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ABSTRACT 

The Project poriion of this Project/Dissertation is of the Work of Art rype as 

described by St. Stephen's College. This collection of six short stones offers a variety of 

perspectives on the lives of contemporary men. Each story describes a chapter in a man's 

life, from a few hours to a few months, during which he encounters others and discovers 

something about himself Through reflection on events, characters corne to value particular 

relationships with greater conscious awareness. The male characten let go of an inflated 

fantasy or unrealistic ideal, and find the energy to relate to themselves and their world as 

they are. The contexts for these transformations include relationships with girls and women 

who challenge the men to grow. The church is present in each story, always as a part of the 

culîure, even if sometimes an uneasy part. 

The Dissertation reflects upon the six short nories, the writer's own story, the witing 

process, and the role of narrative alongside theoretical paradigms in understanding 

expenence. Paul Tillich's theologcal analysis of the human capacity for courage, Jungian 

analyses of the hurnan psyche, Luke's account of the crucifixion, and the myths of Sisyphus 

and Narcissus are brought into the conversation. The four issues of stuckness, intimacy, 

shadow, and feeling are explored with reference to the short sones and to current thinking 

on these issues. This ProjecvDissertation celebrates courage as it is expressed by those who 

stmggle for faith, relationship and self-awareness in the ordinary circumstances of life. 
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Ordinarv Time 

Six Short Stories 

by David Crom bie 



AMBER DAWN 

Amber heard the horn blast as the pickup turned into the 

driveway. The Eyes Of Texas Are Upon You tootled out. Her dad was 

early, trying hard not to be late. Just a few last dishes to finish up, 

then grab the Stetson and go. She dried her hands on her jeans. From 

the kitchen window she saw her mom on the trailer steps painting her 

toenails. 

"Hah, Darlin'." 

Arnber noted a cornfortable friendlineçs in her father's greeting 

now that Dave and Deb were no longer mamed. Through the screen 

she saw her mom shake out her long black hair and straighten her tank 

top. At least her pop waç taking care of himself'. He looked slim in 

denim. Amber wondered why she had the bad luck to inherit his curly 



blonde hair. She smiled when she saw the fuzzy pink dinosaur under 

Dave's arm. 

Tou did good in Vegas?" 

Won near fVty dollars." 

"Oooooo-u-wooooo!" Deb pumped her arm. "Big time!" 

"Thanks for lettin' me take Amber for a ride." 

"Letting you!" declared Deb. "You have visiting rights on 

Saturdays. You know that! Where've you been this past month?" 

Amber decided that she had better get out there. She gave the 

sink a quick wipe. 

"1 mess I've been busy!" Dave defended himself. "Last weekend 

was Vegas, of course." 

"Okay, so why didn't you visit the weekend before?" 

'Well that was the golf tournament. You know 1 play for the 

Rinsmen. Couldn't let the guys down." 



Teah, Dave," Deb snarled, "you can't let anybody down, 'cept 

maybe your own daughter." 

"Ah, gimme a break. I'm here today, aren't I?" 

Deb's mood shifted after she'd scored that hit. "Amber's 

pretty excited." 

"That's my girl!" 

"Hi, Pop!" Amber flew out the door and into Dave's arms. 

"It's good to see you, Amber! Geez, you're gettin' ta11 for fourteen 

years old." 

"Fifteen." She put her hands on her hips and pouted. 

"Amber celebrated her birthday while you were gambling." 

"1 know that. Didn't 1 Say happy birthday on my postcard?" 

Deb pumped her arm again. "Oooooo-u-wooo! A postcard." 

Arnber intemened. "It's okay, pop." 

"WelI," said Deb, T m  not sure it's okay at all. Anyway, your folks 

were sweet enough to give her the hat." She took the Stetson off 



Amber's head tu inspect it. "Grandpa Bayer sure knows quality. Too 

bad he didn't p a s  it on to his son." 

Dave turned beet red. "Yeah, Grandpa Bayer always does the 

right thing. Grandpa Bayer always lmows the appropriate gesture. 

Maybe you should've married him. Maybe then things would have 

worked out." 

Deb rolled her eyes. "Maybe some day Dave Bayer will stop 

blaming his father for everything that's gone wrong in his life." 

Amber was anxious to change the subject. "So, Pop, you ready for 

some ridin' today?" 

The Eyes of Tenas blasted once more and the pickup rolled out of 

the trailer park. Arnber clutched the dinosaur close as Dave 

accelerated on the highway. Springsteen sang from the tape deck about 

casing the promised land and letting the wind blow back your hall. 

"Faster, Dad. CanY you go any faster?" 
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"Better hold on tight. Yeeeeeha!" They barrelled down the coulee 

carrying plenty of revs to get up the other side. 

"Peeee-yu!" Arnber held her nose as they passed Ranch land 

Feedlots. "Dad, how can you work there?" 

"Been there eleven years. You get used to it." 

"Dad, is Mardi your girlfriend now?" Amber inquired. 

"Ah, you know, we're just good friends. Well, 1 guess we're 

dating. Wouldn't mind gettin' to know her better. One thing is we both 

like horses. You know I've always loved ridin'. Did I tell you how I won 

the c a l f  ropin' at the High School rodeo." 

"About a gazillion times." 

Dave passed a grain truck and didn't see the bump sign. 

'Yeeeeeha! Like ridin' a steer!" At the top of a rise he could see the 

blue and white around the next bend. He hit the brakes and was ten 

kiiometres under the limit by the time he waved to the Mounties going 

by. "John Darmery Roy Om dew Canada." 



Tou can speak French, Dad?" 

Dave Iaughed. "Naw! 1 don't parley vous no fkansays." He 

careened onto the country road, showering gravel with the tuni. They 

were going southwest, straight toward the Rockies. Chief Mountain 

dominated the horizon Iike a great black Stetson set upon the prairie. 

On either side of the road a few combines were still picking up swaths. 

The land was a checkerboard of f d o w  and harvested fields pieced 

together arnidst the larger areas of pasture. 

The early afternoon sun brightened stands of golden poplars as 

the road took them into a coulee and then snaked through dus@ hills 

ribbed with cattle trails. They crossed the creek on a rickety bridge and 

Arnber noticed bankside trees reflecting on the still water. Then she 

saw their destination. A white picket fence surrounded the house of 

grey stucco with barn and tall windbreaks of spruce in the background. 

The truck vibrated over the Texas gate. 

"Wow! Mardi must be a millionaire." 
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"It's a nice spread," nodded Dave as he opened the truck door. 

The garden had been turned, Save for bordering marigolds and a 

row of sunflowers at the back. On the brown lawn between garden and 

house sat a young woman, eyes closed and legs folded. Amber took in 

the details, the shoulder length brown hair, the white wool sweater and 

artsy turquoise earrings. Her hands were outstretched and uptumed. 

Mardi rose up smiling. "Thanks for letting me finish m y  

meditation. 1 was remembering my mom. Just Iast year she sat out 

here with her sketchbook." 

Amber accepted the handshake. This was their second meeting, 

and she wanted it to be more successful than the first. "I'm s o n y  about 

your mom." 

"Thanks, Amber. She was always here, always workmg this 

garden, hanging the wash on that line, sitting in this Adirondack 

chair, drawing or knitting. What is it Proverbs says of the virtuous 



woman? She is not afraid of snow for her household: for al1 her 

household are clothed with scarlet." 

Arnber looked at Dave, who checked his watch. "Listen, thanks 

for having us over today. Amber and 1 really appreciate the 

opportunity. I guess we're early." 

Amber was stunned. Where had the feedlot worker gone? Had 

this woman waved a wand over him? She remembered that her father 

had not hit the horn when they drove into the yard. He always hit the 

horn. 

They got the horses saddled up, lifted a gate, and left the yard. 

Taking their time, they sauntered through the browns and yellows of 

the coulee, Mardi riding bareback in the lead, then Amber and Dave 

following. It was uncommonly still for Southem Alberta, still enough 

for Amber to be mesmerized by the motion of the horses and the 

swishing of their tails. After following the creek for an h o u ,  Mardi 

found a shallow spot to cross over. Jostled back into attention, Amber 
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felt the strength of the horse lifting her up the path through the poplars 

to the coulee ridge. The sun descended upon the Rockies. Expanses of 

pasture in the Blood Reserve rolled beyond the distant highway to the 

north. To the southwest, a ray of sflnfihine found its way between the 

peaks to cast its glow on emerald Wheat Pool elevators at Cardston. 

Amber pulled on the reins and made a bubble with her gum. 

Mardi spoke, to them or to the spirits or to Chief Mountain. "The 

whole valley is golden, shining just like the promised land when Moses 

saw it from Mount Nebo." 

Amber's gum bubble snapped. 

"It is pretty," said Dave, "from a distance." They turned the 

horses, descended to  the ford on the creek and meandered home. 

Dave lit the candles and held out the arrnchair for Mardi to be 

seated. Amber watched her father carving the roast, doing the 

traditional father thmg. She had never thought of Dave as traditional. 



It was reassuring. Candlelight reflected on her wine glass. Would she 

like it? She did. 

Amber wanted to be gracious. "1 really enjoyed the ride." 

Mardi smiled. "Me too. We are fortunate to live in this country. 1 just 

wish September could go on forever." 

Dave shook his head. "Not me, 1 can't wait for ski season." 

"Amber, has Dave ever taken you skiing?" 

"No, I've never been downhill skiing, only cross country with the 

Venturers out at the park one time." 

"Venturers?" wondered Mardi. 

"It's what cornes after Boy Scouts," Amber noted. 
- - - - -  - - - -  - - - - -  - - - -  - - - - -  

"And they have girls in Venturers these days?" 

"You're looking at one." 

V e r y  progressive." 

Dave played troublemaker. "What's the world coming to?" 



Later, in the tnick, Amber was fidgetg. She reorganized the glove 

cornpartment, and removed assorted tape cassettes from the dashboard. 

She had enjoyed the day, except for spending these few minutes alone 

in the tmck while her pop was still saying goodbye to Mardi. It was 

hard to accept that there was someone new in his life, but it was bound 

to happen sometime. When Dave climbed in and sat beside her, Amber 

gave him a playful punch on the arm. 

"What's that for?" wondered Dave as he started the vehicle. 

"1 don't know." 

Tuesday night the Kinettes were catering a political rally. Deb 

couldn't bring herself to quit just because of the split with Dave. But 

she hated politics. "Politicianç are al1 a bunch of crooks," she had said, 

"but the girls could redly use your help. With that crowd 1 bet they'll 

clear two hundred dollars." So it was Arnber who ended up working in 

the kitchen. Go figure. 



Amber was pouring coffee at the service window when she noticed 

her pop walk in the civic centre doors. He flashed a smile and then sat 

in the back row of chairs, the only ones still vacant. Far off on the 

podium, the man everyone had corne to see adjusted his glasses. Polite 

applause gave way to rapt attention. 

"Binding referendums, not political pressure fiom special interest 

groups, should be the method utilized to discern the will of the people, 

and the fate of elitist bureaucrats." 

Arnber wondered how this tortured language merited the ovation 

which followed. Cowboy whoops and hollers filled the quonset. She 

saw her grmdfather on stage, president of the riding association, 

raising the leader's hand in triumph. It was strange, the Marlboro man 

in cowhide championhg the awkward Sunday School teacher. 

Dave stuck his head in the kitchen door. "Amber, let's go." 

"1 can't, Pop. There's just Judy and me to serve coffee." 
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Judy checked her watch. "Go ahead, Amber. Most of these folks 

are coffeed out by now anyway. 1 can handle it." 

"Well, I'd better go Say hi to Gramps. Pop, are you gonna say 

hello too?" 

"1 don't know, Arnber." 

"He'd appreciate it." 

They edged through the crowd to find Grarnps with his arm 

around the leader, introducing him to the mayor and members of the 

town council. Mr. Bayer lit up when he saw Arnber. "Here's the really 

important person in this community, my granddaughter Amber Dawn 

Bayer. She's a mite too young to vote right now, but I just know she'll 

be with you in the next one, won't you, Amber?" 

"Well, Gramps, voting is a real privilege, you h o w ,  and ml have 

to be well informed if I'm going to make the best decision." 

Amber smiled and shook Mr. Manning's hand. She wasn't about to  



disappoint her grandfather. Dave got a nod from his father, but then 

he tunied and ushered the politician towards other important people. 

The night air was refreshmg once they closed the doors on coffee 

smells and cigarette smoke. Orion chased his prey across the southem 

sb. Dave's father had shown her some of the constellations several 

summers past. She hadn't forgotten. 

"Grandpa is sure in his glory with al1 this election stuff." 

Dave picked an empty pop t h  from the road. "Yeah, he eajoys the 

spotlight. He didn't seem d l  excited to see me. did he?" 

"You missed him giving the introduction. Maybe he was pissed 

off about that." 

"Don't you figure that's the safest course; better to be a 

disappointment than a threat. He probably thought I was going to 

embarras him with some questions about their policies on the 

environment, or should 1 Say lack of policies." 

"The two of you are just different, that's dl." 
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"1 know that, Arnber. 1 d o n t  have his values and I d o n t  want his 

money. In fa& I don% want mything from him. Well, that's not true. 

A little respect would be okay." As they passed the high school, Dave 

tossed the tin into a nearby garbage barrel. "So next year you start 

grade ten. My little girl is growing up." 

Amber gave hirn a serious stare. "Grown up enough to h o w  that 

you changed the subject." 

"Yeah," Dave confessed. "I'm not real comfortable talking about 

hirn and me. The guy always has to be centre stage, eh? People always 

want to hear his stories, his opinions, his advice." 

"So you're jedous." 

"Naw. Well, 1 don't laiow. Maybe I've got to prove myself." 

"What, to him? 1s that what Mardi is dl about?" 

Dave shook his head. "1 don't think he'd care much for Mardi. If 

anything, Mardi brings out something different in me." 



"Yeah, Pop. I've been meaning to ask you. What's with al1 the 

Bible stuff, and before that, the trame thing. She's not a religious nut 

or something, is she?" 

Dave smiled. T o u  have to understand Mardi. Up in Edmonton, 

at the university, she took Fine Arts, with a minor in Religious 

Studies." 

"So what does that get you?" Amber wondered. 

"1 don't know. That's a question your grandpa would ask for sure. 

But hey, does everything have to get you something?" Dave hesitated. 

"You don't like her, do you?" 

Arnber let him stew a moment. "Mardi is al1 right, so long as you 

don't run off and join some cult with her. Promise me that, okay, Dad. 

Promise me you won't shave your head." 

Dave had to chuckle. "Mardi's just sort of eclectic, that's dl." 

" What's eclectic mean?" 

"It means she has a variety of interests." 



"Oh," said Amber, "and now she's interested in you?" 

Dave laughed. "Well, why not? Maybe she needs someone to 

keep her anchored." 

"Pop, that's what you need! An anchor." 

It was nice havuig her pop confide in her. As they walked the 

rest of the way in silence Amber was thinking that he certainly had 

potential. How to polish the rough edges without losing the warmth? 

"Why don't you corne in, pop?" suggested Amber when they 

arrived at Deb's trailer." I'm sure Mom has some beer in the fridge." 

Deb, lying on her sofa, fumbled for the remote and tumed off the 

television. "Well, look who my daughter has brought home. While 

you're getting yourself a beer, Dave, why don't you bring me one." 

Amber gave her mom a goodnight kiss. "Judy says hello and 

wants me to remind you 'bout the Tupperware party Thursday night." 

Deb took the offered beer and gestured for Dave to sit beside her. 
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Amber stretched. "Well, I'm history." She headed off to her room. 

But the trailer was small, and Amber was noturious for eavesdropping. 

"Did you have some quality time with Amber?" asked Deb. 

Yeah, she's pretty cool." 

Amber smiled at that comment, and flopped on her bed. Her 

door was open a crack. Last year she wished that her parents had 

softer voices. Now she strained to hear the conversation. 

"Dave, I'm glad to see you making an effort, you know, with this 

father thing." 

"She's quite the young lady, Deb. You're doin' a good job as a 

mom." 

"You don't have to suck up to  me, Dave." 

"I'm not sucking up. It's just that Amber really has it together. 

She's, she's, 1 don't know." 

"She's mature for her age. Scary, isn't it? 1 sure didn't have 

whatever it is she's got; not when 1 was meen. 1 still don't." 
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"Don't be down on yourself. She's got your spunk. She says her 

piece, just like you do." 

"You've got a point there, Dave. Say, do you think you could give 

your ex sorne quality time? Al1 that standing at the bank, I could sure 

use a foot rub." 

Amber kept iistening as she made her way to the bathroom. She 

couldn't help it. She saw herself smiling in the mirror. Her mom's 

moods changed faster than Alberta weather. 

"Mmmmmm," Deb purred. "Now that's nice. Around the heel 

please, and if you could sort of knead my feet like you used to. Yes, like 

that- Mayhel shauld~entyou~out.~ - - - - - - - -  - - - -  

- - - - -  

"Ah, but you dont own me anymore. Remember? We're 

divorced." 

"Yeah, we're divorced. Now why did we go and do a dumb thing 

like that, Dave?" 



Arnber squeezed out some taothpaste. Her mother never was one 

to pass up an opening. 

Dave was about to respond when Arnber reappeared. Deb quickly 

removed her foot fkom Dave's lap. "Hey, Dad, 1 almost forgot. Will you 

take me to the Venturers' father and son dinner this Saturday? It's at 

the United Church at 6:30." 

"They still cal1 it father and son, even with you in the troop?" 

"Who cares what they cal1 it. Will you take me?" 

"Yeah, sure. 1'11 pick you up at 6:15." 

"Thanks, Pop. You're a good guy." Satisfied, Amber headed off 

again. 

"1 don't know how good 1 am," muttered Dave. "What is good?" 

Deb answered. "You think too much. Just go with your instinct." 

"My instinct teils me we've both been here before." 

"Here's not such a bad place." 

"Thanks for the beer, Deb. Gotta get going." 



Dave took a deep breath of cool night air and jumped off the porch 

like a gymnast off the pomme1 horse. Looking through her bedroom 

window, Amber watched him walk away. Once upon a time, he didn't 

have to leave. Had she set up this scene and then sabotaged it? The 

wind chimes reminded her of Mardi, a mantra calling the faithful to 

prayer. What would Amber pray for? Maybe for her dad to be happy. 

"Now 1 lay me down to sleep. 1 pray the Lord m y  dad to keep. God give 

him luck and give him love. God give him sense and confidence. 

Amen." 

God must not have been listening. When Saturday evening 

arrîved, they discovered that the guest speaker at the father and son 

banquet was rancher, outdoors man, and member of the University of 

Lethbridge Senate, Tom Bayer. Dave and Amber had just descended 

the stairs to the church basement when that booming voice 

acknowledged their presence. "Hey!" 

Amber accepted the hug. "Are you going to Say hi to Dave too?" 



The men shook hands. " 'Course, good to see you, Dave. Did you 

enjoy the rally the other night?" 

"It was interesting." Dave looked around at the fkamed AA 

slogans and 3D pictues of biblical scenes hanging on the walls. "1 

guess 1 should take off my cap." 

The group cornmittee chairperson asked everyone to be seated. 

The Mormon bishop said grace and the ladies from the Catholic 

Women's League brought plates of turkey and bowls of gravy to the 

table. The father and son banquet was always an ecumenical affair. 

Amber, seated between Dave and her grandfather, wondered how she 

would bridge that particular rift. 

As fast as one platter of food was emptied, the ladies brought a 

new one to replace it. Amber felt cornfortable knowing that as long as 

they were filling their faces, Tom and Dave were excused from t&ng 

to each other. She caught Danny Olsen staring at her across the table. 

He was sort of cute, except for the splotch of gravy staining his red 



sash. Trays of pumpkin pie with whipped crearn were rolled from the 

kitchen. Mark Hewitt belched, which brought much laughter from the 

other kids if not from their fathers. Mark's dad smiled. Massey 

Ferguson salesmen have to smile. 

"So, tell me, Dave, what's happening at the feedlot these days?" 

Uh oh. Tom and Dave were about to W. 

"Ah, you know, Dad, the usual thing." 

"Yeu mean cattle cooped up in pens, eating feed, and. . . ." 
"And shitting. Go ahead and say it, Pop! Your son makes his 

living cleaning up manure!" 

The whole gathering was silent, awkwardly silent. Amber cut in. 

"Hey, Grandpa, what's your topic tonight? The shale with the fossils? 

The Frank slide? " 

"Maybe Dad will tell us al1 about the wildlife that used to live in 

the Oldman River Valley." Dave still had fight in hirn. 



"1 love wildlife, Dave. Everyone knows that's tme, but who's 

gonna stand in the way of progress?" 

Arnber gritted her teeth. She lmew that her pop wouldn't let go. 

"You talk about progress, but aren't you dways saying that thmgs were 

so much better back in the mies when old Emest ran the province?" 

Tom's cheeks were red and his words sharp. Tes, well, you think 

you're so smart and progressive. I don't see that you've progressed very 

far with your smarts." 

"So, Gramps," Arnber interrupted, "what will you be t a l a  

about?" 

There was no need for further bloodshed. Tom's smile retunied. 

"Well, since you can't wait to fmd out, 1'11 tell you. I'm talking about 

those native masks found last summer out on West Butte. You h o w ,  

they could be a thousand years old. And they're fabricated from 

seashells. Imagine that. Folks at U of L are interested in how they got 

here fkom the Gulf of Mexico." 



"Sounds interesting, Dad," said Dave. 

"Well, we'll see what the boys think." Tom caught himself and 

gave Amber a healthy slap on the back. "And the girl!" 

The boys and the girl and the dads paid close attention. Even 

Dave. After dl, Tom had a way of telling a story. 

Arnber's week passed by with a few surprises. Monday after 

school she helped Grandma Bayer prepare beets for pickling. She 

generally avoided the Bayer's basement, al1 grandpa's trophy animals 

making eyes at her, but en route to collect mason jars in the cold room, 

she noticed the shelf filled with her father's rodeo trophies. The first 

snow of the season fell Tuesday morning, just a dusting, but still a sign 

of things to corne. Mardi picked her up at school and they went to Jack 

and Judy's for Chinese food. She'd phoned the previous evening. "Let's 

have lunch aad get better acquainted." Amber eqioyed the chat, but 

she wished she hadn't followed Mardi's lead and asked for chopsticks. 

The whole restaurant was looking at them. Wednesday night her dad 



phoned to see if she wanted to go into Lethbridge Ekiday. On Thursday 

Danny Olsen walked her home fkom school. He liked gnuige. She liked 

rap. He was into Next Generation. She thought he was okay. A 

chinook howled through town al1 night. 

Friday after school the town's one traffic light danced 

precariously as she and her dad turned onto the highway. Later that 

evening Arnber and Dave walked through the Lethbridge mall. The 

smell of grease and oil hurried them through the food court. Dave 

stopped by the Western Wear store to window shop for Stetsons. 

"1 used to have one of these in my rodeo days." 

"So, what happened to it?" Arnber asked. 

"Well, 1 lost it." 

"You tossed it into the crowd after winning the ropin' 

contest?" 
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"No," said Dave. T m  afraid it wasn't so heroic. 1 left it at the bar. 

Went back the next day, but the hat was gone, gone with the wind. 

Such a stupid thmg. That's when I got out of rodeo." 

Arnber nodded iike a psychologist interpreting her client's 

material. "You took the thing with the hat as a sign." 

'Yeah. Grarnps, of course, couldn't understand it. H e  figured 

another year and I'd make it to the Stampede, and then everybody 

would take notice." 

"Speaking of signs," Amber wondered, "it's strange. Months go by 

and 1 hardly ever see you. Suddenly I'rn with you twice a week. What's 

up, Pop?" 

"1 guess 1 found out 1 like being a dad." 

Amber smiled. Yeah? I'm glad, Pop. I kind of like being your 

daughter. You're okay." 

"I've probably never told you this, well not since you were three or 

so. 1, 1 love you Amber." 
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Still holding shopping bags fkom Work Wearhouse, she wrapped 

her arms around his waist. "Thanks, Pop." The typical Friday night 

shopping parade flowed around them: Hutterite wornen in black with 

blue s c w e s ,  native men in long braids, and moms pushing strollers. 

"YouVre m y  pop." 

"1 don't think I've been a very good pop." 

"Ivm not complaining." 

"You're a sweetheart. But it isn't fair that you should have to 

grow up like this, in a broken home. Should've thought of that before 

cheating on your mom." 

"Ivm not gonna disagree with you, Dad. She covers it up pretty 

well, but what you did just about killed her." Amber's voice became a 

whisper. "1 hated you too. That plate you got me for my thirteenth 

birthday with the home in front of a barn. 1 guess 1 dropped it 

accidentally on purpose. But then 1 missed you. When the divorce 



came, and Mom did her arm pumping ooooo-u-woooo th-, well, I went 

to my room and cried and cried." 

Dave offered her Kleenex, and they found a bench by the 

fountain. "Sm sorry, Amber." 

"1 already said it's past tense. Let's leave it there, okay?" 

"Okay, but I'm glad you were able to tell me." 

"Tell you what." 

"That you hated me." 

"Well, 1 had a right to be angry. I didn't ask for any of this to 

happen. Nobody asked me what I thought about our family breaking 

up. AI1 1 could do then was hurt. But I'm not gorma blame you for my 

weirdness, so you don't have to w o w  about that." 

"Who said you were weird." 

"Oh, just stupid old Mark Hewitt. 1 guess 1 like to think for 

myself, and some boys aren't used to that." 

"Yeah, well 1 think you're pretty amazing." 



T o u  really think so?" 

"To me, it coddn't be clearer." 

"You're gonna stick around for awhile, Pop?" 

He put an a r m  m o u d  her. "Of course 1'11 stick around." 

The stores were closing and the guy with the mop was getting 

doser. "Let's grab a Mac and milkshake for the ride home?" 

"Gee, Pop, 1 had my heart set on chardonnay and fettucini at 

Angelo's." 

Dave laughed. "You've been hanging around Mardi too much." 

"Mardi? Does she like that stuff? I just saw this restaurant 

review in the Herald, and of course 1 read it out loud to Danny because 

1 liked the sound of the words: fettucini, rigatoni, chardonnay, zuppa." 

Arnber rolled her eyes. The librarian gave me a d+ look." 

"Who's Danny?" wondered Dave. 

"Just a friend," she replied, "for now." 
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The pickup negotiated the twists and turns following the edge of 

the coulee on Scenic Drive. Floodlights illuminated the university 

building, a slab of concrete suspended half way up the bank of the 

Oldman. "Why didn't you go to university, Pop?" 

"Nobody expected me to, except dad of course, but he doesn't 

count. Anyway, 1 never considered myself ambitious. But 1'11 let you in 

on a secret-" 

"Oh, 1 Iike secrets." 

"I'm going back to school." 

"1 don't believe it-" 

Dave geared down to take one of the many m e s .  "Honestly, 

every Monday and Thursday night, starting in January. Over there." 

He pointed across the fields to the community college. "Yeah, I'm gonna 

take accounting. Geez, rnaybe 1 should tell Father. I think he'd 

approve of accounting." 

Tou, an accountant?" 



"Why not? The feedlot pays a third of the cost." 

"A good deal," Amber agreed. 

T o u  know, 1 might even have to Wear a tie to work." 

"This i s  still a feedlot we're talking 'bout here, not a bank." 

Dave was determined. "Business is business." 

Darkness enveloped them as the pick-up rounded the bend on 

Highway 4 and made a beeline southeast towards theMontana border. 

Lights from scattered farmyards on the left could be three miles away 

or thirty. Moonlight outlined the Milk River ridge to the right. Mardi's 

ranch was somewhere in that hi11 country the glaciers missed. The 

radio coughed static and cal1 numbers fkom Casper, Wyoming to 

Calgary, until Dave found CKUA and Cuban mambo. Amber sighed 

and closed her eyes. 

Thanksgiving Monday Arnber readied herself for the second 

family event of the weekend, having already feasted on turkey the day 

before with her mom and materna1 grandparents. Next year she'd have 



to be more disciplined. She put on the pearl necklace, a late but much 

appreciated birthday present fkorn her pop. F'uzzy dinosaurs and 

pearls. 1s that eclectic or just being fifteen? As Amber checked her 

appearance in the mirror, Deb knocked on the door. 

Tour dad's here. Will you move it, please? 1 don't want to sit 

around too long trying to being nice to what's her name." 

A few moments later Amber made her entrance on the porch. She 

looked doubtfully at the Greenpeace button Dave sported on his jacket. 

"Are you and Gramps gonna fight like last year?" 

"He'll be too enchanted with you to even notice me." 

"Oh, he'll notice dl right." 

Dave smiled and took off the button. Deb came rushing out with 

the salad. "Now, Amber Dawn, remember to act like a lady." 

As Dave backed the truck out of the drive, Amber reached for the 

horn and The Eyes Of Texas sounded once more. 



The road to the Bayers' went east and north into the flattest 

prairie. Arnber asked Mardi why she had taken religious studies, so the 

next twenty minutes were filled with the story about Prince Gautama's 

being shielded by his father from the world's sderring, and then one 

day in the park Gautama saw an old man and a sick man and a dead 

man, and gave up his riches and became a monk. Amber was about to 

ask if Mardi might leave her the ranch, just in case she was 

contemplating leaving for Tibet, but by then they'd arrived at their 

destination. 

The old house was grey stucco like all the old houses in this part 

of Alberta house, but half hidden by lilac bushes. When she was six and 

seven and eight, Christmas out at Gramps' and Grandma's was magic: 

the old fireplace, the treadle Singer sewing machine, the pantry half as 

big as a bedroom. Five years ago her grandparents built a new home, 

big and modern like those d o n g  Scenic Drive in the ci@. It wasn't the 

same. The old place was still standing, across the yard, near the b a m  



where it had always stood. They kept it clean, as if they expected 

someone someday to move in. 

Sure enough, her grandparents had seen the plume of grave1 d u t  

getting doser. They were in the yard to welcome Arnber, Dave and 

Mardi when they arrived. Tom said nice thmgs about how al1 the Iadies 

Iooked, then the gathering went inside. Gramps took off his hat. 

Grandma brought the standing roast to the table. She explained, "I've 

never been a fan of turkey, al1 that dry meat. Anyway, 1 expect you've 

already had your fil1 this weekend." 

Candlelight reflected on Gramps' bald spot as he bowed his head 

for grace. Gramps delighted them over dinner with an account of the 

early RCMP posts on the Milk River. Dave cleared the table for dessert 

and Mardi recalled her grandmother's encounters with smugglers 

crossing the border near Whiskey Gap. After everyone was more than 

filled and coffee was poured, it was Amber's turn to t& about the story 

she was writing for English class. It had to do with a young woman 



who agonizes over whether or not to have an abortion. Tom made an 

assumption. 

"It's good to see some of our younger generation standin' up for 

family values. Maybe correct some of their parents' fkee love ways." 

Mardi looked uncornfortable. Dave put down his cup. Amber 

shook her head. "My story is about a woman in a tough situation, 

Gramps. It's not about me taking a position on abortion. If 1 were in 

her shoes, 1 don't know what 1 wodd do." 

"Well, 1 hope you'd do the right thing and not get pregnant in the 

first place." 

Amber felt ill. Grarnps was a bad one for speakmg without 

thinking. 

Dave broke the silence. Y hardly think that's appropriate." 

"I'm just stating my opinion, son, that's all." 
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"Fine," said Dave, "and 1 just want Amber to lmow that whatever 

choice she makes, she'll have my support, whatever her marital 

situation." 

"Dammit, Dave, do you have to bring that up again." 

Mardi looked lost. Amber understood. Dave and Deb were 

married two years after she was boni. Her parents just did things 

backwards, that's dl .  But that must be where this started, this trouble 

between Dad and Gramps. Amber wondered if she were to blame, if she 

were the troublemaker? 

Amber noticed Grandma smiling tightly. She could hardly send 

them to their rooms. "Tom, why don't you and Dave go for a walk. 

There won't be many warm days left. And try not to fight." 

And so Gramps threw the down vest on over his windbreaker, 

adjusted his Stetson, and the two men headed out, leaving the women 

to clean up &ter dinner. Not exactly liberated. But this was Tom 

Bayer's house in Southern Alberta. There was still a red ensign flying 



from the flagpole out front, and of course al1 those moose heads and 

that stuffed black bear downstairs. At least Grandma Bayer had drawn 

the line at antlers in the living room. Anyway, the dishwasher took 

care of most of the work as B u 1  Ives sang fkom the radio - a little loud 

since Grandma was hard of  hearing. Arnber even had time to thumb 

quickly through Alberta Re~ort  before she looked out the living room 

window to see Gramps and Dave standing by the truck. Amber figured 

they were probably discussing which direction to take for their walk. If 

Gramps wanted to go east, for sure pop wanted to go west. Amber 

wondered what difference it could possibly make. Nothmg but flat 

brown land in either direction. 

Amber studied the men. Grarnps needed the Stetson to equal his 

son in height. He limped a bit when he walked. Geez, s ix ty  years is Like 

forever. Gramps adjusted his sunglasses which meant that discussion 

was getting serious. Amber tried telepathy. "Guys, give each other a 

break. No, not that kind of a break, the other kind." She knew it 



wasn't working when Gramps started pointing with his finger. Danny 

had shown her a picture in Time Magazine of the Pope on the tarmac by 

his plane shaking his finger at some govemment guy who was really a 

priest. Where was that now? Nicaragua. Gramps' finger pushed right 

on her dad's chest. Why do Bayers have to be such bears? She could go 

out there and stop it with just a srnile and "Hey, guys, what's 

happenid?" 

Amber pressed against the window. Her dad got tired of Gramps' 

finger being there and moved it carefully aside. Gramps put his hand 

on his hip and retumed his finger to Dave's chest. Once more Dave 

moved it aside. Then Gramps gave him a backhand to the face. 

Unlike Amber, Dave didn't flinch. It was as if he had prepared 

himself. Gramps just stood there, and it seemed to Amber that his body 

sagged a bit. H e  took off his hat. He even took off the sunglasses and 

brought his lefi hand up to his face as if to hide behind it. He started 

shaking. Amber wondered if he was having a seizure. She'd never seen 



41 

Gramps cry. She had seen her pop cry, once, when he moved out of the 

trailer. Gramps was crying now, tears and snifne ninning on to his 

hand. Dave started walking away, but Gramps said somethmg and 

Dave tumed around. The older man held his arms out, palms up and 

hands open. He spoke some more and then reached a hand towards his 

son. Dave took it and they hugged, pretty much an A fiame, but 

nevertheless a hug. The two men sat down in the grass, both faces wet 

with tears. 

Amber retreated to the couch and let out her breath. She laiew 

that her pop and gramps had finally made room for each other. Geez, 

it's about time. There is a God after dl, but She sure waits until things 

are tearing apart before she mends them. Or is it just people who put it 

off for so  long. Anyway, her pop could realize his potential now. Amber 

was happy and for once not wonied. She blew her nose, counted to 

twenty, and considered joining Mardi and Grandma in the kitchen. 
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Instead, she flopped on the couch, exhausted. It was dark and time to 

go home when they woke her. 

Squeezed in the middle of the front seat, she noticed her father 

loolang at her. T o u  saw, didn't you." 

"Nope," she smiled, "but I'm glad you two had a nice chat." 

Her pop saw through it. "He gave me his blessing, Amber. 

That's al1 1 ever really wanted." 

"Geez, men are strange," she said, rolling her eyes, but Amber 

knew diplomacy. T m  happy for you, Pop. And Grandpa. 1 hope you 

forgave him for kickmg you off the property when I was born, how did 

he Say it, out of wedlock?" 

Dave shook his head. "1s there anythmg you don't know?" 

"Lots, Pops. I mean, I'm just a kid after dl." 

Gramps and Grandma waved and everyone in the pickup waved 

back. Mardi reached over to ho& the hom as they pulled out of the 



yard, but Dave caught her hand and kissed it. "Sorry, it doesn't feel 

right." 

Mardi sighed. "1 just don1t know what's expected of me in this 

family." 

"Zt  isn't the promised land, is it?" piped Amber. 

Tour daughter just made a biblical allusion." 

"Scary stuff," said Amber. "Aren't you glad I'm on your side." 



PETE'S RUN 

The side door opened and out came Peter Shaw. FOIQ two years 

old, the father of three and hardly an ounce of body fat; he stretched his 

lycra clad legs. A woman in fur coat emerged fiom the garage next 

door. With her were two young girls in snowsuits leading two small 

white dogs tugging at their leashes. Their tails wagged with 

excitement. When Pete bent over to say hi, the dogs lost control. 

