question of

Cycl osporine, the drug that prevents bodies fromrejecting transpl anted
organs. Transplant recipients nmust take Cyclosporine for the rest of
their lives. As Dr. Starzl explained to a House of Representatives
subcomm ttee , Cyclosporine was originally considered experinental, and
thus it was provided free by the manufacturer, Sandoz, to all transpl ant
recipients . Nowthat it is FDA approved, recipients nust pay-an expense
of anywhere from $5, 000 to $10, 000 annual ly. Mst health insurance
policies (including Medicare) will not cover the total cost of

Cycl osporine. And because they have been sick for so |ong, many

reci pients cannot obtain health insurance at all. Medical science has
provi ded organ recipients with new life contingent upon the inescapable
habit of Cycl osporine, which they cannot afford. And, as transplantation
centers continue to open throughout the nation, tens of thousands of

"Cycl osporine junkies" will be created annually, nmen and wonen presented
with the gift of life without the means to live it. It is likely that
the Cycl osporine issue will be resolved (Congress seenms to be noving in

that direction), but the stigma of being a transplant recipient wll
probably not go away so quickly. Menbers of TRI O (Transpl ant Reci pients
I nternational Organization) report that they are finding it increasingly
difficult to locate full-time enploynment . It is a vicious circle. Large
conpanies will not hire them because insurance carriers will not cover
transplant recipients. A few small conpanies will enploy transpl ant

reci pients, but prospects for responsible positions across the United
States are currently very dim But The Repl aceable Body will not be a
story with an unhappy ending . Not when readers see Terri Lenz at hone,
happy, caring for her children. Jerry Blanford has also returned to
Il1linois, now a son with two |oving nothers, corresponding with a
Hol | ywood novi e producer interested in recreating the story of his life.
Al t hough Ray Bl asi ngane nmust stay in Pittsburgh indefinitely, he is

pl anning to register for night school to earn his high school diplom
The comi ng weeks and nont hs may be cl ouded by the uncertainty caused by
their status as recent transplant recipients and the difficult
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Appendi x 1 task of starting over, but for the first time in a long tine,
Ray, Jerry, and Terri are secure in the know edge that the future is
filled with exciting potential. Life is no |longer a fading possibility.
It is reality, rich with hope and prom se.
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Appendix 2 On the Road to an MF. AL Not too |long ago, the concept of
studying witing in a "creative witing program was unheard of. If you
wanted to be a witer, then you becane an avid reader and a citizen of
the world, learning about life through travel and personal experience
until you knew enough to wite an essay, short story, or poemthat said
sonething. In college, you ngjored in English literature, philosophy, or
hi story-areas of concentration that would introduce the best books and
the nost influential thinkers. Even today in countries outside of the
United States, creative witing prograns on a high school or university
level are literally nonexistent. There are approximtely 300 creative
writing progranms to choose from nati onwi de, beginning with the program
at the University of lowa in lowa Cty, which is the ol dest and
considered to be one of the best. You can get an undergraduate (Bachel or
of Arts) degree in creative witing, as well as a graduate (Master of
Arts) degree. Probably the best graduate degree in witing is an

MF.A -a Master of Fine Arts-essentially the sane advanced | evel and
calibre of degree that mnusicians, directors, or visual artists earn. A
few col |l eges even offer a Ph.D. in creative witing, prinmarily for
peopl e who prefer to teach rather than to wite. Creative witing
prograns, especially on the graduate level, require students to mmjor or
specialize in one genre: fiction, nonfiction, or poetry, and a fewin
creative nonfiction. Listed in the back of this book are | ow residency
prograns that allow witers to renain at hone through nost
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Appendi x 2 of the year and work with a witing instructor through the
mai | and by fax and tel ephone, and ask just a two-week on-canpus

resi dency. Undergraduate students interested in nonfiction nost often
wWill either major in journalismwith a mnor in a field such as history,
political science, economcs, or literature, or they will do the
opposite-nmajor in an outside area while mnoring in witing. Students
shoul d think serf ously about majoring in the sciences, which are
becoming increasingly difficult to understand; many jobs will be

avail able for people who can wite strong prose that explains nedicine,
engi neering, physics, and so forth. Creative witing prograns bring

t oget her people fromthroughout the United States and provide a sense of
community to those students who feel a special kinship and dedication to
the witten word. Being a witer can be an extrenely |onely occupati on.
Poet and essayi st D ane Ackerman, author of A Natural History of the
Senses, renenbers that her teachers in high school were so opposed to
her witing that she conceal ed her journals, and her dreans about being
a witer, until her second year in college. | especially like creative
writing progranms on a graduate |evel because of the final requirenent:
In nost programs a student nust conplete a book-1ength nmanuscript.
Consequently, you will have witten your first book before you
graduate-with the help of your teachers. It is the consummate experience
for student witers, and the last time they will receive such gui dance
and support. The MF. A degree is also a good credential for a teaching
position in a creative witing program although nost creative witing
prograns on a university level prefer people with strong publishing
credits (books, essays in inportant magazi nes) whether they have a
degree or not; but an MF. A is an extra plus. Having said all of that |
shoul d al so point out that nost of the great American witers were not
educated in creative witing prograns. Ernest Heni ngway never even
attended a university, for exanple. After graduating high school, he
becanme an anbul ance driver for the Italian arnmy during Wrld VWar | and
observed conbat firsthand. He was seriously wounded in the process, an
experience that led to sonme of his finest work.
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On the Road to an MF. A |, too, amnot a product of a witing program
while driving a beer- delivery truck and selling shoes, | majored in
liberal arts. | do not have a master's degree, although | ama tenured

prof essor at the University of Pittsburgh. Wether you choose witing
prograns, other mpjors, or the College of Hard Knocks, the proof of your
work is not neasured by a degree you receive on paper, but rather by the
i mages you create and the ideas you conmuni cate on paper. My
professorial position canme as a result of ny acconplishnents as a
creative nonfiction witer and not because of any degree. No matter how
and where you expect to go in the future, being able to wite will be a
consi derabl e advantage. The experience gained in learning to deal with
peopl e and adjusting to other ways of life--a primary challenge in an

i mersion-will be equally val uabl e.
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Appendi x 3 Witers' Col onies and Conferences You are sitting in a cozy

| og cabin, nestled in the New Engl and woods, and you are witing. It is
a cool fall norning, but a warmfire is crackling on the hearth. Hungry?
Open the front door; a w cker basket with sandw ches and a contai ner of
hot vegetabl e soup has been placed on the porch. You ni bble on the
sandwi ch and sip the soup in the 'sun before returning to your cabin for
a few nore hours of witing. Later that day, you canoe across the |ake
next to your cabin or sinply wander into a nearby neadow to read and nap
in the sun. Sonmewhere around dusk, there's a cocktail hour in the main
building , and suddenly this deserted country encanpnent is filled with
a dozen or nore creative and interesting people: witers, painters,

scul ptors , conposers; sipping wine or soda and di scussing their day.

Di nner is served. The interesting conversation continues for sone
people, while others return to their roons in the inn or their studios
in the woods to work. Every day, the sane pattern takes shape. You and
all the other residents do whatever you choose to do: wite, paint,

swim sleep. Wiatever makes you happy. You may stay a nonth or three
nmonths. Here at this artists' col ony, one of several dozen col onies
across the United States, artists are treated as royalty. Every effort
is made by your hosts to nake |ife pleasant.
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Appendi x 3 | have been a guest at a couple of artists' colonies for
nmont h-1 ong residencies, one in Virginia at the Virginia Center for
Creative Arts and another at a phenonenal place called Yaddo, a

19t h-century nmansi on and 200-acre estate in Saratoga Springs, New York
As you can inmmgine, this is a great life to lead, truly ajoy to

di scover. And the best part of the entire experience at an artists'
colony is that many of themare free. Not that admission is easy. One
must apply and conpetition is stiff, although witers in the early
stages of their careers who show talent and maturity often are accepted.
There are also summer writers' conferences to attend as a student or
faculty menmber: intense tines (sone are weekends, sone as |long as two
weeks) of conversation and workshops and seni nars about all genres of
witing with |ike-m nded people. The first and only witers' conference
speci alizing exclusively in creative nonfiction is co-sponsored by
Creative Nonfiction and takes place annually at Goucher College in
Baltinmore . Infornmation can be obtained by calling 1-800-697-4646.
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Appendi x 4 Hel pful Information Reference Books and Organi zati ons
Creative Nonfiction Witers Should Know About "Grants and Awards
Avai l abl e to Anerican Witers" PEN Anerican Center 568 Broadway New
York, NY 10012 Directory of Literary Magazi nes Council of Literary
Magazi nes and Presses 154 Christopher Street, Suite 3C New York, NY
10014 The Associ ated Press Styl ebook and Li bel Manual Addi si on-\Wesl ey
Publ i shing Co., Inc. Jacob Way Readi ng, MA 01867 Low Resi dency and
Nonfiction MFA. Prograns and On Coud N ne: Witers' Colonies,

Retreats, Ranches, Residencies, and Sanctuaries Poets & Witers, Inc. 72
Spring Street New York, NY 10012
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Appendi x 4 Witers' Market: Wiere and How to Sell Wat You Wite 1507
Dana Avenue Cincinnati, OH 45207 National Association of Science
Witers, Inc. P.O Box 294 Geenlawn, NY 11740 Anerican Society of
Journalists and Authors 1501 Broadway, Suite 302 New York, NY 10036
Associated Witing Prograns George Mason University Fairfax, VA Wrks of
Aut horshi p: A Guide to Understandi ng Copyrights Buchanan I ngersoll PC
412-562-8800 Witers' Conferences and Festivals PO Box 102396 Denver,
CO 80250 Readi ng List For regular information about the witing
comunity: Poets & Witers Magazine 72 Spring Street New York, NY 10012
For essays and profiles of the finest creative nonfiction witers:
Creative Nonfiction PO Box 81536 Pittsburgh, PA 15217
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Hel pful Infornmation Creative Nonfiction Reading List: A Random
Recomrended Sel ecti on of Books and Authors to Sanple and Enjoy, fromthe
Editors of the Journal Creative Nonfiction: Anthologies The Art of the
Personal Essay, with an introduction by Philip Lopate Best Anerican
Essays, edited by Robert Atwan The Creative Nonfiction Reader, edited by
Lee Gutkind The John McPhee Reader, with an introduction by WIIliam
Hawort h The Second John McPhee Reader, with an introduction by David
Remi ck Suggest ed Books and Authors Desert Solitaire, Edward Abbey
Renmenberi ng Heaven's Face, John Bal aban Loving Rachel, Jane Bernstein
Bringing the Heat, Mark Bowden Friendly Fire, C. D. B. Bryan The Corpse
Had a Familiar Face, Edna Buchanan In Cold Bl ood, Truman Capote The
VWhite Album Joan Didion Pilgrimat Tinker Creek, Annie Dillard This
House of Sky, lvan Doig The Broken Cord, M chael Dorris The Studio, John
Gregory Dunne The Great Plains, lan Frasier
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Appendi x 4 The Last Shot, Darcy Frey Col ored People, Henry Louis Gates
The Shadow Man, Mary Gordon Stuck in Tine, Lee Qutkind Blue H ghways,

Wl liam Least Heat Mon Dispatches, Mchael Herr Al Creatures Great and
Smal |, Janes Herriot Hiroshim, John Hersey Far-Fl ung Hubbell, Sue
Hubbel | Liar's Club, Mary Karr House, Tracy Kidder Not Necessarily a
Beni gn Procedure, Perri Klass There Are No Children Here, Alex Kotlowtz
Cowboy, Jane Kraner I|nvasive Procedures, Mark Kramer The Bal | oon Lady
and O her People | Know, Jeanne Marie Laskas Hunting the Wole Way Hone,
Sidney Lea Arctic Dreans, Barry Lopez Conmmon G ound, J. Anthony Lukas
The Executioner's Song, Norman Miler The Journalist and the Mirderer,
Janet Mal col m The Snow Leopard, Peter Matthi essen Mrnings on Horseback
David McCul | ough Fatal Vision, Joe MG nniss
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Hel pful Information Up in the A d Hotel, Joseph Mtchell The Lost
Chi | dhood, Yehuda Nir The Hottest Water in Chicago: Notes of a Native
Daughter, Gayle Penberton Zen and the Art of Mdtorcycl e Mintenance,
Robert M Pirsig Paper Lion, CGeorge Plinpton Second Nature, M chae
Pollan M. Personality, Mark Singer Travels Wth Charlie, John Steinbeck
Fame and Cbscurity, Gay Talese Lives of a Cell, Lewis Thomas Hel l's
Angel s, Hunter S. Thonpson Killings, Calvin Trillin Assorted Prose, John
Updi ke My Om Country, A Doctor's Story, Abraham Verghese The Onion

Fi el d, Joseph Wanbaugh One Witer's Begi nnings, Eudora Welty Brothers
and Keepers, John Wdeman Night, Eli Wesel The Right Stuff, Tom Wl fe
This Boy's Life, Tobias WIff Al the President's Men, Bob Wodward and
Carl Bernstein
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Appendi x 5 Readings "The Incident" By LEE GUTKI ND CHAPTER 1 Wen | drove
up to the house, Daniel was wal king toward ne. | got out of the car and
waited for himto approach. Even though he waved and fl ashed a quick
smle, he seenmed grimand befuddl ed. "What's wong, Dan?" He shrugged
and shook his head as we wal ked up the steps toward the porch.
"Nothing's wong," he said, but his eyes were darting erratically from
side to side. Daniel had been working periodically that sumrer at a
rental property | owned, cleaning out the basenent, a filthy job that he
savored. Not hi ng made Dani el happier than getting dirty, especially with
a bunch of junk. A pack rat, Daniel had al ways rummaged through trash
rescuing an array of worthl ess nechani cal objects-manual typewiters,
speedoneters, radios, lanps, rusty tools, old notors. Keys of any size,
type, or condition were his special passion, and | ocks, whether or not

t hey corresponded to the keys. Sonetines he managed to clean or fix a
derelict itemof junk and sell it at a Sunday flea market, but usually
From Lee Gutkind, Stuck in Tine: The Tragedy of Chil dhood Mental