"Girls, don't! Ah it's too late. Sorry about that, Pete." 

Pete considered the yellow snow, then he gazed up at the sky. 

"Not to worry. It'll be covered in another minute." Leaning against the 

house he stretched the calf muscles. Thanks for watchmg Brenda for 

me." 

"Not a problem. Well walk the dogs, corne in for hot chocolate; 

then she and Ashley have big plans to build a snow palace. When you 
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get back fiom your run, I'rn afraid thefll be asking you to put in phone 

lines. What's a palace without a web site." 

"Consider it done." Pete nodded. 

"Say, Pete, how are things these days at the phone c~rnpany?~ 

Pete picked up his foot behind him, stretching his thighs. YThings 

have findly settled down. Maybe privatization won't tum out so bad. 

At l e s t  the shares have done well." 

Dorothy shook her head. Y thought it would be a good 

investment, too. Then our son moved back home. What can you do? 

Another mouth to feed. Oh well, rnaybe the lottery." 

Pete nodded. A moment later he was half way down the street 

striding at  three quarter speed. Waving to neighbours who honked as 

they drove by, Pete tumed down Calihoo Road. Without breaking 

stride he scooped some snow, packed and threw it at the Welcome to 

Spruce Grove sign. When the tranic cleared he crossed Highway 16X 

and headed up the secondary road into the country. 
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The land ascended towards the Glory Hills, more heavily forested 

than the Bat country south of the Grove. Naked poplars bordered fields 

of half blanketed stubble. The wet snow tickled Pete's nose. In the 

distance there was a flashing yellow light on the cab of a pickup. 

Coming closer Pete noted the blue on white AGT logo. On the other 

side of the ditch, a worker in orange work suit and yellow hard hat was 

digging a hole. 

Pete called out, Wow's it going?" 

The worker turned out to be female, and Pete was surprised when 

she stood up. He was used to seeing his CO-worker, Carol, in office garb. 

She put down the shovel and faked a frown. "Now Pete, a more 

considerate boss wodd have at least brought coffee." 

Pete kept jogging in place. "Hey Carol, it's five o'clock, time to go 

home. What are you doing out here, anyways?" 

Carol put her hands on her hips. Tel l ,  we have a iittle problem 

here." 

'What's the problem?" 



"The construction department will be ploughhg cable through 

here tomorrow." 

"That's right." 

"Well, just as 1 was about to turn off my computer this aftemoon, 

1 get this e-mail fkom Rocky Mountain Pipelines." 

"Rocky Mountain," Pete wondered. "Isn't that their line already 

marked for us d o m  near the highway?" 

"That's the line they're using now," Carol replied. "They 

rechecked their records and discovered an old line abandoned twenty 

years ago. Nobody down there h o w s  if it was dismantled or simply left 

intact. If it is still here it could have residual gas in it. 1 figured I'd 

better check." 

'Well, be careful. We dont want to lose valued employees." 

Carol smiled and saluted. Tes,  Sir!" 

Pete laughed. "At ease, soldier." 

And off he ran up the road. Vhat a crazy business," he thought 

to himself. "Old pipelines networking like spaghetti all over the 



province, waiting for some poor schmuck to rnake contact. The cat 

driver tomorrow could have been blown sky high. It's a good thmg 

Carol is thorough." 

A jackabbit jumped out in front of him. The critter darted fkom 

ditch to ditch across the road, then made zig zag tracks off into a field. 

At ten kilometres, Pete headed downhill past the trailer park. Applying 

the brakes on his descent down the hill made his legs scream. At the 

bottom where Century road crossed a creek, Pete glanced at  the dark 

waters meandering by an old f m  house and disappearing into the 

woods. He wondered what was in there and decided to check it out 

some other day. 

At fourteen kilometres Pete approached the cemetery. He ran in 

the centre of the road to get by the parked cars. In the foggy dusk, he 

could tell by their berets that the pallbearers were members of the 

legion. The vet holding the front corner slipped a bit just as they 

brought the casket over the grave. Pete expected disaster, but the 
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priest quickly took the handle and they gently put the casket in place. 

And the snow kept coming down. 

Pete told his legs to get back up to speed. The scene stayed in his 

mind, the old veterans saying goodbye to a buddy. "They are the real 

long distance m e r s .  It was a dinerent world for them, the world that 

was before 1 was b o r d  

Pete remembered his late grandfather who had been wounded at 

Vimy Ridge in the First World War. "What a gentleman he was. From 

another era, and his limp only made him more distinguished. But 

grandad was lucky. He came home, married granny, took up a career 

in engineering, played bridge and fathered children. So many others 

never made it." 

Pete considered his own career in telecommunications as he 

passed his modest office building in Spruce Grove's industrial park. He 

-- had a fair bit of fieedom to guide his department as he saw fit. ,ae 

only person lost during the Iast bout of downsizing was a fellow who 

had been close to retirement. The package probably financed his condo 



in Arizona." Pete's superïor at the time convhced the bigwigs not to 

cut back too severely in those departments whose work was cnicid to 

the corporation's goal of staying on the leading edge of technological 

change. Shawna, his new boss, phoned only occasionaily. He assumed 

that she read the reports he sent by electronic mail. Having heard that 

she was young and arnbitious, with an MBA fiom Harvard, Pete 

decided, "Maybe it's a good thmg she stays put in Calgary." Thinking 

about work kept the fatigue from registering too clearly in his mind. 

At the tracks Pete brushed the snow off his nose. The barrier 

went up and a timely light turned green to cross the highway. Street 

lights exaggerated the snowflakes floating down, making them seem 

heavier. Recorded chime music found its way through the wind fkom 

the Lutheran church on the corner. Usually one heard "Just As 1 Amw 

or "A Mighty Fortressw, but today they were playing "When The Saints 

Go Marching In." At this point Pete was thinking about home and a hot 

shower, just a kilometre away. His legs felt like jelly, but, hey, a person 

has to push, so Pete turned up the speed and kept it going until he 



tumed the last corner and came within sight of his house. Then he 

slowed to a walk to cool dom.  

Jill had taken the boys to Drayton for a volleyball tournament. 

Brenda, his eight year old, was still playing with Ashley on Dorothy's 

fiont la-, building snow walls. 

"What are you up to, Bren?" 

"I'm just  finishing our palace," she replied. 

Pete noticed the ch& of ice gathered on a snow shelf. "What 

are these for, Bren?" 

"Those are crystals. We use them to pay the rnaids." 

"Of course!" He put his arm around her. "Let's go in and maybe 

Il1 play maid. Wodd madame care for t u a  curry or sloppy Joes for 

supper . " 

"Sloppy Joes, please! And afeer, can we watch a movie?" 

"Excellent idea." 
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Tes!" remarked Brenda, as if the universe was indeed unfolding 

as it should. She looked up at her father. "Did you have a good run, 

dad?" 

"Oh, you know, just a quiet romp through the country." 

As he opened the side door for her Pete redized that he was whistling. 

"Lord, I want to  be in that number, when the saints go marching in." 

The tune was still in his head as he fell asleep that night. He imagined 

a fimeral procession in New Orleans, hefty African-American musicians 

wearing suits and black sashes, dancing and blowing trumpets, makmg 

joyous sounds in the presence of death. There he was in the midst, 

swinging a Sax. 

Well-rested and nursing a twenty ounce mug of coffee, Pete began 

his workday the next moming at the cornputer, lookmg over Company 

documents on fibre optics and their installation. Having watched 

Aladdin on the VCR with Brenda the previous evening, his eyes needed 

a break from this video screen diet. "Magic carpets, fibre optics, what's 

the dserence." The ring of his phone was welcome relief. 



"Hello, Pete?" 

"Yup, this is Pete." 

"Yeah, it's Shawna here." 

"Shawna, what can 1 do for you." Having his superior on the line 

sharpened his attention. 

"I'm afraid its bad news Pete." 

"Oh." 

"You know we just finished that meeting of regional managers 

with al1 the Board people here in Calgary. Well 1 guess we're in for 

more downsizing. 1 don't like it, but that's how it is." 

Pete's voice was like death. "How many?" 

"Twenty five percent. 1 think that's five for your department, and 

we'll give them until April." 

Pete was dent for a moment. "I'm surprised you're telling me 

this by phone." 

"Look, what good would it do if 1 came up there and told you in 

person. You're still going to lose five people. Now I'm S O ~ ,  but that's 
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a Company decision, and dortunately  it's your job to take care of these 

personnel issues on the local level. Anyway the buy out offers are 

pretty attractive, and let's do it s t ict ly  by seniority." 

Pete held his rage. "1s that al1 then." 

"Yeah, that's dl Pete, talk to you later." 

"Yeah, see ya." 

His people were professionals. They b e w  it wasn't PeteS call. 

Each one sat silently while Pete assured them about letters of 

recommendation. When Carol came into the office, Pete could see that 

she was devastated, but putting on a brave face. With piles of red hair 

and frecktes she Iooked like Boadicea or Bernadette Devlin doing a slow 

burn. 

Pete mumbled, "Carol, I'm sorry." 

She shnigged. "Me, too. Pl1 miss this place. And the gang. Don't 

loiow what Pl1 do. S'pose I'll probably land on my feet." 
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Pete nodded. 'TU miss you. You've given lots for this corporation. 

I don't know why these goddamned head office people ... I'm sorry. III 

get a letter of recommendation written up tomorrow." 

She got up, touched his shoulder briefly, then Iefi. 

Alone in his office he sat with it. He knew that Carol's husband 

was janitorial staff with the school board. They had just been 

privatized. Loss of benefits, loss of colleagues, loss of salary, loss of job, 

loss of house, maybe loss of marriage. He pounded his fist on the desk. 

Did they really expect any of them to be productive for the rest of the 

day. He rounded up his crew for an earIy lunch, and made reservations 

at the Bamboo Garden. 

They al1 managed to fit around one of those big round lazy Susan 

tables. Some might have chosen not to corne, but they understood that 

Pete was trying to cushion the blow with this community spirit thing. 

However they were not prepared to let him pay the tab. And it turned 

out okay. People talked about the department picnic last June out at 
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Chickakoo Lake, and how everyone got thrown in the frigid water and 

then had to pick leeches off each other. 

Two hours later Pete sat done surveying the wreckage: scattered 

chopsticks, empty bottles, a few pieces of Szechwan beef and sorne 

Singapore noodles left on plates. Noticing the tiny pink slips with 

typed fortunes he sneered at the irony. He burped, then decided there's 

just one thing left to do. Time for a nui. 

After changing and stretching Pete started on his usud route but 

backwards. A Pacific front ovemight had brought grey skies, warmer 

temperatures and sloppy streets. Pete had to remind his legs to pick 

themselves up. The big meal made him physically drowsy, but his 
- - -  - - - -  - - - - -  - - - -  - - - - -  - - - -  - - - -  

anger was leaded fuel. Pete passed the high school just as the students 

were leaving. Boys with peach fuzz on their faces and oversized tires on 

retooled Mustangs gunned out of the parking lot as if Grove Drive were 

a dragstrip. At the crosswalk young girls in baggy pants and dark vests 

tossed hair from their faces so they could light srnokes. Concrete trash 

bins lined the pathways, but the melting snow revealed discarded 
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slurpee containers surroundhg the bins. "Either their aim is poor or 

the point is to miss." Pete nodded his agreement as he ran by. 

The McDonald's Iassie stared up with her cheerful expression 

fiorn an abandoned cigarette pack. Faking a highland fling, Pete raised 

a hand over his head and performed a pirouette. The teenagers blew 

smoke rings. 

As he approached the gas station on Calihoo Road, he could just 

make out the chimes from St. Matthew's Lutheran, "Blest Be The Tie 

That Binds." "Tell it to the AGT Board." He wanted to yell. 

Crossing the highway and the tracks, Pete ran through the 

industrial park, right by the AGT office. Feet and thoughts pounded 

pavement. "They think they own me. Nobody owns me. 1 do good work 

for them, assemble a top notch team, and faceless people who 

understand nothing, not a thing, about telecommunications, they really 

think investors will rush to buy stock if only they cari show how 

cornpetitive they are." He found some dirty snow in the ditch, and 
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stopped long enough to toss a snowball back in the general direction of 

the building. It didn't quite reach the parking lot. 

Pete accelerated, putting his workplace behind him. The isolation 

of the country was a relief, given his mood. The rage pushed him, like 

adrendin. The cemetery coming up on his right made him think once 

more of his grandfather. "Did grandad risk his life at Vimy Ridge to 

defend a society where people are expendable? Don't we have funerals 

and headstones and cemeteries precisely because we want to Say to the 

public, maybe even to God, that this individual mattered, meant 

something, did something." Pete remembered his grandfather's last 

month. "He wore his housecoat. That was the only time I have ever 

seen him in somethmg other than jacket and tie. That was also the 

only time 1 can recall grandad and granny holding hands, there in the 

hallway when we said goodbye after Sunday dinner. Of course, G r m y  

had to host Sunday dinner. It was tradition." 

When he reached the place where the creek ran under Centurg 

Road, Pete ran on the spot for awhile watchmg the waters emerge fkom 
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the dark spruce. He obeyed the urge to follow upstream iato the bush. 

High jumping the barbed wire fence, he crossed the farmer's pasture 

and ducked into the forest. The spruce came right to the edge of the 

creek, leaving no clear route on which to run. He pushed back branches 

and dodged trees until he came to a small meadow. A new place he had 

not known. He stopped in his tracks noticing a deer on the other side of 

the clearing. The deer pretended not to look at him, but Pete sensed 

that his presence was accepted, for the moment anyway. "You are 

really fiee," he said silently to his cornpanion, "without job descriptions 

and performance reviews, without other people to worry about. 1 hope 

no hunter downsizes you." 

Pete left the deer in peace and he walked, following the stream 

back to the road. He continued wallring, taking the shortcut by the 

highway alongside the golf course. Not that he was giving up on 

nrnning forever. But just for now, he wanted to slow down. He was 

tired of being driven. There was more junk dong the strip beside the 

road, a blown off tire tread, rusted pop tins and bottles. Pete shook his 
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head. "1 can't stand people who litter. Would they throw this junk on 

their o w n  lawns? Isn't there already enough junk in life. Why add to 

it?" 

A darkening sky and damp air getting colder by the minute added 

to his depression. But as he turned up Calihoo Road he saw the 

community beyond the golf course, the homes of his neighbours. Many 

were returning from jobs in the city. Someone honked and Pete knew it 

was a fnendly honk. He remembered that not everything is junk. 

Hadn't his daughter shown him the crystals just the other day. And 

weren't his teenage boys awesome in their own way. And Jill. "Twenty 

years we've been married. Maybe 1 won't write that letter of 

resignation after d l ,  but they will receive m y  report on the cost to 

eficiency, and the human cost." 

He broke into a jog as he passed the Welcome To Spruce Grove 

sign. Past the high school, by the new church building he saw Dorothy 

walking her dogs. She waved. The dogs strained at the& leashes. Pete 
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imagined them breaking fiee. "Boy, wouldn't they like to run, shifting 

into overdrive, ears flapping in the breeze. Gotta move!" He sprinted 

the last half kilometre until he collapsed against his side door. 

Brenda hugged him when he came into the kitchen. "1 love you, 

dad. Can 1 see if Dorothy's puppies are corning out? Can I?" 

He nibbed her back. "Bren, they're already out. 1 saw them by 

the new church. If you keep a watch out the window youll see them 

when they corne in." 

"Shucks." she stamped her foot. "It's so unf'air." 

"I've got something to tell you. Unfaimess is just beginning." 

"1 know," she responded confidently. "It's like that song you 

always sing. You can't always git what you wa-ant, I say, you can't 

always git what you wa-ant." 

Pete filled his giant size mug with coffee. "Yeah, and whether or 

not anybody gets what they need, well 1 guess that's a matter for 

interpretation." 

"What's interpretation?" Brenda wondered. 



"Like when ice chunks become crystals." 

"But they are crystals, dad." 

Pete nodded. "1 know." 



BETSES 

Yianni nodded to his comrades on the pier. One was a clean- 

shaven man in the pressed whites and cap of the Greek Transport 

Department, the other a long haired teenager with a bouzouls slung 

over his shoulder. The gentle sound of wake lapping against the 

breakwater was intemppted as Yianni lost bis cool. "As usual, the ferry 

is late." He walked the few steps over to the bulletin board, tore off the 

schedule and cmmpled it in his fist. Then he felt a hand on his 

shoulder. Yianni, by law, the ferry schedule must be posted." 

Yianni uruumpled the pamphlet, smoothed it against his middle 

aged stomach, and stuck the schedule back on the notice board between 

posters announcing excursions to Delos, mopeds for rent, and the 

community meeting with Cyclades administrative district 

representatives from Ermoupolis. "Costas, please, I must make a dl ."  

The harbourmaster extended the antenna, and handed the 

cellular phone to his friend. 
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"Father Georgiou? Yianni here. No sign of the ferry yet. Can we 

hold back the processional for awhile?" 

Yianni grimaced, then adjusted the phone's volume control. Still 

gazing out to sea, he noticed the late afternoon sun catching a flotilla of 

sailboats near the island of Delos to the south. Overhead a lone air 

plane approached Mykonos. As the tourist agent who got things done 

on the island of Betses, Yianni was well practised in using broken 

record. "Yes, I understand the priests from the whole diocese are here 

waiting. But, Father, 1 wouldn't want our visitors to miss it!" 

Restless, the bouzouki player improvised a riff. Costas began 

snapping his fingers to  the music. Yianni continued jousting on the 

phone. "The monks are always troublesome, Father. They run Mount 

Athos, but they do not run Betses. Let them attend to their prayers. I 

will attend to the isIandts economy." 

A yacht passed close by, entering the harbour and sounding its 

horn. The first breeze of approaching evening sofbned the heat. 
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Y i d  wiped his forehead in mock relief. T e l l ,  hopefully it will arrive 

before nine. Yes, thank you very mueh, Father." 

Every July fifteenth the residents of Betses celebrate a holy feast 

with a solemn evening processional. During the Turkïsh occupation, a 

young girl, Sophia, had corne to church to light a candle before the icon 

of the v i r e  and child. Now the eyes of Mary are downcast, engaghg 

neither the Christ child nor the worshipper who beholds the icon. 

Sophia reported that Mary had turned to her and promised to free 

Betses from the Turks within the year. Perhaps the girl heard the hot 

wind which occasionally crosses the Mediterranean. Maybe stde 

incense clouded her mind. Of course history verified her story, more or 

less. No one cared that the liberation happened thirty years fkom the 

date. As Yianni often explained, "Here in the islands, schedules, 

human or divine, are not taken too seriously." 

Back on the pier, Y i d  set the cellular on the bench. The 

teenager plunked out the introduction to Grandpapa &om the musical, 

Zorba, and the bouzouki began to si%. Yianni clapped as the tempo of 



the music increased. His arms in the air, Costas danced. He turned 

and raised one foot behind the other 1%. Smack went his hand on his 

shoe. A smile emerged from under Yianni's bushy moustache, and at 

the next footslap he cried, "Opa!" 

The shout canied from the concrete breakwater to the brightly 

painted boats. Undershirted fishermen looked up from their 

netmending. "Opa!" rose fkom the harbour over the plaza where a red 

pickup delivered goat's cheese to the tavernas. "Opa!" flew high above 

the town dominated by the church tower draped in the blue and white 

national flag. And it echoed fkom parched mountain terraces peppered 

with olive trees. Back on the pier Costas finished his dance on one 

h e e ,  hands outstretched. Yianni gave him a high five. 

"Why not have some refkeshment while we wait," Costas 

suggested. "The ferry, she will corne." 

Yianni paid the teenager si* drachmas for his trouble. "Too 

bad. Traditional music would have given just the right note of 

welcome." Then they left the pier, exchanged greetings with the 
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fishermen, and dodged mopeds on their way to one of the dozen or so 

tables set up in front of the tavernas. Five establishments lined up in a 

row al1 claiming open air space. Only the proprietors could tell where 

one business ended and another began. 

The plaza began to fill: couples with strollers, sunbumt visitors 

fkom Britain, tanned tall Seandinavians and fahionable Italians. 

"Efcarikto!" Yianni thanked the waiter who had brought a basket of 

bread, a bowl of sdad and a pitcher of retsina wine. 

"Parakalo! Mr. Poulos, my father very much appreciates your 

introductions with Sand and Sun Tours, Business has increased." 

"I'm happy for your father, Spiro. Perhaps he will invest in some 
- - . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

- - - - - - - - 

bicycles as well as the scooters. These northerners al1 want fitness. It 

is good for the waliet," Y i d  grinned, "and also for the eyes." 

"Of course," Spiro agreed. "But please tell these young people 

that spandex is not appreciated near the monastery. The brothers 

criticize us for s e n u  the tourists. 1 tell them we just provide the 

means of transportation. We m o t  restrict where they go." 



"Ah, the brothers." Yianni blew a smoke ring. "Perhaps they 

should l e m  from the nuna, and keep a box of baggy clothes for visitors 

who are not so acquainted with our ways." 

Spiro shrugged and returned to the taverna Standing out in the 

plaza were a hundred or so villagers &om central Greece who made the 

annual pilemage tu Betses. Their dark, nondescript clothes betrayed 

rural origins. Y i d  admired their fnigality. They would sleep in the 

church yard and spend little money. Their presence did lend an air of 

authenticity to the proceedings. 

Shadows spread into dusk and a vapour trail high above the 

harbour caught the light's last reflection. Yianni wondered about the 

plane's destination. "Jenisalem, maybe, or Cairo." Again he considered 

what it would mean to Betses to be forty five minutes from Athens by 

air, instead of the bumpy four hours by ferry. 

Street lamps Lining the waterfYont shone softly over suspended 

flower baskets. Costas gestued to the pilgrims gathered on the plaza. 



"Ah, the Greece that used to be, before tourism, before the European 

Community." 

Yianni ground out his cigarette. Tou mean backward, religious 

and poverty stricken." 

"It's not so bad being poor." 

"It's not so good either. Of course a civil semant has no worries." 

Costas shrugged. "When we were poor, we fished. In the fdl we 

harvested olives. At Easter we praised God. And dl the time we 

danced. We had our culture." 

Yianni had been through this discussion before. "So now we sel1 

o u  culture. We &are o u  heritage with the world, and earn ourselves 

a living. 1s that so wrong?" 

"1 suppose not." Costas raised his glass. "To prosperitg then." 

"Prosperity! May your children's children make a good living 

here on Betses." 

A plate smashed on the concrete and everyone's attention tumed 

to a table of Americans. Spiro emerged fkom the taverna, his upturned 
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hands asking why. It was much too eatly for the performances which 

warrant this gesture. Costas shook his head. "Tourists have no sense of 

occasion." 

The hom blew and the ferry appeared from behind the 

breakwater, a sleek, spanking white vesse1 with radar spinning on top, 

great long windows winding around the passenger lounges and decks 

crowded with families and foreigners. Costas headed off to tie the ropes 

and look official. It took but a minute for the ferrg to turn and dock on 

the harbour side of the breakwater pier. The Greeks quickly scrarnbled 

across the ramps. YiaMi arrived to greet the tour guides, pointing out 

which pickup took luggage to which hotel. 

As Yianni loaded a truck, Costas reappeared with his cellular. 

"My superiors would not be pleased to h o w  that my friend uses public 

property for private business." 

Yianni smiled and took the phone. Tes, Father Georgiou. I 

understand that the processional should begin right after sundown. 

The ferry has arrived, so now would be a good time." 



The waiter lit the candle in the wine bottle when YiFlinni 

returned. Strings of bare light bulbs were draped from the balconies 

over the tavernas. Tomorrow he would encourage the proprietors to 

replace the many which had bunit out. At least his appeals to the 

municipality had been effective. The streetlamps across the crowded 

plaza were al1 shining. "Now to turn on m w a y  lights at Betses' 

airfield." The fantasy gave Yianni energy. Someone had to bring 

Betses into the 1990s. 

The procession entered the plaza and paused while pilgrims 

crossed themselves and lit tapers from a large candle. The crowned 

bishop led a double line of priests in gold and silver copes, and black 

garbed, black hatted monks. Incense w&ed from swinging thuribles. 

Police Captain Sklavounos in white cap and shoulder holster 

accornpanied the townfs mayor, Stavros Livanos; and following close 

behind were two laymen in black holding aloft the silver fiarned icon. 

Yianni beheld the painting of the Theotokos, the mother of God. Her 



hands held the curly-haired child, but her eyes were distracted, as if 

she saw the trouble up ahead. 

Suddenly fireworks set the slq over the harbour ablaze. A great 

cacophony arose as every boat, truck and moped near the waterfront 

blew their horns. The din went on for a full minute. When relative 

quiet returned, some of the crowd dispersed, while others followed the 

clerics back up the main street to the church. Yianni was satisfied. 

The festival rated a mention in the Michelin guide. It should be done 

well. 

Costas reappeared at the table with a woman. "This delightful 

young lady claims to  be your fkiend from Britain." 

Yianni was confkonted by a refugee £rom the sixties in maroon t- 

shirt depicting Angela Davis giving the black power salute. He rose to 

greet her. "Celia, what a surprise! Welcome to Betses." 

Celia srniled and embraced him. "John Poulos, lovely to see you." 

YiaMi held out a chair. 'Tlease, join us. You must be 

exhausted." Then he turned to Costas. "Celia and 1 were at the 



University of Exmouth together in the seventies. We met at a DNC 

meeting." 

"That's CND, John, Cornmittee For Nuclear Disarmament." She 

feigned disapproval then shook her head. Tou were always more 

interested in having a party than planning protest." 

Yianni laughed. "You see, Celia, 1 haven't changed. Anyway, 

you've already met Costas, Betse's harbourmaster." 

"Costas has been wonderful. H e  even carried m y  bags and stowed 

them in your Land Rover." 

"In my Land Rover?" 

"Well, 1 was hoping that you would lmow a good guesthouse. You 
- - -  - - - -  - - - - -  

are the local tourist official, right?" 

"Of course," said Yianni. "Most visitors to Betses make 

arrangements in advance; but 1 will make a few calls. Now, you have 

not corne to Greece to see me." 
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Celia smiled. "Actually 1 would appreciate your help. You see I'm 

doing research. Sort of a Marxist analysis of a socieQ t r d o r m e d  by 

tourism." 

"Marxist?" wondered Costas. 

'Yes," answered Yianni dryly. "Fellow from the last century. Had 

a great silver beard like our Father Georgiou." 

"1 know who Marx is, Yianni. You know I support PASOK. But 

please, Miss, we don't want trouble here on Betses." 

Celia explained. "It's for my doctorate in sociology." 

Costas smiled. "Of course. You are a scholar. No problem." 

"So, John, how are you?" She let Costas light her cigarette. 

"Please, Celia, in England 1 am John. It's the same thing, but 

Yianni feels right here on Betses." 

T e s ,  Yianni, of course. It's been, what, five years since you left 

that bourgeois job bilking investors in London." 

"Celia, you know you could learn something about reality working 

for a brokerage fhn." 



"Do you think so? Maybe 111 have to take another degree 

program." 

"1 m u t  not have learned enough," Yianni sighed. "The market in 

Athens iç in the doldnuns. This trouble up north has scared off 

investors." 

"So your portfolio is suffering, poor boy. Why don't you consider 

this a buying opportunity? Isn't that the game when markets fall?" 

"Of course," Yianni shrugged. "But how low will they go? If 

Papandreou starts a war over Macedonia." 

"Don't cal1 it Macedonia!!" Costas interrupted. "They have no 

right to the narne! Cal1 it that former southem republic of the Yugoslav 

Federation." 

Tou see Celia," commented Yianni, "we Greeks are passionate 

about our politics. We love a good argument." 

"Well, we don't want too much passion." Celia assumed a straight 

British back and set chin. "Not the done thing." 
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Costas poured the rest of the wine. Two young conples in island 

costume danced in the plaza, the women in dark skirts with 

embroidered aprons, and the men in black vests and baggy pants. The 

bouzouki player took his bow, flashing a smile as wide as Crete. The 

whole assembly shouted "Opa!", and stacks of plates shattered on the 

plaza. Now this was acceptable, even expected. 

A line dance meandered through the tables and Celia accepted 

Costas' invitation to join in. Spiro brought ouzo and baklava. The 

three partied until well after midnight when, arms over shoulders, they 

improvised a syrtaki dance on the way to Yianni's house, singing the 

theme to Neuer On Sunday. Yianni didn't get around to phoning the 

guesthouses, but there was a couch in his office. He offered Celia the 

bedroom upstairs. 

The next day, mid-morning sun filled the tourism office 

illuminating the posters on the wall: fishing boats in the harbour, a 

chape1 on the hilltop, and a stewardess inviting the public to fly 



Olympie Airways and see more of Greece. Celia sipped thick coffee 

between spoonfuls of yogurt, honey and nuts. 

30," wondered Yianni, "what are you redly researchmg here on 

Betses? Tell me everything." 

"Right. Tourkm and its effect on the population. I'm interested 

both in the changes in cultural life and in the work people do, what sort 

of value they find in toiilism related employment. And by the way, 

Yianni, 1 noticed the Information sign outside your door. Speaking of 

employrnent, are you a public servant, or do you get commissions?" 

"Public, private, it makes no difference. I get a commission, sure, 

but then I give a service. Now for the rest of today 1 suppose you 

require my service to see thiç business up close." 

"Research requires fieidwork. But can we get back for around 

five? Costas has invited me for a boat tour of the island." 

Just as Yianni raised an eyebrow, the phone rang and he picked 

up the receiver. Tou can7t be serious, Father Georgiou. Who would do 

such a thing?" Yianni found the worry beads in his jacket pocket. 



%en did you notice that the icon was missing? Have you called 

Captain Sklavounos." Yianni could see the star in the Michelin guide 

fading. "Well it m u t  be somewhere. That will be a big job for the 

police. I don't tW our tourist visitors are likely suspects, but 1 

understand they need to be checked out. Well, thanks for letting me 

know, Father. 111 get the word around. 111 still see you at lunch? 1 

have a guest youll want to meet. A sociologist." 

After hanging up the phone he explained to Celia that the icon of 

Mary had gone missing and that the police investigation would include 

the checkmg of luggage and the questioning of people. Yianni b e w  the 

itinerary of the various tour groups; and since he was making the 

rounds of the island anyway, he would find them, ask them to rnake 

arrangements with the police, and try to reassure them that it was al1 

just routine. For Yianni it did not seem routine at dl. The econornic 

livelihood of the island and especially one Yianni Poulos depended on 

that icon turning up. ' W e  had better get going. The island is small, but 

hi11 y." 
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Celia pumped an imaginary brake as they negotiated a hairpin 

turn high on the moutain road. A grid of rock walls divided rocky 

fields al1 the way down to the sea. Around an outcropping the other 

side of Betses came into view with blue sea and brown islands 

stretching off into northern haze. Yianni pulled into a parking lot by a 

many whdowed building perched on the heights. The driver sat 

smoking on the steps to  his bus, and Yianni explained the missing icon 

and the police request to inspect luggage. The hassle would decrease 

the day's tip, of course, but it couldn't be helped. 

Inside the building, Celia noticed rows of looms operated by 

teenaged girls. Yianni expIained. "After the liberation, a Bavarian 

count opened a brewery in town. His widow donated a considerable 

fortune for the education of Betses' young women." 

"And I suppose," guessed Celia, "that they produce blankets and 

the like which are sold to tourists." 
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"Naturally 1 encourage d l  the tours to stop here, take in the view, 

see the craftsmanship. If they buy a souvenir of Betses, well that's good 

for the island and good for the girls." 

Celia smiled at one of the workers. "Kali Mera." 

Yianni went outside while Celia intemiewed the young woman. 

He lit a smoke. Betses' southwest coast with the main t o m ,  hotels and 

beaches lay before him. To the north west, there was just  enough flat 

land on which to buiId an airstrip that would accommodate a Dash-7. 

"If Cyclades Nomos approves, and of course the Department of 

Transport in Athens; then maybe Betses can compete with Mykonos, 

and Santorini. Why should they merit air semce and not us? Perhaps 

even the church can be persuaded. Air service would help with the 

pilgrimage. If it weren't for that damn business with the icon. Who 

could do such a thing?" Yianni finished his smoke just as Celia 

wandered out. 
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"It's absolutely gorgeous," Celia exclaimed. Will you stand over 

there. My Greek comrade, the sea and sky in the background. 1 m u t  

take a picture." 

Yianni laughed. "1s this academic work?" 

"This is qualitative research. 1 can do anythmg." 

"You are like a God, then." 

Celia shook her hips. "More like a Goddess. Now smile." 

"Speaking of religion, we have lunch next with Father Georgiou." 

"Great," announced Celia. "1'11 ask him why there are no women 

priests in the Greek Orthodox Church. Why, they even cal1 their head 

man a Patriarch. 1 think that says it dl, right there." 

Yianni moaned. "Please go easy on him. This missing icon has 

him in a bad mood. It bas us al1 in a bad mood." 

They followed a rock hemmed lane a few kilometres up fkorn town 

and came to the village of Agios Athanasius. The alleyways had been 

designed for pedestrians and donkey carts, so Yianni parked just 

outside and they continued on foot. The priest sipped a Greek coffee 



under one of the few large trees in the village square. He wore the 

customary black hat and dark robes. 

Al1 were seated and introductions made. Shade and drink were 

welcome in the heat of the day. 

You're in good humour," noted Yianni, "considering that the icon 

is still missing." 

"1 have faith," said the priest. "And if the holy mother is found in 

an American's suitcase; well, you may find people less excited about 

your tourisrn, Yianni. The parish council will make representation once 

more to the nomos concerPing the nudity on Sukar beach and the noise 

from the disco, not to mention the mopeds. Our arguments may find 

more sympathetic ears." 

Celia jotted somethmg in her notepad. "1 take it you're not in 

favour of the tourist industry." 

The priest shrugged. "Our people need the work, but o u  quality 

of life is at risk. Perhaps with tighter regulation it will be all right. 

But then you are the sociologist. How is your research going?" 



"A great beginnllig, but I think the researcher is losing 

objectivity, starting to become part of the data herself." 

Father Georgiou laughed. "It can happen. 1 myself have a 

doctorate in Religious Studies, but 1 couldnft stay objective. So here I 

am now, a priest. Who knows? Maybe youfll end up working for 

Yianni. Sometimes 1 think we al1 end up working for Yianni." 

"He would have to f i e  me," Celia declared," the minute 1 began 

organizing a union." 

Yianni protested. "But I have no employees. I'm just good friends 

with everyone." 

Their conversation was interrupted when a donkey brayed, and a 

group of tourists rode into the plaza. Exhausted and exasperated, they 

carefully dismounted and made their way to the tables. Always the 

theologian, Father Georgiou looked heavenward. "Our God created the 

donkey to teach us humility." 

Yianni excused himself for a moment and went over to tell the 

tourists about the missing icon and the request to check in with the 
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police. When he returned Celia stood up. "1 almost forgot, Yianni, I 

have an appointment in an hour." 

"An appointment you are calling it." 

She punched him on the m. Well, a date then. I'm not totally 

averse to male attention. And Costas does have a sort of 

Mediterranean charrn." 

Yianni was sitting in his office around eight that night s w e y i n g  

his day planner. Celia was out on her maritime adventure. Costas 

would probably take her up the coast to  visit the caves in the 

promontory, and the fiescos in the nunnery above. He was fond of a 

rooftop restaurant in the nearby village. Yianni had warned Celia that 

The sun fell into the sea and a gust of wind came through the 

window sending a fax onto the floor. It was f?om the Cyclades Nomos, 

stating their approval in principle of air service for Betses, pending 

feedback received by the visiting representatives. Yianni wondered if 

Celia had seen the fax. She had become fluent in the Greek language 
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back in the seventies when exiles and English sympathizers opposed 

the junta. Yianni shook his head. He had a sense of Celia's two sides, 

fun on the surface, but underneath, committment. 

The mayor and the hoteliers knew about the proposal, of course; 

but Yianni had not mentioned it too widely. Costas would need 

convincing; and the timing couldn't be worse. The printed date and 

hour indicated that the fax transmission took place during last 

evening's festival. "Did Costas corne into my office that night?", he 

asked himself. 'We dl had far tuo much wine, and then the ouzo." 

The hot wind from the Sahara was due the next day. Waves 

would push jellyfish toward the Sukar beach. Yianni made a note to 

phone the four tour groups presently on the island. They might prefer 

the beaches on the other side. "The day after tomorrow there might not 

be any swimming, not by tourists anyway. If the icon is found in a 

foreigner's possession, the municipality will no doubt discourage 

tourisrn. If they wanted to, 1 suppose they could close the beaches. The 

official reason will be testing for water quality. Yes, they will be subtle. 