Il ness, 1993. Reprinted with perm ssion of Henry Holt and Conpany, Inc.
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Readi ngs But when Dani el wal ked past the tel ephones on his return, a car
screeched to a halt at the curb. A man, unshaven, dressed in black
trousers and shirt and bl ack patent |eather shoes and waving a knife,
ordered Daniel inside. Instead of running, or screaning-or even

| aughi ng- Dani el conplied. They drove around the corner, down a side
street, and into an alley, whereupon the man | ed Daniel through a clunp
of bushes behi nd an abandoned buil di ng. Foll owi ng orders, Daniel Kkissed
the man on the lips, then under the threat of the knife, sank to his
knees and perfornmed oral sex. Finally, Daniel [ay facedown on the
ground. The man entered him Daniel felt a sharp and intrusive pain.
Now, at the end of the story, Daniel was nearly hysterical. "Ch, it
hurts so bad. He said he'd kill me if |I told anyone. What am | going to
do?" | could not answer his question, for | felt dunbfounded and
conflicted . This incident had occurred in ny nei ghborhood, an area in
which I lived with my wife and infant son, and one consi dered the nost
urbane in the city. Not that crime never occurred here, but child

nol estation (or kidnapping) in the mddle of a bright and busy Saturday
afternoon was unlikely, to say the | east. Besides, there was Daniel's
hi story to consider, beginning with the abuse and neglect that had | ed
authorities to permanently separate Daniel fromhis fam |y when he was
ten years old. The abuse during his early years had been docunented, but
recently, new and questionabl e incidents of violence and nol estati on had
all egedly occurred. Only a couple of weeks ago, Daniel had cone hone
with his face bruised and his books and wallet mssing. He clainmed to
have been attacked by four black kids, w elding pipes, who stole his
nmoney and beat himup. Later, witnesses reported that he had actually
gotten into a fight with a nei ghborhood kid, who was white-and | ost.
Last year, Daniel had reported that a teenage fermale resident of his
group home had accosted himin a darkened passageway and nol ested him
At about the sane tine, Daniel told a convoluted story about being

foll owed by a mysterious bearded man who had forced himinto his
Cadillac and nol ested him Daniel also clainmed that a teacher at school
was abusi ng hi mand encouraging himto run away and not attend cl asses.
Many of the past horrors in Daniel's |life had been confirnmed, but his
recent credibility was partially suspect because of his own malicious-
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Appendi x 5 ness. Hadn't he, one Saturday afternoon, renoved all the
manhol e covers fromthe sewer systemon the periphery of his group hone
and covered the holes with twi gs, grass, and weeds as "booby traps?"
Hadn't he prom sed, after | had explained the danger, to inmediately
repl ace the manhol e covers, and hadn't he reneged on that pronise?
Didn't he lie frequently about where he went and what he did, using his
learning disabilities and side effects from anti depressant nedication as
justifications for forgetting and maki ng m stakes? Sone of his excuses
were plausible, especially those attributed to his |earning
disabilities. The intent of nmessages directed toward hi msonetines did
not register, but because Daniel was intuitive and responsive , he
skillfully maintained eye contact with the person to whom he was
speaki ng, able to sense when to shake his head, shrug, or nod,

i ndi cati ng understanding while conpletely in the dark. But there was an
unpredictable side to Daniel, as well; he was a kid who tottered on the
precarious edge of anmbiguity. The "booby trap" incident had been
especially disturbing because it nade ne realize that Daniel's

def ensi veness could distort his sense of right and wong. The caseworker
at his group honme observed that Daniel had been so brutally battered by
his fanmily and by the child welfare systemthat "rescued" himthat it
was inpossible for himto feel conpassion . The fact that someone could
have been hurt-or killed-by his "booby traps" neant little to Daniel,
who frequently declared, "I don't care about anyone else." | don't
believe that Daniel wants to hurt anyone, but because of his history, he
possesses an irrational and uncontrollable fear of being taken advantage
of , especially by soneone unknown. This helps to explain his penchant
for locks, keys, and burglar alarnms, and suspicions toward strangers.
Dani el coul d have seen this unshaven man dressed in black sitting in his
car or making a telephone call and his imagination m ght have done the
rest. Daniel continued to whinper as | tried to decide how to proceed.
At the very least, | had to get himaway fromthis house and the fear
that the nysterious nan, whether real or inmagined, was going to cone
back for him | renenbered a story he'd told nme of another unshaven man
who lived in the woods across fromhis hone who woul d peri odi -
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Readi ngs cally sneak into the room he occupied with his sister-and
nol est them both. The power of his enptions and the horror of what m ght
have happened to himconfused and frightened ne. Hurriedly, we gathered

hi s possessions and clinbed into ny car. | drove in the general
direction of the convenience store until Daniel pointed to the street to
whi ch the nman had taken him Instinctively, | turned the corner. Dani el
directed nme into the alley he had described. For the first tine, | began

to believe that the incident could have happened . The alley was not
dark or narrow, but it was clearly out of the way, as was the building
to which he pointed, set off in a secluded corner of a vacant lot. The
under brush around the building was thick and concealing. If a

nol estati on had occurred, it could have happened here. | backed down the
all ey and once again headed for the store. A police van was sitting in
the parking lot, its engines idling. Qut of the corner of ny eye, |
coul d see two officers, both wonen, eating a takeout |lunch and |i stening
to their wal kie-tal kie. Daniel was staring strai ght ahead, whinpering
and snuffling. He did not see the police van, but its presence provided
a direction--right or wong. "Wll, Dan, this is your chance," | said,
pointing at the white van with its large blue-and-gold official seal

"We coul d approach those officers and tell them what happened." Dani el
did not hesitate. "Yes," he said, with conviction. Daniel has always
possessed an irrepressi ble penchant for |aw enforcenent officers, which
is what he wanted to beconme. The order and control that police nay
establish appeals to kids who have | acked the order and control which

m ght have nade their lives happier and safer. As Daniel had grown

ol der, the idea of being a policenman had faded, although their uniforns
and authority were still quite seductive. W got out of the car, wal ked
across the parking lot, and knocked on the wi ndow of the van. "I was

nmol ested by a man dressed in black," Daniel said. He quickly highlighted
t he gruesone details. Al nobst instantly, the officer on the driver's side

activated her wal ki e- tal kie. Announcing the specific location, | heard
her sunmarize Daniel's story to her sergeant, using the word that both
Dani el and | had studiously avoided: "A reported rape . . ." Wthin five

m nutes, the entire parking lot was ringed with police
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Appendi x 5 vehicles. Daniel was asked to tell his story twi ce nore, once
by a sergeant and then by a nedic, and with each telling Daniel becane
nore distraught. He buried his face in ny chest and began sobbi ng
uncontrol lably , especially when the nedic attenpted to take himin the
anbul ance to the hospital for the |long and i ntense physical exam nation
required. "Lee, you have to come with ne; | don't want to be al one.”
"You go in the anbul ance, Dan. I'll be along in ny own car. Don't worry,
I won't |eave you." Wien | arrived at the energency rooma few m nutes
|ater, the police would not permit nme to join himin the exam nation
room Daniel remained alone with the doctors, nurses, and policenmen for
the next six hours. As directed, | went home and sat by the tel ephone,
wai ting for the police to contact nme. | did not know what to believe-or
even what | wanted to believe. Did | want the police to deternine that
Dani el was telling the truth-that he had really been raped? O would it
be preferable to | earn that Daniel had been Iying or hallucinating?

Ei ther way, Daniel was the ultimate victimof society, his famly, his
bi ol ogy, and of hinmself. Late that autumm afternoon, | |led two police

of ficers back to the scene of the all eged nolestation-the place to which
Daniel had initially directed ne. Daniel had told the police that the
man had dragged hi mthrough the thick underbrush surrounding the
abandoned buil ding and nol ested himbehind it. But the weeds and bushes
reveal ed no sign of being tranpled or disturbed, and later, the tests
conduct ed by the hospital doctor were inconclusive. There were definite
traces of senmen on Daniel's shirt, but there was no evi dence of
penetration. Daniel could not explain to the doctor, the nurses, or the
police investigators why he answered the tel ephone whil e wal ki ng toward
t he conveni ence store-or why he entered the man's car when he coul d have
run in any direction, screamng for help. During the follow ng few
weeks, the nore peopl e doubted and questioned the details and the |ogic
of his experience, the nore Daniel proclained its accuracy. "You nay not
believe ne, and ny nother may not believe, and the police may not
believe ne," he told nme, "but
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Readi ngs Daniel was right. | didn't know anything about it, and | guess
the truth of the matter is that | really didn't want to. The situation
was too perplexing and too painful to dwell upon. Wether the rape had
actually occurred or whether the entire incident was a creation of his
own i magi nation, | have cone to believe that it was a signal from
Daniel-a cry for attention, help, and understanding to anyone who m ght
listen. He felt hinmself slipping. Emotionally, he was circling the
drain. Rape constituted the | oudest symbolic scream he could yell. And
he had been partially successful. He had attracted the attention of the
police, with whom he nost desired contact, his nmother, his big brother,
his caseworker-all of the people in his I[ife. W had all stopped dead in
our tracks to look and to listen and to respond to Daniel, to be there
for himduring a brief time of need. But when the inmediate crisis was
over, the investigation conpleted and the new work week started,
everyone had returned to his or her own personal preoccupations. Dani el
was still screanming for help, but we no longer had the tinme or the
patience to listen. He was screanming into his future, which was as enpty
as his past. "Teeth" By LEE GUTKIND After breakfast, her husband | ooked
up fromacross the table and announced that he was taking her into town
to have all her teeth pulled out. It took a while for the neaning of his
words to penetrate. Even when he said he was getting her a new set of
teeth, she stared at himblankly. The nenory of that norning nearly six
mont hs ago, pained her even now. "My teeth ain't perfect, but they never
give me or ny husband no trouble,"” she said, rolling her eyes and
shaki ng her head back and forth From Lee CGutkind, The Peopl e of Penns
Wods West, 84. Reprinted by perm ssion of the University of Pittsburgh
Press.
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Appendix 5 slowy. "And suddenly, there he wanted to go and pull them
all out. |'ve never been so surprised in all ny life." She was sitting
on a stoop in front of the tarpaper-covered cabin in which she and her
husband |ived, petting the old coon dog, curled in a griny heap at her
feet, and watching the tractor-trailer trucks whoosh by. Each tine a
truck went up the road, she would wave and snile. The truckers would

i nvari ably wave back, as they roared by, bellow ng snoke. She told ne
that her |oneliness was sonetines awful. It wasn't the nountains-she had
lived here all her life and wasn't interested in anywhere el se-but the
fact that no one was around to talk to. The gl oony shadow that fel
across her face blatantly tel egraphed her desperation. Each tine |
visited, she went on and on, could hardly stop herself fromtalking. She
was a river of fat. Her body bulged and rippled in every direction , and
her eyes, tucked into her pasty skin, |ooked like raisins pressed into
cooki e dough. Her hair was dirty gray, tangled and wooly, but you could
tell her face had once been pretty. When she showed ne her picture as an
infant, | remarked that she | ooked like the Ivory Snow baby. Bl ushing,
she covered her nouth and turned away. That was how we had first got on
t he subject of her teeth. One day in town her husband was approached by
the new dentist, a handsone young man in a white shirt and a blue and
red striped tie, who explained that his house needed a new roof. Wuld
he be interested in installing it in return for noney or services? Her
husband was a short, wiry old man of seventy-two, who resenbled a

chi cken hawk, with a hooked nose and arns that bowed out |ike furled

w ngs. He hunched forward when he wal ked, as if he were about to take
off flying. He told the dentist he would think on it for a while. That
eveni ng, after supper, he stooped down and peered i nto her nouth,
testing each of her teeth with his thunb and forefinger to see how well
they were rooted. "Smile," he told her. "Laugh." She followed his
instructions to the letter, as was her habit. Over the next few days, he
wat ched her every chance he got. It was early autumm when he finally
went back into town to make the deal. She never knew anything about it.
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use for cash, bartering for al nost everything they needed. They traded
vegetabl es, cultivated on their tiny patch of land, for fruit-corn for
peaches, tomatoes for apples, pickles for pears, beets for pretty

bl uefire plums. He chopped wood in return for mason jars. Periodically,
he repaired a car for a guy who owned a dry goods store in town in
exchange for clothes for both of them By bartering instead of buying
and selling, they hardly paid Uncle Sam a penny's worth of taxes. Last
sumer, he raised a barn for sone city folks, recently retired near

here, in return for an old engine froma '64 Buick and a side of beef.
The engine went into a pickup truck they had gotten for one hundred
fifty dozen eggs. Paid out over a period of three nonths, the eggs cane
fromtheir chicken coops out back. The pickup was then swapped to the
owner of a local filling station for credit for two hundred gall ons of
gas, plus an assortnment of parts and tools. Meanwhile, she boiled up the
beef on the old black cast-iron stove that had belonged to his
grandfather , and canned and stored nost of it in the cold-cellar cave
under the house. She cut the remainder of the beef in strips and hung
them|i ke wet socks above the stove, snoking and shriveling themdown to

jerky. Fromthe spring to the fall, her husband went fishing each
eveni ng after dinner. Wien he collected a big batch of trout, she stewed
themin the pressure cooker until the whole fish, bones and all, was

white and neaty like tuna. This was what they would eat next w nter and
the winters thereafter. Their cave was stocked with years of stuff. Her
husband never tal ked about his work and what was owed to himin the way
of goods and services, and she never asked. Despite her significant
contribution, the actual swapping wasn't her business. Years ago, her
daddy had told her in no uncertain ternms exactly what she needed to know
to get herself through life. He was a man much |i ke her husband, didn't
owe anyone and never wasted anything. No words in conversation, unless
some specific point was to be made. Ot herwi se, silence was gol den. One
ni ght, however, her father cane outside and squeezed down on the stoop
beside her. They lived in an old house along the side of the road, about
the sanme size as the one in which she and her husband |ived now. But her
father only rented it for fifty dollars a nonth. Neither her
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property straight out. At the time, she didn't know that the old man was
dyi ng from cancer. Her nother had al so died fromcancer, and she had had
to quit school in the sixth grade to take care of the rest of the kids
and keep house. Recently, her two ol der brothers had joined the arny,
whil e the younger kids were sent to foster hones. Now, she and her
father were home alone. She was fifteen at the tinme. They sat side by
side as the night grew colder. The noon shimered in the glittering dish
of sky, but the air felt like rain. Suddenly he cleared his throat. The
sound of his voice made her feel unconfortable , simlar to how she felt
trying on a new pair of boots. "What else is there in life?" He said
this as if in summation after a |l ong conversati on which she had sonehow
nm ssed. Then, he paused. She woul d never forget his face as they sat
there. H's hard, sharp features seened to disintegrate in the darkness.
The glitter reflecting fromthe noonlight faded fromthe blue of his
eyes. "You work to eat, you eat to live, you live to work." He sighed.
"That's all there are to it." The next norning, the nman who was soon to
becone her husband nade hinsel f known. M racul ously, all the details had
been worked out between the nan and her father in advance, w thout her
having the slightest idea of what was happening. The foll ow ng
afternoon, the man canme and took her away. Two weeks later, her father

di ed. She cleared her throat and noti oned toward the house with her fat,
fl esh-soaked arm "W cane right here to these two acres and noved into
an old shed out back. It ain't there no nore. Tore it down to sal vage
the wood for this place. First we nade sure we had good water, then we
started building. Fromstart to finish it took two years to get all set
up. The winters were awful, but the sunmers weren't too bad." Al this
happened some thirty years ago. Her husband had been married once
before. His first wife died or left him she wasn't sure, and his
children, who she never net, were all grown up and |iving sonewhere in
another part of the state. Once in a great while, there was a letter

whi ch he would read carefully, his lips noving, then stuff into his
pocket, shaking his head and nuttering. He would go on, nuttering
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much as an expl anation. Her own brothers and sisters all |ived near
here, but hardly ever stopped by or invited her to visit. Like nost
everyone else, they were nore than a little afraid of her sonber, silent
husband. Once again, she paused to wave at a trucker, barreling up the
narrow two-| ane hi ghway. Their shack had been built unusually close to
the asphalt. Even fromup in the sleeping |oft inside, you could hear
the cinders and feel the wind when the trucks runbl ed by. She said she
was so shocked and angry when she found out about the deal her husband
had made with the new dentist that she started screaming and yelling. "I
had never acted that way before, but | just couldn't help nyself. Al of
a sudden, | went crazy. My husband didn't know what to do." He had
turned away, glaring in silence out the window It was still early. The
sun was just beginning its ascent up the hill toward them Hi s eyes
narrowed. Tine passed as he stared down the road. Hi s brows, thick and
hairy, cast a shadow, |ike unbrellas over his eyelids. Wen the sunlight
reached up as far as their house, he got up and finished dressing . He
bit off a plug of tobacco, stuffed it under his cheek, put on his old
griny baseball cap, clinbed into his pickup, and turned her over. When
he saw his wife come out onto the porch, he threw the truck into
reverse, backed up, and | eaned out the wi ndow. He wanted to have his say
one nore tinme. "W shook hands on a new set of teeth. It's owed to ne."
She turned and wal ked back into the house wi thout a word. He peel ed out
onto the asphalt, his tires spitting gravel. In no tinme, her best
clothes were out of the drawer and piled on the bed. She found an old
suitcase, cleaned it inside and out carefully, before laying in her
clothes. The last time she had been on any sort of trip was when her
husband had cone to take her from her daddy. They didn't have a suitcase
then. Al her possessions, including her nother's big black roasting
pan, fit easily into a nediumsized cardboard box. Her father carried
the box down to the road and they waited together until the nan who was
to becone her husband arrived. The whol e thing- packing, waiting, and
driving away-all took about ten mnutes. It went by in a blur, one
nonent stacked up on top of another.
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about then. She had been isolated with this man who hardly tal ked to her
and whom she hardly knew, a man who had refused to discuss his past for
over thirty years. At least with her father there was evi dence of sone
roots and another |ife sonmewhere behind the one he had been |iving. But
this man's world was bl eak, both behind and beyond. He offered little
nmore than a nod or a grunt for sustenance each day. Her father's words,
uttered with such sadness and resignation on that danp, dark night so
many centuries ago, canme back to her now. You work to eat, you eat to
live, you live to work. That's all there are to it. Al right. She had
lived her life in accordance with her father's w shes, had never asked
for anything from anyone, never shirked her responsibilities or wasted a
breath. She had al ways done whatever her husband had told her to do-and
nore. But giving up a part of her own body sinply for the sake of a

busi ness deal was too rmuch. It was going too far. A person has a
God-given right to own certain things, especially when they were born
with it. The last thing she did before | eaving was to go out to the punp
house and peer into the mirror. The image she saw gl aring back at her
was awful. She was too old, too fat, and too dirty. But, if anything,

her face had held up best of all. There was still a spark, a hint of the
beauty that m ght have been. Her daddy, who never had nore than a dollar
in his pocket at any one tine, had always bragged that the Good Lord had
made himrich by blessing himwi th a daughter with a m Il on-doll ar

smle. Even now, she could hear the distant echo of his praise. She
wasn't going to let that damm bastard she nmarried squash the nmenory by
pul l'ing out her teeth. She | ooked up at ne. The shroud that had fallen
over her face as she told her story nmomentarily lifted. "Used to be ny
husband woul d | eave ne alone fromearly norning until supper. But now,
things is different. He's liable to ride by anytinme, just to check and
see if I"'mstill here. Sonetinmes | hide out behind the chicken coops and
wait for him Wen the house | ooks enpty, he'll stop to see where | am
He al ways pretends he's cone back for tools or naterials, but I know

got himworried. It serves himright."
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scratching sinmultaneously before continuing. "I left the house that
norning , hitchhiked into town, and bought a ticket for Davenport, |owa.
Davenport was the only city in the state | could think of. My daddy
traveled all over the country when he was younger. He told nme you could
drive for half a day in any one direction in lowa and not see anything
el se but a green carpet of corn, just bending and stretching in the

di stance." She pushed her big bl ubbery legs out into the grass, right
near where the old coon dog was Iying. Once in a while, the dog would
thrash around and thunp its tail against the ground. A couple of tines,
it pushed itself up and crawl ed over on top of us. The wonan had on
brown doubl eknit slacks worn through at the knees. Her bl ouse was white
with alternating pink and blue pastel stripes, although the colors were
graying fromrepeated washings. This was the outfit she wore as she
clinbed aboard the bus and headed toward Davenport. Her clothes | ooked a
| ot better back then, she said. It took nearly three hours to get to

Pi ttsburgh, where they stopped and idled in the depot for about 45

m nutes. She did not get off the bus. They stopped twi ce on the hi ghway
in Chio and once nore in Indiana, but she renained in her seat, guarding
her suitcase. "I tell you, |'ve never done so nmuch thinking in ny entire
life as | did on that bus, |ooking through the w ndow, reading the neon
signs and watching the headlights fromthe cars. Mst of the people
around ne were sleeping, and none of themwere too friendly. Not that I
tried to do nuch talking. To tell the truth, I was scared half to
death."” She wasn't actually thinking, she explained, as nuch as she was
dream ng-with her eyes open. Her wi ndow was |ike an imaginary TV screen
and she could see the images of her past reflected before her. She saw
her father carrying the cardboard box down to the side of the road. As
the cancer took its toll, he had shriveled up like an old root. Then she
saw the man who was to be her husband pull up. He put the cardboard box
into the bed of the truck, opened up the passenger door, and hel ped her
inside. "I renmenber |ooking right into his face as he done this, the
first tine | had ever |ooked himfull in the face. And then, as | sat in
t he
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nor ni ng when he | eaned across the table and told nme he was going to take
away ny teeth. And you know what? He was the sane. Those 30 years we had
spent together had bloated ne |ike a balloon and wecked up ny face but,
except for alittle nore gray in his whiskers, that bastard ain't
changed one bit." She paused, shook her head, chuckled, then shook her
head again and again. It wasn't easy to suddenly accept the reality of
what had happened. The shiny sadness of her life reflected in her eyes.

I |1 ooked away, down behind the tarpaper shack toward the out house across
the field. It had a three-hole bench. There were four or five old cars
dunmped into a gully behind the outhouse and an abandoned w ndow ess

school bus, teetering on the edge. "I never made it to Davenport," she
said, after a while. "But | got all the way to Chicago. You ever been to
the bus station in Chicago? Mdre people there than | ever seen, all in

one place. Half of themdon't speak English, and none of them was white.
The nmonment | got off that bus, seeing all them colored and hearing al
that foreign comotion, | was conpletely confused. | was hungry, but
didn't want to spend any noney. | also wanted to clean up a little, but
with all them people, | was afraid to make a decision." After a while,
she found herself a bench back in the corner, out of the way, and sat
down to try to think things out. She still had her ticket to Davenport,
lowa, but didn't particularly want to go there any nore. She didn't want
to go anywhere, as a matter of fact. She wasn't willing to nove one inch
fromwhere she was. She nust have dozed off, for the next thing she
remenbered was feeling a hand on her shoul der, shaki ng her gently.
Soneone was sayi ng her nane. No one woul d know her nane in Chicago, so
maybe she really was back home, about to energe froma terrible dream
But when she finally opened her eyes, an elderly man with horn- rimed
gl asses and a tiny, pinched nose introduced hinself as a representative
of the Traveler's Aid Society, whatever that was. The man's voi ce was
soft and reassuring. As he tal ked, he picked up her bag, wapped his arm
around her anple shoul ders, hel ped her up, and |l ed her across the bus
stati on.
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he had contacted their ninister, who sonmehow traced her to Pittsburgh
and subsequently to Chicago. There was also a Traveler's Aid
representative waiting at the Davenport bus station, just in case she
had made it that far. They were noving at a brisk pace, passing the
ticket counters and neatly wending their way through the mlling crowd.
She felt like a piece of livestock. "Were are you taking ne?" "There's
a bus to Pittsburgh leaving in about ten m nutes. Your husband al ready
wired the noney." He smled and continued to talk to her in his quiet
and reassuring manner, as they pushed through a big set of sw nging
doors and headed on down a broad cenment runway towards a long |ine of
idling buses. Drivers in neatly pressed gray uniforns stood by the doors
of their respective vehicles puffing cigarettes and punching tickets, as
she and the nan hurried by. "But | already have a ticket to Davenport,

lowa." "You can cash it in when you get back hone . " He paused, al
the while continuing to | ead her down along the row of buses. "O
course, | can't force you to do anything you don't want to do." He
shrugged and smil ed apol ogetically. "I can't even hel p you make up your

mnd." By this tinme, they were approaching the bus to Pittsburgh. She
felt his hand on her back, urging her gently toward the bus. He handed a
ticket and her suitcase to the driver. Meanwhile, she hesitated,
nmonentarily resisting the pressure on her back. She tried desperately to
think things out, but her mnd was bl ank, as was her future. Wth

not hing better to do, she wal ked up the steps, dropped into a seat by
the wi ndow, and cl osed her eyes. She did not allow herself to open her
eyes until hours later, when the bus pulled into Pittsburgh. She was so
confused and enbarrassed, she had completely forgotten to say good-bye
to the man with the horn-rimmed gl asses who had hel ped her. Now she

| ooked up at nme, smiling and wi nking. "My husband canme to neet ne." The
t hought evidently anmused her, for she shook her head back and forth,
chuckling. "On the way hone, we tal ked things over, got everything out
in the open for the very first tinme. | told himhow
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mstreated ne. | said that | should be consulted in his decisions about
how we spend our noney. | told himthat | didn't have enough cl othes,
that | wanted to go into town nore often, and that, because he was such
a damm hermt, | didn't have no friends or famly." She nodded
enphatically. "I let himhave it with both barrels. He had never all owed
no one to talk to himthat way before in his entire life." | stood up

More than two hours had passed since we had first started tal king. The
sky was clouding over. In this part of western Pennsylvania, rain erupts
suddenly, swallowi ng the hillsides and ravagi ng the roads. Besides, |
was getting cold, sitting so long on that stoop. And ny pants were
filthy, where the old coon dog had tracked nud all over ne. | wal ked
briskly back to nmy notorcycle. "He tries to be nice," she said, as she
foll owed al ong behind ne. "But you really can't change him You coul dn't
ever change ny daddy either," she added. "Wen you cone right down to
it, they was both dark and silent nmen." | nodded, pulled on ny hel net
and ki cked down on the starter. The machine cranked to life as |
straddl ed the seat. From past experience, | knew that | couldn't wait
for the right nmonment to | eave. O herwise, |'d be waiting forever. | had
to depart even while she was still in the act of tal king. She planted
her foot in ny path and grabbed nmy arm "You know, he drove by two or
three tines while we was sitting here talking. He'll want to know who
you are and everything was said. Hell," she said, smling and w nki ng,
finally stepping out of the way, so that | could pull out, "I ain't
telling himnothing. It serves himright." The wonman prepared herself
extra special for her husband's homecomi ng that evening. She went into
t he punp house and sponged herself down fromhead to toe, ran a brush

t hrough her hair a hundred tinmes, scrubbed the grime fromher fingers
until the half-moons of her nails were white. Back in the house, in the
| oft where they slept, she got out the nice green cotton junper dress
with the pretty yellow and white f loral design and laid it out on the
quilt. He had bought her the dress the day she cane
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Sunday when they went to church. After preparing dinner and setting the
table nice and neat, she went back upstairs and put on the dress. Then
she dusted herself with some fancy-snelling powder she had ordered

t hrough a magazine and gotten in the nail. She was just about ready,
when his truck crackl ed outside on the gravel. He wal ked into the house.
She coul d hear hi m nove about downstairs, |ooking into the big pot on
the cast-iron stove, sniffing what was for dinner. But not until he

wal ked across the roomgarden to bed for winter -tinme to clip the lilac
suckers, mulch some perennials and tuck in a few |last bul bs-but instead
I"'mon a train to Phil adel phia to say goodbye to a friend who is dying.