An anti-noise bylaw will take care of the mopeds and the discos. 

Without beaches or discos, who will want to corne to Betses? They 

might as well revoke my status with National Tourism." 

There was little Yianni could do about the situation. He dozed in 

his chair, then squeezed his worry beads and awoke with a start. The 

strong wind had fieed his poster of Betses' hilltop chape1 from the 

bulletin board. The Olympic Airways stewardess kept smiling. Yianni 

worked the beads around in his hand, brought his feet down fkom the 

desk, and walked out into the night. 

Techno-pop blared fiom the disco below. The lights of Mykonos 

shimmered across the Aegean. Yianni counted twenty discos on that 

island. He followed the driving bass notes and descended the lane to 

the beachfront strip. Nordic young lovelies in tight, dayglo green and 

Iean Italian men in summer suits searched for common language. The 

party spilled out ont0 the street. One of the tourists recognized Yianni. 

"Kali Spera." 
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Yianni waved, then strolled out the eoast road until he passed the 

last hotel, where he turned down to the water. He took off his shoes 

and wdked the wet sand lefi by the fdling tide. The night grew darker 

the fiuther he got from town. 

The next day, four district representatives fkom Cyclades Nomos 

sat at a head table with Mayor Livanos. Citizens had been rnaking 

representations al1 morning long. The goats belonging to Nicolaidis had 

gotten into the CO-operative's tomato garden, but then the CO-op's fence 

wasn't adequate. This topic animated the audience as well as the 

panel. What was being done to market the island's fiery dessert wine in 

Errnoupolis? Could the Nomos not fund new benches with full backs for 

the watexfront and the pier? What was the Nomos doing to convince 

Athens that Aegean fish stocks were dangerously low. Celia took pages 

of notes. Yianni mangled his wony beads. If the south wind had not 

been howling, the deliberations would have taken place outdoors. By 

late-afternoon the parish hall was a h a c e .  Fans mounted from the 

ceiling circulated cigarette srnoke. 
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Yianni's heart sank when he noticed Father Georgiou getting up 

to speak. Looking around, he saw far too many black hats in 

attendance. He didn't mind taking on the brothers, but Yi& 

considered Father Georgiou a friend. 

"On behalf of the parish council, 1 submit this petition to our 

esteemed guests from Ermoupolis." Father Georgiou paused and took 

off his glasses. "The petition, signed by three thousand residents, 

concerns nudity. The standards of Stuttgart are simply not suitable 

here on Betses. Now there is that sketch of Sukar beach, far fiom the 

road, and south of the rock. We ask that the naturalists be restricted to 

this section, and that signs to implement this policy be posted. This 

way, our local people, and not a few visitors as well, can eqioy the 

remainder of our coast in cornfort." The panel nodded approvkgly as 

Father Georgiou presented the petition. Yianni decided that al1 could 

live with this compromise. Relieved, he lit a smoke, then noticed one of 

the black hats from the monastery r i s a  to speak. 

The mayor asked the monk to identifg himself. 



"1 am Father Euthymios of Philotheou monastery. 1 want to 

remind this assembly that al1 of us in the religious community, al1 of us 

who belong to the Orthodox faith, have suffered these past two days. 

The holy icon has been stolen." 

"Excuse me!" Celia stood to speak. 

"Am 1 not allowed to finish?" The monk directed his question to 

the chair. 

Mayor Livanos stood up. "Young lady, here in Betses, we are 

perhaps a little backward in your eyes, but we think manners are 

important. You will not interrupt the speaker who has the floor." 

"1 apologize," she mumbled and sat down. 

The monk continued. "Even as we meet in this place, the police 

are searching the Iuggage of those foreigners departing on today's ferry. 

The police will continue this practice until the icon is found; and God 

willing, it will be found soon. But there is a lesson here to be learned. 

Yes, outsiders bring their dollars and marks and lira Their impact on 

our lives might be beneficial as far as economics are concerned. But it 
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is certainiy detrimental to our spiritual well-being. Whoever stole our 

Theotokos will be punished, of course. Surely Mr. Yianni Poulos also 

bears responsibility. It is MT. Poulos who has created this climate of 

hostility. 1 therefore ask the Cyclades Nomos to make representation tu 

the Greek National Tourist Organization, that the status of MF. Poulos 

as their official representative be revoked." 

Yianni rose to make rebuttal. Celia beat him to it. 

"1 know where the icon is." 

The monk pointed his finger. "1 wouldn't be surprised. It has 

been nunoured that you are a Marxist." 

Celia restrained herself. "1 don't have it. I'm just saying that the 

nuns have it. 1 thought, by now, that everyone knew." 

T o u  continue your attack on our religious ihstitutions." 

"What attack? The sisters polish the icon's silver fhme." 

"How do you know this?" Father Euthymios wasn't conceding 

defeat just yet. 



91 

"Weil 1 saw it. Costas and 1, last night, at the nirnnery. In fact 

Costas wasn't surprised to find the icon there. When we went to 

inspect the frescoes in the chapel, he insisted that 1 accompany him into 

the work room to see the icon." 

The mayor wasn't sure what to do. "I'd like to believe you. 

Unfortunately the good sisters have no phone. Normally one visits by 

boat, but the waters are rough right now, and the path from the coast 

road is at least a mile." 

"Well, excuse me, your honour. Costas is probably down at the 

pier. He will verify this. Why don't you phone him." 

The monk made one final stand. Tes, but his phone is 

Department of Transport property. This is a Nomos matter." 

Father Georgiou stood up, producing his own cellular. "If you 

won't cal1 him, 1 will." 

Costas verified Celia's account, and the matter of Yiianni's official 

status was dropped. Celia and Father Georgiou had saved his skin. 

Yianni wondered whether or not this was a good time to raise the 
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airfield issue. The growth would be phenomend: bigger hotels, maybe 

four star, more business for the tavernas, possibly a casino. He would 

need to move the office from his home to the airport, and hire a 

secretary who spoke at least English and German. No more Ieisurely 

lunches with friends. Would he still have friends? There wodd 

certainly be more I would have too much work. 

Mayor Livanos gave him an opening. "Mr. Poulos, 1 believe you 

have another matter to  bring forward." 

"Actually 1 don't, well, not at this time." 

"So you are satisfied with transportation semices as they are." 

Yianni laughed. Tou mean the ferry service?" 

"1 wasn't thinking about your donkey rides." 

The whole assembly roared. Yianni nodded. "1 think, for our 

visitors, the trip on the feny; well, it is part of the whole Betses 

experience." 

After the meeting had been adjourned, and the Nomos 

representatives had thanked the people of Betses for their hospitality, 
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Celia and Yianni descended the town's main street from the parish hall. 

Father Georgiou hailed them, and they waited while he caught up. 

Approaching the waterfkont, they heard the sounds of a bouzouki 

strumrning fkom across the harbour. With the blazing sun falling into 

the sea behind him, Costas danced on the pier. H e  reached behind, 

slapped his foot, and over the water went his shout. "Opa!" 



THINKIN' 'BOUT THE DEVlL 

"This will end your Windows session." 

Don clicked on the OR box and a muted fanfare of tnunpets 

sounded fkom within the laptop cornputer. When the DOS prompt 

replaced the program manager window, Don turned the machine off 

and gave the visitor his full attention. 

"Do you believe there is a devil?" she asked. 

"NO, Joan, 1 don't." 

"But you're a pastor, aren't you? Thought you had to believe in 

the devil in order to get made a pastor." 

"NO, you have to believe in God. It is God who calls us to this 

work." Though sometimes one wonders, he thought to himself. 

"Well, 1 sure believe in the devil." Her voice becarne hushed. "1 

think Rad was the devil." 

"Rad?" 

"He's a guy." 

"He was your boykiend?" 



She nodded. "Yeah." 

Tan you tell me about him?" 

"He was bad." 

Don waited for her to say more about Rad. A mistake. 

"1 can't get over you being a pastor and not believing in the devil ." 

The young woman cast a quick glance over at her four year old slouched 

on the church basement floor. The child had liberated paper and 

crayons fiom the wooden chest against the wdl.  

Don knew that he looked like a minister, middle-aged, with 

glasses and thinning hair. It bothered him to be doubted. "So I don't 

measure up to  your sense of what a minister should be." 

"Well, 1 think you just got to believe in the devil." 

Don took off his glasses, found a Rleenex in his jacket pocket and 

wiped the glasses clean. He grinned. "1 think we dI have some 

devilishness inside us." 

Dark eyes narrowed. Vhat do you mean?" 



96 

"Well look," the preacher explained. "Sixty thousand people go to 

Commonwealth Stadium to hear Mick Jagger sing about sympathy for 

the devil. We're talking forty year old accountants and strait-laced 

nursery school teachers. Hey, 1 was there, rnyself. We just want to feel, 

one more tirne, some of that teenage rebellion spirit. 1 don't th* its a 

bad thing. A person needs that energy." 

"Cool." A smile materidized on the lower half of the woman's 

face. But her eyes were focused elsewhere, possibly at some window to  a 

very dserent dimension. 

"Maybe Rad was a guy caught by the energy instead of connecting 

with it." 

Her voice became a whisper once more. "Rad was bad." 

"He hurt you?" 

She hesitated, then spoke. "My father is Jehovah." 

The church basement stunk of &ale cigarette smoke, but it was 

cooler than Don's office upstairs in the balcony. Once upon a time the 
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balcony was used for overflow on Sunday monÿngs, but that was long 

aga* 

The two faced oE, each sitting in old but con@ orange chairs 

scrounged fiom the legion hall. The sleek, grey lap top lay lifeless on 

the ratty Sunday School table. Don had set up the table near the 

modest stage and plugged into the electrical outlet underneath. Queen 

Elizabeth gazed down fkom her portrait above the Orange Lodge wall 

cupboards. 

When Joan first descended the steps in a navy and white striped 

dress Don was happy to click okay on the exit windows box and take a 

break fkorn sermon preparation. Now he wondered about Joanfs frizzy 

dark hair. Was it a due  to the chaos within? Don turned his chair, 

rested his feet on the stage, and ventured forth. "I'd be interested in 

hearing about your dad, and how it was for you growing up." 

An already dark face clouded still darker. "It was rough." 

He waited to see if she would go on, then prodded, "Cm you tell 

me more?" 



"My brother is Gad, and my father is Jehovah." 

Now Don really wanted to hear some details about her family life, 

but it seemed that he was losing her. He appealed to her thinking 

function. "Joan, Jehovah is just a name for God. You see, the Old 

Testament was originally recorded in Hebrew, and their written 

language at that time did not include vowels. God's narne was 

supposed to be mysterious, only spoken out loud by the high priest in 

the temple. Ln the middle ages people took the vowels fkom the Hebrew 

word, adonai, which means Lord. They tossed those vowels into those 

holy consonants and, presto, they came up with Jehovah." 

Joan paused, not as it turned out to mull over this new 

information. "See, now I'm thinlnng that you're the devil." 

Instinct chided, "1 told you this would happen." The nice guy 

inside pleaded, "No, I can't be the devil. I really want to help you." The 

shadow, on the other hand, glowed warm with recognition. 

Don desperately held on to reason. "So Rad is no longer the devil. 

Now it's me." 



Yeah. You are the devil. I can feel it." 

Don fantasized what it would be like to go with the flow. Yeah, 1 

think that would be kind of juicy, to be the devil. Feels powerful. Can 

pou feel the devil inside, Joan? We could spray paint obscenities on the 

wall. Better yet, we could set the building on fie. 

His spoken words didn't wander quite that far. "Youfve got to 

admit there's some autonomy there, Joan. At Ieast the devil doesn't 

have to be a suck up and a pleaser." 

Joan held eye contact with him longer than he could bear. "1 

think you should confess your sins." 

"Help!" chonised al1 his inner characters. A siren sounded from 

the Street. 

Don remembered "immediacyn and "self-disdosure" fkom a long 

past course on Iistening skills. "Well for one thing, I'm obviouçly 

arrogant, Here I am thinking I can be of some help to you, that 

somehow you'll respond to me, and together well work through this 
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devil and Jehovah s t d ,  and it will al1 mean somethmg. But now it 

seems to me we're going nowhere." 

She stayed silent. The dimension where al1 this craziness made 

sense was obviously close at hand. The window to it was growing, but 

unstable, as if sharing spaee with an incompatible DOS program. H e  

tried to pull her back. "How are you finding this, Joan? Do you have a 

sense of where you want this to go?" 

Her head dropped into her hands. 

Her child, Bradley, spoke. "Mommy, 1 need some scissors." He 

held up a glue bottle which he had found in the pile of old costumes and 

curriculum materials hidden by the stage curtain. 
- - - - - - - - - - - - -  

- - - -  - - - - -  - - - -  - - - -  

Don squeezed the nib. "Look, you don't need scissors. The glue 

will corne out." One problem solved he retunied to the primarg battle. 

"men you phoned a few minutes ago, you said that you needed to 

confess, to talk about whatever was holding you down." Confession 

wasn't a formalized sacrament in Don's tradition, but he'd listened to 

enough human stories. 



"Yeah. 1 dont want to be bad anymore." She shook her frizzy 

hair. "1 want to be a saint." 

Don scratched the side of his head where there was still haire 

"Well, that's a ta11 order." 

Joan got up fkom her chair and yawned. "Look, I'd like to go 

upstairs, to be with God." 

Well at least God could provide. So Don led Joan and Bradley 

upstairs, once the boy had gathered up the scissors, paper and other 

supplies. The heat in the building was more noticeable with each step 

up. H a h a y  up was the side door, the door that parishioners always 

used, the door he could open to send her away. He decided that some 

quiet time by the communion table might just meet her needs. 

Coming into the sanctuary he noticed Joan taking it al1 in, the 

door to the babyfold on her left beside Lord Baden Powell's frarned face 

half covered in annual scout registration stickers, and to her right, the 

choir gowns hung on the hangers against the back wall. The choir- 

room was also up in the balcony, but many of the members were 



elderly, and found the stairs difficult. It just made things easier for 

them to leave their gowns in the sanctuary. 

Walking up the aisle, Don wondered about the late mies Toronto 

subway architecture, the large block walls and painted shut windows, 

far too high to reach anyway. "A basic church for basic people." 

Joan nished to the communion table and lifted up the ancient 

open Bible presented there. She fell to  her knees on the faded carpet 

chance1 steps and began to read one of the Psalms out loud. Loolsng on 

were Jesus and the disciples, gathered for their last supper portrait on 

the dtar frontal. 

The child tugged on her hem. "I'm hungry, mom. Can we go 

now?" Not getting any response Bradley resumed his colouring and 

glueing. 

Don retreated to the cool of the basement. He opened the laptop 

cornputer and turned it on, but was too agitated to accomplish much of 

anythiag. He tuok off his glasses and mbbed his eyes. Instead of his 

comments on Luke's gospel he kept seeing the Stone's logo, a red licking 
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tongue. He clicked out of Word Perfect, his mind spirming. Without 

attention, the laptop became impatient. Program manager switched 

windows to screen saver. Waving flags spun out of the centre of the 

screen. Don's mind double clicked on a window of its ownand his 

fingers tapped out a mad rneditation. 

Yeah, Joan, wouldn't that be great to be the prince of 

darlmess. Al1 that confident energy swging through the 

veins, or whatever internal system the demonic one 

currently uses. Those t-shirts which encourage their 

wearers to feel No Fear. The devil don't need no such 

encouragement. Fear is foreign to the infernal one. Now, 

Joan, you figger you got the upper hand, 'cause you're 

crazy, and craziness is power, but that's nuthin'. The devil 

chooses his own course, and takes it. Remember 

eavesdropping on that leather clad woman at the theatre in 

San F'rancisco? 'You know I respect Darth Vader," she 

said. "He h o w s  what he's about." 
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Wouldn't that be radical, to know what you're about, 

even if it is torture, rape and pillage. Or what about 

Malcolm McDowell inA Clockwork Orange. At the end, 

he's put in a body cast and stuck in a hospital. But in his 

fantasy he's not confined at dl. Naw, he's givin' it to some 

randy young woman. There's a jolt there, JO=, like when 

the junkie feels the Big H hit thebrain. You do good, and 

you feel embarrassed if you get thanks or praise. But you 

do something bad, and it's not like you have to depend on 

others for juice. The juice is there! It's like a barbecued 

t-bone, rare and juicy, 'specidly the tenderloin. And you 

bite hard into it and tear it off. One thing about evil, it sure 

has energy. And no d e s .  That's the best part, a game 

without d e s  or sidelines or penalty boxes. 'Magine being a 

pimp. Your power over the whores is just that, your 

unpredictability. They don't know if they're getting a pat 

on the ass or a slap in the face. And wouldn't that be great, 



to drive a pink Cadillac. 1 don't h o w  'bout you Joan, but I 

get tired of bein' predictable. 1 guess that's not your 

problem. 

But what to accomplish with that energy and that 

freedom. Bosnia and Rwanda,Bernardo and Homolka, the 

world's well enough oriented to destruction without m e r  

help from Satan. Maybe, Joan, a little display would be 

nice; to send forth flame from a trident; to suddenly inflate 

to gargantuan dimensions; to jurnp down from the pinnacle 

of the temple. Whoa! 

He stopped typing. Too many voices. Where was his own. 

Suddenly in the screen saver there was a vision of Bradley drawing 

waving flags over the last supper painting. "The iittle devil!" Vaulting 

up the stairs, Don was a man possessed. Only two Sundays ago the 

painting had been consecrated for display in the sanctuary, an offering 

of creativity to the Creator, a help to memory, a hopeful image of the 

banquet to corne, al1 ruined because the minister had messed up, had 
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dlowed maziness to go unchecked. Well if he was going to be crucified 

corne Sunday, maybe a Iittle human sacrifice on the altar was in order 

right now! 

The child looked up briefly as Don entered the sanctuary. His 

eyes seemed to Say, "Hey mister. Sm just a kid, a kid with a weird 

mom." Mister minister let out a deep breath, seeing that nothing had 

occurred to the painting. He felt sheepish. Obviously the energy had 

him rather than vice versa. Then he noticed Joan, now wearing a 

bright blue choir gown, and still reading Ring James' Bible on the 

chance1 steps, caressing the pages. 

"Of course," figured Don, "the stoles on the gowns have 

embroidered crosses. She thinks that wearing the gown and touchmg 

the Bible makes her a saint." He'd had enough craziness, inside and 

out. "Look, it's time for you and Bradley to go home." 

Joan disagreed. "No 1 want to stay." 
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Don put the venerable book back on the table and used broken 

record. "Yeah, 1 hear that you want to stay, but I'm sa*' it's time for 

you to go." 

She held her ground. T o u  can't make me leave. This is a 

church." 

"Yeah," responded Don, "and you've had some time to pray, but 

now it's time to go. First, take off that choir gown." 

Joan was wounded. "No, 1 don't want to." 

"Look, Joan, those gowns are for members of the choir. If you 

want to W e a r  one, then corne to practise Wednesday night." 

Joan shook her head. "If 1 want to W e a r  this gown for awhile, 

what's that to you? You're the devil." 

Don reached for the front zipper. His face was red. "Yeah, I'm a 

bad guy, but I'm not standing for any more of this." 

She half-resisted, but he finally got the gown unzipped and the 

sleeves pulled off her arms. Then he grasped her by the shoulders, 
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turned her around and marched her back d o m  the aisle. Bradley Ieft 

his work on the floor and followed dong. 

"Mat kind of minister are you anyway?" Joan snarled. 

"I'm a bad minister," said Don as he pushed mother and child out 

the door. 

She looked back from the sidewalk. T o u  go to hell." 

Don closed the door. Then he went down to the basement where 

it was cool. He made sure al1 the windows were closed before turning 

off his cornputer. The mad meditation? It's saved on a floppy disk 

which may be corrupted with monkey vinis. "Open filen only produces a 

blank screen, soon followed by waving flags. 



Got a postcard fiom her the other day. 1 threw my squash bag on 

the couch and picked up the card. Lovely picture of this domed church 

in some old tom. She'd put the apartment number wrong, but my 

neighbour stuck it under the door. "Oz," she wrote, "Biked into 

Florence this aftemoon. Soaked in the min, but the hostel has a 

fireplace. Love Nolana." 

The card sort of got to me. Reckon I'd missed her. I went to see 

her picture on the end table, this young East Indian woman in shorts 

and t-shirt straddling her bicycle, wearing her Lubicon Nation basebalI 

cap and laughmg. That summer we spent together came flooding back. 

I remember the very 1 s t  time she walked into rny apartment. 

She was soaked then, too. She never minded the rain. The dogs were 

starting to circle between couch and door, and 1 would have got a 

faceful of paw if Nolana hadn't taken them out. Minutes later the door 

opened and Nolana shook her head in unison with the dogs, spray 
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flying every which way. Having lifted rny face from the Sunshine girl, 

1 gninted a greeting and watched her take off the leashes. 

"Let's go see Oz!" 

Nolana kissed me, and naturally the dogs wanted to join in a 

communal display of affection. Three soggy creahves pounced on m y  

chest and attacked my face with licks. With m y  one arm 1 fended them 

off. The news lay in pieces on the floor. Nolana climbed out of her 

drenched dark sweats and tossed them in my direction. 

"Hey, that hurt." 

She had forgotten the beeper in the pocket. When it went off we 

weren't sure whether it was triggered by the impact on my tough fifty 

three year old fiame or by the hospital wanting to get in touch. 

"Hi, Nolana here. You need pastoral care? OK, you c a n  let 

Emerg know 1'11 be d o m  there in five. Thanks, bye." 

Seeing her standing by the phone in panties and saturated blue t- 

shirt, it was hard to imagine her a religious functionary. 'Course it was 

exactly in that capacity that I first met her. I'd been playing the 
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Edmonton Master's squash tournament and caught m y  opponent's back 

swing on the cheek. Well. no wonder the dogs liked to lick me there. 

Anyway, 1 was sitting with the Friday night throng in Emerg at the 

Royal Alex, waiting to be evaluated. Along cornes this exotic child of 

the new age with beautiful dark hair. She stroked my trophy like it 

was satin, 

"Looks like we got ourselves a champion!" She would have raised 

m y  arm, except on the side nearest, 1 was missin' one, and she was 

sensitive enough not to raise m y  stump. 

1 explained the trophy. "1 came here by taxi, so you see 1 had no 

place to put itmW 1 read the ID badge on her yellow blouse and shook my 

head. "Chaplain Nolana Bansi. So you're Hindu?" 

"No. But can 1 sit with you just the same?" 

"Yeeah," was all I could think of. She sat beside me and smiled. 

"So what church are you representing?" 1 asked. 



"I'm studying in hopes of a career as an Anglican priest or 

priestess; well, whatever. Actually, as far as religion goes I'm fairly 

eclectic. But see, a girl's gotta make a living." 

"Yeeah, so you're gonna be a lady priest." 1 shook my head in 

disbelief. "1 guess it's been a long time since I've been to a church. So 

what are you doing here? You figure the Emergency Department is a 

good place for saving souls?" 

"Hey. I'm here to meet men, don't you laiow." She winked. "No, 

actually 1'm in this program, s u p e ~ s e d  pastoral education, they cal1 it. 

We visit patients, write critical incident reports, fight it out in group 

therapy, stuff like that. So that's something about me. Can you tell me 

about you, your name for instance?" 

I ended up telling her the story of my life, losing my mom to the 

ocean off Bondi Beach, losing my left arm lumbering in the BC forests, 

losing my wife to her fellow LPGA competitor. CC cheer every Saturday 

Sports Section when neither one makes the cut). I even told her about 

losing the position as squash pro at the Granite Club in Toronto, and 
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coming back west to &art al1 over. 1 guess she was just easy to talk to. 

1 wondered if I'd overdone it, and perhaps a little humour was in order. 

I patted my dome. "See, now I'm even losing my hair." 

She chuckled. 'Yes but I love the lines around your eyes when 

you smile." She then went on to Say that she'd lost her dad to cancer. 1 

guess she didn't mind the serious tone. 1 told her that I never had a 

dad to lose. She said, "Sounds like you're a survivor." 

1 said, 'Yeeah." 

"1 love the way Australians Say that." She mimicked me, 

"Yeeeeeah!" 

"No need to scrunch up your nose like that," 1 told her. "You get 

the right effect if you raise your upper lip on the right side, you know, 

like Elvis. Yeeah!" 

She wondered about a squash lesson some time, and asked what 

it would cost. 1 thought about it and decided I'd let her have the fist 

one free. Three weeks later we were going together. 



Now 1 know what you're thhkhg, mate. That I'm a dirty old 

man g o h g  through a post rnidlife crisis, what with me being over fBy,  

and she, a student of twenty two. Well, think what you like, mate. The 

rooting wasn't al1 that important to me, not like in the old days. But 1 

never met anyone who Ioved life like Nolana 

1 gave her that lesson late on a Saturday afternoon. On 

weekends we generally close up the Oliver club 'round four; unless, of 

course, there's a tournament going. The club takes up the second floor 

of an office building between the Provincial Legislature building and 

the Edmonton General Hospital. With all the cutbacks, the General 

has been tumed into a terminal care facility, and the nurnber of 

governrnent people in the Oliver building has been reduced. Still, 

weekday lunch hours are busy times amund here. Computer 

consultants, accountants and nurses dash into the change rooms, then 

head off in several directions, some to the weights or to the aerobics 

room, others to the squash courts or outdoors to the street to run 

through the river valley. Some just corne to the cafe to smoke. 1 never 
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could understand why the only part of the building where smoking is 

allowed is the health rrnd fitness club. 

There'd been a splendid tuni out at the Saturday morning mini- 

burners. All eight courts were being used, with maybe four players 

waiting at any one time to get on. Our courts have glass walls at the 

back, for the spectators to see the action. And we sand the wood floors, 

so the players have good footing. For me, it's a nice environment. 

Everything is bright and white, kept for the red lines which divide the 

court and mark the out of bounds. There's also that gleaming strip of 

tin dong the bottom of the front wall. Makes a nasty sound when you 

hit it. 

Young Jamie had really given me a go, till I started to mix in a 

few drop shots and he ran out of gas. Fitness has to  be your number 

one consideration, even for a nineteen year old. A f t e ~  an omelette 

brunch 1 got some sponsors lined up for ou. summer hexathalon: darts, 

golf, rally car, 20 kilometre bicycle race, 200 metre fkeestyle swim, and 
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squash, of course. This is a squash club. 1 digress. But see, this is my 

life. 

The elevator door opened and there she was, wearing cut off 

jeans, Birkenstock sandals and purple sweatshirt. Oh, and she always 

had to Wear that little pink triangle. Shows she's a supporter of gay 

and lesbian people, she tells me. 1 said 1 support them too, Save for my 

ex. Anyway, she wondered if 1 had an extra racquet. "You'll need more 

than that," said 1, and 1 took her by the hand into the pro shop. We 

found her a pleated white skirt, white t-shirt, socks and court shoes. 

"That'll be four hundred dollars," 1 said after adding it up. She 

laughed. 

I have to Say she worked hard, having never played the game 

before. I set the bal1 up for her forehands and backhands. The good 

thing about beginners is they haven't developed bad habits. If you get 

'em into lessons quick enough, they leam to swing properly. She picked 

it up right away, forehand like skipping a stone on a lake, backhand 

like throwing a frisbee. We did some court movement and then played 
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a rally. After an hour she was flat on her back. The dramatic type, 1 

reckon. 

"How corne 1 did dl the running?" ehe wondered. 

"'Cause I volleyed the ball, see. 1 didn't let it bounce and have to 

chase it to the back corner." 

"How do you do that?" she asked fkom the floor. 

"Early racquet preparation. See how 1 hold my racquet up here. 

You were dragging the racquet d o m  here like a wet towel." 

"You'll have to help me up," she said. 

"Nolana," 1 replied, "1 only got my one hand. You want to take it 

too, and leave me helpless?" 

She was nice enough to smile at my humour. So 1 gave her my 

hand and pulled her up. She came in right close, stared right into my 

eyes, tilted her head and kissed me. What was 1 supposed to do? It had 

been a long time since anybody kissed me. 

"I've been wanting to do that," she whispered, "even at 

Emergency. But you see 1 had to wait till the power was equal." 



I said, T m  f i a i d  1 don% follow." 

"Weil," she explained, "1 couldn't kiss you so long as we had a 

chaplain patient relationship. That wouldn't be ethical. But now that 

I've been your student and you've been m y  teacher, 1 think that 

balances everything out. Now we're equals." 

"Yeeah, now we've both crossed the Iine. W e  both should be fwed 

from our jobs." 1 was absorbing what had happened, and glanced 

around hoping there weren't any spectators. "Look, Nolana," 1 said still 

holding on to her, "lets have a soak, a steam, a shower; and then corne 

down to the lounge. 1'11 make us some coffee and we'll talk." 

"Okay, Oz. Sounds like a good plan." 

So that's how our relationship started. We had our coffee, and 

our chat, and we came to a mutual decision to keep seeing each other. 

The race thing was never an issue, except as I've said, 1 found her 

darkness interesting. I'd Say the same about the religion thing, 

'specially Nolana's approach, which was more a wondering than a 

preaching. The age difference bothered me a bit, you know, being old 



enough to be her dad. But it wasn't like 1 had any public image to 

worry about. Anyway, 1 liked her. 

1 was watching a soccer garne at home one evening when she 

came by. A red selling feature of the apartment was the balcony 

overlooking Commonwealth Stadium, dong with the pets welcome 

policy. The area isn't the best in t o m ,  but in winter the snow gives the 

ramshackle houses a kind of charm. In summer, 'cause the area is 

older, the trees lining the streets camouflage busted wïndows and 

unkept lawns. Walking the back dleys, you want to be careful to avoid 

stepping on the used needles. Nolana buzzed and 1 pressed the button 

to let her in. Security is tight when an upscale building is located in a 

down scale neighbourhood. When she came up to the apartment, we 

went out and sat on the balcony with a six of Fosters beer. 

Downtown high-rise glass shimmered above the canopy of foliage. 

Nolana put her hand to her mouth. She was always expressive that 

way. "It's like Camelot!" she announced. 1 don't remember anyone else 

saying that about northeast Edmonton. 



"Yeeah!" I replied, "And I'm Merlin, ancient and wise." 

"Then work a miracle will you Oz, and make my supervisor go 

away." 

You see, Nolana was really more student than chaplain, well, a 

student chaplain. Her program involved lots of gmup sessions and one 

on ones with the supervisor, you h o w ,  al l  that touchy, feely sort of 

stuff. It'd give me a bleeding ulcer to have to put up with it like she did. 

But 1 didn't mind playing chaplain to the chaplain. "So what's he up to 

now, your superior." 

"That's supervisor, Oz," she corrected. "My supervisor wants me 

to witness an autopsy, so 1 can write a reflection on it." 

"Not much tu  reflect on, 1 reckon." 

Nolana nodded. "My feelings exactly. 1 told him m y  passing on 

this wonderful event was just me exercising m y  personal authority. He 

didn't buy it. I'd let d o m  my group, he said. Like, would it help m y  

colleagues to see me go purple and green?" 

"Wimbledon colours," said 1. 



"What the hell are Wimbledon colours?" 

"Sorry 'bout that, 'Lana. You said purple and green. Wimbledon 

was the first thing to corne into my head. 1 guess autopsies aren't my 

favourite subject either. I'm a bit closer to facing m y  mortality than 

you." 

"Oz, you're in better shape than al1 my colleagues put together." 

"Yeah, but none of them have hair this white, or this sparse." 

She stood behind me and caressed my bald spot. "A lot of rich 

experience under this dome." 

"Yeah, I'm rich in experience, if not financially. Look, why don't 1 

barbecue us some steaks, and see if that doesn't make your super 

disappear, at least temporarily." 

Nolana smiled. She'd given vegetarianism a go. Then she met 

me. 

Thmgs were slow at the squash club fkom May on. With the nice 

weather, anyone with brains was blasting drives down the fairway. 

One afternoon me and the masseur had just sanded down court seven, 



and in pops Nolana. "G'day," I say and she says "G'day." I'm sorta 

wondering what's up, 'cause she's not saying right quick. 

"OZ", she said, "my supervisor is giving an organ recital tonight. 

You want to corne?" 

The last time I'd heard organ was the last tirne I'd been in a 

church; and that was at m y  weddhg, not a real positive memory. But 

any time with Nolana was bound to be fun, so 1 said "Okay." 

"He's entitled it A Cele bration Of Death And Decay," Nolana told 

me after it was too late to change m y  mind. 

"'Lana, if 1 die at this thing, 1 want The Best ofABBA played at 

my funeral; just the cd, and no organ music." 

She smiled, figuring that because 1 was into fitness 1 probably 

lacked culture. In fact, I'm quite familiar with the Sydney Opera 

House, havin' sailed by it many a time. 

Anyway, so we go to her supemisor's house, actual1y it's more a 

mansion where he lives with other Jesuits. Yeah, hefs a Jesuit, just like 

in Blmk Robe. Anyway 1 was expectin' to be inquisited. I shook bis 



hand and told him 1 was more into exercise than exorcisms. He 

laughed, but that was it for laughs for the next while. I'm afraid. 

Nolana's colleagues were al1 there. k a  sat next to me on a sofa. The 

lights were dimmed and something read fkom Ecclesiastes about the 

grasshopper dragging itself along, and the silver cord being snapped, 

and the golden bowl broken. Then came the music: eerie, discordant 

with lots of slow bass notes fkom the pedals. But 1 found it sort of 

moving . 
1 closed my eyes and thought of being in a squash court, and 

everything was bright and white, 'cept for the woody look of the floor, 

and the bold red lines. 1 felt cold, and realized that 1 was naked. It was 

an older court, dl enclosed instead of backed with glass, like the m e s  in 

Sydney where I had played as a boy. 1 Iooked out the little window on 

the door at the back and everything was dark. This tap on the w d  was 

running ashes, like from a fieplace, and the court began to m. The 

stunfelt soft on my feet. Suddenly m y  mom was there in her swimsuit. 

She was sitting on a towel, and she reached into the coder, opened a tin 
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of root beer, and held it out for me. 1 kissed her on the cheek, then 

turned off the tap. My thoughts ended there because 1 was notichg this 

wetness on my shoulder. 'Lana was crying. 

Her super finished, and paused for a moment. 1 liked that. It's 

like he was playing it back in his mind. Someone tumed on the lights 

and we had coffee and cake. 1 made srnall talk with her colleagues, 

probably a serious lot to begin with, but even more so after the recital. 

It was around ten when we left, but of course that's only twilight 

in Edmonton in  June. On our walk to my apartment we had to wait for 

the Light Rapid Transit train to go by. Nolana was tdking to the 

barrier as if it were some crossing guard, thanking the thing for taking 

our security into account. 

I said to her, Yeeah. I do appreciate being alive. Of course so 

did my mom." 

"It was hard to lose her, Oz." 

"Well, it was sudden. She was only thirty one, and I was fourteen 

years old at the time. CouldnY really say goodbye. My uncle took me in 



for two years, but 1 never felt like one of the family. When I was 

picking up thmgs from our flat, I gathered dl the photo albums fiom 

her closet. 1 wanted as many reminders as 1 could find. She was a 

happy go lucb sort, like you." 

We'd arrived at the building, but the evening was cool, soft and 

cornfortable, and we needed to talk some more. We crossed the avenue 

and sat under the poplars by the Stadium. Nolana placed her hand on 

my dome. 1 don't know, sort of an obsession she had with my bald spot. 

"So how was that, Oz, to meditate on death?" 

"It felt dry and grey, but somehow that was al1 right. M y  mom 

was there, waiting for me. What are your thoughts, mate?" 

"Sadness, Oz, like a bird drunk on Mountain Ash berries flying 

into a window, and then lying on the sidewalk. 1 pick her up in my 

hands and caress her as her life slips away. And then 1 cry." 

"Yeeah, we're at dserent stages, you and 1; but 1 think 1'11 die a 

bit inside when we say goodbye." 

"Someone told you, eh?" 
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"One of your colleagues wondered if I'd be going to  Glasgow with 

you." 

"I'm sorry, Oz. I've been meanin' to tell you. Anyway, I was 

accepted, and it should be exciting. It's been a dream, to do 

postgraduate work in Europe. 1 guess it's a bit further away than 

Saskatoon." 

"'Lana," 1 said, Y'm excited for you. You've got such an 

adventuring spirit. Me, I'm happy in my little white box with red 

lines." 

She hugged me tight, there on eleventh avenue. "I'rn not very 

good at good-byes, Oz." 

"Just send me a postcard, 'Lana, and let me know when they're 

going to make you a priest, so 1 can cheer you on." 

Nolana got serious. "If they're going to make me a priest. Do 1 

really want to be a priest? IVIl send you lots of cards, Oz." 

We had a great July. 'Cept for 0rganizin.g summer league and 

getting out with the lunch tirne joggers, I had a lot of free time. After 



k a ' s  day in the hospital we'd bike the few blocks to Concordia 

College where the trail went d o m  into the river valley. Weaving in 

and out of the skaters on roller blades we'd cross the pedestrian bridge 

near the glassy convention centre to explore woodsy Mill Creek on the 

south side until we ran out of ravine. Then riding back towards 

downtown, we would fly down the hiIl by the Muttart's glass pyramid 

pavilions, keeping our heads low as we went under the Iow Ievel bridge. 

We'd make our way p s t  the Kinsmen field house to take the LRT 

bridge and cross the North Saskatchewan once more. Sometimes wefd 

stop and see a cricket game at Victoria Park. 1 guess Nolana felt sort of 

at home, since it's mostIy people from South Asia who play. She liked 

the crisp white uniforms. 1 sort of liked 'Lana in her black cyclist's 

shorts. 

We sure got some fkowns when we came in fkom cycling and 

walked the bikes to the elevators. Surrounded by all that fake marble 

in the lobby, 'Lana was a real sight, long dark haïr han- fkom her 

helmet, sometimes wet fkom a rainshower or just the hard ride, but 
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always smiling. When the elevator arrived she'd ring the bel1 on her 

bike. I reckon my neighbours were concemed about getting bicycle 

grease on their clothes. They usually just let us go in by ourselves, 

while they waited for the next one. 

When we got cleaned up, I'd get started on supper and she would 

boot up her lap top on the kitchen table and type her verbatims and 

reports. 'Course 'Lana was always one to think out loud. "Well, 

Mr.Kotyk, how are you feeling." "Not bad at d l .  They gave me some 

Tylenol, but I'm not sure 1 need it. 1 feel like I could go out right now 

and shovel snow." "No need for that, Mr. Kotyk. It's July." Yeah. 1 

know. I'm just saying." 

1 suppose those verbatims should have been confidentid, but it 

seemed 'Lana had to speak them in order to remember them. 

One afternoon in late August, we were to  meet at Greenwood's, 

the book store on Whyte. Strathcona is a trendy area on Edmonton's 

south side, not Gucci trendy like Toronto's Yorkville, but book store and 

micro brewery trendy. Nolana was late, and the place was so dark, I 
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was beginning to think 1 needed glasses. So 1 said to the fellow at the 

cash, "I'm supposed to meet a young lady. She's Indian, Asian Indian 

that is, probably wearing a Pastoral Care Department badge fiom the 

Alex. If she should corne in, will you tell her that Oz is at Grabba 

Jabba.* 

He shook his head. "It's not our policy to pass messages." 

"Well, mate," said 1 with a smile, 'cause 1 don't blame the fellow 

for standing up for his rights, "1 reckon 1 should buy something in your 

establishment. Would that help?" 

"It might," said he. 1 went back into the gloom, squinted hard 

and found something 1 thought 'Lana would like. The Stronger Women 

Get, The More Men Love FootbalL 

It was about halfan hour later she cornes wdtzing in. "Oz, what 

a wow finding you at an espresso bar. 1 dont think latte will do much 

for athletic performance." 

'Yeeah. Say, speaking of athletics, 1 thought you'ld like this 

book." 



"A jock who's a sweetheart. Can't be beat. Thanks, Oz." 

"Can 1 get you something?" 

"Mmmm, a mocha cappuccino would be wonderful." 

When 1 got back 'Lana was already racing. "1 tell ya, Oz, what a 

day 1 had. Everphere 1 turn there are fascists. Like, didn't Franco 

bite the dust twenty years ago." 

"Can't say, Nolana. History is not really my strong suit. 1 do 

remember that Jahangir Khan beat Ross Norman for squash champion 

of the world back in '88. It was in Amsterdam. First time they'd built 

an al1 glass court so you could seat spectators al1 around, and the 

carneras could follow the bal1 into every corner." 

"Groovy," said 'Lana. "Now listen to me and my story about 

fascist Jesuits." 

Tour supervisor has been a problern again." 

"Oz, it m u t  be that oppressive spiritual formation stuff. He just 

doesn't understand a woman iike me." 



"So tell old Oz what happened." 1 could see she'd shredded 

several paper napkins. 

"Well, at Ieast he didn't do it  in group. 1'11 give him that. And 

basically my final evaluation is positive. I relate well to peers, and to 

patients; even to staff, which is no easy thing when you're posted to 

Emergency. But he pressed me about my relationship with you." 

"What's his point 'Lana? You're off to Scotland in four days. I'm 

staying here. Surely, he knows that." 

She took my hand. "Oz, you'll always be with me. He just raised 

concerns about what it means, you know, psychologically. Am 1 looking 

for rny father? 1 guess 1 was expecting a little sensitivity. 1 mean just 

because you're twenty years older." 

Tears were coming. "More like thirty, Nolana." 

Nolana nodded. "He wondered what my bishop thought about it. 

He just assumed that an Anglican bishop would have the same reaction 

as a Roman." 

"So," I wondered, "you've told his erninence about us?" 



"No, it's none of his business either." 

It was the very next day that her beeper went off. Her program 

was over, but since she was staying in the ci@ a few days, and most of 

the chaplains were on holiday, she'd volunteered to be on call. So she 

walked the twelve blocks to the Ales. 

When she didn't corne back by half past nine 1 went down there 

myself. It made sense to jog the fourteen blocks. Saved me from having 

to say no t o  al1 the sad looking guys looking for spare change. The Alex 

is a three winged six story yellow brick structure, even more imposing 

than the Armoury, a turn of the century fortress across the Kingsway. 

Red lights glimmered fkom the roof, reminding approachmg a i .  planes 

that a substantial and immovable edifice lay in their path. The 

surrounding neighbourhood is typical north side Edmonton: ltalian 

restaurants, Ukrainian cathedrals, pawn shops and Legion halls. 1 ran 

down the ramp, waved at the young security officer and made quite a 

scene at the emergency desk. Seeing 1 didn't need medical attention, al1 

the lady could tell me was that visiting hours were over. Not knowing 
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what to do, 1 went up to the lobby and sat in the leather chair. Staring 

at the wall, I noticed the sign for the chape1 close by. The door was 

open, so 1 went in. And there was Nolana, sitting in the dark. 1 sat 

beside her. "Tough connection at Emerg?" 

"Yeah, young couple in a motor vehicle accident. She survived, 

but badly cut up by the glass. He probably won't make it. A crazy 

business, Me. Just like that, Oz, and it's over, or it's changed, and 

everything is different. Maybe 1 should stay here with you." 

"'Lana", 1 said, "if it's safety you're looking for, 1 can't provide it. 

Remember. It was in emergency that we first met." 

"Yeah. You're right." She got up and we hugged. Then the fellow 

from maintenance came in to polish the floors. 

It was pitch black when we lefi the hospitd, with lightning and 

thunder in the west. One shower had already passed through. City 

lights reflected from the puddles in the street. Nolana had been renting 

a basement apartment near NAIT, the polytechnical college. Walkuig 

dong 107th Street by Kingsway Garden Mall, we had to put up with a 
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car full of kids pretending to be drunk and shouting obscenities, then 

squealing their tires. Nolana, of course, gave as good as she got, which 

made me wonder about her future in the priesthood. But I think it was 

just fun for her, 'cause soon she was singing, "1'11 take the high road, 

and you'll take the low road." What could 1 do? I sang dong wi th  her. 

Then the red light on top of the Polish church at Princess Elizabeth 

Avenue reminded me of airplanes. 

"Could you use a lift to the International airport, Tuesday?" 

"Thanks Oz. Will you be OR, saying good-bye and dl that." 

"1 expect 1'11 be a mess," I confessed. "But 1'11 give you a kiss, then 

go to the steam room, and think of the good times." 

"Want to corne in?" she asked when we reached her place. 

The rain started, fist light, then a downpour. "Yeeah," 1 nodded. 

"Maybe you c a n  make some decaf?" 

So she sends me postcards as she promised. She loves Glasgow 

and did well in her courses. This summer, she's cycling through 

Europe. She visits al1 the old things, the buiIdings and the churches. A 
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domed church in an old town. I wondered about the significance. Has 

she decided now to becorne a priest, or does the dome remind her of me? 



DUFFERS 

'I"?DAY 

Over at the pool table, a young man in denim and baseball cap 

chalked his cue. His buddy slouched in a ratty chair, peering out fkom 

under the brim of a black stetson. The barmaid sat on the bar stool 

reading Cosmo. Round tables covered in terry cloth, pockmarked with 

cigarette bums, waited silently. The only sound was the roll, snap and 

drop of a made shot. Then the doors swung open and a half dozen 

strangers appeared. They found a table next to the dance floor. Drinks 

and pretzels arrived and soon the room was filled with animated tdk. 

"I can't get over what a workaholic Sharon is. Our agenda was so 

packed, 1 was beginning to think we wouldn't have any time for fun." 

Teah, well there's lots happening right now: the Oldman dam, 

Daishowa, the ALPAC mill." 

"Chris, 1 really appreciated your critique of resort expansion in 

the national parks. The bears have a friend." 



"Thanks, Gordon, now if wildlife only had a friend in the 

legislature." 

"Yeah, what can you Say about this government?" 

"What can be said. Give them time and they'll turn the forest 

into a desert, and the Arctic Ocean into a cesspool." 

A woman intewened. "Please, no more politics tonight; it's too 

depressing. What 1 want to h o w  is where are the good looking single 

men, and why can't we get some on this cornmittee?" 

"Ah, Sue, you're disappointed. Only married clergy m e s  to play 

with. " 

Sue puiled the name tag off Gordon's olive green suit. "Hey, 

Gordon, you're not at some churchy meeting now. Let's dance." 

Patsy Cline was singing 1 Fall to Pieces. "At le& a person can't 

look too foolish slow dancing," Gordon decided. 

As they moved to the music, Gordon noticed the other two men in 

his group being scooped up and brought to the dance fioor. Sue smelled 

wonderful. Her long brown haî.  brushed his cheek as she stretched her 
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arms around his neck and pdled herself close. She was smiling at him 

now, and he was wondering how it would be to kiss her. She had full 

Iips, was wearing just the right amount of make-up, and her glasses 

made those brilliant blues eyes stand out. He felt the silkg texture of 

her blouse and the warmth of her back on his hands. Gordon had a real 

thing for young women in leather pants. Ysn't leather a bit radical for 

Sue", he thought to himself. Wot that I'm complaining." He had never 

seen her quite like he was seeing her now. Maybe later he would let his 

hands slide a bit lower. "What are her eyes telling me?" he  wondered. 

The pool player in the cap grinned. 

WEDNESDAY 

Gordon walked the six blocks to his office this morning. The side 

streets displayed their poplars and elms. "Bon Giorno!" H e  passed a 

neighbour whistling an Italian tune. The sky was as blue as an Alberta 

fl ag. Squinting into the west, Gordon tied to recall the weather report 
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in The Journal. Wasn't there a possibility of thunder heads deveioping 

with daytime heating? 

Gordon braced himself before passing the red brick house. Two 

Dobermans darted towards him b a r h g  contempt. The fence contained 

their leaps. H e  picked up the Pace for the next two blocks. 

Entering the office, he straightened his tie. The answering 

machine flashed twice. "Pastor Ramsay, it's Rhonda from Edmonton 

Christian News. It seems I keep missing you. W e  would like to h o w  if 

you'll be receiving our paper in bulk for your congregation. Cal1 me at 

473-9066." 

"Dammit," Gordon swore. 'You never give up. And 1 hate being 

called pastor." 

"Hi, Gordon, it's Jim. Please cal1 me. It's urgent." 

Gordon wondered about his colleague. During Gordon's first 

summer in the city, Jim had gone out of his way to make him welcome, 

inviting him to play golf and to go out for lunch. Jim was very much a 

professional. He enjoyed playing mentor to the younger ministers in 



the city and tried to be supportive in times of crisis. The United 

Church, which they both semed, had been caught up in a debate over 

whether sexual orientation mattered in the consideration of candidates 

for ministry. Neighbours disagreed with neighbours. Church boards 

disagreed with their ministers. Gordon shook his head. "Nothing 

whips up a storm like sex and religion." 

That afternoon Gordon ushered his friend out of the rain and into 

his office. Thunder roared as he took Jim's raincoat. Jim Wright's six 

four height was aiways a surprise up close. He wasn't wearing a 

clerical collar. None of Gordon's colleagues bothered with that 

anymore. Still, Jim looked like a man with authority, slim, neatly 

bearded with thinning dark hair, a little grey around the edges. Jim 

looked carefully at the wedding photos on the bulletin board. "Do they 

always send you a picture?" Gordon thought that Jim9s smile was 

reassuring. 

"1 always ask for one," replied Gordon. "Good to know I've made a 

difference in somebody's Me, if only to pronounce the magic words." 
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Jim accepted the offered cup and eased into the couch. "1 imagine 

you've recovered fkom your golf game last Monday." 

Gordon winced. Yeah, I had some bad holes." 

"That was not one of your better rounds." 

"1 was driving the bal1 fairly well. Now to put it al1 together." 

The downpov outside crescendoed on the roof, then subsided. 

Jim looked Gordon in the eye. "Well, I suppose you're wondering why 

I'm here." Gordon nodded. 

Jim continued. "Sue Schlemko, who is on that environment 

cornmittee with you, called me last night to cornplain about your 

behaviour. 1 guess I'm speaking officially now as chair of Presbytery 

Ministry and Personnel Division. Anyway, Sue said the two of you 

were dancing after your meeting at Pigeon Lake, and you came on to 

her. According to Sue, you entered her room at the conference centre 

and tried t o  kiss her. 'He stuck his tongue into my mouth' were the 

words she used. Your advances really upset her." 

Gordon was stunned. He tried to speak. Nothing came out. 
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"1 don't know what's happening in your marriage, but the point is 

this. You are an ordained minister. People trust you to use your power 

responsibly ." 

"1 don't kmw what ta tell you. It's a thing." Gordon fumbled for 

words. "There was a group of us having a few drinks in the bar. The 

women got a kick out of the condom machines in the washroom, you 

know, cheap brands with names like 'Arouse'. Anyway, they got one 

and tossed it on the table in my direction. 1 guess 1 thought 1 was going 

to get lucky. I'd die if it ever came out. Laura would be gone. Laura 

would be long gone." 

"Sue's not going to take this matter any further. She just wanted 

me to talk to you." 

"Thank God. You dont have to make any of this public, do you?" 

"Like I said, I'm only here to tdk. I certainly don't want to  hear 

about any further incidents." 

"Jeez, with al1 this stuff now about reporting sexual harassment, 

the lines are so bluny." 



"Look, Gordon, let's be clear. You crossed the line! Do you 

understand that your behaviour here is wrong?" 

"I've already said that 1 regret taking the risk." 

Tou dont get it, do you? Don't you see that it's wrong to sexually 

exploit vulnerable people." 

"Sexually exploit? Sue is a colleague. I guess I thought we were 

both curious about taking it further." 

Tou mean she didn't know you were a mlliister? She didn't let 

her guard d o m  precisely for that reason? She never shared 

confidences with you? 1s that what you're saying?" 

Both were silent for a while. Gordon looked d o m  at folded hands, 

then sagged, shook his head and wept. He knew that he had been a 

listener for Sue, even though she attended church elsewhere. "Suely to 

God," thought Gordon, Y can be a fnend to someone without falling in 

lu& with them. And what is it with me. 1 wasn't even thinking about 

Laura,which is exactly what Laura always tells me. I guess she's 
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right." He raised his eyes to see his colleague still staring at him. "1 

am wrong. Believe me. This is not how I want to be." 

Jim put a business card on the table. "1 want you to get help." 

Gordon picked up the card and turned it over. It was for a 

Pastoral Psychotherapist. "1 dont laiow about this. How am 1 going to 

explain to Laura that 1 need therapy?" 

The older man sipped his coffee and collected his thoughts. T o u  

know, there is something that 1 would like explained. 1 want to know 

how anyone can do this job, and be involved with people's lives, giving 

pastoral care and counselling, and not have any awareness of what's 

going on inside themselves. Does it make sense to you?" 

Gordon didn't have an answer. Jim got up, and retrieved his 

raincoat. "He's a competent therapist. Good luck with it." 



FRIDAY 

The painting on the wall in the psychotherapistis office reminded 

Gordon of Hyannis. Wiggling in the chair and touching his moustache, 

he h e w  that his discodort was obvious, and this was his third visit. 

The painting was still easier to look at than the person across the room. 

"My family used to spend a few weeks of the summer in Cape Cod. It 

was around '67 or '68, and the craft shops had these tumtables. You'd 

put a piece of cardboard on it and squeeze out gobs of paint, real bright 

yellows, blues and reds. Then they'd spin it for half a minute, and you 

got your design." 

John Schmidt offered the faintest smile. Gordon continued. "1 

remember at the state park, dl the kids would go down to the beach 

after supper. Werd smoke and talk. They'd be from the Boston area or 

Rhode Island. 1 was the only Canadian. Once we sat in a line: boy, girl, 

boy, girl. 1 was between two sisters, one older, one younger. Anyway, 

the fist person would kiss the next and so on. That was exciting. 1 

hoped that the younger girl would stick around for awhile when the 
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gang headed off. She looked at me as if she wanted to, but her older 

sister smiled and told her to corne dong." 

"And you haven't grown psychologically since." 

Gordon didn't h o w  what to make of John's comment. "Well, 1 

don't think that's true. 1 mean that was twenty-five years ago. 1 still 

like to flirt a bit." 

"Teenage energy." 

"1 guess it is pretty strong. Those were strange years. 1 tried so 

hard back then. It was important to have a girIfnend, to have a date 

each month for the high school dance. I was always up when I was 

going with someone. 1 had energy." 

John wrinkled his nose. T m  getting a sense of nostalgia as you 

tell me your stories. You talk about teenage adventure, about being 

heroic and taking risks. But seeing you here in this chair, I dont know, 

you have a far away look. You seem soft and squishy. It could be me. 

Maybe I'm not receiving you clearly." 

"Naw, 1 feel kind of squishy, no firmness. 1 mess I was looking 



147 

for Sue to help me get firm. 1 remember her smile, her haïr. Guess 1 

projected this goddess on her. It was just sort of intoxicating." 

"More like toxic." 

"Yeah, 1 sure felt stupid when she pushed me away. 1 had this 

great fantasy that she was waiting for me." 

"Feels great in the moment, but then you see how infiated you 

are." 

"Yeah, and then life pricks that balloon and 1 crash, firmness 

turned to mush. It's pretty bad, eh? Almost thirty-fie and still a 

teenager." 

- 
"Better not tu put a value judgement on it. Just see it. This could 

- - - - - - -  - - - -  - - - - -  - - - - - -  - - - - -  - - - - -  

be the direction for your work here, building firmness. Not bdlshit 

firmness, but fkom inside." 

Gordon nodded. "1 want that." 

"It would be special to me to be with you on your journey." 

The two were quiet for awhile, then John got up signalling that 

the hour was over. 



MONDAY 

On the tenth tee, Gordon aimed for the corner of the pond, hop* 

his consistent fade would bring the ball back to the centre of the 

f-ay. Straightest hit he ever lofted, and long. Andy, always the 

imp, mimicked a PGA gallery, "You're the man!" Jim shook his head in 

admiration. After their conversation a month earlier about what 

happened with Sue, Gord was happy that Jim could still admire him for 

something. Another minister, Chris, a bit out of place in sandals and 

Che Guevara tee shirt, knocked his pull cart forward spilling the clubs. 

A whisper of wind moved right to left, and the ground sloped 

down to the pond. WaIking the fairway, Gordon hoped that the ball 

might have settled in the rough. "Maybe the ground crew hasn't cut the 

grass." As it turned out, the golden bear logo on the bal1 stared up at 

Gordon from under an inch of water. On TV, Gordon had seen NicMaus 

and other pros hit b d s  out of water hazards. 

"Why not go for it?" he figured. "Beats taking a penalty stroke 

for the drop." 



149 

Gordon took off his right shoe and sock and stepped into the pond. 

He opened the club face on the pitching wedge and drew it back in a 

three quarter swing. Keeping his eye on the ball, he swung through the 

water. A wet c u r t a i n  rose up on the follow through, but no little white 

sphere. He scooped the ball out, dropped it beside the pond, and 

counted two strokes: one for the swing, and one for the drop. When the 

clubhouse came into view several holes later, Gordon looked relieved. 

The guys congregated just where they sat every Monday, perched 

up above the practise green. Their table was right against the window 

so that they could observe within and without: hair netted women 

frying burgers and lowering baskets of fries into hot oil; perky young 

wornen in shorts moving the beer and sharing laughs with senior men; 

golfers bending over putters on the practice green. Defeat dissipated in 

smells, tastes and sounds. 

Several tables over, four middle-aged women were eqjoying 

spirited conversation. Gordon noticed the Kokanee cans dotting their 

table and recalled being twelve and climbing Mount Man&eld in 
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Vermont. It was cool and misty, dl damp boulders and lichens at the 

top, with occasional glimpses through the clouds of forest and highway 

below. His dad offered him a sip of ber, rich and bitter. His morn 

spread the tablecloth over the rock. The roast beef sandwiches dripped 

homemade mayonnaise. 

Jim interrupted Gordon's nostalgie reminiscence. "Well, 1 have to  

tell you, that's the best round I've had this year, Chris did well for only 

his third time out. 1 was l u c b  Gordon had a little trouble there at the 

end." 

Gordon faked a smile. "1 don't h o w .  I have one disappointhg 

hole and my garne goes to crap." 

Andy played sports psychologist. "Gordon, you know how it is 

with golf. One week you're in a groove, the long game and the short 

garne cooking. The next week you're a duffer!" 

"1 guess it was m y  week to duKu 

You're in a bad space today. Nothing that a pitcher of draught 

and a heaping plate of nachos won% take aire of." 



Gordon perked up a bit. 

Andy looked around for the waitress. "Hey, when are they gonna 

take our orders?" 

An hour later the guys headed for the door. As Gordon's credit 

card was being electronieally scanned, he surveyed the ladies' table 

once more. He recognized one of them, a widow, blonde, and who would 

ever think her a grandmother? Her husband had died two years before 

of an aneurysm. They knew someone who knew Gordon, and so he had 

done the funeral and the grief work. She noticed him so he went over. 

"Ray! Nice to see you. You ladies have a good round?" 

"Hi, Gordon. Everyone, this is Gordon Ramsay, m y  minister. 

God, 1 dont know what I would have done without you, Gordon." 

Gordon smiled uncomfortably. 

"How are you, Gordon? Still at the same church?" 

"StilI at St. Thomas. So how are things g o h g  for you, Ray?" 

"It's still rough, you know, Gordon." Kay sipped her beer. "At 

least 1 have good fiiends, and I'm starting to do more things. The girls 
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took me to see the Chippendale dancers last Friday night. It was fun to 

hoot and holler. Pretty nice hunks ho!" 

Gordon grinned. "Sounds like you're getting an appetite for life 

agaln." He wondered what it would be like to have Kay tuck a ten 

dollar bill into his briefs. She sure looked marvellous in her tight-fitting 

white tee shirt. T o u  must be getting to the course often. It looks like 

you're working on a good tan." 

"No. Hot, sunny days 1 just like to lie out in my backyard in m y  

bikini. They Say it's not good for you. 1 guess I've dways been a sun 

person." 

Gordon was about to suggest a pastoral visit. Then he shook his 

head, catching himself. "Ramsay, what are you doing?" 

"Something wrong?" she wondered. 

"Yeah, my golf game," he lied. "More tirne on the driving range. 

That's the answer. Well, nice to see you, eh. Take care." 

"Sure, Gordon, you take care too." 



TUESDAY 

The doughnut shop was filled to capacity: police on their break, 

junior high kids skipping class, bearded men in black leather caps and 

jackets commenting on the sunshine girl in the paper. The guys were 

on their break from group sermon prep. Jim lit a cigarette. Gordon 

wore his serious look. 

Andy distributed the goodies. "One coffee, cream and sugar with 

Cniller; one black with Bismark; one coffee, cream only with Blueberry; 

and for Chris, apple juice, unsweetened, no preçematives, not from 

Chile, South Africa or California." 

"Gimme a break, Andy. Just because 1 take justice issues 

seriously." 

"Hey, in this job you gotta have a little humour." 

Chris stroked his unkempt beard. "Yeah, well 1 think a little 

integrity iç what's really needed. Too many clergy have no clarity about 

their role. 

ineffective 

Their only agenda is to maintain their power in an 

organization." 
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Gordon intervened. "You know, 1 wonder if the issue is that we 

don't really live. Other people get married, have babies, go through 

tragedy and die. We hang around and underline these significant 

moments. We do ritud or sit and listen." 

Jim gazed out the window to the t r a c  on the street. "Yeah. We 

know how t o  listen, and that's a powerN grR. Everyone out there is 

alone, and we're the people they turn to." 

Andy nodded. "Sure, we can be counted on to hear. And after 

you've vented, you just  leave, and there's no bill and no sense of failure, 

because there never were any expectations." 

"But like Chris says," Gordon continued, "are we effective at 

counselling, our motions against polluting pulp mills?" 

Jim blew a smoke ring. Gordon reminisced. "1 remember 

summer camp. We had dl kinds of adventures, going on canoe trips 

across the lake or up to the monastery. We hiked the Long Trail up Jay 

Peak and then slogged through rain to the Vermont Quebec border. We 
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al1 unzipped our flies and peed nom Canada to the US. W e  were more 

effective than international borders. Now we Wear gowns, and other 

men think of us as women." 

Chris shook his head. "1 guess 1 have questions about your use of 

dichotomies such as male and fernale. It's always dangerous when we 

make too much of differences. Why c d t  w e  just be people? Aren't we 

supposed to look forward to the day when there shall be neither male 

nor female, neither slave nor free, neither lay nor clergy?" 

"Dont you dare take away m y  job!" Jim exhaled a smoky 

exclamation mark. "At least give me fiReen years until I retire." Then 

he changed the subject. "Look, Gordie, why dont you corne with us to 

Kananaskis on the seventeenth. It's just two days. We'll play some golf 

and climb the Three Isle Lake Trail to the Continental Divide. See if 

your board won't give you the extra day off." 



FRXDAY 

Gordon wanted to show John that he was taking responsibility for 

his own growth, being f i m  and so forth. He began to speak as soon as 

they were seated. "I'd like to tell you this dream 1 had last night. 1 was 

paddling the canoe up this river in a ravine. 1 was with a young woman 

and a small boy. 1 can't associate them with anyone I know. Anyway, I 

could see this awful whirling cloud, well, a tomado, corning up the 

ravine towards us. We beached the canoe and raced up the hi11 to this 

rock. It was like around Georgian Bay where there's lots of uncovered 

bedrock. Anyway, the storm was right there, and I'm not sure what 

happened next. It's like there were two endings. The woman found a 

cleft in the rock and she put her body over the boy and I put mine over 

hers, and the storm passed. But then the other ending. Conan 

appeared from out of nowhere. This w h o r  pulled me off the boy. 1 

dont know where the woman had gone. Anyway, Conan yelled out, 

'The boy must face the storm! The boy m u t  die!'" 
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John let the drearn settle for a moment. "So what sigdïcance do 

you see for Gordon in this dream?" 

"Well, 1 think both the Iittle boy and the w b o r  are parts of 

myself. They seem to be at odds, opposites dmost. 1 don't h o w  if they 

can CO-exist. My feeling about the boy is that 1 wanted to take care of 

hirn, be his dad. The Conan character seemed cartoonish. I thought it 

was interesthg that the feminine character h e w  what to do, to take 

shelter in the cleft. But when the warrior energy cornes, there's no 

relationship to the feminine, and the drearn ego gets dominated. Well, 

forget the intellectual Ianguage. I get dominated." 

Tou mean you go unconscious." 

"Can you Say what you mean by that." 

T o u  lose awareness. Your instincts have you." 

"Yeah. I become a cloud or a storm of energy, but there's no 

creativity, no relationship." 

T o u  keep corning back to that, and you're right. It's easier to be 



lazy, not to think or second guess, but just go with the flow." 

"Your dream began with that really nice image of going with the 

flow. Maybe it was a more conscious going with the flow. Who was 

steering the canoe?" 

"1 was. The woman was in the bow, the boy in the middle." 

"But then the storm came." 

'Yeah, and I wonder if the woman's answer wasn't the one to go 

with, but Conan is the one I end up going with." 

"So you have warrior energy, but unreal. Cartoonish was your 

word." 

"1 suppose that means I'm not connected with the energy." 

"Not conscious with the energy." 

SUNDAY 

Things got off to a poor start Sunday moming when Gordon 

mentioned his upcoming trip to his wife. Hoping to sneak it by Laura, 

he broached the subject afhr bringing her coffee. It didn't work. A 
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lawyer by trade, Laura was well practised in presenting her own case 

and finding holes in her opponent's. Her petite blonde features usually 

fooled those who did not h o w  her. She stretched in her yellow flanne1 

pyjamas, then carefdly folded the newspaper she was reading and 

placed i t  on the kitchen table. Y don't understand why you have t o  nui 

off to  Kananaskis to be with a group of men. 1s this al1 because you've 

read Tin Jim, or whatever the book is called?" 

Later, as they drove to church, she pointed out the unfairness of 

their relationship. "1 think I've done m y  bit, Gordon. I've been pretty 

visible around the church. 1 guess 1 want you to be a bit more visible at 

home," 

They stopped at a light, and Gordon tumed to Laura. "1 really 

want to go on this trip." 

"Yeah, yeah, so go. Just don't expect sympathy fkom me if you 

break a leg or somethmg." 

Jus t  then a car horn sounded. The light had changed. Gordon's 

mood wasn't helped when they arrived at St. Thomas and he noticed, 



once again, that his predecessor's name still graced the parking 

resemed sign. He decided it was time, past time, to get the Board to 

change it. 

At eleven o'clock the choir members filed into the loft singing 

Bunyan's words. "No lion can him fright, hetll with a giant fight, but he 

will have the right to be a pilgrim." Gordon ascended the chancel 

steps, picking up his gown so as not to trip. The Sunday School 

children seated in front dutifully bowed the* heads for the opening 

prayer, then nished to the chancel steps to sit beside Gordon and hear 

his story. He had brought a colourful kite, a souvenir fiom Hawaii. 

They loved the explosions of red, orange and yellow on Gordon's 

kite. Puzzled looks greeted his association of the kite with the fiee 

blowing Spirit. "Mister God," announced one young lad who had been 

hopping up and down the steps, "1 don't need a kite. My mom says I'm 

flyin' al1 the time." 

It took Gordon a second to join in the laughter. He recognized his 

own holding pattern, endless circles, waiting for the air trafic 



controller. The boy helped him to land. Both boys put arms around 

each other, 

That evening Gordon was cdled to the hospital. The elevator 

doors opened on the ground Roor and a crowd of people disembarked. 

At the nearby information desk an Asian woman in Islamic apparel 

inforrned Gordon that visiting hours were mer. He fiunbled in his 

pocket and produced a community clergy identification badge. "Yes, I 

lmow visiting hours are over. The PICU stephoned me about an 

emergency. Can you give me directions?" 

A minute later Gordon walked down the fourth floor hallway, his 

stomach tightening as he approached the door to the paediatric 

intensive care unit. The nurse at the desk ushered him into the room. 

A crew of women and men in white were moving &ciently, 

disconnecting the oxygen mask and other tubes fYom the baby in the 

crib. Sadness stung as he saw the little girl. She wore a white outnt 

with pink polka dots, the sort of clothes parents choose to announce 

that this is a girl rather than a gender neutrd baby. One of the nurses 
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lifted the unconscious child and gave her to her mother. Her husband 

spoke. "Thanks for coming, Gordon. The doctor says she's got 

meningitis, and there's nothing more they can do for her." He winced 

as the tears came. "It's so goddamned unfair. Rebeccd I'm sorry. Sm 

just so very sorry." 

Gordon put his hand on the young father's shoulder. Two years 

earlier he had officiated at this couple's wedding and over the winter he 

had played squash several times with Gary. Gordon liked these people, 

and he wanted to be helpful in this situation. He made a mental note to 

guard against being too intrusive. 

Gary broke the silence. "Gordon, we would like you to baptize 

Rebecca. At Ieast she'll have that when she goes to heaven." Gary 

began to cry once more as the minister turned to one of the nurses and 

asked for a basin of warm water. 

Gordon was grateful for the traditional words in his service book. 

"Blessed are YOU, our God, d e r  of the universe, maker of heaven and 

earth, keeper of sw and sea." He dipped his hand in the metallic bowl 
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and wet the child's forehead. "Rebecca Joy, 1 baptize you in the name of 

the Father, and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. Receive the 

sign of the cross." 

This Iast phrase felt redundant. This is the cross right here, 

thought Gordon. "Let us pray. Eternal God, see the pain of Gary and 

Wendy. Rnow that  they love their child very much. Hear our anger, 

our wanting to know an answer. Be with us in the coming days as we 

grieve for Rebecca. Help us to trust that you will receive her into your 

care. In Jesus' name we pray. Amen." 

Gordon gazed at the girl, so fragile wi th  her hands curled up into 

tiny fists. Her eyes were closed, and her breathing laboured. How is it 

that with al1 the modern equipment in this room this little girl will die? 

The colour of her skin had darkened. Gary was sitting with his arm 

around Wendy as she held the dying child. "Gordon, 1 think we would 

like to be alone now." 

Gordon nodded. "If 1 can be of any help, please give me a call." 

On the drive home, he detoured into an empty grocery store parking lot, 



closed the car windows, and yelled fiom the h o t  in his gut. 

"8 !!" 

FRIDAY 

"Hi, Gordon! How did shrinking go today?" Laura was sharp. 

She laiew that his therapy time was hiday mornings. 

"It went OR. 1'11 put m y  briefcase in the office and tell you al1 

about it. S h d  1 open some beers?" 

Laura felt Gordon's stomach. "Maybe orange juice and soda. 1 

hope you guys lose some weight on your Steel Sam expedition to 

Kananaskis." 

"Laura, the book is Iron John." 

She gave him a nice ta see ya kiss. Yeah,  so long as you're m y  

Tin Jim. What do you notice?" 

"You cleaned the kitchen." 

"What else?" 

T o u  got flowers." 
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"Yeah, well 1 felt like flowers. 1 mean you're very good and d l  at 

getting me flowers for o u  anniversary and for my birthday, but 

sometimes I just like to feel a Iittle ferninine. Can you understand 

that?" 

"Sure." Gordon wondered if he really did understand it as he 

hung up his windbreaker and threw the car keys into the catch-al1 

basket. It made sense. "Sometirnes I like to feel masculine." 

She watched him pouring the drinks. "So, what did you and John 

talk about today? Will your therapy be over soon?" 

" W e  talked about my need to connect with Logos." 

"Logos? 1s that some manly thing?" 

Gordon choked on his orange juice. "No, itk a Gordon Ramsay 

thing. 1 suppose it's logic and discipline and being proactive. But it also 

has to do with finding m y  values, and expressing them in words and in 

actions, and standing for something." 

"Well, that's neat," said Laura. "How do you know this Logos 

s t u f f  is what you have to get into?" 



"It was in my drearn." 

"1 should have known. Tel1 me, did Tin Jim appear in your 

dream, and say in a deep voice, 'Go, young man, and find Logos.'" 

"No, but Chris was in m y  dream. I was grunting with my old 

football teammates from college in this underground tavern, but the 

yolks of the fned eggs they served were too rich, so I left and found 

myself standing with Chris at the front of Old Vic, in Toronto, lookmg 

at the  motto chiselled in the stone." 

"Ah, the truth shall make you free. But I thought you and Chris 

didn't get dong  so well." 

"We don't. But 1'11 Say this for Chris, he h o w s  what  he believes, 

he expresses it well, and he lives it consistently. You know, he 

continues to golf with us. It started as a should. He figured he should 

connect with colleagues. He should meet his recreational needs. Maybe 

now he's having fun." 



Laura thought for a moment. "You know, 1 reiate to should's, 

Gordon. Maybe you should too. For instance, sorneone should paint the 

garage door." 

Gordon looked at his watch. "Actually, someone should light the 

barbecue." 

"Or is it time to open the wine. You do that so well. Opening 

wine must be a Steel Sam thmg." 