I had planned for my hands to be happily imersed in dirt, but then

got the call asking, "WII you cone hold ny hand?" She never asked ne to
hol d her hand before. |I'mthinking about her, and ny garden, and
suddenly I'mreconfirmng nmy resolve to specialize in perennials, plants
that only pretend to die. They surprise you each spring with a
resurrection you never really expect, but then there it is. Some
gardeners here in Zone 7 are engaged right nowin the noble struggle to
make wi nter gardens grow. | hear tales of plastic sheeting over spindly
carrot plants and other extravagant ways to deny frost. Year-round
gardeni ng in Washi ngton i s possible, depending on what kind of gardener
you are and what you're in it for. People grow spinach, l|ettuce, beets
and cabbage all winter lIong. And | eeks, you can always Published
originally by The Washi ngton Post Magazi ne, Decenber 13, 1900. Reprinted
with perm ssion of the author.
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with the aforenentioned sheets of plastic and bales of straw, and
corrugated cardboard, and drip irrigation systenms, and all manner of

conpl i cat ed doohi ckeys one concocts to beat winter at its own gane. | am
not one of those gardeners. For one thing, | don't grow vegetables ,

only flowers. Secondly, | enjoy the change of seasons too nmuch to want
to tussle with themand try to make them behave nmy way. Generally
speaking, | have always found that it is nmore fun to ride the w nds of
change than it is to do battle with them And anyway, | believe that the

nost delightful winter garden is the one you have in your head. Wnter
is atime for thinking, planning, imagining how beautiful your yard wll
be next year, even though this year it may not have turned out so good.
Wnter is a gardener's holiest time, an opportunity to examni ne the
stupid sins of last year's growi ng season and repent. Only in winter do
you have tine to read all those garden books you acquired with such | ust
over the sumer. You can focus on the details oat any given plant was
supposed to do, according to the books, and conpare that information
with your plant's | ess than exenplary life story. You try to store
growing hints in your brain until next year so you'll be a better
gardener, a smarter gardener, the greatest gardener in the world,
perhaps , but usually you don't, and so you aren't, and deep down you
know you never will be. Wnter is atine to stare out the w ndow at your
barren plot and wonder why in the world you bother. How did this garden
beconme so inportant) The wi ndow |I' m | ooki ng out right now di splays not
my garden but a punpkin patch whizzing by. The people sitting behind nme
on the train are tal king about the old | ady who fell off the train | ast
year. She wasn't paying attention as she wal ked fromcar to car, to car
to car, all the way to the back of the train, to the last car, to the

| ast door, out of which she stepped and | anded-pl op-on the railroad bed.
They didn't find her for two days. She didn't die, though. The people
behi nd nme are saying she nust have been a crazy |ady, or else drunk. |
don't know why they aren't blaming the train, instead of the lady. The
lady | amgoing to visit is crazy, some people say. This nakes ne nad.
She's hard to get along with, | guess, and can get ornery. She is 87
years old and fully in charge of her life. | have always l|iked visiting
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pat hetic the world | ooks sonetines. Politicians make her | augh. Doctors
make her | augh. Corporate Anerica nakes her |augh. She | aughs at all

that she refuses to believe in. Maybe this is the definition of crazy; |
don't know. She |ives alone. She's taken care of herself, |ived an
adventurous life, and even in old age refuses to be cared for. She'd not
seen a doctor or taken a drop of nedicine in nore than half a century. A
week ago, at hone, she had a stroke. She called an ambul ance. She | asted
a week in the hospital before she drove the doctors crazy enough to |et
her go home. The stroke took away control of her mouth and right eye and
her ability to wal k. They put one of those automatic beds in her dining
roomand a portable toilet next toit. And there she was left. She tried
to sleep in that bed. By midnight the first night she had clinbed out of
it. She got on her hands and knees and crawl ed up the steps to her old
bed. She called ne. Here she would sl eep, she said. Here she would die,
she said. That was when she asked nme to cone hold her hand. | cane into
gardening the way all gardeners come: | took a path of utter ignorance.

I knew next to nothing about plants when | bought nmy house and inherited
this amazing yard. It's kind of an odd setup. My house sits at the end
of a conpact city street where there are no front yards. No yards at

all, really, except mne, which runs along the side and back of ny
house, an L -shaped stretch of |land that separates ne froma railroad
track. Freight trains cone noseying by a fewtines a day. | have cone to
depend on the clatter, and | |ike waving to the engi neers when |'m out

there pulling weeds. Mne is an urban garden, a little oasis, a
m ni par adi se surrounded by the noise and snells and warnth of the city.

As | said, | knew next to nothing about gardening when | noved here. And
the truth is | didn't want to know much. | just wanted sonme pretty
colors and sweet aromas to wal k anbng. | |ooked at a few garden books
and, like a ot of people, | suspect, | did exactly what the garden

books said not to do. "Don't just go out to the local nursery and buy a
bunch of plants,” they all warn, in so many words. "You have to plan
your garden. You have to think in ternms of color patterns, basic group-
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scal e and proportion, nass and texture." Yeah, yeah, texture snexture, |
thought. | just wanted flowers. | went to ny |local nursery and

di scovered that flowers cone in basically two types: the kind you only
have to plant once because they come back every year, and the kind you
have to keep planting over and over again because they die every year.
Now, why would | want a plant that was just going to die on me, |
reasoned, and so | stayed in the perennial section of the nursery. Next
| discovered that perennials cone in basically two types: the kind that
bloomfor a long tinme and the kind that bloomfor a short tine. Now, why
would | want a plant that hardly ever bl oons, | reasoned, and so all ny
garden deci sions were nade. | perused the nursery and read all the
little tags attached to all the little plants and if it said "bl oons al
summer, " | bought it. The only exception to this rule was if it was a

pl ant | had heard of. These | al so bought | avender, baby's breath,
dai si es and other nunbers on the gardening greatest hits list. |I took ny
garden horme in ny hatchback. No problem It was as easy as buying a new
set of dishes. | pulled each plant out of its pot and stuck it in the
ground. | turned on the hose, |ooked up at the sun, said, "Go for it,
guys," and felt happy. | would now have flowers, all summer |ong, for
the rest of nmy life. Well, you know the rest of the story. Sone plants
died imediately and sonme waited (politely) a few weeks before they

di ed, and nost stuff just sort of sat there and did nothing for the
first year, and a few plants took over and grew so big and tall they
snothered the smaller plants, and | couldn't renenber what any of them
were called, and I got really disgusted by all these rude bugs that cane
in and gnawed on ny plants ("SLUGS!"), and then there were all those
damm weeds-"Is that a weed, or is that a plant | want"-that just
cluttered up everything, and then it wouldn't rain enough, and then it
woul d rain too nuch, and by Septenber of the first year | was suffering
froma fairly profound depression . The heck with this, | said. How

got fromthis point to my present delightful obsession with all things
that grow in a garden-perennials as well as annuals and shrubs
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ages have |ikew se pondered, | suspect. | believe the earth continues to
call you, once you get your hands init. A garden is a relationship. You
woul dn't have started it if you knew what you were getting yourself
into: sonething difficult and nessy and nmi ntenance intensive. Still, it
fills up enpty spots you never even knew you had inside you. You dig
deeper and deeper into the earth and the joy you take fromyour time on
this planet beconmes richer and nore conplicated and fuller than that of
any dinmension your mnd could have invented. My relationship with ny
87-year-old friend began about 10 years ago. | was witing a series of
stories about old |ladies and she was the nost intriguing of all, a
bal | ooni st who spent her life breaking world records up in the sky. She
was a wildly eccentric character who | oved flying-al nost as nuch as she
| oved cutting the grass. Oten when |I'd visit she'd be just clinbing
down off a gigantic farmtractor, proudly displaying the grass runway
she had just nowed snooth. She did this for her husband, a pilot who
woul d land his airplane there. She did this for himfor years after he
had died, as if expecting himto zoom out of heaven and cone back in for
a landing at any nonment. A lot of people said she was crazy for doing
that, but she didn't care, and neither did I. Oten she and | woul d get
in her car and drive down the runway, just for fun. "See how snooth it
is, dear! Velvety snooth!" Qther than that we would just eat |unch

tal k, maybe go to the bakery or explore the fields of wild flowers. M
visits becanme nore frequent over the years as the bond between us grew

tighter, and although we |oved each other, | can't say we ever got to
know each other very well at all. | feel a simlar way about ny flowers.
I mean | don't know these things at all, not really. | don't understand

them | don't understand why sonme of themcrawl into the earth in the

wi nter and then reappear in the spring, and sonme of themjust throw
seeds and then give up living, and sone of them propagate with cuttings,
and some you have to break up every two years, and sonme just go al ong
happily cloning thensel ves wi th underground tubers. How remarkabl e!

keep finding nore and nore plants | want to try, just to see how each
has wor ked
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ganme all of us are in, | guess. My garden now is broken up into areas |
think of as roons, connected by hallways. The hallways are lined with
day lilies and begonias and inpatiens and easy stuff you can count on.

Ri ght outside the kitchen windowis the living room | have formal beds
t here, snapdragons, blue salvia and bl ankets of sweet alyssumand |ots
of pots of geraniuns edged with lobelia, like you see in Ireland. Up the
hill and beyond the lilacs, sort of hidden away, is a big roomI think
of as the bedroom It's kind of a private area, just for ne, a reading
space and a sippi ng-Di et - Coke space, and |last year the clematis vine
went wild up there and filled the place up |like Eden. Next year |I'm

t hi nking: nore clematis. Maybe sone jackmanii this tine, or nontana. And
also norning glory. Flowering vines definitely inspire greed in ne. Wy
out in the front of ny yard, by the picket fence, is the playroom This
is where the largest f |ower beds are and the place | try out new plants
just for fun. This is my favorite room because this is where nost of ny
perennials are, or at |east where nost of them were born before they got
transpl anted to other beds. Bl eeding heart, red cloud spiderwort,
edel wei ss, col unbi ne, bee balm sea pink, salvia, silver nound,

prinrose, |avender, hosta by the ton, yarrow, |ythrum astilbe in many
col ors and hei ghts-and countless others. My cat sleeps in a huge mat of
coreopsis on sumer's hottest days, and at night when | get home | have

to conb it upward and help it stand up straight again. |I'mquite bonded
to that coreopsis, sonehow, but then again so is my cat. | don't really
have a favorite plant. Like a good parent, | don't arrange |ove that
way. My perennials do thrill me with their loyalty, though. 1'Il be

snoopi ng around in the garden in spring and there one of themw Il be,
all supple and tender, rising up fromthe earth, seenming to yawn after
sone excellent hibernation. And nmy heart will leap up. "Hey!" 'l say,
"Hell o there!" right out [oud. So begins a sumer-|ong conversation . My
mnd is wandering like crazy on this train. There's an Am sh boy across
the aisle fromnme, reading a book on horse breeding. In front of himis
a boy his sane age with a Wal kman turned to naxi-
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low runble. |'mthinking about that |ady who fell off the train. |
wonder what it would be like to fall through midair and be | eft al one
like that while everybody el se just keeps on going, whizzing down the
tracks-and there goes your |uggage and everything else. Is that the
feeling of death or is that just how we fear death will be? W get
dunmped sonmewhere and watch the world chug on without us, getting smaller
and smaller until it di sappears, nobody even noticing we fell off.
That's the fear, | suppose, but | don't think that's what death will be
like at all. | don't think we'll care at all about the train that keeps
on goi ng without us. Wen plants stop bloonming, surely they don't mss
their days of blooning, do they? Blooning is just a stage. The fl ower
falls to the ground, returns to the earth, and beconmes food for other

pl ants. Were did we ever get the notion that the bl oomwas the only
real thing, that everything before it and after it had to be defined in
terns of it? What if the bloom the life, were defined in ternms of

deat h? Then death would be the real thing and |ife would be just

sonmet hing you do in order to get there. Wien the train finally pulls

into 30th Street Station, | get a taxi, and when | arrive at ny friend's
house, | let nyself in. | see the automatic bed in the dining roomthat
she abandoned, and the toilet. "Hello?" | yell. "Hello, dear," she says.
"Up here." | go up into her bedroom a place | was never allowed to
enter before. It is very nmessy and very dusty. She is lying there, in a
single bed, in the darkness of the late afternoon. | put the light on.
"Look at that tree," she says, notioning toward the w ndow where a tal
oak stands. "lIsn't it wonderful ?" "Wbnderful ," | say, thinking, this is

it? This is how she's been amusing herself? Not with some TV show wel |,
she's never owned a TV-not with her beloved Larry King, whom she woul d
never mss on the radio; not with the books that were once her passion
She just wanted to watch the oak tree. "My feet are freezing," she says.
"Wul d you fix the bl ankets?" | go over and snmooth them out around her
feet and then tuck in
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been tucking in a lot of dying old | adies?" "No, you're ny first," |
say. W laugh. She reaches out for ny hand and | give it to her. Her
skin is surprisingly soft. How do ol d peopl e get baby's skin? |I wonder