MONDAY 

The guys stood on the eighteenth green at the Mount Lorette 

course. Andy crouched down behind his bd1, then got up and walked 

behind the pin. The putt should break just slightly toward the river. 

Everyone was hushed. Andy addressed the bail, scoped out a spot 

halfway to the pin, then concentrated on the dimpled white sphere at 

his feet. A cackling magpie divebombed the green. Andy kept his 

composure and sank the putt. Gesturing with his putter to the bird 

now on a branch, he swivelled his hips in a celebrative twist. Gordon 
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gazed up at the snow outlining layers of rnounhin rock and shuddered. 

While relaxing on the clubhouse veranda, Chris spotted a herd of 

mountain goats halfnray up Mt. Lorette, so they passed around the 

binoculars. Gordon was the last to get a look and he took his time 

scanning the rocks and trees. 

"See any other wildlife?" asked Jim. 

Gordon shook his head and handed the glasses back t o  Chris. 

"Weil, gentlemen, time to go set up the tents. Or do we sleep under the 

stars?" 

The sun had disappeared behind the mountallis. A fie in the pit 

held back cool evening air and sent sparks heavenward. The glow 

illuminated the orange pup-tents and surrounding spmce. Jim sat at 

the picnic table reading Newsweek by the light of a Coleman lantem. 

Chris p e m e d  the national park's pamphlet T o u  Are In Bear Country." 

At the woodpile nearby, Gordon raised his axe, swung it down, and 

overshot the log, catching only the far side with the head. A wave of 

resistance passed up through the shaft into his arms. After jerkhg the 
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head of the axe out and raiskg it again, he cleanly cut the log in two. 

Wolf howls echoed off the mountains. Andy squeezed his tin of beer and 

howled a reply. 

In his dream that night Gardon teed up a golf bal1 and then 

discovered that he was standing in a creek, and the bal1 on the bank 

was at shoulder height. So he teed up again and again. Every time, he 

found himself with an awkward stance. 

TUESDAY 

Having finished their breakfast of pancakes and instant coffee, 

the guys loaded day packs into the van and drove to the trail head. The 

gradua1 ascent over the first couple of kilometres proved deceptive. 

After three hours of steep climbing, much of it through unçhaded scree 

left over fkom rock slides, the guys were overheated and ready for a 

break. Bear bells jingled as everyone dropped their packs. The canteen 

was passed around. Jim rolled a cigarette while Andy found some 

sandwiches. Chris inviteci Gordon to explore. 
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They followed the sound of cascading water through the forest 

and found the falls. A wire suspension bndge traversed the stream just 

below the torrent. Gordon was relieved to reach the other side where a 

wooden staircase went up the rock wall. Spray fiom the falls made the 

wood slick so they climbed the canyon carefully. At the top, the main 

trail continued across another rock slide. Chris and Gord took a less 

developed path which followed the stream through immature larch, 

then opened up into a large clearing. They sat down on a rock and 

began munching sandwiches. The bear emerged fkom the forest at the 

clearing's edge. 

They heard the groan rumbling deep in her throat eighty yards 

away. The bear was on al1 fours, hesitating, sniffing the air. She was 

big, black and shiny. 

"Don't move a muscle," whispered Chris. "Hopefully she'll just 

head off. 1 don't see any cubs around." 

Gordon marvelled that such a creature survives. This wilderness 

is her Olympus. She knows the rocks and caves, the creeks and the 



berry patches. Everywhere else humans are in charge, but here she 

reigns supreme. This is real. This is wild. 

Excitement becarne terror when the bear moved slowly towards 

them. A mantra took form in Gordon's head. "I'm gonna die. I'm gonna 

die. I'm as good as dead." At thirty yards she paused. Gordon could 

make out brown splotches on her snout. Rising on her hind legs, she 

stood over six feet tall. She opened her enormous jaws and showed her 

teeth. The bear shook her mighty head and she roared out her rage. 

Gordon whimpered like a child. The rocks appeared sharp 

enough to eut, the larch trees gnarled and menacing. His throat was in 

his stomach. He would have pleaded out loud, but instinct told him to 

stay as quiet as possible. "1s this the last scene that I will remember?" 

His weight was on his back foot prepared to run into the icy water if the 

bear shodd charge. Would it do any good? Facing his judge, Gordon 

made his silent confession. "1 haven't done a damn thing that's 

worthwhile. God, help me this one time. Please dont let me die here 

by the rocks and river." 



Scenes fiashed: dancing with Sue, watering the tomatoes with 

Laura, three hands laid on his head at ordination. At the bottom of the 

vision, there was E'red, the chaplain at camp. T o u  taught us the Lord's 

prayer in Wabanaki fkom a birch bark scroll, and lead us up the Devil's 

Staircase trail to the top of Owl's Head Mountain. When we got there, 

you played 'The Happy Wanderer' on your mouth organ. So it wasn't a 

conquest, just a happy adventure. ked, 1 wanted to be like you, not 

this tyrant weakling. 1 don't want to die. There's still work to do." 

The bear hadn't charged. She was back on all fours, sniffing, 

waiting. Gordon could see her eyes. Chris, stooped beside him, took his 

arm and pulled him slowly back. F'rigid water poured into his boots. 

The bear groaned, then turned and ambled away. 

Minutes later Andy and Jim came into the clearing to find their 

fkiends crying, hugging each other and mumbling expletives of relief. 

Then Gordon turned to Jim and roared madly. He roared from deep in 

his stomach. He roared until it brought tears, then sank to the ground 

laughing hysterically. 



"Look's like Gordon's corne unglued," Andy said. 

"Maybe just unstuck," countered Jim with a grin. 

%y mid aRernoon they had followed their trail to a ridge over 

Three Isle Lake where a small concrete obelisk marked the Continental 

Divide. Beyond were other mountains, other forests, other valleys. 

Gordon breathed in moist air and felt the ocean in his lungs. They dl 

joined in a roar and group hug. Gordon opened the canteen. "To the 

bear!" 

THURSDAY 

Gordon set the coffee maker on the table and plugged in the cord, 

then pulled chairs fkom the stacks and set them up in a circle. He was 

loolung around the parlour for unwashed cups and discarded bulletins 

when he heard the main doors open. He shouted a hello. 

"It's me!" A moment later Sue Schlemko sauntered in and 

dropped her knapsack. Gordon had arranged to connect with her prior 

to the meeting of the Action On The Environment Cornmittee. 
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He gestured to a chair and they both sat down. "Thanks for 

coming, Sue. 1 wanted to apologize for my behaviour that night." 

"OK, apology accepted. Maybe I wasn't too smart either. It's 

something 1 have to work out. But when you kissed me, I was really 

shocked. Jeez, Gordon, we were just having fun. You men take it aIl 

too seriously." 

Teah, I got dl caught up in my fmtasy. 1 didn't give you a 

chance to say - hey this is a mistake." 

"You're probably angry with me for talking to Jim. 1 just thought 

he could handle it, you know, wisely, and tdk  to you." 

"Look, 1 appreciate how you handled it. I've gotten some help, 

made some changes, and 1 think 1'11 work at being a better husband to 

Laura." 

"Well, Gordon, I'm glad we had this chat. It took guts to call me, 

and I feel OR." 
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They shook hands, then Sue reached into her sack and pulled out 

pamphlets to lay out on the display table. Gordon set off in search of 

coffeemate. 

SA'I'URDAY 

Gordon kept the bacon warm in the oven, buttered the toast, 

flipped the eggs, poured two mugs of coffee, put two more slices in the 

toaster, poured ketchup on the toast and half and half in the coffee. 

"Breakfast is ready!" 

Laura appeared in dark blue teny cloth. "1 love Saturday 

mornings, reading the paper, being served. Can't be beat. What's on 

for today?" 

"Well, 1 have a wedding." 

"You couldn't dissuade them?" 

"Hey, the church needs the bucks. Anyway, being married ain't 

so bad." 

"Youll never get a better position using words like 'ain't'?" 



Gordon gave her a hug. "1 can't imagine a better position than 

this." They sat down to eat. "You h o w ,  Laura, I'm trying to make 

some changes." 

"1 can see that, Gordon. I guess we're dl growing up. Of course, 

you still have some little boy in you." 

"Hey, there's nothing wrong with boyish. 1 just don't want boyish 

to be my only option in every situation." 

"What do you want, Gordon?" 

"1 want to enjoy what I have and build on it, my relationçhip with 

you, my profession, my fkiendships." 

Laura pondered this for a moment, then put her hand on his. 

"Are you going to be happy growing old with me?" 

Gordon smiled. "Happiness is a ta11 order. But yeah, Il1 grow old 

with you, Laura." 

She came into his arms and they hugged, and cried. 

Later Gordon crossed the avenue on the way to the office. He was 

aware of taking his time. Lilac bushes and fieshly cut lawns treated 
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eyes and nose. The Dobermans erupted, demonstrating the* energy. 

Gordon nodded his agreement. 

Unlocking the church door, he left the busy street for the coziness 

of smctuary. He glanced over empty pews to the bannered lectems and 

table - green for "ordinary" time. What's ordinary about it? In minutes 

cars would be pulling in to the parking lot with ushers, groomsmen and 

guests. The pews would fill. The organist would play preludes and the 

moms would light candles. Gordon's mind jurnped ahead. Every bride 

iç beautiful, but grooms look a little lost. "And so they should," thought 

Gordon. The phone was ringing as he climbed the s u s  to his office. 

He had forgotten to tuni on the answering machine. Listening to the 

pleasant voice, he smiled. 

"No thanks, Rhonda. 1 don't want the Edmonton Christian 

News." 



Ordinary Time: 

Celebrating encounter and growth in short fiction 

Dissertation 



INTRODUCTION 

The title of this Project/Dissatation is "Ordinary Time: Celebrating 

encornter and growth in short fiction." ûrdinaq time refers to those parts of the 

church year between Epiphany and Lent, and between Trinity Suaday and the first 

Sunday of Advent. ûrdinary t h e ,  the tirne outside of holy seasons and the 

seasons of preparation, comprises most of the year. This t h e  does not debrate 

any significant revelation of God. Nevertheless green., the liturgical colour of the 

season, suggests the theme of growth. AU the stories in this collection are set in 

Ordinary Tirne. 

The specific events in this collection of short stones are an mwanted 

sexual advance, the downsizing of a corporation, the sorting out of conflict and 

connectedness in a famiy, the theft of a religious artifact on an island coping with 

tourism, a ternporary relationship between two people at different stages of Me 

and an encounter between a minister and a woman d e r i n g  fiom mental 

disturbance. The circumstances which I have addressed throughout this work of 

creative writing are the unsettling events of lifk which invite individuals and 

communities to consider issues of identity, autonomy and effecbveness. 
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Nolana helps Oz to reflect on who he is, where he has been, and in what 

sense life is sti l l  rneanhgfut for him. In "Duffers", Chris cnticizes clergy in 

general for holding on to institutional power without exacising personal power 

in effective rninisûy. Dave discovas identity as he becomes a more effective 

father to Amber, and discovers autonomy as he sorts out his relationship with his 

father. Pete experiences autonomy while he m s ,  and the t h e  he spends in 

reflection helps him to respond as creatively as possible in the corporate dture 

where he works. The people of Betses are chdenged by the tourist industry to 

take control of their friture and maintain their identity. Yianni takes responsibility 

for how his own need to be effective gets expressed, and his sense of identity 

becomes more rooted in his relationship to the island, its people and its story. 

Rather than depicting any heroic attahment of these values of identity, 

autonorny and effectiveness, the characters in these stories get stuck in their 

developmenf smggle to enjoy intimacy, enwunter th& shadows and grapple 

with the feeling hction. These four themes suggested themselves as 1 analysed 

the stories, and so they will be discussed in a chapter of this dissertation. At this 

point I will introduce the themes with brief explanations. 
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Stuckness suggests a lack of fieedom, an expaienced l o s  of the potential 

for transformation. One is stuck in a pattern of bebaviour, wiwitht h d i n g  the 

necessary distance h m  which to recognUe the pattern and consider alternatives. 

Intima- has to do with the quality of relationship one has with an other. 1 

understand intima7 as a receptivity towards the other as other, a listening to the 

other with empathy and imagination. The shadow of one's personal unconscious 

contains those traits which one's ego rejects and tends to project ont0 others. In 

choosing to value and consciously express partidar traits and functions, one 

leaves one's own undervalued characteristics in a shadow which is often quite 

evident to others, but dimly perceived by oneself. Feeling is the fùnction 

whereby one assigns subjective value to whatever one perceives. Although 

feeling is a function of consciousness, William Willeford believes that "the 

direction and objects of one's truest interest are largely detexminecl by 

unconscious psychic contents" (247). Feeling dierefore requires an openness on 

the part of the ego to the promptuigs of the Self, undastood by Jungians as the 

regulating centre of the whole personality including the unconscious. 

Inter-personai events are also inûa-psychic wents. Persons reflect on their 

encounters, wonder about their experience, clan@ theû values, and nsk new ways 

of being and relating. The context for experience, reflection and integration cm 

be quite everyday: family life, work, relationships with fiiends. Something 
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significant, sometimes painhi, happens in a person's life, which upsets the regular 

routine and demands reflection and adaptation. In order to summon human 

interest a short story needs this human dynami,~, of characters challenged by an 

event in their lives to stretch their identities and to express previously hidden 

qualities. 

h Jungian ternis this joumey is cded  individuation; and in several of the 

stories this process involves a character separahg fiom too close an identification 

with the persona, the role of minister or the collective image of a cowboy. Even 

where a character reaches an accommodation with collective expectations, he or 

she arrives at that place in an individual way. In theologicd terms, one calls this 

development sanctification; but the rninister in "Thinkin' 'Bout the Devil" needs to 

encounter his shadow side and let go of his need to please. In several stories the 

main character matures, but the maturing process in "Amber Dawn" is seen 

through the eyes of a teenaged girl who is mature beyond her years. Maturing 

involves, among other issues, developing a relationship with children. 

Relationships between the genders present particular challenges, and in "DufEers" 

the character retreats for a time into a same gender group of £iiends. Several of 

the characters are clergy. Other characters represent the variety of people with 

whom the church ministers. 
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AU the characters are seeking the courage to confiont the power of  non- 

being, responding to their experience of tragedy, finitude and estrangement fiom 

their essential being. They wrestle with their own demons: pride, sloth, l u t  and 

rage. Rather than conquering their instincts and d e t i e s ,  the best that even saints 

can hope for is to relate to their dynamics consciousIy, to achieve some 

transformation of instinct, and to take responsibdity for how they express their 

dynamics in life. 

Creative fiction, as a work of the &ter's imagination, also gives 

expression to the circumstance of the writer's inner life. Fictional characters 

either are, or soon become, images of my psyche. Passionate Greek characters 

help me to celebrate life. Young female characters guide me into a reflective 

attitude. Shadowy characters bring me into relationship with my shadow. In the 

other direction, places where 1 have been and experiences fiom my own life are 

brought into rny fiction; and they are made more meaningful for me through their 

inclusion in the creative process. Changes in content and style of writing fiom 

story to stoiy reveal a psychoiogical journey, as well as a development as  a writer. 

The topic of a clergy person's individuation will be of interest to the 

church. The personality of the ordaed rninistex is, for better or worse, a crucial 

factor in the life and ministry of a congregation. In OUT the,  the fhctioning of 

minister and congregation is guided less by broad cultural expectations of the 
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institution and its inner and extemal relationships, and more by the partidar 

individuals, wents and contexts which are involved. One cannot unconsciously 

adopt the persona of minister and drift with the flow of ministerial life and then 

expect to respond creatively to the variety of crises one encounters. 

The individuation of Iay people is every bit as much a concem for the 

church, especially in an era where the chinch has fden fiom its privileged 

position within culture and has given up the role of giving legitimacy to culture. 

The church presently seeks dialogue with dture,  in order to understand the 

m e n t  human situation and in order to offer a meaningful vision of how this 

situation cm be redeerned and transformed. To be in dialogue with others, 

transforming and open to transformation, Christian people need to bring a 

perspective that is new and genuine, grounded in experience and inforrned by 

faith. The church's witness will enable the culture to further express such values 

as hope and compassion when our witness is seen to be, not necessarily unifom, 

but authentic, and therefore consciously owned and lived by those who identiQ 

themselves as Christians. 

The stories take place in locations where the church is present: urban, 

suburban and m a l  Alberta and Greece. Church is a part of culture, at a Venture 

father and son sup?ex in Milk Riva, in a new building in Spmce Grove, on a 

petition against pollution in Northem Alberta rivers, with a procession through the 



streets of Tinos, Greece. I see the church as being in continual dialogue with 

culture, and the boundary between the two is penneable rather than rigid. The 

situations of the characters are the life experiences of those sitting in the pews and 

standing in the pulpit, sorting out identity and how one lives as man or woman, 

coping with downsizing and one's own complicity in it, staying human in the 

business world, forgiving parents and blessing children. The church is too often 

expected to proclaim heroic ideals discomected fiom actual expenence, rather 

than to allow the word to become flesh. One challenge facing the church's 

ministry is to listen to the human story, to enter into the human stoxy and d e r  

with that story before proclaiming any "Mctory". This work of art is a collection 

of six short stoxies varying in length, in geographical setting and in point of view. 

These stories have been critiqued and revised several times. The major 

goals of revision have been to provide a consistent point of view, to draw 

characters more clearly, and to fashion the plot so that it weaves together the 

scenes and brings them to a believable conciusion. Not everythuig is resolved in 

these stories. Justice doesn't necessarily triumph; but the characters endure, 

chasteneci, ailightened, reconciled, made more flexible, sometimes by developing 

the option of fiminess. I have revised my stories to make them less a sermonizing 

in fiction and more open-ended. 1 include fiutha description of the work of 
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revising fiction in the chapter of this dissertation entitied, ''The Workshopping 

Process. " 

These stories are recognizable as short stories in so far as they desaibe an 

event in the iife of one main character which changes the character in some way. 

Seztions of exposition, nanative, scenes and half scenes establish the chafacters 

and move the plot foniard. 1 have med to fashion stories which are m e n t  and 

redistic rather than fantasy or science fiction. Characters can be exceptional, but 

dso need to be believable. 

As a reader of fiction, 1 have appreciated the novels of British writers, 

David Lodge and Susan Howatch. The former describes with humour and 

empathy the lives of contemporary professionals especially as they move between 

academia and the worlds of work and relationship, fiom a realm where they are in 

control to a reah  where they are vulnerable and permeable. In Lodge's Paradise 

News the main character i s  a British theologian who ends up in Hawaii, a paradise 

of the senses. Greece was a similar experience for me, and so it was important 

that 1 write one story about Greece, a story in which a northemer encounters a 

different culture and discovers the values of being and rehionship as opposed to 

the values of doing and accomplishment. The story's main character? a Greek 

man who had studied business in England, tries to balance the need to develop an 

idand's economic potential in the toUnsm industry with the need to preserve the 
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charming characteristics that make the island unique. Yianni experiences tension 

in his relationships, but also cornes to appreciate the value of relationship. Celia, 

the idealistic Englishwoman, l ems  to celebrate life as well as dculating her 

critique of socieîy. 

In his book about writing, The Art of Fiction, Lodge notes the importance 

of character in fiction; and he contrasts the descriptive and fuli manner in which 

characten were introduced in works written before the tum of the century with the 

gradual way in which facts about characters are revealed in modem fiction (1992, 

67-68). 1 never begin with a structured plof but rather with characters who live 

and interact. A plot begins to emerge fiom their interaction. Zn "Oz Animated", a 

good deal of background about Oz surfaces in his initial meeting with Nolana 

The character of Dave, in "Arnber Dawn", is Wed in throughout the story. The 

reason for his break-up with Deb and his history of tension with his father are 

only desaibed as he encounters these persons in the present and as Arnber seeks 

to understand her father. 

In her series of novels about the Church of England, Ms. Howatch paints a 

realistic portrait of male clergy caught by Mation but helped by spintual 

direction through deflation and traasfonnation. The diversity and tensions within 

the Church of England dong with changing social attitudes about issues such as 

s e d t y  fom the backdrop for her novels. In "Duffers" and "Thinkin' 'Bout the 
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Devil" I present male clergy whose encounters with extemal people and aeatures 

are accompanied by encounters with b e r  archetypal characters. The wnneztion 

between the spiritual direction in Susan Howatch's stories and the pictrne of 

Jungian therapy in "Duffers" is suggested by Car1 Jung, himself, who entitled the 

closing chapter to his book, Modern Man in Search of a Soul, "Psychotherapists 

or Clergy" (1 933,22 1-244). Jung criticized Adlerian and Freudian theory, for 

ignoring not only " spiritual stagnation", but also " fictional and imaginative 

processes", as factors leading to mental Mering or to mental health (1 933, 225). 

Gordon, the character in "Duffen", and a l l  of us suffer when fantasies are 

literalised and the sources of imagination are neglected. 

As a reader 1 enjoy the complexity of Umberto Eco, but a short story needs 

to begin close to the action and not stray too far fiom it. Neither Lodge nor 

Howatch demands too much of the reader. I attempt to write in a fie& and easy 

style, similar to theirs. In revision 1 have hied to bring action closer to the 

beginning of each story. "Duffers" begins with Gordon's sexual advance upon 

Sue, and even though actions critical to the plot occur later on, these events 

continue Gordon's joumey toward consciousness which began when Jim 

confkonted him about his boundary violation with Sue. I foIiow Natalie 

Goldberg's advice in Writinn - Down The Bones by valuing my first thoughts and 

keeping the pen moving, saving editing for later (8). 1 see a scene in my mind 
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and then d e s d e  it as economically and as vividly as 1 can, trying to draw the 

reader into the place without losing the plot. This bit of wisdom was offered in a 

writing workshop. If the writer is using an adverb, he or she has probably not 

found the right verb. 

Over a four year penod, 1 attendeci three Progoff Intensive Joumalling 

workshops, recorded dreams, entrance meditations, and active imagination 

dialogues in a journal, and received Jungian therapy. This process helped me to 

write words that were at the same time true and imaginative. b e r  characters 

were experienced with al l  their energy and allowed to speak. Even though 

creative fiction involves settings, plots and a certain distance fiom my irnmediate 

personal dynamics, the fictional characters are always parts of rny self, and an 

extension of this earlier work of imaginative joumalling. The work with dreams 

and active imagination in therapy taught me to be with my characters and to give 

them my attention. 

It is a general principle that writers should mite what they know. My own 

experience of therapy, church cornmittees, golf, marriage and country tavems was 

useful in "Mers".  In prepdon  for Wfiting "Petets Run", 1 interviewed a 

neighbour who works for AGT. "Amber Dam" began with an exercise of 

descxibing a character whom 1 met, but did not know. 1 had r e c d y  golfed with a 

group of young men in VeRnilion, some of whom were visiting before returning 
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to NAIT or to work in the city. One fellow, a bit louder than the others, was the 

mernber of the gang who stayed in Vermilion. There is value in considering such 

a person in order to develop a fictional character. Not knowing this person well, 1 

could describe him using my fïrst impressions, fill in the fictional character with 

information fiom my imagination, and picture him approaching his ex-wife's 

trailer in Milk River. 

A trip to Greece over a decade ago brought to the Surface my appreciation 

for adventure and perception through the senses. 1 needed to spread out photos 

nom that mp and *te a story, to touch that experience again and see it in a 

different way. "Thinkin' 'Bout The Devil" began with a pastoral incident. 

Nolana, the fernale character in "Oz Animated", is a blend of anima images in m y  

drearns and experience. Here in the dissertation I am still writing about areas in 

which 1 have some knowledge and much interest. Some might suggest that 

disciplines such a s  psychology and theology present rival analyses of life. 1 am 

taking a plusalistic approach, allowing the disciplines and their images, theones 

and stories to rem& in dialogue with each other, with my stories and with my 

own story. AU these stones have to do with growth and development. 

Paul Tillich describes the dynamic character of being which "implies the 

tendency of everythg to tracend itself and to mate new forms" (1 : 18 1). In 

the human situation of estrangement fkom our essentid being and estrangement 
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fiom Goci, our dynamics are ofien "distorted into a f odes s  urge for self- 

transcendence" (Tillich 2: 64). Constructive growth only happens because of 

God's grace and the will of persons to work at it through action and reflection. 

The disciples of Jesus witnessed significant events, but they required time to 

digest and synthesize what they had heard and seen. Through the time of Jesus' 

minisûy, Peter matured and becarne the fimi foundational rock irnplied by his 

name. 

There is, on the other hanci, a sort of uncontrolled growth which Tillich 

described in his theology as a f o d e s s  urge (2: 64). Processes and developments 

of this kind can be destructive: pride, unrelated fantasy, the baobab tree which 

takes over the Little Prince's asteroid, the belching pulp rnills, networks of 

abandoned pipelines, tourism gone amok, the tower of Babel which proves 

offensive to God, the thousands of rams and ten thousand rivers of oil which are 

offered to God in place of simple justice and kindness. 

The characters of these stories need to make judgernents about which types 

of growth are redemptive. Yianni and his neighbours had to make decisions 

about the growth of tourism. Y i 6  decided to grow in flexibility, to l e m  to 

see values other than the value of ecanomic growth. Pete expenenced the non- 

redemptive pruning of bis staff, and he had to grow in his ability to respond to 

and absorb this tragedy. 



The ideals of western religion have littie patience with stuckness in 

ambiguous situations. The Hebrew prophets looked to a horizon of promise and 

transformation. At the same time, one of the factors contributing to religious 

feeling is the hurnan need for security, and the need to feel secure can just as 

easily guide us into theological rigidity and stuchess in outwom cultural myths. 

From the perspective of Christian faith, one a f k n s  both continuity and 

transformation. The characters in my stories often desire to maintain 

relationships, but also to change themselves. In bringing to life characters who 

change and respond to change even while their lives and visions of life are 

idomed by a meaningfid past, 1 am trying to integrate, through aesthetic 

expression, my own religious consciousness with that of the church. We al1 live 

between mernory and hope. 

My own faith joumey has not strayed too far doctrinally nor attitudinally 

fiom its roots in mainstream liberal Protestanlism. Even as a teenager, 1 believed 

that God was more merciful than judgemental, and that creation was essentially a 

benevolent place. 1 expected that, with education, humankind would soon 

advance beyond war and racisn. My expaience over the years has included 

enough of the dark side of human nature, including my own, to make my faith 

more realistic. Life and interfaith encounters have made me more appreciative of 

mystery, and have given me an awareness of the depth dimension in ritual, nature 
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and the life of community. Over the past ten years 1 have grown in empathy for 

o h ,  and in conscious awareness of and responsibility for my own inner 

dynamics and behavioural responses. 1 dl f&d called to minister with the 

church, to a86rm persons, encouraging than to know their story and the stories of 

faith, and through this formation to bring realistic hope. My writuig, which 1 

would characterize as being both realistic and hopeful, emerges fiom this point on 

my joumey of faith. 

There are several central theones on which this project is based. Nanative 

stays with the particular nature of existence, and yet also communicates with 

symbols which, at some level, are universal. My original choice to complete a 

project of creative fiction was based on hunch rather than on welI thought out 

considerations. Nevertheless my hunching may have W y  sensed the particular 

values of narrative as a way to reflect on experimce, especially in dialogue with 

psychology and theology. A factual description tells us something about a person, 

but John Hofian reminds us that we offer a MIer picture of human reality by 

"relating incidents" (15). Theology and psychofogy absîxacî theory from 

incidents and interpret incidents in the light of theory, while aarratve offers a 

subjective interpretation of incidents expresseci with language which describes the 

particular incident as a dynZiInic event and allows for subjectivity on the part of 
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the reader who interprets the work. Art and theory offer complementary rather 

than competing perspectives on life. 

Narrative expresses and invites notions of identity and world view. The 

people of "Betses", like the people of Israel, told a story of lïberation. The stories 

of Prometheus and Sisyphus still speak to us with relevance. According to John 

Hofian, the telling of sones implies recording "the history of past choices . . . 

structuring one's allegiances, ordering one's values, accepting basic assumptions 

conceniing the world" (25). Hofban associates fiction with identity fomtion, 

and identity formation with religion (25). 

The unconscious chooses images before these images register consciously. 

Creating fiction is one way for the conscious to be in dialogue with the 

unconscious. Creative writing, Iïke dreaming, may offer up a picture of the 

personal and collective unconscious, as Marie-Louise von Franz demonstrates in 

her interpretation of The Little Prince by Si. Exupery. According to von Franz, 

St. Exupery's description of a small astaoid tryïng to support enough elephants to 

eat the baobab trees reveals psychological tmth about St. Exupery: "the hem 

personality in St. Exupery did not have enough foundation in order to become 

reall' (53). 

Workshop participants made me aware of a more than usual number of 

images of defecating and urinating in "Duffers". Sweral of these have been 
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deleted in revision, but it was interesthg to see how my own imaginative process 

offered images associated with the eady childhood issue of autonorny or with the 

alchernical notion of prima maieria. 

According to Edward Edinger, prima materia is the basic undifferentiated 

material which is "vile in outer appearance", but is ultimately "transformed into 

the Philosopher's Stone", the image of conjunction (1 2- 14). Jungians understand 

alchernical ternis as metaphors for psychological factors and processes; and so 

Edinger's psychological interpretation of prima mareria suggests moods, the 

characteristics partially hidden in the shadow, confIicting factors, and the chaotic 

and abysmal aspects of the psyche (1 2). 1 see some similarïty between prima 

materia and Tillich's " fodess  urge for self-transcendence" (2164). As the 

alchemists of old sought the prima materia as the basic or essential substance of 

al1 things, and then performed various operations on the prima materia to 

produce gold or the Philosopher's Stone, so the joumey into self-awareness seeks 

". . . the indefinite, fiesh, and vital, but VUlIlerable and insecure, original condition 

symbolized by the child . . ." (Edinger 1 1). The work of consciousness includes 

processes such as the encounter with the shadow and the transfomation of basic 

instincts, the dissolution of the certain and simple perspective into a new more 

complex perspective, the perceiving of archetypa1 images in concretized form, the 

gaining of objective distance, the experiencing of death, and the separating of the 



individual subject fiom objects. The flexible enough and permeable enough 

person who does this work ultirnately senses a resolution of the problem of the 

opposites in an expexience of conjunction. She or he discovers the Philosopher's 

Stone. 

Edinger notes that the vexy term, Philosopher's Stone, is a union of 

opposites, spirit and matter (2 16). The alchernical image also refers to the 

Jungian concept of the Self, which is both the ordering centre of the personality 

and a transpersonal factor. Edinger concludes his Anatomv of the Pwche by 

affirrning uie reciprocal relationship between ego and Self. "The ego needs the 

guidance and direction of the unconscious to have a meaningful life; and the 

latent Philosopher's Stone, imprisoned in the prima materia, needs the devoted 

efforts of the conscious ego to corne into actuality" (Edinger 230). The characters 

in my stories do experience the tension of opposites: separation/union, life/death, 

good/evil, doinglbeing and so on. The crises of the stories opens each of them to 

some experience of their inner depths a memory, a dream or an image that helps 

the character to negotiate and partially integrate the experience of the opposites. 

The church makes an appearance in all of these stories, but the themes of 

the stories are not explicitly religious. Afta one workshop, I responded critically 

to a colleague's suggestion that more writers identify themselves as Christian 

writers7 or that more self-professed Christians become writers. Why defhe and 
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Limit art, instead of allowing art to speak what it will to whomever it will? 'ïhere 

is nothing secular that God cannot make holy. I later disagreed with a cokague 

whose fictional writing denigrated western religion in general. Paul Tillich 

reminds us that the quality of "ultimate concemn characterizes ail fimctions of the 

human spirit hcluding the aesthetic (3: 102). Namitive doesn't need to be 

explicitly religious in order to address religious themes. Tillich notes that even 

the radically secular writer will understand the misuse of his or her work for rnere 

entertainment "as a profanization" (3 : 102). 

Tillich describes reason as "the structure of the mind which enables the 

mind to grasp and to transfomi reality" (1: 72). Ontological reason permeates and 

unites the cognitive and aesthetic functions of the mind. Tillich notes that the 

aesthetic fùnction not only intends to h d  truth, but also intends "to express 

qudities of being which can be grasped only by artistic creativïty" (3: 64). 

Tillich's understanding of the aesthetic fiuiction has some similansr to the 

Jungian understanding of the feeling function, a subjective valuation of 

experience which is also permeated by ontological reason through the ego's 

openness to the transpersonal Self Tillich distinguishes the aesthetic fiuiction 

fiom the cognitive hc t ion ,  noting "a predominrmce of the foxmal element in the 

cognitive and legal f'unctions of reason and of the emotional element in its 

aesthetic and communal fùnctions" (1:89). Reason unites aesthetic and cognitive 
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functions, but "under the conditions of existence the nnity is disnipted" (1:89). 

Tillich discusses the dangers of both the formahaîion of reason, and the 

emotional reaction against the f o m ~ t i o n  of reason (1 :92-93). For Tillich, the 

new rnyth which might reunite form and emotion can ody be an expression of 

revelation (1 :92). 

Authentic art "expresses the encornter of mind and world in which an 

otherwise hidden quality of a piece of the universe . . . is united with an otherwise 

hidden recephve power of the muid" (TiJlich 3 : 64). So the estrangement 

between subject and object is overcome, but within lirnits. Where the aesthetic 

hct ion unites one piece of the universe with one part of our being, the religious 

fûnction unites ultimate redit. with the totality of our being (3 :65). Where God 

makes the secular sacreci, where we are grasped by our ultimate concem, where 

religious and aesthetic functions are united, our anxieties of death, condemnation 

and meaninglessness are addressed by words of encouragement: the myths and 

stones which inspire our courage to be. 

In this dissertation 1 will present this writer's theology of ministry. 1 wilI 

describe the experience of bringing creative fiction to a writing workshop. 1 wil l 

discuss the issues emerging fkom each partidar story: coping with corporate 

downsiting, weighmg economic vaiues with traditional values, conflict and 

reconciliation in a family, clergy encomt&g evil, clergy coming to tams with 
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self and sexuality. 1 will explore the themes of stuckness, intimacy, encomtering 

the shadow and educating the feeling function, as they are present in this 

collection of stories. Findy, I wili present a sumrnation of these remarks. 



A THEOLOGY OF MINISTRY 

The purpose of this chapter of the dissertation is to express this writer's 

theology of ministry, as it has been shaped by experience and reflection up to the 

present moment, and as it is nuftured by and articulated through story. As a 

person whose cultural assurnptions have been formed by twentieth century liberal 

Protestantism, 1 find that it is helpful to discuss both the role of recent experience 

in shaping theology and the relevance of theology to the current situation that 

people experience. 

Experience and Change 

Recent experience includes experience of oneselÇ one's dynamics, 

symptoms and choices, as well as experience of the contexts in which one has 

lived. Recent experience also consists of one's exposure to broader cultural 

movements, the rise and demise of communism, the movements for political 

liberation throughout the third world (including aboriginal political activism in 

this country), and the continuhg evolution of feminism and its partial integration 

into western dture. Dividing experience into personal and social dimensions 

already irnplies a conceptual abstraching nom experience, but awareness of the 
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mdtidimensional nature of experience encourages a more balanced and complete 

discussion. 

For the same reason, 1 want to keep in mind the role of historical 

experience in shaping current experience, and the potential of past cultural 

insights to offer fiesh perspectives on the human condition as we experience it 

now. For instance, Paul Tillich builds his conceptual structure on Plato's 

distinctions between essence and existence. James Hillman and Thomas Moore 

express their appreciation for the Renaissance thinker, Marsilio Ficino. Car1 Jung 

and Paul Tillich belong to the middle part of this century, and yet their influence 

continues through their works and the writings of others. 

One aspect of my personal experience has been a process of development 

as a &ter of fiction. My reflection, therefore, involves sifting through varied 

experience and relating it to my life stoiy, to my stories, to other stories as well as 

to psychological and theological theory. John Hoffinan explains, in Faith-fidl 

Stories, that stories deepen our sense of communal identity (with its collective 

values), brhg us into conscious pa&ipation with transcendent rreality, and 

provide a means for personal and social transformation (13). Stories change us. 

For these reasons stanes are essential to the seWexpression of faith traditions. 

H o f i a n  sees stories as articulations of reveiation, not necessarily in the sense of 

being grasped by the Holy, but revelation as a human category, as "self- and 
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world- defining moments" in people's expeience (26). Through creative wxiting 1 

fomi a relationship with my experience in ministry, the changes in peoples' lives 

and the changes in me as 1 explore diffaent ways of being with people as a 

mulister; and I suggest an &innation, even ifwhat is affnrmed is no more than 

that life goes on. 