"@uess what," she says. "l've decided not to die.” "That's good," | say.
"I'"'l'l die when |I'm good and ready," she says. "Wuld you |ike sone
soup?" | ask. "Yes, dear," she says. "Let's have a picnic right here.” |

bring up the bed tray with two bow s of soup and sonme bread and coffee,
and |1'm pleased to see her appetite is so large. But she is clunsy and
has troubl e feeding herself. The soup spills down her front. She is
wilting. | face this. Night is falling and she asks ne to turn on the
outside light, which just happens to throw a spot on the oak tree.
"I'sn'"t that wonderful ?" she asks. "Wnderful ," | say, adding, "You want
me to bring up the radio or something? O why don't you try and read?"
"Ch, no," she says. "I have to watch the tree." "Al right." "What are
you wor ki ng on now?" she asks. "Are you witing sonething funny?" "An
essay about ny garden in winter," | say. Sonething about death and
resurrection, | tell her. O sonething about how fl owers | eave you,
eventually, just like friends. So why bother? Well, because that's just
the way it works. "That's nice, dear," she says. "I love you too." W
say goodbye. It feels as if years go by before | finally nmake it back
hone to ny garden, the tracks, the cat, ny coreopsis crackling |ike
brittle tunbleweed in the breeze. | get on ny knees and cover the
coreopsis with a blanket of shredded bark. | put the few last tulip
bulbs in, a stately row of them between the picket fence and a patch of
grape hyacinths due up in April. It's good to stick your hands in the
dirt sonetines. You can own the smallest plot of land in America and
still it would be eight thousand
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you're doing a free fall right through China. It's good to take a
journey like that sonmetinmes. Thou Shalt Not Kill MARGARET G BSON The
musi cal thene that opened "Boston Blackie" filled the living room W
heard hol | ow footsteps. Whistling. The silhouette of a man in a raincoat
stepped into a dark city street, into a slick puddle of light froman
overhead street |anp. He paused, turned his body toward us. A match

flared. | saw his nustache and thick eyebrows. He Iit his cigarette

the snoke curling over the brimof his hat. The man was a Yankee.
Clearly, he was a nurderer. | sat up straighter, chilled. But then cane
my nmother and with a flick of her wist she snuffed out Boston Bl ackie
and all his matches, too evil for us to see. In 1956, | was 8, ny sister
7. The television screen went gradually dark, with a dinnishing blotch
of light in the center. Then it was fully dark. | always believed I

could snell snoke as | rocked back on nmy heels on the carpet, breathing
nore easily, released fromthe ritual of rapt expectation and

di sappoi ntnent that was ny fear. | knew nmy nother was afraid of strange
men. | had seen her slyly put the hook on the screen door when a man she
didn't know, a salesman with a suitcase of brushes and perfunes, rang
the bell and stood on our porch. My sister and | should not open the
door to any nan nor speak to strangers on the street. Qur all owed

uni verse extended to the Stonewall Court, no further, unless we were
invited onto Clark Road by a playnate, and to go there we had first to
ask perm ssion. Men stole children and sold themin gangs as white
slaves. A wonan's breasts had been sliced off by a man who had abduct ed
her. When in hushed tones | told a friend ny age about what had happened
to this wonman's breasts, Published originally in Creative Nonfiction

2, "Poets Witing Prose," 1994. Reprinted with perm ssion of the
Creative Nonfiction Foundati on.
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hard | knew that she was terrified. In Anelia County, away fromthe city
of Richnond, ny nother was nore relaxed. Qur Aunt T didn't have a
television. In Arelia, everyone colored and white knew everyone el se
colored and white. But there were still snakes, black w dows, the

ki cking end of horses, and broonstraw to | ook out for. Broonstraw?
Broonstraw, nmy nother replied enphatically . A man who had been a

nei ghbor, running across a field of it, had tripped and a stiff shaft of
straw shot up his flared nostril, piercing the soft brain. He had been
found on his face in the field. Aside fromnot being allowed in the barn
wi t hout a grown-up, once out of Aunt T s house in Anelia we were turned
| oose to see whatever was there to see. Wen Edwi n killed a chicken
taking off its head with a hatchet, there was remarkably little bl ood.
My nother was farmbred. Killing hens for Sunday dinner was an ordi nary
occurrence, and neither she nor anyone el se thought to warn us. Later |
woul d know t he signs of Saturday and its ritual slaughter. Marie wore
her nost faded print dress into the kitchen. After getting breakfast,
she put a huge black kettle of water for plucking on to boil. The
tenperature in the kitchen al ready near 90, at not even 10 o'cl ock
Soneti mes she wanted her extra pay for Sunday di nner, a quarter, ahead
of time. Aunt T grunbled but out cane the quarter from her change purse
and into Marie's grip. To keep it out of sight, out of mnd, Marie put
it on top of the can of pork and beans on the second shelf. "Mss T, she
got Sunday dinner. | got Saturday night to think about.” W slipped away
fromthe breakfast table and ran askelter through the kitchen. Marie was
boiling water, paying us no mnd. W banged out the back screen door
maki ng as nuch noi se as our bare feet could, slapping them down on the
wood stairs. We were free until lunch. | wanted to go to the wooden
house where Aunt T kept the new broods of baby chicks. | was shy of

hens. When | was given corn to broadcast onto the dirt yard for them |
didn't cast it broadly enough. O | forgot to be careful of ny bare feet
and wandered around in the feed area fascinated by the |idless yell ow
eyes of the hens, the fierce and accurate bobbing of their necks after
glints of corn, the flounce of burnished tail feathers, and the manner
in which each yellow foot lifted itself, flexed
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in slow notion while the fury of the bobbing necks kept up their rapt
staccato. The hens were as intent as | was neglectful. Wiy then was |
surprised, each tinme surprised, when the hard beak found its way to ny
bare toes, or fell between themin a near mss that teased ne with
delicious terror? I mght have seen it comng. To get to the house of

t he baby chicks, to be in that safe nuddl e of soft cheeping and down,
puffs that could easily have been ani mated dandeli ons, we had to cross
in front of the woodshed and continue on behind it. But on this one
Saturday norning, | saw Edwin in front of the open shed, in baggy
overalls, no shirt on. He was Marie's husband. A hen fluttered and
squawked in one of his hands. He had her by the ankle part of her |egs,
and her yellow feet stuck out the back of a hand as big as a basebal
mtt. Sun flashed off the head of the hatchet that hung in the ring of
his overalls. | stopped still and watched himintently. Wat was he

doi ng? He was whistling. My sister-Betsy, we called her then-was
lingering at the old bathtub set out in the yard. Al though we weren't
supposed to, she was running water into it fromthe old hose, raising
the water in it to give to the cows and horses we al ways hoped woul d one
day materialize fromthe pages of our books or fromthe pastures of nore
affluent farns in Anmelia. She liked to sprinkle water on her toes and on
to her exposed tumry soft and pale between the little ruff led halter
and the elastic band of her shorts. | turned back to Edwin. He didn't

let on that he saw us, but then he never did. Wiy should he have to dea
with Mss Doyle's city girls? | didn't know anyt hing about his life,
except that he was married to Marie, canme to Aunt T's to chop wood, and
he kept to hinself. Years later, Marie would tell me he |liked a beer on
Saturday night. They had a boy naned Juni or who had been hurt in the
war. He had one arm and pinned the enpty sleeve of his shirt to the side
of the shirt so it wouldn't flap. That's what Marie said he did when I
asked her what about the enpty shirt sleeve. | had never seen Junior.
You coul d ask Marie questions , and she woul d answer in her sharp, high,
anused voice. She gave ne little jobs in the kitchen, swatting flies
when they got too bad, and she let ne pat the rolls into place on the
tin sheets before she put them
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in her. That's why her skin was so nearly white. Edwi n had darker skin,
and he was quiet. It wouldn't have occurred to nme to ask hima questi on,
al though I now wanted to. How burly the mtt of his hand was around the
handl e of the hatchet! How the sun lit the steel! And how was it that
the hen, only noments before a flap and squawk of feathers, was now
grown quiet, stilled perhaps by Edwin's gait, by a stride that.rolled as
if he knew the earth were roundly curved beneath his feet, a stolid
rocki ng along the ground that had taken himnow to the stunmp of cut

wood. Barely breathing, | let nyself be drawn to the wood stunp, nearing
it wwth ny body, going away fromit with my mnd, wondering if |I could
get cl ose enough to see the annular rings and know how old the tree had
been when it was cut down. | nust have known what Edwi n was about to do.
In a notion so swift it was seam ess, like light, came down naked arm
steel edge, and the weight of Edwin's determ nation to give Aunt T what
she'd asked for Sunday di nner. And these powerful forces net in the neck
of the hen, which I knew from sucki ng one cooked in Brunsw ck stew was
an intricately interlocked | ace of bones, delicate. Through feather and
bone the hatchet fell, lodging into the surface of the wood with its
orbiting years. The hen's head went over soundlessly into the wood dust
and pine chips at the base of the chopping block. The eye was yel |l ow
with a jet black center, the beak hard and bright. Next to nme Betsy was
an explosion of giggles, pointing for there in the dust, released from
Edwi n's grasp, the chicken, headless, ran its body in swooping arcs
about the ground in front of the wood shed, |ooking for its head. Wasn't
it looking? It was blindly, accurately looking . It did not bunmp into
the stunp or into Edw n's | egs. He watched the swoopi ng hen w t hout
expression. "It dancing," he said flatly. Dancing? The word astoni shed
me. The body careened about the yard. Wuld it stop? Wuld it ever stop?
Just then, it slunped to its side, near its | opped off head. | inched
nearer the stunp. On the rimof the blade, on the cutting edge, there
was a faint blur | could call blood. Then | saw two bright drops on the
wood rings. "Do another one!" ny sister demanded. She was delighted with
t he danci ng dead hen. Appalled, I would never have asked al though | was
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cal | ed danci ng was what any chi cken, headl ess, dead wi thout knowing it,
alive fromthe neck down, did. "Mss T want two nore hens for conpany
Sunday," Edwin said. He wouldn't let us think he was to kill another
just because two white girls fromthe city, who didn't know what they
were | ooking at, the difference between |ife and death, had asked him
to. Marie plucked the hens in a | arge bucket into which she had poured

wat er as hot as her hands could stand. | wondered if her palns were
pi nker than the tops of her hands and fingers because they were faded by
the scald of hot water. | shook off the idea. Were that so, her hands

woul d be entirely pink. Edwin's hands were light and dark in the sane
way and so were the soles of their feet. There were things no one could
expl ain, and col or was one of them A boy in school had a rosy stain
that spilled across one side of his face, a birthmark. M grandnother

t he pal est woman | knew, had spl ot ches of brown on her hands, on her
bosom and one dark patch on her cheek that had drifted up to the surface
mysteriously one year and stayed. Marie sat on a stool, knees spread,

t he bucket between her |egs, hunched over. The burnished red feathers
turned dark brown in the hot water. The yell ow chi cken feet turned
yellower. Marie loved to suck the feet once they were cooked. She said
they were "sweet." | worried about the toenails and never asked for a
suck of one. Nor did she offer. Sometimes Aunt T let Marie take a whole
hen hone for herself, but nost of the tinme the hens stayed on the Harvie
yard or on the Harvie table. "The feets is mne," Marie said, and she
coul d have them sticking up Iike broken w tches' unbrellas, evil angles
with small curved spurs. | hated the snell of blood and hot water and
wet feathers. Sweat kerneled on Marie's forehead and slid down her neck
into her dress, where it darkened the area around the collar and

shoul ders. The feathers canme out nore easily in the hot water. Marie
grunted softly as she yanked at them | thought she had forgotten that |
was there. Then she | ooked at ne sharply. "Law, child you gonna faint?"
Aunt T had snelling salts in her purse. | had gone into her purse on the
sly to sniff them She wouldn't allow the salts uncapped unl ess sonmeone
were light in the head. "They're powerful," she had said, "but
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horrid things that nade ny nose prickle and tears sting nmy eyes, a kind
of puni shment for being devious. Although now !l was in fact light in the
head, | didn't want Marie to fetch Aunt T and her salts, so | decided to
duck out of the snell of water and feathers and bl ood, just as Marie
said, "Run along now so's | can get these hens done before it gets any
hotter." That was lucky. It appeared that | was m nding her, but | was
doi ng what | wanted to do. And | wanted the day to be hot, a scorcher.

If the day were a scorcher, Aunt T would let Betsy and ne fill the
bathtub in the yard, and we'd go swinming. That is, we'd sit one at
either end of the tub facing each other and hit the surface of the water
to slosh each other in the face. O we'd put the hose down inside the
bottonms of our two- piece suits so that the water tickled and bubbl ed
along the pale skin that never saw daylight, now that we were decl ared
too old to run naked. In Richnond, even in the sumers | kept on ny
undershirt or wore a ruffled halter. In Anmelia, we ran barechested in
and out of doors no one bothered to | ock. Wenever ny nother spoke of
nmeals in the country, either in the "olden" days or at Aunt T's, she
used the word platters. There were platters of fried chicken, platters
of corn on the cob fresh fromthe garden. Garden peas or |limas, sliced
beets, shelled bl ack-eyed peas, nobunds of nashed potatoes, or new
pot at oes cooked in their skins, quartered and bathed in butter. These
canme to the table steamng in bows. But when ny nother said platters,
bow s and gravy boats were included in the | argesse of the word. Wen
she said platters | could sense her nmouth watering, could snell the
crispy, oily chicken. Marie served the food, bringing it to the table on
platters once everyone was sitting down and the bl essing nunbl ed. "Bl ess
this food to our use and us to Thy service." The food was bl essed
because it hel ped us serve others. But Marie served the table, Qelia
served the plates, and everyone else ate too nmuch, even in the heat.
"Loosen your belt," ny nother sang out, an instruction that included
unbuttoning the top button of nmy shorts if need be. | was encouraged to
eat. | was skinny, my chin could be used to pick walnuts. | should eat.
My father had a belly, Betsy was born chubby. My nother squeezed herself
into her girdle and



Page 191

Readi ngs struggled with the hooks of her broad bras. Daddy hel ped her to

hook up. The day before we were due to |l eave the country, |'d hear ny
not her's voice, high as a bluejay's shrill imtation of a field hawk,
call "T." She neant her voice to carry fromthe kitchen, past the phone

that rang two shorts and a long, and into the office where T did
accounts. "T, let me have one of these chickens to take honme to feed ny
girls.” And T would have Marie pluck her a hen. Again the voice, nearer
the tinme of our departure, would call out, "T," and a request would
follow, this tinme for the snaps simering with the hanbone in the stew
pot, "for ny two girls.” |I hated snap beans cooked until their seans
split and the beans turned a washed out, flaccid olive drab. But Aunt T
prom sed a ham hock- Mom coul d cook up her own green beans. In R chnond
at hone, dinner wasn't served on platters. Momfixed our plates in the
ki tchen, and we brought themto the table. Meals in Ri chnond incl uded
fare | never saw at Aunt T's farm and that was why | thought Aunt T was
rich. At home Mom made ends nmeet with navy bean soup and soft Nolde's
bread, spaghetti with crunbl ed hanburger, and the dreaded sal non cakes
with their tiny circlets of bone and little slines of skin |urking
somewhere in the patty, no matter how long it was browned in the skillet
or baked firmin a mask of white sauce. | knew that we didn't have much
noney because Daddy didn't nake much. That was why he stayed in the Arny
reserves and went away for a week each summer. |If we were stretched,

how, | wondered, did Marie, who was poorer than anybody | knew except
col ored Annie who had 20 children and did Aunt T's washing and ironing,
make ends nmeet? In Marie, who was stout, ends had visibly net. She liked
her stoutness and patted herself on the belly like a drum to let me
hear what the hollow inside sounded like. | couldn't figure how Marie
got stout. My father praised her pies, especially the | enon chess. But
if he weren't careful, he could keep trinming away at the pie on the

di nner table until | squirmed, knowing that Marie wouldn't have nuch of
an extra piece, if any, to take hone in a carefully folded napkin in her
purse, along with the extra rolls. Marie's house was down a red, deeply
rutted clay road. The car jounced in the ruts and red dust filmnmed the

wi nhdows, no matter how sl owly Daddy drove the car. Marie's house | ooked
as if it had slunk into
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and planking with a screened porch in front that had bits of cotton or
newspaper stuck in the tears in the screening so nosquitoes couldn't get
i n. Snmoke came out the chimmey even in sunmers Marie had a wood st ove,
too. She had a well out back, a kind of mracle down into which we
peered fearlessly to see, after mles of thick stone, the glint of a
coin at the bottom W weren't allowed near it w thout a grown-up. "Can