According to Tillich, being implies becorning because the very structure of 

being includes the polarity of dynamics and form (1 : 179- 18 1). Change requires 

the involvernent of non-being. Non-being appears as the moment of chaos before 

dynamics assume a new fonn, the antithesis before synthesis, the dying of the 

grain of wheat in the earth before it bears f i t  (John 12:24). Non-being, while 

necessary for process within existence, does threaten to overwhelm human 

persons who are the creahires able to ask the ontological question (Tillich 1: 186). 

Tillich described the anxieties humans experience in the face of  the vanous 

forms of non-being: g d t  and condemnation, fàîe and de& doubt and 

meaninglesmess. Without following a presaibed formula, 1 *te about 

characters who stniggie with these anxieties raîher than repressing them, and who 

discover courage to afnrm thanselves in the fhce of the anxieties of non-being. 

Oz struggles pdcularly with fate, Pete with meaninglessness and Dave with 

guilt, but all the atlxieties are present in each c h m e r .  In my work of pastoral 

care, preaching and leading worship, I Ml up die same "courage to be" that 1 see 
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in parishioners and others. This chapter explores stories as well as concepnial 

theories in order to present a theological and practical understanding of minisw 

which takes into itself the threat of non-being, and encourages people in the face 

of existentid anxiety. 

Contextual dieology correlates the reflections on changing experience with 

affirmations emerging fiom the faith tradition which respond to the questions 

implied in one's CUiTent understanding of existence. Tillich describes faith, not as 

a human act of reason or will, but as the reality of being grasped by one's ultimate 

concem (3 : 1 3 0). Faith is the Spintual Presence invading existence. 

Nevertheless, Tillich is leery of supematuralism, and he emphasizes that the 

changes of the Spirit take place within the structures of existence (1: 116). 

Through faith, Christians participate in the "New Being", the reunion of essence 

and existence accomplished in principle in the personal life of Jesus as the Christ 

(Tillich 2: 176- 180). 

One element of faith has to do with "expecting final participation in the 

transcendent unity of unambiguous Me" (Tillich 3 : 133). But how is such an 

&€innation mediated through experknce now, in order to encourage those people 

facing ambiguity and d e t y ?  The hope for this ul-e change is not self- 

evident through an anslysis of the ambiguous historical situation. 



Tillich takes historicd aiticism serionsly, but he tries to a f k n  die 

historicity of the Christ went by referring to its impact on the early church. This 

is the community which, guided by the biblical picture of Jesus, participatecl in 

and expressed the "New Being". D. Moody Smith Jr. danonstrates the diffidty 

of faith grounding itself in any histoncal certainty (13 1- 144). It dways ranains a 

possibility that the biblical picture of Jesus as the Ch& has no historicai content, 

or that it is a pictwe of some other person in history which ernpowered the early 

church to live, at least fragmentady, the New Being. Faith, mediated through the 

structures of existence, lives with that tension with doubt. 

Tillich describes the categories of  finitude: tirne? space, causality and 

substance; and he aflirms that courage is the quality enabhg humankind to face 

and affinn the negative categorical elements: temporality, loss of space, 

contingency and loss of substance (1: 192-198). The only way for us to accept 

faith and courage is to do so f a i W y  and courageously, which implies the 

prionty of being grasped by the ground of being. So theological afKxmatiom, 

even the afknaîion that Jesu Christ ushers in the New Being, do not have their 

source in existence. John Dou~Iey, interpreting Tillich, suggests that our 

existentid questions emage h m  an "ambident experience of a simultaneous 

unity with and separation fiom the divine ground" (19). The method of 

correlation connects the existentid Q U ~ O I I S  with the answering resomces of 
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faith, the experience of ambiguity with the heritage of a comrnunity which 

believes that it has been addressed by God through revelation. 

Ministry informs and is informed by theology. The choices a minister 

makes to spend time in particular tasks, the affinnations and illustrations a 

minister includes in preaching, the style of leadership and pastoral w e  a minister 

exercises; all of this work implies a theology and transforms theology. Ordered 

ministry involves praying and leading worship, studying the Scriptures, and 

relating God's good news announced through the scriptme to the reality of the 

community's life. These tasks both give expression to and continue the 

development of the ministeis theology and theology in general. Ministers also 

have their own psyches, their own psychological perspectives and their own 

psychological development which affects and is affected by the day to day work 

of minisûy. However the stoxy of one's expaience presents itself as a logicd 

stating place. Theological and psychological reflection require a human stov to 

interpret. Even the reveiation of God which theology seeks to understand, must 

be received through expaieme before it can be a matter for reflection. 



Emerience leadina to the D. Min. Prorrram 

1 was brought up in the United Church, in a suburban middle class f d y  

in Anglophone Montreal. My father supported Jean Lesage, the Liberal party and 

the Quiet Rwolution. When the forces of the past under Daniel Johnson 

surprised everyone by retuniing to power, 1 remember my fattier understanding 

the reaction, the natural but disappointing tendency in humankind to accept 

change slowly and in small doses. As a boy idealizing my father, 1 was certain 

that our family stood for a l l  that was reasonable and progressive. 1 admired the 

modem spirit symbolized by Expo 67, the dqscrapers downtown, the Canadian 

centennial and the new age of computers where my father found his carea. 1 only 

dimly understood that there are many and ofien unconscious ways in which 

people express unreasonableness and resistance to change. It was ironic that our 

farnily had to leave Quebec in the summer of 1969. In the light of the not so 

quiet revolution in the province, IBM tmnsfmed many jobs to Toronto. As 

Anglophones, we were not destined to be included in Quebec's changes. 

Dad refereed hockey, led a scout troop, played kick the can and deck 

tennis with the children on our block, and loved talking with everyone after 

church. At the same time 1 noticed his quiet side, spreading his stamp collection 

out on the dining room table, gathering interesthg rocks from a vacant 104 gohg 

off by hirnself for a walk in the woods, immersing himseLfin the pages of 
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Scientific Arnerican. Whenever I expressed passionate, and not necessarily well 

informe& opinions at the dinner table, my father always Sfniled, afnrming my 

interest in the world. Then he explained the validity of other perspectives on the 

issue under discussion. He felt a responsibility to be inforrned about the world 

and to be involved in the cornmunity. He was also a pluralist who enjoyed the 

world's complexity. My father showed me a mode1 of one who values the ideas 

by which the extemal world is grasped, and who participates purposefully in that 

world. 

My mother appreciated aesthetics and spirituality. We had fiequent family 

mps to the Montreal Botanical Garden and to the Art Gallery. We toured rock 

gardas in Westmount and cr& fairs in Cape Cod. Mom made picnic lunches for 

our outings, which had the effect of keeping us in one spot for awhile, and 

making time to appreciate the rocks near Gananoque or the fall foliage at St. 

Sauveur. At twenty to eleven on Sunday moniing, it was my mother who decided 

that the famiy was going to church, and the children to Sunday School. She was 

nurturing, a warm provider of chicken noodle soup when we came home for 

lunch, and an encourager of ow involvernents at camp and swimming and scouts. 

She persuaded me to take piano lessons and to study languages, but she did wash 

my football unifonan after practise. Where my siblings were drawn to my fathex's 

world of science and business, 1 followed my mother into the humanities. When I 
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chose ministry as a vocation, I thought that she would be pleased. Mom had a 

fairly realistic picture of the vocation fiom her own involvement with churches 

and clergy, and she expressed her approval of my choice by encouraging me to 

prepare myself as thoroughly as possible. She mediated to me, as best she could, 

her attention to practical and aesthetic details. 

I am the oldest child in the family, and have one sister and two brothers. 

My sister, next to me in age, put effort into school and whatever activity she 

chose to pursue. My brother, four and a half years younger, has a stronger will 

than 1, and also the charm to cany it off. So it was tough going trying to maintain 

my position in the family. When my sister succeeded in cornpetitive swimming, 1 

decided that I had linle choice but to take it up as well. It took a long t h e  for me 

to overcome a problem with bed wetting. This was embarrassin& and 1 dealt with 

it as  rnuch as possible by hiding if airing out my sleeping bag where no one codd 

see, quickly taking my sheets to the laundry chute, and so on. 1 coped by being 

meaky* 

1 enjoyed reading Hardy Boy books, and leafing through The magazine 

and National Geographic. I made maps of imaginary places. Throughout 

elementary school 1 had a best fiend, but I also played with ail the kids in the 

neighbourhood, joUnLig in road hockey, skatiag, touch football, and building 

forts. Through High School 1 had several girWends. 1 went to dances and p h e s  
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and discovered cigarettes, beer and Playboy Magazine. Summers were spent as a 

counsellor at camp. In University 1 joined a fhîemity, discovered a larger 

universe through courses in History and Religious Studies, and 1 dated and 

manied Donna 

Ever since I was a ten year old at church camp, I've appreciated how the 

church expresses care and invites wonder. We delighted in playing murder ball 

and climbing the Devil's Staircase through the forest to the top of Owrs Head 

Mountain. At day's end we lit a bonfïre and sang "We are climbing Jacob's 

ladder." Then we lowered the flag, returned to our cabins, and told ghost stories. 

At chape1 the next moming, the chaplain helped us to experience our 

connectedness to creation and our longing for God. 

As a teenager, 1 would glance into my minister's office and notice him 

conversing with people on the phone. People and their problems mattered to him. 

Seeing his example, I decided that ministry was work that 1 would like to do, and 

work that 1 was able to do. Nevertheless, during my candidacy for rninistry 

process, my rninister oEered me this bit of feedback. "Dave, I still notice in you 

a certain uptightness." MI could do was nod my head in agreement. This 

person, whom 1 respected, shared his critical perception in a supportive way. 1 

was aware of my tendency to react negatively ta new experience, and then to 

struggle with it. I realized only graddy that 1 don't need to defend against the 
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uncovering of my psychological issues. I dont need to shout, "No, I'm not 

uptight." Church was a context that offéred S a f i ,  but expected growth. 

In a fonvard to Victor White's God And The Unconscions, Car1 Jung 

writes "The problem of neurosis extends fiom the disturbed sphere of the instincts 

to the ultimate questions and decisions of our whole Weltanschauung. Neurosis 

is no isolated, sharply defïned phenornenon, it is a reaction of the whole human 

being" (Whte xiii). Paul Tillich asserts that humans bear both the heritage of 

non-being, which is anxiety; and the heritage of being, which is courage. God's 

providential creativity works through both aspects of the human condition. Jung 

felt that experience of neurosis was a calling to encounter the unconscious 

(Scwartz-Salant 70). My uptightness about my uptightness is a catalyst for both 

my active participation in the church, die community which receives and lives the 

"New Being", and my interest in the psyche, the depths of myself and others. 

My theology of ministry has evolved over sixteen years of experience in 

ordered ministry within the United Church of Canada Since comùig to Alberta 

fiom Toronto in 1979,I have worked for five years in a nual community, and 

eleven years in the inner city. The geographical settings of my ministry have been 

distant fiom the places where 1 was raised, and fkom where my f d y  and my 

spouse's f d y  now reside. 1 sought this distance out of a desire for fieedom and 

adventure, but the fact of geographid distance does not break m y  connection 
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with my family. As we &ove west after one sutnmer visit to Ontario in the mid 

eighties, Donna and 1 both broke into tears an hour or so fiom Toronto. These 

tears expressed something of our stnipgies for identity and autonomy, needing 

mother and fauier, but not yet separated enough to relate to them with 

consciousness. Retuming to Ontano, to our parent's homes, brought the inner 

adolescent within me closer to the surface of consciousness. The adolescent, like 

the child, could be seen as an image of theprima materia, alchemy's essential 

substance, an ego permeable but in need of separation fiom its unconscious 

merger. Before m e r  exploring this image of "adolescent", 1 will note other 

factors motivating my decision around this fime to work intentionally on personal 

and professional issues. 

In late May, 1986, d e r  my second year in my second church, I walked 

with a fiend dong a country road near Springbank as the late May snow melted. 

It was clear to me that I had been acting out, and doing harm to others and myself 

Due to the location of our jobs, Donna and I iived apart for a few years, with 

weekends and holidays together. 1 did not take care of myself, nor did 1 take the 

opportunity to get to know myself My resignation fiom my first pastoral charge 

had been accompanied by an inflated sense of my ability and my employability. 

Unreflective responses to crises in my second charge also provided evidence that 

I needed mahuing. I pushed new policies on the congregation: a liturgical style of 
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worship, replacing United Church crest banners with banners in seasonal colours 

and symbols, and involvement with foodbank. 

My attitude at the time was similar to that of John Harris, who writes about 

his own thoughts as he made changes in his new paxish. "These midl departues, 

1 told myself, were Likeiy to upset some people for a short spell but, in the long 

run, they were no big deal" (Hamis 14). Later, when Hanis recognized the 

alienation, he understood that he was "trying to attract people to my value system 

by attacking theirs", and that such "actions had been life-killing" (1 5). 

The congregation resisted my eEorts to change them, and 1 took their 

criticism personally. At the tirne, 1 was also involved with the ecumenical social 

justice constituency which offered support for the striking workers at the Gainer's 

meatpacking plant. The congregation was diMded on this issue. 1 did receive 

feedback that a parishioner who worked at Gainer's in a non-union job was coping 

with health problems, and so the best ministxy the church could exercise was to 

avoid mentioning the Gainer's dispute. Soon afterward, I found myself 

expressing views opposed to those of my paishioners in the denomination's 

intensifjmg debate on sexual orientatio~ and fitness for ministry. 1 felt pulled in 

two directions, the basic evangelical religion which nurtured my parishioners, and 

the social criticism of the church's social justice community. 



Neither direction felt authentic for me. Both involved a reduction, 

redemption understood only theologically as substitutionary atonement, or only 

sociologically as social engineering for equality. The stories associated with 

evangelicai Protestant hymnody, for instance, being in the garden with dew on the 

roses, did not resonate with me. I felt drawn to the stories of the Lubicon band 

and the Mariposa workers when these people were telling their own stories, but 

more often 1 heard rescuers t e h g  stories about victims. 1 needed to write my 

own stories. 1 sought out worship experiences, such as the Taize services, which 

emphasized meditation. 1 grew tense at congregational committee meetings. At 

wider church meetings addressing issues of social justice, 1 was restless for the 

adjouniment and social, fun tirne to follow. 

The music director at my congregation had recently resigned after the two 

of us went through a power struggle. His veIy aitical letter of resignation was 

read at a meeting of the congregation's Session. I was chastened, but also 

relieved at having sumived, at least professionally. The aanual meeting of 

Conference provided distance and an opportunity to get perspective. Sam Davis, 

the music leader at the Springbank Conference, led us in a gospel Song fbm the 

f i c a n  American tradition, "He has done great things for me." Sam became 

hstrated because many in the gathering changed his words to the politically 

correct, "God has done great things for us." Sam took the microphone and 
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challenged us. "1 know he has done great things for me. 1 want to know what he 

has done for you!" 

Sam, or the inner character 1 was projecting ont0 Sam, wanted me to be 

conscious of my story. 1 found encouragement in singing his simple words. I 

heard a direction to attend to my inner life. I was dimly awarc that God has done 

great things, and that there was much in my own life that 1 valued. 1 also 

understood that work was losing its meaningfûlness for me, that 1 was becoming 

flat and ngid, and angsr for needing others to a m  my identity. 1 was looking 

for the juice of life in escape, holidays to Europe, golf and late night nachos with 

buddies. Walking outside the convention hall with my fiend, and rerninded of 

life's juice by Sam's Song and the melting mow, 1 decided to reclaim 

responsibility for my life's joumey. 1 planned to address my desire for personal 

and professional growth through the doctor of ministry program at St. Stephen's 

College. A major goal of my learning covenant had to do with autonomy and 

identity. 1 realized that 1 had especially to grow psychologically, to develop that 

third ear which c m  listen, rather than react unconsciously. The teenager had to 

grow up. 

The image of b e r  adolescent suggests a number of other images. Marie- 

Louise von Franz describes the puer aeternus, the etemal boy held by the 

paradise of childhood and the world of fan- and spirit, and needing to take on 
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earth (1-5). She analyses thepuer character of French writer, Antoine de Saint- 

Exupery, through an interpretation of the images in his story, The Little Prince. 

I11 refer to just two of the many instances in the story fkom which von Franz 

draws out psychological significance. Having crashed in the Sahara, the narrator 

meets the little prince, who asks him to draw a sheep. The nanator expresses 

typical puer impatience and attraction to short cuts by drawing a box and 

explainhg that the sheep is inside (20). The box also suggests thepuer's 

intellechial, rather than existential, assimilation of ideas (4 1). Later, the little 

prince describes a neighbour's asteroid which is so o v e m  with three huge 

baobab trees that the ground has disappeared. Von Franz concludes that inner 

gr041  must continue; but when met with infantile resistance, this growth takes 

place unconsciously and therefore destructively (55). Throughout her work, von 

Franz relates the images of story to the puer character of writers, a character 

which has the positive potential of youth, dong with a predisposition to self- 

destruction. 

Narcissus is another teenager. Narcissistic di fficul ty was understood by 

Heinz Kohut as a lack of cohesiveness of the self (Browning 210). From a 

Jungian perspective, Nathan Schwan-Salant explained the narcissistic Self as an 

undifferentiated amalgam of four atchetypal elernents (67-70). What Kohut and 

Jungians have in cornmon is this awareness of the "Self' as distinct fkom ego. 



216 

The word is usually capitdized in Jungian writing and refers to "a unifjmg 

principle within the human psyche", the centre and c i r d e r e n c e  embracing the 

personal conscious and unconscious (Samuels 1986, 13 5). The first archetypal 

element in the narcissistic Self discussed by Schwartz-Salant is the "black 

magician", who expresses himself through control and grandiosity, and who is 

fused with his opposite, the "false bride". This hermaphrodite is monstrous 

precisely because the opposite natures have not been worked out consciously, and 

brought into relationship. In their discussion of the Tnckster, who forms a polar 

configuration with the Innocent, Robert Moore and Douglas Gillette dso note this 

black magician's manifestation in narcissistic disorder; and the absence of any 

erotic connection to others by those whom the Trickster possesses (167). Others 

exist only to mirror one's grandiosity. 

The contra sexual inner character, an anima figure in a male, ideally leads 

the person toward reflection, creativity and individuation (Samuels 1986,23). 

However, rather than senring as an inner guide, the "fdse bride" of the narcissistic 

Self encourages fantasy and busyness to prop up self-esteem. Instead of 

facilitating a relationship between ego and Self, this factor rnirrors the "ego- 

persona identity." "Ego-persona identity" implies obsession with social status. 

One's appearsmce to others becurnes such an urgent matier for the ego, that ego 
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characterized by envy and rage. 

Schwarz-Salant describes the transformation of the narcissistic personality 

as a stage in the transformation of the puer (22). The teenager grows up by 

sorting out these unconscious aspects of the psyche through active imagination, 

and through the m i r r o ~ g  and idealizing which take piace in the relationship with 

a therapist. With inner work, ego and Self begin to mirror each other. Schwartz- 

Salant imagines the ideal outcome where the black magician is replaced by 

positive spirit, the false bride becomes soul, the ego separates fkom persona and 

the shadow becomes the old narcissistic structure (69-70). Extemally the 

individual expresses flexibility and compassion d e r  than rigid reaction and 

compulsion. 

While in the D. Min. program, 1 received therapy over four years and 

worked in a journal on dreams and on the events of bfe. Thefapist and client do 

get into each other's psyches, and the client's recognition of the therapist's 

strengths become qualities which are developed and owned by the client. A 

particular neediness of mine, associated with the image of teenager, was fatha- 

hunger. The fact thaî my thq i s t  was an older man helped me to become more 

conscious of this enagy. In one active imagination dialogue very early in my 



process my anima figure wondered about a recexait dream, and why 1 was so 

determineci to bicycle to Cape Cod 

My response moved fiom my own expenences to my expiences of my 

father. "My dad was so happy there. He was always smiling and getting 

sunbumt. H e  was strong and just so happy. H e  had such a nice d e .  1 wish 1 

could mile like him. Da& why can't 1 d e  like you. When 1 was a kid 1 could 

&le like that. Why not now?" 

My inner dad replied, "Maybe you just take life too senously. You dont 

take the t h e  to enjoy it, to savour it. Like your therapist, after he plays the 

organ, and then he enjoys the silence for a few minutes." 

Both my father and my thaapist modelled this ability to savour life rather 

than gobble, to value being as much as doing; and 1 am still leaning. Schwarz- 

Salant notes that the old structures of unconsciousness which gravitate to the 

shadow aiways retain the power of regressive pull, and so one has to stay alert, 

and continue the work of becoming conscious (70). 

I can understand the characters in my dreams as shadow figures, w-r 

figures or anima figures. 1 am int- complicaied buildings as suggestive of 

complexes, and lakes as representing the unconscious; but the interpretation and 

integration of dream material, like the &eam stories themselves, unfolds in a way 

which is unique to the individual doing the work. Therapy, journalhg and 
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reading in Jungian psychology have been signincant in my own journey, but there 

are as many paths as there are individuals. Learning about puer aefenrus, 

Narcissus, the development of the masculine and the ferninine, 

transference/counter transfeience and other psychologid theory is helpful in 

gaining a broad map of psyche; but the inner journey itself is unique. After all, 

that joumey is called individuation (Samuels 1986,76). The relationship between 

these notions, puer aeternur and Narcisnis, and m y  own dynamics is like the 

relationship between story and tmth as  desaibed by a storyteller. "It's a lie, . . . 

but not al1 of it is a lie" (Hoffhan, 3). 

To nim up this account of my personal history, up until the point of 

entering the Doctor of Ministry program, uiere are themes of venture and 

disappointment, chauvinism and pluralism, participation and defence, separation 

and attachent, inflation and defiaiion. 1 expect that my joumey didn't stray too 

far fkom the typicai joumey of my contemponuies; and yet, as m y  experïence, it 

is the primary data I have at hand with which to make judgements about being a 

person within existence. 



What value is there in experience? Paul Tillich affums the tradition of 

experiential theology fiom Augustine, Bonaventure and the Franciscans' 

awareness of being-itself as ûuth-itself to Schieiemacher's "feeling of absolute 

dependence" (1: 42). Experience is the medium of revelwion. Theological 

answers do not have their source in experience, but in revelation. Nevertheless, 

Tillich suggests, against Karl Barth's protest, a wrrelation between existentid 

question and theological answer, between "God in God's self-manifestation to 

humankind," and "the way humankind receives God's manifestation" (1 : 6 1). The 

theologian organizes the analyses of the human situation in the light of 

revelationls answers, but analyses based on experience need also to be amplified 

with contributions fiom the arts and sciences (1: 63). Douglas Hail emphasizes 

that the analysis of culture needs to be contextual. The analysis needs to say 

somethuig about the zeitgeist, the spirit of the theologian's time and place. This 

emphasis on context implies the value of refiection on personal expeknce. 

Ln Thinking The Faith, Hall builds the case for contextual theology. 

Through the ages, the dominant expression of theology has beai consciously anti- 

contextual. As an example, Hdl offers Henry Newman's sense of gospel faith as 

a deposit, which is "conceived in set words" and can only be "received, preserved, 

transmitted" (1989,7 1). The spirit of a particular age and place has typidy not 
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been appreciated as a contributing factor in theological work. On the other hmd, 

HaU a m m i s  that theology does corne out of a partidar time and place, whether 

this is consciously understood or not. Dominant Christian theology has echoed 

the contemporary cultural movements in Europe, even when theology advertised 

itself as transcending history (1989, 75). Hall therefore enwurages believers, (all 

of whom are theologians), to go out into world and be immersed in our context, 

not only to dialogue with those who are experienced, but to gain personal 

experience themselves (1989,8 1). Answers fiom revelation wiU ody be 

convincing if the community of faith participates in the stmggie of the human 

predicament and becomes consciously contexnial in theologizing. 

In his discussion of the scriptural sources for theology, Hall suggests that 

the tradition of Jemsdem emphasizes stories, (1989, 90). Story and recdection 

of experience have in cornmon their expression of the particular, rather than the 

universal. Stones can be close to experience. The reader might discover that a 

story has similarities with the reader's experience, and helps the reader to M e r  

understand his or her experience. In a note, Hall afnmis the complementary 

value of conceptual thinking, in order to provide a more or less unified 

interpretation of the story (1 989, 89-90). 

Paul Wilson refers to the closing of the canon of scripture in 393, the 

influence of Christian Platonists communicating to the Hellenic world, and the 
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need of the church to defend against heresy as factors which saved to tilt the 

balance of the church's proclamation toward doctrine and away fkom narrative 

(Wilson 156-7). Nevertheless, Jesus told stones. The synoptic gospels 

emphasize story. Christian preaching has always used stoxy to illustrate doctrine. 

A crucial factor in the renewal of sto~ell ing in the church is the recent "revaluhg 

of experience and the role of experience for the social and academic enterprise" 

(Wilson, 159). In staîing that God's stow includes the human story, Hall is in 

agreement with Tillich's understanding of God as the ground of being; the one 

who participates in everything and its destiny, not as something alongside, but as 

that which creates the reality in which God participates (Tillich 1: 245). 

In humankùid's stofy of the world, humankind is sometimes heroic, 

sometimes tragic. Hall agrees with Tillich's understanding of the polarity of 

fieedom and destiny, when he notes that God takes up our often frustrahg story 

into God's providence. In Genesis, Joseph's brothers choose a malevolent coune 

of action, but, mysteriously, their fiee act becomes God's means of saving the 

people (1 989,92). Describing the drama as "God's story of the world", Hall 

asserts that God speaks a word to us that is contextually appropriate, that 

addresses our situation within our time and place in existence (1989,92). 

This is the point in Hall's theological work where the question nrst arises 

of which Greek myth best iiluminates the typical story of Western humanity in the 
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latter half of the twentieth century. Hall argues that a theulogy addressing the 

guilt anxiety of " 19th century industrial Prometheanisn" is inelevmt in the 

present era, when the prevailing d e t y  in the west is the d e t y  of 

meaningiessness and doubt (1 989,92). Hall picks up this issue in Professina the 

Faith when he argues that Christian theology, which has traditionally addresseci a 

humankùid represented by Prometheus, now has to realize that Sisyphus is the 

more appropriate representative of westem humanity at this point in history 

(1993, 255). So we tum now to mythology to ampli@ our contexnial 

understanding of existence. Our purpose is not to choose between the myths, nor 

to criticize Hail's preference for Sisyphus as representative of contemporary 

western people, but to consider more M y  what connections can be made 

between the myths and our experience of existence. If the question existence 

poses is, "How can humankind live courageously in our tirne, taking in our 

anxiety in the face of non-being", then visiting both myths dl help us to 

understand the nature of humrinkind, called to be courageous in our t h e .  

Simhus 

Sisyphus was the son of Aeolus, king of Thessaly. His story began when 

he realized that his neighbour, Autolycus, was chanping the appearance of his 

cattle and stealing them (Graves 1: 2 16). Sisyphus was also sly and so he 



autographed the hooves of his cattle with the monogram, SS (Graves 1 : 2 16). 

While his neighbours confronted Autolycus with the evidence of his crime, 

Sisyphus entered the house and seduced Autolycus's daughter, who later gave 

birth to Odysseus (Graves 1 : 2 1 7). 

Sisyphus founded the city of C o ~ t h ,  peopled it with humans spmg fiom 

mushrooms, and promoted Corinthian commerce and navigation (Graves 1 : 2 17). 

When Aeolus died, Saboneus, brother of Sisyphus, unirped the throne of 

Thessaly; and the Delphic oracle advised Sisyphus "Sire children on your niece. 

They will avenge you" (Graves 1 : 2 17). Sisyphus seduced Salmoneus's daughter, 

Tyro, but when she discuverd his motive of hatred for her father, she killed the 

two sons (Graves 1 : 2 17). Sisyphus then presented the bodies to the authorities, 

accused Salmoneus of incest and murder, and had him expelled fkom Thessaly 

(Graves 1 : 2 17). 

Asopus, the River-god came to Corinth in search of his daughter, Aegin~  

whom Zeus had abducted (Graves 1 : 2 17). Bribed by the reward of a s p ~ g  for 

Corinth, Sisyphus revealed that Zeus had abducted Aegina (Graves 1 : 2 1 7). III his 

anger at this betrayal, Zeus ordered Hades to take Sisyphus down to Tatarus; but 

Sisyphus asked Hades to demonstrate the use of the handcuffs and then locked the 

god with the di, which had the effect of removing deaîh as a condition in 

existence (Graves 1: 217). This went against Ares' intaests, and the god of war 
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fieed Hades and arrested Sisyphus (Graves 1 : 21 7). But Sisyphus was not dont 

for yet. Before descendhg to Tartanis, he instructed his wife, Merope, not to 

bury him; and when he h v e d  at Hades' palace he asked Persephone for 

permission to return to the world to arrange for his burial (Graves 1: 2 18). 

Sisyphus lied that he would return in three days, but H-es fïnally had to bring 

him back by force (Graves 1 : 2 18). This tirne the judges of the dead showed 

Sisyphus a huge block of stone, the same size as the stone into which Zeus 

transformed hirnself when fleeing Asopus; and they ordered Sisyphus to roll the 

stone up the brow of a hill and topple it d o m  the f d e r  slope (Graves 1 : 21 8). 

As soon as he approaches the summit he is always forced back by the weight of 

the stone which rolls to the bottom (Graves 1 : 2 18). The mythologist, Robert 

Graves, notes that the hardworking Sisyphus gets sweaty and dusty in the 

process.(l: 2 18) 

So what does the myth of Sisyphus have to say about life in existence? 

Many characters in Greek and Hebrew mythology are deceptive. The ancients 

must have had an appreciation for sneakiness, and an abiliîy to be canscious of 

this aspect of human being. Sisyphus has to be crafty in order to counter the 

craftiness of Autolycus, in order to regain the cattle which were stolen; and to 

regain the throne of Thesdy fiom bis brother. The tragedy of this way of 
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relating is ernphasized by the double infanticide. The fact that Sisyphus was 

merely following the advice of the oracle connects tragedy and fate. 

Sisyphus responded here in a way similar to that of Jacob who outwitted 

his uncle in order to buitd up flocks of a . d s  (Gen. 30:3 1-43). Where Jacob 

and Laban recognized the danger of the other's crafaness and established a 

boundary between hem, Sisyphus worked out a revenge that in both instances 

involved sexual seduction of the daughter of his enemy. In one case he fathered 

an adventurer. In the other case his two sons were destroyed by their mother. 

Sisyphus had no emotional connection with his children. Indeed, he used the 

dead sons, lying about their paternity in order to get revenge on his brother. 

Sneakiness is particularly associated with politicians, which is our way of 

projecting our shadows. Being political and being snealq are distinct and yet 

related. Henry Kissinger championed a style of statecraft temied realpolitik. 

This style appeared to be a sneaky way of avoiding any consideration of ethics in 

the detemination of policy. The puer must sneak to avoid relationship, work, 

and taking on earth. The person with narcissistic diffidty sneaks to avoid 

accepting criticism. 1 leamed deception trying to avoid being shamed about bed- 

wetting; and then 1 practised deception with adolescent adventures, smoking in an 

old b a n  or by the basement fireplace. I went to private dark places to escape my 



mother's supervision, but these were materna1 cornforthg places. The rebei 

remains in the domain of the archetypai mother. 

Sneakiness can be a way of expressing power, when one isn't able to be 

generative. Sneakiness can dso swallow the sneak, especially in pastoral ministry 

when the minister fhps back and forth between a public persona of vimie and a 

hidden shadow side where a l l  the unacceptable desires are expressed. Quoheleth 

craftily recomrnends a conscious attitude when he writes, "Be not righteous 

overmuch, and do not make yourself overwise; why should you desîroy yourself? 

Be not wicked overmuch, neither be a fool; why should you die before your time" 

(Eccles. 7: 16- 17 RSV). Given the reality of ambiguous existence, we al1 act in 

ways that are meaky and political. On the other hand, according to Tillich, 

"where the church is, there is a point where the ambiguities of religion are 

recognized and rejected but not removed" (3: 173). Unconsciousness can be 

chosen as a sneaky way of avoiding responsibility for one's sneakiness. Instincts, 

such as aggression and sexuality, are areas of much unconsciousness in a culture 

that has valued form over dynamics, and the strengthening of ego and persona 

over relationship with the unconscious. Andrew Samuels explains that Eros has a 

natural and potentially helpfùl role in building the relationship between parent and 

developing child or between therapist and client (1989, 189). Peter Rutter notes 

that " sexual intercourse is the dtimate symbol of intirnate human relationship" 
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(62). Without conscious reflection the symbol is Iiteralised. We are becoming 

aware of the fiequency with which this occurs inappropriately, in relationships of 

unequal power, a s  the issue is more and more discussed publicly. What gets lost 

in these instances of unconscious acting out is any awareness of a personal centre, 

or in Jungian ternis, a Self Samuels is also aware of the opposite danger, that we 

will run from erotic feelings and therefore fkom relationship, especially the 

father/daughter relationship (1 993, 149-5 0). For his part, Sisyphus appears to be 

a character without significant relationships, who acts out sexually and 

aggressively. His way of being human does seem contemporary. 

Another trait characterizing Sisyphus is his interest in enterprise. He is 

associated more with Corinth than with Thessaly, and Corinth is strategically 

located on the isthmus connecting the Peloponnesus to central Greece. Sisyphus 

peoples his city and promotes Corinthan commerce and navigation. The fact that 

the citizens have spmg fiom mushrooms does imply that Sisyphus has let loose a 

fùngus on the world. This image suggests that there is shadow and meakiness in 

enterprise. On the other hand James Green, an Arnerican Episcopal priest, uses 

the mushroom image in a positive way when he describes the "fast growing and 

short livedt' committees of his enterprising congregation (Harris 50). Green's 

point is that mushroom structures suit the conternpomy situation. 



So many of the biblicd proverbs have to do with correct measurement. 

The modem reader is conf?onted with both the importance of commerce in the 

ancient world, and the interest of society in restrsiining the human desire to i d e  

un fairly . NevertheIess, again in the "Book of Ecclesiastes", the preacher counse1s 

his readers to "Cast your bread upon the waters, for you wil l  find it d e r  many 

days" (1 1 : 1 RSV). Fruitfiüness is valued, rather than criticized, in the Hebraic 

tradition. King energy properly expressed results in the prospering of the land. 

Solomon, Arthur, Louis XV,  Catherine the Great and Queen Victoria are aU 

examples. Spanish and Portuguese monarchs sent explorers aroimd the world in 

order to promote trade; but, of course, exploitation is the shadow side of trade. 

The missionaty activiv of the church, fishing for people, is accompanied by the 

same exciting spirit of adventure and hawest; but there also is found a shadow, a 

more instinctual awareness as opposed to the heroicaily spiritual. This shadow is 

often mediated by the "native" peoples, the intended candidates for 

transformation. In the movie, The Mission, a native South American voice re- 

awakens the warrior in a Eutopean who had repressed that instinctive energy in 

the name of religion. To sum up these reflections on the myth, Sisyphus suggests 

a humankind seeking self-transcendeme, by hook or by crook, in the face of the 

limiting conditions of existence. 



Andrew Samuels discusses the Sisyphus myth to ampli@ the issue of 

humankind's attempts to avoid innate factors such as de& and aggression (1989, 

1 17). Samuels confesses a psychotherapist's anxiety about therapy's potential, a 

concern that everything psychological in a person might be q la ined  by 

reference to heredity (1989, 1 17). Sisyphus's last crime was avoiding death, and 

his punishment reminds Samuels of the hsûating experience of therapy, 

discovering at the end of the process that one is stiU "an aggressive mt" (1989, 

1 17). The "conundmm of the innate" rnentioned by Samuels rerninds me of 

Tillich's conditions of existence. "Hard" heredity leaves humankind little option 

but resignation to fate. Revolutions replace monarchs with dictators. The 

awareness in this century that regress and progress are equally possible has Ied to 

the failure of the liberal myth. However, Samuels' suggestion of "soW heredity 

suggests the polar tension between destiny and fieedom. The repetition of effort, 

going over the same tenitory as expressed in the labour of Sisyphus, illustrates a 

tmth that change does occur with patient steady work; and this is the case with 

personal and social transfomaiion. 

Albert Camus describes a Sisyphus who returned nom the underworld and 

discoverai a passionate love of life, especidy the awareness of the senses. The 

bribe Sisyphus wuld not resist was a s p ~ g  of water, an image suggesting 

dynarnism fkom the underworld, the unconscious. Sisyphus had a bubbly, puer 



quality that is expressed early in his story, in his activities and straîegies. 

Peopling his city with creatures spmg fkom mushrooms, Sisyphus took the 

puer's shortcut and bypassed nature with respect to generativity, just as he hoped 

to avoid natural mortality. 1 would like to understand Camus's imaginative 

addition to the myth psychologically. The first trip to the underworld, that is to 

the encounter with the unconscious, can result in vitality. Perhaps the puer's 

dominant intuitive function, which ofien absîracts from reality, or fantasizes about 

non-reality, gives way for a moment to the sensation fimction. This latter will be 

more vital because of its childlike quality and proximity to the persona1 

conscious. For this reason, the inferior functions have been appreciated as media 

for spiritual expenence. Unfortunately for Sisyphus, his Grst trip to the 

underworld was too brief, short-circuited by his own trickery. 

Considering Sisyphus's second and £inal trip to Hades' realm, Camus 

wonders at our hero's effort pushing the stone up the hill; and he sees a proud 

Sisyphus wallcing back down the Ml, experiencing the "hour of consciousness" 

when the "face that toils so close to stone is already stone itself' (89). Camus 

makes the point that this consciousness which makes the myth tragic, is also a 

Mctory of knowledge and "scom" for Sisyphus (90). A happy afiirmation of the 

absurd nature of existence drives out intdering divine beings and "makes of fate 

a human matter" (Camus 91). James Hiuman holds up the image of the 



philosopher, pondering life with the skull on the table, and Hillman values a 

conscious approach to death (1965,59). Was the hour when Sisyphus walked 

back down the hill a t h e  of conscioumess about death? Did Sisyphus only gain 

this consciousness after he bemne resident in the undenvorld? If  so, this 

interpretation complements Hihan's advice to relate to the problem of death by 

dying, by entering a death experience. In facing the choice of life and death and 

embracing negation in defiance of the collective culture's denial of death, 

Sisyphus became individual (Hillrnan 1965,63-4). 

1 see a slightly c i i f f i t  transfomation in Sisyphus. In becoming sweaty 

and dusty with this work, and taking on the character of stone in his facial 

expression, Sisyphus the puer was falling to earth, integrating the qudity of 

senex, a heavy awareness of tragic fate. 

Prometheus 

Where Camus, the twentieth centuy existentialist, discovers a heroic 

Sisyphus to represent the hman condition, Hall describes the conternporaiy 

person as Sisyphus, masquerading as Prometheus. Hall's picture of Prometheus 

focuses, not on his punisbment, but on his crime, stealing fire fiam the go& and 

giving it to humankind (1993, 255). 
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Prometheus, whose name implies foreseeing, was the son of a Titan, and 

a brother of Atlas and Epimetheus (Graves 1 : 143). fiornetheus stayed neutral 

during the rwolt of the Titans, and was admittecl to Olympus, but later mught 

revenge on the gods by favouring humans (Aldington 93). He tricked Zeus into 

choosing the meagre portion of ox meat at a meeting of gods and humans, and 

Zeus responded by withholding fïre fiom humankind (Aldington 93). Once more 

Prometheus contradicted the gocl's will. He stole f i e  from the forge of 

Hephaestus and carrïed it to mortals; and Zeus countered, by senduig Pandora to 

open her box of misery, and by sending a flood to descend upon the human race 

(Aldington 93-94). Prometheus foiled the god's intention to destroy humanity 

when he advised his son, Deucalion, to ride out the flood in an ark (Aldington 

94). At the command of Zeus, Hephaestus bound hometheus with unbreakable 

chains to Mount Caucasus, where for th- yean, untd his rescue by Hercules, a 

huge eagle fed on his liva during each day while the tissue grew back at night 

(Aldington 95). 

Deception belongs to Prometheus as much as to Sisyphus. Staying neutral 

is clever strategy, especidy when foresight has suggested that one's enemies are 

destined to win the coming stniggie. However, as Prometheus' story continues, he 

appears more defiant than deceptive. The poef Shelley, understood the character 

as a Christ-figure whose hanging on the mountain rerninds us of Jesus' hanging on 



the cross; and who, in forgiving Jupiter, condemns Jupiter (Abrams 542-568). 

Sisyphus does act on behalf of Corinth, but the choice to act for humankind is 

much more clearly drawn in Prometheus. Where Christ was cornrnitted to 

humankind and the will of Go4 Prometheus was committed to humankind, 

against the will of a god. If we put Shelley's image of Prometheus next to Camus' 

image of Sisyphus, then both heroes succeed in banishing the gods and their 

representatives on earth, tyrannical authority. 

Fire-bearing Prometheus does represent hurnankind as master of 

technology. We might even cal1 Prometheus's service to humankind agape, 

although the Luddite would see his work as being similar to the work of the 

serpent in the garden. Tillich associates the myth with the biblical accouut of the 

building of the tower of Babel (3: 73). Both stories express the ambiguity of 

fieedom. Technology offers humankind uniimited creative potential, but 

humankind remains a Iimited being. Technology in the hands of Cain multiplies 

destruction. Robert Sardello reminds us of Marshall McLuhan's association of 

technology with the image of Narcisnis, longing for the "insubstantial shadow" he 

had seen on the surf" of the pool (102). Vehicles and television exterio& our 

moving and thinking, and the experience of the body being anaesthetized is 

reminiscent of the infant's unconscious immersion in the world. Did the inner f ie  

go out when Prometheus offered us firepower? 
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The church is reguiarly seen criticizing works of technology fkom cniise 

missiles to dams constmcted for irrigation. Certainiy we need to confkont 

unconscioumess about techidogy, the notion that whatever is technologically 

feasible must be either beneficial or inevitable. On the other hand the church in 

Quebec before the sixties was understood as a force resisting the twentieth 

century, as if poverty and backwardness with respect to technology nurtured 

greater faith and offered more compelling witness. If we view these mythological 

characters of Sisyphus and Prometheus synchronically, so that the ending of their 

stories does not negate the earlier phases, then we can see the positive potential 

for just development in both the commerce of Sisyphus and the technology of 

Prometheus. 

Sisyphus ended up in a situation where he gained Promethean foresight, 

but foresight for both Prometheus and Sisyphus brought a vision of defeat. The 

liver will grow and the eagle will return to eat it. The stone will roll back d o m  

the hili. Zeus, the cornplainant against both offenders, had no role in the a d  

punishment. The heroic Prometheus was chained by the earthy artisan, 

Hephaestus, fiom whom the fire had been stolen; while the trîckster, Sisyphus, 

was ultimately brought down by that even more elusive character, Hennes. 

Technology and elusive spirit tum against themselves. Titanic and crafty attempts 

at self-transcendence are doomed by the gods, the impersonal forces of fate. 



Humankind's der ing ,  howwer? can lead to conscioumess. This is 

depicted in the stones of Gautama, Luther, Job and Celie, the heroine of The 

Color Purl>le. Existentialist philosophy, Picasso's "Guernica", and the music 

called the blues al1 emerge fkom suffering. The awareness thaî growth am result 

fiom suffering is no reason to be resigned to dering,  nor to cause suffiering; but 

the courage to be needs to assimilate the expenence of non-being. This saying 

"yes" to "being", with absolute faith, emerges only afler one has radically 

encountered non-being; and uiis encounter becomes quite widespread at the end 

of an era, when the collective myths, suppressing and containing non-being, are 

breaking down (Tillich 1952,6263). Here is where Tillich is grasped by the God 

above the God of theism, and encouraged by the "God who appears when God 

has disappeared in the anxiety of doubt" (1 952, 190). 

TheoIo~cal Affinnations 

According to the method of correlation the affirmations fkom Christian 

tradition, founded upon the witness to God's self-revelation, are gadiered and 

organized in the light of the analysis of existence. In this section 1 am thinking 

about the g e n d  arpaience of existence in North America at the end of the 

twentieth century, the experience of people of both genders and v ~ o u s  ages and 

social classes, amongst whom I have ministaed. My awareness of experience is 



limiteci, because it is the awareness of a middle class white male and does not 

include the fisthand experience of women and aboriginal people. 1s self- 

transcendeme only a concern for white men? It is possible that when other voices 

are encouraged to contribute more to culture and collective consciousness, then 

other ternis with slightly different meanings might corne to describe the hman 

telos. Hall understands our vocation as "creaturehood", which he distùiguishes 

fiom both super Prometheus and robotic Sisyphus (1993,340). Dorothee Soelle 

imagines a vineyard, and sees in it an image of work that includes three 

dimensions: " self-expression, contribution or relatedness to society, and 

reconciliation with naturet' (8 1). Neither of these understandings of human 

purpose would contradict what Tillich means by "self-affinnation", a t em which 

he contrasts sharply with "selfishness" (1952, 22). 

1 have tossed up vaxious images of the arnbiguities of estranged existence 

which limit the fieedorn of persons to live out their vocation and afnrm 

themselves. Neuroses, narcissistic d E d t y ,  ppuer/puella, ego-persona identity 

and unconsciousness are several of the psychologid tems describing the 

problems that need to be worked on. Acting out, escaping, exteriorizing, looking 

for shortcuts, and relying on sneakhess; these are several ways in which minisias 

and laity cope with, and express, existentid ambiguity. Aaxieties of fate and 

death, guilt and condemnation, meaninglessness and doubt are Tillich's stiU 
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relevant phrases denoting the threatening forms of non-being. The question is, 

why not just go with the flow, and act out and be meaky? Why not stay 

unconscious and live the one sidedpuer? He has his charm. Why not flip 

between the persona-ego identity of the clergy role and the shadow, depending on 

who is around to mirror either script? Why not hold on to the myths that protect 

us Erom anxiety. The reason why 1 choose to resist dus temptation is because 1 

see it as regession, a meaningless loss of being. Tillich was cux~ect in stating that 

"the ahviety which determines our pexïod is the anxiety of doubt and 

meaninglessness" (1 95 2, 173). What answer fiom the tradition foms in the mind 

in response to this existentid situation? 

In his Systematic Theoloqy, Tillich articulates doctrines of God, Christ, 

Spintual Presence and the Kingdom of God in response to the questions raised by 

Being, Existence, Ambiguous Life and History. Nevertheless, it is the revelation 

of God in the picture of Jesus as the Christ which inspires the fàïthfbl community 

to live, if even fiagmentarily, the New Being, the unity of essence and existence 

which brings us the courage to take into ourseIves the SMXieties of non-being. 

Before his execution by the Nazis, and therefore facuig the d e t i e s  of non-being 

in their clearest twentieth century expression, Diemch Bonhoeffi wrote, "If we 

are to leam what God promises, and what God W s ,  we must pasevere in quiet 

meditation on the Me, sayings, deeds, SUfferUigs, and death of Jesus" (5 12). 
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Isabel Carter Heyward articulates the diffiiculty of Jesus' maleness for feminists in 

so far as this male's lordship has been used "docûinally, politically, 

psychologically, stmcturally" to impose " d a r y "  status on fernale chmch 

members (1 96). Nevertheless Hepvard afnrms the importance of remernbering, 

rather than revering, Jesus; for in Jesus' life we see "the only liberating 

relationship a person can have to God . . . vulnerable to the love of God, which is, 

in fact, the love of humanity" (200). 

Tradition's answer to the question posed by existence can take the shape of 

story as much as doctrine. One story that to rny mind follows Heyward's 

understanding of Jesus as our brother is Luke's stoq  of the encounter between 

Jesus and the two wrongdoers as al1 are being cnicified (Luke 23:39-43 RSV): 

One of the criminals who were hanged railecl at him, saying, 

"Are you not the Chnst? Save yourself and us!" But the other 

rebuked him, saying, "Do you not fear Go4 since you are under the 

same sentence of condemnation? And we indeed justly; for we are 

receiving the due reward of our deeds; but this man has done 

nothing wrong." And he said, "Jesus, remember me whai you corne 

into your kingdom." And he said to him, "Tdy, 1 say to you, today 

you will be with me in Paradise." 
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Raymond Brown doubts that Luke received this episode fiom any other 

source (1002). This is Brown's careful way of saying that the source is Luke's 

creative imagination. Nevertheless, Luke belongs to that early Christian 

community which, through the Spiritual Presence, received a pichin of ksus. 

The recent expaience with the three year lectionary in mainline Protestant 

churches is nurturing an appreciation for the various biblical stones and the 

various versions of the Christ story. As story, Jesus' encounter with the two 

criminals on the cross is certainly dramatic. AU the elements of the story speak to 

the existentid situation 1 have been describing. 

The wrongdoer who scoms Jesus could be an existentialist hem. Camus 

saw scom as a sort of victory for Sisrphus, banishing the gods Erom human fate. 

The other wrongdoer represents the church, the community which recognizes and 

rejects arnbiguity without removing ambiguity. In the discussion of narcissism, 1 

noted Schwarz-Salant's description of an undifferentiiated amalgam. Luke has 

differentiated the poles hae, as he did with Mary and Martha, and the prodigal 

and older brother. It is fairly cornmon for dreams to toss up twin shadow figures 

who are opposites, such as the innocent and tricher, or the tyrant and weakling. 

What Luke does not do is integrate the polar opposites, but that would probably 

close story's open-endedness. Christian thwlogy today needs to hear the scorn, 



24 1 

the existentialists' articulation of absurd existence, We cannot be in too much of a 

hurry to close that story with our doctrine of hope. 

The "other wrongdoer" has a natural faith, dong with consciousness of his 

own estrangement and participation with ambiguity. Given my own uptightness 

about my uptightness, 1 can identiQ with him. The story is brief, but we can 

imagine a transformation in this "other wrongdoer" during his tirne on his cross. 

He has seen Jesus mocked, and he has heard Jesus forgiving his tomentors. He 

realizes that Jesus has an authority, and so he is drawn to Jesus, and he finds his 

own authority to speak his own word. What stoiy is suggested by "Jesus, 

rernember me when you corne into your kingdom." That in itself is story. 

Kingdom and paradise are images similar to the sacred marriage. The "other 

wrongdoer" expresses this hope, not expecting to personally a& if but satisfied 

that Jesus' Kingdom gives meaning to his own existence. 

Jesus' identification with the two wrongdoers and with dl of us is 

demonstrated quite visibly. He is suffering with us. Luke emphasized this 

solidarity of Jesus at the beginning of the public ministcy where Jesus' baptisrn is 

described in the context of the crowds' baptim. Here at the end, it is appropriate 

that he is crucified alongside representatives of crucified humankind. Jesus 

clearly dculates hs promise of relationship in the mi& of suffiring to the other 

wrongdoer. The promise means hope. Today you will be with me in paradise. 
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The relationship, which interestingly enough is initiatecl by the "other wrongdoer", 

means meanhg. It is meaningfbl to share suffering, to be in loving relationship 

with each other and with the ground of our being in the midst of Mering. The 

church afErms the rneaningfiihess of this love by celebraihg and participating in 

the story of one who expressed such a love in life and death. That part of us 

which doubts is not coerced into faith. That part of us which at bottom f i d s  

Tillich's absolute faith is afEmed. 



THE WORKSHOPPING PROCESS 

"Duffers" is the first short story 1 wrote during my time in the Doctor of 

Ministry Program. 1 began work on this project in Febniary of 1991, and listed 

progress on this task as one of the goals for my Practicum which took place that 

spMg. Reporting on that Practicum, my supervisor noted that my efforts did not 

yield the amount or quality of writing for which I had hoped. My writing at that 

rime was more angry social commentary than narrative with characters and plot. 1 

didn't like my own witing. Still 1 wasn't willing to give up this desire to write 

stones, so 1 decided to find a structured program in order to improve both the 

quantity and quality of my work. 

In the late fall of that year 1 took an eight week creative writing course at 

the Faculty of Extension, University of Alberta, and then joined a writer's group 

which met twice a month fiom January until May of 1992. In the SUlTlfners of 

'93, '94 and '95 1 attended the week long writing program at Lakeland College, 

Vennilion. 1 participated in Fadty  of Extension courses in 1993 and 1995, and 

Wfiters' groups from January, 1994 until May, 1995. 

These programs offered a variety of exercises, especially around getting 

started. For instance, we wouid open three books, choose a word fbm each page, 
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and write a paragraph using the three words. Another method to get started was 

to write for set perîods of time and keep our pens movhg. nie point of such an 

exercise is to let go of the inner editor for the tirne being. The sheer fun of being 

creative and exercising one's imagination helped all the participants to be 

energized and ta feel a sense of community. 

All of these prograrns involved workshopping stories. The participants 

read each other's work and then offered feedback as to what was working in the 

piece, and what was not working. 1 r d  feeling some anxiety in the beginning 

about havhg my work discussed. Whenever 1 am workshopping a piece for the 

first tirne 1 still do wonder how it will be received. A participant once wondered 

if this "Duffers" piece wasn't an example of misogyny. 1 thought at the time that 

ths response was a bit strong. However her criticism did make a difference to the 

process of revision. Other participants wondered if Gordon's transformation was 

adequately described in earlier drafts of the story. 1 generally take dticisms 

sexiously once they are brought to my attention. Feedback fiom others has given 

me a clear sense of what needs to be fixed in revision. 

This sounds like a simple process, and yet all participants have to develop 

the ability to hem aiticism of their work. As a d e ,  one remaias silent while 

one's work is being discussed. 1 found the silence cornfortable. It is a form of 

discipline, which in my case, helps me to rein in my usual extraversion. The d e  
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quiets an old message within me that one must defend and explain one's work. 

The group considers what is working well to assure the Wnter that there are ideas 

in the story which are interesthg and worth developing. The creativity of every 

writer is affirme4 and this affirmation enables the writer to receive constructive 

criticism in the second stage of the workshop. The assumption is that there is 

always something working in a story. 1 was energized to continue work on this 

piece partly because other workshop participants said that they were interested in 

the issues of a minister's personal and relational conflicts. 

When my work is being discussed 1 take notes concerning both what is, 

and isn't working well. When problems are identified in a paaicular portion of 

the text 1 find it helpful to make a note right on that point in the manuscript. 

There is no lirnit to the number of times a piece can be revised and workshopped. 

Workshopping a piece in its early stages of development heips the h t e r  to sort 

out what the principle theme is going to be. A group participant responded to an 

early draft of "Duffers" by suggestuig that the main issue was Gordon's decision 

to either stay in the vocation or lave i t  1 ended up choosing a different route, but 

these responses do help the writer to see the story's possibilities, and then to 

choose which issue and which characfers to follow and which to let go. If the 

same group is g k g  feedback on a piece of writing for a second or third time, 
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they may point out particular revisions in the text that do not work well, and 

earlier versions of scenes or sentences that should be restored. 

The members of a workshop or writing group b ~ g  different perspectives 

to the task of giving feedback. Women have raised questions about the femde 

characters, and whether or not these characters are adequately developed. Wnters 

identifjmg themselves as religious have questioned some of the earthier dialogue. 

I took their feedback seriously, considering that they are a major part of the 

audience 1 want to reach. Writers not familiar with golf or religious worship will 

let me know if more explanation is required in my description of these activities. 

Writers who take a minllnalist approach will wonder about episodes and 

descriptions not crucial to the plot. Others wili ask if there has been enough 

change in the main character to result in a stoxy that is worth telling. 

The group is often helpfil with details. Gordon's memory of the painting 

in Cape Cod was connected with Provincetown, until a participant reminded me 

that Provincetown's association with the gay commun@ over the past twenty five 

years would o d y  throw confusion into the reader's understanding of Gordon's 

difficulty with his sexuality. In "Thinkin' 'Bout the Devil" 1 had Malcolm 

McDowell c o h e d  by a straitjacket in a psychiatrie ward, until a participant who 

recently viewed noted that the character was in a body wt. 

Amber Dawn began her appearance as a twelve year old, and she became older as 
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my wlleagues continued to question such a youngster expressing her levef of 

rnaturity. 

Problems, fiom the narrator's point of view to the believability of the plot's 

resolution, are raised in the workshop setting. The writer has great difficulty 

approaching his or her own work as a reader. The &ter sees the scenes and 

encounters clearly in the mind. Having done countless object lessons for 

children, 1 don? need too many descriptive words before I can conjure up this 

moment in my rnind. Others, however, will not see the event unless 1 M y  

describe it. Readers are needed to confhm whether or not the writing allows 

hem, in their own way, to see the story and participate with ît. 

1 have sought feedback on m y  writing fiom others, especially colleagues in 

ministry, outside of the formal workshop setting. One respondent to an early 

draft of the "Duffers" piece noted that the enwunter with the bear was mcated. 

As this scene foms the crisis of the story, it was aucial that 1 see it with greater 

depth and fill it out. It's interesthg that, whether as wiiter or character, I did not 

want to spend d c i e n t  thne in terror and repentance. I dont go looking for a 

crisis, and yet a writer must; and the wder hm to be willing to relate as M y  as 

possible tu the crisis. In revision I worked on the physicai reactions of the men 

and the bear, but especially on the inner thoughts of Gordon as he felt stripped 

naked in the bear's presence. 
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1 am aware of making many deletions in revision. At one stage of revising 

"Duffers", I let go of a reference to the "new curriculum", a denominational 

Sunday School curricdm that drew criticism because of its reliance on modem 

biblical scholarship. Musions that would only be understood by a limited 

audience needed to be dropped. In one dr& 1 had brought into the coffeeshop 

scene a new character, Ron, an electrician, to serve as a foil for the clergymen. 

However it was too late in the stoly to be bringing in somwne new, and the 

shortness of the short story does force the d e r  to limit the number of characters. 

Other revisions responded to the need to make each character distinct. In an early 

draft of this story, both Jim and Gordon had skeletons in the closet, and both 

Andy and Gordon expressed humour; so 1 needed to cl&@ that Gordon is the 

central character who undergoes transformation, and limit Jim to his role as 

mentor and boundary keeper, and Chris to his role as idealist, and Andy to his 

role as the earthy imp. To help me sort out die four men, I needed to k t e  out 

descriptions of each one and what they wanted fkom the others. 

nie original "Pete's Run" only covered his first jog on AU Saints Day. 

Mer adding the phone conversation with his superior, the lunch at the Chinese 

Restaurant and Pete's second run, a cdeague at a workshop noted that the 

resulting story still had the appearance of two pieces cmched together. In 

revision 1 needed to tie the two halves together by building foreshadowing in the 
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f h t  hdf and revisithg in the second half the places noted on Pete's nrst m. A 

diffidty in devdoping "Betses" was balancing the need to desaibe the scene 

Mly with the need to move fairly quickly into action and plot. Again, workshop 

participants were helpfbl in identifying both problerns, and in revision 1 tned to 

integrate description, dialogue and action. For example, 1 painted some of the 

harbour scenv  while Yianni listened to Fadier Georgiou on the phone. 

At Progoff Intensive Journalhg workshops I became familiar with writing 

dialogues between inner images. As a resiilt, my creative fiction is characterized 

by a generous amount of dialogue. Revision is often needed to identiq speakers 

and integrate dialogue, action and description. Half-scenes and namative are the 

glue that join the scenes and set them up. Even here the writer needs to 

emphasize showing rather than telling. In one draft of "Duffers", I included 

several sentences fiom the nanator giving background to the Laura character nght 

after she responds to Gordon's news about his txip to Kananaskis. A workshop 

participant marked the spot in the manuscript and wrote, "1 get lost at this point, 

because it was more interesting before." In revision 1 replaced the exposition with 

two short half-scenes which b ~ g  out the tension between Gordon and Laura, and 

move them fiom breakfast to church, 

The m e s  of the story which were established earliest are Gordon's wallc 

to his office, and the golnng and eating with his friends. The Friday scene with 
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Laura and Gordon, near the end of the piece, came nom another story which 1 

abandoned, having corne to the opinion that these characters should be devdoped 

in just one piece. It was only during the July '93 summer program that the 

opening scene was developed which describes Gordon's encornter with Sue. 

This, too, was in response to feedback fiom fellow writers who suggested that the 

breach of conduct be seen more clearly. During revisions in the fall of '93 1 

composed Gordon's meetings with John, the therapist, and the Thursday scene 

where Gordon and Sue bring some resolution to the issue between them. The 

advantage of working on severaf stories at once was that 1 could put this one away 

for periods of time, and corne back to it as ideas for the development of the story 

came into m y  awareness. The workshop setting always provides an opportunity 

to bring forward an old piece, receive some feedback, and discover new energy to 

work on it. 



THE ISSUES 

In the "Duffas" story Gordon was wnfionted with the fact of his 

misconduct. "You crossed the line," said Jim. Gordon failed to respect a 

boundary. At some level of consciousness he may have seen the boundary, but he 

felt strongly motivated to act as if there were no boundary. Peter Rutter would 

agree with Jim that Gordon's relationship with Sue fdls within the "Forbidden 

Zone", even though Gordon sees Sue as a colleague rather than as a parishioner 

(22). 

Rutter describes sex in the forbidden zone as "sexual contact wîthin 

professional relationships of trust" (13). The vast rnajority of these boundary 

violations occur between men who are doctors, lawyers, pastors, therapists or 

teachers and the women who are their patients, clients, parishioners and students. 

This phenornenon is now an "epidemic" (Rutter 2). It has been with us for some 

time, but only recently has it been named. Rutter notes that the phrase "sexual 

harassment" only entered our usage in 1976 (26). The publicity surroundhg the 

Jim Bakker-Jessica Hahn and G q  Hart-Donna Rice scandals and the revelaîions 

concenllng John Kennedy made the public more aware of a sense of betrayal in 

the light of se& abuse by powerful men (Ruttex 1% 18). These events are as 
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recent as ten years ago, and Rutter points out the scarcity of litrrature on s e x d  

exploitation in the professions at that time (36). 

At the Interdisciplinary Study Of Ministry course of January 1990, Roy 

Oswald, of the Alban Institute, led our group of doctoral students in a meditation. 

He began by reminding us to be aware of the sexual energy in the room. This 

was surprising to me; not that there was sexual energy in the room, but that 

someone would take the initiative to say so. niere has always been sexual energy 

in the church, but only recently is the church valuing any awareness of sexual 

energy . 

Some might Say that power, rather than sexuality, is the real issue here; and 

of course the church has criticized the abuse of power for some tirne. Rutter 

understands that it is precisely the imbalance of power which makes sex in the 

forbidden zone wrong (29-30). Ruth Barnhouse agrees with this perspective, 

affirming that a woman's consent does not justify the boundary violation 

@amhouse 32). She notes both the cultural message that women mut  relate 

sexually and the cultural myth that clergy are different fiom other men (32). As a 

male 1 am unaware of what it is like to be a woman living with the cultural 

message to relate sexuaily. As a male cleric 1 never imagined that, when it cornes 

to matters of sexuality, male clergy are any different than other men. My lack of 
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awareness does not mean that the power imbalance, the cultural message and the 

myth are not factors in the issue. 

As much as Runer values a heightened awareness of ethical standards, his 

approach is to acknowledge the power of sexuality and the value, for the 

psychological growth of both parties, of maintainhg a non-sexual relationship. 

He wrote concerning an incident in his own career, "something holds me back - 
not just a d e  against sexual contacf but a feeling that sornething of value, right 

there in the room, will be destroyed if that line is crossed (9). Bamhouse also 

takes the symbolic and psychological level of sexuality seriously, noting its dual 

capacity to symbolize wholeness and manifest brokenness (47). Awareness about 

inequality of power must be complemented by awareness of the psychic wounds 

expressed in inappropriate sexuality in order for people to change the situation 

(Rutter 5 5). 

Donald Hands and Wayne Fehr consider both power and sexuality in their 

discussion of clergy sexual abuse (42-48). They contrast the minister's feelings of 

material powerlessness, having low status and low pay, with the reality of their 

"symbolic and personal power" (Hands 42). The minister with a hi& degree of 

personal power but a low capacity for relationship is more likeIy to inflict 

parishioners with his or her grandiose fantasies of power. Avoiding peer 

relationships, these ministers "cross boundaries and &use those weaker or with 
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less role and status than themselves" (Hands 40). Hands and Fehr note thai the 

four cultural stances toward sexuaiity, (repression, suppression, gratification and 

sublimation), have irnpeded the goal of an "integrative" stance which consciously 

relates one's sexuality with one's "intimacy with self, others and God" (43-45). 

Integration sounds like a heroic goal when it cornes to our relationship with 

our instincts, and especially sexuality. Given our failure to be heroic at al1 times, 

1 am concemed about repressing the non-heroic into the shadow and then 

projecting t h i s  collective shadow upon the few male clergy whose bounday 

violations are brought to light. Hands and Fehr note that integration is a "process 

. . . learned by making mistakes" (49). How does the church balance the 

affinnation of ethical standards with the task of  leading its clergy and laity toward 

this goal of an integrative stance toward sexuality? The church is somewhere on 

the road to sorting out that question. 

The issue presented in "Betses" is the conflict between the value of 

maintainhg tradition and the value of developing tourisn. While these values 

conflict, they also complement each other. The pilgrim who cornes to the festival 

of the Theotokos from central Greece is a type of tourist. The continuity of the 

pilgrimage ensures the continuity of the festival and the procession with its 

incense and blaring of homs. The island has other attractions for foreign tourists, 

but it is the annual festival which gets mentioned in the Michelin Guide and wins 
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Betses its star. Otber s t o k  circuiate on the idand, but a story about an icon of 

Mary speaking good news of liberation to a yomg girl contributes much to a 

people's sense of identity. 

Baedeker's Greek Islands describes the historie event which gave the 

Cycladic island of Tinos its religious significance: "during the war of liberation - 
a nun named Pelagia, guided by a vision, found a wonder-working icon of the 

Panayia, which soon becarne the object of annual pilgrimages . . ."(234). Gordon 

and Jane Rie~eld note that the icon "once so modestly fhmed, is now so 

encnisted with emeralds, diamonds, d i e s ,  and other jewels uiat one can only sec 

the two small openings for the faces of the Virgin and Gabriel" (146). An object 

so important to Greeks and their story will interest visitors to Greece. 

In the early nineteen eighties 1 spent a week on Tinos and a day on 

Mykonos. The latter island is more developed and more crowded because it has 

air service. Mykonos is a scenic place with its windmills above the town and 

crescent shaped bay. It also serves as a base for tourists who want to visit the 

ancient ruins at Delos. In their article on Mykonos, the Rietvelds note the loud 

disws, the busy souvenir shops, and the workshops of "mainly non-Greek artists, 

craftspeople, writers, and jewellersy' (1 53 .) Fishamen fary tourists to the nude 

beaches, a well-known mction on Mykonos. Nevertheless, the d t y  that 
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conservatism of the Greek people. 

Writing about Inishmore, one of Ireiand's Aran Islands, Lisa Moore LaEtoe 

notes that, while Gaelîc culture is an important aitraction, "traditional stone-and- 

thatch cottages are nearly gone, replaced by plaster-and-slate houses with satellite 

dishes that beam in soaps and sitcoms . . . and in August passenger f d e s  drop 

more than 2,000 tourists a day on Inishrnore - an island of fewer than 850 year- 

round residents" (120). Tourism can threaîen the very qualities which make a 

location attractive, and it was my sense that this had already taken place on 

Mykonos. 

While there were several hotels and restaurants on Tinos, traditional Greek 

life continued there without too much dimption fiom the tourist industry. Soon 

after our tour group arrived, we met the local businessman who organized events 

for tourists. I distinctly remember meeting his famiy, as well. The beach and 

hotels fiequented by tourists were situated on one side of the main town, and even 

this area was quiet. On the town's watdont ,  black-robed pnests and their 

spouses would walk pushing baby strollers. 1 took a bus tour of the island and 

visited a village named Panornos where the house of a locally well-known 

sculptor has been turned into a modest museum. This museum in an inland 

village hardly rates as a major tourist attraction. It is there, because the scdptor is 
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important to the people of Tinos. 1 also took the donkey ride up through the 

terraced fields to a village of gleaming white Cycladic houses. 1 wonder how 

much the island has changed over the past thirteen years. 

In "Amber Dawn" the issue being worked on is conflict and reconciliation 

within an extended famïly. It is Dave who changes the most and needs most to 

change. Amber is his daughter, and she also, to some degree, carries his projected 

anima Dave cornes to see Arnber as a special individual as she exercises her 

fieedom to be honest with him and as he sees her making her own choices. 

Amber takes on the role of mothering Dave, fiethg about his happiness and 

attempting to smooth his difficult encounters. As she lets go of this role, and as 

Dave fmds his own capacity for reflection, a more conscious relationship between 

them develops. They become fiiends who confide in each other and mirror each 

other. 

1 remember my parents visiting us when Donna and 1 lived in Milk River, 

Alberta. We were al1 invited out to visit the home of a fanner and outdoors man 

who was well-known throughout the county and beyond. This man's son was 

fairly quiet, but m y  father drew him out in conversation, which may or rnay not 

have been disconcerthg to the outdoorsman who was used to being centregstage. 

Encounters with my own father have been few and fat baween since I moved 

west, but they have certainly been significant in terms of my own personal growth 
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and my awareness of his importance to me. My father died of cancer two years 

ago, and 1 remember seeing him in bed on my last moming during a visit to 

Ottawa He said, "Have a good life, Dave." For me, these few words were a 

wonderful blessing, his blessing. "Amber Dawn" ends with Tom giving Dave his 

blessing. I wnclude every Sunday worship service with a blessing, a benediction. 

Blessings are special, and necessary. 

"Oz Animated" presents a similar issue of a man in mid-life relating with a 

young woman. They are opposites in terms of age, gender and experience, but 

they each receive something fiom their encounter. Nolana finds a solidness in 

0s and Oz rediscovers his feeling fiinction, thanks to Nolana. During my fkst 

year of theology, 1 lived in a men's fiatemity with engineerÿig and landscape 

architecture students. It was refieshing and interesting to move back and forth 

between the two worlds. Oz provides a different context for Nolana than the one 

she lmows at the hospital, and yet she shares some of her pastoral education 

program wiîh him. It was interesting for me to write fiom Oz's point of view, to 

feel heavy senex energy within myself, dong with the capacity to remember and 

value one's story and the people who have been part of that story. 

The meeting between man and woman in " T h d d  'Bout The Devil" is less 

successful although Don's coming to a canscious relationship with bis shadow 

and with evil is important for him and for the church. Society seems to be split 
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about fan*. Recently in Alberta, a young woman's fiintasies were successfidly 

used in an effort to have the court consider her a dangerous offender. The chmch, 

of course, has condwned eM1 for two thousand years, but there is little 

understanding of how evil might be met, or lived widq or in some sense 

integraîed. I recd attendhg a mlliisterial meeting, and several clergy people 

complained about break-ins and pan-handlers. I've been in that mood, myselc but 

this time 1 suggested bat we dress up in pin-stripe suits and fedoras and plan a 

bank robbev. 

The issue of corporate downsizing provides the crisis in "Pete's Run". In 

nine months of rninisw in Spruce Grove, Alberta, 1 have heard many stones of 

people who are anxious about m e r  downsinng and responding as best they can 

to current downsizing. Functioning teams have been dissolved on hospital wards 

as well as in the telecommunications industry. Transitional perïods force a person 

to become aware of the values which continue to infom one's life. Clergy also 

invest too much of their self-worth and sense of identity in their work, which does 

not necessarily imply a more effective minisw. Pete does bis best to respond 

creatively in a difficult situation. There is value in physical exertion as a way of 

processing stress. For Pete, exercise is accompanied by reflection. The newly 

discovered clearing in the forest and the deer represent Pete's autonomy and that 

fidl and immediate participation in life modelled for us by the animals. 



STUCKNESS 

The word "stuchess" evokes images of a person caught in quick drymg 

cernent or a person yoked to a treadmill. Sisyphus was stuck in his repetitive 

situation rolling the stone up the hiIl. Prometheus was stuck with chains to Mount 

Caucasus. Absalorn was shick in the branches of an oak tree (2 Sam. l8:% 1 5). 

One is always stuck in something. The puer, or etemai youth, who likes to keep 

every option open, needs to accept stuckness in one particular life on earth with 

its commitrnents and responsibilities. Marie-Louise von Franz advises, "just 

ploughmg some plot of earth, no matter which, is helpfùl" (157). Paul Tillich 

describes human existence as being stuck in the polar tensions of the ontological 

elements, " threatened with the loss of fieedom implied in the necessities of his 

destiny . . . threatened with the loss of his destiny by the contingencies implied in 

his fieedom" (195 1,200). 

The simplest description of the stuffin which the Gordon character is stuck 

is unwnsciousness. His encornter with Sue in ' W e r s n  has a dreamy quality. 