I gotothe well first.? Please?" | asked Mom "My |," she replied.
Then she said no. W had to stay in the car. | didn't know why we were
going to see Marie anyway, | thought as | slouched back grimy into the

uphol stered cushion of the Chevrolet. The car was packed for the trip
hone; ny sister and | had struggl ed over who sat where in the back seat.
There was a best side of the car, the side that passed the nost aninals
inthe fields. W counted animals on each side of the car. Woever had
the nost, won. | could count higher than Betsy could and had the
advantage, unless | sat on the side where the graveyards were. The rule
was you lost all of the animals you' d counted whenever the car passed a
graveyard on your side of the car. W knew where the fields with the
nost cows were. W knew where the graveyards were. Just by picking the
right or left side of the car, we knew at the begi nning of the journey
who would finish it triunphantly. Today, | was going to, unless the
shadow of death had fallen dramatically across a field while we were
staying at Aunt T's. | had the best side. Ready to win, inpatient to
start home, | whined silently to nyself. W'd al ready said goodbye to
Marie after the Sunday di nner which had taken too | ong because Aunt T
sent the roast back because it was pink. W'd packed, but no one had
been able to find the two cigar box banjos ny father had nade for us to
pl ay, twangi ng rubber bands as we sang the words we didn't know to "Ch
Susannah, " except for the refrain, which we sang | oud enough for
everyone in the house to hear. W wouldn't see Aunt T for a whol e year
Horme, the small brick house Momcalled the "little red hen house,"
seened far away. Counting the aninals was just around the corner. Mom
and Dad went into Marie's house by the front screen door, after warning
us not to go near the well. Since we didn't know why they were stopping
to see Marie, we couldn't guess how |l ong they'd be inside
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rim and get back to the car before they cane out frowning. | was

hal fway through counting enpty cans on Marie's back stoop, nmany of them
Crisco cans, when ny father came out with his hat tipped back on his
head, grinning . He had a | arge, rectangular wood and wire box in his
hand. On the box a door flapped open. "Cone on," he called, headi ng back
of Marie's house, past the well, into the feathery green pine and scrub
har dwoods. Marie had rabbits! Marie had nmillions of rabbits-nearly 20.
Wiite, brown and gray rabbits, black ones, and sone with nottled brown
and white fur. We could each choose a rabbit, whichever one we wanted,
and they were going hone to live in hutches Daddy would build, he said,
out back in the stand of three dogwoods, at the edge of the backyard
near our play house. No, we could not hold themin our |aps on the way
hone. Yes, we could put the pen at our feet and pet them W both chose
white rabbits. The rabbits would not fly away over M ss Conrad' s crepe
nyrtle and apple trees as had the bantam chickens we'd brought hone
after last sumer's visit. W had been told they'd flown away. | wasn't
so sure. | had heard dogs in the yard before dawn and their growing
haunted ne. Wuld the rabbits tenpt nei ghborhood dogs? Qur dog Rusty had
been hit by a car and had di ed under our nother's bed. But now we had
two white rabbits. In building the first rabbit hutch and placing it on
wooden | egs high off the ground, ny father was |i ke Noah making an ark
for aninmals two by two. The hutch was not |ifted up and set high because
we expected flood water fromthe Janes, but because rabbits that |ived
on bare ground m ght sicken and die. The bottom of the hutch was wire

wi th square holes the size of the checks in a gingham bl ouse | wore. The
hol es were small enough so that the rabbits had secure footing, |arge
enough so that their tidy, admrable pebbles of dung dropped through to
the ground. Fromthere ny father would shovel the droppings onto the

fl ower beds to feed the bulbs. My father was happy with his hanmer and
saw. And | was happy thinking how nuch better off our two rabbits would
be than those who lived on the earth, barren or grassy. My nother had
told ne stories of cutting the barley or wheat fields on her chil dhood
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in and in toward center, driving the rabbits to a core of standing
grain. Then the nower would be shut off, and in the quiet of circling
hawks, the farm hands would take their rifles and go into the stand of
grain to shoot the rabbits that had huddl ed there, clear of the rackety
menace of the nmower. | was glad that we had been able to make for our
rabbits a refuge, an ark. | named nmy rabbit Peter. Betsy naned hers
Snowbal | . W nanmed them w t hout know edge of their genders, nor were we
encouraged to peer into the posterior privacy beneath their puffs of
tail. Soon enough there were six rabbits. Then el even. Then twenty. Too
many to nanme. But how serene the original Snowball rabbit was. She could
sit unnoved for as long as | could remain quietly watching her, only her
fine quirky nose twitching like the winter shivers. | suspected that the
nose was connected directly to the heart of the rabbit, which | had felt
thunp with a terrifying rapidity when | held her up once by her chest to
nmeasure how tall she'd be if she stood up |ike the bunnies in the Easter
books. | was as frightened as she was, breaking the rule that we were
not to take the rabbits out of their cages. Didn't we renenber what had
happened to the bantam hens? Peter and Snhowbal | produced rabbits that
were brown and gray and white or a mix of those colors, and they huddl ed
together in the hay we stuffed into their hutches in the winter. The
nore there were, the warner, especially the little ones which tunbled
over each other and slept pellnell with their paws and tails on top of
other rabbits' heads as they burrowed into each other's fur. They were
like my sister and nme in bed with Mther and Daddy on the Saturday
nmor ni ngs that were nmade nore |eisurely by our not having to go to schoo
or Sunday school at St. Gles. After church on Sundays, our family cane
honme and got quickly out of our good clothes. Betsy and | shrugged ours
off, silk socks to the floor of the closet, patent |eather shoes back in
t heir boxes, our dresses and coats hung on hangers. My nother audibly
sighed out of her clothes, the flesh pent inside her girdle gratefully
rel eased as she unzipped it at the side. Then she | eaned over to unpin
the hosiery fromtheir little tabs and wire hooks, so that the soft
brown nylon fell to her ankles. She'd
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expensi ve nyl ons, uncover her feet. Next the girdle. She'd scoot it off
her hips to thigh level, a final tug, and down it would cone. Flesh the
girdle hadn't been able to tuck behind its elastic grip, and which had
ridden up into rolls between girdle and brassiere, would cone nelting
down. These rolls-she called themjelly rolls-were what Marie's
turnovers turned into. Before church, Momput into the oven a pot roast
or she baked a hen in a dented roasting pan that had a snug lid. She

| oved softbread, neat that was fork tender and fell off the bone,
pot at oes that steanmed open and crunmbled with the gentlest pressure of a
fork. I was given white neat, ny sister dark, her preferred piece a
drunstick. Mdther took breast and thigh, leaving ny father with a |leg,

t he back, the wings and the Pope's Nose, the last part of the chicken
over the fence. It was a triangular plunp piece that resenbl ed the nose
of a boy | knew after he'd fallen smack on his face in the playground.
ni bbl ed the Pope's Nose shyly, once just once. It was fatty, | spat it
out. But the fat, ny father said, was what made it sweet. W hadn't had
pot roast for what seenmed a long tinme. Never nmind sirloin. Steak was a
sale at the Safeway or special occasion, |ike nmy birthday. For an
eternity of Sundays we'd had chi cken baked, chicken fried, chicken in
lunps in a cream sauce on rice. One Sunday ni ght when we were pl aying
cards, only a half an hour frombed tinme, Modther drew a card fromthe
pile after Betsy sniggered "Go fish!" She fanned out the cards in her
hand and said, "You know, Marie and Edwin wouldn't do as well as they do
without their rabbits.” | thought about Marie's house, smaller than
ours. What did "doing well" nmean for Marie and Edwi n? They were col ored,
and the country seenmed far away fromus in R chnond, where the only
colored | saw regularly were wonen waiting for buses in the afternoon on
Grove Avenue, or the maids in white uniforns pushing strollers around
the bl ock. "They'd be a lot hungrier if it weren't for Aunt T's goodness
to them and their rabbits."” Suddenly | understood. Rabbits were how
Mari e got stout and nmade ends neet. Fromthe depths of this insight, |
heard her say that rabbit tasted a |l ot |ike chicken. | shivered,
suddenly afraid that there was sonething |I shouldn't ask. My father, |
noticed, was frowning. W finished the card
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the night and then we slept. On the next Saturday we drove with our
parents to the egg farmout Tllrec Chopt Road. This farm was the nearest
thing in Rchnond to Aunt T's farm a white frane house that needed
painting, a dirt road that raised clouds of dust behind the car, and a
hal f dozen tunbl ed down outbuil dings here and there behind the big
house. Mom bought her eggs here because they were brown and fresh from

t he oven of the hen's body. Brown eggs tasted country. This Saturday she
bought extra eggs for the meringue she woul d make for a special pie on
Sunday. | begged for chocol ate, overriding ny father's plea for |enon.
"Chocolate it is,"” she prom sed. That Sunday we were all owed to eat
dinner in our shorts. Early April was warm and Betsy had al ready been up
to sonething in the backyard. She had plans for a new hi deout underneath
Mss Wek's tree that wasn't a willow but drooped over |ike one and nade
a dark tent inside. In the shade of this naneless tree, she planned to
spend Sunday afternoon, letting me in only if | knew the password .
Since Saturday night she'd been taunting me with the need to know what
the password might be. | pretended not to care. | was above passwords,
she coul d hide out all she pleased. Dinner cane to the table on plates
prepared in the kitchen. The chocolate pie with perky peaks of neringue
was sitting on the stove like a kept promise. | took in the glasses for
mlk and sat down. On ny plate was a nound of potatoes holl owed out,
with a well of gravy in the center. Also corn niblets fromthe can with
the green man on the label. And chicken. My piece of breast neat | ooked
queer. Instead of the crispy tapered end where | usually found the soft
fold of cartilage that held the tenderest nmeat, this breast was blunt at
both ends. | turned it over to see if there were the ribs | liked to
suck, but Daddy said not to play with the food. He was about to say the
bl essing. After his voice had stopped runbling over the words we knew
too well to listen to, | |ooked around to see if it was OK to poke ny
fork into the chicken. Perhaps it was a thigh. I would have to eat the
dark nmeat and watch out for the thready vein that rem nded ne of bl ood.
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but ny father interrupted . He said her nane. Wuld he | ook at her the
way he | ooked at her the night before he took me down to the basenent
for a strapping? | knew wi thout |ooking that his eyes never |eft hers as
he said to ny sister, "Don't cry, honey, just eat the potatoes and corn
and forget the rest. 11 After lunch, | ran out the back door into the
yard to check the hutches. Peter was there. Several smaller bunnies were
ni bbling on greens. That neant Betsy had snuck carrots and | ettuce out
of the icebox and taken them down before |lunch. Snowball was nowhere to
be seen. As suddenly as Betsy had known what the chicken that wasn't

chi cken was, | knew her secret password. The word that had served to
taunt ny ignorance. The word that had been her tease
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in the famly now would utter aloud. Snowball. As for the rest of it how
Snowbal | got dead, whose ax, whether she danced in her blood and white
fur-1 forgot on purpose to think about these things. | forgot intently,

and so thoroughly that now | can't renenber if 1, if anyone, spoke words
of confort to ny sister, who went to her roomand woul dn't cone out, not
even for chocolate pie. | Gve Up Smling By DONALD MoniL Before | went
to live in Changchun, China, what | knew of thronged street |ife derived
froma few gyrating days in Manhattan. On Garfield Avenue in ny homet own
of Des Mdiines, the only crowd-if it could be called that gathered on 10
consecutive August nights, drawn by the first boons of fireworks that
concl uded the grandstand show at the State Fair nearby. Mstly nothers
and children, we watched the colors spray and then droop into heavy nops
of snoke over the poplar trees, the wonen talking in the quiet

i nterludes between displays and for a few mnutes after the finale,
parting, at last, to put the younger children to bed. O her than
this-and a few porch sitters and occasi onal barbecuers- ny best friends
Sam and Lou and | were nostly the street life of the nei ghborhood. W
del i vered norning and eveni ng newspapers, often canping out in each

ot her's backyards in sunmrer or napping el aborate projects around the
pot-bel lied stove in our clubhouse converted froma gardener's shed. W
| ounged on the curb in front of Andy and Bill's Grocery, hungry for its
racks of fruit pies and 16-ounce Cokes opened to us at 6 A M W bonbed
buses with snowballs and shot baskets in slushy twilights. W nursed
soda fountain cocktails at Strait's Pharmacy, eager to be teased by our
hal f dozen idols who gathered there after their day shifts at factories,
each of themcoolly 21, getting |laid and making Reprinted by perm ssion
of the Creative Nonfiction Foundati on.
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Adventurers in smuggled six packs of warm beer, we knew in the dark the
wher eabout s of every clothesline and nercil ess watchdog for blocks in
all directions. The only other person with whomwe truly shared the
territory was Ms. Wittenhall. 10.16.85, Changchun Mst nornings here,
a young man in an olive greatcoat practices his trunpet. On the broad
sidewalk in front of the main building, |egions perform Tai Chi at dawn,
and stooped ancients chat, hands fol ded behind their backs cradling a

[ oud transistor radio. Yesterday, the rationing of cabbages for w nter
began. Floods, I'mtold, reduced this year's crop, yet nobst people can
still afford to buy supplies beyond their governnent allotnent. On
corners around the city, people queue before green heaps, |eaves spl ayed
and twisting this way and that. Runpled wonen in white cotton caps wei gh
each party's load, which is then strapped to the back fender of a

bi cycle or stacked on a push cart. Everywhere the chosen stalks lie side
by side on the pavenents and roofs and garden walls, the heart of each
pointing in the same direction, a pale green root in pale autumm
sunlight. The wonmen weigh all day |ong, though the wi nd stings cheeks
and tenperatures dip into the 50s. They wear white snocks and the
customary five layers of underwear, standing in the street with hands on
hips or sitting down with legs f [at out, leaning with their tea agai nst
the cadre's wall next door. Their faces are worn but not brittle-I ooking
like the wonen selling tofu in the street market, wonmen who stand
outside wi nter or sumer, sounding nore hoarse each day. And then a
young woman arrives-one of the new, fashionable wonen with |ong, curled
hair and earrings dangling; she's outfitted in stubby-heel ed shoes,

bl ack stretch-pants, the ubiquitous dull brown blazer (but taken in nore
daringly at the waist) and the equally ubiquitous black silk gloves, too
thin to provide nuch warnth but el egant, sexy-and incongruous, gripping
the handle of a cart enpty but ready for greens. Once in the norning,
once in the evening, Ms. Wittenhall wal ked the six bl ocks from her
house on Dubuque Avenue to Andy and Bill's G ocery. She purchased a few
items-a bar of soap, a |oaf of bread-and
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back. For the neighborhood, this routine was as nmuch a gauge of the hour
as sunlight on |l eaves. Dependable, too, were her sweat-darkened, floral
dresses, her slippers, and the w ndbreaker she wore only on the nost
frigid days. A blocky, ruddy woman with |ong, straight, graying hair,
she always clutched a round, styrene plastic case in which you could see
a swaddl ed Barbie doll-her child who had died years before, it was said.
My friends and | called her "Snmiley," but it seens now that her
unvarying expression was nore of a wince stalled at its inception. She
seened al ways to be | ooking ahead, which nmade passing her on the

si dewal k nmore excruci ating. Once, w thout provocation, she said "H " to
me. A soft, tight bleep, it shook and baffled ne |like a door in the

ni ght bl owi ng shut. She lived alone in a snall white house nested in
hi gh weeds replete with butterflies. A man who said he was her husband
once stopped nme on the street to inquire about subscribing to the
newspaper, but | never saw hi magain. Wien | passed her place on ny
paper route, | wondered what she did during all the hours she wasn't
going to and fromthe store. | wondered what her house | ooked |ike

i nside. Soneday | would have to find out. W wandered into a restaurant
a few blocks fromthe Chang biashan Hotel and found oursel ves opposite
three round tabl es occupied by a wedding party. The bride and groom
probably in their 30s, were dressed in blue Mao suits. The bride wore
earrings, and nmakeup, both of which suggested how plain she nmust usually
| ook. On the back of the grooms head, a half erect cow ick wagged. All
through his and her hair multi-colored confetti glittered. Though only
I1 a.m, he grinned a little wider fromtoasting with bai jiu (white
spirits), and he insisted that Mnica, Doug and I snmoke with our |unch.
We accepted the lights, though Doug has taken three puffs in his life,

and I'mstill nursing a burned epiglottis. Another man about his own age
kept sweeping the groomaway fromour table with the
arm ar ound-t he-shoul der technique. | kept watching the bride, who would

have seened honelier had the groom been nore handsone. Traditionally,

t he daughter-in-Iaw occupi ed the nost tenuous position in the

fam | y-subordinate to husband, father and ol der wonen. Unl ess she cane
with a dowy,
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her way doubly. She sat at the end of the table with the other wonen and
all the children. W finished our neal with only a few nore
interruptions. Another drunken revel er showed Doug how to use chopsticks
to eat the large biscuit Doug had been holding in his hand. Certain
foods are too large to manage with chopsticks , this biscuit anpng t hem
Doug listened as the man held the biscuit gracefully betw xt the sticks.
To eat with the hands, say the Chinese, is vulgar. \Wen one sees the
state of nobst hands here, one nust agree. Later, on the restaurant
doorstep, Monica found the red ribbon worn by the groom Heading the
list of enbossed characters on it was the sign for "double happi ness."
Moni ca decided to save it, a little bit of life in a stranger's pocket.
We backtracked to the conpound along the trolley |ines, the bar that
connects the trolleys to the hot wire above sonetines flashing, the
trolley's horns piping at intersections with the pitch and tinbre of an
enpty quart bottle. Doug said that the cobbl estones and the chilly, wet
weat her (the second wet day in six weeks) rem nded himof his days in
Berlin and the Italian woman there he had to keep away from Renenbering

the regularity with which | saw Ms. Wittenhall, | wonder how nuch
really see now of ny five-mnute commute to and fromwork al ong Bayshore
Boul evard in Tanpa, where | live now. One of ny friends declares that a

few weeks of driving the sane streets to the office and she feels
"wildly trapped” by the repetition. She then changes her route. But why
should a known way, a routine way, be any |ess new and full of
possibility than a path on which one has never ventured? | like to
believe that imagination nudges repetition into gratifying deviations. |
like to believe that when | notice Hillsborough Bay is a powdery brown
tipped with silver-like the color of mnk fur-1've recognized the
constant change, the inimtable condition of each nonment anong our
shifting continents. O course, this strategy ains for the sane state of
expandi ng potential, of collectable experience, that ny friend craves
when hysterical. It's only another wish to be inmortal. One of the
beauties of sojourning is that in just walking to the post office and
back, day after day, one can feel how fleeting things are, and are not.
I n Changchun, | could see a nan on a street corner holding a
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left lung. | could see a boy, alone on a soccer field at dusk, kicking a
bal | through eight inches of fresh snow. | could see a wonan wearing a
sweater with the word hovering woven across its front. Though |I often
roaned Changchun for hours, | just as often foll owed the sanme paths.
Perhaps this gave ne the sane confort Ms. Wittenhall took from her

wal ks. It echoed those pleasurable famly trips down H ghway 5 from Des
Moi nes to Pershing, lowa, ny nother's honetown. Hi ghway 5-that road
knew best as a child. It was always late spring or full sunmmrer on

H ghway 5 because our famly went to Pershing on Menorial Day, the 4th
of July, and for an occasional reunion picnic. A two-lane road through
corn fields, it was uneventfully straight except for several hills and
di ps-and a few sudden , pinched curves that elicited fromny father a
repeated diatri be on dangerous attenpts to pass farmvehicles and the
sadi sm of hi ghway pl anners. A passenger, | could stare out the side

wi ndow at the power lines rising and falling hypnotically as we passed
pol e after pole set along the shoul der. Cows and sheep and hogs in
barnyards seened still as statuary. A pollen-heavy haze hung over the
crops, and the wind pulled ny hair back flat and nmade such white noise
that any remark fromny parents in the front seat startled nme. The

Chi nese now wel cone Japanese capital and technol ogy, though a collective
hatred burns under the surface, at least in this part of the country. W
visited the provincial nuseumtoday specifically to view the w ng
devoted to nmintaining the nmenory of Japanese atrocities during Wrld
War Il. It's housed in the fornmer palace of Pu Ye, the |last Q ng Enperor
who was deposed and then made the puppet nonarch of the
Japanese-control l ed state during the '30s. Young girls in white cotton
dresses oversee each room of nenorabilia, and through one of the w ndows
we wat ched a nan whack a horse in the belly repeatedly with a pipe
because it couldn't pull the overloaded cart out of a rut. This was
after he'd whipped it and then pounded its flanks with a I ong,
heavy-gauge wire. Inside, as | strolled past photos of severed heads
dangling from spi kes, and skel etons in mass graves, past nodels of
detention canps and the diorana depicting a Japanese sol dier breaking a
peasant's leg with bricks, | could hear the cry of the Jews, "Never

agai n!" Cottonwoods-pl anted by the Japanese occupyi ng Changchun duri ng

t he
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into a nauseatingly |anguid snow scene. This "June snow' gathers in the
gutters, and | saw a snall boy pile it up and put a natch to sone
fist-sized, gauzy pyres. The stuff is a curse now not only for the
menories it brings. It so suffuses sonme avenues, you can hardly breathe
W t hout whisking the air. Many wonen wap their hair in sheet nylon
scarves, but the flakes still catch. Changchun's life is in its trees.
Its willows are beautiful but nore wellknown for their strength which is
attributed to difficult winters. And its poplars, slim straight, were
planted after the decimation of nature during the Conmunists ' various
prograns to noderni ze, trees planted because they are qui ck- grow ng,
trees that are now young, |ike nost of the population. | believe | knew
every tree and gas station along H ghway 5. The electric power plant

wi th green wi ndows overl ooking the Des Miines River; the Knoxville high
school mascota bl ack panther-painted on a yellow watertower; the Uncle
Sam mai | box post at the head of a dirt road winding to a white
farnmhouse: Each thing | renenber now seenms a nonunent ani mated by
desperate nostal gia. H ghway 5 was a worl d dependent on our passing
through for its orderliness-right and rhythmcal , evenin its

conti ngencies. For instance, no matter how agitated or unconmunicative
the famly m ght be, we nearly always canme together-Ileaning up in our
seats and | ooking forward-as the car glided down a |long slope a few

m |l es beyond Knoxville. At the bottom a narrow, mnetal suspension bridge
spanned a creek. Gven the traffic, we wondered if we would be forced to
pass an oncom ng car or truck on that bridge. My father, however nuch he
abused al cohol, refused even a drop if he was to have the famly in the
car, but he seened harried by the vision that a drunk driver would kill
us all. Perhaps it was that the driver would be |like his veering, |esser
self that nmade himespecially vigilant at the narrow bridge. As a canper
or tilt cab senmi approached and the gusts of the non-collision rocked
our car, ny nother's lined cheeks plunped into daubs of white
shorteni ng. She always exhal ed quietly, packing away fear with a curt
clearing of the throat. Beyond the bridge, the road ascended a | ong

sl ope bordered on both sides by woods uncharacteristically dense and

| arge for chanpionship farmcountry. Hal fway up, no matter how hot the
weat her, we
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forgi ving shade. There, below the south side of the road, stretched a

gl ade in which stood a sizable, shacky house propped on bl ocks and si ded
with fake-brick asphalt panels. A fern of snoke rose fromits chinney,
and a creek wound past its front porch-past the gravid clothesline and
the chopping stunmp and the junk cars. W seened to sail through this
"cool spot," always marveling at its dependable grace. It made us
agreeabl e; our hot weather subsided for a nonent, and the narrow bridge
| ay behind. That is probably why we naned the place and | ooked forward
toit, and why it is synbolic to nme of those unburdening places we cone
to wth others. In those days, | imagined that the people who |ived
there were happy, that they had peace, if nothing else. At the top of
the slope-as the road flattened and the woods retired into di stance-|
soneti mes woul d gaze unblinkingly into a cloudl ess sky until snake-Iike
bl ot ches seethed and whirl ed before ny eyes, inages that only | could
see, that | believed were atons. Sun flickers through yellow ng | eaves.
The flies have sl owed down. An indistinct voice blares at the sports
field two bl ocks away. In the street nearby, the junkman, seeking
bottles, bangs his cynbals and yow s. Later, a man cranks an iron
cylinder on a spit over hot coals until the tenperature is just right;
then with a bar, he pops open the end of the cylinder: BOOM Basins of
fluffy corn or rice blast into his nesh trap. Wth three balls, three
bow s and weary patter, a small, grubby boy performed tricks for a crowd
in front of the No. S Departnent Store. A girl perforned excruciating
backbends. A boy wound a heavy-gauge wire tightly around her neck. In
one notion, he wound it and she turned toward the crowd with her hands
cupped, outstretched in supplication. | asked an old man in front of the
Changchun Restaurant to pose for a photo. Wth his cane, he pushed

anot her old man-tw ce-out of what he determ ned would be the area within
the picture. The other fellow, purplered in the face, grinned-a single
safety pin laced through his breast pocket and a white w cker basket

full of scavenged beer cans. | took pictures of each. In one, the pushed
man stands with the white sun casting a netallic sheen on his
eyelids-l1ike eye shadow. In the other, the shover grins, his teeth so
many scattered nubs they | ook
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seens glued to his chin. Wre these their first photos alone, or at all?
Naned after the World War | general called "Bl ackjack," Pershing |ay at
the end of an asphalt strip branching fromH ghway 5. Its grid of a
dozen tronped-gravel streets still constitutes the remains of the
sonewhat | arger conpany-owned mning town that flourished during the
earlier decades of this century when, presumably, denmand nmade it nore
profitable to burrow under the land for soft coal than to farm Legend
says our famly started there in the late teens or early '20s when ny
grandfather, Al bert Marshall, gave up a shot at pitching in the mjors
to marry ny grandnother, Fay Caul denburg, and work in the m nes. The
reason given for his choice is the sane ny father gives for exchanging
his theatrical anbitions for a steady spot on the assenbly line: He
didn't like the travel and the being away from home. Growing up, | often
believed ny father regretted his decision, that he felt he had betrayed
his dream by forsaking it before it night have proved beyond him M

gr andf at her-who di ed just before | was born- appears to ne in a single
phot ograph, clad in a baseball uniform the shade fromthe bill of his
cap shadowi ng his eyes. Through nmy nother's reverent taciturnity, he
speaks only in calm patient tones, and | inmagine her-a niddle child of
eight loving himfromher place anong the faces. | once believed that
because he and | were |left-handed and | was her first born, | was her
favorite child. He died of heart disease no doubt encouraged by the sane
coal dust that sonetines befogged Changchun |ike gaslit London. Perhaps
his forsaken nmj or-| eague prospect is a soothing substitute for talent,

or possibility. I can only verify that ny nother- who | ooks |ike her
nmot her-coul d throw a baseball, and she taught ne how Pershing could be
roaned |like the streets | shared with ny three best friends and Ms.
Wi ttenhall. There, my cousins and | whipped Nazi commandos in Dracul a