Her removing his name tag suggests a loss of ego conscioumess, and his sense 

impressions have the overpowering character associated mth a person's inferior 

psychological hctions. According to Roy Oswdd and Otto Kroeger, over half 
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of mainstream Protestant male clergy have intuition as their dominant or d a r y  

mode of wnscious perception, and so their sensing fiinction remains largely in the 

unconscious (25). Gordon anticipates doms out thae in the world in terms of 

weatha or the mix of sex and religion in d î m e ,  but he doesn't see the conflict 

brewing within himself until Jim confkonts him. Rather than taking responsibility 

for his actions, he points to the women who tossed the condom on the table. He 

becomes unstuck fiom unconsciousness as he receives several jolts through the 

story and becomes aware of himself 

Anne Wilson Schaef writes about pseudo-relationships as a fom of 

stuckness in an addictive culture (144). The Gordon c h m e r  in "Duffers" shows 

evidence of the sex, romance and relationship addictions that Schaef describes. 

The sexual arousal and the atrnospherics at the tavern have a charge for Gordon. 

The individual person with whom he becomes involved doesn't really matter to 

him at this point. Robert Moore and Douglas Gillette note that the Don Juan type 

of addicted lover is in fact chasing his anima (1993,178). They understand anima 

as "the ferninine characteristics of the male psychew (1993, 25). A fuller 

discussion of this term, anima, wdl corne later. 

The tavem scene in "Duffers" is set in the context of a conference or 

meeting which takes place nearby. A mixed group, (mai and women, married 

and singie), are socialiang after going through a dinicult agenda at their business 
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meeting. This is a wmmon and contemporary m e ,  a context for flirtation and 

boundary violations in organizations nom the mititrny to business. What is 

unusual here is the amival of urban church people in a village tavern. There is a 

transition fiom work to play and dance. 

Cari Jung made use of L e v y - B d s  texm "parricipalion mystique" to 

describe wiconsciousness which does not differentiate (1953,206). Jung 

describes the case of a young man who fell in love, and did not differentiate, but 

simply assumed that " his agitations were plainly the agitations of the other"(195 3, 

146). Gordon falls into a similar fascination with his own projection and assumes 

that Sue wants a sexual encounter. "What are her eyes telling me?" Gordon's 

stuckness in this mood and this non-differentiation becomes clearer when he 

relates to his therapist his adolescent experience in Cape Cod, an experience 

characterized by the same assurnption that the young woman felt as he did. The 

therapist responds, "And you havent gown psychologically since." 

Gordon gains consciousiess about his stuckness when at the cIubhouse he 

fantasizes about Kay, an older woman, and Gordon hears an inner voice asking, 

"Ramsey, what are you doing?" Michael Gurian wnsiders the uninitiated man's 

stuckness as a psychologid dependence on his m o k  (22). The boy knows thaî 

mom will supply him with "safety and U'holeness"; but in adulthood this safe 

place must be a place that a man has widiin himseIf(GiIrian, 27-28). Gordon 
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remembers an adventurous hike up a mountain. The sip of beer from his father 

hints at masculine initiation, but wen decades later he is drawn to his mother's 

mayonnaise. Mayonnaise is made fiom egg whites, and eggs are featured 

elsewhere in the story. Gordon recalls a dream which begins with grunting 

football players in an underground place. In the ciream Gordon chooses to lave 

because the yolks of the eggs are too rich. Addictive fantasies and substances are 

too rich. They offer a buzz, but suck up al1 one's energy. 

Within stuckness there is still development, a movement toward rock 

bottom, needing more of a dosage to get the buzz. Schaef compares the addictive 

process to a blocked Stream that h d s  another channel (1). This reminds me of 

Marie Louise von Franz's discussion of the Baobab trees devouring the puer's 

asteroid in The Little Prince: "there is an overwhelming wealth of strength and 

fantasy in the unconscious, confiunted with a relatively weak ego" (5 1). The puer 

is rnired in the ai., with no place to land, and this realization cornes to Gordon 

courtesy of the boy who responded to his object lesson. The Christian observance 

of Lent has, as one of its intentions, the remixlding of creatures that they are earth 

bound. Ash Wednesday recalls the second account of creation. "Remember that 

you are dut, and to dust you wili retum" (Gen. 3 : 19). 

Becorning unstuck does not happa aU at once. For Gordon the process 

begins with Jim's confkontation and continues through his various encounters, 
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culminating in his meeting with the bear. In the nrst half of the story Gordon is 

introspective, moody, arcastic, doubtful about the meanhg of his vocation. 

Even golf hstrates him as he fails to hit the ball stuck in the water. In the second 

half of the story Gordon speaks less and feeis more. Schaeff advises her readers 

not to vomit their process onto someone else, which in fm is a tactic to avoid 

one's process; but rather to feel the feelings and thereby get the flow moving 

(1 28-9). In "Arnber Dawn", Dave becomes unstuck when he articulates and 

expresses his feelings, first for Amber, and then for Tom. Don, in "Thinkin' 'Bout 

the D e d  ", imaginatively experiences the feelings associated with the shadow, 

and is able to uitegrate some of that energy into assertiveness, rather than acting it 

out unconsciously. In "Pete's Run", Pete discovers the adolescent outside and 

within who can express rage as a way of getting unstuck. 

Rehurllng to "Duffers", the dream symbol of the eggs which the football 

players consume does point to a potential for somahing new to be bom. The fact 

that they are too rich points to the emotion stuck in the stomach. Y e h g  fiom the 

stomach and laughing fiom the beUy help us to get u~lsfuck. Clarissa Pinkola 

Estes tells the story of Baubo, Goddess of obscenity, whose ribald humour 

triggered Demeter's belly laughter, bringing Demeter out of her stuckness in 

depression, and enabling her to continue the search for Persephone (337-8). 
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According to Robert Moore and Douglas Gillette, the purpose of initiation 

rihids is to remove the ego fiom the centre of one's universe, so that the ego takes 

up "an orbital position around a Transpersonal Other" (1992 26). Gordon's 

experîences at the hospital and in the mountains are the events through which he 

becomes conscious of the God to whom he screams, and conscious of himself as 

a limiteci, but potentially responsible person. Oz's vision of his mother in the 

squash court makes hun aware of death and perhaps that conscious awareness 

supports hi s wihgness to risk relationship and suffer through another good-by e 

rather than staying stuck in the predictable routines of his Life. The crowd 

laughuig at Yianni's donkeys, may help him to see himself as a donkey in his 

obsession with air service. The crisis which served as initiation for Apdeius in 

The Golden Ass was exactly that, experiencing himself as a donkey, learning 

humility and choosing to serve a greater value. 



INTIMACY 

Thomas Kirsch understands closeness as "a feeling of intirnacy, 

connectedness, relatedness, love" (Wilmer 34). Just as stuckness implies being 

shick in something, intimacy implies being intimate with some one or with some 

autonomous psychic factor. Closeness develops in Gordon's relationship with 

John, the therapist. The group of mlliisters enjoy a comfort with each other that 

becomes closeness fiom tirne to time. Gordon feels close to the parents and to 

the dying infant girl at the hospital. Laura and Gordon share their pecdiar kind of 

intimacy. The attraction that needs explanation is the dangerous enchantment 

Gordon experiences with his own ferninine qualities projected ont0 Sue. Gordon 

has no sense of Sue's otherness, and so nothing is shared between one and 

another; and we cannot call Gordon's encounter with Sue "intimacy." 

June Singer articulates the Jungian understanding that the chilà's 

experience of gender difference leads to a "yeaming toward wholeness" (Wilmer 

12). Amber is conscious of herself as a young woman, but she expresses her 

freedom to join the Ventures. Recent cuInual movements that have emphasized 

an even more one-sided gender identity have only moved the yeaming for the 

other into the unconscious (Wilmer 16). By mid-We, according to Singer, a 

person diswvers that the source of one's longùig is the contra sexual archetype 
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wi& one's own psyche, the anima or anirnus (Wilmer 19). In his paper, "The 

Relations Between The Ego And The Unconscious", Cari Jung describes the two 

sources contributhg to the ferninine character of a man's sou1 (1966, 188-9). The 

first, according to Jung, is the woman in a man's life who produces an 

autonomous imago in the man's psyche (1 966, 188). The second is the side of the 

man's own character which he has judged as femuiine and repressed into the 

unconscious (Jung 1966, 1 89). One resdt of this dynamic is that a man is drawn 

to a particular woman on whom he can project his sou1 image (Jung 1966, 189). 

The difficulty is that the ùuier encounter is seldom differentiated nom the 

encounter with a fiesh and blood woman. 

The dangerous attraction that Gordon feels toward Sue d e r  she takes off 

his name tag suggests to me the tension between anima and persona Westem 

society expects individuals to play particulas roles, but when the ego identifies too 

much with the persona, the public role, and when we beiieve that this is who we 

really are, then the unconscious revolts against this "shifting of the centre of 

gravity" (Jung 1966, 193). The anima contrives "a private life tbat stands in sony 

contrast to the dazzling persona" (Jung 1966, 198). Sue does not do this to 

Gordon. This autonomous factor within Gordon's psyche invites him into trouble, 

in order to move him away fiom identifjmg too much with his pasona and being 

overly concemed about his persona At this point Gordon rem& unwnscious, 



and is therefore intimate neither with Sue nor with bis soul. I f  there were no 

repercussions, he might go on being unconscious; but the trouble in his private 

life threatens his rnarriage and his position as minister. The jolt forces him into 

soul work, the work of becoming conscious and intimate with one's soul. 

James Hillman advises us to consider the notion of anima in her own right, 

and not just as a compensation in the psyche for one sided rnascujsnity or over- 

identification with the persona (1 985, 1 5). Hillman looks to the anima for "a 

sense of an individualized soul" (1985, 15). He refers to Jung's words about "the 

syrnbol of psychic pregnancy" (Jung 1971,469). I'm rerninded of the image that 

Yianni sees, mother and child; and Gordon's dream of the closeness in the canoe 

with the anima figure and the child. Gordon expresses a desire to father the child, 

but he might wonder about the child's mission to Gordon. The child might 

symbolize this potential for individuality. The cartoonish and collective Conan 

character seeks, as did Pharaoh and Herod, to kill this new life. 

Gordon also cornes close to a young boy who speaks to him during the 

object lesson at church. The boy addresses Gordon as  "Mister God" which, dong 

with the metaphor of flying, helps Gordon to laugh at the inflation of his 

egdpersona identity. Laughuig at it helps him to stparate fiom if and to get 

close to the boy beside him and the boy within him. The fact that the figure of a 
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child can also serve as an inner guide suggests that this role cannot be restncted to 

anima, nor anima to this role. 

HiIlman distinguishes anima f?om eroticism. In the "Duffers" story 

Gordon's attraction to Sue was intensified by his impression of her hair, her smell 

and her clothes. In "Oz Animated" Oz found Nolana's darkness interesting. What 

Hillman wants to Say is that there is "more to soul than Venus, and more to Venus 

than soul" (1985,27). Eroticism is the way by which Venus draws a man to sod, 

but Hillman notes that it is better "to visit her planetary house in the name of 

anima developrnent" than to sirnply be caught in entanglements (1 985,29). 

Gordon is entangled, but he becomes unstuck as he grows more conscious and 

more reflective. 

Throughout his work Hillman emphasizes the autonomy of anima- 

Jungians speak of anima women who choose to receive and express the 

projections of men. Barnhouse may have a similar notion in mind when she 

refas to the cultural message encouraging women to get attention through being 

sexual(32). Wman does not restrict anima to the male psyche, nor animus to 

women; and so-called anima women may be reflecthg, not a man's anima, "but 

anima as archetype, which by other names is psyche or soul" (1985,65). 

Considering the social issue of senial bomdaiy violation, I questioned the 

notion that a heroic "integrative stance" toward sexuality is a goal which might 
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easily be achieved. Hiliman wonders how the anima can be integrated when we 

are in anima or ensouled, rather than having an anima in us (1985, 127.) The task 

of coming consciously close to this inner person is made "torturous" by the 

anima's pairhg with the animus in a syzygy (Hillman 1985, 183). Once Gordon 

takes back his anima projections and begins to relate to soul, he also begins work 

on Logos, the relationship with spirit. Wman concludes, "The job is to keep 

spirit and soul distinct (the spirit's dernand) and to keep them attached (the 

demand of the soul)" (1 985, 183). This is patient, rather than heroic, work. 

Intimacy with the soul might be a more achievable and beneficial goal than 

integration of the soul. 

Where Gordon, in "Duffers", works on becoming intimate with his sou& 

Dave builds a relationship with his daughter, Amber. Roger Brooke notes Martin 

Buber's cnticism "that there is, for Jung, no ontologically separate Other to whom 

one is existentially indebted" (73). Whether or not Buber misunderstood Jung is 

a matter of some controversy, but 1 would affirm that close relationships with 

others are valuable for their own sake, and not only for their facilitation of one's 

own psychological joumey. Nevertheless it is clear to me that intimate 

relationships, such as those between Dave and Amber, Oz and Nolana, Pete and 

Brenda and Yianni and Costas, are accompanied by and do infiuence the joumey 

of individuation. 



ENCOUNTERING THE SHADOW 

Where the anima is generally considered a factor in the psyche personified 

by someone of the female gender, the shadow u d y  appears in dreams, fmtasy 

and projection as the same gender as the subject. The shadow indudes all those 

characteristics which are unacceptable to the ego-ideal. In Thinkin' 'Bout the 

Devil, Don's mad meditation connects him with pimps, Darth Vader fans and the 

Malcolm McDowell character in A Clockwork Orange. These feaîures are 

present in the personality, but consciousness of them is repressed, and so they 

gravitate to the unconscious. In Aion, Jung distinguishes the persond shadow 

fiom the shadow as an archetype, the former being more available to 

conscioumess than the latter (1978, 10). From these John Tdley sorts out also a 

collective shadow consisting of traits that "a cultural group rejects as part of its 

Weltanschauung"; and in the Iight of this plurality of shadows, he suggests 

amending Jung's well known definition to "the t b g s  a person has no wish to bel' 

(18). John Sdord ,  writing about Judeo-Christian culture, notes thaî "we reject 

the part of us that gets angry, is Widictive, and has uncontrolled sexual urges" 

(49). Samuels, Shorter and Plaut animi that "the contents of the personal 

unconscious are inextricably merged with the archetypa1 contents of the collective 
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unconscious", which only underscores the difficulty of relating consciously with 

one's shadow (1986, 139). 

Writing the opening scene to "Duffers" 1 put two shadow figures in the 

tavem. There is a very general use of the t m  "shadow" which would include all  

the male characters of m y  dreams, my fictions and my fantasies. They dl emerge 

fiom my psyche and represent a potential within me, though their source might be 

deeper still in the collective unconscious. These characters in the tavern are 

shadows in the narrower sense of representing an instinctive masculinity which 

contrasts with Gordon's and my own spirinial ideals. They belong to the tavem, 

whereas Gordon and his fiiends are strangers there. The shadow characters, being 

closer to instinct, make the shots on the pool table; while a few pages later 

Gordon will fail in his attempt to hit the golf ball out of the water hazard. 

Following the dance one of the shadow men gins, as if encouraging Gordon to 

act out of his shadow, to let the instincts have their day. Similar characters show 

up later on at the doughnut shop, the bearded men in black leather caps. It is 

interesting to me that they appear there with policemen, just as the pool players 

are soon followed by Jim, the rqresentative of church authority. Just as we aU 

have our shadows, each shadow has its own polar opposite who is never far away. 

The coupling of Shadow figures in polar tension with each other is a 

feature of Moore and Gillette's descriptions of four masculine archetypes. The 



Shadow Wanior splits into the Sadist and the Masochist (Moore and Gillette 

1992b, 122). The Shadow King splits into the Weakling and the Tyrant (Moore 

and Gillette 1992% 160). The Magician's shadow wnsists of the naive Innocent 

and the sociopathic Trickster (Moore and Gillette 1993 a, 156- 164). The Impotent 

and the Addict form what Moore and Gillette cal1 the passive and active poles of 

the Shadow Lover (1  9934 173-4). These authors note that the shadows consist 

of splitsff traits, but also that some of their traits might be seen as  desirable gifis 

(1993% 155). 

To receive these gifts Moore and Gillette advocate re-rnythologising and 

fomiing a relationship with "anthropomorphic images of archetypal realities" 

(1992% 2 1 1). Creative fiction is a way of re-mythologising, and the writer can 

certainly build relationship with one's characters and have some awareness of 

their reality in the writerfs psyche and life. At the same t h e  Moore and Gillette 

stress that identification with the archetype is not the goal (1992% 35). In fact 

shadow problems occur when the ego does identifi with, and therefore is 

possessed by, one of the poles of the Shadow King. These authors explain that an 

ego possessed by the Tyrant will experience the Weakling as its personal Shadow; 

and under stress, this ego "oscillates" between Weakling and Tyrant (1992% 160). 

When Gordon is confronted by the bear, he recognizes himself as a weakling 

tyrant. 
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It is also interesthg to me îhat in their discussion of the King, Moore and 

Gillette emphasize active imagination, not with the shadow poles, but with the 

archetypai King (1 20 1-235 .) The Tyrrmt possessing the ego is humbled in 

the encounter with the true King, as Gordon was humbled in the presence of the 

bear (1992% 208). nie WeaklUig, more or l e s  gives way, as the ego is 

"profoundly moved" in its growing awareness of the King (19924 209.) In their 

later work on the Wanior Moore and Gillette do offer an example of how, 

through active imagination, an individual's ego might speak to both Shadow 

Wanior poles, (the Sadist and the Masochist), relating the poles to each other, and 

receiving and transforming some of their energy, even while differentiating fiom 

them both (1 992b, 175-197). My point is that, even for these wnters, the notion 

of relating to one's shadow occurs to hem, only &er they have expressed their 

fascination with the ideal, and have advocaîed a conscious relationship with the 

archetypal King. 

1 wonder if this change in approach occurs because mently the Wanior 

archetype itself is more clearly shadow than the King. The need to bring the four 

archetypes together, in order that King, W&, Magician and Lover balance and 

modify each other, seems most urgent whai one contemplates being possessed by 

the Warrior. On his own, the King se- to paso- our ideals; and so we 

prefer the exhilarathg relation to the King in his m e s s  over the sobering work 
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of comecting with Weakling and Tynmt and relating Weakling to Tyfant. Yianni 

remllids me o f  the character played by Al Waxman in the 1970's CBC television 

series, "nie King Of Kensington". He takes responsibility for the island's 

prosperity. Like Henry Vm, Yianni ûies to bend the church for his own purpose. 

In a more positive vein, he wants to be everyone's n id  It's al1 a bit inflated, 

and YiaMi's fortunate irmsfurmation is a lethg go of some of this identification 

with the archetypa1 King. 

Accepting that shadow characters do have positive conmbutions to make, 

and broadening the concept of Shadow beyond the most sinister, same gender and 

species figures, 1 would include Gordon's culleagues and the bear as Shadow 

figures who have something to offer both the character and the writer. Andy is an 

instinctud character, close to the cackling magpie and howling wolf, clownish at 

tirnes but always vibrant. Jim combines the roles of mentor and policeman. He 

expresses King energy, giWig leadership to the group and articulating a realistic 

understanding of his vocation. 

The figure of Cbris has the most energy for Gordon. Chris is the idealist 

who works at being ethical and proactive. L.&e Gordon, Chris takes himself 

awfully seriously, but in a Promethean, forward looking way. This is a quality 

that Gordon ne& to realize, and so Chris shows up in his dream. 



Jung imagineci a descent to a land of the dead where he met a beautifid 

young girl, Salorne, and the old prophet, Elijah (1989, 18 1 .) He associates these 

characters with Eros and Logos, though he does not want to reduce them to 

concepts (1989, 182). The polar comection between Chrk and Sue isn't as 

obvious in the "Duffers" story, but they are bodi present at the beginning, and the 

qualities which Gordon projects on each one are qualities associated with Logos 

and Eros that Gordon needs to be aware of in himself As Jung notes in his 

autobiography, our imaginary figures live in our psyches, but also have an 

autonomy and conf?ont us "in an objective manna" (1989, 183.) In Gordon's 

dream Chris leads the dreant ego to the college where the words, "The îmth shall 

make you fieen, are inscribed. These inner figures cannot be conquered, only 

appreciated and invited into relationship; and Gordon does this by remembering 

the dream and w o n d e ~ g  about it. One enjoys intimacy with one's sou1 by 

p d h g  back projections and allowing one's inner figures to speak, as Jung 

dowed SaIome and Elijah to speak to him &ou& active imagination. 

None of Gordon's cohagues is an Iron John sort of character. 

Nevertheless, all the men are drawn, not only to the more or less civilized golf 

course, but dso to the wild place, the û d  dirough the forest to the continental 

divide. The boys' golf b d s  have led them to the wildemesq just as the boy's 

golden baIi bounces into Iron John's cage (Bly, 8). Robat Bly is clear that he 



advocates relationship with and initiation by the Wild Man rather than 

identification with the Wild Man (36). Bly contmts the hajr Wild Man fiom the 

traditional image of gentle Jesus, whde noting that John the Baptist was clearly a 

wildrnan involved in Jesus' initiation (8). So the mountains are a place for 

initiation, and indeed Gordon encounters there someone wild. 

Ladson Hinton describes the animal souf as a "whole consciousness" 

without the "polarity between opposites"(48). Wman writes about animal 

reflection, that "imagination and perception, thinkuig and feeling self and world 

are one" (1 993, 15). Hinton understands one woman's elephant dream figure as 

an image of strength to "withstand her critical and angry inner authorities, which 

would always maintain the status quo" (57). He denies that a walk in the 

mountains is "an esotenc pursuit"; for the animal sou1 offers us, not a sentimental 

or romantic experience of nature, but a basic zest similar to Paul Tillich's basic 

faith, the courage to be in the messy reaiity of existence (60). 

In the EgvDtian Book of the Dead, Sebak the crocodile demands the 

readerls blood, for the wheat must be cut "so that bread can be made" (Ellis 169). 

The predatory human needs to be codkonted by a predaîor, to look into the jaws 

of death and become aware of his or her own mortality. The crocodile 

announces, "when you've reached the lips of the gnat devourer, you are staring 

into the jaws of creation" (Eiiis 169). In a crisis situation, Verena Kast afnrms 



the opportunity for "new behaviourd possibilities, new dimensions of self- 

experience. and new ways of expexiencing the world" (3). 

Claissa Pinkola Estes notes that the theme of resurrection is suggested by 

the bear's awakening fiom hibernation (Estes 357). Hillman, who values the 

irnmediate and unified response of the heart of the lion, reminds us of the 

traditional notion that stillborn lion cubs must be "awakened into life by a roar" 

(1993. 64). Artemis and Diana, who are associated with bears. express an ability 

to sniff out "the psychic aspects of aIl things" (Estes 357). The bear in "Duffers" 

sniffs Gordon out, shows him her sharp teeth and roars. Gordon's crisis rnakes 

hun aware of death. He takes it seriously, as a moment of decision and a tuming 

point; and so the whole event, fkom Jim's confrontation to the bear's. signifies for 

Gordon a new opportunity for life. 

Estes sees the bear as an image of self-regulation and pIuralism, expressing 

a nature which is, at the same time, "fierce and generous"(358). With conscious 

connection to the bear in the psyche, the individual can "make one's boundaries 

clear, shake the sky if need be, yet be available, accessible" (Estes 358). These 

are some of the qualities which begin to appear in Gordon in the latter half of the 

story. He is fortunate that neither he nor his car= are destroyed, but a series of 

jolts culmiaating in the encounter with the bear send him in a new direction. His 

transformation is evident as he becornes vulnerable in his dialogue with Sue, and 
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honest with Laura about their fùture, and straight with Rhonda about not wmting 

the Edmonton Christian News. 

The theologian, Walter Brueggemann, asserts that "reality itself has 

something of a narrative quality . . . a plot with a beginning, middle, and end; and 

has characters who remain constant but also develop, change, and exercise great 

fieedom" (325). Brueggemann sees the tasks of preaching and therapy as being 

umilar, both uiviting the individual "to abandon the script in which one has 

confidence and to enter a different script that imaginatively tells one's life 

differently " (327). The bear's preaching, John's counselling and Gordon's own 

dreams al1 disrupt Gordon's old narrative, and invite him to embrace a new one. 



EDUCATING THE FEELING FUNCTION 

Jung considers feeling to be one of the four hc t ions  associated with the 

ego; the others being thinking, sensation and intuition (1976,434). Contrasting 

with thinking, feeling does not make an "inte i led  judgement . . . to establish 

conceptual relations" with a content, but instead assigns subjective value in 

judging a content (Jung 1976,434). Nevertheless, feeling is a rational fiinction 

"since values in general are assigned according to the laws of reason" (Jung 1976, 

43 5). Hillman explains the fhction's prerequisite of "a structure of feeling 

memory . . . an accumulation of feeling experiences" (1 986, 109). Feeling is the 

function by which relationships becorne characterized by an "evaluative 

relatedness" (Hillman 1985,4 1). Complex feeling judgement "weighs one value 

agauist others, or weighs values on more dian one scale (Willeford 358). 

Willeford notes the role of emotion in the human evaluative system: 

"Rage or fear evaluate something as deserving to be attacked or fled" (40). He 

describes feeling as the function of wnsciousness relating the ego to the 

emotional ground of experience (Willeford 40-41). Feeling judgements are "an 

emotional reading of the world . . . distinct fiom the overwhelming of the ego by 

emotion" (Willeford 392). Nevertheless, according to Willeford, feeling '5s 



rooted in the regions of the person thaî are ultimately autonomous with respect to 

conscious purposes and values" (1 1 1). Feeling mediates between the ego and the 

unconscious (and therefore the Self) in a way that thinking does not. 

Marion Woodman articulates the consensus that feeling is devalued in 

present day Western culture (1 7 1). To correct this situation Hillman discusses 

how people might go about "educating the feeling fùnction" (1987, 157-1 79). In 

this regard he notes that education in feeling requires "psychological wurage" 

(1 986, 160). Courage is required to listen with honesty to one's fïrst spontaneous 

feelings, even when our feeling is meeting the contents of the personal shadow 

and feeling itself wants to repress such feelings. Hillrnan regards this courage as 

emerging fiom Eros, a committed relationship to soul(1986, 160). L e h g  go, 

especially of the straitjacket of collective values or one's own long held 

prejudices, might be necessary for feeling to expand and develop sophistication. 

HiIlman writes about feeling's relation to social values: ''Cornfortable acceptance 

or absolute rejection shows the all-or-none reaction of infeority" (1986, 163). A 

persona of rebellion or cornpliance doesi't threaten the ego which creates it. The 

courage of feeling is the courage of the ego which risks the threat to itself and the 

encounter with non-being in its openness to the unconscious out of which the ego 

has emerged. 



Gordon encounters himself, his conflicts, his shadow, his stuchess in 

adolescence; and al1 of that work takes psychological courage. His therapist 

advises him to see his psyche rather than prejudging his psyche. John's intention 

is not to save Gordon fiorn feeling, but to encourage Gordon to encornter his 

shadow through feeling rather than to avoid seeing his own sou1 on accomt of his 

shame. Dave in "Amber Dam" experiences emotions, instincts and memones as 

well as the direction his own journey is taking as he rubs Debs foot, and he makes 

a feeling judgement not to become sexual with her. Later he a f ' s  Amber for 

her honesty about hating hun, which sounds Wre a sophisticated feeling 

judgement as opposed to other responses he might have made. Mer he gives 

notice to his colleagues, Pete allows himself to feel rage, and he empathizes with 

the adolescents who express their rebellion. During his second run, he becomes 

aware of his family's valuing of restra.int in expressing emotion. Does the 

emotional dismption make him pliable enough to take seriously the feeling of 

interest leading him into the forest following the stream? The whole experience is 

an education in feeling for Pete, and at the end he makes a complex feeling 

judgement, considering all the values which corne into play and choosing to 

convey his crîticism, but not a letter of resignation. Yianni maintains the persona 

of a smafl town businesman in "Betses", but Father Georgiou cornes to a 



cornplex feeling judgernent in presenting his petition as he did, and in coming to 

Yianni's defense. Father Georgiou values alI  the human relaîionships that are 

experienced on the island. Having opened himself to an imaginative reading of 

the feelings of his shadow, Don is able to appreciate his own humble station in 

life, and to integrate some of his shadow energy in a fhn defense of his own 

boundaries. Oz's feeling is apparent when he &ds a way to check whether or not 

Nolana is okay with the level of intimacy at their first meeting where he tells her 

of his losses. As narrator, Oz gets to reveal quite a bit of his feeling, especially 

his appreciation for Nolana's liveliness. Crises force characters to make choices, 

and conscious choosing involves feeling's consideration of values, but feeling's 

work of  assignuig value also involves listening to the emotional ground of 

experience, the unconscious. 

There is such a thing as bad feeling, and perhaps Gordon's nostdgic 

fantasies might fall into that category in so far as they keep him f?om being 

completely present in the here and now. The images of domestic sectu@ and 

adolescent adventure could help him to be aware of what he is unconsciously 

searching for in the present. However Gordon simply enjoys these fantasies as an 

escape fiom his present. In con- to his stuckness in these nostdgic moments, 

Gordon is very much present in the moment at the hospital, and attuned to the 



situation through his feeling. Gordon ascribes a positive value to Gary and 

Wendy honouring, loving and grieving for their infant daughter. He dso cornes 

to appreciate his own role as a minister as something helpful and Limited. Gary 

and Wendy put up boundaries within which Gordon can be helpfbl through 

administering baptism and ofking his praya. Where before he might have seen 

this as "ineffective", or overstayed his welcome attempting to be effective, here 

he values and honours the boundary. 

The confrontation with the bear gives new energy to Gordon's feeling, and 

here, rather than being stuck in nostalgia, he draws on the feeling mernories and 

affirms a purpose and a value that he still hopes to manifest in his life. Hiliman 

discovers in the maniage relationship an excellent "vessel" for the experiencing 

and discrimhating of many feelings, both negative and positive (1 987, 1 67). At 

the end of the "Duffers" stow Gordon Gnds energy and value for his mamage. 

He begins to see the extraordinary in ordinary time. 



SUMMATION 

In order to be contexnial, theology needs to hear the questions raised by 

narrative's and psychology's understanding of that basic conte* the human soul. 

To those who would question an exploration of the relationship between religion 

and psychology, Don Browning notes, "traditional religion and modem 

psychology stand in a special relation to one another because both of them 

provide concepts and technologies for the ordering of the interior life" (2). 

Concerning narrative, Thomas Moore writes, "when we are m g  to understand 

our problems and o u  suffering, we look for a story that will be revealing" (220). 

In his work, God in Po~ular Culture, Andrew Greely describes an episode of the 

television series, Fumily Ties, where the character, Alex Keaton, copes with a 

friend's death and wonders about the meaning of life, honestly assessing his ways 

of behavhg, considering the vaiue of his relationships, and relying on basic faith 

(127-129). I, too, saw this episode and would concur with Greely who believed 

that the episode ' k a s  a practically perfect Good FridayEaster story" (129). With 

a program featuring Cardina1 Bernardin's preaching in mind, Greely advises, 

"When in doubt always tell a story" (129). 

Alex Keaton, Gordon Rarnsey, Pete, Oz, Don, Dave and Yianni all 



encounter others, endure crises and discover aspects of themselves. AU 

experience the threat of non-being through sepration or being hated or risking 

the loss of their vocation in cimunstances which are commonplace and ordinary. 

AU grow in the process, becoming more conscious or more flexible. 1 ais0 grew 

in the process of writing their stories and writing this dissertation, responding to 

the critical urge within me to mate  a work of art. Identity, autonomy and 

effectiveness have been my own goals, as much as they are the goals of the 

characters about whom 1 have written. 

In the "Theology of Ministry" chapter 1 brought together personai 

experience, the theology of Tillich and Hall, the myths of Sisyphus and 

Prometheus, Jungian concepts ofpuer and narcissism, and scriptural narratives 

such as the Jacob and Laban story and Luke's story of the cmcified Christ and 

the two wrong-doers. The synthesis of these elements precedes my decision to 

bring them together. The theologians and the psychologists consider the myths. 

Myth, experience and scripture are co~ltnunicated in namative form. Contextual 

theology responds to the questions posed by experience and listens to the zeifgeist 

as it is described by the sciences and by the arts. Theology, like some fiction, 

wants to articulate a myth that t d y  encourages people, by honesdy grappling 



with anxiety and the experience of non-being, and expressing a basic and hopeful 

faith which emerges when an old myth seen as illusion gives way. 

The themes which emerge in my sîories, (stuchess, intimacy, shadow and 

feeling), al1 of which con'& the element of non-being, also emerged in my own 

process of writing these stones. This was desaibed in the chapter on the 

workshopping process. Going with fkst thoughts fiom the unconcious helps the 

writer become unshick. Colleagues at a writing workshop challenge the &ter to 

become more intimate with the scene being described, even if it is a scene of 

tmor or an encounter with one's shadow. The workshopping process is an 

exercise of the feeling f'unction, both in the giving and receiving of evaluations of 

ht ing.  These same themes were embedded in the issues presented by each 

story. nie issues (downsiPng, tourism, sexual harasment) are contemporary, 

even while the themes are etemal. Both preaching and n d v e  need to include 

contemporaiy elements with etemal elements to provoke interest and to lead to 

wonder and the building of meaning. 

Hillman describes the effect of Harvey's demonsûable divided hearî, and 

of Augustine's confessing heart: heart separated fiom thought, and heart tom fiom 

imagination and left with pure subjectivity (1993,25-29). In this conte* he 

seeks a recovery of the heart of the lion which "awakais in the aesthetic response" 
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(1993,74). n i e  aesthetic response, the education of feeling with imagination, is 

not only a response wrïting and other art forms. It is a response to experience 

of Iife which expresses itself writing and other art foms. Before entering this 

program, 1 wrote a children's story which was a response to t h e  spent in silence 

at an Anglican retreat centre near Calgay called Entheos, which means "in God". 

In the story I tried to describe the specialness of that place which makes its name 

appropriate. The church can leam tiom anaiytical psychology's awareness that we 

who are "in God" are aIso "in soul", ensouled and animated. H i h a n  notes that 

"the transfiguration of matter occurs through wonder" (1993'47). . 

Story elicits wonder. The church is comùig to value story more than it has. 

nie new emphasis on a lectionary approach to our own scxiptures, dong with the 

recovery of the Christian year, (including ordinary the), makes the people of 

God more aware of their heritage of story. In Christian education and in pastoral 

care we encourage people to be conscious of identity and feeling function as we 

invite them to share autobiography and fiction. 

As concephial paradigms, fiom doctrines of atonement to aetiologies of 

neurosis, have been hculated and then challenged and superseded, an attitude of 

pluralism has arisen. We value our heterogeneous religious tradition, including its 

minority positions. Who knows which tradition fkom which era might tomorrow 



be cailed a usable past? There is more than one character, even in a short story. 

In spite of our enthusiasrn for integration, there are varieties of inner figures in the 

psyche. Immigration has shaped a society which is mdtidtural and multi-faith. 

We live with diversity and complexity. 

Andrew Samuels differentiates plwaiism fiom eclecticism, noting that 

"eclecticism ignores the contradictions between systems of thought, whereas 

pluralisrn celebrates their competition" (13). 1 would add stories to that 

competition of the variety of lens through which people understand their 

experience. nie  "Duffers" stov follows a main character who is unconsciously 

involved with others. As Sue, Jim, John, Rebecca and the Bear become involved 

in Gordon's life, Gordon becomes more consciously involved in his life, and 

more aware that he has a plurality of options. Courage implies choice, and choice 

implies pluralisrn. Amber refninds Dave that it is okay for him to be different 

than his father. She wonders about the authenticity of Davefs manner when he is 

with Mardi, and the appropriateness of his wearing a Greenpeace button in the 

encounter with Tom. Findy she sees Dave working through bis relationship with 

his father, and she encourages this transition by making her courageous choice not 

to intervene. 



Samuels writes that the telos of pluralism, accompanied by involvement, is 

refomi, which includes "renewal, rebirth, spontaneaus and well-planned 

evolutions" (230-23 1). Samuels, the theoretician, sounds heroic and optimistic, 

and these are qualities embraced by the progressive myth which Hail and others 

have criticized. Nevertheless, the ''courage to be" remains as the quality which 

the community of faith desires to mediate to the world. The characters of these 

stories find courage, by getting involved in and valuing both relationships with 

others and persona1 transformations. Involvement means getting stuck, becoming 

intirnate, encountering the shadow and discovering one's function of feeling. 

With grace, the joumey deepens identity and encourages autonomy and 

effectiveness, a living out of Tillich's "new being". Involvement leading to 

renewal: it sounds to me like the incarnation, and also the beginning of a good 

story. 
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