Wods and careened at the steering wheels of cars rusting anong weeds.
On tranpolines sunken like swiming pools in a lot called "Recreation
Center," | bounced and ronped until the glands in ny throat ached. Using
a ditch, | learned one day how to
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rode, proudly waving at ny relatives as | pedal ed past on another town
circuit, weary but perplexed as to how to get off the thing wthout
injury. During one famly reunion, | watched nen sonehow get into the
casual play of secretly passing around a tw sted, nuddy, bald baby doll
On finding it in his front seat or on his dashboard, each man woul d
avenge hinmself by putting it on another man's hood or in his tackl ebox,
or in his cooler-where the latter would surely find it and pass it on,
hopi ng to spy the next man when he discovered it. That night, back hone
in Des Mines, ny father found the doll as he unpacked the station
wagon. He chuckled |ike a nother bew | dered by a made-up ganme in which
her children have included her. He took it into the house, and nothing
nore was said about it until one wi nter Sunday when he opened the sew ng
machi ne. He cl eaned and strai ghtened the doll's linbs and dressed it in
a snock and bonnet fashioned fromremant satin. Wth rouge and nascar a,
he gave it back its eyes and the f lush of infant health. He al so
transformed it in sone other way | nay never be able to articulate. Now,
| see the doll as having suffered nore than the nmen through whose hands
it had passed, the doll as the unfortunate world into which we press our
i magi ni ngs-anot her case of naking too nuch of things. In a box outfitted
with supple white paper, ny father sent the doll back to one of ny
uncles in Pershing-no return address, just a note pinned to its snock
"1'"ve come back." Pershing snelled of well water and bl acktop. Its
residents then, as now, went off to work at the VA in Knoxville,
Rol |l screen in Pella, or Maytag in Newton. Miustard jars and
bread- wr appers and stacked plates cluttered its kitchen counters, and a
sun- bl eached plastic deer stood shyly in the yard. Pershing was nmy Aunt
Myrna wet-- nursing all of us kids-she had so nuch mlk. It was vast
husbands wi th deep bellybuttons recunbent in the shade, sipping Gain
Belt beer and snoking Canels. Land of the double negative and the double
entendre; of ny cousin-in-law Walt plucking a string bass propped on a

| ong, rubber-tipped screwdriver; of a fast pitch softball teamthat in
ni ght ganes played rival towns: Attica, Bussey, Lovilia. Pershing was
pride and fornmidable Iinitation, farmpond fishing, and the dowdy gray



Page 207

Readi ngs stone ny Uncle Tony broke open in his rock shed to reveal to ne

its glittering crystals. Mst of all, for alnbst two decades, Pershing
al so seened a place of imortality. No one in our famly there died, and
few went away- until recent years. | sonetinmes hear ny fell ow

provincials wish aloud for nore street life in their cities, for places
where one coul d pronmenade, or |inger safely, and regard the day or night
aboundi ng with strangers. The sumer sunlight in Tanmpa-which can split
dashboards and jab the brow |like a searing spi ke-di scourages out door
cafes, though they are now coning into fashion in sone quarters. The
city has its joggers and dog-wal kers and | unch-hour strollers, but |ike
nost North American towns-Des Mines included-the people who spend rea
time on its streets are nostly honel ess, insane or for sale. Qur only
crowds near the size of street nmarket throngs in any provincial Chinese
city gather for annual parades , sidewal k art festivals or nusical beer
bashes sponsored by local radio stations. Qtherwi se, we teemin

encl osures. Sone years ago, in suburban New York state, | was di snayed
to see parents shepherding their costunmed children around shopping nalls
on Hal | oween, rather than around their nei ghborhoods, as was conmon when
I was a child. For an ancient cel ebration acknow edgi ng the darker
spirits, these children dressed as cartoon versions of those nonsters
their parents took themto the mall to avoid. The treats dropped into
their bags fromthe chain stores and anchor stores and food courts would
contain no razor blades or poison, only positive conmunity images, which
is good for business. Undoubtedly, this is one nore sequestering from
the i mredi ate environnment, one nore exposure to the seam ess di splay of
the market. But then, what is the i n”medi ate environnent? It was once
common to refer to sonmething that seened wholly false as "plastic," as
in, "This place is plastic.” But isn't plastic just as nmuch a real thing
as any other thing? Isn't it "real" plastic? Only soneone, | think, who
i s surrounded by too nany goods rather than too few someone not from
Changchun- could see this as a crucial question. Though the nedia in
China never missed a chance to show disaster in the States, the Chinese
I nmet who thought Anerica a dangerous pl ace
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Appendi x 5 pointed to the imges the U S. exports through popular film
whi ch encourage vi sions of shootouts on every street corner, like gas
stations and fast food. | also found a nunber of Europeans who wanted to
believe in this violence, partly to stemtheir envy generated by the

gl anmor of Anmerican publicity. | am awakened occasionally by the
newspaper's plop! on ny porch at 3 AM a newspaper now delivered by an
adult in a car. | sonetines lie in that dreany darkness before receding
into sleep and renmenber how 25 years ago, | wal ked ny summer route,
snoki ng Swi sher Sweets, mmjestically nocturnal and sonmehow feeling in
charge of the | andscape. Two old nen, near the Stalin nonunent, play
checkers on the curb until mdnight, several other nen squatting around
t hem and smoking cigarettes, |ooking on. Barbells and guitar-strumm ng
in adimalley. Lovers in a dark |ane, one couple in each space between
a row of lilac bushes. Nearby, trunks of trees are whitewashed around
their bases. "Socked trees," ny father called themwhen | was a boy.
"They are considered beautiful in China," he said, painting the elns in
our back yard. My nei ghborhood was safer then, | inagine, than now, but
how nuch? Once, just after picking up ny papers at the drop point on
East 33rd Street, | noticed a distant figure backlit by the glow from
Strait's Pharmacy. |t approached at a stroll; then it spied nme and
started marching faster. No news-carrier bag hung over its shoul der, so
| turned and began wal king in the opposite direction. | glanced back. It
was charging after me. | raced around the corner, ny |oad banging wildly
agai nst my legs, and had just enough tine to scranble anong the bushes
in Ms. Gardner's dark back yard before the figure appeared and

saunt ered up Dubuque Avenue, fists at its sides, searching. It was
Wendel | Wallace, one of the tree-service Wallaces fromthe sem -rura
area beyond the end of my route. In Andy and Bill's lot at the close of
a sumer day, you could find Wendell and four or five of his griny
brothers draped on the bed of a tree-trinmng truck, sipping Cokes, slit
eyed |ike cats facing a wind. He was 16 or 17 and had been in ny eighth
grade algebra class, intermttently, the year before. "Fuck" was the
nortar of his speech, slapped between each bl ock of three or



Page 209

Readi ngs four words. One tinme, he'd wal ked out of woods behind the
softbal |l dianonds at Stowe School, asking to join our pick-up gane.
Wthin mnutes, he'd slugged Sam one of ny best friends, and was
baiting Samto retaliate, so he could hurt him Sam who grew up to be a
pl at oon honor man in the Marines, was no coward, but he was no fool,
either. He gave Wendell no eye contact and no excuse to do nore. He knew
Wendel | liked to hobble dogs and hang kittens. Fromthe bushes-perhaps
the only tinme I can honestly say | held nmy breath in fear-I watched
Wendel | pass. Recogni zi ng nme nust have spurred his pursuit. Had he found
me, I'msure | would have | earned sonething new about ny will to
survive. Wio knows what fuel burned in Wendell? | let himget far out of
sight before energing, and | waited until near daylight before finishing
that part of ny route near his turf. | never saw hi m agai n-whi ch was
fine-and several nmonths later | heard that he'd blown his head of f while
cl eaning a shotgun. The papers called it an accident. In the years just
after | left lowa for good, | sentinentalized it as vigorously as |I'd
vilified it in order to |l eave. This response was |like the mrthless grin
we North Americans pony up for snapshots-believing as ever in packaging
as content not thinking that by this we forgo all the expressions that
make up our faces for the neager record of a single gesture. | pinned
that false snmle on ny nei ghborhood, on H ghway 5, on Pershing and the
rest just as | affixed the nicknanme "Sniley" to Ms. Wittenhall. In
China, | often found nyself in public, smling dunbly, reaching for the
faith in universal gestures. | finally stopped. It seened condescendi ng
to all that transpires between people, between our narrow bridges and
our cool spots. | |ook back on the foreseeable routes and wayward
wanderings of ny sentences here and think of the pal msize notebooks in
which | tried to "get everything down." Entries like | walked with an
angui shed and ecstatic heart and Monica | ooked cel estial, panicked gain
no accomuodati on under the obligatory smile. It inprisons our fairer

hi story. Like our disposable horror at each day's headlines, it excuses
us falsely fromall we are and do.
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Lee Gutkind Lee Gutkind, founder and editor of the popul ar new journal
Creative Nonfiction, has perforned as a clown for Ringling Brothers,
scrubbed with heart and |iver transplant surgeons, traveled with a crew
of National League baseball unpires, wandered the country on a

nmot orcycl e, and experienced psychotherapy with a distressed famly-all
as research for eight books and nunerous profiles and essays. His

awar d-wi nni ng Many Sl eepl ess Nights, an inside chronicle of the world of
organ transplantation , has been reprinted in Italian, Korean, and
Japanese editions, while his nost recent book, Stuck in Tine, The
Tragedy of Chil dhood Mental |1l ness, was featured on ABC s Good Mbrning
Anerica. Forner director of the witing programat the University of
Pittsburgh and currently professor of English, Lee Gutkind has pioneered
t he teaching of creative nonfiction, conducting workshops and presenting
readi ngs throughout the United States. Al so a novelist and fil muaker |,
Qutkind is editor of The Creative Nonfiction Reader (a series of

ant hol ogi es, upcomi ng from Jereny E. Tarcher-Put nam Publi shi ng G oup),
and the Emerging Witers in Creative Nonfiction book series from
Duquesne University Press. Lee Gutkind is also director of the
Md-Atlantic Creative Nonfiction Witers' Conference at Goucher Coll ege
in Baltinore.
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The Nonfiction Part hood) was a peninsula of peace that would soon
expand into a continent of contentnment -a certain sign of the turning
tide. Convinced that | had uncovered a story that needed to be told and
that would affect the world, | invested many hours in |library research
and in conducting personal interviews with Lebanese who had fled their
country. Beirut had been one of the nost aff |luent and enli ghtened
cities in the world at one tine. Interview ng these former residents
evoked fascinating i mages of the past and a real excitenment about the
potential for revitalization, with the green line as a foundation. |
went to the Lebanese consulate in Manhattan for a visa, which required a
personal interview | invested $1,200 of my own noney in a roundtrip
ticket to Beirut, with an extended stopover in Israel, and | boarded the
pl ane one sunny norni ng-1aunchi ng an odyssey that | fully expected to
lead to a book. By the tine | landed in Tel Aviv 26 hours later, |srael
had i nvaded Lebanon and the war that has actually never ended had been

| aunched. Wthin hours, the green line was f |looded in a river of bl ood.
I remained in the area for a while to nonitor devel opnents with fading
hopes that hostilities would end. Wen | returned home, weeks later, a
towering stack of mail was waiting for ne on ny desk-letters, bills,
panphl ets, the all-too-faniliar collection of junk mail that invariably
woul d be filed in the trash can. But on top of the stack was a recent

i ssue of Newsweek magazine with its |ead story, "The Repl aceabl e Body, "

boldly headlined. Idly, | |eafed through the 12-page story and was
struck by a reccurring word: Pittsburgh . It was being referred to as
the organ transplant capital of the world. This was where | lived, ny

honet own. The University of Pittsburgh, where all this amazing body-part
repl acenent was taking place, was al so where | taught creative witing.

The nedical center, in what was known as Pitt's upper canpus, was a

t hree-bl ock uphill walk fromnmy office in the English Departnment on the
| ower canpus. Suddenly | was struck by both the clarity and the irony of
the situation : | had travel ed hal fway around the world to find a story
that involved intense human drama and contai ned uni versal ideas and

i ssues, when 76
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The El usive Truth or even nentioned. And of course he shows up a lot in
the recent novel Love's Mansion-with a sex |life he never had, |'m sure.
He woul d have been aggrieved, | think. So you can't really get away with
it." He pauses, then hastens to a nore positive thought: "My nother
liked it; she liked being witten about. She'd nod and say " You' ve got a

very accurate eye' or sonmething. | say very little about ny sister
because she doesn't care to be witten about either. If I'mwiting
about her, | know I'mgetting it wong, ipso facto, so | cut it to the

mninmum"' 12.5 Who Knows the Real Truth? As indicated in an earlier
chapter, the truth is often larger than any single fact, not a
cut-and-dried positive or negative value. It is quite elusive and, |ike
beauty, in the eye of the beholder. It turns out that what | sawin the
heart transplant world resonated with the surgeon with whom | worked.
This does not nmean that we concur with every single fact and detail

al ong the way. So, too, with Jane Bernstein's Loving Rachel. The
physicians intimately involved agreed that it sounded right. Bernstein
t hought that it was right, too, but she could not and woul d not vouch
for the absolute essence of truth. But if you stand back fromthe
situation and think about it, this nakes sense. Think about your own
experience with your parents, spouses, or enployer. Haven't you been

i nvolved in countless conversations in which two or nore peopl e
experience or recall the sane conversation quite differently? |nagine
putting a video canera on the shoul ders of each participant in a

di spute, a ganme, or a debate. Even though the experience and the

| ocation is shared, because of each participant's angl es and nuances,

each interpretation will be skewed. Al of this is especially true and
relevant in a nenoir. Margaret G bson's recollection of the killing of
the rabbit and Don Morrill's menory of his nei ghborhood nmay not reflect

the recollections of their parents or other participants. Edward' s
attitude toward Margaret, Betsy, 'From Barbara Adans, "The Essayi st at
Work," Creative Nonfiction 6, pp 21-34. 123





